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To John Keats
Whose Name Was Wit
in Eternity

"Can God play a significant ganme with his own creature? Can any
creator, even a linited one, play a significant gane with his own creature?"

--norbert wi ener, God and Golem |Inc.

“. . . May there not be superior beings amused with any graceful,

though instinctive attitude ny mind nay fall into, as | amentertai ned

with the alertness of a Stoat or the anxiety of a Deer? Though a quarrel

inthe streets is a thing to be hated, the energies displayed in it are fine
By a superior being our reasonings may take the sane tone--
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t hough erroneous they may be fine-- This is the very thing in which
consi sts poetry ..."

--john keats, in a letter to his brother

"The | magi nati on may be conpared to Adam s dream -he awoke and
found it truth."”

--john keats, in a letter to a friend

PART ONE

ONE

On the day the armada went off to war, on the last day of life
as we knew it, | was invited to a party. There were parties

everywhere that evening, on Mre than a hundred and fifty

worlds in the Wb, but this was the only party that nattered.

| signified acceptance via the datasphere, checked to make sure that
my finest fornmal jacket was clean, took ny tinme bathing and shavi ng,
dressed with neticul ous care, and used the one-tinme diskey in the
invitation chip to farcast from Esperance to Tau Ceti Center at the
appoi nted tine.

It was evening in this hem sphere of TC2, and a low, rich Iight
illumnated the hills and val es of Deer Park, the gray towers of the
Admi ni stration conplex far to the south, the weeping wllows and
radi ant fenfire which Iined the banks of River Tethys, and the white
col onnades of CGovernnent House itself. Thousands of guests were
arriving, but security personnel greeted each of us, checked our invitation
codes agai nst DNA patterns, and showed the way to bar and

buffet with a graceful gesture of arm and hand.

"M Joseph Severn?" the guide confirned politely.

"Yes," | lied. It was now ny nanme but never ny identity.

"CEO d adstone still wishes to see you later in the evening. You
will be notified when she is free for the appointnent."

"Very good."

"If you desire anything in the way of refreshnent or entertai nnent

that is not set out, nmerely speak your wi sh aloud and the grounds
monitors will seek to provide it."

| nodded, sniled, and left the guide behind. Before | had strolled a
dozen steps, he had turned to the next guests alighting fromthe termn nex
pl at f orm

THE FALL OF HYPE

From ny vantage point on a |low knoll, | could see several thousand
guests nmilling across several hundred acres of manicured | awn, many

of them wandering anong forests of topiary. Above the stretch of grass
where | stood, its broad sweep already shaded by the line of trees al ong
the river, lay the formal gardens, and beyond themrose the inposing
bul k of Government House. A band was playing on the distant patio,

and hi dden speakers carried the sound to the farthest reaches of Deer
Park. A constant line of EMVs spiral cd down froma farcaster porta

far above. For a few seconds | watched their brightly clad passengers

di senbark at the platformnear the pedestrian term nex. | was fascinated
by the variety of aircraft; evening light glinted not only on the shells of
the standard Vi kkens and Altz and Sumatsos, but also on the rococo

decks oflevitation barges and the metal hulls of antique skinmers which
had been quaint when O d Earth still existed.

I wandered down the |ong, gradual slope to the River Tethys, past

the dock where an incredible assortnent of river craft disgorged their
passengers. The Tethys was the only webw de river, flowi ng past its
permanent farcaster portals through sections of Mdre than two hundred
wor | ds and noons, and the folk who lived along its banks were sone

of the wealthiest in the Hegenony. The vehicles on the river showed
this: great, crenelated cruisers, canvas-laden barks, and five-tiered
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barges, many showi ng si gns of being equipped with levitation gear; el aborate
houseboats, obviously fitted with their own farcastcrs; small, notile
isles inported fromthe oceans of Maui-Covenant; sporty pre-Hegira
speedboats and subnersi bl es; an assortnment of hand-carved nautica

EMVs from Renai ssance Vector; and a few contenporary go-everywhere

yachts, their outlines hidden by the seam ess reflective ovoid surfaces of
contai nnent fields.

The guests who alighted fromthese craft were no | ess flanmboyant

and i npressive than their vehicles: personal styles ranged from pre-

Hegi ra conservati ve eveni ng wear on bodi es obvi ously never touched

by Poul sen treatnents to this weeks hi ghest fashion from TC2 draped

on figures nolded by the Wb's nost famous ARNi sts. Then |

noved on, pausing at a long table just long enough to fill my plate
with roast beef, salad, sky squid filet, Parvati curry, and fresh-baked
br ead.

The | ow evening light had faded to twilight by the tine | found a
place to sit near the gardens, and the stars were coning out. The lights
of the nearby city and Adninistration Conpl ex had been di nmed for

tonight's viewing of the armada, and Tau Ceti Center's night sky was More clear than it had been
for centuries.

A worman near me gl anced over and sniled. "lI'msure that we've

met before.”

| sniled back, sure that we had not. She was very attractive, perhaps
twice ny age, in her late fifties, standard, but | ooking younger than

my own twenty-six years, thanks to noney and Poul sen. Her skin was

so fair that it |ooked al nost translucent. Her hair was done in a rising
braid. Her breasts, Mre reveal ed than hidden by the w spwear gown,

were flaw ess. Her eyes were cruel

"Perhaps we have," | said, "although it seenms unlikely. My nane is
Joseph Severn."

"OfF course,"” she said. "You're an artist!”

| was not an artist. | was . . . had been ... a poet. But the Severn
identity, which | had inhabited since ny real persona's death and

birth a year before, stated that | was an artist. It was in ny Al Thing

file.

"I remenbered,"” |aughed the lady. She lied. She had used her expensive

com og inplants to access the datasphere.

I did not need to access ... a clunsy, redundant word which | despised despite its antiquity. |

mental ly closed ny eyes and was in the

dat asphere, sliding past the superficial Al Thing barriers, slipping beneath
the waves of surface data, and followi ng the glowi ng strand of

her access unbilical far into the darkened depths of "secure" information

fl ow

"My nane is Diana Philonel," she said. "My husband is sector

transport adnministrator for Sol Draconi Septem"

I nodded and took the hand she offered. She had said nothing about

the fact that her husband had been head goon for the nol d-scrubbers

uni on on Heaven's Gate before political patronage had pronoted him

to Sol Draconi ... or that her nanme once had been D nee Teats,
former crib doxie and hopstop hostess to |ungpipe proxies in the Md-
sunp Barrens ... or that she had been arrested twi ce for Flashback

abuse, the second tine seriously injuring a hal fway house nedic .

or that she had poi soned her hal f-brother when she was nine, after he
had threatened to tell her stepfather that she was seeing a Mudflat m ner
naned. .

"Pleased to neet you, M Philonel,"” | said. Her hand was warm

She hel d the handshake an instant too |ong.

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------
"lsn't it exciting?" she breathed.
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"What' s t hat ?"

She made an expansi ve gesture that included the night, the gl ow

gl obes just coming on, the gardens, and the crowds. "Ch, the party,

the war, everything," she said.

| sniled, nodded, and tasted the roast beef. It was rare and quite

good, but gave the salty hint of the Lusus clone vats. The squid seened
aut hentic. Stewards had cone by offering chanpagne, and | tried mine. It was inferior. Quality
wi ne, Scotch, and coffee had been the three

irrepl aceable coomodities after the death of O d Earth. "Do you think
the war is necessary?" | asked.

"Goddam right it's necessary." Diana Phil onel had opened her

nmout h, but it was her husband who answered. He had come up from

behi nd and now took a seat on the faux | og where we di ned. He was

a big man, at least a foot and a half(aHer than I. But then, | am short.
My nmenory tells ne that | once wote a verse ridiculing nyself as "

M. John Keats, five feet high," although | amfive feet one, slightly
short when Napol eon and Wellington were alive and the average hei ght

for men was five feet six, ridiculously short now that men from avcrageg
worl ds range fromsix feet tall to al nost seven. | obviously did not
have the rmuscul ature or frane to claiml had come froma high-g

world, so to all eyes | was nerely short. (I report ny thoughts above
inthe units in which I think ... of all the nental changes since ny
rebirth into the Web, thinking in nmetric is by far the hardest. Sonetines
| refuse to try.)

"Way is the war necessary?" | asked Hernund Philonel, Diana's

husband.

"Because they goddamm asked for it," growl ed the big man. He was

a nolar grinder and a cheek-nuscle flexer. He had al nost no neck and

a subcut aneous beard that obviously defied depilatory, blade, and
shaver. His hands were half again as large as mne and nany tinmes Mre powerful
"I sec," | said.

"The goddamm Qusters goddamm asked for it," he repeated, review ng

the high points of his argunment for ne. "They fucked with us on Bressia
and now they' re fucking with us on ... in ... whatsis ..."

"Hyperion system" said his wife, her eyes never |eaving mne

"Yeah," said her |lord and husband, "Hyperion system They fucked

with us, and now we've got to go out there and show themthat the
Hegenony isn't going to stand for it. Understand?"

Menory told me that as a boy | had been sent off to John O arke's

acadeny at Enfield and that there had been More than a few snall -

brai ned, hamfisted bullies like this there. Wien | first arrived, | avoided

them or placated them After my nmother died, after the world changed,

I went after themwth rocks in ny snall fists and rose fromthe ground

to swing again, even after they had bl oodi ed ny nose and | oosened ny

teeth with their bl ows.

"I understand," | said softly. My plate was enpty. | raised the |ast

of my bad chanpagne to toast Diana Phil onel.

"Draw me," she said.

"1 beg your pardon7"

"Draw ne, M Severn. You're an artist."

"A painter," | said, nmaking a hel pless gesture with an enpty hand.

"I'mafraid | have no stylus."

Di ana Phil onel reached into her husband's tunic pocket and handed

me a light pen. "Draw ne. Please."

| drew her. The portrait took shape in the air between us, lines rising

and falling and turning back on thenselves |ike neon filanents in a

wire scul pture. A small crowd gathered to watch. M I d appl ause rippl ed

when | finished. The drawi ng was not bad. It caught the lady's |ong,

vol uptuous curve of neck, high braid bridge of hair, prominent cheekbones
even the slight, anbiguous glint of eye. It was as good as
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could do after the RNA nedicati on and | essons had prepared ne for
the persona. The real Joseph Severn could do better . . . had done
better. | remenber himsketching ne as | |ay dying

M Di ana Phil onel beaned approval. M Hernund Phil onel gl owered.

A shout went up. "There they are!"

The crowd nurmured, gasped, and hushed. d ow gl obes and garden

lights dimed and went off. Thousands of guests raised their eyes to
the heavens. | erased the drawing and tucked the light pen back in

Her mund' s t uni c.

"It's the armada," said a distinguished-1ooking older nan i n FORCE
dress black. He lifted his drink to point something out to his young
fermal e conpani on. "They've just opened the portal. The scouts wll
conme through first, then the torchship escorts.™

The FORCE nmilitary farcaster portal was not visible fromour vantage
point; even in space, | imagine it would ook |ike nothing Mre than

a rectangul ar aberration in the starfield. But the fusion tails of the
scout ships were certainly visible--first as a score of fireflies or radiant

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

gossaners, then as blazing conets as they ignited their nmain drives and
swept out through Tau Ceti Systemi s cislunar traffic region. Another

cumul ative gasp went up as the torchships farcast into existence, their
firetails a hundred tines |onger than the scouts'. TCM s ni ght sky was
scarred fromzenith to horizon with gold-red streaks.

Sonewher e the appl ause began, and within seconds the fields and

| awns and fornal gardens of Governnent House's Deer Park were filled

with riotous applause and raucous cheering as the well-dressed crowd

of billionaires and governnent officials and menbers of noble houses
froma hundred worlds forgot everything except a jingoismand war | ust
awakened now after More than a century and a half of dornmancy.

| did not applaud. Ignored by those around nme, | finished ny

toast--not to Lady Philonmel now, but to the enduring stupidity of ny
race--and downed the last of the chanpagne. It was flat.

Above, the Mdre inportant ships of the flotilla had translated in-

system | knew fromthe briefest touch of the datasphere--its surface

now agitated with surges of information until it resenbled a storm
tossed sea--that the main Iine of the FORCE: space arnada consi sted

of More than a hundred capital spinships: matte-black attack carriers,

| ooking i ke thrown spears, with their launch-arms |ashed down; Three-

C command shi ps, as beautiful and awkward as meteors nmade of bl ack
crystal; bul bous destroyers resenbling the overgrown torchships they

were; perineter defense pickets, Mre energy than matter, their nassive
contai nnent shields now set to total reflection--brilliant mrrors reflecting
Tau Ceti and the hundreds of flane trails around them fast

cruisers, nmoving |ike sharks anmong the slower schools of ships; |unbering
troop transports carrying thousands of FORCE: Marines in their

zero-g holds; and scores of support ships--frigates; fast attack fighters;
torpedo ALRs; fatline relay pickets; and the farcaster JunpShi ps thensel ves,
massi ve dodecahedrons with their fairyland arrays of antennae

and probes.

Al'l around the fleet, kept at a safe distance by traffic control, flitted
the yachts and sunjanmers and private in-system ships, their sails catching
sunlight and reflecting the glory of the arnmada

The guests on the Governnent House grounds cheered and appl auded.

The gentleman in FORCE bl ack was weeping silently.

Near by, conceal ed canmeras and wi deband i nmagers carried the nonent

to every world in the Wb and--via fatline--to scores of worlds which
wer e not.

| shook nmy head and renai ned seated.
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"M Severn?' A security guard stood over ne.

"Yes?"

She nodded toward the executive mansion. "CEO d adstone w ||
sec you now. "

TWDO

Every age fraught with discord and danger seens to spawn a | eader

meant only for that age, a political giant whose absence, in

retrospect, seens inconceivable when the history of that age is

witten. Meina dadstone was just such a | eader for our Final Age

al t hough none then coul d have dreamed that there would be no one

but me to wite the true history of her and her tine.

A adst one had been conpared to the classical figure of Abraham

Lincoln so many tines that when | was finally ushered into her presence
that night of the arnada party, | was half surprised not to find her in

a black frock coat and stovepi pe hat. The CEO of the Senate and | eader

of a governnent serving a hundred and thirty billion people was wearing

a gray suit of soft wool, trousers and tunic top ornamented only by the
slightest hint of red cord piping at seens and cuffs. | did not think she
| ooked |i ke Abraham Lincoln . . . nor like Alvarez-Tenp, the second

nost comon hero of antiquity cited as her Doppel ganger by the press.

| thought that she | ooked |ike an ol d | ady.

Mei na G adstone was tall and thin, but her countenance was More

aqui l i ne than Lincol nesque, with her blunt beak of a nose; sharp cheekbones;
the wide, expressive mouth with thin lips; and gray hair rising

in a roughly cropped wave, which did indeed resenbl e feathers. But

to ny mnd, the nost nenorabl e aspect of Meina d adstone's appearance

was her eyes: large, brown, and infinitely sad.

W were not alone. | had been led into a long, softly Iighted room

lined with wooden shel ves hol di ng many hundreds of printed books. A

| ong hol oframe sinmulating a wi ndow gave a view of the gardens. A

nmeeting was in the process of breaking up, and a dozen nen and wonen
stood or sat in a rough half-circle that held @ adstone's desk at its cusp
I o

The CEO | eaned back casually on her desk, resting her weight on the
front of it, her arms folded. She | ooked up as |I entered.

"M Severn?"

"Yes."

"Thank you for comng." Her voice was faniliar froma thousand

Al'l Thing debates, its tinbre rough with age and its tone as snooth as
an expensive |liqueur. Her accent was fanous--blending precise syntax
with an al nost forgotten lilt ofpre-Hegira English, evidently now found
only in the river-delta regi ons other hone world of Pat awpha. "Gentl enen
and | adies, let nme introduce M Joseph Severn," she said.

Several of the group nodded, obviously at a loss as to why | was there.
d adst one made no further introductions, but | touched the datasphere
to identify everyone: three cabi net nenbers, including the Mnister of
Def ense; two FORCE chiefs of staff; two aides to d adstone; four senators,
including the influential Senator Kol chev; and a projection of a
TechnoCore Council or known as Al bcdo.

"M Severn has been invited here to bring an artist's perspective to
the proceedi ngs," said CEO d adst one

FORCE: ground Ceneral Morpurgo snorted a laugh. "An artist's perspective7 Wth all due respect,
CEQ, what the hell docs that nmean?"

d adstone smled. Instead of answering the General, she turned back

to ne. "What do you think of the passing of the arnada, M Severn?"
"It's pretty," | said.

General Morpurgo made a noi se again. "Pretty? He | ooks at the

greatest concentration of space-force firepower in the history of the
galaxy and calls it pretty?" He turned toward another mlitary nan and
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shook hi s head.

d adstone's snile had not wavered. "And what of the war?" she asked

me. "Do you have an opinion on our attenpt to rescue Hyperion from

t he Quster barbarians?"

"It's stupid,"” | said.

The room becanme very silent. Current real-tinme polling in the A

Thi ng showed 98 percent approval of CEO @ adstone's decision to fight
rather than cede the colonial world of Hyperion to the Qusters. 4 ad-
stone's political future rested on a positive outcone of the conflict. The
men and wonen in that room had been instrunental in fornulating

the policy, nmaking the decision to invade, and carrying out the |ogistics.
The silence stretched.

"Why is it stupid?" d adstone asked softly.

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPEBION ----------------

| made a gesture with ny right hand. "The Hegenony's not been at

war since its founding seven centuries ago," | said. "It is foolish to test
its basic stability this way."

"Not at war!" shouted General Morpurgo. He gripped his knees with

massi ve hands. "Wiat the hell do you call the @ ennon-Hei ght Rebellion?”

"Arebellion," |I said. "A nutiny. A police action."

Senat or Kol chev showed his teeth in a smle that held no amusenent.
He was from Lusus and seened Mdre mnuscle than man. "Fl eet actions,”
he said, "half a mllion dead, two FORCE divisions |ocked in conbat
for More than a year. Sone police action, son."

| said nothing.

Lei gh Hunt, an ol der, consunptive-|ooking man reported to be d ad-
stone's closest aide, cleared his throat. "But what M Severn says is

interesting. Wiere do you see the difference between this ... ah ..
conflict and the d ennon-Hei ght wars, sir?"
"d ennon- Hei ght was a fornmer FORCE officer," | said, aware that

I was stating the obvious. "The Qusters have been an unknown quantity
for centuries. The rebels' forces were known, their potential easily
gauged; the Quster Swarns have been outside the Wb since the Hegira.

d ennon- Hei ght stayed within the Protectorate, raiding worlds no farther
than two nonths' time-debt fromthe Wb; Hyperion is three years from Parvati, the cl osest Wb
staging area."

"You think we haven't thought of all this?" asked General Morpurgo.
"What about the Battle of Bressia? W' ve already fought the Qusters
there. That was no ... rebellion.”

"Quiet, please," said Leigh Hunt. "Co on, M Severn."

| shrugged again. "The prinmary difference is that in this case we are

dealing with Hyperion," | said.

Senat or Ri cheau, one of the wonen present, nodded as if | had

expl ained nyself in full. "You're afraid of the Shrike," she said. "Do
you belong to the Church of the Final Atonement?"

"No," | said, "I"'mnot a nmenber of the Shrike Cult."

"What are you?" demanded Mor purgo.

"An artist," | lied.

Lei gh Hunt smiled and turned to G adstone. "I agree that we needed

this perspective to sober us, CEQ " he said, gesturing toward the w ndow
and the hol o i mages showi ng the still-applauding crowds, "but while

our artist friend has brought up necessary points, they have all been
reviewed and weighed in full."

____________________________________________________ T U
Senat or Kol chev cleared his throat. "I hate to nention the obvious
when it seens we are all intent on ignoring it, but does this . . . gentleman . . . have the

proper security clearance to be present at such
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a di scussi on?"

d adst one nodded and showed the slight smile so many caricaturists

had tried to capture. "M Severn has been comm ssioned by the Arts
Mnistry to do a series of drawi ngs of ne during the next few days or
weeks. The theory is, | believe, that these will have sone historica
significance and may lead to a formal portrait. At any rate, M Severn
has been granted a T-level gold security clearance, and we may speak

freely in front of him Al so, | appreciate his candor. Perhaps his arriva
serves to suggest that our neeting has reached its conclusion. | will join
you all in the War Room at 0800 hours tonorrow norning, just before

the fleet translates to Hyperion space."

The group broke up at once. General Mrpurgo glowered at me as

he left. Senator Kol chev. stared with sonme curiosity as he passed. Council or
Al bedo nerely faded i nto nothi ngness. Leigh Hunt was the only

one besides d adstone and nme to remain behind. He made hinself More confortabl e by drapi ng one | eg
over the armof the priceless pre-

Hegira chair in which he sat. "Sit down," said Hunt.

| glanced at the CEO She had taken her seat behind the massive

desk, and now she nodded. | sat in the straight-backed chair Cenera

Mor purgo had occupi ed. CEO d adstone said, "Do you really think

that defending Hyperion is stupid?"

"Yes. "

A adst one stcepled her fingers and tapped at her lower |ip. Behind

her, the w ndow showed the armada party continuing in silent agitation

"I'f you have any hope of being reunited with your ... ah ... counterpart,"
she said, "it would seemto be in your interest for us to carry

out the Hyperion canpaign.”

| said nothing. The wi ndow view shifted to show the ni ght sky stil

abl aze with fusion trails.

"Did you bring drawi ng naterial s?" asked d adstone

| brought out the pencil and small sketchpad | had told D ana Phil one

| did not have.

"Draw while we talk," said Meina d adstone.

I began sketching, roughing in the rel axed, al nost slunped posture,

and then working on the details of the face. The eyes intrigued ne.

| was vaguely aware that Leigh Hunt was staring intently at ne.

"Joseph Severn," he said. "An interesting choice of nanes."

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

| used quick, bold lines to give the sense of d adstone's high brow
and strong nose.

"Do you know why people are leery of cybrids?" Hunt asked.

"Yes," | said. "The Frankenstein nonster syndronme. Fear of anything

in human formthat is not conpletely human. It's the real reason
androi ds were outl awed, | suppose.”

"Uh- huh," agreed Hunt. "But cybrids are conpletely human, aren't

t hey?"

"Cenetically they are," | said. |I found nyself thinking of ny nother,
renenbering the tines | had read to her during her illness. | thought
of nmy brother Torn. "But they are also part of the Core," | said, "and

thus fit the description of' not conpletely human.
"Are you part of the Core?" asked Meina d adstone, turning full face

toward me. | started a new sketch

"Not really,"” | said. "I can travel freely through the regions they

allowme in, but it is Mire like soneone accessing the datasphere than

a true Core personality's ability." Her face had been Mre interesting

in three-quarters profile, but the eyes were Mire powerful when viewed

straight on. | worked on the latticework of lines radiating fromthe corners of those eyes. Mina
d adst one obvi ously had never i ndul ged

in Poul sen treatnents.

"If it were possible to keep secrets fromthe Core," said G adstone,
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"it would be folly to allow you free access to the councils of governnent.
As it is ..." She dropped her hands and sat up. | nipped to a new

page.

"As it is," said dadstone, "you have information | need. Is it true

that you can read the mind of your counterpart, the first retrieva

per sona?"

"No," | said. It was difficult to capture the conplicated interplay of
line and rmuscle at the corners of her nmouth. | sketched in ny attenpt

to do so, noved on to the strong chin and shaded the area beneath the
underli p.

Hunt frowned and glanced at the CEO M d adstone brought her
fingertips together again. "Explain," she said.

| looked up fromthe drawing. "I dream"” | said. "The contents of
the dream appear to correspond to the events occurring around the
person carrying the inplant of the previous Keats persona."”

"A wonman naned Brawne Lami a," said Leigh Hunt.

"Yes. "

d adst one nodded. "So the original Keats persona, the one thought
killed on Lusus, is still alive?”

| paused. "It ... he ... is still aware," | said. "You know that the
primary personality substrate was extracted fromthe Core, probably by
the cybrid hinmself, and inplanted in a Schron-1oop bio-shunt carried
by M Lam a."

"Yes, yes," said Leigh Hunt. "But the fact is, you are in contact with
the Keats persona, and through him wth the Shrike pilgrins."

Qui ck, dark strokes provided a dark background to give the sketch of

d adstone More depth. "I amnot actually in contact," | said. "I dream
dreans about Hyperion that your fatline broadcasts have confirned as
conforming to real -time events. | cannot communicate to the passive

Keats persona, nor to its host or the other pilgrins."
CEO d adstone blinked. "How did you know about the fatline broadcasts?"

"The Consul told the other pilgrins about his comog's ability to
relay through the fatline transmitter in his ship. He told themjust before
they descended into the valley."

d adstone's tone hinted of her years as a | awyer before entering
politics. "And how did the others respond to the Consul's revel ati on?"
| put the pencil back in ny pocket. "They knew that a spy was in

their mdst," | said. "You told each of them"

A adstone gl anced at her aide. Hunt's expression was blank. "If you're
in touch with them" she said, "you must know that we've received no
message since before they left Keep Chronos to descend to the Tine
Tonbs. "

| shook ny head. "Last night's dream ended just as they approached

the valley."

Mei na G adstone rose, paced to the wi ndow, raised a hand, and the

i mge went black. "So you don't know if any of themarc still alive?"
"No. "
"What was their status the last tine you . . . dreant?"

Hunt was watching ne as intensely as ever. Meina d adstone was

staring at the dark screen, her back to both of us. "Al of the pilgrins
were alive," | said, "with the possible exception of Het Masteen, the
True Voice of the Tree."

"He was dead?" asked Hunt.

"He di sappeared fromthe wi ndwagon on the Sea of Grass two nights
before, only hours after the Quster scouts had destroyed the treeship

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON
Yggdrasill. But shortly before the pilgrins descended from Keep
Chronos, they saw a robed figure crossing the sands toward the Tonbs."
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"Het Masteen?" asked d adstone.

| lifted a hand. "They assuned so. They were not sure."

"Tell me about the others,"” said the CEQO

| took a breath. I knew fromthe dreans that d adstone had known

at least two of the people on the last Shrike Pilgrinmage; Brawne Lam a's
father had been a fell ow senator, and the Hegenony Consul had been

d adstone' s personal representative in secret negotiations with the Qusters.

"Father Hoyt is in great pain," | said. "He told the story of the
cruciform The Consul |earned that Hoyt also wears one . . . two
actually. Father Dure's and his own."

d adst one nodded. "So he still carries the resurrection parasite?"
"Yes."

"Does it bother him Mre as he approaches the Shrike's |air?"

"I believe so," | said.

"Go on."

"The poet, Silenus, has been drunk nmuch of the tinme. He is convinced
that his unfinished poem predicted and determ nes the course

of events."

"On Hyperion?" asked d adstone, her back still turned.
"Everywhere," | said.

Hunt gl anced at the chief executive and then | ooked back at ne. "Is
Si | enus i nsane?"

I returned his gaze but said nothing. In truth, | did not know

"CGo on," d adstone said again.

"Col onel Kassad continues with his twin obsessions of finding the
worman named Moneta and of killing the Shrike. He is aware that they
may be one and the sane.”

"lI's he arned?" d adstone's voice was very soft.

"Yes. "

"Go on."

"Sol Weintraub, the scholar fromBarnard' s Wrld, hopes to enter
the tonb called the Sphinx as soon as--"

"Excuse me," said d adstone, "but is his daughter still with hin®"
"Yes. "

"And how old is Rachel now?"

"Five days, | believe." | closed nmy eyes to renmenber the previous
night's dreamin greater detail. "Yes," | said, "five days."

"And still aging backward in time?"

"Yes."

"Co on, M Severn. Please tell me about Brawnc Lania and the
Consul . "

"M Lamia is carrying out the wi shes of her former client . . .and
lover," | said. "The Keats persona felt it was necessary for himto

confront the Shrike. M Lamia is doing it in his stead."

"M Severn," began Leigh Hunt, "you speak of'the Keats persona

as if it had no rel evance or connection to your own ..."

"Later, please, Leigh," said Meina G adstone. She turned to | ook at

me. "1'mcurious about the Consul. Did he take his turn at telling his
reason for joining the pilgrinage?"

"Yes," | said.

d adst one and Hunt waited.

"The Consul told them about his grandnother,” | said. "The wonan

called Siri who started the Mui-Covenant rebellion Mre than half a
century ago. He told them about the death of his own famly during
the battle for Bressia, and he revealed his secret neetings with the

CQusters. "

"I's that all?" asked d adstone. Her brown eyes were very intense.
"No," | said. "The Consul told themthat he had been the one to
trigger an Quster device which hastened the opening of the Tine
Tonbs. "
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Hunt sat straight up, his leg dropping off the armof the chair.

d adstone visibly took a breath. "Is that all?"

"Yes. "

"How did the others respond to his revelation of ... betrayal ?" she
asked.

| paused, tried to reconstruct the dreaminmages in a Mre |inear
fashi on than nmenory provided. "Some were outraged," | said. "But

none feels overwhelning loyalty to the Hegenony at this point. They
decided to go on. | believe that each of the pilgrins feels that puni shnent
will be dealt out by the Shrike, not by human agency."

Hunt slamed his fist dow on the armof the chair. "If the Consu

were here," he snapped, "he'd fast discover otherw se."

"Quiet, Leigh." d adstone paced back to her desk, touched some

papers there. Al of the conmlights were glowing inpatiently. | found
nmysel f amazed that she could spend such so nuch tinme talking to ne

at such an hour. "Thank you, M Severn," she said. "I want you to

be with us for the next few days. Sonmeone will show you to your suite
in the residential wi ng of Governnment House."

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

I rose. "I'll return to Esperance for ny things," | said.

"No need," said d adstone. "They were brought here before you had
stepped off the terminex platform Leigh will show you out."

I nodded and followed the taller man toward the door.

"Ch, M Severn ..." called Mina d adstone.
"Yes?"
The CEO snmiled. "I did appreciate your candor earlier," she said.

"But fromthis point on, let us assume you are a court artist and a court
artist alone, sans opinions, sans visibility, sans nouth. Understood?"
"Understood, M Executive," | said.

d adst one nodded, already turning her attention to the blinking

phone lights. "Very good. Please bring your sketchbook to the neeting

in the War Room at 0800 hours."

A secuity guard nmet us in the anteroomand started to |lead nme toward

the maze of corridors and checkpoints. Hunt called out for himto stop
and strode across the wide hall, his steps echoing on the the. He touched
my arm "Make no mistake," he said. "W know . . . she knows .

who you are and what you are and whom you represent.”

I met his gaze and calmy extracted ny arm "That's good," | said,
"because at this point, | amquite sure that | do not know "
THREE

Six adults and an infant in a hostile | andscape. Their fire seens

a smal | thing against the darkness falling. Above them and

beyond them the hills of the valley rise like walls while closer

in, wapped in (lie darkness of the valley itself, the huge shapes of the
Tonbs seemto creep closer like saurian apparitions from sonme antedil uvian
age.

Brawnc Lamia is tired and aching and very irritable. The sound of

Sol Wi nhaub's baby crying sets her teeth on edge. She knows the

others are also tired; none has slept More than a few hours in the past

three nights, and the day just ending has been filled with tension and

unresol ved terrors. She sets the | ast piece of wood on the fire.

"There's no More where that came from" snaps Martin Silenus. The fire lights the poet's satyrish
features from bel ow.

"I know it," says Brawnc Lanmia, too tired to put anger or any other

energy into her voice. The firewod is froma cache carried in by the
pilgrimgroups of years gone by. Their three small tents are set in the

area traditionally used by the pilgrins in their last night before confronting
the Shrike. They are canped close to the Time Tonb called

the Sphinx, and (lie black sweep of what nmay be a wing blots out sone
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of the sky.

"We'll use the lantern when this is gone," says the Consul. The

di pl omat | ooks even Mdre exhausted than the others. The flickering

light casts a red tint over his sad features. He had dressed in diplomatic
finery for the day, but now the cape and tricornc cap | ook as soiled and
wilted as the Consul hinself.

Col onel Kassad returns to the fire and slides the night visor up onto

the top of his helnmet. Kassad is wearing full conbat gear, and the
activated chanel eon polynmer sliows only his face, floating two neters

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

above the ground. "Nothing," he says. "No novenment. No heat traces.

No sound besides the wind." Kassad | eans the FORCE nul ti purpose

assault riHe against a rock and sits near the others, the fibers of his
i mpact arnor deactivating into a matte black not nuch Mre visible

t han before.

"Do you think the Shrike will conme tonight?" asks Father Hoyt. The
priest has his black cloak wapped around himand seens as much a

part of the night as Col onel Kassad. The thin man's voice is strained.
Kassad | eans forward and pokes the fire with his baton. "There is no
way to tell. I'Il stand watch just in case.”

Suddenly all six ook up as the star-filled sky spasnms with col or
orange and red blossoms unfolding silently, obliterating the starfield.
"There hasn't been much of that in the past few hours," says So

Wei ntraub, rocking his infant. Rachel has quit crying and nowtries to
grasp her father's short beard. Weintraub kisses her tiny hand.
"They're testing Hegenony defenses again," says Kassad. Sparks rise
fromthe prodded fire, enmbers floating into the sky as if seeking to join
the brighter flanmes there.

"Who won?" asks Lamia, referring to the silent space battle which

had filled the sky with violence all the night before and much of that
day.

"Who fucking cares?" says Martin Silcnus. He searches through the
pockets of his fur coat as if he mght find a full bottle there. He does
not. "Wwo fucking cares," he nutters again.

"I care," the Consul says tiredly. "If the Qusters break through, they
may destroy Hyperion before we find the Shrike."

Sil enus | aughs derisively. "Ch, that would be terrible, wouldn't it?

To die before we discover death? To be killed before we are schedul ed
to be killed? To go out swiftly and without pain, rather than to withe
forever on the Shrike's thons? Ch, terrible thought, that."

"Shut up," says Brawne Lamia, and her voice again is w thout enotion

but this tine is not devoid of threat. She | ooks at the Consul. "So
where is .the Shrike? Wiy didn't we find it?"
The di pl onat stares at the fire. "I don't know Wy should |I know?"

"Perhaps the Shrike is gone," says Father Hoyt. "Perhaps by coll apsing
the anti-entropic fields you' ve freed it forever. Perhaps it's carried
its scourge el sewhere."

The Consul shakes his head and says not hi ng.

"No," says Sol Weintraub. The baby is sleeping against his shoul der
“I't will be here. | feel it."

Brawne Lamia nods. "So do I. It's waiting." She had retrieved severa
ration units from her pack, and now she pulls heating tabs and passes
the units around.

"I know that anticlimax is the warp and woof of the world," says
Silenus. "But this is fucking ridiculous. Al dressed up with nowhere
to die."

Brawne Lam a gl owers but says nothing, and for a while they eat in
silence. The flames fade fromthe sky, and the densely packed stars
return, but enbers continue to rise as if seeking escape.
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W apped in the dream hazy tunble of Brawne Lam a's thoughts

twice-renmoved, | try to the events since last | dreanmt their

l'ives.

The pilgrins had descended into the valley before dawn, singing,

their shadows thrown before themby the Iight fromthe battle a billion

kil ometers above. Al day they had explored the Tinme Tonbs. Each

nmnute they expected to die. After sone hours, as the sun rose and the
hi gh desert cold gave way to heat, their fear and exultation faded.

The long day was silent except for the rasp of sand, occasional shouts,
and the constant, alnobst sublimnal noan of the wind around rocks

and tonbs. Kassad and the Consul each had brought an instrunent

that neasured the intensity of the anti-entropic fields, but Lania had
been the first to notice That these were not needed, that the ebb and
flow of the tine tides could be felt as a slight nausea overladen with a
sense of dejd vu which did not fade.

Nearest to the entrance of the valley had been the Sphinx; then cane
the Jade Tonb, its walls translucent only in norning and evening
twilight; then, less than a hundred neters farther in, rose the tonb
called the Obelisk; the pilgrimpath then I ed up the w dening arroyo

to the largest tonb of themall, centrally placed, the Crystal Monolith,
its surface devoid of design or opening, its flat-topped roof flush with
the tops of the valley walls; then canme the three Cave Tonbs, their
entrances visible only because of the well-worn paths that led to them
and finally--alnost a kilometer farther down the valley--sat the so-
call ed Shrike Palace, its sharp flanges and outflung spires remniniscent
of the spikes of the creature said to haunt this valley.

Al'l day they had noved fromtonb to tonb, none venturing off

al one, the group pausing before entering those artifacts which night

be entered. Sol Weintraub had been all but overconme with enotion

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

upon seeing and entering the Sphinx, the sane tonb where his daughter
had contracted the Merlin sickness twenty-six years earlier. The instrunents
set out by her university teamstill sat on tripods outside the

tonb, although none in the group could tell if they still functioned,
carrying out their nmonitoring duties. The passageways in the Sphinx

were as narrow and | abyrinthine as Rachel's com og entries had suggested,
the strings of glow globes and electric lights |Ieft behind by various
research groups now dark and depl eted. They used hand torches and
Kassad's night visor to explore the place. There was no sign oftlie room
Rachel had been in when the walls closed in on her and the sickness
began. There were only vestigial remants of the once-powerful tine
tides. There was no sign of the Shrike.

Each tonmb had offered its nonent of terror, of hopeful and dreadfu
anticipation, only to be replaced by an hour or Myre of anticlinmax as
dusty, enpty roons appeared just as they had to the tourists and Shrike
Pilgrim of centuries past.

Eventual |y the day had ended in disappointnent and fatigue, the

shadows fromthe eastern valley wall drawi ng across the Tombs and

valley like a curtain closing an unsuccessful play. The day's heat had
vani shed, and the high desert cold returned quickly, borne on a wi nd
that snelled of snow and the high reaches of the Bridle Range, twenty

kil ometers to the southwest. Kassad suggested that they make canp.

The Consul had shown the way to the traditional grounds where Shrike
Pilgrims had waited their last night before neeting the creature they
sought. The flat area near the Sphinx, showing traces of litter from
research groups as well as pilgrins, pleased Sol Wi ntraub, who inagi ned
hi s daughter had canped there. No one el se objected.

Now, in full darkness with the |ast piece of wood burning, | sensed
the six of themdrawing closer ... not nmerely to the fire's warnth, but
to each other . . . drawn by the fragile but tangible cords of shared
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experience forged during their voyage upriver on the levitation barge Benares and in their
crossing to Keep Chronos. Mre than that, | sensed

a unity Mre pal pable than enotional bonds; it took a nmoment, but |

soon realized that the group was connected in a mcrosphere of shared

data and senseweb. On a world whose primtive, regional data rel ays

had been shredded by the first hint of conbat, this group had |inked

com ogs and bionpnitors to share information and to watch over one

anot her as best they coul d.

VWhile the entry barriers were obvious and solid, | had no trouble

sliding past, through, and under them picking up the finite but nu-

merous clues--pulse, skin tenperature, cortical wave activity, access
request, data inventory--which allowed nme some insight into what

each pilgrimwas thinking, feeling, and doing. Kassad, Hoyt, and Lam a
had i nplants, the flow of their thoughts were easiest to sense. At that
second, Brawne Lamia was wondering if it had not been a mistake to

seek out the Shrike; sonething was naggi ng at her, just under the surface
but unrelenting in its demand to be heard. She felt as if she were
ignoring some terribly inportant clue which held the solution to ..

what ?

Brawne Lam a had al ways despi sed nysteries; it was one of the reasons

she had left a life of sonme confort and | eisure to becone a private

i nvestigator. But what nystery? She had all but solved the nurder of

her cybrid client . . . and lover . . . and had cone to Hyperion to
fulfill his final wish. Yet she sensed that this nagging doubt had little
to do with the Shrike. Wat?

Lam a shook her head and poked the dying fire. Her body was strong,
raised to resist Lusus's 1.3 standard gravity, and trained to even greater
strength, but she had not slept in several days and she was very, very
tired. She becanme vaguely aware that soneone was speaki ng.

" just to take a shower and get sonme food," says Martin Silenus.
"Perhaps use your communit and fatline link to see who's wi nning the
war . "

The Consul shakes his head. "Not yet. The ship is for an energency."

Sil enus gestures toward the night, the Sphinx, and the rising w nd.

"You think that this isn't an energency?"

Brawne Lami a realizes that they are tal king about the Consul bringing

hi s spacecraft here fromthe city of Keats. "Are you sure that the absence
of alcohol isn't the energency you're referring to?" she asks.

Silenus glares at her. "Wuld it hurt to have a drink?"

"No," says the Consul. He rubs his eyes, and Lanmia renenbers that

he too is addicted to alcohol. But his answer to bringing the ship here
had been no. "We'll wait until we have m"

"What about the fatline transmtter?" says Kassad.

The Consul nods and renoves the antique conmlog fromhis snal

pack. The instrunent had belonged to his grandnother Siri and to her
grandparents before her. The Consul touches the diskey. "I can broadcast
with this, but not receive."

Sol Weintraub has set his sleeping child in the opening of the closest

tent. Now he turns toward the fire. "And the last tinme you transmtted
a nmessage was when we arrived in the Keep?"

"yYes. "
Martin Silenus's tone is sarcastic. "And we're supposed to believe
that . . . froma confessed traitor?"

"Yes." The Consul's voice is a distillation of pure weariness.

Kassad's thin face floats in the darkness. Hi s body, |egs, and arns

are discernible only as a bl ackness agai nst the al ready dark background.
"But it will serve to call the ship if we need it?"

"Yes. "
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Fat her Hoyt hugs his cloak tighter around himto keep it from flapping
in the rising wind. Sand scrapes agai nst wool and tent fabric. "Aren't
you afraid that the port authorities or FORCE will nove the ship or
tanper with it?" he asks the Consul

"No." The Consul's head noves only slightly, as if he is too tired

to shake it conpletely. "Qur clearance pip was from d adst one

herself. Al so, the Governor-General is a friend of mine . . . was a
friend."

The others had nmet the recently pronoted Hegenony gover nor

shortly after landing; to Brawne Lam a, Theo Lane had seenmed a nan
catapulted into events too large for his talents.

"The wind's coming up," says Sol Weintraub. He turns his body to

protect the baby fromflying sand. Still squinting into the gale, the
schol ar says, "I wonder if Het Masteen is out there?"

"We searched everywhere," says Father Hoyt. His voice is nmuffled
because he has lowered his head into the folds of his cloak

Martin Silenus |laughs. "Pardon nme, priest," he says, "but you're ful

of shit." The poet stands and wal ks to the edge of the firelight. The
wind ruffles the fur of his coat and rips his words away i nto the night.
"The cliff walls hold a thousand hiding places. The Crystal Mnolith
hides its entrance to us ... but to a Tenplar? And besides, you saw

the stairway to the labyrinth in the deepest room of the Jade Tonb."
Hoyt | ooks up, squinting against the pinpricks of blow ng sand. "You
think he's there? In the |abyrinth?"

Sil enus | aughs and raises his arns. The silk of his | oose blouse ripples
and billows. "How the fuck should |I know. Padre? Al | know is that

Het Masteen could be out there now, watching us, waiting to come

back to claimhis luggage.” The poet gestures toward the Mbius cube

in the center of their snmall pile of gear. "O he could be dead al ready.
O worse.”

"Worse?" says Hoyt. The priest's face has aged in the past few hours.
Hi s eyes are sunken nirrors of pain, his snile a rictus.

Martin Silenus strides back to the dying fire. "Wrse," he says.

"He could be twisting on the Shrike's steel tree. Were we'll be in

a few-"

Brawne Lam a rises suddenly and grasps the poet by his shirtfront.

She Iifts himoff the ground, shakes him lowers himuntil his face is

on a level with hers. "Once Mre," she says softly, "and I'Il do very
pai nful things to you. | won't kill you, but you will wish I had."
The poet shows his satyr's snmile. Lamia drops himand turns her

back. Kassad says, "W're tired. Everyone turnin. I'll stand watch."

My dreans of Lanmia are mxed with Lamia's dreans. It is not unpl easant
to share a wonan's dreans, a wonan's thoughts, even those

of a wonan separated fromne by a gulf of tinme and culture far greater
than any inagi ned gap of gender. In a strange and oddly mirrorlike

way, she dreaned of her dead | over, Johnny, of his too-small nose and
hi s too-stubborn jaw, his too-long hair curling over his collar, and his
eyes--those too-expressive, too-revealing, eyes that too-freely ani mated
a face which mght, except for those eyes, belong to any one of a

t housand peasants born within a day's ride of London

The face she dreamed was ni ne. The voice she heard in that dream

was mne. But the | ovemaking she dreamed of--renenbering now -

was nothing that | had shared. | sought to escape her dream if only

to find ny own. If | were to be a voyeur, it mght as well be in the
tunbl e of manufactured nenories which passed for ny own dreans.

But | was not allowed to dreammy own dreanms. Not yet. | suspect

that | was born--and born again fromny deathbed--sinply to dream

those dreams of ny dead and distant tw n.
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| resigned nyself, ceased nmy struggles to awaken, and dreaned.

Brawnc Lam a conmes awake swiftly, jarringly, shaken from a pl easant
dream by sone sound or novenent. For a |ong second she is disoriented,
it is dark, there is a noise--not nechanical --which is |ouder

t han nost sounds in the Lusus Hive where she lives; she is drunk with
fatigue but knows that she has awakened after very little sleep; she is
alone in a small, confined space, in sonething resenbling an oversized
body bag.

———————————————— THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

Rai sed on a world where encl osed pl aces nmean security from vicious

air, winds, and animals, where many people suffer from agoraphobia

when confronting the rare open space but few know the meani ng of

cl aust rophobi a, Brawne Lani a nonet hel ess reacts as a cl austrophobe:
clawing for air, pushing aside bedroll and tent flaps in a panicked rush
to escape the small cocoon of fiberplastic, crawming, pulling herself

al ong by her hands and forearns and el bows until there is sand under

her pal ns and sky above.

Not really sky, she realizes, suddenly seeing and renenbering where

she is. Sand. A blowi ng, raging, whirling sandstorm of particles, stinging
her face like pinpricks. The canpfire is out and covered wi th sand

Sand has banked on the wi ndward side of all three of the tents, their
sides flapping, cracking like rifle shots in the wind, and dunes of new

bl own sand have grown up around the canp, |eaving streaks and furrows

and ridges in the lee of tents and gear. No one stirs fromthe other
tents. The tent she was sharing with Father Hoyt is half-coll apsed, al

but buried by the rising dunes.

Hoyr .

It had been his absence which awakened her. Even in her dreans,

sone part of her consciousness had been aware of the soft breathing

and al nost indistinguishable nbans fromthe sleeping priest as he westled
with his pain. Sonmetime in the past half hour, he had left. Probably

not More than a few minutes before; Brawne Lam a knew that even as

she had dreamed of Johnny she had been half aware of a rustling, sliding
sound above the rasp of sand and roar of the wi nd.

Lami a gets to her feet and shields her eyes fromthe sandstorm It is

very dark, the stars are occluded by high cloud and the surface storm

but a faint, alnost electrical radiance fills the air and reflects fromrock
and dune surface. Lam a realizes that it is electrical, that the air is filled
with a static which makes the curls of her hair leap and withe in
Medusal i ke gyrations. Static charges creep along her tunic sleeves and
float over the tent shrfaces like St. Elmp's fire. As her eyes adapt. Lam a
realizes that the shifting dunes are aglow with pale fire. Forty neters

to the east, the tonb called the Sphinx is a crackling, pulsing outline

in the night. Waves of current nove al ong the outflung appendages

often called the wi ngs.

Brawne Lam a | ooks around, sees no sign of Father Hoyt, and considers
calling for help. She realizes that her voice will not be heard

above the wind roar. She wonders for a second whether the priest has

nmerely gone to one of the other tents or to the crude latrine twenty
meters west, but sonething tells her that this is not the case. She | ooks
at the Sphinx and--for the briefest second--seens to see the shape of

a man, black cloak flapping like a falling pennant, shoul ders hunched

agai nst the wind, outlined against the static glow of the tonb.

A hand falls on her shoul der

Brawne Lamia twists away, falls into a fighting crouch, left fist extended,
right hand rigid. She recogni zes Kassad standing there. The

Colonel is half again as tall as Lam a--and half as broad--and niniature
l'ightning plays across his thin formas he | eans cl oser to shout
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in her ear. "He went that way!" The |ong, black, scarecrow arm extends
toward the Sphinx.

Lam a nods and shouts back, her voice al nost inaudible to herself
above the roar. "Shall we wake the others?" She had forgotten that
Kassad was standi ng watch. Did the man never sleep?

Fedmahn Kassad shakes his head. His visors are up and the hel net
destructured to forma hood on the back of his conbat-arnored coverall
Kassad's face | ooks very pale in the glow fromhis suit. He gestures
toward the Sphinx. H's multipurpose FORCE rifle is nestled in the
crook of his left arm G enades, binocular case, and nore-nysterious
itens are draped from hooks and web belts on his inpact arnor. He

poi nts again toward the Sphinx.

Lami a | eans forward and shouts. "Did the Shrike take hinP"

Kassad shakes hi s head.

"Can you see hin?" She gestures toward his night visor and binocul ars.

"No," says Kassad. "The storm Fouls up heat signatures.”

Brawne Lami a turns her back to the wind, feeling the particles striking
her neck like needles froma flechette gun. She queries her conl og but
it tells her only that Hoyt is alive and noving; nothing else is being
transmtted on the common band. She noves until she is next to Kassad,
their backs forming a wall against the gale. "Are we going to follow
hi n?" she shouts.

Kassad shakes his head. "W can't |eave the perimeter unguarded. |

left telltales, but " He gestures toward the storm

Brawne Lam a ducks back in the tent, tug'i on her boots, and energes
with her all-weather cape and her father's automatic pistol. A Mre
conventional weapon, a Ger stunner, is in the breast pocket of the
cape. "I'll go then," she says.

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

At first she thinks that the Col onel has not heard her, but then she

sees sonething in his pale eyes and knows that he has. He taps the
nmlitary comog on his wist.

Lam a nods and nmakes sure that her own inplant and com og are

set to the widest bandwidth. "I'Il be back," she says and wades up the
growi ng dune. Her pant legs glow with static discharge, and the sand
seens alive with silver-white pulses of current fleeting across its variegated
sur f ace.

Twenty meters fromthe canp, and she can see nothing of it. Ten

meters farther, and the Sphinx rises above her. There is no sign of

Fat her Hoyt; footsteps do not survive ten seconds in the storm

The wide entrance to the Sphinx is open, has been open as |long as

manki nd has known of this place. Nowit is a black rectangle in a faintly
glowing wall. Logic suggested that Hoyt would have gone there, if only

to get out of the storm but sonething quite beyond logic tells her that
this is not the priest's destination.

Brawne Lam a trudges past the Sphinx, rests inits |lee for severa

monments to wi pe the sand fromher face and to breathe freely again,

and then she noves on, following a faint, hard-packed trail between

the dunes. Ahead of her, the Jade Tonb glows a nilky green in the

night, its smooth curves and crests oily with an oni nous gl ow.

Squi nting, Lam a | ooks again and sees soneone or sonething outlined

agai nst that glow for the nost fleeting of instants. Then the figure

is gone, either inside the tonb or invisible against the black semcircle
of its entrance.

Lam a puts her head down and noves forward, the wi nd pushing

and shoving at her as if hurrying her toward sonething inportant.

FOUR
The military briefing droned on toward midnorning. | suspect
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that such neetings had shared the sane qualities--brisk nonotone
continuing like a background buzz, the stale taste of too

much coffee, the pall of snoke in the air, stacks of hard copy and the
cortical overlay vertigo of inplant access--for many centuries. | suspect
it was sinpler when | was a boy; Wellington rounded up his nmen, those

he di spassionately and accurately called "the scumof the earth," told

t hem not hi ng, and sent themoff to die.

| brought nmy attention back to the group. W were in a |arge room

gray wails relieved by white rectangles of light, gray carpet, gunneta
gray horseshoe table with bl ack di skeys and the occasi onal carafe of

wat er. CEO Meina G adstone sat at the center of the arc of table

ranki ng senators and cabinet nministers near her, nilitary officers and

ot her second-rank decision nmakers farther along the curve. Behind them
all, not at the table, sat the inevitable clusters of aides, none of the
FORCE peopl e bel ow the rank of col onel, and behind them-on | ess
confortabl e | ooking chairs--the aides to the aides.

I had no chair. Wth a cluster of other invited but obviously purposel ess
personnel, | sat on a stool near a rear corner of the room

twenty meters fromthe CEO and even farther fromthe briefing officer

a young colonel with a pointer in his hand and no hesitation whatsoever
in his voice. Behind the Colonel was the gold and gray slab of a caliup tenplate, before himthe
slightly raised omi sphere of the kind found

in any holopit. Fromtinme to time, the caliup clouded and | eaped to

life; at other tinmes the air msted with conplex holos. Mniatures of

t hese di agrans gl owed on every di skey plate and hovered above sone

com ogs.

| sat on my stool, watched d adstone, and drew an occasi onal sketch
s 9

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

Awakeni ng that nmorning in the Governnent House guest room

bright Tau Ceti sunlight stream ng between peach-col ored drapes which
had opened automatically at nmy 0630 wake-up tine, there was a second
when | was |ost, displaced, still in pursuit of Lenar Hoyt and in fear of
the Shrike and Het Masteen. Then, as if sone power had granted ny

wish to leave ne to dreamny own dreans, there was a nminute where
confusi on conpounded, and | sat up gasping, |ooking around in alarm
expecting the | enmon carpet and peach-colored light to fade |ike the
fever dreamit was, leaving only the pain and phlegmand terrible
henorrhages, blood on Iinen, the light-filled roomdissolving into the
shadows of the dark apartnent on the Piazza di Spagna, and | ooni ng
over all, the sensitive face of Joseph Severn |eaning forward, |eaning
forward, watching and waiting for me to die.

| showered twice, first with water and then with sonic, dressed in a
new gray suit that lay set out for ne on the just-nmade bed when
energed fromthe bathroom and set off to find the east courtyard
where--a courtesy pip left near ny new clothing had told ne--breakfast
was being served for Governnent House guests.

The orange juice was fresh squeezed, 'The bacon was crisp and authentic.
The newspaper said that CEO d adstone woul d be addressing

the Web via All Thing and nedia at 1030 hours Wb standard. The

pages were full of war news. Flat photos of the armada gl owed in ful
color. General Mrpurgo stared out grimy frompage three; the paper
called him"the hero of the Second Hei ght Rebellion." Diana Phil onel

gl anced over toward ne from a nearby table where she dined with her
Neandert hal husband. Her gown was More fornal this norning, dark

blue and far less revealing, but a slit up the side allowed a hint of |ast
night's show. She kept her eyes on ne as she lifted a strip of bacon
with |acquered nails and took a careful bite. Hernund Philonel grunted
as he read sonething agreeable on the folded financial pages.

"The Quster mgration cluster . . . comonly known as a Swarm
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was detected by Hawki ng distortion-sensing equi pment in the
Camm Systema little More than three standard years ago," the young
briefing officer was saying. "lInmedi ately upon detection, FORCE '| ask
Force 42, preconfigurcd for evacuation of Hypcrion System spun up
to C-plus status fromParvati with sealed orders to create a farcaster

capability within portal range of Hyperion. At the sane tinme. Task

Force 87.2 was di spatched from Sol kov-Ti kata Stagi ng Area around

Camm 11l with orders to rendezvous with the evacuation force in Hyperion
System to find the Quster nigration cluster, and to engage and

destroy their mlitary conponents . " lImages of the arnada appeared
on the caliup tenp and in front of the young colonel. He gestured with
his pointer and a line of ruby light cut through the larger holo to
illum nate one of the Three-C ships in the formation. "Task Force

87.2 is under the conmand of Adniral Nashita aboard the HS Heb-

rides. "

"Yes, yes," grunbled General Mrpurgo, "we know all this, Yani

Cut to the quick."

The young colonel sinulated a smle, nodded inperceptibly toward

the General and CEO G adstone, and resunmed in a voice a trifle less
confident. "Coded fatline transm ssions fromIF 42 during the past
seventy-two hours, standard, report pitched battles between scouting

el ements of the evacuation task force and forward el ements of the Quster
mgration cluster--"

"The Swarm" interrupted Lei gh Hunt.

"Yes," said Yani. He turned toward the caliup, and five nmeters of
frosted glass burned to life. To me the display was an i nconprehensible
maze of arcane synbols, colored vector |ines, substrate codes, and

FORCE acronymnms whi ch added up to total gibberish. Perhaps it made

no sense to the big brass and senior politicians in the roomeither, but
no one let on that this was the case. | began a new draw ng of d adstone,
with the bulldog profile of Mrpurgo in the background.

"Al'though first reports suggested Hawki ng wakes in the nei ghborhood

of four thousand drives, this is a msleading figure," continued the

col onel naned Yani. | wondered whether that was his first or |ast

nanme. "As you know. Quster ... ah ... Swarns can be constituted

of up to ten thousand separate drive units, but the vast mpjority of
these are small and either unarned or of negligible mlitary significance.
M crowave, fatline, and other em ssion signature eval uation

suggests--"

"Excuse me," said Meina d adstone, her weathered voice in sharp

contrast to the briefing officer's syrupy flow, "but could you tell us how
many of the Quster ships are of mlitary significance?"

"Ah ..." said the colonel, and glanced toward his superiors.

General Morpurgo cleared his throat. "W think about six ... seven
hundred, tops," he said. "Nothing to worry about."

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

CEO d adstone raised an eyebrow. "And the size of our battle groups?”
Mor pur go nodded toward the young col onel to stand at ease. Morpurgo
answered. "Task Force 42 has about sixty ships, CEO Task

Force--"

"Task Force 42 is the evacuation group?" said d adstone.

General Morpurgo nodded, and |I thought | saw a hint of condescension
in his smle. "Yes, ma'am Task Force 87.2, the battle group

whi ch transl ated in-system about an hour ago, wll--'

"Were sixty ships adequate to face six or seven hundred?" asked d adstone
Mor purgo gl anced toward one of his fellow officers as if asking for
patience. "Yes," he said, "Mre than adequate. You have to understand,
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CEO, that six hundred Hawking drives may sound like a lot, but they're
nothing to worry about when they're pushing singleships, or scouts, or
one of those little five-person attack craft they call |ancers. Task Force
42 consi sted of alnpst two dozen main line spinships, including the
carriers A ynpus Shadow and Neptune Station. Each of these can

| aunch More than a hundred fighters or ALRs." Mrpurgo funmbled in

hi s pocket, pulled out a recom snokestick the size of a cigar, appeared
to remenber that G adstone disapproved of them and struck it back in

his coat. He frowned. "Wen Task Force 87.2 conpletes its depl oynment,
we' || have Mbre than enough firepower to deal with a dozen

Swarnms." Still frowning, he nodded toward Yani to continue.

The colonel cleared his throat and gestured with his pointer toward

the caliup display. "As you can see. Task Force 42 had no trouble
clearing the necessary volunme of space to initiate farcaster construction
Thi s construction was begun si x weeks ago, WST, and conpl et ed yesterday
at 1624 hours, standard. Initial Quster harassing attacks were

beaten off with no casualties for |F 42, and during the past forty-eight
hours, a major battle has been waged between advance units of the task
force and main Quster forces. The focus of this skirm sh has been
here"--Yani gestured again, and a section of the caliup pulsed with

blue Iight beyond the tip of his pointer--"twenty-ni ne degrees above

the plane of the ecliptic, thirty AU from Hypcrion's sun, approximtely
0.35 AU fromthe hypothetical rimof the systems Oort cloud."
"Casual ti es?" said Leigh Hunt.

"Quite within acceptable linmts for a firefight of this duration," said
the young col onel, who | ooked |ike he had never been within a |ight-

year of hostile fire. His blond hair was carefully conbed to the side and

gl eamed under the intense glow of the spots. "Twenty-six Hegenony

fast attack fighters destroyed or nissing, twelve torpedo-carrying ALRs,
three torchships, the fuel transport Asquith's Pride, and the cruiser Draconi 111."
"How nany people |ost?" asked CEO d adstone. Her voice was very

qui et .

Yani gl anced quickly at Mrpurgo but answered the question hinself.
"Around twenty-three hundred," he said. "But rescue operations are
currently being carried out, and there is sonme hope of finding survivors
of the Draconi." He smpbothed his tunic and went on quickly. "This

shoul d be wei ghed agai nst confirmed kills of at |east a hundred and

fifty Quster warships. Qur own raids into the mgration clust-- the

Swarm have resulted in an additional thirty to sixty destroyed craft,

i ncludi ng conet farns, ore-processing ships, and at |east one command
cluster.”

Mei na d adst one rubbed her gnarled fingers together. "Did the casualty
estimate--our casualties--include the passengers and crew of the
destroyed treeship Yggdrasill, which we had chartered for the evacuation?"

"No, ma'am" Yani responded briskly. "Although there was an Quster

raid in progess at the time, our analysis shows that the Yggdrasill was
not destroyed be eneny action.™

d adst one again rai sed an eyebrow. "Wat then?"

"Sabotage, as far as we can tell at this tine," said the Colonel. He
pronpt ed anot her Hyperion System di agram onto the callup

General Morpurgo glanced at his com og and said, "Unh-uh, skip to

the ground defenses, Yani. The CEO has to deliver her speech in thirty
m nutes. "

| conpleted the sketch of d adstone and Morpurgo, stretched, and

| ooked around for another subject. Leigh Hunt seened a chall enge,

with his nondescript, alnost pinched features. Wien | gl anced back

up, a hol oed gl obe of Hyperion ceased spinning and unwound itself

into a series of flattened projections: oblique equirectangul ar. Bonne,
orthographic, rosette. Van der Ginten, Cores, interrupted Goode honol osine,

file:/lIF|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2002%20-%20The%20Fall%200f%20Hyperion.txt (20 of 321) [1/15/03 6:03:12 PM]



file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Si mmons/Simmons,%20D an%20-%2002%20-%20T he%620Fal1%6200f%20Hyperion.txt

ghononi ¢, sinusoi dal, azimuthal equidistant, polyconic, hypercorrected
Kuwat si, conputer-eschered, Brieseneister, Buckninster

MIler cylindrical, nulticoligraphed, and satplot standard, before resolving
into a standard Robi nson-Baird map of Hyperion

| sniled. That had been the nbst enjoyable thing |I'd seen since the
briefing began. Several of G adstone's people were shifting with im
THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

pati ence. They wanted at least ten mnutes with the CEO before the
broadcast began.

"As you know, " began the colonel, "Hyperion is Od Earth standard

to nine point eight nine on the Thuron-Launier Scale of--"

"Ch, for Chrissakes," grow ed Morpurgo, "get to the troop dispositions
and get it over with."

"Yessir." Yani swallowed and lifted his pointer. H's voice was no

| onger confident. "As you know ... | nean . . ."He pointed to the
northernnost continent, floating |ike a poorly done sketch of a horse's
head and neck, term nating jaggedly where the beast's chest and back
muscl es woul d begin. "This is Equus. It has a different official nane,
but everyone's called it that since . . . this is Equus. The chain of

i sl ands running southeast. . . here and here ... is called the Cat and
Nine Tails. Actually, it's an archipelago with More than a hundred
anyway, the second najor continent is called Aquila, and perhaps you
can see it's shaped sonething like an O d Earth eagle, with the beak

here ... on the northwest coast. . . and the talons extended here, to

the southwest . . . and at |east one wing raised here, running to the
northeast coast. This section is the so-called Pinion Plateau and is al npst
i naccessible due to the flane forests, but here . . . and here ... to the

sout hwest, are the nmain fiberplastic plantations ..
"The di sposition of troops,"” grow ed Mrpurgo.

| sketched Yani. | discovered that it is inpossible to convey the sheen
of sweat with graphite.
"Yessir. The third continent is (Jrsus . . . looks a bit Iike a bear.

but no FORCE troops | anded there because it's south pol ar, al nost
uni nhabi tabl e, al though the Hyperion Sel f-defense Force keeps a |istening
post there ..." Yani seened to sense he was babbling. He drew
hi msel f up, wiped his upper lip with the back of his hand, and continued
in a More conposed tone. "Primary FORCE: ground installations here

here . . . and here." His pointer illum nated areas near the capita
of Keats, high on the neck of Equus. "FORCE:space units have secured
the primary spaceport at the capital as well as secondary fields here
and here." He touched the cities of Endym on and Port Ronance,
both on the continent of Aquila. "FORCE: ground units have prepared
defensive installations here ..." Two dozen red |lights w nked on; npst
on the neck and mane areas of Equus, but several in Aquila's Beak and
Port Romance regi ons. "These include elenents of the Marines, as
wel | as ground defenses, ground-to-air and ground-to-space conmponents.
H gh Command expects that, unlike Bressia, there will be no

battles on the planet itself, but should they attenpt an invasion, we
will be ready for them?"

Mei na d adstone checked her coml og. Seventeen m nutes renmained

until her |ive broadcast. "Wat about evacuation plans?"

Yani's regai ned conposure crunbl ed. He | ooked in some desperation
toward his superior officers

"No evacuation," said Admiral Singh. "It was a feint, a lure for the
CQusters."

d adstone tapped her fingers together. "There are several mllion
peopl e on Hyperion, Adniral."

"Yes," said Singh, "and we'll protect them but an evacuation of
even the sixty thousand or so Hegenony citizens is quite out of the
question. It would be chaos if we allowed all three nmillion into the
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Web. Besides, for security reasons, it is not possible.”

"The Shrike?" queried Leigh Hunt.

"Security reasons," repeated General Morpurgo. He stood up, took

the pointer from Yani. The young man stood there for a second, irresol ute,
seeing no place to sit or stand, and then he noved to the rear

of the room near nme, stood at parade rest, and stared at sonething near
the ceiling--possibly the end of his nilitary career.

"Task Force 87.2 is in-system" said Mrpurgo. "The Qusters have

pul l ed back to their Swarm center, about sixty AU from Hyperion. To

all intents and purposes, the systemis secure. Hyperion is secure. W're
wai ting for a counterattack, but we know that we can contain it. Again
to all intents and purposes, Hyperion is now part of the Web. Questions?"

There were none. d adstone left with Leigh Hunt, a pack of senators
and her aides. The military brass gravitated to huddl es, apparently as
dictated by rank. Aides scattered. The few reporters allowed in the room
ran to their imager crews waiting outside. The young col onel, Yani
remai ned at parade rest, his eyes unfocused, his face very pale.

| sat for a monent, staring at the caliup map of Hyperion. The
continent Equus's resenblance to a horse was greater at this distance.
Fromwhere | sat, | could just nmake out the nountains of the Bridle
Range and the orange-yellow coloring of the high desert bel ow the
horse's "eye." There were no FORCE defensive positions narked northeast
of the nountains, no synbols at all besides a tiny red gl ow which

m ght have been the dead City of Poets. The Tine Tonbs were not

marked at all. It was as if the Tombs had no mlitary significance, no
part to play in the day's proceedi ngs. But sonmehow | knew better

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

Sonmehow | suspected that the entire war, the novenent of thousands,

the fate of mllions--perhaps billions--depended upon the actions of

six people in that unmarked stretch of orange and yell ow

| folded my sketchbook, stuffed my pencils in pockets, |ooked for an
exit, found and used it.

Lei gh Hunt net nme in one of the long hallways that led to the main
entrance. "You are |eaving?"

| took a breath. "Aren't | allowed to?"

Hunt smiled, if one could call that upward folding of thin lips a

smle. "OF course, M Severn. But CEO d adstone has asked ne to

tell you that she would like to speak to you again this afternoon.”
"\When?"

Hunt shrugged. "Any tine after her speech. At your convenience."

I nodded. Literally mllions of |obbyists, job seekers, woul d-be biographers,
busi ness people, fans of the CEQ and potential assassins would

give al nost anything to have a nminute with the Hegenony's nost visible

| eader, a few seconds with CEO G adstone, and | could see her "at ny
conveni ence."” No one ever said the universe was sane.

| brushed past Leigh Hunt and nade for the front door

By long tradition. Governnment House had no public farcaster portals within its walls. It was a
short wal k past the mai n-entrance security

baffl es, across the garden, to the low, white building that served as press
headquarters and term nex. The newsteeps were clustered around a

central viewing pit, where the famliar face and voice of Lcwel |l yn Drake,
"the voice of the Al Thing," gave background to CEO ( adstone's

speech "of vital inportance to the Hegenony." | nodded in his direction
found an unused portal, presented ny universal card, and went

in search of a bar

The Grand Concourse was, once you got there, tlie one place in the

Web where you could farcast for free. Every world in the Wb had
offered at |east one of its finest urban bl ocks--TC2 provided twenty-
three bl ocks--for shopping, entertai nment, fine restaurants, and bars.

file:/lIF|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2002%20-%20The%20Fall%200f%20Hyperion.txt (22 of 321) [1/15/03 6:03:12 PM]



file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Si mmons/Simmons,%20D an%20-%2002%20-%20T he%620Fal1%6200f%20Hyperion.txt

Especially bars.

Li ke River Tethys, the Gand Concourse flowed between nmilitary

sized farcaster portals two hundred neters high. Wth waparound, the
effect was of an infinite main street, a hundred-kiloneter torus of materi al
delights. One could stand, as | did that norning, under the

brilliant sun of Tau Ceti and | ook down the Concourse to the nighttine

ni dway of Deneb Drei, alive with neon and hol os, and catch a

glinmpse of the hundred-tiered Main Mall ofLusus, while know ng that
beyond it lay the shadow dappl ed boutiques of God's Grove with its

brick concourse and elevators to Treetops, the nbst expensive eatery in

t he Wb.

| didn't give a damm about all that. | just wanted to find a quiet bar
TC2 bars were too filled with bureaucrats, teeps, and busi ness types,

so | caught one of the Concourse shuttles and stepped off on Sol Draconi
Septemi's main drag. The gravity di scouraged many--it discouraged ne--but it nmeant that the bars
were less full, and those there had cone

to drink.

The place | chose was a ground-|evel bar, alnopst hidden under the

support pillars and service chutes to the main shopping trellis, and it
was dark inside: dark walls, dark wood, dark patrons--their skin as bl ack
as mine was pale. It was a good place to drink, and | did so, starting
with a double Scotch and getting More serious as | went al ong.

Even there | couldn't be free of G adstone. Far across the room a
flatscreen TV showed the CEO s face with the bl ue-and-gol d background

she used for state broadcasts. Several of the other drinkers had

gathered to watch. | heard snatches of the speech: " to insure the
safety of Hegenony citizens and . . . cannot be allowed to endanger
the safety of the Web or our allies in ... thus, | have authorized a
full mlitary response to . "

"Turn that goddammed thing down!" | was anazed to realize that it

was me shouting. The patrons gl owered over their shoul ders, but they
turned it down. | watched d adstone's nmouth nove a nmonent, and

then | waved to the bartender for another double.

Sonetinme later, it mght have been hours, | | ooked up fromny

drink to realize that there was soneone sitting across fromme in the
dark booth. It took ne a second, blinking, to recognize who it was in
the dimlight. For an instant nmy heart raced as | thought, Fanny, but
then | blinked again and said, "Lady Philonel."

She still wore the dark blue dress 1'd seen her in at breakfast. Sonehow
it seemed cut | ower now. Her face and shoul ders seened to glow in

t he near-darkness. "M Severn," she said, her voice al nbst a whisper
"I've conme to redeem your pronise."

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

"Prom se?" | waved the bartender over, but he did not respond.

frowned and | ooked at Di ana Philonel. "Wat prom se?"

"To draw nme, of course. Did you forget your promi se at the party?"

I snapped ny fingers, but the insolent barkeep still did not deign to | ook ny way. "I did draw
you," | said.

"Yes," said Lady Philonel, "but not all of ne."

| sighed and drained the last of ny Scotch. "Drinking," | said.

Lady Philonel sniled. "So | see."

| started to stand to go after the bartender, thought better of it, and
sat back slowy onto the weat hered wood of the bench. "Arnmageddon, "

| said. "They're playing with Armageddon." | | ooked at the woman
carefully, squinting slightly to bring her into focus. "Do you know t hat
word, m | ady?"

"I don't believe he will serve you any More al cohol," she said. "

have drinks at ny place. You could have one while you draw "

| squinted again, craftily now | might have had a few too many

Scot ches, but they hadn't inpaired ny awareness. "Husband," | said.
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Di ana Philonmel sniled again, and that too was radiant. "Spending
several days at Governnment House," she said, truly whispering now.

"He can't be far fromthe source of power at such an inportant tine.
Cone, ny vehicle is just outside."

| don't renmenber paying, but | assunme | did. O Lady Philonel did.

| don't renmenber her hel ping nme outside, but | assune that soneone
did. Perhaps a chauffeur. | remenber a man in gray tunic and trousers,
renenber | eaning agai nst him

The EMV had a bubble top, polarized fromthe outside but quite
transparent fromwhere we sat in deep cushions and | ooked out. |
counted one, two portals, and then we were out and away fromthe
Concourse and gaining altitude above blue fields under a yell ow sky.
El aborate homes, nmade from sone ebony wood, sat on hilltops surrounded
by poppy fields and bronze | akes. Renai ssance Vector? It was

too difficult a puzzle to work on right then, so | laid ny head agai nst
t he bubbl e and decided to rest for a nmoment or two. Had to be rested
for Lady Philonel's portrait . . . hell, hell.

The countrysi de passed bel ow.

FI VE

Col onel Fedmahn Kassad fol | ows Brawne Lami a and Fat her

Hoyt through the dust stormtoward the Jade Tonb. He had

lied to Lania; his night visor and sensors worked well despite

the electrical discharge flickering around them Follow ng the two
seenmed the best chance for finding the Shrike. Kassad renenbered the
rock-lion hunts on Hebrono6one tethered a goat and waited.

Data fromthe telltales he had set around the encanpnent flickers

on Kassad's tactical display and whispers through his inpiant. It is a
calculated risk to | eave Weintraub and his daughter, Martin Silenus
and the Consul sleeping there, unprotected except for the automatics
and an alarm But then, Kassad seriously doubts whether he can stop
the Shri ke anyway. They are all goats, tethered, waiting. It is the
wonan, the phantom nanmed Moneta, whom Kassad is determned to

find before he dies.

The wi nd has continued to rise, and now it screans around Kassad,
reduci ng normal visibility to zero and pelting his inpact arnor. The
dunes glow with di scharge, and mniature |ightning crackles around his
boots and | egs as he strides to keep Lam a's heat signature in clear view
Information flows in from her open coml og. Hoyt's closed channel s
reveal only that he is alive and noving.

Kassad passes under the outstretched wing of the Sphinx, feeling the
wei ght invisible above him hanging there Iike a great boot heel. Then
he turns down the valley, seeing the Jade Tonb as an absence of heat
ininfrared, a cold outline. Hoyt is just entering the hem spherica
opening; Lamia is twenty neters behind him Nothing el se noves in

the valley. The telltales fromthe canp, hidden by night and storm
behi nd Kassad, reveal Sol and the baby sleeping, the Consul |ying awake
but unnoving, nothing else within the perineter.

---------------- THE PALL OF HYPERION ----------------

Kassad slips the safety off on his weapon and noves forward qui ckly,

his long | egs taking great strides. He would give anything at that second
to have access to a spottersat, his tactical channels conplete, rather
than have to deal with this partial picture of a fragnented situation

He shrugs within his inpact arnor and keeps noving.

Brawne Lam a al nost does not make the final fifteen neters of her

voyage to the Jade Tonb. The wind has risen to gale force and beyond,
shoving her along so that tw ce she |oses her footing and falls headl ong
into the sand. The lightning is real now, splitting the sky in great bursts
that illum nate the glowing tonmb ahead. Twice she tries calling Hoyt,
Kassad, or the others, sure that no one could be sleeping through this
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back at the canp, but her com og and inplants give her only static,
their w debands regi stering gi bberish. After the second fall. Lania gets
to her knees and | ooks ahead; there has been no sign of Hoyt since that
brief glinpse of soneone noving toward the entrance

Lamia grips her father's automatic pistol and gets to her feet, allow ng
the wind to blow her the last few neters. She pauses before the entrance
hemi sphere.

Whet her due to the stormand el ectrical display or sonething else,

the Jade Tonmb is glowing a bright, bilious green which tinges the dunes
and nakes the skin of her wists and hands | ook |ike sonething from

the grave. Lania nakes a final attenpt to rai se soneone on her conl og
and then enters the tonb.

Fat her Lenar Hoyt of the twelve-hundred-year-old Society of Jesus,

resi dent of the New Vatican on Pacem and | oyal servant of H s Holiness
Pope Urban XVI, is screani ng obscenities.

Hoyt is lost and in great pain. The wi de roons near the entrance to

the Jade Tonmb have narrowed, the corridor has wound back on itself

so many tines, that now Father Hoyt is lost in a series of cataconbs,
wanderi ng between greenly glowing walls, in a maze he does not renmenber
fromthe day's explorations or fromthe maps he has |eft behind.

The pain--pain which has been with himfor years, pain which has

been his conpanion since the tribe of the Bikura had inplanted the

two cruciforms, his own and Paul Dure's--now threatens to drive him

mad with its newintensity.

The corridor narrows again. Lenar Hoyt screans, no |onger aware

that he is doing so, no |longer aware of the words he cries out--words
whi ch he has not used since childhood. He wants rel ease. Rel ease from
the pain. Release fromthe burden of carrying Father Dure's DNA
personality . . . Dure's sou/ ... in the cross-shaped parasite on his
back. And fromcarrying the terrible curse of his own foul resurrection
in the cruciformon his chest.

But even as Hoyt screans, he knows that it was not the now dead

Bi kura who had condemmed himto such pain; the lost tribe of colonists,
resurrected by their own cruciforns so many tines that they had becone
idiots, nere vehicles for their own DNA and that of their parasites, had
been priests also . . . priests of the Shrike.

Fat her Hoyt of the Society of Jesus has brought a via! of holy water

bl essed by H's Holiness, a Eucharist consecrated in a Sol emm Hi gh

Mass, and a copy of the Church's ancient rite of exorcism These things
are forgotten now, sealed in a Perspex bubble in a pocket of his cloak.
Hoyt stunbl es against a wall and screans again. The pain is a force
beyond description now, the full anpule of ultranmorph he had shot

only fifteen mnutes earlier, helpless against it. Father Hoyt screans
and claws at his clothes, ripping off the heavy cl oak, the black tunic
and Roman collar, pants and shirt and underclothes, until he is naked,
shivering with pain and cold in the glowing corridors of the Jade Tonb
and screani ng obscenities into the night.

He stunbl es forward again, finds an opening, and noves into a room

| arger than any he renenbers fromthe day's searches there. Bare,
translucent walls rise thirty meters on each side of an enpty space.
Hoyt stunbles to his hands and knees, |ooks down, and realizes that

the floor has beconme al nbst transparent. He is staring into a vertica
shaft beneath the thin nenbrane of floor; a shaft that drops a kil oneter
or More to flanmes. The roomfills with the red-orange pul se of |ight
fromthe fire so far bel ow

Hoyt rolls to his side and laughs. If this is sonme inmage of hell sumroned

up for his benefit, it is a failure. Hoyt's view of hell is tactile;
it is the pain which noves in himlike jagged wires pulled through his
veins and guts. Hell is also the menory of starving children in the

slums of Armaghast and the smile of politicians sending boys off to die
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in colonial wars. Hell is the thought of the Church dying out in his
lifetime, in Dure's lifetinme, the last of its believers a handful of old
men and worren filling only a few pews of the huge cathedrals on

Pacem Hell is the hypocrisy of saying norning Mass with the evil of

the cruci form pul sating warm y, obscenely, above one's heart.

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

There is a rush of hot air, and Hoyt watches as a section of floor

slides back, creating a trapdoor to the shaft below. The roomfills with
the stench of sulfur. Hoyt |aughs at the cliche, but within seconds the

| aughter turns to sobs. He is on his knees now, scraping w th bl oodi ed
nails at the crucifonns on his chest and back. The cross-shaped welts
seemto glowin the red light. Hoyt can hear the flanmes bel ow

"Hoyt!"

Still sobbing, he turns to see the woman--Lam a--franed in the

doorway. She is |ooking past him beyond him and raising an anti que
pistol. Her eyes are very wi de.

Fat her Hoyt feels the heat behind him hears the roar as of a distant
furnace, but above that, he suddenly hears the slide and scrape of neta
on stone. Footsteps. Still clawing at the bl oodied welt on his chest,

Hoyt turns, his knees rubbed raw against the floor

He sees the shadow first: ten neters of sharp angles, thorns, bl ades

. legs like steel pipes with a rosette of scimtar blades at the knees
and ankl es. Then, through the pulse of hot Iight and bl ack shadow,

Hoyt sees the eyes. A hundred facets ... a thousand . . . glow ng red,

a |l aser shone through twin rubies, above the collar of steel thorns and
the quicksilver chest reflecting flanme and shadow

Brawne Lamia is firing her father's pistol. The slap of the shots echo
hi gh and flat above the furnace runble.

Fat her Lenar Hoyt swivels toward her, raises one hand. "No, don't!"

he screans. "It grants one wish! | have to make a . "

The Shri ke, which was there--five neters away--is suddenly here, an armis length fromHoyt. Lam a
quits firing. Hoyt |ooks up, sees his

own reflection in the fire-burnished chronme of the thing's carapace

sees sonething else in the Shrike's eyes at that instant . . . and then it
is gone, the Shrike is gone, and Hoyt lifts his hand slowy, touches his
throat al nbst benusedly, stares for a second at the cascade of red which
is covering his hand, his chest, the cruciform his belly .

He turns toward the doorway and sees Lamia still staring in terror

and shock, not at the Shrike now, but at him at Father Lenar Hoyt

of the Society of Jesus, and in that instant he realizes that the pain is gone, and he opens his
mouth to speak, but Mre, only Mre red cones

out, a geyser of red. Hoyt gl ances down again, notices for the first time
that he is naked, sees the blood dripping fromhis chin and chest,
dripping and pouring to the nowdark floor, sees the blood pouring as

i f soneone had upended a bucket of red paint, and then he sees nothing

as he falls face first to the floor so far ... so very far... bel ow
Sl X

i ana Philonel's body was as perfect as cosnetic science and

an ARNist's skills could make it. | lay in bed for several mnutes

af ter awakeni ng and adnired her body: turned away from ne,

the classic curve of back and hip and flank offering a geonetry Mre
beautiful and powerful than anything discovered by Euclid, the two
dinples visible on the | ower back, just above the heart-stopping w dening
of mlk-white derriere, soft angles intersecting, the backs of ful

t hi ghs sonehow More sensual and solid than any aspect of nml e anatony
coul d hope to be.

Lady Di ana was asleep, or seened to be. Qur clothes lay strewn

across a wi de expanse of green carpet. Thick light, tinged magenta and

bl ue, flooded broad w ndows, through which gray and gold treetops
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were visible. Large sheets of drawi ng paper lay scattered around, beneath,
and on top of our discarded clothes. | leaned to ny left, lifted

a sheet of paper, and saw a hasty scribble of breasts, thighs, an arm
reworked in haste, and a face with no features. Doing a life study while
drunk and in the process of being seduced is never a fornmula for quality
art.

| nmoaned, rolled on ny back, and studied the scul ptured scrol | work

on the ceiling twelve feet above. If the wonan besi de ne had been

Fanny, | mght never want to nove. As it was, | slipped out from under
the covers, found nmy com og, noted that it was early norning on Tau

Ceti Center--fourteen hours after ny appointment with the CEO -

and padded off to the bathroomin search of a hangover pill

There were several varieties of medication to choose fromin Lady

Diana's drug bin. In addition to the usual aspirin and endorphins, |

saw stins, tranks. Flashback tubes, orgasm dermnms, shunt priners, cannabis
i nhal ers, non-recom tobacco cigarettes, and a hundred | ess iden-

4 3

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

tifiable drugs. I found a glass and forced down two Dayafters, feeling
t he nausea and headache fade wi thin seconds.

Lady Di ana was awake and sitting up in bed, still nude, when I

emerged. | started to smile and then saw the two men by the east

doorway. Neither was her husband, although both were as |arge and

shared the same no-neck, hamfisted, dark-jow ed style that Hernund

Phi |l omrel had perfected.

In the long pageant of hunman history, | amsure that there has been

sonme hunman nal e who could stand, surprised and naked, in front of

two fully clothed and potentially hostile strangers, rival nmales as it were, wi thout cringing,

wi t hout having the urge to cover his genitals and

hunch over, and without feeling totally vul nerable and at a di sadvant age
but I amnot that male.

I hunched over, covered ny groin, backed toward the bathroom and

said, "What. . . who ...?"! |ooked toward Di ana Philonmel for help

and saw the smile there ... a snile that matched the cruelty | had

first seen in her eyes.

"Get him Quicfe/y!" demanded my erstwhile | over.

I nmade it to the bathroom and was reaching for the manual switch

to dilate the door closed when the closer of the two nen reached ne,

grabbed nme, thrust nme back into the bedroom and threw nme to his

partner. Both men were from Lusus or an equally high-g world, or

el se they subsisted exclusively on a diet of steroids and Sanson cells,

for they tossed nme back and forth with no effort. It didn't matter how

|l arge they were. Except for mny brief career as a school-yard fighter

my life . . . the nenories of ny life . . . offered few instances of

viol ence and even fewer instances where | energed froma scuffle the

victor. One glance at the two nmen anusing thensel ves at ny expense

and | knew that these were the type one read about and did not quite

bel i eve in--individuals who could break bones, flatten noses, or crack

kneecaps with no More compunction than | woul d feel about tossing

away a defective styl us.

"Qui ckl y" Diana hissed again.

| canvased the datasphere, the house's nenory, Diana's com og

unmbilical, the two goons' tenuous connection to the information universe
and al though I now knew where | was: the Phil onel country

estate, six hundred kilometers fromthe capital of Pirre in the agricultura

belt of terraformed Renai ssance Mnor . . . and precisely who the goons
were: Debin Farrus and Henmmit Gormm, plant security personnel for
the Heaven's Gate Scrubbers Union ... | had no idea why one was

sitting on ne, his knee in the small of ny back, while the other crushed
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my conml og under his heel and slipped an osnosis cuff over my wist,

up ny arm.

I heard the hiss and rel axed.

"Who are you?"

"Joseph Severn."

"I's that your real nane?"

"No." | felt the effects of the truthtal k and knew that | could confound
it merely by going away, stepping back into the datasphere or retreating
fully to the Core. But that would nean | eaving my body to the nercy

of whoever was asking the questions. | stayed there. My eyes were cl osed
but | recogni zed the next voice.

"Who are you?" asked Diana Phil onel

| sighed. It was a difficult question to answer honestly. "John Keats,"

| said at last. Their silence told me that the name neant nothing to
them Wy should it? | asked nyself. | once predicted that it would be

a nane "wit in water." Athough | couldn't nove or open ny eyes, |
found no trouble in canvasing the datasphere, followi ng their access
vectors. The poet's nane was anong ei ght hundred John Keatses on

the list offered to themby the public file, but they didn't seemtoo
interested in soneone nine hundred years dead.

"Who do you work for?" It was Hermund Philonel's voice. For sone

reason | was mldly surprised

"No one."

The faint Doppler of voices changed as they tal ked anmongst thensel ves.
"Can he be resisting the drug?"

"No one can resist it," said Diana. "They can die when it's adninistered,
but they can't resist it."

"Then what's going on?" asked Hermund. "Wy woul d d adst one

bring a nobody into the Council on the eve of war?"

"He can hear you, you know," said another man's voice--one of

t he goons.

"I't doesn't matter," said Diana. "He's not going to live after the

i nterrogati on anyway." Her voice cane again, directed toward ne.

"Why did the CEOinvite you to the Council . . . John?"

"Not sure. To hear about the pilgrins, probably."

"What pilgrins, John?"

"The Shrike Pilgrins."

Nor mal ; FR1; FR2; THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

Sormeone el se made a noi se. "Hush," said Diana Philonel. To ne

she said, "Are those the Shrike Pilgrims on Hyperion, John?"

"Yes."

"I's there a pilgrinmage underway now?"

"Yes. "

"And why is d adstone asking you, John?"

"I dreamthem"

There was a disgusted sound. Hernmund said, "He's crazy. Even under
truthtal k he doesn't know who he is, now he's giving us this. Let's get
it over with and--"

"Shut up," said Lady Diana. "d adstone's not crazy. She invited

him renenber? John, what do you nmean you dream t hen?"

"I dreamthe first Keats retrieval persona's inpressions," | said. My
voice was thick, as if | were talking in ny sleep. "He hardwi red hinself
into one of the pilgrim when they murdered his body, and now he
roanms their microsphere. Sonehow his perceptions are my dreans.
Perhaps ny actions arc his dreams, | don't know. "

"I nsane, " said Hernund.

"No, no," said Lady Diana. Her voice was strained, alnost shocked.
"John, are you a cybrid?"

"Yes."

"Ch, Christ and Allah," said Lady Di ana.
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"What's a cybrid?" said one of the goons. He had a hi gh, al nost
fem ni ne voi ce.

There was silence for a nonent, and then Di ana spoke. "ldiot. Cybrids were human renptes created
by the Core. There were a few
on the Advisory Council until last century, when they were outl awed."

"Li ke an android or sonething?" said the other goon

"Shut up," said Hernmund.

"No," answered Di ana. "Cybrids were genetically perfect, reconbed
from DNA going back to Od Earth. Al you needed was a bone .

a fragment of hair. . . . John, can you hear ne? John?"

"Yes. "

"John, you're a cybrid ... do you know who your persona tenpl ate
was ?"

"John Keats."

I could hear her take a deep breath. "Who is ... was . . . John
Keat s?"

"A poet."

"When did he live, John?"

"From 1795 to 1821," | said.

"Wi ch reckoni ng, John?"

"dd Earth a.d.," | said. "Pre-Hegira. Mdern era--"

Hermund' s voice broke in, agitated. "John, are you . . . are you in
contact with the TechnoCore right now?"

"Yes."

"Can you ... are you free to conmmuni cate despite the truthtal k?"
"Yes. "

"Ch fuck," said the goon with the high voice.

"We've got to get out of here," snapped Hernund.

"Just a minute Mdre," said Diana. "W' ve got to know
"Can we take himwi th us?" asked the deep-voi ced goon

"ldiot," said Hermund. "If he's alive and in touch with the dataspherc
and Core . . . hell, helives in the Core, his mnd' s there . . . then he
can tip d adstone, ExecSec, FORCE, anybody"

"Shut up," said Lady Diana. "We'Il kill himas soon as |'m finished.

A few More questions. John?"

"Yes."

"Why does d adstone need to know what's happening to the Shrike
Pilgrins? Does it have sonething to do with the war with the Qusters?"
"I'"mnot sure."

"Shit," whispered Hermund. "Let's go."

"Qui et. John, where arc you fronP"

"I"ve lived on Esperance the last ten nmonths."

"And before that?"

"On Earth before that."

"Whi ch Earth?" demanded Herrmund. "New Earth? Earth Two?

Earth City? \Wich one?"

"Earth," | said. Then | renenbered. "Ad Earth."

"dd Earth?" said one of the goons. "This is fucked. |'mgetting out
of here.”

There canme the frying-bacon sizzle of a weapons laser. | snelled

sonet hi ng sweeter than frying bacon, and there was a heavy thunp.
Di ana Phil onel said, "John, are you tal king about your persona tenplate's
life on Ad Earth?"

"No. "
"You--the cybrid you--were on O d Earth?"
"Yes," | said. "I woke fromdeath there. In the same roomon the

Piazza di Spagna in which | died. Severn was not there, but Dr. dark
and sone of the others were ..."

. THE FALL OF HYPERI ON
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"He is crazy," said Hermund. "O d Earth's been destroyed for Mre

than four centuries . . . unless cybrids can live for Mre than four
hundred years . . . ?"

"No," snapped Lady Diana. "Shut up and let ne finish this. John

why did the Core . . . bring you back?"

"I don't know for sure."

"Does it have sonething to do with the civil war going on between
the Als?"

"Perhaps," | said. "Probably." She asked interesting questions.

"Whi ch group created you? The Utimtes, Stables, or Volatiles?"

"I don't know. "

I could hear a sigh of exasperation. "John, have you notified anyone
of where you are, of what's happening to you?"

"No," | said. It was a sign of the lady's less than inpressive intelligence
that she waited so long to pose that question

Hernund also let out a breath. "Great," he said. "Let's get the hel
out of here before ..."

"John," said Diana, "do you know why d adstone nmanufactured this

war with the Qusters?"

"No," | said. "Or rather, there nmight be many reasons. The nost

probable is that it is a bargaining ploy in her dealings with the Core."
n \My?ll

"El enents in the | eadership FROM of the Core are afraid of Hyper-

ion," | said. "Hyperion is an unknown variable in a gal axy where every

vari abl e has been quantified."

"Who is afraid, John? The Utimtes, Stables, or Volatiles? Wich
group of Als is afraid of Hyperion?"

"All three,"” | said.

"Shit," whispered Hermund. "Listen . . . John ... do the Tine

Tonbs and the Shrike have sonething to do with all this?"

"Yes, they have a lot to do with it."

"How?" asked Di ana.

"I don't know. No one does."

Her mund, or soneone, hit nme sharply, viciously, in the chest. "You
mean t he rucking Core Advisory Council hasn't predicted the outcone
of this war, these events?" Hermund grow ed. "Are you expecting me
to believe that d adstone and the Senate went to war without a probability
prediction?"

"No," | said. "It has been predicted for centuries.”

Di ana Philonmel made a noise like a child being confronted with a

| arge mound of candy. "What has been predicted, John? Tell us everything."

My nouth was dry. The truthtalk serumhad dried up ny saliva. "It

predicted the war," | said. "The identities of the pilgrim on the Shrike
Pil gri mage. The betrayal of the Hegemony Consul in activating a device
that will open--has opened--the Tine Tonbs. The energence of the

Shri ke Scourge. The outcone of the war and the Scourge ..."
"What is the outconme, John?" whispered the woman | had nade
love to a few hours earlier

"The end of the Hegenony," | said. "The destruction of the Wrld-
web." | tried to lick ny lips but ny tongue was dry. "The end of the
human race."

"Ch, Jesus and Allah," whispered Diana. "lIs there any chance that

the prediction could be in error?”

"No," | said. "Or rather, only in the effect ofHyperion on the result.
The ot her variables are accounted for."

"Kill him" shouted Hernmund Philonel. "Kill it . . . so we can get

out of here and informHarbrit and the others.”
"Al'l right," said Lady Di ana. Then, a second later. "No, not the
|l aser, you idiot. W'll inject the lethal close of alcohol as planned. Here,
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hold the osnosis cuff so | can attach this drip."

| felt a pressure on ny right arm A second |ater there were expl osions,
concussions, a shout. | snelled snoke and ionized air. A wonan

screaned.

"Get that cuff off him" said Lcigh Hunt. | could see him standing
there, still wearing a conservative gray suit, surrounded by Executive
Security comandos in full inmpact arnor and chanel eon pol yners

A commando twi ce Hunt's hei ght nodded, shoul dered his hellwhip

weapon, and rushed to do Hunt's bi ddi ng.

On one of the tactical channels, the one | had been nonitoring for

sonme tine, | could see a relayed i mage of nyself . . . naked, spread-
eagl ed on the bed, the osnosis cuff on ny armand a rising bruise on

ny rib cage. Diana Philonel, her husband, and one of the goons |ay
unconsci ous but alive in the splinter and broken-gl ass rubble of the room The other enforcer |ay
half in the doorway, the top part of his

body | ooking the color and texture of a heavily grilled steak

"Are you all right, M Severn?" asked Lcigh Hunt, lifting nmy head

and setting a nmenbrane-thin oxygen nmask over ny nouth and nose.
"Hrrnmmggh," | said. "Arret." | swamto the surface of my own

senses |like a diver coming up too quickly fromthe deeps. My head

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERI ON === -ccccomeemmo -

hurt. My ribs ached like hell. My eyes were not working perfectly yet, |]
but through the tactical channel, | could see Leigh Hunt give the small |
twitch of thin lips that I knew passed for a smle fromhim |

"We' Il help you get dressed," said Hunt. "Get you sonme coffee on

the flight back. Then it's back to Governnent House, M Severn. You're
late for a meeting with the CEQ "

SEVEN

Space battles in novies and holies had al ways bored ne, but

Watching the real thing held a certain fascination: rather |ike

seeing live coverage of a series of traffic accidents. Actually,

the production values for reality--as had doubtl ess been the case for
centuries--were rmuch | ower than for even a noderat e-budget hol o-

drama. Even with the tremendous energies involved, the overwhel ning
reaction one had to an actual battle in space was that space was so |arge and humanity's fleets
and shi ps and dreadnoughts and what nots were

so small.

O so | thought as | sat in the Tactical Information Center, the so-

called War Room with d adstone and her mlitary ganders, and

wat ched the walls becone twenty-nmeter holes into infinity as four massive
hol of ranes surrounded us with in-depth i magery and the speakers

filled the roomwith fatline transnissions: radio chatter between fighters,
tactical command channels rattling away, ship-to-ship nmessages on

wi deband, |asercd channels, and secure fatline, and all the shouts,
screams, cries, and obscenities of battle which predate any nedi a besi des
air and the human voi ce.

It was a dramatization of total chaos, a functional definition of confusion
an unchor cographed dance of sad violence. It was war.

d adstone and a handful of her people sat in the mddle of all this

noi se and light, the War Room floating |ike a gray-carpeted rectangle

am dst the stars and explosions, the |linmb of Hyperion a lapis |azul
brilliance filling half of the north holowall, the screanms of dying nmen
and worren on every channel and in every ear. | was one of the handfu

of d adstone's people privileged and cursed to be there

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------
The CEO rotated in her high-backed chair, tapped her lower |ip with
steepled fingers, and turned toward her nmilitary group. "Wat do you
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t hi nk?"

The seven benedal ed nen there | ooked at one another, and then

six of them | ooked at Ceneral Morpurgo. He chewed on an unlighted
cigar. "It's not good," he said. "W're keeping themaway fromthe
farcaster site . . . our defenses are holding well there . . . but they've
pushed far too far in-system"

"Admiral ?" asked d adstone, inclining her head a fraction toward

the tall, thin man i n FORCE: space bl ack

Adm ral Singh touched his closely trimed beard. "General Morpurgo

is correct. The canpaign is not going as planned." He nodded

toward the fourth wall, where diagrans--nostly ellipsoids, ovals, and
arcs--were superinmposed upon a static shot of the Hyperion system

Sone of the arcs grew as we watched. The bright blue lines stood for
Hegenony trajectories. The red tracks were Quster. There were far Mire red |lines than bl ue.
"Both of the attack carriers assigned to Task Force 42 have been put
out of action," said Admral Singh. "The A ynpus Shadow was destroyed
with all hands and the Neptune Station was seriously damaged

but is returning to the cislunar docking area with five torchships for
escort."”

CEO d adstone nodded slowy, her lip conming down to touch the

top of her steepled fingers. "How many were aboard the O ynpus

Shadow, Admi ral ?"

Singh's brown eyes were as large as the CEO s, but did not suggest

the sane depths of sadness. He held her gaze for several seconds. "Forty-
two hundred," he said. "Not counting the Marine detachment of six
hundred. Some of those were of f-1oaded at Farcaster Station Hyperion
so we do not have accurate information on how many were with the
ship.™

d adst one nodded. She | ooked back at General Morpurgo. "Wy

the sudden difficulty, General ?"

Morpurgo's face was calm but he had all but bitten through the

cigar clanped between his teeth. "Mre fighting units than we expected,

CEQ " he said. "Plus their lancers . . . five-person craft, mniature
torchships, really, faster and More heavily arned than our | ong-range
fighters . . . they're deadly little hornets. W' ve been destroying them

by the hundred, but if one gets through, it can make a dash inside fleet

def enses and wreak havoc." Morpurgo shrugged. "Mre than one's got

t hrough. "
Senat or Kol chev sat across the table with eight of his coll eagues.
Kol chev swivel ed until he could see the tactical map. "It |ooks I|ike

they're alnost to Hyperion," he said. The fanmous voi ce was hoarse.

Si ngh spoke up. "Renenber the scale, Senator. The truth is that

we still hold nost of the system Everything within ten AU of Hyperion's
star is ours. The battle was out beyond the Qort cloud, and we've been
regroupi ng. "

"And those red ... blobs . . . above the plane of the ecliptic?" asked
Senat or Ri cheau. The senator wore red herself; it had been one of her
trademarks in the Senate.

Si ngh nodded. "An interesting strategem"™ he said. "The Swarm

| aunched an attack of approximately three thousand | ancers to conplete
a pincers novenent agai nst Task Force 87.2's electronic perineter. It
was contai ned, but one has to admre the cleverness of--"

"Three thousand | ancers?" G adstone interrupted softly.

"Yes, ma'am"

G adstone smiled. | stopped sketching and thought to nyself that |

was glad that | had not been the beneficiary of that particular smle
"Weren't we told yesterday, in the briefing, that the Qusters would
field six ... seven hundred fighting units, tops?" The words had been
Mor purgo's. CEO d adstone swiveled to face the General. Her right
eyebr ow ar ched.
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General Morpurgo renoved the cigar, frowed at it, and fished a
smal |l er piece frombehind his |Iower teeth. "That's what our intelligence
said. It was wong."

d adst one nodded. "Was the Al Advisory Council involved in that
intelligence assessnent ?"

Al'l eyes turned toward Councilor Al bedo. It was a perfect projection
he sat in his chair anongst the others, his hands curled on the
arnrests in a rel axed fashion; there was none of the haziness or see-
through common to nobile projections. H's face was long, with high
cheekbones and a nohbile nouth which suggested a hint of a sardonic
smile even at the nost serious of monments. This was a serious

noment .

"No, CEQ " said Councilor Al bedo, "the Advisory Croup was not

asked to assess Quster strength.”

d adstone nodded. "I assuned," she said, still addressi ng Morpurgo,

THE FALL OF HYPEH ON

"that when the FORCE intelligence estimtes cane in, they incorporated
the Council's projections.”

The FORCE: ground CGeneral glared at Al bedo. "No rna'am"” he said.

"Since the Core acknow edges no contact with the Qusters, we felt that
their projections wouldn't be any better than our own. We did use the
OCS: HTN aggregate Al network to run our assessnents.” He thrust the
foreshortened cigar back into his nouth. His chin jutted. \Wen he
spoke, it was around the cigar. "Could the Council have done better?"

G adst one | ooked at Al bedo.

The Councilor nmade a snmall notion with the long fingers of his right
hand. "Qur estimates ... for this Swarm. . . suggested four to six

t housand fighting units."

"You--" began Morpurgo, his face red.

"You did not nmention this during the briefing," said CEO G adst one.

"Nor during our earlier deliberations.”

Council or Al bedo shrugged. "The Ceneral is correct,”" he said. "W

have no contact with the Qusters. Qur estinmates are no Mre reliable
than force's, nerely . . . based upon different premi ses. The Aym

pus Command School Historical Tactical Network docs excell ent work.

If the Als there were one order of acuity higher on the TuringDcnm er
scale, we would have to bring theminto the Core.” He made the gracefu
gesture with his hand again. "As it is, the Council's preni ses m ght be
of use for future planning. W will, of course, turn over all projections
to this group at any tine."

d adst one nodded. "Do so inmediately."

She turned back to the screen, and the others did so al so. Sensing

the silence, the roomnonitors brought the speaker volume back up

and once again we could hear the cries of victory, screans for help,
and calmrecitation of positions, fire-control directions, and conmands.
The closest wall was a real-time feed fromthe torchship HS N Djanmena as it searched for
among the tunmbling remants of Battle

G oup B.5. The damaged torchship it was approaching, magnified a
thousand tinmes, |ooked |like a ponegranate burst fromthe inside, its
seeds and red rind spilling in slow notion, tunbling into a cioud of
particles, gases, frozen volatiles, a mllion mcroelectronics ripped from
their cradles, food stores, tangled gear, and--recogni zabl e now and
then fromtheir marionette tunble of arns or |egs--many, many bodi es.
The N Dyanena's searchlight, ten neters wide after its coherent |eap

of twenty thousand mles, played across the starlit frozen w eckage,
bringing individual itens, facets, and faces into focus. It was quite

beautiful in a terrible way. The reflected |light nade d adstone's face
| ook much ol der
"Admral," she said, "is it pertinent that the Swarmwaited until Task

survivors

file:/lIF|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2002%20-%20The%20Fall%200f%20Hyperion.txt (33 of 321) [1/15/03 6:03:12 PM]



file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Si mmons/Simmons,%20D an%20-%2002%20-%20T he%620Fal1%6200f%20Hyperion.txt

Force 87.2 transl ated in-systenP"
Si ngh touched his beard. "Are you asking if it was a trap, CEO?"

"Yes."
The Admiral glanced at his coll eagues and then at d adstone. "I
think not. W believe ... | believe . . . that when the Qusters saw

the intensity of our force commitment, they responded in kind. It does
mean, however, that they are totally resolved to take Hyperion system"
"Can they do it?" asked d adstone, her eyes still on the tunbling

wr eckage above her. A young nman's body, half in a spacesuit and half
out, tunbled toward the canera. The burst eyes and lungs were clearly
vi si bl e.

"No," said Admiral Singh. "They can bl oody us. They can even

drive us back to a totally defensive perineter around Hyperion itself.
But they cannot defeat us or drive us out."

"Or destroy the farcaster?" Senator Richeau's voice was taut.

"Nor destroy the farcaster," said Singh

"He's right," said General Morpurgo. "I'd stake ny professional career
onit."

d adstone smiled and stood. The others, including nyself, rushed

to stand al so. "You have," d adstone said softly to Morpurgo. "You
have." She | ooked around. "W will neet here when events warrant

it. M Hunt will be my liaison with you. In the nmeantinme, gentlenen
and | adies, the work of governnment shall proceed. Good afternoon."

As the others left, | took ny seat again until | was the only one |eft
in the room The speakers canme back up to volune. On one band, a

man was crying. Manic |aughter canme through static. Above ne, behind
me, on both sides, the starfields noved sl owy agai nst bl ackness, and
the starlight glinted coldly on weckage and ruin.

Gover nnment House was constructed in the shape of a Star of David,

and within the center of the star, shielded by |ow walls and strategically
pl anted trees, there was a garden: smaller than the formal acres of flowers
in Deer Park but no less beautiful. | was wal king there as evening fell
the brilliant blue-white of Tau Ceti fading to golds, when Meina d ad-
st one appr oached.

For a while, we wal ked together in silence. | noticed that she had ex
THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

changed her suit for a long robe of the kind worn by grand natrons on
Pat awpha; the robe was wide and billow ng, inset with intricate dark blue
and gol d designs which al nost matched the darkening sky. d adstone's
hands were out of sight in hidden pockets, the wi de sleeves stirred to a
breeze; the hem dragged on the milk-white stones of the path.

"You let theminterrogate ne," | said. "I"mcurious as to why."

d adstone's voice was tired. "They were not transmtting. There was

no danger of the information being passed on."

I snmiled. "Nonetheless, you et themput nme through that."

"Security wished to know as nmuch about them as they would divul ge."

"At the expense of any . . . inconvenience ... on ny part," | said.
"Yes."

"And does Security know who they were working for?"

"The man nentioned Harbrit," said the CEQO "Security is fairly

certain that they neant Emiem Harbrit."

"The conmodities broker on Asquith?"

"Yes. She and Di ana Philonel have ties with the old d ennon-Hei ght
royal i st factions."

"They were amateurs," | said, thinking of Hernund nentioning
Harbrit's name, the confused order of Diana's questioning.
"Of course."

"Are the royalists connected to any serious group?"

"Only the Shrike church,” said d adstone. She paused where the

path crossed a snall streamvia a stone bridge. The CEO gathered her
robe and sat on a wought-iron bench. "None of the bishops have yet
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cone out of hiding, you know "

"Wth the riots and backlash, | don't blane them" | said. | renained
standi ng. There were no bodyguards or nonitors in sight, but I knew that
if | were to nake any threatening nove toward d adstone, | woul d wake

up in ExecSec detention. Above us, the clouds lost their last tinge of gold
and began to glowwith the reflected silver light of TC's countl ess tower
cities. "What did Security do with Diana and her husband?" | asked

"They' ve been thoroughly interrogated. They're being. . . detained.”

I nodded. Thorough interrogation nmeant that even now their brains

were floating in full-shunt tanks. Their bodi es woul d be kept in cryogenic
storage until a secret trial determined if their actions had been
treasonable. After the trial, the bodies would be destroyed, and D ana

and Hermund would remain in "detention," with all sensory and conm
channel s turned of f. The Hegenony had not used the death penalty

____________________________________________________ Y%
for centuries, but the alternatives were not pleasant. | sat on the |ong

bench, six feet from d adstone.

"Do you still wite poetry?”

I was surprised by her question. | glanced down the garden path

where floating Japanese |anterns and hi dden gl ow gl obes had just cone

on. "Not really," | said. "Sonetinmes | dreamin verse. O used to . "

Mei na d adst one fol ded her hands on her |lap and studied them "If

you were writing about the events unfolding now, " she said, "what kind
of poem woul d you create?”

I laughed. "I1've already begun it and abandoned it twice ... or

rather, he had. It was about the death of the gods and their difficulty
in accepting their displacenent. It was about transformation and suffering
and injustice. And it was about the poet . " . whom he thought

suffered nost at such injustice." '

G adstone | ooked at nme. Her face was a nmass of |ines and shadows

inthe dimmng light. "And who are the gods that are being repl aced
this time, M Severn? Is it humanity or the fal se gods we created to
depose us?"

"How the hell should | know?" | snapped and turned away to watch

the stream

"You are part of both worlds, no? Humanity and TechnoCore?"

I laughed again. "lI'mpart of neither world. A cybrid nonster here,

a research project there."

"Yes, but whose research? And for what ends?"

| shrugged.

d adstone rose and | followed. W crossed the stream and |i stened

to water noving over the stones. The path wound between tall boul ders
covered with exquisite lichen which glowed in the lantern light.

d adst one paused at the top of a short flight of stone steps. "Do you
think the Utimates in the Core will succeed in constructing their
Utimate Intelligence, M Severn?'

"WIIl they build God?" | said. "There are those Als which do not

want to build God. They | earned fromthe human experience that to
construct the next step in awareness is an invitation to slavery, if not
actual extinction."

"But would a true God extinguish his creatures?"

"I'n the case of the Core and the hypothetical U ," |I said, "God is

the creature, not the creator. Perhaps a god nust create the | esser beings
in contact with it in order for it to feel any responsibility for them™

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

"Yet the Core has appeared to take responsibility for human beings

in the centuries since the Al Secession," said @ adstone. She was gazi ng
intently at nme, as if gauging something by ny expression
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| 1 ooked out at the garden. The path gl owed whitely, alnost eerily

in the dark. "The Core works toward its own ends," | said, knowi ng as
I spoke that no human being knew that fact better than CEO Mei na
d adst one.

"And do you feel that humanity no |onger figures as a neans toward
t hose ends?"

I made a dismissive gesture with ny right hand. "lI'ma creature of
neither culture,” | said again. "Neither graced by the naivete of the
uni ntentional creators, nor cursed by the terrible awareness of their
creatures.”

"CGenetically, you are fully human," said d adstone

It was not a question. | did not respond.

"Jesus Christ was said to be fully human," she said. "And also fully
di vine. Humanity and Godhead at intersection.”

| was amazed at her reference to that old religion. Christianity had
been replaced first by Zen Christianity, then Zen Gnhosticism then by
a hundred More vital theol ogi es and phil osophies. d adstone's hone-
world was no repository for discarded beliefs and | assuned--and
hoped- -that neither was the CEO "If he was fully human and fully
God," | said, "then | amhis antimtter inage."

"No," said G adstone, "I would imagi ne that the Shrike your pilgrim
friends are confronting is that."

| stared. It was the first time she had nentioned the Shrike to ne,
despite the fact that | knew -and she knew that | knew-that it had
been her plan which led the Consul to open the Tine Tonbs and

rel ease the thing.

"Per haps you shoul d have been on that pilgrimge, M Severn," said
the CEQ

"In a way," | said, "I am"

d adst one gestured, and a door to her private quarters opened. "Yes,
in away you are," she said. "But if the wonan who carries your
counterpart is crucified on the Shrike's |egendary tree of thorns, wll
you suffer for all eternity in your dreans?"

I had no answer, so | stood there and sai d not hing.

"W will talk in the norning after the conference," said Mina

d adstone. "Good night, M Severn. Have pl easant dreans."

El GHT

artin Silenus, Sol Wintraub, and the Consul are staggering

up the dunes toward the Sphinx as Brawne Lami a and

Fednmahn Kassad return with Father Hoyt's body. Weintraub

clutches his cape tight around him trying to shelter his infant

fromthe rage of blowi ng sand and crackling light. He watches as Kassad
descends the dune, his long |l egs black and cartooni sh against electrified
sand, Hoyt's arns and hands dangling, noving slightly with each slide

and st ep.
Silenus is shouting, but the wind whips away 'words. Brawne Lam a
gestures toward the one tent still standing; the stormhas coll apsed or

ri pped away the others. They crowd into Silenus's tent. Col onel Kassad
com ng | ast, passing the body in gently. Inside, their shouts can be
heard above the crack of fibcrplastic canvas and the paper-splitting rip
of |ightning.

"Dead?" shouts the Consul, peeling back the cloak Kassad had

wr apped around Hoyt's nude body. The cruciforns gl ow pinkly.

The Col onel points to the telltales blinking on the surface of the
FORCE- i ssue medpak adhered to the priest's chest. The lights blink

red except for the yell ow wi nking of the systems-sustaining filaments
and nodul es. Hoyt's head rolls back, and now Wi ntraub can see the

m | 1ipede suture holding the ragged edges of the slashed throat together
Sol Weintraub tries to |locate a pulse nanually; finds none. He | eans
forward, sets his car to the priest's chest. There is no heartbeat, but the
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welt of the cruciformthere is hot against Sol's cheek. He | ooks at Brawne
Lam a. "The Shrike?"

"Yes ... | think ... | don't know." She gestures toward the anti que

pistol she still holds. "I enptied the nagazi ne. Twel ve shots at

what ever it was."

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERIDN ----------------

"Did you see it?" the Consul asks Kassad.

"No. | entered the roomten seconds after Brawne, but | didn't see
anyt hi ng. "

"What about your fucking sol di er gadgets?" says Martin Silenus. He

is cromded in the back of the tent, huddled in a near-fetal position
"Didn't all that FORCE shit show somet hi ng?"

"No. "

A smal|l al arm sounds fromthe nmedpak, and Kassad det aches anot her
plasma cartridge fromhis belt, feeds it into the pak's chanber, and sits
back on his heels, nipping his visor down to watch out the opening of
the tent. His voice is distorted by the hel met speaker. "He's | ost Mire
bl ood than we can conpensate for here. Did anyone else bring first aid
equi pnent ?"

Wei ntraub runmages in his pack. "I have a basic kit. Not enough

for this, though. Whatever slashed his throat cut through everything."
"The Shrike," whispers Martin Silenus.

"I't doesn't matter," says Lamia, hugging herself to stop her body

from shaking. "We've got to get help for him" She | ooks at the

Consul .

"He's dead," says the Consul. "Even a ship's surgery won't bring him
back. "

"W have to try!" shouts Lamia, leaning forward to grab the Consul's
tunic front. "We can't leave himto those . . . things..." She gestures

toward the cruciform gl ow ng beneath the skin of the dead man's chest.
The Consul rubs his eyes. "W can destroy the body. Use the Col onel's
rifle ..."

"We're going to die if we don't get out of this fucking storm" cries
Silenus, The tent is vibrating, fiberplastic pounding the poet's head and
back with each billow The sound of sand against fabric is |ike a rocket
taking of f just outside. "Call the goddammed ship. Call it!"

The Consul pulls his pack closer, as if guarding the anti que coml og
inside it. Sweat glistens on his cheeks and forehead.

"W could wait the stormout in one of the Tonbs," says Sol Weintraub
"The Sphi nx, perhaps.”

"Fuck that," says Martin Silenus.

The schol ar shifts in the cranmped space and stares at the poet. "You
came all this way to find the Shrike. Are you telling us that you've
changed your mind now that he seens to have nmde an appear ance?"
Silenus's eyes gleamout fromunder his |lowered beret. "I'm not

telling you anything except that | want that goddammed ship of his here,
and I want it now "

"I't mght be a good idea," says Col onel Kassad.

The Consul |ooks at him

"If there's a chance to save Hoyt's life, we should take it."

The Consul is in pain hinself. "W can't |leave," he says. "Can't

| eave now. "

"No," agrees Kassad. "W won't use the ship to | eave. But the surgery
m ght help Hoyt. And we can wait out the stormin it."

"And maybe find out what's happening up there," says Brawne

Lam a, jerking her thunb toward the roof of the tent.

The baby, Rachel, is crying shrilly. Wintraub rocks her, holding

her head in his broad hand. "I agree,” he says. "If the Shrike wants to
find us, it can find us on the ship as easily as out here. W'll nake
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sure that no one |leaves." He touches Hoyt's chest. "As horrible as it
sounds, the information the surgery gives us on how this parasite works
could be priceless to the Wb."

"All right," says the Consul. He pulls the ancient comog fromhis

pack, lays his hand on the di skey, and whi spers several phrases.

"I's it coming?" asks Martin Silenus.

"I't's confirnmed the cormand. We'lIl need to stow our gear for transfer

| told it to land just above the entrance to the valley."

Lamia is surprised to find that she has been weepi ng. She w pes her
cheeks and sm | es.

"What's funny?" asks the Consul

"Al this," she says, stabbing at her cheeks with the back other hand,
"and all | can think about is hownice it'll be to have a shower."

"A drink," says Silenus.

"Shelter fromthe storm" says Wintraub. The baby is taking mlk

froma nursing pak

Kassad | eans forward, his head and shoul ders outside the tent. He

rai ses his weapon and clicks off the safety. "Telltales," he says. "Sonething's
novi ng just beyond the dune." The visor turns toward them

reflecting a pale and huddl ed group, the paler body of Lenar Hoyt.
"I"'mgoing to check it out," he says. "Wait here until the ship arrives."
"Don't |eave," says Silenus. "It's |ike one of those fucking ancient
horror hol os where they go one by one to ... hey!" The poet falls

silent. The entrance to the tent is a triangle of light and noi se. Fednahn
Kassad i s gone.

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

The tent is beginning to coll apse, stakes and wi re anchors giving way
as tlie sand shifts around them Huddl ed together, shouting to be heard
over the wind roar, the Consul and Lanmia wap Hoyt's body in his

cl oak. Readouts on the nedpak continue to blink red. Blood has ceased
to flow fromthe crude mllipede suture.

Sol Weintraub sets his four-day-old child in the infant carrier on his
chest, folds his cape around her, and crouches in the entrance. "No
sign of the Colonel!" he shouts. As he watches, a lightning bolt strikes
the outstretched wi ng of the Sphinx.

Brawne Lami a noves to the entrance and lifts the priest's body. She

is amazed at how light it is. "Let's get Father Hoyt to the ship and in
surgery. Then sone of us will come back to search for Kassad."

The Consul tugs his tricorne cap | ow and shrugs his collar high

"The ship has deep radar and novenent sensors. It'll tell us where the
Col onel ' s gone."

"And the Shrike," says Silenus. "Can't forget our host."

"Let's go," says Lama and gets to her feet. She has to lean into the
wi nd to make progress. Loose ends of Hoyt's cloak flap and crack around
her, while her own cloak streans behind. Finding the path by the
intermttent flashes of |ightning, she noves toward the head of the
val l ey, gl ancing back only once to see if the others are foll ow ng.
Martin Silenus steps away fromthe tent, lifts Het Masteen's Mobi us
cube, and his purple beret whips away in the wind, clinbing as it goes.
Si | enus stands there and curses inpressively, stopping only when his

mouth begins to fill with sand.
"Come, " shouts Weintraub, his hand on the poet's shoul der. Sol
feels the sand striking his face, littering his short beard. H s other hand

covers his chest as if sheltering something infinitely precious. "W'l

| ose sight of Brawne if we don't hurry." The two hel p each other nove
forward against the wind. Silenus's fur coat ripples wildly as he detours
to retrieve his beret fromwhere it has come down in the | ee of a dune.
The Consul is the last to | eave, carrying both his own pack and

Kassad's. A minute after he | eaves the small shelter, stakes give way,
fabric tears, and the tent flies into the night, surrounded by a hal o of
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static electricity. He staggers the three hundred neters up the trail
occasional ly catching glinpses of the two men ahead of him More
frequently losing the path and having to walk in circles until he cones
across it again. The Tine Tonbs are visible behind himwhen the

sandstorm ebbs a bit and the Iightning flashes foll ow one another in
cl ose succession. The Consul sees the Sphinx, still glow ng fromrepeated
el ectrical strikes, the Jade Tonb beyond it, its walls |um nescent,
and beyond themthe Obelisk, no glow there, a vertical sw pe of pure
bl ack against the cliff walls. Then the Crystal Mpnolith. There is no
sign of Kassad, although the shifting dunes, blow ng sand, and sudden
flashes make it seemas if many things are noving.

The Consul | ooks up, seeing the wide entrance to the valley now

and the rushing clouds | ow above it, half expecting to see the blue
fusion glow of his ship |lowering through them The stormis terrible,
but his spacecraft has |landed in worse conditions. He wonders if it is
al ready down and the others are waiting at the base of it for himto
arrive.

But when he reaches the saddle between cliff walls at the opening

of the valley, the wind assaults himanew, he sees the four others huddl ed
together at the beginning of the broad, flat plain, but there is no ship.
"Shouldn't it be here by now?" shouts Lania as the Consul approaches

t he group.

He nods and crouches to extract the com og fromhis pack. Wintraub
and Sil enus stand behind him bending over to offer sone shelter from
the bl owi ng sand. The Consul extracts the com og and pauses, | ooking
around. The storm nakes it appear as if they are in some nmad room
where the walls and ceiling change frominstant to instant, one second
closing in on them scant neters away, the next second receding to the
di stance, the ceiling floating upward, as in the scene where the room
and Christmas tree expand for Clara in Tchai kovsky's Nutcracker.

The Consul pal ns the di skey, bends forward, and whispers into the

voi ce square. The ancient instrunment whispers back to him the words
just audi bl e above the rasp of sand. He straightens up and faces the
others. "The ship was not allowed to | eave."

There is a babble of protest. "What do you nmean 'not allowed' ?" asks
Lam a when the others fall silent.

The Consul shrugs and | ooks skyward as if a blue tail of flane m ght
still announce the ship's coming. "It wasn't given clearance at the
spaceport in Keats."

"Didn't you say you had cl earance fromthe fucki ng queen?" shouts
Martin Silenus. "Od Gallstone hersel f?"

"d adstone's clearance pip was in the ship's nmenory," says the Consul
"Both the FORCE and port authorities knew that."

"So what the hell happened?" Lami a w pes her face. The tears she

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

had shed back at the tent have left tiny rivulets of nud in the coating
of sand on her cheeks.

The Consul shrugs. "d adstone overrode the original pip. There's a
nmessage here fromher. Do you want to hear it?"

For a minute, no one answers. After their week of voyage, the thought

of being in touch with someone outside their own group is so incongruous
that it does not register at once; it was as if the world beyond

the pilgrinmge had ceased to exist except for the explosions in the night
sky. "Yes," Sol Wintraub says, "let's hear it." A sudden lull in the
storm makes the words seemvery | oud.

They gat her around and crouch near the old com og, setting Father

Hoyt in the center of their circle. In the mnute they have left him
unattended, a small dune has begun to formitself around his body.

The telltales are all red now except tor the extrene-neasures nonitors
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gl owi ng anber. Lami a sets another plasma cartridge in place and nmakes
sure that the osnmpsis mask is secure on Hoyt's nmouth and nose, filtering
pure oxygen in and keeping sand out. "All right,"” she says.

The Consul triggers the diskey.

The nmessage is a fatline squirt, recorded by the ship sone ten ninutes
earlier. The air mists with the data col utms and spherical -i mage coll oid
whi ch characterizes com ogs dating back to the Hegira. The image of

d adst one shinmers, her face distorting bizarrely and then al nost comically
as mllions of specks of w ndblown sand rip through the inmage.

Even at full volune, her voice is alnbst lost to the storm

"I"'msorry," says the famliar inage, "but | cannot allow your spacecraft
to approach the Tonmbs just yet. The tenptation to | eave woul d

be too great, and the inmportance of your mssion nust override all other
factors. Please understand that the fate of worlds may rest with you.

Pl ease be assured that ny hopes and prayers are with you. d adstone
out."

The image folds into itself and fades away. The Consul, Wintraub

and Lamia continue to stare in silence. Martin Silenus stands, throws

a handful of sand at the enpty air where d adstone's face had been
seconds earlier, and screans, "Goddam fatherfucki ng asshole politician
nmor al parapl egi ¢ di pshit drag-queen bitch!" He kicks sand in the

air. The others shift their stares to him

"Well, that really hel ped," Brawne Lami a says softly.

Sil enus waves his arns in disgust and wal ks away, still kicking at

dunes.

"I's there anything el se?" Wintraub asks the Consul

"No. "
Brawne Lami a crosses her arns and frowns at the comog. "I forget
how you said this thing works. How are you getting through the interference?"

"Tightbeamto a pocket consat | seeded as we cane down fromthe Yggdrasill,'
Lam a nods. "So when you reported in, you just sent brief nessages

to the ship, and it sent fatline squirts to dadstone . . . and your CQuster
contacts."

"Yes. "

"Can the ship take of f wi thout clearance?" asks Wi ntraub. The ol der

man is sitting, his knees raised and his arns draped on themin a classic
posture of pure fatigue. Hs voice is also tired. "Just override d adstone's

pr ohi bi tion?"

"No," says the Consul. "Wen d adstone said no, FORCE set a

class-three containnent field over the blast pit where we parked the

ship. "

"Get in touch with her," says Brawne Lanmia. "Explain things."

"I've tried." The Consul holds the comog in his hands, sets it back

in the pack. "No response. Also, | mentioned in the original squirt that

Hoyt was badly hurt and that we needed nedical help. | wanted the

ship's surgery ready for him"

"Hurt," repeats Martin Silenus, striding back to where they huddl ed.

"Shit. Qur padre friend is dead as @ ennon-Height's dog." He jerks his

thunb in the direction of the cl oak-w apped body; all nonitor displays

are red.

Brawne Lam a bends cl oser and touches Hoyt's cheek. It is cold.

Both his com og biononitor and the medpak begin chirping brain-

deat h warnings. The osnpbsis mask continues to force pure 0; into his lungs, and the nedpak
simulators still work his lungs and

heart, but the chirping rises to a screamand then settles to a steady,

terrible tone.

"He | ost too much bl ood," says Sol Wintraub. He touches the dead

priest's face, his own eyes cl osed, head bowed.

"Great," says Silenus. "Fucking great. And according to his own

says the Consul
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story, Hoyt's going to deconpose and reconpose, thanks to that goddamed
cruciformthing . . . tw of the goddamm things, the guy's rich

in resurrection insurance . . . and then cone |urching back |ike sone
brai n-damaged edition of Hanlet's daddy's ghost. Wat are we going

to do then?"

THE FALL OF HYPE

"Shut up," says Brawne Lamia. She is wapping Hoyt's body in a

| ayer of tarp she has brought fromthe tent.

"Shut up yourself," screanms Silenus. "W've got one nonster |urking
around. O d Gendcl hinself is out there somewhere, sharpening his
nails for his next neal, do you really want Hoyt's zonbi e joining our
happy crew? You renenber how he described the Bi kura? They'd been
letting the cruciforms bring themback for centuries, and talking to one
of themwas |ike talking to an anbul atory sponge. Do you really want
Hoyt's corpse hiking with us?"

"Two, " says the Consul

"What ?" Martin Silenus whirls, loses his footing, and [ ands on his
knees near the body. He | eans toward the old scholar. "Wat did you

say?"
"Two cruciforns,"” says the Consul. "Hi s and Father Paul Dure's. If
his story about the Bikura was true, then they'll both be ... resurrected."

"Ch, Christ on a stick," says Silenus and sits in the sand.

Brawne Lam a has finished wapping the priest's body. She | ooks at

it. "l remenber that in Father Dure's story about the Bi kura nanmed

Al pha, " she says. "But | still don't understand. The Law of Conservation
of Mass has to come in there somewhere.”

"They'l|l be short zonbies," says Martin Silenus. He pulls his fur

coat tighter and pounds the sand with his fist.

"There is so much we could have learned if the ship had arrived,"

says the Consul. "The autodi agnostics could have . . ."He pauses and
gestures. "Look. There is less sand in the air. Perhaps the stormis

Li ghtning flashes, and it begins to rain, the icy pellets striking their
faces with More fury than the sandstorm had shown.

Martin Silenus begins to laugh. "It's a rucking desertl."” he shouts
toward the sky. "We'l|l probably drown in a flood."

"W need to get out of this," says Sol Wintraub. H's baby's face is

vi si bl e between the gaps in his cloak. Rachel is crying; her face is very
red. She | ooks no ol der than a newborn

"Keep Chronos?" says Lamia. "It's a couple of hours ..
"Too far," says the Consul. "Let's bivouac in one of the Tonbs."
Si | enus | aughs again. He says:

Who are these conming to the sacrifice?

To what green altar, O nysterious priest,

Lead' st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,

And all her silken flanks with garlands dressed?

"Does that nean yes?" asks Lam a

"That means fucking '"why not7' " laughs Silenus. "Why make it hard

for our cold nmuse to find us? W can watch our friend deconpose

while we wait. How long did Dure's tale say it took for one of the Bikura
torejoin the flock after death interrupted their grazing?”

"Three days," says the Consul

Martin Silenus slaps his forehead with the heel of his palm "O

course. How could | forget? How wonderfully fitting. New

Testanent-wi se. In the neantinme, maybe our Shrike-wolf will carry

off a few of this flock. Do you think the padre would nmind if | borrowed
one of his cruciforns just in case? | nean, he has a spare ..."

"Let's go," says the Consul. Rain drips fromhis tricorne cap in a

steady stream "We'll stay in the Sphinx until norning. I'll carry Kassad's
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extra gear and the Mobius cube. Brawne, you carry Hoyt's things

and Sol's pack. Sol, you keep the baby warm and dry."

"What about the padre?" asks the poet, jerking his thumb in the
direction of the body.

"You're carrying Father Hoyt," Brawne Lam a says softly, turning.
Martin Silenus opens his nmouth, sees the pistol in Lamia' s hand,
shrugs, and bends to lift the body to his shoulder. "Wo's going to
carry Kassad when we find hinP" he asks. "OfF course, he could be in
enough pieces that we could all--"

"Pl ease shut up," Brawne Lami a says tiredly. "If | have to shoot you,
it wll give us one More thing to carry. Just wal k."

Wth the Consul |eading, Wintraub coming closely behind, Martin

Si | enus staggering al ong sone neters back, and Brawne Lamia in the
rear, the group once again descends the low col into the Valley of the Tonbs.

NI NE

CEO d adstone's schedul e that norning was a busy one. Tau

Ceti Center has a twenty-three-hour day, which makes it convenient

for the governnent to run on Hegenony Standard

Time without totally destroying local diurnal rhythnms. At 0545 hours,

@ adstone net with her mlitary advisors. At 0630 hours she breakfasted
with two dozen of the npbst inportant senators and with representatives
of the Al Thing and the TechnoCore. At 0715 the CEO farcast to

Renai ssance Vector, where it was evening, to officially open the Hernmes
Medi cal Center in Cadua. At 0740 she 'cast back to CGovernment House

for a neeting with her top aides, including Leigh Hunt, to go over the
speech she was to give to the Senate and Al Thing at 1000 hours. At
0830 d adstone net again with General Mrpurgo and Admiral Singh

for an update on the situation in the Hyperion system At 0845 hours,
she met with ne.

"Good nmorning, M Severn," said the CEQO She was behind her

desk in the office where 1'd first nmet her three nights earlier. She waved
her hand toward a buffet against the wall where hot coffee, tea, and
caffta sat in sterling silver pots.

I shook ny head and sat down. Three of the hol ographic w ndows

showed white light, but the one to ny left offered the 3-D nap of
Hyperion Systemthat | had tried to decode in the War Room It seened
to me that Quster red now covered and infiltrated the systemlike dye
di ssolving and settling into a blue solution

"I want to hear your dreans," said CEO d adstone

"I want to hear why you abandoned them" | said, voice flat. "Wy

you left Father Hoyt to die."

d adst one could not have been used to being spoken to in that tone,

not after forty-eight years in the Senate and a decade and a half as

CEQ, but her only reaction was to rai se one eyebrow a fraction of an
inch. "So you do dreamthe real events."

"Did you doubt it?"

She set down the work pad she had been hol di ng, keyed it off, and

shook her head. "Not really, but it is still a shock to hear about sonething
that no one else in the Wb knows about."

"Way did you deny themthe use of the Consul's ship?"

A adstone swiveled to | ook up at the wi ndow where the tactical display
shifted and changed as new updates changed the How of red, the retreat

of blue, the novenent of planets and noons, but if the mlitary situation
was to have been part other explanation, she abandoned that approach

She swivel ed back. "Wiy would | have to explain any executive decision

to you, M Severn? What is your constituency? Wiom do you represent?"

"I represent those five people and a baby you left stranded on Hyperion,"
| said. "Hoyt could have been saved."
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d adstone nmade a fist and tapped her lower [ip with a curved forefinger

"Perhaps," she said. "And perhaps he was al ready dead. But

that wasn't the issue, was it?"

| sat back in the chair. | had not bothered to bring a sketchbook
al ong, and ny fingers ached to hold sonmething. "Wat is, then?"

"Do you renenber Father Hoyt's story . . . the story he told during
their voyage to the Tonbs?" asked G adstone.

"Yes. "

"Each of the pilgrins is allowed to petition the Shrike for one favor.
Tradition says that the creature grants one w sh, while denying the
others and nurdering those he denies. Do you renenber what Hoyt's

wi sh was?"

| paused. Recalling incidents fromthe pilgrims' past was |ike trying
to remenber details of |ast week's dreans. "He wanted the cruciforns
renoved," | said. "He wanted freedom for both Father Dure's. . . soul,
DNA, whatever . . . and for hinself."

"Not quite," said d adstone. "Father Hoyt wanted to die."

| stood up, al nbst knocking my chair over, and strode to the pul sing

map. "That's pure bullshit," |I said. "Even if he did, the others had an
obligation to save him. . . and so did you. You let himdie."
"Yes."

"Just as you're going to let the rest of themdie?"
"Not necessarily," said CEO Meina d adstone. "That is their wll

and the Shrike's, if such a creature actually exists. Al | know at
THE FALL o HYPERI ON
this point is that their pilgrinage is too inportant to allow them a neans
of ... retreat ... at the nonent of decision."
"Whose deci sion? Theirs? How can the |ives of six or seven people

and a baby . . . affect the outcone of a society of a hundred and
fifty billion?" | knew the answer to that, of course. The Al Advisory

Council as well as the Hegenony's | ess sentient predictors had chosen
the pilgrins very carefully. But for what? Unpredictability. They were
ci phers that matched the ultinate enigma of the entire Hyperion equation.
Did d adstone know that, or did she know only what Council or

Al bedo and her own spies told her? |I sighed and returned to ny chair.
"Did your dreamtell you what the fate of Col onel Kassad was?" asked

t he CEQ

"No. | awoke before they returned to the Sphinx to seek shelter from
the storm™

d adstone smiled slightly. "You realize, M Severn, that for our
purposes it would be Mre convenient to have you sedated, pronpted

by the same truthtal k your Philonel friends used, and connected to
subvocal i zers for a Mire constant report on the events on Hyperion."

| returned her smile. "Yes," | said, "that would be Mdre convenient.

But it would be | ess than convenient for you if | slipped away into the
Core via the datasphere and left my body behind. Wiich is precisely
what | will do if put under duress again."

"Of course," said dadstone. "That is precisely what | would do if

put in such circunstances. Tell me, M Severn, what is it like in the
Core? What is it like in that distant place where your consciousness
truly resides?"

"Busy," | said. "Did you want to see ne for anything el se today?"

d adstone sniled again and | sensed that it was a true snmile, not the
politician's weapon she used so well. "Yes," she said, "I did have
sonething else in mnd. Wuld you like to go to Hyperion? The real Hyperion?"
"The real Hyperion?" | echoed stupidly. | felt ny fingers and toes
tingle as a strange sense of excitenent suffused ne. My consciousness
mght truly reside in the Core, but nmy body and brain were all too
human, all too susceptible to adrenaline and other random chemi cal s.

d adst one nodded. "M I lions of people want to go there. Farcast to
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sonewhere new. Watch the war fromcl ose up." She sighed and noved
her work pad. "The idiots." She | ooked up at nme, and her brown eyes
were serious. "But | want soneone to go there and report back to ne
in person. Leigh is Using one of the newnilitary farcast termnals this

nmorni ng, and | thought that you might join him There m ght not be
time to set down on Hyperion itself, but you would be in-system"”

I thought of several questions and was enbarrassed by the first one
that energed. "WII| it be dangerous?”

Nei t her d adstone's expression nor tone changed. "Possibly. Al though
you will be far behind the lines, and Leigh has explicit instructions
not to expose hinself ... or you ... to any obvious risk."

Cbvious risk, | thought. But how many | ess-than-obvi ous-risks were
there in a war zone, near a world where a creature |ike the Shrike
roaned free? "Yes," | said, "I'll go. But there's one thing ..."
"Yes?"

"I need to know why you want ne to go. It seenms that if you just

want me for ny connection to the pilgrins, you' re running a needl ess
risk in sending ne away."

d adstone nodded. "M Severn, it's true that your connection to the
pilgrims . . . although sonewhat tenuous ... is of interest to ne. But
it is also true that | aminterested in your observations and eval uati ons.
Your observations."

"But I'mnothing to you," | said. "You don't know who else |I m ght
be reporting to, deliberately or otherwise. I'"ma creature of the
TechnoCore. "

"Yes," said d adstone, "but you also nay be the least-affiliated person
on Tau Ceti Center at this nonent, perhaps in the entire Wb. Al so,

your observations are those of a trained poet, a man whose geni us
respect."”

| barked a laugh. "He was a genius,” | said. "lI'ma simlacrum A

drone. A caricature.”

"Are you so sure?" asked Meina d adstone.

| held up enpty hands. "I haven't witten a |ine of poetry in the ten
nmonths | have been alive and aware in this strange afterlife," | said. "I
do not think in poetry. Isn't that proof enough that this Core retrieva
project is a shan? Even ny false nane is an insult to a man infinitely Mire talented than | wll
ever be ... Joseph Severn was a shade in

conparison to the real Keats, but | sully his nane by using it."

"That may be true," said dadstone. "And it may not. In either case,

I've requested that you go with'M Hunt on this brief trip to Hyperion."
She paused. "You have no ... duty ... to go. In Mre than one

sense, you are not even a citizen of the Hegenony. But | woul d appreciate
it if you did go."

"I'"ll go," | said again, hearing my own voice as if froma distance.

THE FALL OoF HYPEHI ON

"Very good. You'll need warm cl othes. War nothing that woul d

conme | oose or cause enbarrassnent in free-fall, although there is little

I'ikelihood that you will encounter that. Meet M Hunt in the prinmary
Gover nment House fai caster nexus in . " She gl anced at her com og

" twel ve minutes. "

| nodded and turned to go.

"Ch, M Severn ..."

| paused by the door. The old wonan behi nd the desk suddenly

| ooked rather small and very tired.

"Thank you, M Severn," she said.

It was true that nmillions wanted to farcast to the war zone. The Al
Thing was shrill with petitions, argunents for letting civilians 'cast to
Hyperion, requests by cruise lines to run brief excursions, and denands
by planetary politicians and Hegenony representatives to be allowed to
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tour the systemon "fact-finding missions." Al such requests had been
denied. Web citizens--especially Wb citizens with power and

i nHuence--were not used to being deni ed access to new experiences,

and for the Hegenony, all-out war renmi ned one of the few experiences
still untried.

But the CEO s office and the FORCE authorities remai ned adamant:

no civilian or unauthorized farcasting to the Hyperion system no uncensored
newst eep coverage. In an age where no informati on was i naccessi bl e,

no travel denied, such exclusion was naddeni ng and

tantali zi ng.

I met M Hunt at the executive farcaster nexus after show ng ny

aut horization pip to an even dozen security nodes. Hunt was wearing

bl ack wool, undecorated but evocative of the FORCE uniformnms present
everywhere in this section of Government House. | had had little tine
to change, returning to ny apartnents only to grab a | oose vest with
many pockets to hold drawing materials and a 55-nmm i nager.

"Ready?" said Hunt. The basset-hound face did not | ook pleased to

see me. He carried a plain black valise.

| nodded.

Hunt gestured toward a FORCE transport technician, and a onetine
portal shimrered into existence. | knew that the thing was tuned to our DNA signatures and woul d
admt no one else. Hunt took a breath

and stepped through. | watched the quicksilver portal surface ripple

after his passage |like a streamreturning to calmafter the slightest of
breezes, and then | stepped through nyself.

It was runored that the original farcaster prototypes had offered no
sensation during transition and that the Al and human desi gners had
altered the machinery to add that vague prickling, ozone-charged feeling
to give the traveler a sense of having travel ed. Whatever the truth of
that, ny skin was still alive with tension as | took a step away fromthe
portal, paused, and | ooked around.

It's strange but true that war-going spacecraft have been depicted in
fiction, film holo, and stinsimfor Mre than ei ght hundred years

even before humankind had left Od Earth in anything but atnosphere-

ski nmi ng converted airplanes, their flatfilms had shown epic space
battles, huge interstellar dreadnoughts with incredi ble armanent |ungi ng through space |ike
streaniined cities. Even the spate of recent war

holies after the Battle of Bressia showed great fleets battling it out at
di stances two ground sol diers would find cl austrophobic, ships ranmm ng
and firing and burning like Geek triremes packed into the straits of
Artem sium

It's little wonder then that ny heart was poundi ng and ny pal ns

were a bit noist as | stepped onto the flagship of the fleet, expecting to
energe onto the broad bridge of a warship out of the holies, giant
screens showi ng eneny ships, klaxons soundi ng, craggy comuanders

huddl ed over the tactical comand panels as the ship lurched first

right, then left.

Hunt and | were standing in what could have been a narrow corridor

of a power plant. Color-coded pipes tw sted everywhere, occasiona
handhol ds and airtight hatches at regular intervals suggested that we
were indeed in a spacecraft, state-of-the-art diskcy and interact panels
showed that the corridor served sone purpose other than access to

el sewhere, but the overall effect was one of claustrophobia and primtive
technology. | half expected to see wires running fromcircuit nodes. A
vertical shaft intersected our corridor; other narrow, cluttered avenues
were visible through other hatches.

Hunt | ooked at ne and shrugged slightly. |I wondered if it was possible
that we had farcast to the wong destination

Before either of us said anything, a young FORCE: space ensign in

bl ack battle dress appeared fromone of the side corridors, saluted Hunt,
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and said, "Welcone to HS Hebrides, gentlenen. Adniral Nashita has
asked me to convey his conplinents and to invite you to the conbat

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

control center. If you will follow nme, please.” Wth that the young
ensi gn wheel ed, reached for a rung, and pulled hinmself into a cranped
vertical shaft.

We foll owed as best we could. Hunt struggling not to drop his valise
and ne trying not to have ny hands ground under Hunt's heels as we

clinbed. After only a few yards, | realized that the gravity was far |ess
than one-standard here, was not, in fact, gravity at all, but felt Mre |ike
a multitude of small but insistent hands pressing nme "down." | knew

about spacecraft using a class-one containnent field throughout a ship to
sinmulate gravity, but this was ny first direct experience of it. It was not a
truly pl easant sensation; the constant pressure was rather like leaning into
a wind, and the effect added to the claustrophobic qualities of the narrow
corridors, small hatches, and equi pnent-cluttered bul kheads.

The Hebrides was a Three-C ship, Comuni cati on- Contr ol - Command,

and the conbat control center was its heart and brain--but it

was not a very inpressive heart and brain. The young ensign passed us
through three airtight hatches, Ied us down a final corridor past Marine
guards, saluted, and left us in a room perhaps twenty yards square, but
one so crowded with noise, personnel and equi pnent that one's first
instinct was to step back outside the hatch to get a breath of air.

There were no giant screens, but dozens of young FORCE: space

of ficers hunkered over cryptic displays, sat enneshed in stinmsimapparatus,
or stood before pulsing callups which seenmed to extend from

all six bul kheads. Men and wonen were | ashed into their chairs and

sensory cradles, with the exception of a few officers--nost |ooking Mre
like harried bureaucrats than craggy warriors--who wandered the narrow

ai sl es, patting subordinates on the back, barking for Mre information

and plugging into consoles with their own inplant jacks. One

of these nen cane over in a hurry, |ooked at both of us, saluted ne,

and said, "M Hunt?"

| nodded toward my conpanion

"M Hunt," said the overwei ght young Comander, "Adniral Nash-

ita will see you now "

The commander of all Hegenony forces in the Hyperion system was

a small man with short white hair, skin far snoother than his age
suggested, and a fierce scowm that seemed carved in place. Admira

Nashita wore hi gh-necked dress black with no rank insignia except for

the single red-dwarf sun on his collar. H s hands were blunt and quite
power ful -1 ooki ng, but the nails were recently mani cured. The Adnmiral

sat on a small dais surrounded by equi pnent and qui escent call ups.

The bustle and efficient nmadness seened to How around himlike a fast
stream around an i npervious rock
"You' re the nmessenger from d adstone
"My aide," said Leigh Hunt.

| resisted the urge to raise an eyebrow.

"What do you want ?" asked Nashita. "As you see, we're busy."

Lei gh Hunt nodded and gl anced around. "I have sone materials for

you. Admiral. Is there anyplace we can go for privacy?"

Adm ral Nashita grunted, passed his pal mover a rheoscnse, and the

air behind ne grew denser, coalescing into a semsolid mst as the

contai nnent field reined. The noise of the conbat control center disappeared.
The three of us were in a snmall igloo of quiet.

"Hurry it up," said Admiral Nashita

Hunt unl ocked the valise and renmoved a snmall envel ope with a Gover nnment

House synbol on the back. "A private conmunication from

the Chief Executive,"” said Hunt. "To be read at your leisure. Admral."

he said to Hunt. "Who's this?"
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Nashita grunted and set the envel ope asi de.

Hunt set a | arger envel ope on the desk. "And this is a hard copy of

the notion of the Senate regarding the prosecution of this ... ah ..
mlitary action. As you know, the will of the Senate is for this to be a
speedy exercise of force to achieve limted objectives, with as little loss
of life as possible, followed by the standard offer of help and protection
to our new. . . colonial asset."”

Nashita's scow twitched slightly. He made no nove to touch or read

the communication containing the will of the Senate. "Is that all?"
Hunt took his tine responding. "That is all, unless you wish to relay
a personal nessage to the CEO through nme. Admiral."

Nashita stared. There was no active hostility in his small, black eyes,
only an inpatience that | guessed would not be quenched until those
eyes were dimed by death. "I have private fatline access to the Chief
Executive," said the Admiral. "Thank you very nmuch, M Hunt. No return

messages at this time. Now if you will kindly return to the m dships
farcaster nexus and let ne get on with prosecuting this nmlitary action.”
The containment field collapsed around us, and noise flowed in |like

wat er over a nelting ice dam

"There is one other thing," said Leigh Hunt, his soft voice al npost

| ost under the technobabble of the conbat center

Adm ral Nashita swiveled his chair and waited.

"We'd like transport down to the planet," said Hunt. "Down to

Hyperion."

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

The Admiral's scowl seened to deepen. "CEO G adstone's peopl e
sai d not hi ng about arranging a dropship."

Hunt did not blink. "CGovernor-Ceneral Lane knows that we m ght

be coming."
Nashita gl anced at one of his callups, snapped his fingers, and barked
sonmething at a Marine major who hurried over. "You' |l have to hurry,"”

the Admral said to Hunt. "There is a courier just ready to | eave from

port twenty. Major Inverness will show you the way. You will be brought
back up to the primary JunpShip. The Hebrides will be departing this
position in twenty-three mnutes."

Hunt nodded and turned to follow the Major. | tagged al ong. The

Admral's voice stopped us.

"M Hunt," he called, "please tell CEO d adstone that the flagship

will be too busy fromthis point on for any Morre political visits." Nashita
turned away to flickering callups and a |line of waiting subordinates.

| followed Hunt and the Major back into the naze.

"There shoul d be wi ndows."

"What ?" | had been thinking about sonething, not paying attention

Lei gh Hunt turned his head toward nme. "1've never been in a dropship

wi t hout wi ndows or viewscreens. It's strange."

I nodded and | ooked around, noticing the cranped and crowded

interior for the first time. It was true that there were only bl ank bul kheads,
and heaps of supplies and one young lieutenant in the passenger

hold of the dropship with us. It seenmed to conformto the cl austrophobic
anbi ence of the conmmand ship.

| |1 ooked away, returning to the thoughts that had preoccupied ne

since we |left Nashita. Following the other two to port twenty, it had
suddenly occurred to me that | was not nissing sonething | had expected to miss. Part of ny
anxiety toward this trip had lain in the thought of

| eavi ng the datasphere; | was rather like a fish contenplating | eaving

the sea. Part of my Consciousness |ay submerged sonewhere in that sea,

the ocean of data and comminks fromtwo hundred worlds and the

Core, all linked by the invisible nedium once called datunpl ane, now
known only as the negasphere.
It struck me as we left Nashita that | could still hear the pul se of that
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particul ar sea--distant but constant, |ike the sound of the surf half a
mle fromthe shore--and | had been trying to understand it all during

the rush to the dropship, the buckling in and separation, and the ten-
m nute cislunar sprint to the fringes of Hyperion's atnosphere.

FORCE prided itself on using its own artificial intelligences, its own
dat aspheres and conputing sources. The ostenible reason lay in the
requirenent to operate in the great spaces between Wb worlds, the

dark and qui et places between the stars and beyond the Wb nega-

sphere, but nuch of the real reason lay in a fierce need for independence
whi ch FORCE had shown toward the TechnoCore for centuries. Yet

on a FORCE ship in the center of a FORCE arnada in a non-\Wb

non- Protectorate system | was tuned to the sane conforting background
babbl e of data and energy that | woul d have found anywhere

in the Web. Interesting.

| thought of the Iinks the farcaster had brought to Hyperion system

not just the JunmpShip and farcaster containnent sphere floating at
Hyperion's L3 point |ike a gleam ng new noon, but the mles of gi-
gachannel fiber-optic cable snaking through permanent JunpShip far-
caster portals, mcrowave repeaters nechanically shuttling the few
inches to repeat their nessages in near real-time, command ship tane
Al's requesting--and receiving--new links to the O ynpus H gh Conmand

on Mars and el sewhere. Sonmewhere the datasphere had crept

i n, perhaps unknown to the FORCE machi nes and their operators and
allies. The Core Als knew everythi ng happening here in Hyperion

system If ny body were to die now, | would have the same escape

path as always, fleeing down the pulsing Iinks that led |like secret passages
beyond the Web, beyond any vestige of datunplane as humanity had

known it, down datalink tunnels to the TechnoCore itself. Not really

to the Core, | thought, because the Core surrounds, envel ops the rest,
i ke an ocean hol ding separate currents, great Culf Streans which think
thensel ves separate seas.

"I just wish there was a w ndow," whi spered Lei gh Hunt.

"Yes," | said. "So do I|."

The dropshi p bucked and vi brated as we entered Hyperion's upper

at nosphere. Hyperion, | thought. The Shrike. My heavy shirt and vest
seenmed sticky and clinging. A faint susurration fromwthout said that
we were flying, streaking across the |lapis skies at several tines the speed
of sound.

The young lieutenant |eaned across the aisle. "First time down,
gent | enen?"

Hunt nodded.

The Li eutenant was chewi ng gum show ng how rel axed he was.

"You two civilian techs fromthe Hebrides?"

"We just came fromthere, yes," said Hunt.

"Thought so," grinned the Lieutenant. "Me, |I'mrunning a courier

pack down to the Marine base near Keats. My fifth trip.”

A slight jolt ran through me as | was rem nded of the nane of the
capital; Hyperion had been repopulated by Sad King Billy and his col ony
of poets, artists, and other nisfits fleeing an invasion of their honeworld
by Horace d ennon-Hei ght éan i nvasi on whi ch never cane. The poet

on the current Shrike Pilgrimge, Martin Silenus, had advi sed King
Billy alnbst two centuries earlier in the namng of the capital. Keats.
The locals called the old part Jacktown.

"You're not going to believe this place," said the Lieutenant. "It's
the real anal end of nowhere. | nean, no datasphere, no EMVs, no
farcasters, no stimsimbars, no nothing. It's no wonder that there are
t housands of the fucking indigenies canped around the spaceport, just
tearing down the fence to get oftworld.”
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"Are they really attacking the spaceport?" asked Hunt.

"Naw, " said the Lieutenant and snapped his gum "But they're ready

to, if you know what | nmean. That's why the Second Marine Battalion

has set up a perineter there and secured the way into the city. Besides,
the yokels think that we're going to set up farcasters any day now and
let "emstep out of the shit they got thenselves into."

"They got thenselves into?" | said.

The Lieutenant shrugged. "They nust've done sonmething to get the
Qusters cricked at them right? W're just here to pull their oysters out
of the fire."

"Chestnuts," said Leigh Hunt.

The gum snapped. "Watever."

The susurration of wind grewto a shriek clearly audible through the

hul | . The dropship bounced tw ce and then slid smoothl yéom nously
snmoothlyéas if it had encountered a chute of ice ten miles above the
ground.

"I wish we had a wi ndow, " whi spered Lei gh Hunt.

It was warm and stuffy in the dropship. The bouncing was oddly

relaxing, rather like a small sailing ship rising and falling on slow swells.
I closed my eyes for a few m nutes.

TEN

Sol, Brawne, Martin Silenus, and the Consul carry gear, Het

Mast ecn' s Mobi us cube, and the body of Lenar Hoyt down the

long incline to the entrance of the Sphinx. Snowis falling

rapidly now, tw sting across the already withing dune surfaces in a
conpl ex dance of wind-driven particles. Despite their com ogs" claim
that night nears its end, there is no hint of sunrise to the east. Repeated
calls on their comog radio link bring no response from Col onel Kassad.
Sol Weintraub pauses before the entrance to the Time Tonb call ed

the Sphinx. He feels his daughter's presence as a warnth against his
chest under the cape, the rise and fall of warm baby's breath agai nst
his throat. He raises one hand, touches the small bundle there, and
tries to i magi ne Rachel as a young wonan of twenty-six, a researcher
pausing at this very entrance before going in to test the anti-entropic
nysteries of the Time Tomb. Sol sliakes his head. It has been twenty-
six long years and a lifetinme since that monent. In four days it will be
hi s daughter's birthday. Unl ess Sol does sonething, finds the Shrike,
makes sone bargain with the creature, does sonething, Rachel will die

in four days.

"Are you com ng, Sol?" calls Brawne Lamia. The others have stored

their gear in the first room half a dozen neters down the narrow corridor
t hr ough st one.

"Conming," he calls, and enters the tonb. G ow gl obes and el ectric
lights line the tunnel but they are dead and dust covered. Only Sol's
flashlight and the glow fromone of Kassad's snmall |anterns |ight the
way.

The first roomis small, no More than four by six neters. The other
three pilgrins have set their baggage agai nst the back wall and spread
79

tarp and bedrolls in the center of the cold floor. Two lanterns hiss and
cast a cold light. Sol stops and | ooks around.

"Fat her Hoyt's body is in the next room" says Brawne Lam a, answering
hi s unasked question. "It's even col der there."

Sol takes his place near the others. Even this far in, he can hear the
rasp of sand and snow bl owi ng agai nst stone.

"The Consul is going to try the com og again later," says Brawne.

"Tell d adstone the situation.™”

Martin Silenus laughs. "It's no use. No fucking use at all. She knows
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what she's doing, and she's never going to let us out of here.”

"Il try just after sunrise," says the Consul. His voice is very tired.
"I will stand watch," says Sol. Rachel stirs and cries feebly. "I need
to feed the baby anyway."

The others seemtoo tired to respond. Brawne | eans agai nst a pack

cl oses her eyes, and is breathing heavily within seconds. The Consu
pulls his tricorne cap | ow over his eyes. Martin Silenus folds his arns
and stares at the doorway, waiting.

Sol Weintraub fusses with a nursing pak, his cold and arthritic ringers
having trouble with the heating tab. He looks in his bag and realizes
that he has only ten More paks, a handful of diapers.

The baby is nursing, and Sol is nodding, alnost sleeping, when a

sound wakes themall.

"What ?" cries Brawne, funmbling for her father's pistol

"Shhh!" snaps the poet, holding his hand out for silence.

From sonmewher e beyond the tonb cones the sound again. It is flat

and final, cutting through the wi nd noise and sand rasp.

"Kassad's rifle," says Brawne Lam a.

"Or soneone else's," whispers Martin Silenus.

They sit in silence and strain to hear. For a long nonent there is

no sound at all. Then, in an instant, the night erupts w th noise

noi se whi ch makes each of them cringe and cover his or her ears.

Rachel screans in terror, but her cries cannot be heard over the expl osions
and rendi ngs beyond the tonb.

ELEVEN

| awoke just as the dropship touched down. Hyperion, | thought, stil
separating ny thoughts fromthe tatters of dream

The young |ieutenant wi shed us |luck and was the first out as the

door irised open and cool, thin air replaced the pressurized thickness

of the cabin atnosphere. | followed Hunt out and down a standard

docki ng ranp, through the shield wall, and onto the tarnac.

It was night, and | had no idea what the local tinme was, whether the

term nator had just passed this point on the planet or was just approaching,
but it felt and snelled late. It was raining softly, a |ight

drizzle perfumed with the salt scent of the sea and the fresh hint of

nmoi stened vegetation. Field lights glared around the distant perineter

and a score of lighted towers threw halos toward the | ow clouds. A half
dozen young nen in Marine field uniforns were quickly unloading the
dropship, and | could see our young lieutenant speaking briskly to an
officer thirty yards to our right. The small spaceport |ooked |ike something
out a history book, a colonial port fromthe earliest days of the

Hegira. Primtive blast pits and | anding squares stretched for a nmle or Mre toward a dark bul k
of hills to the north, gantries and service towers

tended to a score of mlitary shuttles and small warcraft around us, and
the I anding areas were ringed by nodular mlitary buildings sporting

ant ennae arrays, violet containment fields, and a clutter of skimers

and aircraft.

| followed Hunt's gaze and noticed a skimer noving toward us.

The bl ue and gol d geodesi c synbol of the Hegenmony on one of its

skirts was illumnated by its running lights; rain streaked the forward
blisters and whi pped away fromthe fans in a violent curtain of mist.

The skimrer settled, a Perspcx blister split and folded, and a nman

stepped out and hurried across the tarmac toward us.

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

He held out his hand to Hunt. "M Hunt? |I'm Theo Lane."

Hunt shook the hand, nodded toward nme. "Pleased to neet you,
Governor-CGeneral. This is Joseph Severn."

I shook Lane's hand, a shock of recognition coming with the touch
I renenbered Theo Lane through the deja vu msts of the Consul's
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menory, recalling the years when the young man was the Vi ce- Consul

also froma brief neeting a week earlier when he greeted all of the

pil grinms before they departed upriver on the levitation barge Benares. He seened ol der than he had
appeared just six days before. But the

unruly lock of hair on his forehead was the sane, as were the archaic

eyegl asses he wore, and the brisk, firm handshake.

"I'm pl eased you could take the time to nmake planetfall," Covernor-
General Lane said to Hunt. "I have several things | need to conmunicate
to the CEQ "

"That's why we're here," said Hunt. He squinted up at the rain. "W
have about an hour. |s there sonmewhere we can dry of f?"

The Governor-CGeneral showed a youthful smle. "The field here is

a madhouse, even at 0520 hours, and the consul ate is under siege. But

I know a place." He gestured toward the skimer.

As we lifted off, | noticed the two Mari ne ski mrers keepi ng pace

with us but | was still surprised that the Governor-General of a Protectorate
world flew his own vehicle and did not have constant bodyguards.

Then | renenbered what the Consul had told the other pilgrins

about Theo Lane--about the young nman's efficiency and self-effacing
ways--and realized that such a low profile was in keeping with the

di plomat's style.

The sun rose as we lifted off fromthe spaceport and banked toward
town. Low clouds glowed brilliantly as they were lighted from bel ow,
the hills to the north sparkled a bright green, violet, and russet, and
the strip of sky below the clouds to the east was that heart-stopping
green and |l apis which | renenbered fromny dreans. Hyperion,

thought, and felt a thick tension and excitenent catch in ny throat.

I | eaned ny head agai nst the rain-streaked canopy and realized that
some of the vertigo and confusion | felt at that nonent cane froma

t hi nning of the background contact with the datasphere. The connection
was still there, carried primarily on microwave and fatline channels
now, but Mdre tenuous than | had ever experienced--if the datasphere
had been the sea in which | swam | was now in shall ow water indeed,
perhaps a tidal pool would be a better netaphor, and the water grew
even shallower as we left the envel ope of the spaceport and its crude

m crosphere. | forced nmyself to pay attention to what Hunt and Gov-
ernor-Ceneral Lane were discussing.

"You can see the shacks and hovels," said Lane, banking slightly so

we had a better view of the hills and valleys separating the spaceport
fromthe suburbs of the capital

Shacks and hovels were too-polite terms for the miserable collection

of fiberplastic panels, patches of canvas, heaps of packing crates, and
shards of flowfoamthat covered the hills and deep canyons. What

obvi ously had once been a scenic seven- or eight-mle drive fromthe
city to the spaceport through wooded hills now showed | and stri pped

of all trees for firewood and shelter, meadows beaten to barren nudflats
by the press of feet, and a city of seven or eight hundred thousand
refugees sprawl ed over every flat piece of land in sight. Snmoke from

t housands of breakfast fires floated toward the clouds, and | could see
novenent everywhere, children running in bare feet, wonen carrying
water fromstreans that nust be terribly polluted, nen squatting in
open fields and waiting in line at makeshift privies. | noted that high
razorwire fences and violet containment field barriers had been set

al ong both sides of the highway, and mlitary checkpoints were visible
every half mile. Long lines of FORCE canoufl aged ground vehicles

and skinmers noved both directions along the highway and | ow | evel

fl yways.

" nost of the refugees are indigenies," Governor-General Lane

was sayi ng, "although there are thousands of displaced | andowners
fromthe southern cities and the large fiberplastic plantations on
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Aquil a."

"Are they here because they think the Qusters will invade?" asked
Hunt .

Theo Lane gl anced at d adstone's aide. "Originally there was panic
at the thought of the Time Tonbs opening," he said. "People were
convinced that the Shrike was conming for them"

"Was it?" | asked.

The young man shifted in his seat to | ook back at ne. "The Third
Legi on of the Self-Defense Force went north seven nonths ago," he
said. "It didn't cone back."

"You said at first they were fleeing the Shrike," said Hunt. "Wy
did the others conme?"

"They're waiting for the evacuation," said Lane. "Everyone knows
what the Qusters . . . and the Hegenony troops . . . did to Bressia.
They don't want to be here when that happens to Hypcrion."

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

"You' re aware that FORCE consi ders evacuati on an absol ute | ast

resort?" said Hunt.

"Yes. But we're not announcing that to the refugees. There have

been terrible riots already. The Shrike Tenpl e has been destroyed

a nmob | aid siege, and soneone used shaped plasnma charges stolen from

the mi neworks on Ursus. Last week there were attacks on the consul ate

and the spaceport, as well as food riots in Jacktown."

Hunt nodded and watched the city approach. The buil dings were

low, few over five stories, and their white and pastel walls glowed richly
in the slanting rays of norning light. | |ooked over Hunt's shoul der

and saw the | ow nountain with the carved face of Sad King Billy

broodi ng over the valley. The Hoolie R ver tw sted through the center

of the old town, straightening before it headed northwest toward the
unseen Bridle Range, twisting out of sight in the weirwod marshes to

the southeast, where | knew it widened to its delta along the High

Mane. The city | ooked uncrowded and peaceful after the sad confusion

of the refugee slunms, but even as we began to descend toward the river

| noticed the nmilitary traffic, the tanks and APCs and GAVs at intersections
and sitting in parks, their canouflage pol ynmer deliberately

deactivated so the machi nes would | ook More threatening. Then | saw

the refugees in the city: nakeshift tents in the squares and alleys, thousands
of sleeping forns along the curbs, |ike so many dull-col ored

bundl es of laundry waiting to be picked up.

"Keats had a popul ati on of two hundred thousand two years ago,"

sai d CGovernor-Ceneral Lane. "Now, including the shack cities, we're

nearing three and a half mllion."
"1 thought that there were fewer than five mllion people on the
pl anet," said Hunt. "Including indigenies."

"That's accurate," said Lane. "You see why everything' s breaking

down. The other two large cities. Port Ronmance and Endyni on, are
hol di ng nost of the rest of the refugees. Fiberplastic plantations on
Aquila are enpty, being reclaimed by the jungle and flame forests, the
farmbelts along the Mane and the Nine Tails aren't producing--or if
they are, can't get their food to market because of the breakdown of
the civilian transport system"

Hunt watched the river come closer. "Wat is the government

doi ng?"

Theo Lane smiled. "You nean what am | doing? Well, the crisis

has been brewing for alnost three years. The first step was to dissolve
the Hone Rule Council and formally bring Hyperion into the Protec-

torate. Once | had executive powers, | noved to nationalize the renaining
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transit conpanies and dirigible lines--only the military noves by skimer here now-and to di sband
the Sel f - Def ense Force."

"Disband it?" said Hunt. "I would think you would want to use it."
Gover nor - General Lane shook his head. He touched the omi contro
lightly, confidently, and the skimrer spiraled down toward the

center of old Keats. "They were worse than useless," he said, "they

wer e dangerous. | wasn't too upset when the 'Fighting Third Legion

went north and just di sappeared. As soon as the FORCE: ground troops

and Marines |anded, | disarned the rest of the SDF thugs. They were

the source of nobst of the |Iooting. Here's where we'll get sone breakfast
and tal k."

The skimrer dropped in |ow over the river, circled a final tine, and
dropped lightly into the courtyard of an ancient structure nade of stone
and sticks and i magi natively designed wi ndows: Cicero's. Even before
Lane identified the place to Leigh Hunt | recognized it fromthe pilgrins'
passage--the old restaurant/pub/inn lay in the heart of Jacktown and
sprawl ed over four buildings on nine |levels, its balconies and piers and
dar kened wei rwood wal kways over hangi ng the sl ow noving Hoolie on

one side and the narrow | anes and alleys of Jacktown on the other
Cicero's was older than the stone face of Sad King Billy, and its dim
cubicl es and deep wi ne cellars had been the true hone of the Consul
during his years of exile here.

Stan Leweski net us at the courtyard door. Tall and nassive, face

as age darkened and cracked as the stone walls of his inn, Leweski was Cicero's, as had been his
father, grandfather, and great-grandfather

before him

"By dam!" declared the giant, clapping the Governor-Ceneral/de

facto dictator of this world on his shoul ders hard enough to nmake Theo
stagger. "You get up early for a change, hell? Bring your friends to
breakfast? Welcone to Cicero's!" Stan Leweski's huge hand swal | oned
Hunt's and then mine in a welcone that left nme checking fingers and
joints for danage. "Or is it later--Web tinme--for you?" he booned.
"Maybe you like a drink or dinner!"”

Lei gh Hunt squinted at the pub owner. "How did you know we were

fromthe Wb?"

Leweski booned a | augh that sent weat hervanes on the roofline spinning.
"Hah! Hard to deduct, yes? You conme here with Theo at

sunrise--you think he give everybody a ride here?--al so wearing wool

cl ot hes when we got no sheeps here. You' re not FORCE peopl e and

THE PALL OF HYPERI ON

not fiberplastic plantation big shots ... |I know all those! Ipso fact toto,
you farcast to ships from Wb, drop down here for good food. Now,

you want breakfast or plenty to drink?"

Theo Lane sighed. "G ve us a quiet corner, Stan. Bacon and eggs

and brine kippers for ne. Gentl enen?"

"Just coffee," said Hunt.

"Yes," | said. W were follow ng the owner through the corridors

now, up short staircases and down wought-iron ranps, through Mre
corridors. The place was | ower, darker, snokier, and More fascinating
than | renenbered fromny dreanms. A few regul ars | ooked up at us

as we passed, but the place was far | ess crowded than | renenbered.
Qobvi ously Lane had sent troops to throw out the |ast of the SDF barbarians
who had been occupying the place. W passed a high, narrow

wi ndow, and | verified that hypothesis by catching a glinpse of a
FORCE: ground APC parked in the alley, troops |ounging on and near

it with obviously | oaded weapons.

"Here," said Leweski, waving us into a snmall porch which overhung

the Hoolie and | ooked out onto the gabled rooftops and stone towers
of Jackt own. "Donmy be here in two minutes with your breakfast and
coffees." He disappeared quickly ... for a giant.
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Hunt gl anced at his com og. "W have about forty-five minutes before
the dropship is supposed to return with us. Let's talk."

Lane nodded, renoved his gl asses, and rubbed his eyes. | realized

that he had been up all night . . . perhaps several nights. "Fine," he
said, setting the glasses back in place. "What does CEO d adstone want
to know?"

Hunt paused while-a very short man with parchment-white skin and

yel | ow eyes brought our coffee in deep, thick nmugs and set down a
platter with Lane's food. "The CEO wants to know what you feel your
priorities are," said Hunt. "And she needs to know if you can hold out
here if the fighting is prolonged."

Lane ate for a nmonent before responding. He took a long sip of

coffee and stared intently at Hunt. It was real coffee fromthe taste of
it, better than nost Web-grown. "First question last," Lane said. "Define
prol onged. "

"Weeks. "

"Weeks, probably. Mnths, no way." The Governor-General tried

the brine Kkippers. "You see the state of our econony. If it wasn't for
the supplies dropped in by FORCE, we'd have food riots every day

i nstead of once a week. There are no exports with the quarantine. Half

the refugees want to find the Shrike Tenple priests and kill them the
ot her half want to convert before the Shrike finds them"
"Have you found the priests?" asked Hunt.
"No. We're sure they escaped the tenple bonmbing, but the authorities
can't locate them Runor has it that they've gone north to Keep
Chronos, a stone castle right above the high steppe where the Tine
Tonbs are.™
| knew better. At least, | knew the pilgrins had not seen any Shrike
Tenpl e priests during their brief stay in the Keep. But there had been
signs of a slaughter there.
"As for our priorities,"” Theo Lane was saying, "the first is evacuation
The second is elimnation of the Quster threat. The third is help with
the Shrike scare."
Lei gh Hunt sat back against oiled wood. Steamlifted fromthe heavy
mug in his hands. "Evacuation is not a possibility at this tinmedé"
"Why?" Lane fired the question like a hellwhip bolt.
"CEO d adstone does not have the political power ... at this point

to convince the Senate and Al Thing that the Wb can accept
five mllion refugeesd”
"Bull shit," said the Governor-Ceneral. "There were tw ce that nany
tourists flooding Maui - Covenant its first year in the Protectorate. And
that destroyed a uni que planetary ecol ogy. Put us on Armaghast or some
desert world until the war scare is past."
Hunt shook his head. Hi s basset-hound eyes | ooked sadder than
usual . "It isn't just the logistical question," he said. "Or the politica
one. It's ..."
"The Shrike," said Lane. He broke a piece of bacon. "The Shrike
is the real reason."
"Yes. As well as fears of an Quster infiltration of the Wb."
The Governor-General |aughed. "So you're afraid that if you set up
farcaster portals here and let us out, a bunch of three-neter Qusters
are going to land and get in |ine wthout anyone noticing?"
Hunt sipped his coffee. "No," he said, "but there is a real chance
of an invasion. Every farcaster portal is an opening to the Web. The
Advi sory Council warns against it."
"All right," said the younger man, his nouth half-full. "Evacuate
us by ship then. Wasn't that the reason for the original task force?"
"That was the ostensible reason," said Hunt. 'Qur real goal nowis
to defeat the Qusters and then bring Hyperion fully into the Wb."
"And what about the Shrike threat then?"
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---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

"I't will be ... neutralized," said Hunt. He paused while a snall
group of nmen and wonmen passed by our porch

| glanced up, started to return nmy attention to the table, and then
snapped my head back around. The group had passed out of sight down
the hallway. "Wasn't that Melio Arundez?" | said, interrupting Gov-
ernor - General Lane.

"What ? Ch, Dr. Arundez. Yes. Do you know him M Severn?"

Lcigh Hunt was glaring at ne, but | ignored it. "Yes," | said to Lane,
al t hough | had never actually nmet Arundez. "Wat is he doing on
Hyperi on?"

"H s team | anded over six |local nonths ago with a project proposa
from Rei chs University on Freeholmto do additional research on the

Ti me Tonmbs. "

"But the Tonbs were closed to research and tourists,"” | said.

"Yes. But their instruments--we allowed data to be relayed weekly

through the consulate fatline transnmitter--had al ready shown the

change in the anti-entropic fields surrounding the Tonmbs. Reichs University

knew t he Tonbs were opening ... if that's really what the

change neans . . . and they sent the top researchers in the Wb to
study it."

"But you did not grant them permnission?" | said.

Theo Lane smiled without warnth. "CEO d adstone did not grant
them perm ssion. The closure of the Tonbs is a direct order from TC2.

If it were up to nme, | would have denied the pilgrinms passage and
allowed Dr. Arundez's teampriority access." He turned back to Hunt.
"Excuse nme," | said and slipped out of the booth.

I found Arundez and his people--three wonen and four nen, their

cl ot hing and physical styles suggesting different worlds in the Wb--
two porches away. They were bent over their breakfasts and scientific
com ogs, arguing in technical terns so abtruse as to | eave a Tal nudic
schol ar envi ous.

"Dr. Arundez?" | said

"Yes?" He | ooked up. He was two decades ol der than | renenbered,
entering niddle age in his early sixties, but the strikingly handsone
profile was the sane, with the same bronzed skin, solid jaw, wavy bl ack
hair going only slightly gray at the tenples, and piercing hazel eyes.
under st ood how a young fenal e graduate student could have quickly
fallen in love with him

"My nane is Joseph Severn," | said. "You don't know ne, but |

knew a friend of yours . . . Rachel Wintraub."

Arundez was on his feet in a second, offering apologies to the others,
| eading nme by the el bow until we found an enpty booth in a cubicle
under a round w ndow | ooki ng out on red-tiled rooftops. He rel eased
my el bow and apprai sed ne carefully, taking in the Wb cl othing. He
turned my wists over, looking for the telltal e blueness of Poul sen treatnents.
"You're too young," he said. "Unless you knew Rachel as a

child."

"Actually, it's her father | know best," | said.

Dr. Arundez let out a breath and nodded. "Of course,” he said.

"Where is Sol? |I've been trying to trace himfor nonths through the
consul ate. The authorities on Hebron will only say that he's noved."
He gave ne that appraising stare again. "You knew about Rachel's

illness?"

"Yes," | said. The Merlin's sickness which had caused her to

age backward, |osing nenories with each day and hour that passed.
Melio Arundez had been one of those nmenories. "I know that
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you went to visit her about fifteen standard years ago on Barnard's

Wwrld."
Arundez grimaced. "That was a mistake,” he said. "I thought that I
would talk to Sol and Sarai. Wien | saw her . . ."He shook his head.

"Who are you? Do you know where Sol and Rachel are now? It's three
days until her birthday."

| nodded. "Her first and last birthday." | glanced around. The hal | way
was silent and enpty except for a distant nurnur of laughter froma
lower level. "I"'mhere on a fact-finding trip fromthe CEOs office," |
said. "l have information that Sol Wintraub and his daughter have

traveled to the Tine Tonbs."
Arundez | ooked as though I'd struck himin the solar plexus. "Here? On Hyperion?" He stared out at
the rooftops for a nonment. "I should

have realized . . . although Sol always refused to return here . . . but
with Sarai gone . . ."He looked at me. "Are you in touch with hinf

Is she . . . are they all right?"

| shook ny head. "There are no radi o or datasphere links with them

at present," | said. "I know that they nmade the trip safely. The question

is, what do you know? Your tean? Data on what is occurring at the

Time Tonmbs m ght be very inportant to their survival."

Melio Arundez ran his hand through his hair. "If only they'd let us

go there! That dammed, stupid, bureaucratic shortsightedness . . . You

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

say you're from G adstone's office. Can you explain to themwhy it's

so inportant for us to get there?"

"I"'monly a nessenger," | said. "But tell nme why it's so inportant,

and I'Il try to get the infornmation to soneone."

Arundez's | arge hands cupped an invisible shape in mdair. Hs tension

and anger were pal pable. "For three years, the data was com ng

via telemetry in the squirts the consulate would all ow once a week on

their precious fatline transmtter. It showed a slow but relentl ess degradation

of the anti-entropic envelope--the tine tides--in and around

the Tonbs. It was erratic, illogical, but steady. Qur team was authorized

to travel here shortly after the degradati on began. W arrived about six

nmont hs ago, saw data that suggested that the Tonmbs were opening

comng into phase with now. . . but four days after we arrived, the

instruments quit sending. Al of them W begged that bastard Lane

to let us just go and recalibrate them set up new sensors if he woul dn't

I et us investigate in person.

"Nothing. No transit permnission. No comrmuni cation with the university
even with the com ng of FORCE ships to make it easier

We tried going upriver ourselves, w thout perm ssion, and sonme of

Lane's Marine goons intercepted us at Karia Locks and brought us back

in handcuffs. | spent four weeks in jail. Now we're allowed to wander
around Keats, but we'll be | ocked up indefinitely if we |leave the city
agai n." Arundez | eaned forward. "Can you hel p?"

"I don't know," | said. "I want to help the Wintraubs. Perhaps it

woul d be best if you could take your teamto the site. Do you know
when the Tonmbs will open?”

The tine-physicist made an angry gesture. "If we had new data!" He
sighed. "No, we don't know. They could be open already or it could

be anot her six nonths."

"When you say 'open,' " | said, "you don't mean physically open?"

"Of course not. The Time Tonmbs have been physically open for

i nspection since they were di scovered four standard centuries ago.
mean open in the sense of dropping the tinme curtains that conceal parts
of them bringing the entire conplex into phase with the [ocal flow of
tinme."

"By 'local' you nean . . . ?"

"I mean in this universe, of course."
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"And you're sure that the Tonbs are noving backward in time .
fromour future?" | asked.

"Backward in tine, yes," said Arundez. "Fromour future, we can't

say. We're not even sure what the 'future' neans in tenporal/physica

terns. It could be a series of sine-wave probabilities or a decision-branch
nmegaverse, or even--"

"But whatever it is," | said, "the Tine Tonbs and the Shrike are
coming fromthere7"
"The Tine Tonbs are for certain,” said the physicist. "I have no

knowl edge of the Shrike. My own guess is that it's a nyth fuel ed by

the sane hunger for superstitious verities that drives other religions.”
"Even after what happened to Rachel ?" | said. "You still don't believe
in the Shrike?"

Melio Arundez gl owered at ne. "Rachel contracted Merlin's sickness,"

he said. "It's an anti-entropic aging disease, not the bite of a
myt hi cal nonster."
"Time's bite has never been nythical," | said, surprising nyself with

such a cheap bit of honmespun phil osophy. "The question is--will the
Shri ke or whatever power inhabits the Tinme Tonbs return Rachel to

the 'local' tine flow?"

Arundez nodded and turned his gaze to the rooftops. The sun had

moved into the clouds, and the norning was drab, the red til es bl eached
of color. Rain was beginning to fall again.

"And the question is," | said, surprising nyself again, "are you stil
in love with her?"

The physicist turned his head slowy, fixing ne in an angry gaze. |
felt the retort--possibly physical--build, crest, and wane. He reached
into his coat pocket and showed ne a snapshot holo of an attractive
woman with graying hair and two children in their late teens. "My wife
and children,"” said Melio Arundez. "They're waiting on Renai ssance

Vector." He pointed a blunt finger at me. "If Rachel were . . . were
cured today, | would be eighty-two standard years ol d before she again
reached the age she was when we first net." He lowered the finger
returned the holo to his pocket. "And yes," he said, "I'mstill in |ove
with her."

"Ready?" The voice broke the silence a nmonent later. | |ooked up

to see Hunt and Theo Lane in the doorway. "The dropship lifts off in
ten mnutes," said Hunt.

| stood and shook hands with Melio Arundez. "I'IlIl try," | said.
Gover nor - General Lane had one of his escort skimrers return us to

the spaceport while he went back to the consulate. The military skimer

. THE PALL OF HYPERI ON

was no More confortable than his consul ate machi ne had been, but it
was faster. We were strapped and fielded into our webseats aboard the
dropship before Hunt said, "What was all that about with that physicist?”
"Just renewing old ties with a stranger," | said.

Hunt frowned. "Wat did you promise himthat you' d try?"

| felt the dropship runble, twitch, and then |leap as the catapult grid
| aunched us skyward. "I told himl'd try to get himin to visit a sick
friend," | said.

Hunt continued to frown, but | pulled out a sketchpad and doodl ed

i mages of Cicero's until we docked at the JumpShip fifteen mnutes

| ater.

It was a shock to step through the farcaster portal into the executive
nexus in Government House. Another step took us to the Senate gallery,
where Meina d adstone was still speaking to a packed house. |nagers
and m crophones carried her speech to the All Thing and a hundred
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billion waiting citizens.
I glanced at ny chrononeter. It was 1038 hours. We had been gone
only ninety mnutes.

TVELVE

The buil di ng housing the Senate of the Hegenony of Man was

patterned More after the United States Senate buil ding of eight

centuries earlier rather than the More inperial structures of the

North American Republic or tlie First Wirld Council. The main assenbly
roomwas |large, girded with galleries, and big enough for the thrce-hundred-plus senators from Wb
worl ds and the More than seventy

nonvoting representatives fromProtectorate col onies. Carpets were

arich wine red and radiated fromthe central dais where the President
Pro Tern, the Speaker of the Al Thing, and, today, tlie Chief Executive
O ficer of the Hegenony had their scats. Senators' desks were nade of

mui rwood, donated by the Tenplars of God's Crovc, who held such

products sacred, and the gl ow and scent of burni shed wood filled the
room even when it was as crowded as it was today.

Lcigh Hunt and | entered just as d adstone was finishing her speech

I keyed ny comlog for a quick readout. As with nost of her talks, it

had been short, conparatively sinple, wthout condescension or bonbast,
yet laced with a certain lilt of original phrasing and i magery which
carried great power. G adstone had reviewed the incidents and conflicts
that led to the current state ofbclligerancy with the Qusters, proclainmed

the tine-honored wi sh for peace, which still was paranbunt in Hegenony
policy, and called for unity within the Web and Protectorate
until this current crisis was past. | listened to her sunmmation

". . . and so it has cone to pass, fellow citizens, that after Mre than
a century of peace we are once again engaged in a struggle to naintain
those rights to which our society has been dedi cated since before the
death of our Mother Earth. After Mdire than a century of peace, we

must now pi ck up--however unwi |l lingly, however distastefully--the

Nor mal ; FR1; FR2; THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

shield and sword, which have ever preserved our birthright and vouchsafed

our comon good, so that peace nmamy again prevail

"W nust not. . . and shall not... be msled by the stir of trunpets

or the rush of near-joy which the call to arns inevitably produces.

Those who ignore history's lessons in the ultimate folly of war are forced

to do More than relive them. . . they may be forced to die by them

Geat sacrifices may lie ahead for all of us. Great sorrows may lie in

store for some of us. But come what successes or setbacks rnust inevitably

occur, | say to you now that we nust renmenber these two things above

all: First, that we fight for peace and know that war nust never be a

condition but, rather, a tenmporary scourge which we suffer as a child

does a fever, knowing that health follows the | ong night of pain and

that peace is health. Second, that we shall never surrender . . . never

surrender or waver or bend to | esser voices or Mre confortable inpulses
never waver until the victory is ours, aggression is undone, and

the peace is won. | thank you."

Lei gh Hunt | eaned forward and watched intently as nost of the

senators rose to give d adstone an ovation that roared back fromthe

high ceiling and struck us in the gallery in waves. Mst of the senators.

I could see Hunt counting those who remained sitting, some with arns

folded, many with visible frowms. The war was | ess than two days ol d,

and al ready the opposition was building . . . first fromthe col oni al

worlds afraid for their own safety while FORCE was diverted to Hyperion

then from @ adst one' s opponents--of which there were nany

since no one stays in power as long as she wi thout creating cadres of

enem es, and finally fromnenbers of her own coalition who saw the

war as a foolish undoi ng of unprecedented prosperity.
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I watched her leaving the dais, shaking hands with the aged Presi dent
and young Speaker, then taking the center aisle out--touching and
talking to many, smling the famliar smle. Al Thing i nagers foll owed
her, and | could feel the pressure of the debate net swell as billions
voi ced their opinions on the interact |evels of the nmegasphere.

"I need to see her now," said Hunt. "Are you aware that you're

invited to a state dinner tonight at Treetops?"

"Yes. "

Hunt shook his head slightly, as if incapable of understandi ng why

the CEO wanted ne around. "It will run late and will be followed by

a neeting with FORCE: command. She wants you to attend both."

"I'"ll be available," | said.

______________________________________________________________________ g [ I I T T T T,
Hunt paused at the door. "Do you have sonething to do back at

Gover nment House until the di nner?"

| smiled at him "I'Il work on my portrait sketches,"” | said. "Then

I"1l probably take a wal k through Deer Park. After that... | don't know

... | nmay take a nap."
Hunt shook his head again and hurried off.

THI RTEEN

The first shot m sses Fedmahn Kassad by | ess than a neter,

splitting a boulder he is passing, and he is noving before the

bl ast strikes him rolling for cover, his canouflage polymer fully
activated, inpact arnor tensed, assault rifle ready, visor in full targeting
node. Kassad lies there for a long nmoment, feeling his heart pounding
and searching the hills, valley, and Tonbs for the slightest hint of heat
or novenent. Nothing. He begins to grin behind the black mrror of

his visor.

Whoever had shot at himhad neant to nmiss, he is sure. They had

used a standard pul se bolt, ignited by an 18-mm cartridge, and unl ess
the shooter was ten or More kilonmeters away . . . there was no chance

of a mss.

Kassad stands up to run toward the shelter of the Jade Tonmb, and

the second shot catches himin the chest, hurling him backward.

This time he grunts and rolls away, scuttling toward the Jade Tonb's
entrance with all sensors active. The second shot had been a rifle bullet.
Whoever is playing with himis using a FORCE nul ti purpose assault

weapon simlar to his own. He guesses that the assailant knows he is

in body arnmor, knows that the rifle bullet would be ineffective at any
range. But the nultipurpose weapon has other settings, and if the next

| evel of play involves a killing | aser, Kassad is dead. He throws hinself
into the doorway of the tonb.
Still no heat or nmovenent on his sensors except for the red-and-

yell ow i mages of his fellow pilgrins' footsteps, rapidly cooling, where
they had entered the Sphinx several m nutes before.

Kassad uses his tactical inplants to switch displays, quickly running

t hrough VHF and optical conmm channels. Nothing. He magnifies the

vall ey a hundredfold, conputes in wind and sand, and activates a

nmovi ng-target indicator. Nothing |larger than an insect is nmoving. He
sends out radar, sonar, and lorfo pulses, daring the sniper to hone in
on them Nothing. He calls up tactical displays of the first two shots;
blue ballistic trails | eap into existence.

The first shot had come fromthe Poets' City, Mre than four klicks

to the southwest. The second shot, |less than ten seconds |ater, cane
fromthe Crystal Monolith, alnost a full klick dowmn the valley to the
northeast. Logic dictates that there have to be two snipers. Kassad is
sure that there is only one. He refines the display scale. The second
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shot had cone from high on the Mnolith, at least thirty meters up on

the sheer face.

Kassad swi ngs out, raises anplification, and peers through night and

the | ast vestiges of the sand- and snowstormtoward the huge structure.
Not hi ng. No wi ndows, no slits, no openings of any sort.

Only the billions of colloidal particles left in the air fromthe storm
allow the laser to be visible for a split second. Kassad sees the green
beam after it strikes himin the chest. He rolls back into the entrance
of the Jade Tonb, wondering if the green walls will help deter a green
Iight lance, while superconductors in his conbat arnor radiate heat in
every direction and his tactical visor tells himwhat he already knows:

t he shot has conme from high on the Crystal Mnolith.

Kassad feels pain sting his chest, and he | ooks down in time to see

a five-centineter circle of invulnarnmor drip nolten fibers onto the floor.
Only the last layer has saved him As it is, his body drips with sweat
inside the suit, and he can see the walls of the tonb literally gl ow ng
with the heat his suit has discarded. Bionpnitors clanor for attention
but hold no serious news, his suit sensors report sone circuit damage

but describe nothing irreplacable, and his weapon is still charged,

| oaded, and operative.

Kassad thinks about it. Al of the Tonbs are pricel ess archaeol ogi cal treasures, preserved for
centuries as a gift to future generations, even if

they are noving backward in tinme. It would be a crinme on an interplanetary
scale if Colonel Fednmahn Kassad were to put his own life

above the preservation of such priceless artifacts.

"Ch fuck it," whispers Kassad and rolls into firing position.

He sprays laser fire across the face of the Moinolith until crystal slags
and runs. He punps high-explosive pulse bolts into the thing at ten-
meter intervals, starting with the top | evels. Thousands of shards of
mrrored material By out into the night, tunbling in slow notion toward
the valley floor, |leaving gaps as ugly as missing teeth in the building s

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

face. Kassad switches back to wi de-beam coherent |ight and sweeps the
interior through the gaps, grinning behind his visor when sonething bursts into flames on several
floors. Kassad fires bhees--beans of high-

energy el ectrons--which rip through the Monolith and pl ow perfectly
cylindrical fourteen-centineter-wi de tunnels for half a kil onmeter

through the rock of the valley wall. He fires canni ster grenades, which
explode into tens of thousands of needle flechettes after passing through
the crystal face of the Minolith. He triggers random pul se-|aser swat hs,
which will blind anyone or anything |ooking in his direction fromthe
structure. He fires body-heat-seeking darts into every orifice the shattered
structure offers him

Kassad rolls back into the Jade Tonb's doorway and flips up his visor.

Fl ames fromthe burning tower are reflected in thousands of crysta

shards scattered up and down the valley. Snmoke rises into a night
suddenly wi thout wind. Vernilion dunes glow fromthe flanmes. The

air is suddenly filled with the sound of wi nd chinmes as Mre pieces of
crystal break and fall away, sone dangling by long tethers of nelted

gl ass.

Kassad ej ects drai ned power clips and ammo bands, repl aces them

fromhis belt, and rolls on his back, breathing in the cooler air that
comes through the open doorway. He is under no illusion that he has
killed the sniper

"Mnet a,” whi spers Fedmahn Kassad. He cl oses his eyes a second

bef ore going on.

Moneta had first cone to Kassad at Agi ncourt on a | ate-Cctober

nmorning in a.d. 1415. The fields had been strewn with French and

English dead, the forest alive with the nenace of a single eneny, but
that eneny woul d have been the victor if not for the help of the tal
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woman wi th short hair, and eyes he woul d never forget. After their

shared victory, still dappled with the blood of their vanqui shed knight,

Kassad and the wonman nmade | ove in the forest.

The A ynpus Command School Historical Tactical Network was a stinsimexperience closer to reality
than anything civilians would ever

experience, but the phantom | over naned Moneta was not an artifact

of the stinmsim Over the years, when Kassad was a cadet at FORCE

A ympus Command School and later, in the fatigue-drugged postcathartic

dreans that inevitably foll owed actual conbat, she had cone

to him

Fedmahn Kassad and the shadow nanmed Moneta had nade | ove in

the quiet corners of battlefields ranging fromAntietamto QonRi yadh
Unknown to anyone, unseen by other stimsimcadets, Mneta had

cone to himin tropical nights on watch and during frozen days while
under siege on the Russian steppes. They had whi spered their passion
in Kassad's dreans after nights of real victory on the island battlefields
of Maui ~"Cffvenant and during the agony of physical reconstruction after
his near-death on South Bressia. And al ways Moneta had been his

single | ove--an overpowering passion nmxed with the scent of bl ood

and gunpowder, the taste of napal mand soft lips and ionized flesh.
Then came Hyperion

Col onel Fedmahn Kassad's hospital ship was attacked by Quster
torchships while returning fromthe Bressia system Only Kassad had
survived, stealing an Quster shuttle and crash-landing it on Hyperion
On the continent of Equus. In the high deserts and barren wastel ands

of the sequestered | ands beyond the Bridle Range. In the valley of the
Time Tonmbs. In the real mof the Shrike.

And Moneta had been waiting for him They nade love . . . and

when the Qusters landed in force to reclaimtheir prisoner, Kassad and
Moneta and the hal f-sensed presence of the Shrike had laid waste to
Quster ships, destroyed their |landing parties, and slaughtered their
troops. For a brief time, Colonel Fednmahn Kassad fromthe Tharsis
slums, child and grandchild and great-grandchild of refugees, citizen
of Mars in every sense, had known the pure ecstasy of using tine as a
weapon, of noving unseen anbngst one's enem es, of being a god of
destruction in ways not dreamt of by nortal warriors.

But then, even while making | ove after the carnage of battle, Moneta
had changed. Had becone a nonster. O the Shrike had replaced her
Kassad coul d not remenber the details; would not remenber themif

he did not have to in order to survive

But he knew that he had returned to find the Shrike and to kill it.

To find Moneta and to kill her. To kill her? He did not know. Col one
Fednahn Kassad knew only that all the great passions of a passionate
life had led himto this place and to this nonment, and if death awaited
himhere, then so be it. And if love and glory and a victory that woul d
make Val hal | a quake awaited, then so be it.

Kassad sl aps down his visor, rises to his feet, and rushes fromthe
Jade Tonb, scream ng as he goes. Hi s weapon | aunches snobke grenades

THE FALL oF HYPERI ON
and chaff toward the Monolith, but these offer little cover for the
di stance he nust cross. Soneone is still alive and firing fromthe tower;

bul l ets and pul se charges expl ode along his path as he dodges and dives
fromdune to dune, fromone heap of rubble to the next.

Fl echcttes strike his helmet and |l egs. H s visor cracks, and warning
telltales blink. Kassad blinks away the tactical displays, |eaving only the
ni ght-vision aids. High-velocity solid slugs strike his shoul der and knee.
Kassad goes down, is driven down. The inpact arnor goes rigid, relaxes,
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and he is up and running again, feeling the deep bruises already form ng
H s chanel eon pol ymer works desperately to mirror the no-man's-1|and

he is crossing: night, flame, sand, nelted crystal, and burning stone.
Fifty meters fromthe Mnolith, and ribbons of light Iance to his |eft
and right, turning sand to glass with a touch, reaching for himwith a
speed nothing and no one can dodge. Killing lasers quit playing with
hi m and | ance hone, stabbing at his helnmet, heart, and groin with the
heat of stars. His conbat arnmor goes mirror bright, shifting frequencies
in mcroseconds to match the changi ng colors of attack. A ninbus of
superheated air surrounds him Mcrocircuits shriek to overload and
beyond as they release the heat and work to build a nmicroneter-thin
field of force to keep it away fromflesh and bone.

Kassad struggles the final twenty nmeters, using power assist to leap
barriers of slagged crystal. Explosions erupt on all sides, knocking him
down and then lifting himagain. The suit is absolutely rigid; he is a
doll thrown between flam ng hands.

The bonbardnent stops. Kassad gets to his knees and then to his

feet. He | ooks up at the face of the Crystal Mnolith and sees the Hanes
and fissures and little else. His visor is cracked and dead. Kassad lifts
it, breathes in snoke and ionized air, and enters the tonb.

Hs inplants tell himthat the other pilgrins are paging himon al

the conm channels. He shuts them off. Kassad renoves his hel net

and wal ks into darkness.

It is a single room |arge and square and dark. A shaft has opened

in the center and he | ooks up a hundred neters to a shattered skylight.
A figure is waiting on the tenth level, sixty meters above, silhouetted
by fl ames.

Kassad drapes his weapon over one shoul der, tucks his hel met under

his arm finds the great spiral staircase in the center of the shaft, and
begins to clinb.

FOURTEEN

D d you have your nap?" Leigh Hunt asked as we stepped onto

the farcaster reception area of Treetops.

"Yes."

"Pl easant dreanms, | hope?" said Hunt, making no effort to hide either
his sarcasm or his opinion of those who slept while the novers and
shakers of governnent toil ed.

"Not especially,"” | said and | ooked around as we ascended the wi de
staircase toward the dining |evels.

In a Wb where every town in every province of every country on

every continent seenmed to brag of a four-star restaurant, where true
gournets nunbered in the tens of mllions and pal ates had been educat ed
by exotic fare fromtw hundred worlds, even in a Wb so jaded

with culinary triunphs and resraurantic success, Treetops stood al one.
Set atop one of a dozen highest trees on a world of forest giants,
Treet ops occupi ed several acres of upper branches half a mle above
the ground. The staircase Hunt and | ascended, four neters w de here,
was | ost amid the imensity of |inbs the size of avenues, |eaves the
size of sails, and a main trunk--illum nated by spotlights and j ust
glinmpsed through gaps in the foliage--nore sheer and massive than
nost nountain faces. Treetops held a score of dining platforns in

its upper bowers, ascending in order of rank and privilege and wealth
and power. Especially power. In a society where billionaires were

al rost comonpl ace, where a lunch at Treetops could cost a thousand
mar ks and be within the reach of mllions, the final arbiter of
position and privilege was power--a currency that never went out of
style.

The evening's gathering was to be on the uppernost deck, a w de,
curving platform of wei rwood (since nuirwood cannot be stepped upon),
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with views of a fading | enon sky, an infinity of |esser treetops stretching
off to a distant horizon, and the soft orange lights of Tenplar treehones
and houses of worship glow ng through far-off green and unber and

anber walls of softly stirring foliage. There were about sixty people in
the dinner party; | recognized Senator Kol chev, white hair shining under
the Japanese lanterns, as well as Council or Al bedo, General MNorpurgo,
Admiral Singh, President Pro Tern Denzel -Hiat-Amn, Al Thing

Speaker G bbons, another dozen senators from such powerful Wb

worl ds as Sol Draconi Septem Deneb Drei, Nordholm Fuji, both the

Renai ssances, Metaxas, Maui-Covenant, Hebron, New Earth, and

Ixion, as well as a bevy of lesser politicians. Spenser Reynolds, the
action artist, was there, resplendent in a naroon velvet formal tunic,
but | saw no other artists. | did see Tyrena Wngreen-Feif across the
crowded deck; the publisher-turned-philanthropist still stood out in a
crowd in her gown nade of thousands of silk-thin | eather petals, her

bl ue-black hair rising high in a scul pted wave, but the gown was a
Tedekai original, the makeup was dramatic but noninteractive, and her
appearance was far Mirre subdued than it would have been a nmere five

or six decades earlier. | noved in her direction across the crowded fl oor
as guests nilled about on the penultinmate deck, naking raids on the
numer ous bars and waiting for the call to dine.

"Joseph, dear," cried Wngreen-Feif as | closed the |ast few yards,

"how in the world did you get invited to such a dreary function?"

I sniled and offered her a glass of chanpagne. The dowager enpress

of literary fashion knew nme only because of her week-long visit to the
Esperance arts festival the previous year and ny friendship with such
Web- cl ass nanes as Salnmud Brevy I1l, MIlon De Havre, and Rithnet

Corber. Tyrena was a di nosaur who refused to becone extinct--her

wists, palnms, and neck woul d have gl owed bl ue from repeated Poul sens

if it had not been for nmakeup, and she spent decades on short-hop
interstellar cruises or incredibly expensive cryogeni c naps at spas too
excl usive to have nanes; the upshot was that Tyrena W ngreenFei f

had held the social scene in an iron grip for More than three centuries
and showed no signs of relinquishing it. Wth every twenty-year nap

her fortune expanded and her | egend grew

"Do you still live on that dreary little planet | visited |ast year?" she
asked.

"Esperance,"” | said, knowing that she knew precisely where each

inportant artist on that uninportant world resided. "No, | appear to

have noved ny residence to TC2 for the present.”

M W ngreen-Feif made a face. | was vaguely aware that there was

a group of eight to ten hangers-on watching intently, wondering who

this brash young nman was who had noved into her inner orbit. "How
dreadful for you," said Tyrena, "to have to abide on a world of business

peopl e and governnment bureaucrats. | hope they allow you to escape
soon! "
| raised my glass in a toast to her. "I wanted to ask you," | said,

"weren't you Martin Silenus's editor?"

The dowager enpress |owered her glass and fixed me with a cold

stare. For a second | inmagined Meina d adstone and this wonman | ocked

in a conbat of wills; | shuddered and waited for her answer. "My darling
boy," she said, "that is such ancient history. Wy woul d you bot her

your pretty young head about such prehistoric trivia?"

"I"'minterested in Silenus," | said. "In his poetry. | was just curious
if you were still in touch with him?"

"Joseph, Joseph, Joseph," rutted M Wngreen-Feif, "no one has

heard from poor Martin in decades. Wy, the poor nan would be ancient1."
| didn't point out to Tyrena that when she was Silenus's editor, the
poet was much younger than she.
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"I't is odd that you nention him" she continued. "My old firm

Transline, said recently that they were considering rel easi ng sone of
Martin's work. | don't know if they ever contacted his estate.”

"H s Dying Earth books?" | said, thinking of the A d Earth nostal gi a

vol umes whi ch had sold so well so |ong ago

"No, oddly enough. | believe they were thinking of printing his

Cantos," said Tyrena. She | aughed and held out a cannabis stick ensconced
in a long, ebony cigarette holder. One of her retinue hurried

to light it. "Such an odd choice,"” she said, "considering that no one
ever read the Cantos when poor Martin was alive. Well, nothing hel ps

an artist's career More than a little death and obscurity, | always say."
She lauglied--sharp little sounds Iike metal chipping rock. Haifa dozen
of her circle laughed along with her.

"You'd better make sure that Silenus is dead," | said. "The Cantos

woul d make better reading if they were conplete.”

Tyrena Wngreen-Feif | ooked at ne strangely, the chinmes for dinner
sounded through shifting | eaves, Spenser Reynolds offered the grande
dame his arm as people began clinbing the |ast staircase toward the
stars, and | finished ny drink, left the enpty glass on a railing, and
went up to join the herd

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

The CEO and her entourage arrived shortly after we were seated,

and d adstone gave a brief talk, probably her twentieth of the day,

excl udi ng her norning speech to the Senate and Web. The ori gi na

reason for tonight's dinner had been the recognition of a fundraising
effort for the Arniaghast Relief Fund, but d adstone's tal k soon turned
to the war and the necessity of prosecuting it vigorously and efficiently
while | eaders fromall parts of the Wb pronpted unity.

| gazed out over the railing while she spoke. The | enon sky had

di ssolved to a nuted saffron and then quickly faded to a tropical dusk

so rich that it seemed as if a thick, blue curtain had been drawn across
the sky. God's Grove had six small noons, five of themvisible from

this latitude, and four were racing across the sky as | watched the stars
emerge. The air was oxygen rich here, alnost intoxicating, and carried

a heavy fragrance of npistened vegetation which reninded nme of the
morning visit to Hyperion. But no EWs or skimers or flying machines

of any sort were allowed on God's Gove--petrocheni cal em ssions

or fusion-cell wakes had never polluted these skies--and the

absence of cities, highways, and electrical lighting made tlic stars seem
bright enough to conpete with the Japanese | anterns and gl ow gl obes
hangi ng from branches and stanchi ons.

The breeze had cone up again after sunset, and now the entire tree

swayed slightly, the broad platformnoving as softly as a ship on a gentle
sea, weirwood and nui rwood stanchi ons and supports creaking softly

with tlie gentle swells. | could see lights shining up through distant
treetops and knew that nmany of them cane from"roons"--a few of

t housands | eased by the Tenpl ars--which one could add to one's multi-
worl d farcaster-connected residence if one had the million-mark beginning
price for such an extravagance.

The Tenplars did not sully thenmsel ves with the day-to-day operations

of Treetops or the | easing agencies, nerely setting strict, inviolable
ecol ogi cal conditions to any such endeavor, but they benefited from

the hundreds of millions of marks brought in by such enterprises. |
thought of their interstellar cruise ship, the Yggctrasill, a kilometer-1|ong
Tree fromthe planet's nost sacred forest, driven by Hawking drive singularity generators and
protected by the nost conpl ex force shields

and Erg force fields that could be carried. Sonehow, inexplicably, the
Tenpl ars had agreed to send the Yggdrasill on an evacuation nission

that was a mere cover for the FORCE invasion task force
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And as things tend to happen when pricel ess objects are set in harms
way, the Yggdrasill was destroyed while in orbit around Hyperion

whet her by Quster attack or sone other force not yet determ ned. How

had the Tenpl ars reacted? What concei vabl e goal could have nmade

themrisk one of the four Treeships in existence? And why had their
Treeshi p captai n--Het Msteen--been chosen as one of the seven

Shrike Pilgrins and then proceeded to di sappear before the w ndwagon
reached the Bridle Range on the shores of the Sea of G ass?

There were too dammed many questions, and the war was only a few

days ol d.

Mei na d adstone had finished her remarks and urged us all to enjoy

the fine dinner. | applauded politely and waved over a steward to have

ny wineglass filled. The first course was a classic salad a la the enpire
period, and | applied myself to it with enthusiasm | realized that 1'd
eaten nothing since breakfast that day. Spearing a sprig of watercress,

I renmenbered Governor-General Theo Lane eating bacon and eggs and

ki ppers as the rain fell softly fromHyperion's lapis lazuli sky. Had that
been a drean?

"What do you think of the war, M Severn?" asked Reynol ds, the

action artist. He was several seats down and across the broad table from

me, but his voice carried very well. | could see Tyrena rai se an eyebrow
toward me from where she sat, three seats to ny right.

"What can one think of war?" | said, tasting the wine again. It was

qui te good, though nothing in the Wb could match ny nenories of

French Bordeaux. "War does not call for judgnent," | said, "nerely
survival . "

"On the contrary," said Reynolds, "like so many other things humanki nd

has redefined since the Hegira, warfare is on the threshold of

becoming an art form"

"An art form" sighed a wonan with short-cropped chestnut hair.

The dat asphere told ne that she was M Sudette Chier, w fe of Senator
Gabri el Fyodor Kol chev and a powerful political force in her own right.
M Chier wore a blue and gold | ame gown and an expression of rapt
interest. "War as an art form M Reynolds! Wat a fascinating concept!”

Spenser Reynolds was a bit shorter than Wb average, but far handsomer.
Hi s hair was curled but cropped short, his skin appeared bronzed

by a benevol ent sun and slightly gilded with subtle body paint, his
clothes and ARN stry were expensively Hanboyant without being outre,
and his deneanor proclained a rel axed confidence that all nen dreaned

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

of and precious few obtained. H's wit was obvious, his attention to
others sincere, and his sense of hunor |egendary.

I found nyself disliking the son of a bitch at once.

"Everything is an art form M Chier, M Severn." Reynolds snil ed.
"Or nust beconme one. W are beyond the point where warfare can be
merely the churlish inposition of policy by other means."

"Di pl omacy," said CGeneral Morpurgo, on Reynolds' left.

"l beg your pardon. Ceneral ?"

"Di pl onacy," he said. "And it's 'extension of,' not 'inposition of.'
Spenser Reynol ds bowed and nade a snmall roll of his hand. Sudette
Chier and Tyrena | aughed softly. The inage of Councilor Al bedo

| eaned forward fromny left and said, "Von C ausewitz, | believe."

I glanced toward the Councilor. A portable projection unit not nuch
| arger than the radiant gossaners flitting through the branches hovered
two neters above and behind him The illusion was not as perfect as

in Government House, but it was far better than any private holo I had
ever seen.

General Morpurgo nodded toward the Core representative.

"Whatever," said Chier. "It is the idea of warfare as art which is so
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brilliant."

I finished the salad, and a hunan waiter whi sked the bow away,
replacing it with a dark gray soup I did not recognize. It was snoky,
slightly redol ent of cinnanon and the sea, and delicious.

"Warfare is a perfect nediumfor an artist," began Reynol ds, hol ding

his salad utensil aloft |like a baton. "And not nerely for those
craftsnmen who have studied the so-called science of war, either." He
smled toward Morpurgo and another FORCE officer to the General's

right, dismssing both of themfrom consideration. "Only soneone who

is wlling to | ook beyond the bureaucratic limts of tactics and strategies
and the obsolescent will to 'win'" can truly wield an artist's touch with
a nediumso difficult as warfare in the nodern age."

"The obsol escent will to win?" said the FORCE officer. The data-

sphere whi spered that he was Commander Wl liam Ajunta Lee, a nava

hero of the Maui-Covenant conflict. He | ooked young--mddle fifties

per haps--and his rank suggested that his youth was due to years of
traveling between the stars rather than Poul sen

"Of course obsol escent,” | aughed Reynolds. "Do you think a scul ptor

wi shes to defeat the clay? Does a painter attack the canvas? For that
matter, docs an eagle or a Thomas hawk assault the sky?"

"Eagl es are extinct," grunbled Mrpurgo. "Perhaps they shoul d have
attacked the sky. It betrayed them™"

Reynol ds turned back to ne. Waiters renoved his abandoned sal ad

and brought the soup course | was finishing. "M Severn, you are an

artist ... an illustrator at least,"” he said. "Help nme explain to these

peopl e what | nean."

"I don't know what you nean." Wiile | waited for the next course, | tapped ny wi neglass. It was
filled i mediately. Fromthe head of the

table, thirty feet away, | could hear G adstone, Hunt, and several of

the relief fund chairmen | aughi ng.

Spenser Reynolds did not |ook surprised at ny ignorance. "For our

race to achieve the true satori, for us to nove to that next |evel of

consci ousness and evol ution that so many of our philosophies proclaim all facets of hunman
endeavor nust becone conscious strivings for art.”

General Mrpurgo took a long drink and grunted. "Including such

bodily functions as eating, reproducing, and elimnating waste, | suppose.”

"Most especially such functions!" exclaimed Reynol ds. He opened

his hands, offering the long table and its nany delights. "What you see
here is the animal requirenment of turning dead organi c conpounds to
energy, the base act of devouring other life, but Treetops has turned it
into an art! Reproduction has long since replaced its crude ani nal
origins with the essence of dance for civilized human beings. Elinination
nmust become pure poetry!"

“I''ll remenber that the next time | go in to take a shit,

sai d Mor pur go.

Tyrena W ngreen-Fei f |aughed and turned to the man in red and

black to her right. "Mnsignor, your church . . . Catholic, early Christian
isn't it? ... don't you have some delightful old doctrine about

manki nd achi eving a Mrre exalted evolutionary status?"

We all turned to look at the small, quiet nman in the black robe and

strange little cap. Mnsignor Edouard, a representative of the al nbst-
forgotten early Christian sect nowlimted to the world of Pacem and

a few col ony planets, was on the guest |ist because of his invol venent
with the Armaghast relief project, and until now he had been quietly
applying hinself to his soup. He |ooked up with a slightly surprised

| ook on a face lined with decades of exposure to weather and worry.
"Why yes," he said, "the teachings of St. Teil hard di scuss an evol ution
toward the Orega Point."
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"And is the Orega Point simlar to our Zen Gnhostic idea of practica
satori ?" asked Sudette Chier

Monsi gnor Edouard | ooked wistfully at his soup, as if it were More inportant than the conversation
at that nonment. "Not really too

simlar," he said. "St. Teilhard felt that all of life, every level of organic
consci ousness was part of a planned evolution toward ultimate nergence
with the Godhead." He frowned slightly. "The Teil hard position has

been nodified much over the past eight centuries, but the comon

thread has been that we consider Jesus Christ to have been an incarnate
exanpl e of what that ultinmate consciousness nmight be |like on the human
pl ane. "

| cleared nmy throat. "Didn't the Jesuit Paul Dure wite extensively

on the Teil hard hypot hesi s?"

Monsi gnor Edouard | eaned forward to see around Tyrena and | ooked
directly at ne. There was surprise on that interesting face. "Wy yes,"
he said, "but | am anmazed that you're familiar with the work of Father
Dure."

| returned the gaze of the man who had been Dure's friend even

while exiling the Jesuit to Hyperion for apostasy. | thought of another
refugee fromthe New Vatican, young Lenar Hoyt, lying dead in a

Time Tonmb while the cruciformparasites carrying the nmutated DNA

of both Dure and hinself carried out their grim purpose of resurrection
How di d the abomni nation of the cruciformfit into Teil hard and Dure's

vi ew of inevitable, benevolent evolution toward the CGodhead?

Spenser Reynol ds obviously thought that the conversation had been

out of his arena for too long. "The point is,” he said, his deep voice
drowni ng out other conversation hal fway down the table, "that warfare,
like religion or any other human endeavor that taps and organi zes

human energi es on such a scale, nust abandon its infantile preoccupation
with Ding an sich literalism-usually expressed through a sl avish
fascination with 'goals'--and revel in the artistic dinmension of its own
ocuvre. Now ny own npbst recent project--"

"And what is your cult's goal, Mnsignor Edouard?" Tyrena W n-
green-Fei f asked, stealing the conversational ball away from Reynol ds

wi t hout raising her voice or shifting her gaze fromthe cleric.

"To hel p manki nd to know and serve God," he said and finished his

soup with an inpressive slurp. The archaic little priest |ooked down
the table toward the projection of Councilor Al bedo. "I've heard runors,
Council or, that the TechnoCore is pursuing an oddly simlar goal. Is

it true that you are attenpting to build your own God?"

Al bedo's snile was perfectly calculated to be friendly with no sign of
condescension. "It is no secret that elenments of the Core have been

working for centuries to create at |east a theoretical nodel of a so-called
artificial intelligence far beyond our own poor intellects." He made a
deprecating gesture. "It is hardly an attenpt to create God, Monsignor. Mre in the line of a
research project exploring the possibilities your

St. Teilhard and Fat her Dure pioneered."”

"But you believe that it's possible to orchestrate your own evol ution

to such a hi gher consciousness?" asked Commander. Lee, the nava

hero, who had been listening attentively. "Design an ultimate intelligence
the way we once designed your crude ancestors out of silicon

and m crochi ps?"

Al bedo | aughed. "Nothing so sinple or grandiose, I'mafraid. And

when you say 'you,' Commander, please renmenber that | am but one
personality in an assenbl age of intelligences no | ess diverse than the
human beings on this planet. . . indeed, in the Wb itself. The Core

is no nmonolith. There are as many canps of phil osophies, beliefs,
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hypot heses--religions, if you will--as there would be in any diverse
community." He folded his hands as if enjoying an inside joke. "Although
I prefer to think of the quest for an Utinmate Intelligence as a

hobby More than a religion. Rather |ike building ships in a bottle,
Conmander, or arguing over how nmany angels would fit on the head

of a pin, Monsignor."

The group | aughed politely, except for Reynol ds who was frowning

uni ntentionally as he no doubt pondered how to regain control of the
conver sati on.

"And what about the runor that the Core has built a perfect replica

of Od Earth in the quest for an Utinmate Intelligence?" | asked, anmazing
nyself with the question.

Al bedo's snmile did not falter, the friendly gaze did not quiver, but
there was a nanosecond of sonething conveyed through the projection
What ? Shock? Fury? Anusenent? | had no idea. He could have comuni cat ed
with me privately during that eternal second, transmtting

i mense quantities of data via my own Core unbilical or along the

unseen corridors we have reserved for ourselves in the |abyrinthine

dat asphere whi ch humanki nd t hought so sinply contrived. O he could

have killed me, pulling rank with whatever gods of the Core controlled
the environnment for a consciousness |like mne--it would have been as
sinple as the director of an institute calling down to order the technicians
to pernmanently anesthetize an obnoxi ous | aboratory nouse.

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

Conversation had halted up and down the table. Even Mina d ad-

stone and her cluster of ultra-VIPs gl anced down our way.

Council or Al bedo smiled Mre broadly. "Wat a delightfully odd

rumor! Tell ne, M Severn, how does anyone . . . especially an organi sm
such as the Core, which your own conmentators have call ed

"a di senbodi ed bunch of brains, runaway prograns that have escaped

their circuits and spend nost of their time pulling intellectual lint out
of their nonexistent navels'. . . how does anyone build 'a perfect replica
of Ad Earth' ?"

| 1 ooked at the projection, through the projection, realizing for the
first time that Al bedo's dishes and di nner were al so projected; he had
been eating while we spoke.

"And," lie continued, obviously deeply amused, "has it occurred to
the promulgators of this runor that 'a perfect replica of Add Earth'
would be A d Earth to all intents and purposes? Wat possible good

woul d such an effort do in exploring the theoretical possibilities of an
enhanced artificial intelligence matrix?"

When | did not answer, an unconfortable silence settled over the
entire midsection of the table.

Monsi gnor Edouard cleared his throat. "It would seem" he said,

"that any ... ah ... society that could produce an exact replica of
any world--but especially a world destroyed these four centuries--
woul d have no need to seek God; it would be CGod."

"Precisely!" laughed Council or Al bedo. "It's an insane runor, but
delightful . . . absolutely delightful!"

Rel i eved | aughter filled the hole of silence. Spenser Reynol ds began
telling about his next project--an attenpt to have suicides coordinate
their | eaps frombridges on a score of worlds while the Al Thing

wat ched--and Tyrena Wngreen-Feif stole all attention by putting her
arm around Monsi gnor Edouard and inviting himto her after-dinner

nude swi nming party at her Hoating estate on Mare Infinitus.

I saw Councilor Al bedo staring at ne, turned intine to see an

i nquisitive glance from Leigh Hunt and the CEQ, and sw veled to

wat ch the waiters bring up the entrees on silver platters.

The di nner was excel |l ent.
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FI FTEEN

I did not go to Tyrena's nude swi nming party. Nor did Spenser

Reynol ds, whom | |ast saw speaking earnestly with Sudette Chier

I do not know whet her Mnsignor Edouard gave in to Tyrena's

enticenents.

D nner was not quite over, relief fund chairpeople were giving short
speeches, and many of the Mre inportant senators had al ready begun

to fidget when Leigh Hunt whispered to ne that the CEO s party was
ready to | eave and ny presence was request ed.

It was al nost 2?00 hours Wb standard tinme, and | assuned the

group woul d be returning to Governnent House, but when | stepped
through the one-tinme portal--1 was the last in the party to do so except
for the Praetorian bodyguards bringing up the rear of the group--1 was
shocked to be | ooking down a stone-walled corridor relieved by |ong

wi hdows showing a Martian sunrise

Technically, Mars is not in the Wb; the ol dest extraterrestrial colony
of humankind is nade deliberately difficult to reach. Zen Ghostic
pilgrims traveling to the Master's Rock in Hellas Basin have to 'cast to
the Hone System Station and take shuttles from Ganynmede or Europa

to Mars. It is an inconvenience of only a few hours, but to a society
where everything is literally ten steps away, it nmakes for a sense of
sacrifice and adventure. Other than for historians and experts in brandy
cactus agriculture, there are few professional reasons to be drawn to
Mars. Wth the gradual decline of Zen Ghostici smduring the past
century, even the pilgrimtraffic there has grown lighter. No one cares
for Mars.

Except for FORCE. Although the FORCE adninistrative offices are

on TC2 and the bases are spread through the Wb and Protectorate,

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

Mars remains the true honme of the military organization, with the

d ynpus Command School as the heart.

There was a snall group of military VIPs waiting to greet the snal
group of political VIPs, and while the clusters swirled like colliding
gal axi es, | wal ked over to a w ndow and stared.

The corridor was part of a conplex carved into the upper |ip of Mons

A ympus, and from where we stood, sonme ten niles high, it felt as if
one could take in half the planet with a single glance. Fromthis point
the world was the ancient shield volcano, and the trick of distance
reduced access roads, the old city along the cliff walls, and the Tharsis
Pl ateau sluns and forests to nmere squiggles in a red | andscape which

| ooked unchanged fromthe tinme the first human set foot on that world,
proclainmed it for a nation called Japan, and snapped a phot ograph

I was watching a snmall sun rise, thinking That is the sun, enjoying
the incredible play of Iight on the clouds creeping out of darkness up
the side of the interm nabl e nountainside, when Leigh Hunt stepped
closer. "The CEOwill see you after the conference." He handed me

two sket chbooks which one of the aides had brought from Governnent
House. "You realize that everything you hear and see in this conference
is highly classified?"

I did not treat the statenent as a question

W de bronze doors opened in the stone walls, and guidelights

swi tched on, showi ng the carpeted ranp and staircase |eading to the
War Roomtable in the center of a w de, black place which night have
been a massive auditoriumsunk in a darkness absol ute except for the
single, small island of illum nation. Aides hurried to show the way,
pull out chairs, and bl end back into the shadows. Wth rel uctance,
turned nmy back on the sunrise and followed our party into the pit.
General Mrpurgo and a troi ka of other FORCE | eaders handl ed

this briefing personally. The graphics were |ight-years away fromthe
crude callups and hol os of the Governnent House briefing; we were in
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a vast space, large enough to hold all eight thousand cadets and staff
when required, but now nost of the blackness above us was filled with
onega-qual ity holos and diagranms the size of freeball fields. It was
frightening in a way.

So was the content of the briefing.

"We're losing this struggle in Hyperion System" Morpurgo con

el uded. "At best we will achieve a draw, with the Quster Swarm held

at bay beyond a perineter some fifteen AU fromthe farcaster singularity
sphere, with attrition fromtheir snmall-ship raids a constant source of
harassnent. At worst, we will have to fall back to defensive positions
whil e we evacuate the fleet and Hegenony citizens and al |l ow Hyperion
to fall into Quster hands."

"What happened to the knockout bl ow we were promni sed?" asked

Senat or Kol chcv from his place near the head of the di anond-shaped
table. "The decisive attacks on the Swarn®"

Morpurgo cleared his throat but glanced at Admral Nashita, who

rose. The FORCE: spacc conmander's black uniformleft the illusion
of only his scowing face floating in darkness. | felt a tug of deja vu at
the thought of that image, but | |ooked back at Mina d adstone

illum nated now by the war charts and colors floating above us like a

hol ospect rum versi on of Danocl es's fanmous sword, and conmenced

drawi ng again. | had put away the paper sketchpad and now used ny light stylus on a flexible
caliup sheet.

"First, our intelligence on the Swarns was necessarily linited," began
Nasliita. Gaphics changed above us. "Rccon probes and | ong-di stance

scouts could not tell us the full nature of every unit in the Quster
mgration fleet. The result has been an obvi ous and serious underesti mati on
of actual conbat strength in this particular Swarm Qur efforts

to penetrate Swarm defenses, using only |long-range attack fighters and
torchshi ps, has not been as successful as we had hoped.

"Second, the requirenent of maintaining a secure defensive perineter

of such a magnitude in the Hyperion system has made such demands

on our two operative task forces that it has been inpossible to

devote sufficient nunbers of ships to an offensive capability at this tine."
Kol chcv interrupted. "Admiral, what | hear you saying is that you

have too few ships to carry out the nission of destroying or beating off
this Quster attack on Hyperion System |Is that correct?"

Nashita stared at the senator, and | was reninded of paintings | had

seen of samurai in the seconds before the killing sword was renoved
fromits scabbard. "That is correct, Senator Kol chcv."

"Yet in our war cabinet briefings as recently as a standard week ago,

you assured us that the two task forces woul d be enough to protect

Hyperion frominvasion or destruction and to deliver a knockout bl ow

to this Quster Swarm What happened, Admiral ?"

Nashita drew hinself up to his full Iieight--greater than Mrpurgo's
THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

but still shorter than Web average--and turned his gaze toward d ad-
stone. "M Executive, | have explained the variables that require an
alteration in our battle plan. Shall | begin this briefing again?"

Mei na d adstone had her el bow on the table, and her right hand
supported her head with two fingers agai nst her cheek, two under her
chin, and a thunb along her jawine in a posture of tired attention
"Admiral," she said softly, "while | believe Senator Kol chev's question
is totally pertinent, | think that the situation you have outlined in this
briefing and earlier ones today answers it." She turned toward Kol chev.
"Gabriel, we guessed wong. Wth this commtnment of FORCE, we

get a stalenmate at best. The Qusters are neaner, tougher, and Mre
nunerous than we thought." She turned her tired gaze back toward
Nashita. "Admiral, how many Mdre ships will you need?"

Nashita took a breath, obviously throwm off stride at being asked this
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guestion so early in the briefing. He glanced at Mrpurgo and the other
joint chiefs and then folded his hands in front of his crotch like a funera
director. "Two hundred warships,” he said. "A( |east two hundred. It

is a mnimmnunber."

A stir went through the room | |ooked up fromny drawi ng. Everyone
was whi spering or changing position except G adstone. It took a second
for me to understand.

The entire FORCE: space fleet of warships nunbered fewer than six
hundred. O course each was hi deously expensive--few planetary econom es
could afford to build More than one or two interstellar capita

shi ps, and even a handful of torchships equi pped with Hawki ng drives
coul d bankrupt a colonial world. And each was hi deously powerful: an
attack carrier could destroy a world, a force of cruisers and spinship
destroyers could destroy a sun. It was conceivabl e that the Hegenony
shi ps already massed in Hyperion systemcould--if vectored through

the FORCE large transit farcaster matrix--destroy nost of the star
systens in the Web. It had taken fewer than fifty ships of the type
Nashita was requesting to destroy the d ennon-Height fleet a century
earlier and to quell the Mutiny forever.

But the real problem behind Nashita's request was the comm t nent

of two-thirds of the Hegenony's fleet in the Hyperion system at one
time. | could feel the anxiety flow through the politicians and policy
makers |ike an electrical current.

Senat or Ri cheau from Renai ssance Vector cleared her throat. "Admral

we' ve never concentrated fleet forces |like that before, have we?"

Nashita's head pivoted as snoothly as if it were on bearings. The

scow did not flicker. "W have never committed ourselves to a fleet

action of this inportance to the future of the Hegenobny, Senator Ri-
cheau. "

"Yes, | understand that," said Richeau. "But ny question was neant

to ask what inpact this woul d have on Wb def enses el sewhere. Isn't

that a terrible ganble?"

Nashita grunted, and the graphics in the vast space behind him

swirled, msted, and coal esced as a stunning view of the MIky Wy

gal axy as seen fromfar above the plane of the ecliptic; the angle changed
as we seened to rush at dizzying speed toward one spiral armuntil the

blue latticework of the farcaster web becane visible, the Hegenony,

an irregular gold nucleus with spires and pseudopods extending into

the green ninbus of the Protectorate. The Web seened both random

in design and dwarfed by the sheer size of the galaxy . . . and both of
these i npressions were accurate reflections of reality.

Suddenly the graphic shifted, and the Wb and col oni al worl ds becane

the universe except for a spattering of a few hundred stars to give

it perspective.

"These represent the position of our fleet elements at this tine," said
Admiral Nashita. Ami dst and beyond the gold and green, severa

hundred specks of intense orange appeared; the heaviest concentration

was around a distant Protectorate star | recognized bel atedly as Hyperion's.
"And these the Quster Swarnms as of their nbst recent plottings." A

dozen red |ines appeared, vector signs and blue-shift tails showi ng the
direction of travel. Even at this scale, none of the Swarm vectors appeared
to intersect Hegenony space except for the Swarm-a | arge

one--that seenmed to be curving into Hyperion system

I noticed that FORCE: space depl oynents frequently refl ected Swarm

vectors, except for clusterings near bases and troubl esone worlds such

as Maui - Covenant, Bressia, and QonRi yadh

"Admiral ," said d adstone, preenpting any description of these de-
pl oynents, "I presume you have taken into account fleet reaction time
shoul d there be a threat to some other point on our frontier."
Nashita's scow tw tched into something that m ght have been a snile
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There was a hint of condescension in his voice. "Yes, CEQ If you
notice the closest Swarnms besides the one at Hyperion ..." The view
zooned toward red vectors above a gold cloud, which enbraced star

Nor mal ; FR1; FR2; THE FALL CF HYPERI ON.

systems | was fairly certain included Heaven's Gate, God's G ove, and
Mare Infinitus. At this scale, the Quster threat seened very di stant

i ndeed.

"W plot the Swarm migrations according to Hawki ng drive wakes

pi cked up by listening posts in and beyond the Web. In addition, our

| ong-di stance probes verify Swarm size and direction on a frequent
basis."

"How frequent. Admral ?" asked Senator Kol chev.

"At |east once every few years," snapped the Admiral. "You nust

realize that travel time is nmany nonths, even at spinship velocities, and
the tine-debt fromour viewpoint may be as much as twel ve years for
such a transit."

"Wth gaps of years between direct observations," persisted the senator
"how do you know where the Swarns are at any given tine?"

"Hawki ng drives do not lie. Senator."” Nashita's voice was absolutely

flat. "It is inpossible to simulate the Hawki ng distortion wake. Wat
we are |looking at is the real-tinme location of hundreds ... or in the
case of the larger Swarms, thousands ... of singularity drives under

way. As with fatline broadcasts, there is no tinme-debt for transm ssion
of the Hawking effect."”

"Yes," said Kolchev, his voice as flat and deadly as the Adnmiral's,

"but what if the Swarns were traveling at |ess than spinship velocities?"
Nashita actually smled. "Bel ow hyperlight velocities. Senator?"

"Yes."

I could see Morpurgo and a few of the other mlitary nen shake

their heads or hide smiles. Only the young FORCE: sea commander,
WIlliam A unta Lee, was |leaning forward attentively with a serious

expr essi on.

"At sublight velocities," deadpanned Admiral Nashita, "our great-
great-grandchildren m ght have to worry about warning their grandchildren
of an invasion."

Kol chev woul d not desist. He stood and pointed toward where the

cl osest Swarm curved away fromthe Hegenony above Heaven's Gate.

"What about if this Swarmwere to approach w thout Hawking drives?"
Nashita si ghed, obviously irritated at having the substance of the
meeti ng suborned by irrel evancies. "Senator, | assure you that if that
Swarm turned off their drives now, and turned toward the Wb now, it would be"--Nashita's eyes
bl i nked as he consulted his inmplants and

comm links--"two hundred and thirty standard years before they approached
our frontiers. It is not a factor in this decision, Senator."

Mei na d adstone | eaned forward, and all eyes shifted toward her. |
stored ny previous sketch in the caliup and started a new one.

"Admral, it seenms to nme the real concern here is both the unprecedented
nature of this concentration of forces near Hyperion and the

fact that we're putting all of our eggs in one basket."

There was a murnur of anusenent around the table. d adstone was

farmous for aphorisms, stories, and cliches so old and forgotten that they
were brand-new. This m ght have been one of them

"Are we putting all of our eggs in one basket?" she continued.

Nashita stepped forward and set his hands on the table, |ong fingers

ext ended, pressing down with great intensity. That intensity natched

the power of the small nman's personality; he was one of those rare

i ndi vi dual s who commanded ot hers' attention and obedi ence w t hout

effort. "No, CEQ, we are not." Wthout turning, he gestured toward

the di splay above and behind him "The cl osest Swarns coul d not
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approach Hegenony space without a warning time of two nonths in
Hawki ng drive . . . that is three years of our time. It would take our
Heet units in Hyperion--even assumng they were w dely depl oyed and

in a conbat situation--less than five hours to fall back and translate
anywhere in the Wb."

"That does not include fleet units beyond the Wb, " said Senat or

Ri cheau. "The col oni es cannot be left unprotected.”

Nashita gestured again. "The two hundred warships we will call in

to make the Hyperion campai gn decisive are those already within the
Web or those carrying JunpShip farcaster capabilities. None of the

i ndependent fleet units assigned to the colonies will be affected.”

d adst one nodded. "But what if the Hyperion portal were damaged

or seized by the Qusters?"

From the shifting, nodding, and exhal ations fromthe civilians around
the table, | guessed that she had hit upon the mmjor concern

Nashita nodded and strode back to the small dais as if this were the
questi on he had been anticipating and was pl eased irrel evanci es were
at an end. "Excellent question," he said. "It has been nentioned in
previous briefings, but | will cover this possibility in some detail.
"First, we have redundancy in our farcaster capability, with no fewer
than two JunpShips in-systemat this tine and plans for three Mre
when the reinforced task force arrives. The chances of all five of these
shi ps being destroyed are very, very small. . . alnost insignificant when
one consi ders our enhanced defensive capabilities with the reinforced
task force

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON
"Second, chances of the Qusters seizing an intact mlitary farcaster
and using it to invade the Wb are nil. Each ship . . . each individua

that transits a FORCE portal nust be identified by tanperproof,
coded m crotransponders, which are updated daily--"
"Couldn't the CQusters break these codes. . . insert their own?" asked
Senat or Kol chev.
"I npossible." Nashita was striding back and forth on the snmall dais,
hands behind his back. "The updating of codes is done daily via fatline
one-tinme pads from FORCE headquarters within the Wb--"

"Excuse me," | said, amazed to hear ny own voice here, "but | nade a brief visit to Hyperion
System this norning and was aware of
no codes."

Heads turned. Admiral Nashita again carried out his successfu

i mpression of an oW turning its head on frictionless bearings. "Nonethel ess,
M Severn," he said, "you and M Hunt were encoded- -

pai nl essly and unobtrusively by infrared | asers, at both ends of the
farcaster transit."

| nodded, anmazed for a second that the Adm ral had renenbered

my nane until | realized that he also had inplants.

"Third," continued Nashita as if | had not spoken, "should the

i npossi bl e happen and Quster forces overwhel mour defenses, capture

our farcasters intact, circumvent the fail-safe transit codes systens, and
activate a technology with which they are not famliar, and which we

have denied them for Mire than four centuries. . . then all their efforts
woul d still be for naught, because all nmilitary traffic is being routed to
Hyperion via the base at Madhya."

"Where?" cane a chorus of voices.

| had heard of Madhya only through Brawne Lami a's tale of her

client's death. Both she and Nashita pronounced it "mnud-ye."

"Madhya," repeated Admiral Nashita, smiling nowin earnest. It was

an oddly boyish smle. "Do not query your comnl ogs, gentlenen and

| adi es. Madhya is a 'black' system not found in any inventories or
civilian farcaster charts. W reserve it for just such purposes. Wth only
one habitable planet, fit only for mning and our bases, Madhya is
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the ultimate fallback position. Should Quster warships do the inpossible

and breach our defenses and portals in Hyperion, the only place they can go is Madhya, where
signi ficant anounts of autonated

firepower are directed toward anythi ng and everything that cones

t hrough. Shoul d the inpossible be squared and their fleet survive

transit to the Madhya system outgoing farcaster connections would

autonatically self-destruct, and their warshi ps woul d be stranded years
fromthe Wb."
"Yes," said Senator Richeau, "but so would ours. Two-thirds of our
fleet would be left in Hyperion system"
Nashita stood at parade rest. "This is true,” he said, "and certainly
the joint chiefs and I have wei ghed the consequences of this renote

one woul d have to say statistically inpossible . . . event many
times. We find the risks acceptable. Should the inpossible happen, we
still would have Mdre than two hundred warships in reserve to defend
the Web. At worst, we would have | ost the Hyperion system after dealing
aterrible blowto the Qusters . . . one which would, in and of itself,
al nost certainly deter any future aggression
"But this is not the outcone we anticipate. Wth two hundred warshi ps
transferred soon--within the next eight standard hours--our predictors
and the Al Advisory Council predictors ... see a 99 percent
probability of total defeat of the aggressive Quster Swarm w th inconsequenti al
| osses to our forces."
Mei na d adstone turned toward Councilor Al bedo. In the low |light
the projection was perfect. "Councilor, | did not know the Advisory
Group had been asked this question. |Is the 99 percent probability figure
reliabl e?"
Al bedo smiled. "Quite reliable, CEQO And the probability factor was
99. 962794 percent." The smile broadened. "Quite reassuring enough
to have one put all one's eggs into one basket for a short while."
d adstone did not smle. "Adniral, how long after you get the reinforcenents
do you see the fighting going on?"
"One standard week, CEO. At the nost."
d adstone's | eft eyebrow rose slightly. "So short a tinme?"
"Yes, CEQ"
"General Morpurgo? Thoughts from FORCE: ground?”
"We concur, CEO Reinforcenent is necessary, and at once. Transports
will carry approximtely a hundred thousand Marines and ground
troops for the nopping up in the remmants of the Swarm"
"I'n seven standard days or |ess?"
"Yes, CEQ"
"Adm ral Singh?"
"Absol utely necessary, CEQO "
"Ceneral Van Zeidt?"
One by one, d adstone polled the joint chiefs and top-ranking mlitary
there, even asking the commandant of the O ynpus Commrand

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

School, who swelled with pride at being consulted. One by one, she

recei ved their unequivocal advice to reinforce.

" Commander Lee?"

Al'l gazes shifted toward the young naval officer. |I noticed the stiffness
of posture and scow s of the senior mlitary nen and suddenly realized
that Lee was there at the invitation of the CEO rather than the benevol ence
of his superiors. | renmenbered that d adstone had been quoted

as sayi ng that young Commander Lee showed the kind of initiative and
intelligence which FORCE had sonetines |acked. | suspected that the

man's career was forfeit for attending this neeting.

Commander W/ liam Ajunta Lee shifted unconfortably in his confortable
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chair. "Wth all due respect, CEQ |'ma nere junior nava
of ficer and amnot qualified to give an opinion on matters of such
strategic inportance.”

d adstone did not smle. Her nod was al nost inperceptible. "I appreciate
that. Commander. | am sure your superiors here do al so.
However, in this case, | wonder if you would indul ge ne and comrent

on the issue at hand."

Lee sat upright. For an instant his eyes held both conviction and the

desperation of a small, trapped aninmal. "Well then, CEO, if | nust

comment, | have to say that my own instincts--and they are only

instincts: | amprofoundly ignorant of interstellar tactics--would advise

me against this reinforcenent." Lee took a breatli. "This is a purely

mlitary assessment, CEO | know nothing of the political ramifications

of defendi ng Hyperion system"

d adstone | eaned forward. "Then on a purely mlitary basis, Comander

why do you oppose the reinforcenents?”

Fromwhere | sat half a table away, | could feel the inmpact of the

FORCE chiefs' gazes like one of the one-hundred-nillion-joule |aser

blasts used to ignite deuteriumtritium spheres in one of the ancient

inertial confinenent fusion reactors. | was amazed that Lee did not

col | apse, inplode, ignite, and fuse before our very eyes.

"On amlitary basis,"” Lee said, his eyes hopeless but his voice steady,

"the two biggest sins one can conmit are to divide one's forces and to
as you put it, CEO. . . put all of your eggs in a single basket.

And in this case, the basket is not even of our own meking."

d adst one nodded and sat back, steepling her fingers beneath her

| ower 1ip.

"Conmander," said CGeneral Morpurgo, and | discovered that a word
------------------------------------ - R B e
coul d, indeed, be spat, "now that we have the benefit of your

advice . . . could | ask if you have ever been involved in a space battle?"
"No, sir."

"Have you ever been trained for a space battle. Comuander?"
"Except for the mininmal amount required in OCS, which anpbunts

to a few history courses, no, sir, | have not."

"Have you ever been involved in any strategic planning above the
| evel of... how many naval surface ships did you conmand on Maui -
Covenant, Conmmander ?"

"One, sir."

"One," breathed Morpurgo. "A large ship. Comrander ?"

"No, sir."

"Were you given conmand of this ship. Conmander. Did you earn
it? O didit fall to you through the vicissitudes of war?"

"Qur captain was killed, sir. | took comand by default. It was the
final naval action of the Maui-Covenant canpai gn and--"
"That will be all. Conmrander." Mrpurgo turned his back on the

war hero and addressed the CEO "Do you wish to poll us again,

ma' anf"

A adst one shook her head.

Senat or Kol chev cleared his throat. "Perhaps we should have a cl osed
cabi net neeting at Governnent House."

"No need," said Meina G adstone. "I've decided. Admiral Singh

you are authorized to divert as nany fleet units to the Hyperion system
as you and the joint chiefs see fit."

"Yes, CEQ"

"Admiral Nashita, | will expect a successful termnation of hostilities
wi thin one standard week of the tine you have adequate rei nforcenents."
She | ooked around the table. "Ladies and gentlenen, | cannot

stress to you enough the inportance of our possession of Hyperion and
the deterrent of Quster threats once and for all." She rose and wal ked
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to the base of the ranmp leading up and out into the darkness. "Good
eveni ng, gentlenen, |adies."

It was al most 0400 hours Web and Tau Ceti Center tinme when Hunt

rapped at ny door. | had been fighting sleep for the three hours since
we 'cast back. | had just decided that d adstone had forgotten about
me and was begi nning to doze when the knock cane.

THE FALL OF HYPE
"The garden," said Leigh Hunt, "and for God's sake tuck your shirt
in"

My boots made soft noises on the fine gravel of the path as | wandered
the dark | anes. The lanterns and gl ow gl obes barely enitted light. The
stars were not visible above the courtyard because of the glare of TVs interm nable cities, but
the running lights of the orbital habitations

nmoved across the sky like an endless ring of fireflies.

d adstone was sitting on the iron bench near the bridge.

"M Severn," she said, her voice low, "thank you for joining ne. |

apol ogi ze for it being so late. The cabi net nmeeting just broke up."

| said nothing and remnai ned standing.

"l wanted to ask about your visit to Hyperion this norning." She
chuckl ed in the darkness. "Yesterday norning. Did you have any

i mpr essi ons?"

I wondered what she nmeant. My guess was that the wonman had an

i nsatiable appetite for data, no matter how seemingly irrelevant. "I did
nmeet soneone," | said.

n G,]?ll

“Yes, Dr. Melio Arundez. He was ... is ..."

a friend of M Weintraub's daughter,"” finished dadstone. "The
child who is aging backward. Do you have any updates on her condition?"

"Not really," | said. "I had a brief nap today, but the dreans were
fragmented. "

"And what did the neeting with Dr. Arundez acconplish?"

| rubbed ny chin with fingers suddenly gone cold. "Hi s research

team has been waiting in the capital for nonths," | said. "They may

be our only hope for understanding what's going on with the Tonbs.

And the Shrike ..."

"Qur predictors say that it is inportant that the pilgrinms be |eft alone
until their act is played out," came d adstone's voice in the darkness.
She seened to be looking to the side, toward the stream

I felt sudden, inexplicable, inplacable anger surge through ne. "Father
Hoyt is already 'played out,' " | said Mre sharply than | intended.
"They could have saved himif the ship had been allowed to rendezvous
with the pilgrins. Arundez and his people mght be able to save the
baby- - Rachel --even though there are only a few days left."

"Less than three days," said d adstone. "Was there anything el se?

Any i nmpressions of the planet or Admiral Nashita's conmand ship

which you found . . . interesting?”

My hands clenched into fists, relaxed. "You won't allow Arundez to
fly up to the Tonbs?"

"Not now, no."

"What about the evacuation of civilians from Hyperion? At |east the
Hegenony citizens?"

"That is not a possibility at this tine."

| started to say sonething, checked nyself. |I stared at the sound of
the water beneath the bridge.

"No other inpressions, M Severn?"

"No. "
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"Well, | wish you a good night and pl easant dreans. Tonorrow may

be a very hectic day, but | do want to talk to you about those dreans

at sone point."

"Good night," | said and turned on nmy heel and wal ked qui ckly back

to ny wing of Governnent House.

In the darkness of my room | called up a Mdzart sonata and took

three trisecobarbitals. Mst probably they would knock me out in a
drugged, dream ess sl eep, where the ghost of dead johnny Keats and

his even More ghostly pilgrinms could not find me. It neant disappointing
Mei na d adstone, and that did not dismay ne in the |east.

| thought of Swift's sailor, @illiver, and his disgust w th mankind
after his return fromthe land of the intelligent horses--the
Houyhnhnms--a di sgust with his own species which grew to the point

that he had to sleep in the stables with the horses just to be reassured
by their snmell and presence.

My | ast thought before sleep was To hell with Meina d adstone, to

hell with the war, and to hell with the Wb.

And to hell w th dreans.

PART TWO

S| XTEEN
) rawne Lamia slept fitfully just before dawn, and her dreans k were filled with i mages and sounds
from el sewhere--hal f-heard
and little-understood conversations with Meina d adstone, a
roomthat seened to be floating in space, a novenent of nmen and
worren al ong corridors where the walls whispered |ike a poorly tuned
fatline receiver--and underlying the feverish dreanms and random i mages
was the maddeni ng sense that Johnny--her Johnny--was so cl ose,
so c/ose. Lamia cried out in her sleep, but the noise was lost in the
random echoes of the Sphinx's cooling stones and shifting sands.
Lam a awoke suddenly, coming conpletely conscious as surely as a
solid-state instrunent switching on. Sol Wintraub had been supposed
to be standi ng guard, but now he slept near the | ow door of the room
where the group sheltered. Hi s infant daughter, Rachel, slept between
bl ankets on the floor next to him her runp was raised, face pressed
agai nst the bl anket, a slight bubble of saliva on her Iips.
Lam a | ooked around. In the dimillum nation froma | ow wattage
gl ow gl obe and the faint daylight reflected down four neters of corridor,
only one other of her fellow pilgrins was visible, a dark bundle on the
stone floor. Martin Silenus lay there snoring. Lama felt a surge of fear,
as if she had been abandoned whil e sleeping. Silenus, Sol, the baby

she realized that only the Consul was missing. Attrition had eaten
at the pilgrimge party of seven adults and an infant: Het Masteen,
m ssing on the wi ndwagon crossing of the Sea of Gass; Lenar Hoyt
killed the night before; Kassad m ssing later that night. . . the Consu
. where was the Consul ?
Brawne Lam a | ooked around again, satisfied herself that the dark
room hel d not hi ng but packs, bl anket bundl es, the sl eeping poet, scholar
and child, and then she rose, found her father's automatic pistol am dst

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON- -

the tunble of blankets, felt in her pack for the neural stunner, and then
sl i pped past Weintraub and the baby into the corridor beyond.

It was norning and so bright out that Lania had to shield her eyes

with her hand as she stepped fromthe Sphinx's stone steps onto the

har d- packed trail which |l ed away down the valley. The storm had

passed. Hyperion's skies were a deep, crystalline lapis lazuli shot through
with green, Hyperion's star, a brilliant white point source just rising
above the eastern cliff walls. Rock shadows bl ended with the outflung

sil houettes of the Tinme Tonbs across the valley floor. The Jade Tonb
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sparkl ed. Lamia could see the fresh drifts and dunes deposited by the
storm white and vermlion sands bl ending in sensuous curves and
striations around stone. There was no evidence of their canpsite the night before. The Consul sat
on a rock ten neters down the hill. He

was gazi ng down the valley, and snoke spiral ed upward from his pipe
Slipping the pistol in her pocket with the stunner. Lani a wal ked down
the hill to him

"No sign of Colonel Kassad," said the Consul as she approached.

He did not turn around.

Lam a | ooked down the valley to where the Crystal Mnolith stood.

Its once-gl eam ng surface was peeked and pitted, the upper twenty or

thirty meters appeared to be missing, and debris still snoked at its base.
The half kil ometer or so between the Sphinx and the Monolith were
scorched and cratered. "It |l ooks as if he didn't |eave without a fight,"
she sai d.

The Consul grunted. The pi pe snmoke nmade Lania hungry. "I

searched as far as the Shrike Palace, two klicks down the valley," said
the Consul. "The locus of the firefight seens to have been the Monolith.
There's still no sign of a ground-Ilevel opening to the thing but there
are enough holes farther up now so that you can see the honeyconb
pattern which deep radar has al ways shown inside."

"But no sign of Kassad?"

"None. "

"Bl ood? Scorched bones? A note saying that he'd be back after delivering
his | aundry?"

"Not hi ng. "

Brawne Lam a sighed and sat on a boul der near the Consul's rock.

The sun was warm on her skin. She squinted out toward the opening

to the valley. "Well, hell," she said, "what do we do next?"

The Consul renoved his pipe, frowned at it, and shook his head. "

tried the comog relay again this norning, but the ship is still penned
in." He shook ashes out. "Tried the energency bands too, but obviously
we're not getting through. Either the ship isn't relaying, or people have
orders not to respond."

"Wuld you really | eave?"

The Consul shrugged. He had changed from his diplomatic finery

of the day before into a rough wool pullover tunic top, gray whipcord
trousers, and high boots. "Having the ship here would give us--you
--the option of leaving. | wi sh the others woul d consider going. After
all, Masteen's nmissing, Hoyt and Kassad are gone . . . |I'mnot sure
what to do next."

A deep voice said, "W could try making breakfast."

Lami a turned to watch Sol cone down the path. Rachel was in the

infant carrier on the scholar's chest. Sunlight glinted on the ol der nan's
bal di ng head. "Not a bad idea," she said. "Do we have enough provisions
| eft?"

"Enough for breakfast," said Weintraub. "Then a few Mre neals

of cold foodpaks fromthe Colonel's extra provisions bag. Then we'l|l

be eating googl epedes and each other."

The Consul attenpted a snile, set the pipe back in his tunic pocket.

"l suggest we wal k back to Chronos Keep before we reach that point.
We'd used up the freeze-dried foods fromthe Benares, but there were
storeroons at the Keep."

"I'"d be happy to--" began Lami a but was interrupted by a shout
frominside the Sphinx.

She was the first to reach the Sphinx, and she had the automatic

pistol in her hand before she went through the entrance. The corridor
was dark, the sleeping roomdarker, and it took a second for her to
realize that no one was there. Brawne Lami a crouched, swi nging the
pistol toward the dark curve of corridor even as Silenus's voice again
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shouted "Hey! Cone here!" from sonewhere out of sight.
She | ooked over her shoul der as the Consul cane through the entrance.

"WAait there!" snapped Lam a and noved quickly down the corridor

stayi ng against the wall, pistol extended, propulsion charge prined,
safety off. She paused at the open doorway to the snmall room where
Hoyt's body | ay, crouched, swung around and in w th weapon tracking.
Martin Silenus | ooked up fromwhere he crouched by the corpse.

The fiberplastic sheet they had used to cover the priest's body lay crum

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPEBION ----------------

pled and lifted in Silenus's hand. He stared at Lami a, | ooked w thout
interest at the gun, and gazed back at the body. "Do you believe this?"
he said softly.

Lam a | owered t he weapon and came cl oser. Behind them the Consu
peered in. Brawne could hear Sol Weintraub in the corridor; the

baby was crying.

"My God," said Brawne Lam a and crouched next to the body of

Fat her Lenar Hoyt. The young priest's pain-ravaged features had been
rescul pted into the face of a man in his late sixties: high brow, |ong
aristocratic nose, thin lips with a pleasant upturn at the corners sharp
cheekbones, sharp ears under a fringe of gray hair, large eyes under |ids
as pale and thin as parchnent.

The Consul crouched near them "I1've seen holos. It's Father Paul
Dure."

"Look," said Martin Silenus. He | owered the sheet further, paused,

and then rolled the corpse on its side. Two small crucifornms on this
man' s chest pul sed pinkly, just as Hoyt's had, but his back was bare.
Sol stood by the door, hushing Rachel's cries with gentle bouncing

and whi spered syll ables. Wen the infant was silent, he said, "I thought
that the Bi kura took three days to ... regenerate."

Martin Silenus sighed. "The Bi kura have been resurrected by the

cruci form parasites for Mire than two standard centuries. Perhaps it's
easier the first tinme."

"I's he . " began Lani a.

"Alive?" Silenus took her hand. "Feel."

The man's chest rose and fell ever so slightly. The skin was warmto
the touch. Heat fromthe cruciforms under the skin was pal pable. -
Brawne Lam a snatched her hand back.

The thing that had been the corpse of Father Lenar Hoyt six hours
earlier opened its eyes.

"Fat her Dure?" said Sol, stepping forward.

The man's head turned. He blinked as though the dimlight hurt his
eyes, then nade an unintelligible noise.

"Water," said the Consul and reached into his tunic pocket for the
smal | plastic bottle he carried. Martin Silenus held the man's head
whil e the Consul hel ped hi mdrink.

Sol came closer, went to one knee, and touched the man's forearm

Even Rachel's dark eyes seened curious. Sol said, "If you can't speak
blink twice for 'yes,' once for 'no.' Are you Dure?"

The man's head swi veled toward the scholar. "Yes," he said softly,

his voi ce deep, tones cultured, "I am Father Paul Dure.”

Breakfast consisted of the last of the coffee, bits of nmeat fried over

the unfol ded heating unit, a scoop of grain mix with rehydrated nilKk,

and the end of their last |oaf of bread, torn into five chunks. Lam a

t hought that it was delicious.

They sat at the edge of shade under the Sphinx's outflung w ng, using

a low, flat-topped boulder as their table. The sun clinbed toward m dnorning,
and the sky renmi ned cl oudl ess. There was no sound except

for the occasional klink of a fork or spoon and the soft tones of their
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conversati on.

"You renenber . . . before?" asked Sol. The priest wore an extra

set of the Consul's shipclothes, a gray junpsuit with the Hegenony

seal on the left breast. The uniformwas a bit too snall

Dure held the cup of coffee in both hands, as if he were about to

lift it for consecration. He | ooked up, and his eyes suggested depths of
intelligence and sadness in equal neasure. "Before | died?" said Dure.

The patrician |lips sketched a snile. "Yes, | renenber. | remenber the
exile, the Bikura . . ."He | ooked down. "Even the tesia tree.”

"Hoyt told us about the tree," said Brawne Lami a. The priest had

nailed hinself onto an active tesia tree in the flane forests, suffering years of agony, death,
resurrection, and death again rather than give

into the easy synhiosis of |life under the cruciform

Dure shook his head. "I thought... in those last seconds . . . that | had beaten it."
"You had," said the Consul. "Father Hoyt and the others found you

You had driven the thing out of your body. Then the Bi kura planted

your cruciformon Lcnar Hoyt."

Dure nodded. "And there is no sign of the boy?"

Martin Silenus pointed toward the man's chest. "Evidently the fucking
thing can't defy | aws governing conservation of mass. Hoyt's pain

had been so great for so long--he wouldn't return to where the thing
wanted himto go--that he never gained the weight for a. . . what the
hell would you call it? A double resurrection.”

"It doesn't matter, "said Dure. His smle was sad. "The DNA parasite

in the cruciformhas infinite patience. It will reconstitute one host for
generations if need be. Sooner or |ater, both parasites will have a hone."

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

"Do you renenber anything after the tesia tree?" asked Sol quietly.

Dure sipped the last of his coffee. "OF death? O heaven or hell ?"

The smile was genuine. "No, gentlenen and lady, | wish | could say

I did. | renmenber pain . . . eternities of pain . . . and then rel ease.
And t hen darkness. And then awakeni ng here. How many years did

you say have passed?"

"Al nmost twelve," said the Consul. "But only about half that for Father
Hoyt. He spent tine in transit."

Fat her Dure stood, stretched, and paced back and forth. He was a

tall man, thin but with a sense of strength about him and Brawne

Lam a found herself inpressed by his presence, by that strange, inexplicable
charisma of personality which had cursed and bestowed power

upon a few individuals since tinme immenorial. She had to renind

herself that, first, he was a priest of a cult that demanded celibacy from
its clerics, and, second, an hour earlier he had been a corpse. Lam a
wat ched the ol der nan pace up and down, his novenents as el egant

and rel axed as a cat's, and she realized that both observations were true
but neither could counteract the personal magnetismthe priest radiated.
She wondered if the nmen sensed it.

Dure sat on a boul der, stretched his |egs strai ght ahead of him and
rubbed at his thighs as if trying to get rid of a cranp. "You' ve told ne
sonet hi ng about who you are . . . why you are here," he said. "Can

you tell ne More?"

The pilgrins glanced at one another.

Dure nodded. "Do you think that I'ma nonster nyself? Some agent

of the Shrike? I wouldn't blane you if you did."

"We don't think that," said Brawne Lam a. "The Shri ke needs no

agents to do his bidding. Besides, we know you from Father Hoyt's story
about you and fromyour journals."” She glanced at the others. "W

found it ... difficult ... to tell our stories of why we have cone to
Hyperion. It would be all but inpossible to repeat them"™

"I made notes on ny comog," said the Consul. "They're very condensed,
but it should make sone sense out of our histories . . . and
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the history of the |ast decade of the Hegenpbny. Wiy the Web is at war
with the Qusters. That sort of thing. You' re welcone to access it if you
wish. It shouldn't take More than an hour."

"I would appreciate it," said Father Dure and foll owed the Consu

back into the Sphi nx.

Brawne Lam a, Sol, and Silenus wal ked to the head of the valley.

From the saddl e between the low cliffs, they could see the dunes and

barrens stretching toward the nountains of the Bridle Range, |ess than
ten klicks to the southwest. The broken gl obes, soft spires, and shattered
gallerias of the dead City of Poets were visible only two or three klicks
to their right, along a broad ridge which the desert was quietly invading.
"Il walk back to the Keep and find sone rations," said Lam a.

"l hate to split up the group,” said Sol. "W could all return.”

Martin Silenus folded his arns. "Sonebody should stay here in case

the Col onel returns.”

"Before anyone | eaves," said Sol, "I think we should search the rest

of the valley. The Consul didn't check far beyond the Monolith this
nmor ni ng. "

"l agree," said Lamia. "Let's get to it before it gets too late. | want
to get provisions at the Keep and return before nightfall."

They had descended to the Sphinx when Dure and the Consu

emerged. The priest held the Consul's spare com og in one hand. Lania
expl ai ned the plan for a search, and the two nen agreed to join them
Once again they wal ked the halls of the Sphinx, the beans from

their hand torches and pencil lasers illumnating sweating stone and

bi zarre angl es. Energing into noontinme sunlight, they made the three-
hundred-neter hike to the Jade Tonb. Lami a found hersel f shivering

as they entered tlie roomwhere the Shrike had appeared the night

before. Hoyt's blood had left a rust-brown stain on the green ceranic
floors. There was no sign of the transparent opening to the |labyrinth

bel ow. There was no sign of the Shrike.

The oelisk had no roons, nerely a central shaft in which a spira

ranp, too steep for human confort, tw sted upward between ebony

wal | s. Even whi spers echoed here, and the group kept talk to a m ni num
There were no wi ndows, no view, at the top of the ranp, fifty

meters above the stone floor, and their torch beans illumi nated only

bl ackness as the roof curved in above them Fixed ropes and chains |eftover fromtwo centuries of

tourismallowed themto descend wi thout

undue fear of a slip and fall that would end in death bel ow. As they
paused at the entrance, Martin Silenus called Kassad's nane a fina

time, and the echoes followed theminto sunlight.

They spent half an hour or More inspecting the damage near the

Crystal Monolith. Puddl es of sand turned to glass, sone five to ten
meters across, prisned the noonday |ight and reflected heat in their
faces. The broken face of the Monolith, peeked now with hol es and
still-dangling strands of nelted crystal, |ooked |like the target of an act
of mindless vandalism but each knew that Kassad nmust have been
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Lam a, Silenus, the Consul, Wintraub, and Dure all began to shout

for Kassad, their voices echoing and resonating to no avail

"No sign of Kassad or Het Masteen," said the Consul as they energed.
"Perhaps this will be the pattern . . . each of us disappearing until only
one renmains."

"And does that final one get his or her wish as the Shrike Cult |egends
foretell ?" asked Brawne Lani a. She sat on the rocky hearth to the Shrike
Pal ace, her short legs dangling in air.

Paul Dure raised his face to the sky. "I can't believe that it was Father
Hoyt's wi sh that he would die so that | could live again."

Martin Silenus squinted up at the priest. "So what would your w sh

be. Padre?"

Dure did not hesitate. "I would wish . . . pray . . . that God will

lift the scourge of these twin obscenitieséthe war and the Shrikeo

from manki nd once and for all."

There was a silence in which the early afternoon wind inserted its

di stant sighs and npbans. "In the neantine," said Brawne Lamia, "we've
got to get sonme food or learn how to subsist on air."

Dure nodded. "Why did you bring so little with you?"

Martin Silenus |aughed and said | oudly:

Ne cared he for wi ne, or half-and-half,

Ne cared he for fish or flesh or fow,

And sauces held he worthless as the chaff;

He 'sdai ned the swi ne-herd at the wassail -bow ,

Ne with |l ewd ribbalds sat he cheek by jow,

Ne with sly Lenans in the scorner's chair,

But after water-brooks this Pilgrims sou

Panted, and all his food was woodl and air

Though he would off-times feast on gillyflowers rare.

Dure smled, obviously still puzzled.

"We all expected to triunph or die the first night," said the Consul

"We hadn't anticipated a |long stay here.'

Brawne Lam a stood and brushed off her trousers. "I'm going," she

said. "I should be able to carry back four or five days' rations if they're
field foodpaks or the bulk-stored itens we saw. "

“I'"ll go too," said Martin Silenus.

There was a silence. During the week of their pilgrinmge, the poet
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THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

fighting for his life. There was no door, no opening to the honeyconb
maze within. Instrunents told themthat the interior was as enpty and
unconnected as it always had been. They left reluctantly, clinbing the
steep trails to the base of the north cliffs where the Cave Tonbs | ay
separated by less than a hundred neters each

"Early archaeol ogi sts thought that these were the ol dest of the Tonbs
because of their crudeness," said Sol as they entered the first cave, sent
flashl i ght beans playing across stone carved in a thousand indeci pherable
patterns. None of the caves was deeper than thirty or forty neters.

Each ended in a stone wall that no anpbunt of probing or radar inaging
had ever discovered an extension to.

Upon exiting the third Cave Tonb, the group sat in what little shade
they could find and shared water and protein biscuits from Kassad's
extra field rations. The wind had risen, and now it sighed and whi spered
through fluted rock hi gh above them

"We're not going to find him" said Martin Silenus. "The rucking

Shri ke took him"

Sol was feeding the baby with one of the Iast nursing paks. The top

of her head had been turned pink by the sun despite Sol's every effort
to shield her as they wal ked outside. "He could be in one of the Tonbs
we were in," he said, "if there are sections out of time-phase with us.
That's Arundez's theory. He sees the Tonbs as four-di nensional constructs
with intricate folds through space-tine."

"Great," said Lanmia. "So even ifFedmahn Kassad is there, we won't

see him"

"Well," said the Consul, getting to his feet with a tired sigh, "let's
at least go through the notions. One tonmb left."

The Shrike Palace was a kil oneter farther down the valley, |ower

than the others and hidden by a bend in the cliff walls. The structure
was not large, smaller than the Jade Tonb, but its intricate
construction--flanges, spires, buttresses, and support colums arching
and arcing in controlled chaos--made it seemlarger than it was.

The interior of the Shrike Palace was one echoi ng chanber with an
irregular floor nade up of thousands of curving, jointed segnents which
rem nded Lamia of the ribs and vertebrae of sone fossilized creature.
Fifteen neters overhead, the donme was crisscrossed by dozens of the
chrone "bl ades" which continued through walls and each other to

energe as steel-tipped thorns above the structure. The material of the
dome itself was slightly opaque, giving a rich, mlky hue to the vaulted
space.

SEVENTEEN

Twel ve hours earlier. Colonel Fedmahn Kassad stepped off the

spiral Staircase onto the highest remaining | evel of the Crysta
Monolith. Flames rose on all sides. Through gaps he had inflicted

on the crystal surface of the structure, Kassad coul d see darkness.

The storm bl ew verm |ion dust through the apertures until it filled the
air |like powdered bl ood. Kassad pulled his hel net on.

Ten paces in front of him Mneta awaited.

She was nude under the energy skinsuit, and the effect was of quicksilver
poured directly on flesh. Kassad could see the flanmes reflected in

the curves of breast and thigh, the bend of light into the holl ow of
throat and navel. Her neck was |ong, her face chrone-carved in perfect
snoot hness. Her eyes held twin reflections of the tall shadow t hat was
Fedmahn Kassad.

Kassad raised the assault rifle and clicked the selector manually to
full-spectrumfire. Inside his activated inpact arnor, his body clenched
in anticipation of attack.
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Monet a nmoved her hand, and the skinsuit faded fromthe crown of

her head to her neck. She was vul nerable now Kassad felt that he knew
every facet of that face, every pore and follicle. Her brown hair was cut
short, falling softly to the left. The eyes were the sane, |arge, curious,
startling in their green depths. The small nouth with the full underlip
still hesitated on the edge of a smile. He noted the slightly inquisitive
arch of eyebrows, the small ears he had ki ssed and whispered in so

many tinmes. The soft throat wheie he had lain his cheek to listen to

her pul se.

Kassad raised the rifle and ained it at her.

"Who are you?" she asked. Her voice was as soft and sensual as he
renenbered, the slight accent as el usive.

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

His finger on the trigger, Kassad paused. They had nade | ove scores

of times, known each other for years in his dreans and their |overs' |andscape of the nmilitary
sinulations. But if she were truly noving

backward in time . .

"I know," she said, her voice calm apparently unaware of the pressure
he had al ready begun to exert on the trigger, "you are the one whom

the Lord of Pain has pronised."

Kassad was gasping for air. Wen he spoke, his voice was raw and

very strained. "You don't renenber ne?"

"No." She cocked her head to ook at himquizzically. "But the Lord

of Pain has promi sed a warrior. W were destined to neet."

"We nmet |ong ago," nmanaged Kassad. The rifle would autonmatically

aimfor the face, shifting wavel engths and frequencies every m crosecond
until the skinsuit defenses were defeated. Along with the hellwhip

and | aser beans, flechettes and pul se bolts would be fired an instant

| ater.

"I have no nmenory of long ago," she said. "W nove in opposite
directions along the general flow of tinme. What nanme do you know ne

by in nmy future, your past?"

"Moneta," gasped Kassad, willing his straining hand and finger to

fire.

She snil ed, nodded. "Mneta. The child of Menory. There is a

crude irony there."

Kassad renmenbered her betrayal, the changing as they made | ove

that last tinme in the sands above the dead City of Poets. She had either
becone the Shrike or allowed the Shrike to take her place. It had turned
an act of love into an obscenity.

Col onel Kassad pulled the trigger

Moneta blinked. "It will not work here. Not within the Crystal Mnolith.
Wiy do you wish to kill ne?"

Kassad grow ed, threw the usel ess weapon across the | anding, directed
power to his gauntlets, and charged.

Moneta nmade no nove to escape. She watched himcharge the ten

paces; his head was down, his inpact arnor noaning as it changed the
crystal alignment of polyners, and Kassad was screani ng. She | owered

her arnms to neet the charge

Kassad's speed and nmass knocked Moneta off her feet and sent both

of themtunbling, Kassad trying to get his gauntleted hands on her
throat, Moneta holding his wists in a vise-strong grip as they rolled
across the landing to the edge of the platform Kassad rolled on top of

her, trying to let gravity add to the force of his attack, arnms straight,
gauntlets rigid, fingers curved in a killing cusp. Hs left Ieg hung over
the sixty-meter drop to the dark floor bel ow

"Why do you want to kill nme?" whispered Moneta, and rolled him
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to one side, tunbling both of themoff the platform

Kassad screanmed and flipped down his visor with a snap of his head.

They tunbl ed through space, their | egs entwi ned around each other's
bodies in fierce scissors grips, Kassad's hands held at bay by her death
hold on his wists. Time seened to decelerate until they fell in slow
notion, the air noving across Kassad |ike a blanket being pulled slowy
over his face. Then tinme accelerated, grew nornal: they were falling

the last ten neters. Kassad shouted and visualized the proper synbo

to let his inpact arnor go rigid, and there was a terrible crash

From a bl ood-red di stance, Fedmahn Kassad fought to the surface

of consci ousness, knowing that only a second or two had el apsed since
they had struck the ground. He staggered to his feet. Mneta was al so
rising slowy, on one bent knee now, staring at the ground where the
cerami c floor had been shattered by their fall

Kassad sent power to the servonechanisns in his suit |leg and ki cked

at her head with full force

Monet a dodged t he bl ow, caught his leg, twisted, and sent him

crashing into the three-nmeter square of crystal,' shattering it, tunbling
himout into the sand and the night. Mneta touched her neck, her

face flowed w th quicksilver, and she stepped out after him

Kassad flipped up his shattered visor, renoved the helnmet. The wi nd
tousl ed his short, black hair, and sand grated against his cheeks. He
got to his knees, his feet. Telltales in the suit's collar display were
blinki ng red, announcing the |ast reservoirs of power draining away.
Kassad ignored the alarms; there woul d be enough for the next severa
seconds . . . and that would be all that mattered.

"\What ever happened in ny future . . . your past," said Mneta, "it

was not | who changed. | amnot the Lord of Pain. He--"

Kassad junped the three neters that separated them |anded behi nd Moneta, and brought the killing
gauntlet on his right hand around in

an arc that broke the sound barrier, palmedge rigid and sharp as carbon-
carbon piezoelectric filaments could nake it.

Moneta did not duck or attenpt to block the attack. Kassad's gauntl et
caught the base of her neck in a blow which woul d have severed a tree
carved through half a neter of stone. On Bressia, in hand-to-hand

conbat in the capital of Buckm nster, Kassad had killed an Quster

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

col onel so quickly--his gauntlet cutting through inpact arnor, hel net,
personal forcefield, flesh and bone w thout pause--that the nman's head
had blinked up at his own body for twenty seconds before death clainmed
hi m

Kassad's bl ow struck true but stopped at the surface of the quicksilver
skinsuit. Mneta did not stagger or react. Kassad felt his suit power fail at the same instant his
arm went nunb, his shoul der nmuscles wenching

in agony. He staggered back, his right armdead at his side, the suit
power draining like blood froman injured man.

"You don't listen," said Moneta. She stepped forward, grabbed Kassad
by the front of his conmbat suit, and threw himtwenty neters toward
the Jade Tonb.

He | anded hard, the inmpact arnor stiffening to absorb only part of

the collision as power reserves failed. Hs left armprotected his face
and neck, but then the arnor |ocked up, his arm bent usel essly under
hi m

Moneta junped the twenty neters, crouched next to him lifted him

into the air with one hand, grabbed a handful of inpact armor with

the other hand, and ripped his conmbat suit down the front, tearing
apart two hundred | ayers ofnmicrofilanments and onega-cl oth pol yners.

She sl apped himgently, alnost |ackadaisically. Kassad's head snapped
around, and he al nost | ost consciousness. Wnd and sand pelted the
bare flesh of his chest and belly.
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Moneta tore the rest of the suit off, ripping off biosensors and feedback
teeps. She lifted the naked nan by his upper arns and shook him

Kassad tasted bl ood and red dots swamin his field of vision.

"We didn't have to be enemies," she said softly.

"You . . . fired ... at ne."

"To test your responses, not to kill you." Her nouth noved nornally
under its quicksilver caul. She slapped himagain and Kassad flew two
nmeters in the air to land on a dune, rolled dowhill in the cold sand.

The air was filled with a mllion specks--snow, dust, pinwheels of
colored light. Kassad rolled over, fought his way to his knees, gripped
the shifting dune sand with fingers turned to nunbed cl aws.

"Kassad, " whi spered Mneta.

He rolled onto his back, waiting.

She had deactivated the skinsuit. Her flesh | ooked warm and vul nerabl e,
the skin so pale as to be al nbst translucent. There were soft

blue veins visible along the tops of her perfect breasts. Her |egs |ooked

strong, carefully scul pted, the thighs separated slightly where they met
her body. Her eyes were a dark green

"You | ove war, Kassad," whi spered Moneta as she | owered herself

onto him

He struggled, tried to twist aside, raised his arns to strike her. Mneta
pi nned his arns above his head with one of her hands. Her body was
radiant with heat as she brushed her breasts back and forth across his
chest, lowered herself between his parted | egs. Kassad could feel the
slight curve of her belly against his abdonen.

He realized then that this was a rape, that he could fight back sinply
by not responding, refusing her. It did not work. The air seened |iquid
around them the wi ndstorma distant thing, sand hanging in the air

like a lace curtain borne aloft by steady breezes.

Monet a noved back and forth above him against him Kassad coul d

feel the slow clockw se stir of his excitenent. He fought it, fought her,
wrestl ed and ki cked and struggled to free his arns. She was nuch
stronger. She used her right knee to brush his | eg aside. Her nipples
rubbed across his chest |ike warm pebbles; the warmth of her belly and
groin made his flesh react like a flower twisting toward the |ight.
"No!" screamed Fednmahn Kassad but was silenced as Moneta | owered

her mouth to his. Wth her left hand, she continued to pin his arns
above him wth her right hand she noved between them found him

gui ded him

Kassad bit at her Iip as warnth envel oped him Hi s struggles brought

hi mcl oser, sent himdeeper into her. He tried to relax, and she | owered
herself on himuntil his back was pressed into the sand. He renenbered
the other tines they had nmade | ove, finding sanity in each other's
warnth while war raged beyond the circle of their passion

Kassad cl osed his eyes, arched his neck back to postpone the agony

of pleasure which closed on himlike a wave. He tasted bl ood on his

i ps, whether his or hers he did not know.

A mnute later, the two of themstill noving together, Kassad realized
that she had rel eased his arns. Wthout hesitating, he brought both
arns down, around, fingers flat against her back, and roughly pressed
her closer to him slid one hand higher to cup the back of her neck
with gentle pressure.

The wi nd resuned, sound returned, sand bl ew fromthe edge of the

dune in curls of spindrift. Kassad and Moneta slid | ower on the gently
curling bank of sand, rolled together down the warm wave to the place

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

where it would break, oblivious of the night, the storm the forgotten
battl e, and everything except the noment and each ot her

Later, wal king together through the shattered beauty of the Crysta
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Monol i th, she touched himonce with a golden ferule, once More with

a blue torus. He watched in the shard of a crystal panel as his reflection
becanme a quicksilver sketch of a man, perfect down to the details of

his gender and the Iines where his ribs showed on the slender torso.

--What now? asked Kassad through the nediumthat was neither

tel epat hy nor sound.

--The Lord of Pain awaits.

--You are its servant?

--Never. / amhis consort and nenesis. H's keeper

--You came fromthe future with it?

--No. | was taken fromny time to travel back in tine with him
--Then who were you before--

Kassad's question was interrupted by the sudden appearance . . . No,
he thought, the sudden presence, no( appearance ... of the Shrike.

The creature was as he renenbered it fromtheir first encounter years

bef ore. Kassad noticed the quicksilver-over-chronme slickness of the
thing, so sinlar to their own skinsuits, but he knew intuitively that
there was no nere Hesh and bone beneath that carapace. It stood at

| east three neters tall, the four arns seened normal on the el egant

torso, and the body was a scul pted mass of thorns, spikes, joints, and

| ayers of ragged razorwire. The thousand-faceted eyes burned with a

light that m ght have been nade by a ruby laser. The |long jaw and

| ayers of teeth were the stuff of nightnare.

Kassad stood ready. If the skinsuit gave himthe sanme strength and
mobility it had afforded Moneta, he might at |east die fighting.

There was no tinme for that. One instant the Lord of Pain stood five
meters away across black the, and the next instant it was besi de Kassad,
gripping the Colonel's upper armin a steel-bladed vise that sank through
the skinsuit field and drew bl ood from his biceps.

Kassad tensed, waiting for the blow and determ ned to strike back

even though to do so neant inpaling hinself on blades, thorns, and
razorwire.

The Shrike lifted its right hand and a four-meter rectangular field
portal cane into existence. It was simlar to a farcaster portal except for

the violet glow which filled the interior of the Mmnolith with thick
Iight.

Monet a nodded at hi m and stepped through. The Shri ke stepped
forward, fingerblades cutting only slightly into Kassad's upper arm
Kassad considered pulling back, realized that curiosity was stronger
in himthan an urge to die, and stepped through with the Shri ke.

El GHTEEN

CEO Mei na d adstone could not sleep. She rose, dressed quickly

in her dark apartnents deep in Government House, and did

what she often did when sl eep woul d not cone--she wal ked

the worlds. ;

Her private farcaster portal pulsed into existence. d adstone left her s

human guards sitting in the anteroom taking with her only one of the

m crorenotes. She woul d have taken none if the | aws of the Hegenony

and the rule of the TechnoCore would allow it. They did not. |

It was far past mdnight on TC2 but she knew that many of the worlds |

woul d be in daylight, so she wore a long cape with a Renai ssance privacy

collar. Her trousers and boots reveal ed neither gender nor class, although

the quality of the cape itself mght mark her in sonme places, |j

CEO d adstone stepped through the one-tinme portal, sensing rather

than seeing or hearing the microrenote as it buzzed through behind ':

her, clinmbing for altitude and invisibility as she stepped out into the i Square of St. Peter's in
the New Vatican on Pacem For a second, she N

did not know why she had coded her inplant for that destination--the < presence of that obsolete
nmonsi gnor at the dinner on God's Grove?-- B but then she realized that she had been thinking of
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the pilgrins as she

| ay awake, thinking of the seven who left three years earlier to neet
their fate on Hyperion. Pacem had been the home of Father Lenar

Hoyt . . . and the other priest before him Dure.

d adst one shrugged under the cape and crossed the square. Visiting

the honeworl ds of the pilgrins was as good a schematic for her walk |

as any; nost sleepless nights saw her wal king a score of worlds, returning
just before dawn and the first nmeetings on Tau Ceti Center. At least if this would be but seven
wor |l ds. |

It was early here. The skies of Pacemwere yellow, tinged with green-

i

i sh clouds and an ammoni a snell which attacked her sinuses and nade

her eyes water. The air had that thin, foul, chemcal snell of a world
neither conpletely terraforned nor totally inimcal to nan. d adstone
paused to | ook around.

St. Peter's was on a hilltop, the square enbraced by a semcircle of
pillars, a great basilica at its cusp. To her right, where the pillars opened
to a staircase descending a kilometer or More to the south, a small city
was visible, Iow, crude hones huddling between bone-white trees that
resenbl ed the skel etons of stunted creatures |ong since departed.

Only a few people could be seen, hurrying across the square or

ascending the stairs as if late for services. Bells sonewhere under the
great dome of the cathedral began to toll, but the thin air |eached the
sound of any authority.

d adstone wal ked the circle of pillars, head down, ignoring the curious
gl ances of clerics and the street-sweeping crew, who rode a beast
resenbling a hal f-ton hedgehog. There were scores of marginal worlds
like Pacemin the Wb, Mre in the Protectorate and nearby

Qut back--too poor to be attractive to an infinitely nobile citizenry,
too Earthlike to be ignored during the dark days of the Hegira. It had
fit a small group like the Catholics who had conme here seeking a
resurgence of faith. They had nunbered in the mllions then, @ adstone
knew. There could be no Mre than a few tens of thousands now. She

cl osed her eyes and recall ed dossier hol os of Father Paul Dure.

d adstone | oved the Wb. She |oved the human beings in it; for al

their shall owness and selfishness and inability to change, they were the
stuff of humanki nd. d adstone |oved the Wb. She loved it enough to
know t hat she nust help in destroying it.

She returned to the small three-portal termnex, brought her own
farcaster nexus into existence with a sinple override conmand to the

dat asphere, and stepped through into sunlight and the snmell of the sea.
Maw- Covenant. d adstone knew preci sely where she was. She stood

on the hill above Firstsite where Siri's tonb still marked the spot where
the short-lived rebellion had begun the better part of a century ago. At
that time, Firstsite was a village of a few thousand, and each Festiva
Week flutists welconmed the notile isles as they were herded north to
their feeding grounds in the Equatorial Archipelago. Now Firstsite
stretched out of view around the island, arctowns and residential hives
rising half a kilometer in all directions, towering over the hill which
had once commanded the best view on the seaworld of Maui - Covenant.

But the tonmb renmi ned. The body of the Consul's grandnot her was

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

no longer there . . . never really had been there . . . but like so many
synbolic things fromthis world, the enpty crypt conmanded reverence,

al nost awe.

d adst one | ooked out between the towers, out past the old breakwater
wher e bl ue | agoons had been turned brown, out past the drilling platforms
and tourist barges, out to where the sea began. There were no

nmotile isles now They no | onger noved in great herds across the oceans,
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their treesails billowing to southern breezes, their dol phin herders cutting
the water in white vees of foam

The isles were tamed and popul ated by Web citizens now. The

dol phins were dead--sone killed in the great battles with FORCE

nmost killing thenselves in the inexplicable South Sea Mass Sui ci de,

the last nystery of a race draped in nysteries.

d adstone took a seat on a | ow bench near the cliffs edge and found

a stal k of grass she could peel and chew. What happened to a world

when it went froma honme for a hundred thousand humans, in delicate

bal ance with a delicate ecology, to the playground for Mre than four
hundred million in the first standard decade of citizenship in the Hegenony?

Answer: the world died. O its soul did, even as the ecosphere continued
to function after a fashion. Planetary ecol ogists and terraform

speci alists kept the husk alive, kept the seas from choki ng conpletely
on the unavoi dabl e garbage and sewage and oil spills, worked to minimze
or disguise the noise pollution and a thousand ot her things which
progress had brought. But the Maui-Covenant that the Consul had

known as a child less than a century earlier, clinbing this very hill to
hi s grandnother's funeral, was gone forever

A formation of hawking nats fl ew overhead, the tourists on them

| aughi ng and shouting. Far above them a massive excursi on EW

occluded the sun for a nmonent. In the sudden shadow,  adstone

tossed down her stal k of grass, and rested her forearns on her knees.
She thought of the Consul's betrayal. She had counted on the Consul's
betrayal, had wagered everything on the man rai sed on Maui - Covenant,
descendant of Siri, joining the Qusters in the inevitable battle for Hyperion
It had not been her plan alone; Leigh Hunt had been instrumental

in the decades of planning, the delicate surgery of placing the

precise individual in contact with the Qusters, in a position where he
m ght betray both sides by activating the Quster device to collapse the
time tides on Hyperion

And he had. The Consul, a man who had given four decades of his life as well as his wife and child
to Hegemony service, had finally

expl oded in revenge like a bonb which had lain dormant for half a

century.

A adstone took no pleasure in the betrayal. The Consul had sold his

soul, and would pay a terrible price--in history, in his own m nd--

but his treason was as nothing to the treachery d adstone was prepared

to suffer for. As Hegenmony CEO she was the synmbolic | eader of a

hundred and fifty billion human souls. She was prepared to betray them

all in order to save hunanity.

She rose, felt age and rheunatismin her bones, and wal ked sl owy

to the term nex. She paused a nonent by the gently hunmi ng portal

| ooki ng over her shoulder for a final glinpse of Muui-Covenant. The

breeze carried in fromthe sea, but it carried the flat stench of oil spills
and refinery gases, and d adstone turned her face away.

The wei ght of Lusus fell on her caped shoulders like iron shackles. It was rush hour in the
Concourse, and thousands of commuters,

shoppers, and tourists crowmded every wal kway |evel, filled the kil oneter-

I ong escalators with colorful humanity, and gave the air a rebreathed

heavi nesss that nixed with the seal ed-system scent of oil and ozone.

d adstone ignored the expensive shopping | evels and took a perstrans

di skway the ten klicks to the main Shrike Tenpl e.

There were police interdiction and contai nnent fields gl ow ng violet

and green beyond the base of the wide stairway. The tenple itself was
boarded and dark; many of the tall, thin stained-glass w ndows facing

t he Concourse had been shattered. d adstone renmenbered the reports

of riots nonths before and knew that the Bi shop and his acol ytes had

fled.
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She wal ked close to the interdiction field, staring through the shifting
viol et haze at the stairway where Brawne Lami a had carried her dying
client and lover, the original Keats cybrid, to the waiting Shrike priests.
d adst one had known Brawne's father well; they had spent their early
Senate years together. Senator Byron Lania had been a brilliant nman

--at one tinme, long before Brawne's nother had cone on the socia

scene from her backwater province of Freeholm d adstone had consi dered
marryi ng hi m-and when he died, part of d adstone's youth

had been buried with him Byron Lam a had been obsessed with the
TechnoCore, consuned with the mssion of nmoving humanki nd out

fromunder the bondage the Al's had i nposed over five centuries

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

and a thousand light-years. It had been Brawne Lania's father who

had made G adstone aware of the danger, had | ed her to the conmmi tnent

whi ch would result in the nost terrible betrayal in the history

of man.

And it was Senator Byron Lamia's "suicide" that had trained her to
decades of caution. d adstone did not know if it had been agents of

the Core that hdti orchestrated the senator's death, perhaps it had been
el ements of the Hegenony hierarchy protecting its own vested interests,
but she did know that Byron Lania woul d never have taken his own

Iife, never have abandoned his hel pl ess wife and headstrong daughter

in such a way. Senator Lamia's |last senate act had been to co-propose
Protectorate status for Hyperion, a nove that woul d have brought the
world into the Web twenty standard years earlier than the events now
unfol ding. After his death, the surviving co-sponsor--the newly influential Mina d adstone--had
wi thdrawn the bill.

d adstone found a dropshaft and fell past shopping levels and residentia
| evel s, manufacturing and service |levels, waste disposal and

reactor levels. Both her conml og and the dropshaft speaker began war ni ng
her that she was entering unlicensed and unsafe areas far beneath the

Hi ve. The dropshaft programtried to stop her descent. She overrode

the command and sil enced the warni ngs. She continued to drop, past

| evel s wi thout panels or lights now, descending through a tangle of
fiber-optic spaghetti, heating and cooling ducts, and naked rock. Eventually
she st opped.

d adstone energed into a corridor lighted only by distant gl ow gl obes
and oily firefly paint. Water dripped froma thousand cracks in ceilings
and wal I s and accunulated in toxic puddles. Steamdrifted from apertures
in the wall that nmight be other corridors, or personal cubbies, or
nmerely hol es. Sonewhere in the distance there was the ultrasonic
scream of netal cutting nmetal; closer, the electronic screeches of nihil-
musi c. Sonewhere a nman screanmed and a worman | aughed, her voice

echoing netallically down shafts and conduits. There cane the sound

of a flechette rifle coughing.

Dregs' Hive. d adstone cane to an intersection of cave-corridors and
paused to | ook around. Her nicrorenote dipped and circl ed cl oser now,

as insistent as an angered insect. It was calling for security backup.
Only d adstone's persistent override prevented its cry being heard
Dregs' Hive. This was where Brawne Lanmia and her cybrid | over had

hi dden for those |last few hours before their attenpt to reach the Shrike

Tenple. This was one of the nyriad underbellies of the Wb, where

the bl ack market could provide anything from Fl ashback to FORCE-

grade weapons, illegal androids to bootleg Poul sen treatnents that would
as likely kill you as give you another twenty years of youth. d adstone
turned right, down the darkest corridor

Sonet hing the size of a rat but with many |l egs scurried into a broken
ventilator tube. d adstone snelled sewage, sweat, the ozone of overworked
dat unpl ane decks, the sweet scent of handgun propell ant,
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vonit, and the reek of |ow grade pheronones nmutated to toxins.

She wal ked the corridors, thinking of the weeks and nonths to

come, the terrible price the worlds would pay for her decisions, her
obsessi ons.

Five youths, tailored by back-room ARNi sts to the point they were Mre ani mal than human, stepped
into the corridor in front of d ad-

stone. She paused.

The microrenote dropped in front of her and neutralized its camoufl age
polynmers. The creatures in front of her |aughed, seeing only a

machi ne the size of a wasp bobbing and darting in the air. It was quite
possi ble that they were too far gone in the RNA tailoring even to
recogni ze the device. Two of themflicked open vibrades. One extended
ten-centineter-long steel claws. One clicked open a flechette pistol with
rotating barrels.

d adstone did not want a fight. She knew, even if these Dregs' Hive
deadheads did not, that the micro could defend her fromthese five and

a hundred More. But she did not want soneone killed sinply because

she chose the Dregs as a place to take her wal k.

"Go away," she said.

The youths stared, yellow eyes, bul bous bl ack eyes, hooded slits and

phot oreceptive belly bands. In unison but spreading into a half circle,
they took two steps toward her

Mei na d adstone pull ed herself erect, gathered her cape around her

and dropped the privacy collar enough that they could see her eyes.

"Co away, " she said again.

The yout hs paused. Feathers and scal es vibrated to unseen breezes.

On two of them antennae quivered and thousands of small sensory

hai rs pul sed

They went away. Their departure was as silent and swift as their

arrival. In a second there was no sound but water dripping, distant |aughter.

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

d adst one shook her head, summoned her persona) portal, and

st epped t hrough.

Sol Weintraub and his daughter had cone from Bamard's Worl d.

A adstone translated to a minor termnex in their honetown of Craw
ford. It was evening. Low, white homes set back on mani cured | awns

refl ected Canadi an Republic Revival sensibilities and farners' practicality.
The trees were tall, broad linbed, and amazingly faithful to their

A d Earth heritage. d adstone turned away fromthe fl ow of pedestrians,
nmost hurrying hone after a workday el sewhere in the Wb, and found
herself strolling down brick wal kways past brick buildings set around a
grassy oval. To her left, she caught glinpses of farmfields past a row
of hones. Tall green plants, possibly corn, grewin softly sighing ranks
that stretched to the distant horizon where the last arc of a huge red
sun was setting

d adst one wal ked through the canpus, wondering if this had been

the coll ege where Sol had taught, but not curious enough to query the
dat asphere. Gaslanps were lighting thensel ves under the canopy of

| eaves, and the first stars were becom ng visible in the gaps where sky
faded fromazure to anber to ebony.

d adstone had read Weintraub's book. The Abraham Dil emma, in

whi ch he anal yzed the rel ationship between a God who demanded t he
sacrifice of a son and the hunan race who agreed to it. Wintraub had
reasoned that the A d Testanent Jehovah had not sinply been testing
Abraham but had communi cated in the only | anguage of |oyalty,

obedi ence, sacrifice, and comuand that humanki nd coul d under st and

at that point in the relationship. Wintraub had dealt with the New
Testanment's nessage as a presage of a new stage in that relationship--

a stage wherein manki nd woul d no |l onger sacrifice its children to any god, for any reason, but
where parents . . . entire races of parents .
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woul d of fer thensel ves up instead. Thus the Twentieth Century Hol ocausts,
the Brief Exchange, the tripartite wars, the reckless centuries,

and perhaps even the Big M stake of '38.

Finally, Weintraub had dealt with refusing all sacrifice, refusing

any relationship with God except one of nutual respect and honest
attenpts at nutual understanding. He wrote about the nultiple

deat hs of CGod and the need for a divine resurrection now that

humanki nd had constructed its own gods and rel eased them on the

A adstone crossed a graceful stone bridge arcing over a stream | ost

i n shadows, its whereabouts indicated only by the noises it nmade in the
dark. Soft yellow light fell on railings of hand-set stone. Sonewhere
of f campus, a dog barked and was hushed. Lights burned on the third
floor of an old building, a gabled and roughly shingled brick structure
that nmust date back to before the Hegira.

d adst one thought about Sol Wintraub and his wife Sarai and their
beautiful twenty-six-year-old daughter, returning froma year of archaeol ogica
di scovery on Hyperion with no di scovery except the

Shrike's curse, the Merlin's sickness. Sol and Sarai watching as the
woman aged backward to child, fromchild to infant. And then Sol

wat ching al one after Sarai died in a senseless, stupid EW crash while
visiting her sister.

Rachel Wi ntraub, whose first and final birthday would arrive in |ess
than three standard days.

d adst one pounded her fist against stone, sumoned her portal, and

went el sewhere.

It was midday on Mars. The Tharsis sluns had been sluns for six
centuries and More. The sky overhead was pink, the air too thin and

too cold for G adstone, even with her cape around her, and dust bl ew
everywhere. She wal ked the narrow | anes and cliffwal ks of Rel ocation
Cty, never finding an open enough spot to see anything beyond the

next cluster of hovels or dripping filter towers.

There were few plants here--the great forests of the G eening had

been cut down for firewood or died and been covered by red dunes.

Only a few bootleg brandy cacti and scuttling packs of parasitic spider
I'ichen were visible between pat hs packed hard as stone by twenty generations
of bare feet.

d adstone found a | ow rock and rested, |owering her head and nassagi ng
her knees. Groups of children, each naked except for strips of

rags and dangling shunt jacks, surrounded her, begged for nobney, and
then ran away gi ggling when she did not respond.

The sun was high. Mons O ynpus and the stark beauty of Fednahn

Kassad's FORCE academny were not visible fromhere. d adstone | ooked
around. This was where the proud nman had cone from Here is where

he had run with youth gangs before being sentenced to the order, sanity,
and honor of the mlitary.

d adstone found a private place and stepped t hrough her portal

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

God's Grove was as it always was--perfuned by the scent of a mllion
mllion trees, silent except for the soft sounds of |eaf rustle and wi nd,
colored in hal ftones and pastels, the sunset igniting the literal rooftop
of the world as an ocean of treetops caught the |light, each |eaf shinmering
to the breeze, glittering with dew and norni ng showers as the

breeze rose and carried the snell of rain and wet vegetation to d adstone
on her platformhigh above the world still sunk in sleep and darkness
hal f a kil ometer bel ow.

A Tenpl ar approached, saw the glint of G adstone's access bracel et

as she noved her hand, and withdrew, a tall, robed figure blending

back into the maze of foliage and vines.

The Tenplars were one of the trickiest variables in dadstone's gane.
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Their sacrifice of their treeship Yggdrasill was uni que, unprecedented,
i nexplicable, and worrisome. O all her potential allies in the war to
come, none were Mdre necessary and inscrutable than the Tenpl ars.
Dedicated to |ife and devoted to the Miir, the Brotherhood of the Tree
was a small but potent force in the Wb--a token of ecol ogi cal awareness
in a society devoted to sel f-destruction and waste but unwilling to
acknow edge its indul gent ways.

Where was Het Masteen? Why had he left the Mbius cube with the

other pilgrinms?

d adst one watched the sun rise. The sky filled with orphan nontgol fiers
saved fromthe slaughter on Wiirl, their many-hued bodies

floating skyward |ike so many Portuguese nmen-o-war. Radi ant gossamers
spread nenbrane-thin solar wings to collect the sunlight. A flock of
ravens broke cover and spiraled skyward, their cries providing harsh
counterpoint to the soft breeze and sibilant rush of rain comng toward
d adstone fromthe west. The insistent sound of raindrops on | eaves

rem nded her of her own hone in the deltas of Patawpha, of the

Hundred Day Monsoon which sent her and her brothers out into the

fens hunting for toad flyers, bendits, and Spani sh noss serpents to bring
to school in a jar.

A adstone realized for the hundred thousandth time that there was

still time to stop things. All-out war was not inevitable at this point.
The Qusters had not counterattacked yet in a way the Hegenony coul d

not ignore. The Shrike was not free. Not yet.

Al'l she had to do to save a hundred billion lives was return to the

Senate floor, reveal three decades of deception and duplicity, revea

her fears and uncertainties

No. J( would go as planned until it went Aeyond planning. Into the

unforeseen. Into the wild waters of chaos where even the TechnoCore

predi ctors, those who saw everything, would be blind.

d adstone wal ked the platfornms, towers, ranps, and sw ngi ng bridges

of the Tenplar tree city. Arboreals froma score of worlds and ARN ed

chi nps scol ded her and fled, sw nging gracefully fromflinmsy vines three

hundred neters above the forest floor. Fromareas closed to tourists and

privileged visitors, d adstone caught the scent of incense and clearly

heard the G egorian-like chants of the Tenplar sunrise service. Beneath

her, the lower |levels were comng alive with |ight and novenent. The

brief showers had passed over, and d adstone returned to the upper

I evels, rejoicing in the view, crossing a sixty-nmeter wooden suspension

bri dge connecting her tree to one even larger, where half a dozen of

the great hot air balloons--the only air transport the Tenplars all owed

on God's G ove--hung tethered and seenmingly inpatient to be away,

their passenger nacelles swinging |ike heavy brown eggs, the skins of

the balloons lovingly dyed in the patterns of living things--nontgolfiers,

Monarch butterflies, Thomas hawks, radi ant gossaners, the now extinct

zepl ens, sky squids, moon noths, eagles--so revered in | egend that

t hey had never been. retrieved or ARN ed--and Mre.

ALL this could be destroyed if | continue. WIIl be destroyed.

d adstone paused at the edge of a circular platformand gripped a

railing so tightly that the age-nottles on her hands stood out harshly

agai nst suddenly pal e skin. She thought of the old books she had read,

pre-Hegira, prespaceflight, where people in enbryonic nations on the

continent of Europe had transported darker people--Africans--away

fromtheir honelands into a life of slavery in the colonial Wst. Wuld

those sl aves, chai ned and shackl ed, naked and curled in the fetid belly

of a slave ship . . . would those slaves have hesitated to rebel, to drag

down their captors, if it neant destroying the beauty of that slave ship
of Europe itself?

But they had Africa to return to

Mei na G adstone |l et out a sound part groan and part sob. She whirled
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away fromthe glorious sunrise, fromthe sound of chants greeting the
new day, fromthe rise of balloons--living and artificial--into the
newborn sky, and she went below, down into the relative darkness to
sunmon her farcaster.

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

She coul d not go where the last pilgrim Mrtin Silenus, had cone

from Silenus was only a century and a half old, half-blue from Poul sen
treatments, his cells renenbering the cold freeze of a dozen |ong cryogenic
fugues and even col der storage, but his lifetinme had spanned More than four centuries. He had been
born on A d Earth during the

| ast days there, his nother fromone of the noblest famlies, his youth
a pastiche of decadence and el egance, beauty and the sweet smell of
decay. Wiile his nother stayed with the dying Earth, he had been sent
spaceward so that soneone could clear fanmly debts, even if it neant

. which it did . . . years of service as a bonded manual |aborer on
one of the nost hellish backwater worlds in the Wb.

d adstone could not go to AOd Earth so she went to Heaven's Gate.

Mudfl at was the capital, and G adstone wal ked t he cobbl estone streets
there, admring the |arge old houses whi ch overhung the narrow, stone-
troughed canals crisscrossing their way up the artificial nountainside
i ke sonething froman Escher print. Elegant trees and even | arger
horsetail ferns crowned the hilltops, lined the broad, white avenues,
and swept out of sight around the el egant curve of white sand beaches.
The lazy tide brought in violet waves which prismed to a score of colors
before dying on the perfect beaches.

d adst one paused at a park | ooking over the Mudflat Pronenade,

where scores of couples and carefully dressed tourists took the evening
air under gaslanp and | eaf shadow, and she imagi ned what Heaven's

Gate had been More than three centuries earlier when it was a rough
Protectorate world, not yet fully terraformed, and young Martin Sil enus,
still suffering fromcultural dislocation, the |oss of his fortune, and brain
damage due to Freezer Shock on the long trip out, was working here

as a sl ave.

The Atnospheric CGenerating Station then had provided a few

hundred square kilonmeters of breathable air, marginally Iiveable Iand.
Tsunami s carried away cities, land reclamation projects, and workers
with equal indifference. Bonded workers |ike Silenus dug out the acid
canal s, scraped rebreather bacteria fromthe |ungpi pe | abyrinths under
the mud, and dredged scum and dead bodies fromthe tidal nudflats

after the floods.

We have made sone progress, thought d adstone, despite the inertia
forced upon us by the Core. Despite the near-death of science. Despite
our fatal addiction to the toys granted us by our own creations.

She was dissatisfied. Before this world wal k was over she had wanted
to visit the home of each of the Hyperion pilgrinms, however futile she
knew t hat gesture to be. Heaven's Gate was where Sil enus had | earned
to wite true poetry even while his tenporarily danaged m nd was | ost
to | anguage, but this was not his hone.

A adst one ignored the pleasant nusic rising fromthe concert on the
Promenade, ignored the flights of commuter EMVs novi ng overhead

like migrating fow, ignored the pleasant air and soft light, as she called
her portal to her and conmanded it to farcast to Earth's noon. The
noon.

I nstead of activating the translation, her com og warned her of the
dangers of going there. She overrode it.

Her microrenote buzzed into existence, its tiny voice in her inplant
suggesting that it was not a good idea for the Chief Executive to trave
to such an unstable place. She silenced it.

The farcaster portal itself began to argue with her choice until she
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used her universal card to programit nanually.

The farcaster door blurred into existence, and d adstone stepped

t hr ough.

The only place on AOd Earth's nmoon still habitable was the nountain

and Mare area preserved for the FORCE Masada Cerenpny, and it

was here that d adstone stepped out. The view ng stands and marchi ng
field were enpty. Cass-ten containnent fields blurred the stars and the
distant rimwalls, but d adstone could see where internal heating from
terrible gravity tides had nelted the distant nountains and nade them
flow into new seas of rock

She nmoved across a plain of gray sand, feeling the light gravity like

an invitation to fly. She imagi ned herself as one of the Tenplar ball oons,
lightly tethered but eager to be away. She resisted the inpulse to junp,
to leap along in giant bounds, but her step was light, and dust flewin
i nprobabl e patterns behind her

The air was very thin under the containnent field done, and d ad-

stone found herself shivering despite the heating elements in her cape.
For a | ong nonent she stood in the center of the featureless plain and
tried to i magi ne just the noon, humankind's first step in its long stagger
fromthe cradle. But the FORCE vi ewi ng stands and equi prent sheds

di stracted her, made such imaginings futile, and finally she raised her
eyes to see what she had actually cone for

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

ad Earth hung in the black sky. But not Od Earth, of course,

merely the pul sing accretion di sk and gl obul ar cl oud of debris which
had once been AOd Earth. It was very bright, brighter than any of the
stars seen from Pat awpha on even the rarest clear night, but its brightness
was strangely om nous, and it cast a sick |ight across the nud-gray field.
d adstone stood and stared. She had never been here before, had

made hersel f not cone before, and now that she was here, she desperately
wanted to feel something, hear something, as if sone voice of

caution or inspiration or perhaps nerely conm seration would come

to her here.

She heard not hi ng.

She stood there another few minutes, thinking of little, feeling her
ears and nose beginning to freeze, before she decided to go. It would
be al nbst dawn on TC2.

d adstone had activated the portal and was taking a final |ook around
when anot her portable farcaster door blurred into existence | ess than
ten meters away. She paused. Not five human beings in the Wb had

i ndi vi dual access to Earth's noon

The mcrorenote buzzed down to fl oat between her and the figure
energing fromthe portal

Lei gh Hunt stepped out, glanced around, shivered fromthe cold,

and wal ked quickly toward her. Hi s voice was thin, alnost anusingly
childlike in the thin air.

"M Chief Executive, you nust return at once. The CQusters have
succeeded in breaking through in an anmazing counterattack."

d adst one sighed. She had known that this would be the next step

"Al'l right," she said. "Has Hyperion fallen? Can we evacuate our forces
fromthere?"

Hunt shook his head. His |ips were al nost blue fromthe cold. "You
don't understand," cane the attenuated voice other aide. "It's not just
Hyperion. The Qusters are attacking at a dozen points. They're invadi ng
the Wb itself!"

Suddenly nunb and chilled to her core, Mire from shock than from

the lunar cold, Meina d adstone nodded, gathered her cape Mire tightly
around her, and stepped back through the portal to a world which would
never be the sanme again.
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NI NETEEN

They gathered at the head of the Valley of the Tinme Tonbs,

Brawne Lamia and Martin Silenus burdened with as many

backpacks and carryi ng bags as they coul d nanage, Sol Wi ntraub

the Consul, and Father Dure standing silent as a tribunal of

patriarchs. The first shadows of afternoon were beginning to stretch east
across the valley, reaching for the softly glowi ng Tonbs |ike fingers of
dar kness.

"I"'mstill not sure it's a good idea to split up like this," said the
Consul, rubbing his chin. It was very hot. Sweat gathered on his stubbled
cheeks and ran down hi s neck

Lam a shrugged. "We knew that we each woul d be confronting the

Shrike alone. Does it matter if we're separated a few hours? W need

the food. You three could cone if you want."

The Consul and Sol gl anced at Father Dure. The priest was obviously
exhausted. The search for Kassad had drai ned whatever reserves of

energy the man had kept after his ordeal

"Soneone should wait here in case the Col onel returns,
The baby | ooked very small in his arns.

Lam a nodded agreenent. She settled straps on her shoul ders and

neck. "Al'l right. It should be about two hours getting to the Keep. A
little longer com ng back. Figure a full hour there |oading supplies,
and we'll still be back before dark. dose to dinnertine."

The Consul and Dure shook hands with Silenus. Sol put his arns

around Brawne. "Cone back safely," he whispered.

She touched the bearded nan's cheek, set her hand on the infant's
head for a second, turned, and started up the valley at a brisk pace.
"Hey, wait a nicking mnute for me to catch up!" called Martin

Si | enus, canteens and water bottles clattering as he ran

I 57

sai d Sol

They canme up out of the saddle between the cliffs together. Silenus

gl anced back and saw the other three nen already dwarfed by distance,
smal | sticks of color amid the boul ders and dunes near the Sphinx. "It
isn't going quite as planned, is it?" he said.

"I don't know," said Lam a. She had changed into shorts for the

hi ke, and the muscles other short, powerful |egs gleaned under a sheen
of sweat. "How was it planned?"

"My plan was to finish the universe's greatest poemand then go

home, " said Silenus. He took a drink fromthe |last bottle hol ding water.
"Coddamm, | wish we'd brought enough wine to |ast us."

"I didn't have a plan," said Lamia, half to herself. Her short curls,
matted with perspiration, clung to her broad neck

Martin Silenus snorted a |augh. "You wouldn't be here if it weren't

for that cyborg | over "

"Cient," she snapped.

"Whatever. It was the Johnny Keats retrieval persona who thought

it was inportant to get here. So now you' ve dragged himthis far

you're still carrying the Schron | oop aren't you?"

Lam a absently touched the tiny neural shunt behind her left ear. A
thin menbrane of osnotic polynmer kept sand and dust out of the follicle-
si zed connector sockets. "Yes."

Sil enus | aughed again. "What the tuck good is it if there's no data-
sphere to interact with, kid? You m ght as well have left the Keats
persona on Lusus or wherever." The poet paused a second to adj ust

straps and packs. "Say, can you access the personality on your own?"
Lam a t hought other dreans the night before. The presence in them

had felt like Johnny. . . but the images had been of the Web. Menories? "No," she said, "I can't
access a Schron loop by nyself. It carries Mre

data than a hundred sinple inplants could deal with. Now why don't
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you shut up and wal k?" She picked up the pace and | eft him standi ng

t here.

The sky was cl oudl ess, verdant, and hinting of depths of |apis. The
boul der field ahead stretched southwest to the barrens, the barrens
surrendering to the dunefields. The two wal ked in silence for thirty

m nutes, separated by five neters and their thoughts. Hyperion's sun
hung small and bright to their right.

"The dunes are steeper," said Lam a as they struggled up to another
crest and slid down the other side. The surface was hot, and al ready
her shoes were filling with sand.

Si | enus nodded, stopped, and nopped his face with a sil ken hand
kerchief. H's floppy purple beret hung | ow over his brow and | eft ear,
but offered no shade. "It would be easier follow ng the high ground to
the north there. Near the dead city."

Brawne Lami a shielded her eyes to stare in that direction. "W'|

| ose at |l east half an hour going that way."

"We'll |ose More than that going this way." Silenus sat on the dune
and sipped fromhis water bottle. He pulled off his cape, folded it, and
stuffed it in the largest of his backpacks.

"What are you carrying there?" asked Lami a. "That pack |ooks full."
"None of your dammed busi ness, wonan."

Lam a shook her head, rubbed her cheeks, and felt the sunburn

there. She was not used to so many days in sunlight, and Hyperion's

at nosphere blocked little of the ultraviolet. She funbled in her pocket
for the tube of sunbl ock cream and sneared sone on. "All right," she
said. "We'll detour that way. Follow the ridgeline until the worst of
the dunes are past and then cut back on a straight Iine toward the Keep."
The nountains hung on the horizon, seemng to grow no closer. The
snowt opped summits tantalized her with their pronmise of cool breezes
and fresh water. The Valley of the Tine Tonbs was invisible behind
them the view bl ocked by dunes and the boul der field.

Lam a shifted her packs, turned to her right, and hal f-slid, half-wal ked
down the crunbling dune.

As they cane up out of the sand onto the | ow gorse and needl e grass

of the ridge, Martin Silenus could not take his eyes fromthe ruins of
the City of Poets. Lamia had cut left around it, avoiding everything
but the stones of the hal f-buried highways that circled the city, other
roads | eading out into the barrens until they disappeared beneath the
dunes.

Silenus fell farther and farther behind until he stopped and sat on a
fallen colum, which had once been a portal through which the android

| aborers filed every evening after working in the fields. Those fields
were gone now. The aqueducts, canals, and hi ghways only hinted at

by fallen stones, depressions in the sand, or the sand-scoured stunps
of trees where once they had overhung a waterway or shaded a pl easant

| ane.

Martin Silenus used his beret to nop his face as he stared at the
ruins. The city was still white ... as white as bones uncovered by
shifting sands, as white as teeth in an earth-brown skull. From where
THE FALL OF HYPERI O\

he sat, Silenus could see that many of the buil dings were as he had

| ast seen them More than a century and a half ago. Poets' Anpitheatre

lay half-finished but regal in its ruin, a white, otherworldly Roman

Col osseum overgrown with desert creeper and fanfare ivy. The great
atriumwas open to the sky, the gallerias shattered--not by tine, Silenus
knew, but by the probes and | ances and expl osive charges of Sad King

Billy's usel ess security people in the decades after the evacuation of the
city. They were going to kill the Shrike. They were going to use el ectronics
and angry beanms of coherent light to kill Gendel after he had

laid waste to the mead hall.
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Martin Silenus chuckl ed and | eaned forward, suddenly dizzy from

the heat and exhausti on.

Silenus could see the great dome of the Commobn Hall where he

had eaten his neals, first with the hundreds in artistic camaraderie,

then in separation and silence with the few others who had renai ned,

for their own inscrutable and unrecorded reasons, after Billy's evacuation
to Keats, and then alone. Truly alone. Once he had dropped a

gobl et and the echo rang for half a minute under the vine-graffitied

done.

Afone with the Morl ocks, thought Silenus. But not even Morlocks for
conpany in the end. Only ny nuse

There was a sudden expl osion of sound, and a score of white doves

burst from sone niche in the heap of broken towers that had been Sad

King Billy's palace. Silenus watched themwhirl and circle in the overheated
sky, marveling that they had survived the centuries here on the

edge of nowhere

If I could do it, why not they?

There were shadows in the city, pools of sweet shade. Silenus wondered

if the wells were still good, the great underground reservoirs, sunk

bef ore the hunman seedships had arrived, still filled with sweet water.

He wondered if his wooden worktable, an antique fromQd Earth, stil

sat in the small roomin which he had witten nuch of his Cantos.

"What's wrong?" Brawne Lamia had retraced her steps and was standing

near him

"Not hi ng." He squinted up at her. The wonan | ooked |i ke some

squat tree, a mass of dark thigh roots and sunburned bark and frozen
energy. He tried to i magi ne her being exhausted . . . the effort nade himtired. "I just
realized,” he said. "W're wasting our tine going all

the way back to the Keep. There are wells in the city. Probably food
reserves too."

"Uh-uh," said Lami a. "The Consul and | thought of that, talked

about it. The Dead City's been | ooted for generations. Shrike Pilgrins
must have depleted the stores sixty or eighty years ago. The wells aren't
dependable . . . the aquifer has shifted, the reservoirs are contani nated.
W go to the Keep."

Silenus felt his anger grow at the wonan's insufferabl e arrogance,

her instant assunption that she could take conmand in any situation
"I"'mgoing to explore," he said. "It mght save us hours of trave

tinme."

Lam a nmoved between himand the sun. Her black curls glowed with

the corona of eclipse. "No. If we waste tinme here, we won't be back
before dark."

"Go on, then," snapped the poet, surprised at what he was sayi ng.
"I"'mtired. I'mgoing to check out the warehouse behind the Conmon

Hall. | m ght renenber storage places the pilgrins never found."

He coul d see the woman's body tense as she considered draggi ng him

to his feet, pulling himout onto the dunes again. They were little Mre
than a third of the way to the foothills where the long clinb to the
Keep staircase began. Her nuscles relaxed. "Martin," she said, "the
others are depending on us. Please don't screw this up."

He | aughed and sat back against the tunbled pillar. "Fuck that," he

said. "I'"'mtired. You know that you're going to do ninety-five percent
of the transporting anyway. |'mold, worman. O der than you can i magi ne.
Let me stay and rest a while. Maybe I'Il find some food. Maybe

"Il get some writing done."

Lam a crouched next to himand touched his pack. "That's what

you' ve been carrying. The pages of your poem The Cantos."

"Of course," he said.

"And you still think that proximity to the Shrike will allow you to
finish it?"
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Si | enus shrugged, feeling the heat and di zzi ness whirl around him

"The thing is a fucking killer, a sheet-netal G endel forged in hell,"
he said. "But it's ny nuse."

Lam a sighed, squinted at the sun already lowering itself toward the
nmount ai ns, and then | ooked back the way they had conme. "Go back,"

she said softly. "To the valley." She hesitated a nonment. "I1'll go with
you, then return.”

Silenus snmiled with cracked lips. "Wy go back? To play cribbage

with three other old men until our bcastie cones to tuck us in? No
thanks, I'd rather rest here a bit and get sone work done. Go on

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

worman. You can carry More than three poets could.” He struggled out of his enpty packs and
bottl es, handing themto her

Lamia held the tangle of straps in a fist as short and hard as the head of a steel hammer. "Are
you sure? W can walk slowy."

He struggled to his feet, fueled by a nonent of pure anger at her

pity and condescension. "Fuck you and the horse you rode in on

Lusian. In case you forgot, the purpose of the pilgrinmge was to get

here and say hello to the Shrike. Your friend Hoyt didn't forget. Kassad

under st ood the gane. The fucking Shrike's probably chewing on his

stupid nmlitary bones right now. | wouldn't be surprised if the three we

| eft behind don't need food or water by this point. Go on. Get the hel

out of here. I'mtired of your conpany."

Brawne Lam a renmi ned crouching for a nonment, |ooking up at him

as he weaved above her. Then she got to her feet, touched his shoul der

for the briefest of seconds, lifted the packs and bottles to her back, and
swung away, her pace faster than anything he could have kept up with
in his youth. "I'Il be back this way in a few hours," she called, not

turning back to look at him "Be out on this edge of the city. W'l
return to the Tonbs together."

Martin Silenus said nothing as he watched her dimnish and then

di sappear in the rough ground to the sout hwest. The nountains shi nrered
in the heat. He | ooked down and saw that she had left the water

bottle for him He spat, added the bottle to his |oad, and wal ked into
the waiting shade of the dead city.

TVENTY

Dure all but collapsed while they were eating lunch fromthe

last two ration paks; Sol and the Consul carried himup the

Sphinx's wide stairway into the shade. The priest's face was as

white as his hair.

He attenpted a snmile as Sol lifted a water bottle to his lips. "Al of
you accept the fact of ny resurrection rather easily," he said, w ping
the corners of his nouth with a finger

The Consul | eaned back agai nst the stone of the Sphinx. "I saw the
cruciforms on Hoyt. The sane as you wear now. "

"And | believed his story . . . your story," said Sol. He passed the
water to the Consul

Dure touched his forehead. "I've been listening to the com og di sks.
The stories, including nine, are ... incredible."

"Do you doubt any of then?" asked the Consul

"No. It is making sense of themthat is the challenge. Finding the
comon elenent . . . the string of connection."

Sol lifted Rachel to his chest, rocking her slightly, his hand on the
back of her head. "Docs there have to be a connection? Qher than

the shrike?"

"Ch yes," said Dure. A bit of color was returning to his cheeks.
"This pilgrinmge was not an accident. Nor was your selection.”
"Different elenments had a say in who canme on this pilgrinmage," said
the Consul. "The Al Advisory Croup, the Hegenbny Senate, even the
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Shri ke Church.”

Dure shook his head. "Yes, but there was only one guiding intelligence
behind this selection, ny friends."

Sol | eaned closer. "God?"

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

"Perhaps," said Dure, smling, "but | was thinking of the Core .

the artificial intelligences who have behaved so nysteriously through
this entire sequence of events."

The baby nade soft, newling noises. Sol found a pacifier for it and
tuned the comog on his wist to heartbeat rates. The child curled its
fists once and rel axed agai nst the scholar's shoulder. "Brawne's story
suggests that elements in the Core are trying to destabilize the status
quo . . . allow humankind a chance for survival while still pursuing
their Utimate Intelligence project.”

The Consul gestured toward the cloudl ess sky. "Everything that's
happened . . . our pilgrinage, even this war . . . was manufactured
because of the internal politics of the Core."

"And what do we know of the Core?" asked Dure softly.

"Not hing," said the Consul, and threw a pebble toward the carved

stone to the left of the Sphinx's stairway. "Wen all is said and done,
we know not hi ng. "

D6 was sitting up now, massaging his face with a slightly noistened
cloth. "Yet their goal is oddly simlar to our own."

"What's that?" asked Sol, still rocking the baby.

"To know God," said the priest. "Or failing that, to create Hm"

He squi nted down the long valley. Shadows were noving farther out
fromthe sout hwestern walls now, beginning to touch and enfold the
Tonbs. "I hel ped pronote such an idea within the Church ..."

"I've read your treatises on St. Teilhard,"” said Sol. "You did a brilliant
j ob defending the necessity of evolution toward the QOrega Point--the
Godhead- -wi t hout stumbling into the Socinian Heresy."

"The what ?" asked the Consul

Father Dure smiled slightly. "Socinus was an Italian heretic in the
sixteenth century A. D. His belief. . . for which he was exconmuni cat ed
. was that God is a linted being, able to learn and to grow as the
world . . . the universe . . . becones Mre conplex. And | did stunble
into the Socinian Heresy, Sol. That was the first of ny sins.”

Sol's gaze was level. "And the last of your sins?"

"Besi des pride?" said Dure. "The greatest of ny sins was falsifying
data froma seven-year dig on Armaghast. Trying to provide a connection
bet ween the vani shed Arch Builders there and a formof protoChristianity.
It did not exist. | fudged data. So the irony is, the greatest of

my sins, at least in the Church's eyes, was to violate the scientific
met hod. In her final days, the Church can accept theol ogical heresy

but can brook no tanpering with the protocols of science."

"Was Arnmghast |ike this?" asked Sol, making a gesture with his arm
that included the valley, the Tonbs, and the encroachi ng desert.

Dure | ooked around, his eyes bright for a nonent. "The dust and

stone and sense of death, yes. But this place is infinitely Mre threatening.
Sonet hi ng here has not yet succunbed to death when it shoul d

have. "

The Consul |aughed. "Let's hope that we're in that category. I'm

going to drag the comog up to that saddle and try again to establish a
relay link with the ship."

"Il go too," said Sol

"And |," said Father Dure, getting to his feet, weaving for only a
second, and refusing the offer of Weintraub's hand.

The ship did not respond to queries. Wthout the ship, there could

be no fatline relay to the Qusters, the Wb, or anywhere el se beyond

file:/lIF|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2002%20-%20The%20Fall%200f%20Hyperion.txt (100 of 321) [1/15/03 6:03:13 PM]



file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Si mmons/Simmons,%20D an%20-%2002%20-%20T he%620Fal1%6200f%20Hyperion.txt

Hyperion. Normal conmm bands were down.

"Coul d the ship have been destroyed?" Sol asked the Consul

"No. The nessage is being received, just not responded to. d adstone
still has the ship in quarantine."

Sol squinted out over the barrens to where the nountains shi nmered

in the heat haze. Several klicks closer, the ruins of the City of Poets
rose jaggedly against the skyline. "Just as well," he said. "W have one deus ex machina too nany
as it is."

Paul Dure began to |augh then, a deep, sincere sound, and stopped

only when he began coughing and had to take a drink of water

"What is it?" asked the Consul

"The deus ex. machina. What we were tal king about earlier. | suspect

that this is precisely the reason each of us is here. Poor Lenar with his
deus in the machina of the cruciform Brawne with her resurrected

poet trapped in a Schron | oop, seeking the machina to rel ease her

personal deus. You, Sol, waiting for the dark deus to solve your daughter's
terrible problem The Core, nachi na spawned, seeking to build

their own deus."

The Consul adjusted his sun gl asses. "And you, Father?"

Dure shook his head. "I wait for the largest machina of all to produce
its deus--the universe. How much of my elevation of St. Teil hard

stenmed fromthe sinple fact that I found no sign of a living Creator

in the world today? Like the TechnoCore intelligences, | seek to build
what | cannot find el sewhere.™

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPEBION ----------------

Sol watched the sky. "Wat deus do the Qusters seek?"

The Consul answered. "Their obsession with Hyperion is real. They
think that this will be the birthplace of a new hope for humankind."
"We'd better go back down," said Sol, shielding Rachel fromthe

sun. "Brawne and Martin should be returning before dinner."

But they did not return before dinner. NO1 was there any sign of

them by sunset. Every hour, the Consul wal ked to the valley entrance,
clinbed a boul der, and watched for novement out anong the dunes

and boul der field. There was none. The Consul wi shed that Kassad

had left a pair of his powered binocul ars.

Even before the sky faded to twilight the bursts of light across its
zeni th announced the continuing battle in space. The three nen sat

on the highest step of the Sphinx's staircase and watched the |ight show,
sl ow expl osi ons of pure white, dull red bl ossons, and sudden green and
orange streaks which left retinal echoes.

"Who' s wi nning do you think?" said Sol

The Consul did not |look up. "It doesn't matter. Do you think we

shoul d sl eep sonewhere other than the Sphinx tonight? Wait at one of

t he ot her Tonmbs?"

"I can't |leave the Sphinx," said Sol. "You're welcone to go on."

Dure touched the baby's cheek. She was working on the pacifier

and her cheek noved against his finger. "How old is she now, Sol?"
"Two days. Al npbst exactly. She woul d have been born about fifteen

m nutes after sunset at this |atitude, Hyperion tine."

"I''"ll go up and | ook one last time," said the Consul. "Then we'll

have to build a bonfire or sonmething to help themfind their way back."
The Consul had descended half the steps toward the trail when Sol
stood and poi nted. Not toward where the head of the valley glowed in

| ow sunlight, but the other way, into the shadows of the valley itself.
The Consul stopped, and the other two nmen joined him The Consul
reached into his pocket and renoved the snall neural stunner Kassad
had gi ven hi mseveral days earlier. Wth Lam a and Kassad gone, it

was the only weapon they had.

"Can you see?" whispered Sol

The figure was noving in the darkness beyond the faint glow of the
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Jade Tomb. It did not |ook |arge enough or nove quickly enough to

be the Shrike; its progress was strange . . . slow, halting for half a
monent at a time, weaving.

Fat her Dure gl anced over his shoulder at the entrance to the valley,

then back. "lIs there any way Martin Silenus could have entered the

vall ey fromthat direction?"

"Not unless he junped down the cliff walls," whispered the Consul

"Or went eight klicks around to the northeast. Besides, its too tall to
be Silenus."

The figure paused again, weaved, and then fell. From Mdre than a
hundred neters away, it |ooked |ike another |ow boulder on the valley
floor.

"Cone, " said the Consul

They did not run. The Consul |ed the way down the staircase, stunner
ext ended, set for twenty neters although he knew the neural effect
woul d be mininmal at that range. Father Dure wal ked cl ose behi nd,

hol ding Sol's child while the scholar hunted for a small rock to carry.
"David and Coliath?" asked Dure when Sol cane up with palm

sized stone and set it in a fiberplastic sling he had cut from package
wap that afternoon

The schol ar's sunburned face above the beard turned a darker col or
"Something like that. Here, |'ll take Rachel back."

"I enjoy carrying her. And if there's any fighting to be done, better
the two of you have free hands."

Sol nodded and cl osed the gap to wal k side by side with the Consul

the priest and the child a few paces behi nd.

Fromfifteen neters away it becanme obvious that the fallen figure

was a nman--a very tall man--wearing a rough robe and lying face

down in the sand.

"Stay here," said the Consul and ran. The others watched while he
turned over the body, set his stunner back in his pocket, and renoved
a water bottle fromhis belt.

Sol jogged slowy, feeling his exhaustion as a kind of pleasant vertigo.
Dure foll owed More slowy.

When the priest cane into the light thrown by the Consul's hand

torch, he saw the hood of the fallen man pushed back from a vaguely
Asi an, oddly distorted long face lighted by the gl ow of the jade Tonmb
as well as the torch.

"It's a Tenplar," said Dure, astonished to find a follower of the Mir

here.

"It's the True Voice of the Tree," said the Consul. "It's the first of
our mssing pilgrinmse . . . it's Het Masteen."

TVENTY- ONE

artin Silenus had worked all afternoon on his epic poem

and only the dying of the light nmade hi mpause in his

efforts.

He had found his old workroom pillaged, the antique table ni ssing.

Sad King Billy's palace had suffered the worst of tine's insults, with al
wi ndows broken, miniature dunes drifted across discol ored carpets once
worth fortunes, and rats and small rock eels living between the tunbled
stones. The apartment towers were honmes for the doves and hunting

fal cons gone back to the wild. Finally the poet had returned to the
Common Hal |l under the great geodesic done of its dining roomto sit

at a lowtable and wite.

Dust and debris covered the ceramc floor, and the scarlet tones of
desert creeper all but obscured the broken panes above, but Sil enus

i gnored these irrel evanci es and worked on his Cantos.

The poem dealt with the death and di spl acenent of the Titans by

their offspring, the Hellenic gods. It dealt with the A ynpian struggle
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which followed the Titans' refusal to be displaced--the boiling of great
seas as (Oceanus struggled with Neptune, his usurper, the extinction of
suns as Hyperion struggled with Apollo for control of the light, and the
trenbling of the universe itself as Saturn struggled with Jupiter for
control of the throne of the gods. Wat was at stake was not the nere
passage of one set of deities to be replaced by another, but the end of
a gol den age and the begi nning of dark times which nust spell doom

for all nortal things.

The Hyfierion Cantos made no secret of the multiple identities of

these gods: the Titans were easily understood to be the heroes of humankind's
short history in the galaxy, the O ynpian usurpers were the

TechnoCore Al's, and their battlefield stretched across the famliar conl
B 8

tinents, oceans, and airways of all the worlds in the Web. Anmi dst al

this, the nonster Dis, son of Saturn but eager to inherit the kingdom

with Jupiter, stalked its prey, harvesting both god and nort al

The Cantos were al so about the relationship between creatures and

their creators, the |ove between parent and children, artists and their

art, all creators and their creations. The poem cel ebrated | ove and | oyalty
but teetered on the brink of nihilismwth its constant thread of corruption
t hrough I ove of power, human ambition and intellectual hubris.

Martin Silenus had been working on his Cantos for Mre than two

standard centuries. Hs finest work had been done in these

surroundi ngs--the abandoned city, the desert wi nds whining |ike an

om nous Greek chorus in the background, the ever-present threat of

the Shrike's sudden interruption. By saving his own life, by |eaving,

Si | enus had abandoned his nuse and condemmed his pen to silence.

Begi nni ng work again, following that sure trail, that perfect circuit which
only the inspired witer has experienced, Martin Silenus felt hinself
returning to life . . . veins opening wider, lungs filling Mre deeply,

tasting the rich light and pure air wi thout being aware of them enjoying
each stroke of antique pen across the parchnent, the great heap of

previ ous pages stacked around on the circular table, chunks of broken
masonry serving as paperweights, the story flowing freely again, inmortality
beckoning with each stanza, each |ine.

Sil enus had cone to the nost difficult and exciting part of the poem

the scenes where conflict has raged across a thousand | andscapes, entire
civilizations have been laid waste, and representatives of the Titans cal
pause to meet and negotiate with the O ynpians' hunorless heroes.

On this broad | andscape of his imagination strode Saturn, Hyperion
Cottus, |apetus, Cceanus, Briareus, M mnus, Porphyrion, Encel adus,

Rhoetus and others--their equally titanic sisters Tethys, Phoebe, Theia,
and d ynene--and opposite themthe dol eful countenances of Jupiter
Apoll o, and their ilKk.

Sil enus did not know the outcone of this nost epic of poens. He

lived on nowonly to finish the tale . . . had done so for decades. Gone
were the dreans of his youth of fanme and wealth from apprenticing

hinself to the Wird--he had gained fane and weal th beyond neasure

and it had all but killed him had killed his art--and although he knew
that the Cantos were the finest literary work of his age, he wanted only
to finish it, to know the outcone hinself, and to set each stanza, each
line, each word, in the finest, clearest, nost beautiful form possible.
Now he wote feverishly, alnmost nad with desire to finish what he

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

had | ong thought unfinishable. The words and phrases flew fromhis
antique pen to the antiquated paper; stanzas |eaped into being with no
effort, cantos found their voice and finished thenselves with no need
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for revision, no pause for inspiration. The poem unfol ded wi th shocking

speed, astounding revel ations, heart-stopping beauty in both word and

i mage.

Under their flag of truce, Saturn and his usurper, Jupiter, faced each

other across a treaty slab of sheer-cut narble. Their dial ogue was both

epi ¢ and sinple, their argunments for being, their rationale for war

creating the finest debate since Thucydi des' Me/ion D al ogue. Suddenly
sonet hi ng new, something totally unplanned by Martin Silenus in al

of his long hours of nusing wi thout his nuse, entered the poem Both

of the kings of the gods expressed fear of sone third usurper, sone

terrible outside force that threatened the stability of either of their reigns.
Sil enus watched in pure astoni shnent as the characters he had created

t hrough thousands of hours of effort defied his will and shook hands

across the marble slab, setting an alliance agai nst

Agai nst what ?

The poet paused, the pen stopping, as lie realized that he could barely

see the page. He had been witing in half-darkness for sonetine, and

now full darkness had descended.

Silenus returned to hinmself in that process of allowing the world to rush in once More, nuch |ike
the return to the senses foll owi ng orgasm

Only the descent of the witer to the world was Mre painful as he or

she returned, trailing clouds of glory which quickly dissipated in the

mundane fl ow of sensory trivia.

Si | enus | ooked around. The great dining hall was quite dark except

for the fitful glow of starlight and di stant expl osi ons through the panes

and ivy above. The tables around himwere nere shadows, the walls,

thirty meters away in all directions, darker shadows |aced through with

the varicose darkness of desert creeper. Qutside the dining hall, the

evening wind had risen, its voices |ouder now, contralto and soprano

sol os being sung by cracks in the jagged rafters and rents in the done

above him

The poet sighed. He had no hand torch in his pack. He had brought

not hi ng but water and his Cantos. He felt his stomach stir in hunger. Were was that goddam
Brawne Lam a? But as soon as he thought of it, he realized that he was pl eased that the wonman had
not returned

for him He needed to stay in solitude to finish the poem... at this

rate it would take no | onger than a day, the night perhaps. A few
hours and he would be finished with his life's work, ready to rest a
whi l e and appreciate the small daily things, the trivia of |iving which
for decades now had been only an interruption of work he coul d not

conpl ete
Martin Silenus sighed again and began setting manuscript pages in
his pack. He would find a light somewhere . . . start a fire if he had

to use Sad King Billy's ancient tapestries for kindling. He would wite
outside by the |ight of the space battle if he had to.

Silenus held the |ast few pages and his pen in hand and turned to

| ook for the exit.

Sonet hi ng was standing in the darkness of the hall with him

Lanmi a, he thought, feeling relief and di sappoi ntnment war with one

anot her.

But it was not Brawne Lania. Silenus noted the distortion, the bulk

of mass above and too-long | egs bel ow, the play of starlight on carapace
and thorn, the shadow of arms under arns, and especially the ruby
glow of hell-lighted crystal where the eyes shoul d be.

Silenus let out a groan and sat again. "Not now" he cried. "Begone,
goddanmm your eyes!"”

The tall shadow noved closer, its footfalls silent on cold ceranic

The sky rippled with blood-red energy, and the poet could see the thorns
and bl ades and razorw re w appi ngs now.

"No!" cried Martin Silenus. "I refuse. Leave ne al one."
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The Shrike stepped closer. Silenus's hand twitched, lifted the pen
again, and wote across the enpty lower margin of his last page: it is
TI ME, MARTIN

He stared at what he had witten, stifling the urge to giggle insanely.

To his know edge, the Shrike had never spoken . . . never communicated ... to anyone. O her than
t hrough the paired nmedia of pain and
death. "No!" he screaned again. "I have work to do. Take soneone

el se, goddamm you!"

The Shri ke took another step forward. The sky pul sed with silent

pl asma expl osions while yellows and reds ran down the creature's quicksilver
chest and arns |ike spilled paints. Martin Silenus's hand twi tched,

wote across his earlier nessage--it IS tine now, nartin.

Si | enus hugged his manuscript to himself, lifting the |ast pages from

the table so that he could wite no More. H's teeth showed in a terrible
rictus as he all but hissed at the apparition.

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

YOU WERE READY TO TRADE PLACES W TH YOUR PATRON his hand

wote on the tabletop itself. ;

"Not now " screaned the poet. "Billy's dead} Just let nme finish.

Pl ease!" Martin Silenus had never begged in his long, long life. He | begged now. "Please, oh
pl ease. Please just let ne finish." j

The Shrike took a step forward. It was so close that its m sshapen

upper body bl ocked out the starlight and set the poet in shadow. |

no wote Martin Silenus's hand, and then the pen dropped as the ? Shrike reached out infinitely
long arns, and infinitely sharp fingers

pierced the poet's arns to the marrow, i

Martin Silenus screaned as he was dragged from under the dining J

done. He screamed as he saw dunes underfoot, heard the slide of sand .? under his own screans, and
saw the tree rising out of the valley.

The tree was larger than the valley, taller than the nountains the j

pil grims had crossed; its upper branches seenmed to reach into space.

The tree was steel and chrone, and its branches were thorns and nettl es.

Human bei ngs struggl ed and wiggled on those thorns--thousands and

tens of thousands. In the red light fromthe dying sky, Silenus focused |

above his pain and realized that he recogni zed sonme of those forms. * They were bodies, not souls
or other abstracts, and they obviously were ;

suffering the agoni es of the pain-wacked |iving.

it is necessary wote Silenus's own hand agai nst the unyielding cold of the Shrike's chest. Bl ood
dri pped on quicksilver and sand.

"No!" screaned the poet. He beat his fists against scal pel blades and

razorwire. He pulled and struggled and tw sted even as the creature * hugged him More closely,
pulling himonto its own blades as if he were ', a butterfly being nounted, a speci men being
pinned. It was not the ( unthinkable pain that drove Martin Silenus beyond sanity, it was the
sense of irretrievable |oss. He had alnost finished it. He had al nost

finished it! |

"No!" screanmed Martin Silenus, struggling More wildly until a spray i of blood and screaned
obscenities filled the air. The Shrike carried him

toward the waiting tree.

In the dead city, screanms echoed for another mnute, growi ng fainter

and farther away. Then there was a silence broken only by the doves

returning to their nests, dropping into the shattered donmes and towers

with a soft rustle of wings.

The wi nd came up, rattling | oose Perspex panes and masonry, shifting

brittle | eaves across dry fountains, finding entrance through the broken

panes of the dome and lifting manuscript pages in a gentle whirlw nd,
some pages escaping to be bl own across the silent courtyards and enpty
wal kways and col | apsed aqueducts.
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After a while, the wind died, and then nothing noved in the Gty
of Poets.

TVEENTY- TWO
| rawne Lamia found her four-hour walk turning into a ten-hour
i nightmare. First there was the diversion to the dead city and
the difficult choice of |eaving Silenus behind. She did not want
the poet to stay there alone; she did not want to force himto go on nor
to take the tine for a return to the Tonbs. As it was, the detour along
the ridgeline cost her an hour of travel tine.
Crossing the last of the dunes and the rock barrens was exhausting
and tedious. By the time she reached the foothills it was |late afternoon
and the Keep was in shadow.
It had been easy descending the six hundred and si xty-one stone stairs
fromthe Keep forty hours earlier. The ascent was a test even of her
Lusus-bred nuscles. As she clinbed, the air grew cooler, the view Mre
spectacular, until by the time she was four hundred neters above the
foothills she was no | onger perspiring and the Valley of the Tinme Tonbs
was in sight once again. Only the tip of the Crystal Mpnolith was visible
fromthis angle, and that as an irregular glimer and flash of |ight.
She stopped once to nmake sure that it was not truly a nessage being
flashed, but the glimrers were random nerely a panel of crystal catching
the light as it dangled fromthe broken Monolith.
just before the last hundred stairs. Lania tried her com og again.
The conm channel s were the usual hash and nonsense, presumably
distorted by the tine tides, which broke down all but the closest of
el ectronagneti ¢ conmuni cations. A comm | aser woul d have wor ked

it seemed to work with the Consul's antique comog-relay . . . but
besi des that single machine, they had no comm | asers now t hat Kassad
had di sappeared. Lania shrugged and clinbed the final stairs.
Chronos Keep had been built by Sad King Billy's androids--never
a true keep, it had been intended as a resort, travel inn, and artists

sunmer haven. After the evacuation of the City of Poets, the place had
remai ned enpty for More than a century, visited by only the nost

daring of adventurers.

Wth the gradual waning of the Shrike nenace, tourists and pilgrins

had begun to use the place, and eventually the Church of the Shrike
reopened it as a necessary stop on the annual Shrike Pilgrinmge. Sone

of its roons carved deepest in the nountain or atop the |east accessible
of turrets had been runored to be the site of arcane rituals and el aborate
sacrifices to that creature the Shrike Cultists called the Avatar.

Wth the inmm nent opening of the Tonbs, wild irregularities of the

tinme tides, and evacuation of the northern reaches, Chronos Keep had
again fallen silent. And so it was when Brawne Lam a returned.

The desert and dead city were still in sunlight, but the Keep was in
twilight as Lam a reached the bottomterrace, rested a nonment, found

her flashlight in her smallest pack, and entered the nmaze. The corridors
were dark. During their stay there two days earlier, Kassad had expl ored
and announced that all power sources were down for good--solar converters
shattered, fusion cells snmashed, and even the backup batteries

broken and strewn about the cellars. Lami a had thought of that a score

of times as she hiked up the six hundred and three-score stairs, glowering
at the el evator nacelles frozen on their rusted vertical tracks.

The |l arger halls, designed for dinners and gatherings, were just as

they had left them. . . strewn with the desiccated remins of abandoned
banquets and the signs of panic. There were no bodi es, but browning
streaks on stone walls and tapestries suggested an orgy of viol ence not
too many weeks before.

Lam a ignored the chaos, ignored the harbingers--great, black birds

wi th obscenely human faces--taking wing fromthe central dining hall,
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and ignored her own fatigue as she clinbed the many levels to the
storeroom where they had canped. Stairways grew i nexplicably narrower,
while pale light through col ored gl ass cast sickly hues. Were

the panes were shattered or absent, gargoyles peered in as if frozen
in the act of entering. A cold wind blew down fromthe snow reaches
of the Bridle Range and nade Lami a shiver under her sunburn

The packs and extra bel ongi ngs were where they had left them in

the small storeroom hi gh above the central chanber. Lam a checked

to make sure that the some of the boxes and crates in the room contai ned
nonperi shabl e food itens, and then she went out onto the small bal cony
where Lenar Hoyt had played his bal al ai ka so few hours--such an
eternity--ago

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------
The shadows of the high peaks stretched kil onmeters across the sand,
al nrost to the dead city. The Valley of the Tine Tonbs and the junbled

wast es beyond still |anguished in evening |ight, boulders and | ow rock
formations throwing a junble of shadows. Lami a could not make out
the Tonbs from here, although an occasional glimer still sparkled

fromthe Monolith. She tried her com og again, cursed it when it gave

her only static and background garble, and went back in to choose and

| oad her suppli es.

She took four packs of basics wapped in flowfoam and nol ded fi berpl astic.
There was water in the Keep--the troughs fromthe snowrelt

far above were a technol ogy which could not break down--and she

filled all of the bottles she had brought and searched for Mre. Water
was their nost serious need. She cursed Silenus for not coming with

her; the old man could have carried at least a half a dozen water bottles.
She was ready to | eave when she heard the noise. Sonething was in

the Grand Hall, between her and the staircase. Lanmia pulled on the

| ast of the packs, pulled her father's automatic pistol fromher belt, and
went slowly down the staircases.

The Hall was enpty; the harbingers had not returned. Heavy tapestries,
stirred by the wind, blew |ike rotted pennants above the litter

of food and utensils. Against the far wall, a huge scul pture of the Shrike's face, all free-
floating chrome and steel, rotated to the breeze.

Lam a edged across the space, swi veling every few seconds so that

her back was never turned to one dark corner for |long. Suddenly a

scream froze her in her tracks.

It was not a human scream The tones ululated to the ultrasonic and
beyond, setting Lamia's teeth on edge and naking her grip the pisto

with white fingers. Abruptly it was cut off as if a player beam had been
lifted froma disk.

Lanm a saw where the noise had cone from Beyond the banquet

tabl e, beyond the scul pture, under the six |arge stained-glass w ndows
where the dying light bled nmuted colors, there was a snmall door. The

voi ce had echoed up and out as if it had escaped from sone dungeon

or cellar far bel ow

Brawne Lamia was curious. Al of her life had been a conflict with

i nqui sitiveness above and beyond the norm culmnating in her choice

of the obsol ete and sonetines anusi ng profession of private investigator. Mre than one tine her
curiosity had led her into enbarrassnent or

trouble or both. And Mdre than a few times her curiosity had paid off

i n know edge few others had.

Not this tinme.

Lanmi a had cone to find nmuch-needed food and water. None of the

ot hers would have come here ... the three older nen could not have
beaten her here even with her detour to the dead city . . . and anything
or anyone el se was not her concern

Kassad? she wondered but stifled the thought. That sound had not
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come fromthe throat of the FORCE Col onel

Brawne Lam a backed away from the door, keeping her pistol ready,

found the steps to the main | evels, and descended careful ly, noving

t hrough each roomw th as nuch stealth as is possible while carrying
seventy kil os of goods and More than a dozen water bottles. She caught
a glinpse of herself in a faded glass on the | owest |evel--squat body
poi sed, pistol raised and swiveling, a great burden of packs tottering on
her back and dangling from broad straps, bottles and canteens cl anking
t oget her.

Lamia did not find it anmusing. She breathed a sigh of relief when

she was out on the | owest terrace, out in the cool, thin air and ready
to descend once again. She did not need her flashlight yet--an evening
sky suddenly filled with |l owering clouds shed a pink and anber |ight

on the world, illum nating even the Keep and the foothills belowin its
rich gl ow.

She took the steep stairs two at a tinme, her powerful |eg nuscles
achi ng before she had reached hal fway. She did not tuck the gun away
but kept it ready should anything descend from above or appear in an
aperture in the rock face. Reaching the bottom she stepped away from
the staircase and | ooked up at the towers and terraces half a kilonmeter
above.

Rocks were falling toward her. Mre than rocks, she realized, gargoyles
had been knocked off their ancient perches and were tunbling

with the boulders, their denonic faces lighted by the tw light glow
Lam a ran, packs and bottles swi nging, realized that she had no tine

to reach a safe distance before the debris arrived, and threw herself
bet ween two | ow boul ders | eani ng agai nst one anot her

Her packs kept her fromfitting all the way beneath them and she
struggl ed, |oosening straps, aware of the incredible noises as the first of
the rocks struck behind her, ricocheted overhead. Lamia pulled and
pushed with an effort that tore | eather, snapped fiberplastic, and then
she was under the boulders, pulling her packs and bottles in with her
determ ned not to have to return to the Keep

Rocks the size of her head and hands pelted the air around her. The

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

shattered head of a stone goblin bounced past, smashing a small boul der
not three nmeters away. For a nonent, the air was filled with m ssiles,

| arger stones smashed on the boul der above her head, and then the

aval anche was past, and there was only the patter of smaller stones from
t he secondary fall.

Lami a | eaned over to tug her pack further in to safety, and a stone

the size other com og ricocheted off the rockface outside, skipped al npst
hori zontally toward her hiding place, and bounced twice in the smal

cave her shelter made, then struck her in the tenple.

Lam a awoke with an ol d-person's groan. Her head hurt. It was ful

ni ght outside, the pulses fromdistant skirmnishes lighting the inside of
her shelter through cracks above. She raised fingers to her tenple and
found caked bl ood al ong her cheek and neck

She pull ed herself out of the crevice, struggling over the tunble of
newfallen rocks outside, and sat a nonent, head | owered, resisting

the urge to vonit.

Her packs were intact, and only one water bottle had been smashed.

She found her pistol where she had dropped it in the small space not
littered with smashed rocks. The stone outcrop on which she stood had
been scarred and sl ashed by the viol ence of the brief aval anche.

Lam a queried her com og. Less than an hour had el apsed. Not hi ng

had descended to carry her away or slit her throat while she lay unconscious.
She peered one last time at the ranparts and bal coni es, now

invisible far above her, dragged her gear out, and set off down the
treacherous stone path at double tine.

file:/lIF|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2002%20-%20The%20Fall%200f%20Hyperion.txt (108 of 321) [1/15/03 6:03:13 PM]



file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Si mmons/Simmons,%20D an%20-%2002%20-%20T he%620Fal1%6200f%20Hyperion.txt

Martin Silenus was not at the edge of the dead city when she detoured

to it. Sonehow she had not expected himto be, although she hoped

he had nerely gotten tired of waiting and had wal ked the few kil oneters
to the valley.

The tenptation to take off her packs, |lower the bottles to the ground
and rest a while was very strong. Lamia resisted it. Her small automatic
in her hand, she wal ked through the streets of the dead city. The

expl osions of light were enough to guide her way.

The poet did not respond to her echoing shouts, although hundreds

of small birds Lamia couldn't identify exploded into flight, their w ngs
white in the darkness. She wal ked through the | ower |levels of the king's

ol d pal ace, shouting up stairways, even firing her pistol once, but there
was no sign of Silenus. She wal ked through courtyards beneath walls
heavy | aden with creeper vines, calling his nane, hunting for sone
sign that he had been there. Once, she saw a fountain that reni nded
her of the poet's tale about the night Sad King Billy disappeared, carried
off by the Shrike, but there were other fountains, and she coul d not
be sure this was the one.

Lam a wal ked through the central dining hall under the shattered

done, but the roomwas dark with shadows. There was a sound, and

she swi vel ed, pistol ready, but it was only a |eaf or ancient sheet of
paper bl owi ng across ceranic.

She sighed and left the city, walking easily despite her fatigue after
days w thout sleep. There was no response to coml og queries, although
she felt the Je;d vu tug of the tinme tides and was not surprised. The
eveni ng wi nds had eradi cated any tracks Martin mght have left on his
return to the valley.

The Tonbs were gl owi ng again. Lami a noticed even before she

reached the wi de saddle at the entrance to the valley. It was not a bright
gl owdnot hing to conpare to the silent riot of |ight abovedbut each

of the aboveground Tonbs seened to be shedding a pale light, as if

rel easing energy stored during the | ong day.

Lam a stood at the head of the valley and shouted, warning Sol and

the others that she was returning. She would not have refused an offer
to help with the packs for this [ast hundred neters. Lami a' s back was
raw and her shirt was soaked with bl ood where the straps had cut into
flesh.

There was no answer to her cries.

She felt her exhaustion as she slowy clinbed the steps to the Sphinx,
dropped her gear on the broad, stone porch, and funbled for her
flashlight. The interior was dark. Sleeping robes and packs lay strewn
about in the roomwhere they had slept. Lami a shouted, waited for the
echoes to die, and played her light around the room agai n. Everything
was the sane. No, wait, sonething was different. She cl osed her eyes
and renmenbered the roomas it had been that norning.

The Mbobi us cube was m ssing. The strange energy-seal ed box |eft

behi nd by Het Masteen on the wi ndwagon was no longer in its place

in the corner. Lami a shrugged and went out side.

The Shrike was waiting. It stood just outside the door. It was taller
than she had i magi ned, towering over her

Lam a stepped out and backed away, stifling the urge to scream at

the thing. The raised pistol seened snmall and futile in her hand. The
flashlight dropped unheeded to the stone.

The thing cocked its head and | ooked at her. Red light pul sed from
somewhere behind its nultifaceted eyes. The angles of its body and

bl ades caught the |ight from above.

"You son of a bitch,"” said Lam a, her voice |level. "Were are they?
VWhat have you done with Sol and the baby? Were are the others?”
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The creature cocked its head the other way. Its face was sufficiently
alien that Lamia could nake out no expression there. Its body | anguage
communi cated only threat. Steel fingers clicked open like retractable
scal pel s.

Lami a shot it four times in the face, the heavy 16-mm sl ugs striking
solidly and whining away into the night.

"I didn't cone here to die, you netallic notherfucker," said Lam a
took aim and fired another dozen tines, each slug striking hone.
Sparks flew. The Shrike jerked its head upright as if listening to sone
di st ant sound.

It was gone.

Lam a gasped, crouched, whirled around. Nothing. The valley floor
glowed in starlight as the sky grew qui escent. The shadows were ink

bl ack but distant. Even the w nd was gone.

Brawne Lami a staggered over to her packs and sat on the | argest one,
trying to bring her heart rate down to nornal. She was interested to

find that she had not been afraid . . . not really . . . but there was no
denyi ng the”adrenaline in her system

Her pistol still in her hand, half a dozen bullets remaining in the
magazi ne and the propellant charge still strong, she lifted a water bottle

and took a long drink.

The Shri ke appeared at her side. The arrival had been instantaneous
and soundl ess.

Lam a dropped the bottle, tried to bring the pistol around while
twisting to one side.

She m ght as well have been noving in slow notion. The Shrike

extended its right hand, fingerblades the |ength of darning needl es
caught the light, and one of the tips slid behind her ear, found her
skul |, and slipped inside her head with no friction, no pain beyond an
i cy sense of penetration

TVENTY- THREE

Col onel Fedmahn Kassad had stepped through a portal expecting
strangeness; instead he found the choreographed insanity of

war. Moneta had preceded him The Shrike had escorted him

fi ngerbl ades sunk into Kassad's upper arm Wen Kassad finished his

step through the tingling energy curtain, Mneta was waiting and the
Shri ke was gone.

Kassad knew at once where they were. The view was from atop the

| ow nountain into which Sad King Billy had comranded his effigy

carved al nost two centuries earlier. The flat area atop the peak was
enpty except for the debris of an anti-space mssile defense battery

whi ch sttH snol dered. Fromthe gl aze of the granite and the still-
bubbling nolten nmetal, Kassad guessed that the battery had been |anced
fromorbit.

Moneta wal ked to the edge of the cliff, fifty nmeters above Sad King
Billy's massive brow, and Kassad joined her there. The view of the river
valley, the city, and the spaceport heights ten kiloneters to the west
told the story

Hyperion's capital was burning. The old part of the city, Jacktown,

was a mniature firestorm and there were a hundred |l esser fires dotting
the suburbs and lining the highway to the airport |like well-tended signa
fires. Even the Hoolie River was burning as an oil fire spread beneath
anti quat ed docks and warehouses. Kassad coul d see the spire of an

anci ent church rising above the flanmes. He | ooked for Cicero's, but the
bar was hi dden by snoke and fl ames upriver

The hills and valley were a nass of novenent, as if an anthill had

been ki cked apart by giant boots. Kassad coul d see the hi ghways, cl ogged
with a river of humanity and noving Mire slowy than the real river

as tens of thousands fled the fighting. The flash of solid artillery and
I 81
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ener gy weapons stretched to the horizon and lighted | ow cl ouds above.
Every few minutes, a flying machine--nilitary skinmmer or dropship
--woul d rise fromthe snoke near the spaceport or fromthe wooded

hills to the north and south, the air would fill with stabs of coherent
light from above and bel ow, and the vehicle would fall, trailing a plume
of bl ack snoke and orange fl anes.

Hovercraft flitted across the river |ike waterbugs, dodgi ng between

t he burni ng weckage of boats, barges, and other hovercraft. Kassad
noti ced that the single highway bridge was down, with even its concrete
and stone abutnments burning. Conbat |asers and hellwhi p beans | ashed

t hrough the snoke; antipersonnel mssiles were visible as white specks
traveling faster than the eye could follow, leaving trails of rippling,
superheated air in their wakes. As he and Moneta watched, an expl osion
near the spaceport nushroonmed a cloud of flane into the air

--Not nucl ear, he thought.

- - No.
The skinsuit covering his eyes acted like a vastly inproved FORCE
vi sor, and Kassad used the ability to zoomin on a hill five kiloneters

to the northwest across the river. FORCE Marines |oped toward the
summit, sone already dropping and using their shaped excavation

charges to dig foxholes. Their suits were activated, the canoufl age

pol ymers perfect, their heat signatures mnimal, but Kassad had no
difficulty seeing them He could nmake out faces if he w shed.

Tactical command and ti ght beam channel s whi spered in his ears.

He recogni zed the excited charter and inadvertent obscenities which

had been the hall mark of conbat for too many human generations to

count. Thousands of troops had dispersed fromthe spaceport and their
stagi ng areas and were digging in around a circle with its circunference
twenty klicks fromthe city, its spokes carefully planned fields of fire
and total -destruction vectors.

--They' re expecting an invasion, conmmuni cated Kassad, feeling the

effort as sonmething Mdre than subvocalization, something |ess than

t el epat hy.

Moneta raised a quicksilver armto point toward the sky.

It was a high overcast, at |east two thousand neters, and it was a

shock when it was penetrated first by one blunt craft, then a dozen Mdxre , and, within seconds, a
hundr ed descendi ng obj ects. Mst were

conceal ed by canoufl age pol ynmers and background- coded cont ai nnent

fields, but again Kassad had no difficulty making them out. Under the
pol yners, the gunnetal gray skins had faint markings in the subtle

cal li graphy he recogni zed as Quster. Sone of the larger craft were

obvi ously dropships, their blue plasma tails visible enough, but the rest

descended slowy under the rippling air of suspension fields, and Kassad

noted the |lunpy size and shape of CQuster invasion cannisters, sone

undoubtedly carrying supplies and artillery, many undoubtedly enpty,

decoys for the ground defenses.

An instant later, the cloud ceiling was broken again as several thousand

free-falling specks fell like hail:.Quster infantry droppi ng past can-

ni sters and dropships, waiting until the | ast possible second to depl oy

their suspension fields and parafoils.

Whoever the FORCE conmander was, he had di scipline--over both

hi nsel f and his nen. Gound batteries and the thousands of Marines

depl oyed around the city ignored the easy targets of the dropships and

canni sters, then waited for the paratroops' arresting devices to depl oy
some at little better than treetop height. At that instant, the air

filled with thousands of shinmers and snoke trails as |lasers flickered

t hrough the snoke and mi ssil es expl oded.

At first glance, the damage done was devastating, Mre than enough
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to deter any attack, but a quick scan told Kassad that at |least forty
percent of the Qusters had | anded--adequate nunbers for the first wave
of any planetary attack

A cluster of five parafoilists swng toward the nountai n where he

and Moneta stood. Beams fromthe foothills tunbled two of themin
flames, one corkscrewed down in a panic descent to avoid further |ancing,
and the final two caught a breeze fromthe east, sending them
spiraling into the forest bel ow.

Al of Kassad's senses were engaged now, he snelled the ionized air

and cordite and solid propellant; snoke and the dull acid of plasna
expl osive made his nostrils flare; sonewhere in the city, sirens wail ed
while the crack of snall-arns fire and burning trees came to himon

the gentle breeze; radio and intercepted tightbeam channels babel ed;
flanes lit the valley and | aser |ances played |ike searchlights through
the clouds. Half a kiloneter below them where the forest faded to the
grass of the foothills, squads of Hegenony Marines were engagi ng

Quster paratroopers in a hand-to-hand struggle. Screans were audi bl e.
Fedmahn Kassad watched with the fascination he had once felt at

the stimsi mexperience of a French cavalry charge at Agincourt.

--This is no sinulation?

--No, replied Moneta.

--Is it happeni ng now?

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------
The silver apparition at his side cocked its head. Wen is now?

--Contiguous with our . . . neeting ... in the Valley of the Tonbs.
- - No.

--The future then?

--Yes.

--But the near future?

--Yes. Five days fromthe time you and your friends arrived in the

val | ey.

Kassad shook his head in wonder. |f Mneta was to be believed, he

had travel ed forward in tine.

Her face reflected flanes and nmultiple hues as she swivel ed toward

him Do you wish to participate in the fighting?

--Fight the Qusters? He folded his arns and watched with new

intensity. He had received a preview of the fighting abilities of this
strange skinsuit. It was quite likely that he could turn the tide of battle

singl e-handedly . . . nost probably destroy the few thousand CQuster
troops already on the ground. No, he sent to her, not now Not at this
tinme.

--The Lord of Pain believes that you are a warrior. Kassad turned to | ook at her again. He was
mldly curious as to why

she gave the Shrike such a ponderous title. The Lord of Pain can go

fuck itself, he sent. Unless it wants to fight ne.

Moneta was still for a long minute, a quicksilver scul pture on a

wi ndbl own peak.

--Woul d you really fight hinf? she sent at |ast.

--/ came to Hyperion to kill it. And you. | will fight whenever either
or both of you agree.
--You still believe that | amyour eneny?

Kassad renenbered the assault on himat the Tonbs, knowi ng now

that it was less a rape than a granting of his own w sh, his own sub-
vocal i zcd desire to be lovers with this inprobabl e wonan once agai n.

I don't know what you are.

--At first | was victim |ike so nany, sent Moneta, her gaze returning
to the valley. Then, far in our future, } saw why the Lord of Pain had
been forged . . . had to be forged. . . and then | becanme both conpani on
and keeper.

- - Keeper ?
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--1 nonitored the tinme tides, made repairs to the machinery, and saw
to it that the Lord of Pain did not awake before his tine.
--Then you can control it? Kassad's pul se raced at the thought.

------------------------------------------------------------------ | g5 ------memmce e i eee e
----no.

--Then who or what can contro? it?

--Only he or she who beats it in personal conbat.

--\Wo has beaten it?

--No one, sent Mneta. Either in your future or your past.

--Have many tried?

--M1lions.

--And they have all died?

--O worse.

Kassad took a breath. Do you knowif | will be allowed to fight it?

--You wi ((.

Kassad let the breath out. No one had beaten it. His future was her

past . . . she had lived there . . . she had glinpsed the terrible tree of

thorns just as he had, seeing famliar faces there tlie way he had seen
Martin Silenus struggling, inpaled, years before he had nmet the nan.
Kassad turned his back on the fighting in the valley below. Can we go
to himnow? | challenge himto personal conbat.

Moneta | ooked into his face for a silent nmonment. Kassad coul d see

hi s own quicksilver visage reflected in hers. Wthout answering, she
turned, touched the air, and brought the portal into existence.

Kassad stepped forward and went through first.

TVENTY- FOUR

d adstone translated directly to Governnent House and swept

into the Tactical Command Center with Leigh Hunt and half

a dozen other aides in attendance. The room was packed:

Mor purgo, Singh, Van Zcidt and a dozen others represented the nmilitary,
al t hough G adstone noticed that the young naval |iero. Commander

Lee, was absent; npst of the cabinet ministers were there,

including Allan Inoto of Defense, Garion Pcrsov of Diplomacy, and

Bar bre Dan- Gyddi s of Econony; senators were arriving even as d ad-

stone did, some of them| ooking as though they had just been
awakened- -t he "power curve" of the oval conference table held Senators
Kol chev from Lusus, Richcau from Renai ssance Vector, Roan-

qui st from Nordhol m Kaki numa from Fuji, Sabcnstorafem from Sol

Draconi Septem and Peters from Dcneb Drei; President Pro Tern Denzel-H at-Anin sat with a
bcfuddl ed expression, his bald head gl eam ng

in the light fromoverhead spots, while his young counterpart, Al

Thi ng Speaker G bbons perched on the edge of his seat, hands on his
knees, his posture a study in barely contained energy. Council or Al-
bcdo's projection sat directly opposite d adstone's enpty chair. Al stood
as d adstone swept down the aisle, took her seat, and gestured everyone
to theirs.

"Expl ain," she said.

General Morpurgo stood, nodded at a subordinate, and lights di med

whi | e hol os ni sted.

"Forego the visuals!" snapped Meina d adstone. "Tell us."

Hol os faded and the |ights canme back up. Mrpurgo | ooked stunned,
slightly vacant. He | ooked down at his light pointer, frowned at it, and
dropped it in a pocket. "Madane Executive, Senators, Mnisters, Pres

i dcnt and Speaker, Honorables ..." Mrpurgo cleared his throat, "the
Qusters have succeeded in a devastating surprise attack. Their conbat
Swarms are closing on half a dozen Wb worlds."

The conmotion in the roomdrowned himout. "Wb worlds!" cried

vari ous voices. There were shouts frompoliticians, mnisters, and executive
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branch functionari es.

"Silence,"” comanded d adstone, and there was silence. "Ceneral

you assured us that any hostile forces were a m ninum of five years
fromthe Wb. How and why has this changed?"

The General nade eye contact with the CEQ "Mudane Executive

as far as we can tell, all of the Hawking drive wakes were decoys. The
Swarms went off their drives decades ago and drove toward their objectives
at sublight speed. "

Excited babbl e drowned hi m out.

"Go on. Ceneral," said d adstone, and the hubbub died once Mre.

"At sublight velocities . . . sone of the Swarns nust have been
traveling that way for fifty standard years or More . . . there was no
possi ble way to detect them It sinply was not the fault of--"

"What worlds are in danger, Ceneral ?" asked G adstone. Her voice

was very |low, very |evel

Mor purgo gl anced toward the enpty air as if seeking visuals there,
returned his gaze to the table. His hands clenclied into fists. "CQur
intelligence at this tinme, based on fusion drive sightings followed by a
shift to Hawking drives when they were discovered, suggests that the
first wave will arrive at Heaven's Gate, God's G ove, Mare Infinitus,
Asqui th, 1xion, Tsingtao-Hsi shuang Panna, Acteon, Barnard' s Wrld,

and Tenpc within the next fifteen to seventy-two hours.™

This time there was no silencing the comotion. d adstone |let the
shouts and excl amations continue for several mnutes before she raised
a hand to bring the group under control

Senat or Kol chcv was on his feet. "How the goddamm hell did this
happen. General ? Your assurances were absolute!"

Mor purgo stood his ground. There was no responsive anger in his

voi ce. "Yes, Senator, and al so based on faulty data. W were w ong.

Qur assunptions were wong. The CEO will have ny resignation within
the hour . . . the other joint chiefs join me in this."

"Goddam your resignation!" shouted Kol chev. "W may all be hanging from farcaster stanchions
before this is over. The question is

--what the hell are you doing about this invasion?”

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

"Gabriel," G adstone said softly, "sit down, please. That was ny next
question. Ceneral? Admral? | presune that you have already issued
orders regardi ng the defense of these worlds?"

Admiral Singh stood and took his place next to Morpurgo. "M

Executive, we've done what we could. Unfortunately, of all the worlds
threatened by this first wave, only Asquith has a FORCE conti ngent

in place. The rest can be reached by the fleet--none |ack farcaster
capabilities--but the fleet cannot spread itself that thin to protect them
all. And, unfortunately ..." Singh paused a nmonment and then raised

his voice to be heard over the rising tunult. "And, unfortunately,

depl oynent of the strategic reserve to reinforce the Hyperion canpaign
al ready had been initiated. Approximately sixty percent of the two
hundred fleet units we had committed to this redepl oynent have either
farcast through to Hyperion systemor been translated to stagi ng areas
away fromtheir forward defensive positions on the Wb periphery."

Mei na G adstone rubbed her cheek. She realized that she was stil
weari ng her cape, although the privacy collar was | owered, and now
she unclasped it and let it fall onto the back of her chair. "What

you're saying. Admiral, is that these worlds are undefended and there
is no way to get our forces turned around and back there in tine.
Correct ?"

Singh stood at attention, as ranrod stiff as a man before a firing
squad. "Correct, CEQO"

"What can be done?" she asked over the renewed shouti ng.

Mor purgo stepped forward. "We're using the civilian farcaster matrix
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to translate as many FORCE: ground infantry and Marines as we can
to the threatened worlds, along with light artillery and air/space defenses."

M nister of Defense Inpto cleared his throat. "But these will make

little difference without fleet defenses.”

d adst one gl anced toward Mor purgo.

"This is true," said the General. "At best our forces will provide a
rearguard action while an attenpt at evacuation is carried out. "

Senator Richeau was on her feet. "An attenpt at evacuation! General
yesterday you told us that an evacuation of two or three million civilians
from Hyperion was i npractical. Are you now saying that we can successfully
evacuate"--she paused a second to consult her conlog

i mpl ant--"seven biffion people before the Quster invasion force intervenes?"

"No," said Mrpurgo. "W can sacrifice troops to save a few ... a

few selected officials. First Famlies, conmunity and industrial |eaders
necessary to the continued war effort."

"Ceneral," said d adstone, "yesterday this group authorized i mediate
transferral of FORCE troops to the reinforcement Heet translating

to Hyperion. Is tliat a problemin this new redepl oyment ?"

General Van Zeidt of the Marines stood. "Yes, M Executive. Troops

were farcast to waiting transports within the hour of this body's decision.
Al nost two-thirds of the hundred thousand desi gnated troops have transl ated
into the Hyperion System by"--he glanced at his antique

chronomet er--"05?0 hours standard. Approximtely, twenty m nutes

ago. It will be at |east another eight to fifteen hours before these transports
can return to Hyperion System staging areas and be returned to
the Web."

"And how many FORCE troops are avail abl e webw de?" asked d ad-
stone. She raised one knuckle to touch her |ower |ip.
Mor purgo took a breath. "Approximately thirty thousand, M Executive."

Senat or Kol chev sl apped the table with the palmof his hand. "So

we stripped the Wb of not only our fighting spacecraft, but trie majority

of FORCE troops."

It was not a question, and Mrpurgo did not answer.

Senator Feldstein fromBarnard's Wrld rose to her feet. "M Executive

my world ... all of the worlds nentioned . . . need to be warned. If you arc not prepared to nake
an i mredi at e announcenent,

| must do so."

d adst one nodded. "I will announce the invasion inmediately after

this meeting, Dorothy. We will facilitate your contact with constituents
via all nedia."

"Medi a be dammed, " said the short, daik-haired woman, "1'Il| be

‘casting home as soon as we're done here. Whatever fate befalls Barnard's
Wrld, it is mine to share. Gentlenen and | adies, we should all be
hangi ng from stanchions if the news is true." Feldstein sat down amnid

mur mur s and whi spers.

Speaker G bbons rose, waited for silence. H s voice was wire-taut.
"General, you spoke of the first wave ... is this cautionary mlitary
jargon, or do you have intelligence that there will be later waves? If so,
what ot her Web and Protectorate worlds m ght be invol ved?"

Mor purgo' s hands cl enched and uncl enched. He gl anced agai n toward

enpty air, turned toward d adstone. "M Executive, may | use

one graphic?"

———————————————— THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

d adst one nodded.

The holo was the same the nilitary had used during their QO ynpus
briefing--the Hegenony, gold; Protectorate stars, green; the CQuster
Swarm vectors, red lines with blue-shifting tails; the Hegenony fl eet
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depl oynents, orange--and it was i mmedi ately obvious that the red

vectors had swung far fromtheir old courses, |ancing into Hegenony

space |like blood-tipped spears. The orange enmbers were heavily concentrated
in the Hyperion Systemnow, with others strung out al ong

farcaster routes |ike beads on a chain.

Sone of the senators with military experience gasped at what they

saw.
"OfF the dozen Swarns we know to be in existence," said Mrpurgo,
his voice still soft, "all appear to be commtted to the invasion of the

Web. Several have split into multiple attack groups. The second wave,

projected to arrive at their targets within one hundred to two hundred

and fifty hours of the first wave's assault, are vectored as pictured here."

There was no sound in the room d adstone wondered if others were

al so holding their breaths.

"Second-wave assault targets include--Hebron, one hundred hours

from now, Renai ssance Vector, one hundred and ten hours; Renai ssance

M nor, one hundred twel ve hours; Nordholm one hundred twenty-

seven hours; Maui-Covcnant, one hundred thirty hours; Thalia, one

hundred forty-three hours; Deneb Drei and Vier, one hundred and fifty

hours; Sol Draconi Septem one hundred sixty-nine hours; Freehol m

one hundred seventy hours; New Earth, one hundred ninety-three

hours; Fuji, two hundred and four hours; New Mecca, two hundred

and five hours; Pacem Armaghast, and Svoboda, two hundred twenty-

one liours; Lusus, two hundred thirty hours; and Tail Ceti Center, two

hundred fifty hours."

The hol o faded. The silence stretched. General Mrpurgo said, "W

assume that the first-wave Swarnms will have secondary targets after their

initial invasions, but transit times under Hawking drive will be standard

Web travel time-debts, ranging fromnine weeks to three years." He

st epped back and stood at parade rest.

"Good Christ," whispered soneone a few seats behind d adst one

The Chief Executive rubbed her lower lip. In order to save hunanity

fromwhat she considered an eternity of slavery ... or worse, extinction
she had been prepared to open the front door of the house to the

wol f while nost of the family hid upstairs, safe behind | ocked doors.

Only now the day had arrived, and wol ves were comng in through

every door and wi ndow. She al nbst snmiled at the justice of it, at her
ultimate foolishness in thinking that she coul d uncage chaos and t hen

control it.

"First," she said, "there will be no resignations, no self-recrimnations,
until | authorize them It is quite possible that this governnent

shall fall . . . that, indeed, nmenbers of this cabinet, nyself anong
them. . . sliall be, as Gabriel so aptly put it, hanging from Stanchi ons.

But in the neantine, we are the governnment of the Hegenony and
nmust act as such.

"Second, | will nmeet with this body and representatives of other
Senate committees in one hour in order to go over the speech | will give to the Wb at 0800
standard. Your suggestions will be welcone at that tine.

"Third, | hereby command and aut horize the FORCE authorities

here assenbl ed and throughout the reaches of the Hegenony to do
everything in their power to preserve and protect the citizenry and
property of the Wb and Protectorate, through whatever extraordinary

nmeans they nmust enploy. Ceneral, Admiral, | want the troops translated
back to threatened Wb worlds within ten hours. | don't care how this

is done, but it will be done.

"Fourth, after ny speech, | will call a full session of the Senate and

Al Thing. At that tinme, | will declare that a state of war exists between

t he Human Hegenony and the Quster nations. Gabriel, Dorothy, Torn
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Eiko . . . all of you. . . you'll be very busy in the next few hours.
Prepare your speeches for your honeworlds, but deliver that vote. |
want unani nous Senate support. Speaker G bbons, | can only ask for

your help in guiding the AIl Thing debate. It is essential that we have
a vote of the gathered All Thing by 1200 hours today. There can be

no surprises.

"Fifth, we will evacuate the citizens of the worlds threatened by the
first wave." d adstone held up her hand and stifled the objections and expl anations fromthe
experts. "W will evacuate everyone we can in

the tine we have. Mnisters Persov, Inoto, Dan-Gyddis, and Crunnens
fromthe Vcb Transit Mnistry will create and spearhead t he Evacuation
Coordi nation Council and will deliver a detailed report and action
tincline to me by 1500 hours today. FORCE and the Bureau for Wb
Security will oversee crowd control and protection of farcaster access.
"Finally, | wish to see Councilor Al bcdo, Senator Kol chcv, and

Speaker G bbons in ny private chanbers in three mnutes. Are there

any questions from anyone?"

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

Stunned faces stared back

d adstone rose. "Good luck," she said. "Wrk quickly. Do nothing

to spread unnecessary panic. And God save the Hegenony." She turned

and swept fromthe room

d adst one sat behi nd her desk. Kol chev, G bbons, and Al bedo sat

across fromher. The urgency in the air, felt fromhal f-sensed activities
beyond the doors, was made Mre maddeni ng by d adstone's | ong del ay

bef ore speaki ng. She never took her eyes off Councilor Al bedo. "You,"
she said at |ast, "have betrayed us."

The projection's urbane half-smle did not waver. "Never, CEQO "

"Then you have one minute to explain why the TechnoCore and
specifically the Al Advisory Council did not predict this invasion."
"It will take only one word to explain this, M Executive," said

Al bedo. "Hyperion."

"Hypcrion shit!" cried d adstone, slanm ng her pal mdown on the

anci ent desk in a nost un-G adstone-like explosion of tenmper. "I'm sick
and tired of hearing about unfactorable variables and Hyperion the
predi ctive black hole, Al bedo. Either the Core can hel p us understand
probabilities or they ve been lying to us for five centuries. Wiich is it?"
"The Council predicted the war, CEQ " said the gray-haired i nage.

"Qur confidential advisories to you and the need-to-know group expl ai ned
the uncertainty of events once Hyperion becane involved."

"That's crap,"” snapped Kol chev. "Your predictions are supposed to

be infallible in general trends. This attack rmust have been pl anned
decades ago. Perhaps centuries."

Al bedo shrugged. "Yes, Senator, but it is quite possible that only this
adm nistration's deternmination to start a war in the Hyperion System
caused the Qusters to go through with the plan. W advi sed agai nst

any actions concerning Hyperion."

Speaker G bbons | eaned forward. "You gave us the nanes of the

i ndi vi dual s necessary for the so-called Shrike Pilgrinage."

Al bedo did not shrug again, but his projected posture was rel axed,
self-confident. "You asked us to conme up with nanes of Wb individuals
whose request? to the Shrike woul d change the outcone of the war we
predicted."

d adstone steepled her fingers and tapped at her chin. "And have

you determ ned yet how t hese requests woul d change t he outcome of

that war . . . this war?"

"No," said Al bedo
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"Councilor," said CEO Meina d adstone, "please be apprised that

as of this noment, dependi ng upon the outcone of the next few days,

the governnent of the Hegenony of Man is considering declaring that

a state of war exists between us and the entity known as the TechnoCore.
As de facto anbassador fromthat entity, you are entrusted with relaying
this fact."

Al bedo smiled. He spread his hands. "M Executive, the shock of

this terrible news must have caused you to make a poor joke. Declaring

war agai nst the Core would be like . . . like a fish declaring war agai nst
water, like a driver attacking his EW because of disturbing news of

an acci dent el sewhere."

d adstone did not snmile. "I once had a grandfather on Patawpha,"

she said slowy, her dialect thickening, "who put six slugs froma pul se
rifle into the fanmily EW when it did not start one norning. You are

di sm ssed. Councilor."

Al bedo blinked and di sappeared. The abrupt departure was either a

del i berate breach of protocol--the projection usually left a roomor |et
others | eave before deliquescing--or it was a sign that the controlling
intelligence in the Core had been shaken by the exchange.

d adst one nodded at Kol chev and G bbons. "I won't keep you gentlenen,"
she said. "But be assured that | expect total support when the
declaration of war is submtted in five hours.™

"You'll have it," said G bbons. The two nen departed.

Ai des cane in through doorways and hi dden panels, firing questions

and cueing com ogs for instructions. d adstone held up a finger

"Where is Severn?" she asked. At the sight of blank faces, she added,
"The poet . . . anist, | nmean. The one doing ny portrait?"

Several aides | ooked at one another as if the Chief had come unhi nged.

"He's still asleep,” said Leigh Hunt. "He'd taken sone sleeping pills,
and no one thought to awaken himfor the neeting."

"l want himhere within twenty mnutes,"” said G adstone. "Brief

him Were is Conmander Lee?"

Ni ki Cardon, the young wonan in charge of military liaison, spoke

up. "Lee was reassigned to perinmeter patrol |ast night by Mrpurgo and
the FORCE: sea sector chief. He'll be hopping fromone ocean world

to another for twenty years our tinme. Right now he's. . . just translated
t o FORCE: SEACOMCEN on Bressia, awaiting offworld transport."”

"Get himback here," said dadstone. "I want himpronoted to rear

THE PALL OoF HYPERI ON

adm ral or whatever the hell the necessary staff rank would be and then
assigned here, to ne, not Governnent House or Executive Branch. He

can be the nuclear bagnman if necessary."

d adstone | ooked at the blank wall a monent. She thought of the

wor | ds she had wal ked that night; Barnard's Wrld, the |anplight

t hrough | eaves, ancient brick college buildings; God's Gove with its
tethered ball oons and free-floating zeplens greeting the dawn; Heaven's
Gate with its Pronenade ... all these were first-wave targets. She shook
her head. "Leigh, | want you and Tarra and Brindenath to have the

first drafts of both speecheségeneral address and the declaration of
waroto me within forty-five minutes. Short. Unequivocal. Check the
files under Churchill and Strudcnsky. Realistic but defiant, optimstic

TVENTY- FI VE

Sol, the Consul, Father Dure, and the unconsci ous Het Mas-

teen were in the first of the Cave Tonbs when they heard the

shots. The Consul went out alone, slowy, carefully, testing

for the stormof tine tides which had driven them deeper into the valley.
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"It's all right," he called back. The pale glow of Sol's lantern |ighted
the back of the cave, illuninating three pale faces and the robed bundl e
that was the Tenplar. "The tides have | essened,” called the Consul

Sol stood. H's daughter's face was a pale oval below his owm. "Are

you sure the shots canme from Brawne's gun?"

The Consul notioned toward the darkness outside. "None of the rest

of us carried a slugthrowr. 1'lIl go check."

"Wait," said Sol, "I'll go with you."

Fat her Durc renmi ned kneeling next to Het Masteen. "Go ahead.

"Il stay with him"

"One of us will check back within the next few nminutes," said the

Consul

The valley glowed fromthe pale light of the Time Tonbs. Wnd

roared fromthe south, but the airstream was hi gher tonight, above the
cliff walls, and the dunes on the valley Hoor were not disturbed. So
foll owed the Consul as he picked his way down the rough trail to the
vall ey floor and turned toward the head of the valley. Slight tugs of
deja vu reninded Sol of the violence of tine tides an hour earlier, but
now even the remants of the bizarre stormwere fading.

Where the trail wi dened on the valley floor, Sol and the Consu

wal ked t oget her past the scorched battlefield of the Crystal Mnolith,
the tall structure exuding a mlky glow reflected by the countl ess shards
littering the floor of the arroyo, then clinbing slightly past the Jade

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

Tonb with its pal e-green phosphorescence, then turning again and
followi ng the gentle switchbacks | eading up to the Sphinx.

"My God," whispered Sol and rushed forward, trying not to jar his

sl eeping child in her carrier. He knelt by the dark figure on the top
st ep.

"Brawne?" asked the Consul, stopping two paces back and panting

for breath after the sudden clinb.

"Yes." Sol started to lift her head and then jerked his hand back

when he encountered sonething slick and cool extruding from her

skul | .

"I's she dead?"

Sol held his daughter's head closer to his chest as he checked for a
pul se in the woman's throat. "No," he said and took a deep breath.
"She's alive . . . but unconscious. Gve ne your light."

Sol took the flashlight and played it over Brawne Lanmia's spraw ed
form following the silver cord--"tentacle" was a better description
since the thing had a fleshy mass to it that nade one think of organic
origins--which led fromthe neural shunt socket in her skull across the
broad top step of the Sphinx, in through the open portal. The Sphinx
itself glowed the brightest of any of the Tonmbs, but the entrance was
very dark.

The Consul came closer. "What is it?" He reached out to touch the
silver cable, jerked his hand back as quickly as Sol had. "My God, it's
warm "

"It feels alive," agreed Sol. He had been chafing Brawne's hands,

and now he sl apped her checks lightly, trying to awaken her. She did
not stir. He sw veled and played the flashlight beam al ong the cabl e
where it snaked out of sight down the entrance corridor. "I don't think
this is sonething she voluntarily attached herself to."

"The Shrike," said the Consul. He | eaned closer to activate biornonitor
readouts on Brawne's wist com og. "Everything is nornal

except her brain waves, Sol."

"What do they say?"

"They say that she's dead. Brain dead at |east. No higher functions
what soever. "

Sol sighed and rocked back on his heels. "W have to see where that
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cabl e goes."

"Can't we just unhook it fromthe shunt socket?"

"Look," said Sol and played the light on the back of Brawne's head
while lifting a mass of dark curls away. The neural shunt, nornmally a

pl asflesh disk a fewmllineters wide with a ten-nicroneter socket, had
seemred to nelt . . . flesh rising in ared welt to connect with the

ni crol ead extensions of the metal cable.

“I't would take surgery to renove that," whispered the Consul. He

touched the angry-1ooking welt of flesh. Brawncdid not stir. The Consul retrieved the flashlight
and stood. "You stay with her. I'll followit in."

"Use the conm channels,” said Sol, knowi ng how usel ess they had

been during the rise and fall of tine tides.

The Consul nodded and noved forward quickly before fear nade

hi m hesitate.

The chrome cabl e snaked down the main corridor, turning out of

si ght beyond the roomwhere the pilgrinms had slept the night before.

The Consul glanced in the room the flashlight beamillum nating the

bl ankets and packs they had left behind in their hurry.

He foll owed the cable around the bend in the corridor; through the
central portal where the hallway broke into three narrower halls; up a
ranp and right again down the narrow passage they had called "King

Tut's H ghway" during their earlier explorations; then down a ranp;

along a | ow tunnel where he had to crawl, placing his hands and knees
carefully so as not to touch the flesh-warmnetal tentacle; up an incline
so steep that he had to clinb it like a chinmey; down a wi der corridor

he did not remenber, where stones |eaned inward toward the ceiling,

nmoi sture dri pping; and then down steeply, slow ng his descent only by

| osing skin on his palns and knees, crawing finally along a stretch

| onger than the Sphinx had appeared w de. The Consul was thoroughly lost, trusting in the cable to
| ead hi mback out when the tine cane.

"Sol," he called at last, not believing for an instant that the conmmunicator
woul d carry through stone and tine tides.

"Here," cane the barest whisper of the scholar's voice.

"I'"'mway the hell inside," the Consul whispered into his conl og.

"Down a corridor | don't renenber us seeing before. It feels deep."”

"Did you find where the cabl e ends?"

"Yeah," the Consul replied softly, sitting back to w pe sweat from

his face with a handkerchi ef.

"Nexus?" asked Sol, referring to one of the countless terninal nodes
where Web citizens could jack into the datasphere.

"No. The thing seems to flow directly into the stone of the floor

here. The corridor ends here too. |'ve tried noving it, but the joinis
simlar to where the neural shunt's been welded to her skull. It just
seens part of the rock."

"Come on out," canme Sol's voice over the rasp of static. "We'll try

to cut it off her."

In the danp and darkness of the tunnel, the Consul felt true claustrophobia
close on himfor the first tine in his life. He found it hard

to breathe. He was sure that sonething was behind himin the darkness,
closing off his air and only avenue of retreat. The pounding of his heart
was al nost audible in the tight stone craw way.

He took sl ow breaths, wi ped his face again, and forced the panic

back. "That nmight kill her," he said between sl ow gasps for air.

No answer. The Consul called again, but sonmething had cut off their

thin connecti on.
"1"mcom ng out,’

he said into the silent instrunment and turned
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around, playing his flashlight along the | ow tunnel. Had the cabl e-
tentacle twitched, or was that just a trick of light?

The Consul began crawl i ng back the way he had cone.

They had found Het Masteen at sunset, just mnutes before the tine
storm struck. The Tenplar had been staggeri ng when the Consul, Sol
and Dure had first seen him and by the tine they reached his fallen
form Masteen was unconsci ous.

"Carry himto the Sphinx," said Sol

At that nonent, as if choreographed by the setting sun, the tine
tides flowed over themlike a tidal wave of nausea and deja vu. Al
three nen fell to their knees. Rachel awoke and cried with the vigor
of the newly born and terrified.

"Make for the valley entrance," gasped the Consul, standing with

Hct Masteen draped over his shoulder. "Got to ... get out . . . the
val l ey."

The three nmen noved toward the nouth of the valley, past the first
tonb, the Sphinx, but the tine tides becane worse, bl ow ng agai nst
themlike a terrible wind of vertigo. Thirty neters beyond and t hey
could clinb no More. They fell to hands and knees, Het Masteen

rolling across the hard-packed trail. Rachel had ceased wailing and

withed in disconfort.

"Back," gasped Paul Dure. "Back down the valley. It was . . . better . . . below™
They retraced their steps, staggering along the trail |ike three drunkards,

each carrying a burden too precious to be dropped. Below the
Sphi nx they rested a nonment, backs to a boulder, while the very fabric

of space and tine seened to shift and buckle around them It was as

if the world had been the surface of a flag and someone had unfurl ed

it with an angry snap. Reality seened to billow and fold, then plunge
farther away, folding back |ike a wave cresting above them The Consu
left the Templar |ying against the rock and fell to all fours, panting,
fingers clinging to the soil in panic.

"The Mobius cube," said the Tenplar, stirring, his eyes still closed.
"W must have the Mobius cube.”

"Damm, " managed the Consul. He shook Het Masteen roughly.

"Way do we need it? Masteen, why do we need it?" The Tenplar's

head bobbed back and forth Iinply. He was unconsci ous once again.

"1"I'l get it," said Dure. The priest |ooked ancient and ill, his face
and |ips pale.

The Consul nodded, lifted Het Masteen over his shoul der, hel ped

Sol gain his feet, and staggered away down the valley, feeling the riptides
of anti-entropic fields | essen as they noved farther away fromthe

Sphi nx.

Fat her Dure had clinbed the trail, clinbed the |ong stairway, and
staggered to the entrance of the Sphinx, clinging to the rough stones
there the way a sailor would cling to a thrown line in rough seas. The
Sphi nx seened to totter above him first tilting thirty degrees one way,
then fifty the other. Dure knew that it was only the violence of the
time tides distorting his senses, but it was enough to nmake hi m knee
and vomit on the stone.

The tides paused a monent, like a violent surf resting between terrible
wave assaults, and Dure found his feet, w ped his nouth with the back
of his hand, and stunbled into the dark tonb.

He had not brought a flashlight; stunbling, he felt his way along the corridor, appalled by the
twin fantasies of touching sonething slick and

cool in the darkness or of stunmbling into the roomwhere he was reborn
and rinding his own corpse there, still noldering fromthe grave. Dure
screaned, but the sound was lost in the tornado roar of his own pul se
as the time tides returned in force.

The sl eeping roomwas dark, that terrible dark which neans the total
absence of light, but Dure's eyes adjusted, and he realized that the
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Mobi us cube itself was glowing slightly, telltal es w nking.

He stunbl ed across the cluttered room and grabbed the cube, lifting

the heavy thing with a sudden burst of adrenaline. The Consul's sunmary
tapes had nentioned this artifact--Masteen's nysterious |uggage

during the pilgrimge--as well as the fact that it was believed to hold

---------------- THE PALL OF HYPERION ----------------

an erg, one of the alien forcefield creatures used to power a Tenplar
trccship. Dure had no idea why the erg was inportant now, but he
clutched the box to his chest as he struggl ed back down the corridor
out si de and down the steps, deeper into the valley.

"Here!" called the Consul fromthe first Cave Tonb at the base of

the cliff wall. "It's better here."

Dure staggered up the trail, alnost dropping the cube in his confusion
and sudden drai ning of energy; the Consul helped himthe last thirty
steps into the tonb.

It was better inside. Dure could feel the ebb and flow of tine tides
just beyond the cave entrance, but back in the rear of the cave, glow
gl obes revealing el aborate carvings in their cold light, it was al nost
normal . The priest collapsed next to Sol Wintraub and set the Mbius
cube near the silent but staring formof Het Msteen

"He just awakened as you approached," whispered Sol. The baby's

eyes were very wide and very dark in the weak Iight.

The Consul dropped down next to the Tenplar. "Wy do we need

t he cube? Masteen, why do we need it7"

Het Masteen's gaze did not falter; he did not blink. "Qur ally," he

whi spered. "Qur only ally against the Lord of Pain." The syllables were
etched with the distinctive dialect of the Tenplar world.

"How is it our ally?" demanded Sol, grabbing the man's robe in both

his fists. "How do we use it? Wen?"

The Tenpl ar's gaze was set on something in the infinite distance.

"We vied for the honor," he whispered, voice hoarse. "The True Voice

of the Sequoia Senpervirens was the first to contact the Keats retrieva
cybrid ... but / was one honored by the light of the Miir. It was the Yggdrasill, ny Yggdrasill
whicli was offered in atonenent for our sins

agai nst the Miuir." The Tenplar closed his eyes. A slight snile |ooked

i ncongruous on his stern-featured face.

The Consul | ooked at Dure and Sol. "That sounds More |ike Shrike

Cult term nol ogy than Tenpl ar dogma."

"Perhaps it is both," whispered Durc. "There have been stranger
coalitions in the history of theol ogy."

Sol lifted his palmto the Tenplar's forehead. The tall man was

burning up with fever. Sol rummaged through their only nedpak in

search of a pain dermor fevcrpatch. Finding one, he hesitated. "I don't
know if Tenplars are within standard ned norns. | don't want sone
allergy to kill him"

The Consul took the feverpatch and applied it to the Tenplar's frai
upper arm "They're within the norm"” He | eaned cl oser. "Masteen

what happened on the w ndwagon?"

The Tenpl ar's eyes opened but remai ned unfocused. "W ndwagon?"

"I don't understand," whispered Father Dure.

Sol took him aside. "Masteen never told his tale on the pil grinage
out," he whispered. "He di sappeared during our first night out on the
wi ndwagon. Bl ood was | eft behind--plenty of blood--as well as his

| uggage and the Mbius cube. But no Masteen."

"What happened on t he wi ndwagon?" the Consul whi spered again.

He shook the Tenplar slightly to get his attention. "Think, True Voice
of the Tree Het Masteen!"

The tall man's face changed, his eyes coming into focus, the vaguely
Asiatic features settling into famliar, stern lines. "I released the el emental
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from his confinement "
"The erg," Sol whispered to the baffled priest.
"... and bound himwith the mind discipline |l had |learned in the
H gh Branches. But then, wi thout warning, the Lord of Pain cane
unto us."
"The Shrike," Sol whispered, More to hinmself than to the priest.
"Was it your blood spilled there?" the Consul asked the Tenpl ar.
"Bl ood?" Masteen drew his hood forward to hide his confusion. "No,
it was not ny blood. The Lord of Pain had a ... celebrant... in his
grasp. The man fought. Attenpted to escape the atonenent spikes..."
"What about the erg?" pressed the Consul. "The el emental. Wat
did you expect it to do for you? ... to protect you fromthe Shrike?"
The Tenplar frowned and raised a trenbling hand to his brow "It
. was not ready. / was not ready. | returned it to its confinenment.
The Lord of Pain touched nme on the shoulder. | was . . . pleased .
that my atonenent should be within the same hour as the sacrifice of
my treeship.”
Sol | eaned closer to Dure. "The treeship 'Yggdrasill was destroyed in
orbit that sanme evening," he whispered.
Het Masteen closed his eyes. "Tired," he whispered, his voice fading.
The Consul shook himagain. "How did you get here? Masteen, how
did you get liere fromthe Sea of G ass?"
"I awoke anong the Tonbs," whispered the Tenplar wi thout opening
his eyes. "Awoke anong the Tonbs. Tired. Must sleep.”
"Let himrest," said Father Dure.

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

The Consul nodded and | owered the robed nman to a sl eeping position
"Not hi ng makes sense," whi spered Sol as the three nmen and an infant

sat in the dimlight and felt the tine tides ebb and fl ow out si de.

"We |ose a pilgrim we gain one," nuttered the Consul. "It's as if

some bizarre gane were being played.”

An hour later, they had heard the shots echo down the valley.

Sol and the Consul crouched by the silent formof Brawne Lania

"We'd need a laser to cut that thing off," said Sol. "Wth Kassad

gone, so are our weapons."

The Consul touched the young wonman's wist. "Cutting it off might

kill her."

"According to the bionmonitor, she's already dead."

The Consul shook his head. "No. Something else is going on. That

thing nmay be tapping into the Keats cybrid persona she's been carrying.
Perhaps when it's finished, it'll give us Brawne back."

Sol lifted his thrce-day-old daughter to his shoul der and | ooked out
over the softly glowing valley. "Wat a madhouse. Nothing' s going as

we thought. If only your damm ship were here ... it would have cutting
tools in case we have to free Brawne fromthis . . . this thing . . . and
she and Mastecn night have a chance for survival in the surgery.”

The Consul remained kneeling, staring at nothing. After a nonent

he said, "Wait here with her, please," rose, and di sappeared in the dark
maw of the Sphinx's entrance. Five mnutes |later, he was back with

his own large travel bag. He renpved a rolled rug fromthe bottom and
unfurled it on the stone of the Sphinx's top stair.

It was an ancient rug, a little less than two neters long and a bit Mre than a nmeter wi de. The
intricately woven cloth had faded over

the centuries, but the nonofilanent flight threads still glowed Iike gold
inthe dimlight. Thin leads ran fromthe carpet to a single power cel
whi ch the Consul now det ached.

"Good God," whispered Sol. He renenbered the Consul's tal e of

his grandmother Siri's tragic love affair with Hegenony Shipman Merin
Aspic. It had been a love affair that had raised a rebellion against the
Hegenony and pl unged Maui-Covenant into years of war. Merin Aspic
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had flown to Firstsite on a friend s hawki ng mat.
The Consul nodded. "It belonged to M ke Gsho, Gandfather Merin's
friend. Siri left it in her tonb for Merin to find. He gave it to ne when

I was a child--just before the Battle of the Archipel ago, where he and
the dream of freedomdied."

Sol ran his hand across the centuries-old artifact. "lIt's a shane it
can't work here."

The Consul glanced up. "Wy can't it?"

"Hyperion's magnetic field is below the critical |evel for EMvehicles,"
said Sol. "That's why there are dirigibles and skimers rather

than EMVs, why the Benares was no longer a levitation barge.” He
stopped, feeling foolish explaining this to a man who had been Hegenony
Consul on Hyperion for eleven local years. "Or am| wong?"

The Consul sniled. "You're right that standard EMVs aren't reliable

here. Too nmuch mass-to-lift ratio. But the hawking mat is all lift, al nost
no mass. |'ve tried it here when | lived in the capital. It's not a snpoth
ride . . . but it should work with one person aboard."

Sol gl anced back down the valley, past the glowing forns of the Jade
Tonb, Obelisk, and Crystal Monolith, to where the shadows of the

cliff wall hid the entrance to the Cave Tonbs. He wondered if Father

Dure and Het Masteen were still alone . . . still alive. "You're thinking
of going for hel p?"

"Of one of us going for help. Bringing the ship back. O at |east

freeing it and sending it back unmanned. W could draw lots to see

who goes. "

It was Sol's turn to smle. "Think, ny friend. Dure is in no condition
to travel and does not know the way in any case. | ..." Sol lifted
Rachel until the top other head touched his check. "The voyage m ght

| ast several days. |--we--do not have several days. If sonething is to

be done for her, we nust renmain here and take our chances. It is you
who nust go."
The Consul sighed but did not argue.

"Besides," said Sol, "it is your ship. If anyone can free it from

G adstone's interdiction, you can. And you know the Gover nor- Genera
well."

The Consul | ooked toward the west. "I wonder if Theo is still in
power . "

"Let's go back and tell Father Dure our plan," said Sol. "Also, | left

the nursing paks in the cave, and Rachel is hungry."

The Consul rolled the carpet, slipped it in his pack, and stared down
at Brawne Lamia, at the obscene cabl e snaki ng away into darkness.
"WIIl she be all right?"

---------------- THE PALL OF HYPERION ----------------

"1"I'l have Paul come back with a blanket to stay with her while you

and | carry our other invalid back here. WIIl you | eave tonight or wait
until sunrise?"

The Consul rubbed his cheeks tiredly. "I don't like the thought of
crossing the mountains at night, but we can't spare the tinme. I'll |eave
as soon as | put some things together."

Sol nodded and | ooked toward the entrance to the valley. "I w sh

Brawne could tell us where Silenus has gone."

"I''l'l look for himas | fly out," said the Consul. He glanced up at

the stars. "Figure thirty-six to forty hours of flying to get back to Keats.
A few hours to free the ship. | should be back here within two standard
days. "

Sol nodded, rocking the crying child. His tired but am abl e expression
did not conceal his doubt. He set his hand on the Consul's shoul der
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"It is right that we try, ny friend. Cone, let us talk to Father Dure,
see if our other fellow traveler is awake, and eat a neal together. It
| ooks as if Brawne brought enough supplies to allow us a final feast.”

TVEENTY- SI X

When Brawnc Lanmi a had been a child, her father a senator

and their honme rel ocated, however briefly, fromLusus to

t he wooded wonders of Tau Ceti Center's Adm nistrative

Resi denti al Conpl ex, she had seen the ancient flatfilmWalt Di sney

ani mation of Peter Pan. After seeing the aninmation, she had read the
book, and both had captured her heart.

For nmonths, the five-standard-year-old girl had waited for Peter Pan
to arrive one night and take her away. She had | eft notes pointing the
way to her bedroom under the shingled dornmer. She had | eft the house
whil e her parents slept and lain on the soft grass of the Deer Park |awns,
wat chi ng the nil ki sh-gray ni ght sky of TC2 and dreani ng of the boy
from Ncverl and who woul d sone night soon take her away w th him

flying toward the second star to the right, straight on till norning. She
woul d be his conpanion, the nother to the |ost boys, fellow nenesis
to the evil Hook, and nost of all, Peter's new Wendy . . . the new

child-friend to the child who would not grow ol d.

And now, twenty years later, Peter had finally cone for her

Lami a had felt no pain, only the sudden, icy rush of displacenent

as the Shrike's steel talon penetrated the neural shunt behind her ear
Then she was away and flying.

She had noved through the datunpl ane and into the datasphere

before. Only weeks before, her time. Lanmia had ridden into the
TechnoCore matrix with her favorite cyberpuke, silly BB Surbringer

to help (ohnny steal back his cybrid retrieval persona. They had penetrated
the periphery and stol en the persona, but an alarm had been

tri pped, BB had died. Lanmia never wanted to enter the datasphere again.

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

But she was there now.

The experience was |ike nothing she had ever had with com og | eads

or nodes before. That was like full stinsim-Ilike being in a hol odram
with hill color and waparound stereo--this was |ike being there.

Peter had finally come to take her away.

Lam a rose above the curve of Hyperion's planetary |inb, seeing

the rudi mentary channels of nicrowaved datafl ow and ti ght beanmed
comm i nk that passed for an enbryoni c datasphere there. She did not
pause to tap into it, for she was followi ng an orange unbilical skyward
toward the real avenues and hi ghways of datunpl ane.

Hypcrion space had been invaded by FORCE and by the CQuster

Swarm and both had brought the intricate folds and latti cework of the
dat asphere with them Wth new eyes, Lania could see the thousand

| evel s of FORCE dataflow, a turbul ent green ocean of information shot
through with the red veins of secured channels and the spinning violet
spheres with their black phage outriders that were the FORCE Al s.

Thi s pseudopod of the great Wb negadat asphere fl owed out of nornal
space through black funnels of shipboard farcasters, along expandi ng
wave fronts of overlapping, instantaneous ripples that Lam a recognized
as continuous bursts froma score of fatline transmitters.

She paused, suddenly unsure of where to go, which avenue to take.

It was as if she had been flying and her uncertainty had endangered
the magi c--threatening to drop her back to the ground so many mles
bel ow.

Then Peter took her hand and buoyed her up.

--Johnny!

--Hell o, Brawne.

Her own body inage clicked into existence at the sane second she
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saw and felt his. It was Johnny as she had | ast seen him-her client

and | over--Johnny of the sharp cheekbones, hazel eyes, compact nose

and solid jaw. Johnny's browni sh-red curls still fell to his collar, and

his face remained a study in purposeful energy. His snmle still nmde

her nelt inside.

Johnny! She hugged hi mthen, and she felt the hug, felt his strong

hands on her back as they floated hi gh above everything, felt her breasts
flatten against his chest as he returned the hug with surprising strength
for his small frame. They kissed, and there was no denying that that was real
Lamia floated at arns' |ength, her hands on his shoulders. Both their

faces were lighted by the green and violet glow of the great datasphere
ocean above them

--1s this real ? She heard her own voice and dialect in the question

even though she knew she had only thought it.

--Yes. Real as any part of the datunplane matrix can be. W're on

the edge of the negasphere in Hyperion space. Hs voice still held that
el usive accent that she found so beguiling and naddeni ng.

--What happened? Wth the words, she conveyed inmages to hi m of

the Shrike's appearance, the sudden, terrible invasion of the bl ade-
finger.

--Yes, thought johnny, holding her Mre tightly. Some/lowit /reedl me fromthe Schrijn | oop and
| acked us directly into the datasphere.

--Am | dead, Johnny?

The face of johnny Keats sniled down at her. He shook her slightly,

ki ssed her gently, and rotated so that they could both see the spectacle
above and bel ow. No, you're not dead, Brawne, although you may be

hooked to sone kind of bizarre |ife support while your datunplane anal og
wanders here with me.

--Are you dead?

He grinned at her again. Not any |onger, although Iife in a Schron

loop isn't all it's cracked up to be. It was |ike dream ng sonmeone el se's
dr eans.

--1 dreamed about you.

johnny nodded. | don't think that was ne. | dreanmed the sane dreans

conversations with Meina d adstone, glinpses of the Hegenony
government councils
--Yes!
He squeezed her hand. J suspect that they reactivated another Keats
cybrid. Somehow we were able to connect across all the |ight-years.
--Anot her cybrid? How? You destroyed the Core tenplate, |iberated
the persona .
Her | over shrugged. He was wearing a ruffled shirt and sil k wai st coat
of a style she had never seen before. The flow of data through the
avenues above them painted both of themw th pul ses of neon |ight as
they floated there. | suspected that there woul d be Mre backups than
BB and | could find in such a shall ow penetration of the Core periphery.
It doesn't matter, Brawne. |f there's another copy, then he's ne, and
can't believe he'd be an eneny. Cone on, let's explore.
Lam a held back a second as he tugged her upward. Explore what?

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

6This is our chance to see what's going on, Brawne. A chance to get

to the bottomof a |lot of nysteries.

She heard the uncharacteristic timdity in her own voice/thought.
I"mnot sure | want to, Johnny.

He rotated to ook at her. Js this the detective |I knew? \What happened
to the woman who couldn't stand secrets?

6She' s been through sone rough tines, Johnny. |'ve been able to
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| ook back and see that beconing a detective was6in |arge partoa

reaction to nmy father's suicide. I'mstill trying to solve the details of his
death. In the neantinme, a |lot of people have gotten hurt in real life.

I ncl udi ng you, ny dear

6And have you solved it?

6What ?
6Your father's death?
Lamia frowmed at him J don't know. | don't think so.

Johnny pointed toward the fluid nmass of the datasphere ebbing and
flowi ng above them There are a | ot of answers waiting up there, Brawne.
If we have the courage to go | ooking for them

She took his hand again. W could die there.

OYes.

Lam a paused, |ooked down toward Hyperion. The world was a dark

curve with the few isol ated datafl ow pockets glowing |ike canpfires in
the night. The great ocean above them seethed and pul sated with |ight
and dat af | ow noi seéand Brawne knew that it was only the snall est

ext ensi on of the nmegasphere beyond. She knew ... she felt . . . that
their reborn datunpl ane anal ogs could now go places no cyber puke
cowboy had ever dreant of.

Wth Johnny as her guide, Brawne knew that the negasphere and
TechnoCore were penetrable to depths no human had pl unbed. And

she was scared.

But she was with Peter Pan, at last. And Neverland beckoned.

OA// right, Johnny. What are we waiting for?

They rose together toward the megasphere.

TVEENTY- SEVEN

Col onel Fedmahn Kassad fol | oned Moneta through the porta

and found hinsel f standing upon a vast lunar plain where a

terrible tree of thorns rose five kilonmeters high into a bl ood-

red sky. Human figures withed on the many branches and spi kes: the
closer forns recogni zably human and in pain, the farther ones dwarfed
by distance until they resenbled clusters of pale grapes.

Kassad blinked and took a breath beneath the surface of his quicksilver
skinsuit. He | ooked around, past the silent formof Mneta, tearing his
gaze fromthe obscenity of the tree

VWhat he had thought was a lunar plain was the surface of Hyperion

at the entrance to the Valley of the Tinme Tonbs, but a Hyperion
terribly changed. The dunes were frozen and distorted as if they had
been bl asted and gl azed into glass; the boulders and cliff faces also had
flowed and frozen |ike glaciers of pale stone. There was no

at nospher eét he sky was black with the pitiless clarity of airless nmoons
everywhere. The sun was not Hyperion's; the light was not of hunman
experience. Kassad | ooked up, and the viewing filters of his skinsuit
pol arized to deal with terrible energies that filled the sky with bands of
bl ood red and bl ossons of fierce white Iight.

Below him the valley seemed to vibrate as if to unfelt trenors. The
Time Tonmbs gl owed of their own interior energies, pulses of cold Iight
thrown many neters across the valley floor fromevery entrance, portal
and aperture. The Tonbs | ooked new, slick, and shining.

Kassad realized that only the skinsuit was allowing himto breathe

and saving his flesh fromthe lunar cold that had replaced the desert
warnth. He turned to | ook at Moneta, attenpted to phrase an intelligent
question, failed, and raised his gaze to the inpossible tree once again
The thorn tree seenmed to be nade of the sane steel and chrone and

ao9

cartilage as the Shrike itself: obviously artificial and yet horribly organic
at the sane instant. The trunk was two or three hundred neters thick
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at its base, the | ower branches al nost as broad, but the smaller branches
and thorns soon tapered to stilleto thinness as they splayed toward the
sky with their awful inpalenment of human fruit.

I npossi bl e that humans so inpaled could live for |ong; doubly inpossible
that they could survive in the vacuum of this place outside of

time and space. But survive and suffer they did. Kassad watched t hem
withe., All of themwere alive. And all were in pain.

Kassad was aware of the pain as a great sound beyond hearing, a

huge, incessant foghorn of pain, as if thousands of untrained fingers
were falling on thousands of keys playing a massive pipe organ of pain.
The pain was so pal pable that he searched the blazing sky as if the tree
were a pyre or huge beacon with the waves of pain clearly visible.

There was only the harsh light and lunar stillness.

Kassad rai sed the magnification of his skinsuit view ng | enses and

| ooked from branch to branch, thorn to thorn. The people writhing

there were of both genders and all ages. They wore a variety of torn
clothing and di sarrayed cosnetics that spanned many decades if not
centuries. Many of the styles were not faniliar to Kassad, and he assuned
that he was looking at victins fromhis future. There were

thousands . . . tens of thousands ... of victinms there. Al were alive.
Al'l were in pain.

Kassad stopped, focused on a branch four hundred neters fromthe

bottom wupon a cluster of thorns and bodies far out fromthe trunk

upon a single thorn three neters long fromwhich a famliar purple

cape billowed. The formthere withed, tw sted, and turned toward
Fedmahn Kassad.

He was | ooking at the inpaled figure of Martin Silenus.

Kassad cursed and formed fists so tight that the bones in his hands
ached. He | ooked around for his weapons, nmagnifying vision to stare

into the Crystal Mnolith. There was nothing there.

Col onel Kassad shook his head, realized that his skinsuit was a better
weapon than any he had brought to Hypcrion, and began to stride

toward the tree. He did not know how he would clinb it, but he would
find a way. He did not know how he woul d get Silenus down alive--

get all of the victinms down--but he would do so or die in the trying.
Kassad took ten paces and stopped on a curve of frozen dune. The

Shri ke stood between himand the tree.

He realized that he was grinning fiercely beneath the chrom um
forcefield of the skinsuit. This was what he had waited nany years for
This was the honorable warfare he had pledged his |life and honor for
twenty years earlier in the FORCE Masada Cerenony. Single conbat
between warriors. A struggle to protect the innocent. Kassad grinned, flattened the edge of his
right hand into a silver blade, and stepped

f orwar d.

- - Kassad!

He | ooked back at Mneta's call. Light cascaded on the quicksilver
surface of her nude body as she pointed toward the valley.

A second Shrike was emerging fromthe tonb called the Sphinx.

Fart her down the valley, a Shrike stepped fromthe entrance to the Jade
Tonb. Harsh light glinted from spi kes and razorwi re as anot her energed
fromthe Obelisk, half a klick away.

Kassad ignored them and turned back toward the tree and its protector.
A hundred Shrikes stood between Kassad and the tree. He blinked,

and a hundred More appeared to his left. He | ooked behind him and

a legion of Shrikes stood as inpassively as scul ptures on the cold dunes
and nelted boul ders of the desert.

Kassad pounded his own knee with his fist. Damm.

Moneta cane up next to himuntil their arms touched. The skinsuits
flowed together, and he felt the warmflesh of her forearm against his.
She stood thigh to thigh with him
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--1 love you, Kassad.

He gazed at the perfect lines other face, ignored the riot of reflections
and colors there, and tried to remenber the first time he had net her,

in the forest near Agincourt. He renenbered her startling green eyes

and short, brown hair. The fullness of her lower lip and howit tasted of tears the tine he
accidentally had bitten it.

He raised a hand and touched her cheek, feeling the warnth of skin
beneath the skinsuit. If you |love nme, he sent, stay here.

Col onel Fednmahn Kassad turned away then and |l et out a scream

only he could hear in the lunar silence--a screampart rebel yell from
the di stant human past, part FORCE cadet graduation shout, part karate
cry, and part pure defiance. He ran across the dunes toward the thorn
tree and the Shrike directly in front of it.

There were thousands of Shrikes in the hills and valleys now Tal ons
clicked open in unison; light glinted on tens of thousands of scal pel -
sharp bl ades and thorns.

Kassad ignored the others and ran toward the Shrike he thought was

the first he had seen. Above the thing, hunman fornms withed in the
solitude of their pain.

The Shrike he was running toward opened its arns as if offering an
enbrace. Curved blades on its wists, joints, and chest seened to extend
from hi dden sheat hs.

Kassad screamed and cl osed the renai ning distance.

TVEENTY- El GHT
| shouldn't go," said the Consul
He and Sol had carried the still-unconsci ous Het Masteen from

the Cave Tonmb to the Sphinx while Father Dure watched over

Brawne Lama. It was al nbost nidnight, and the valley glowed fromthe
reflected |ight of the Tonbs. The wi ngs of the Sphinx cut arcs from

the bit of sky visible to them between the cliff walls. Brawne |lay notionless,
t he obscene cabl e snaking into the darkness of the tonb.

Sol touched the Consul's shoul der. "W've discussed it. You should

go-"
The Consul shook his head and idly stroked the anci ent hawki ng
mat. "It may be able to carry two. You and Dure could nmake it to

where the Benares is tied up."

Sol held his daughter's snall head in the cusp of his hand as he

gently rocked her. "Rachel is two days old. Besides, this is where we

nmust be. "

The Consul | ooked around. His eyes showed his pain. "This is where | should be. The Shrike ..."
Dure | eaned forward. The |uni nescence fromthe tonb behind t hem

pai nted his high forehead and sharp checks with light. "My son, if you
stay here, it is for no other reason than suicide. If you attenpt to bring
the ship back for M Lania and the Tenplar, you will be hel ping

ot hers. "

The Consul rubbed his cheek. He was very tired. "There's roomfor

you on the mat. Father."

Dure sniled. "Whatever my fate may be, | feel that | amneant to

meet it here. | will wait for your return.”

The Consul shook his head again but noved to sit cross-|egged on

the mat, pulling the heavy duffel bag toward him He counted the

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

ration paks and water bottles Sol had packed for him "There are too
many. You'll need Mdire for yourself."

Durc chuckl ed. "We have enough food and water for four days,

thanks to M Lanmia. After that, if we have to fast, it will not be the
first time for me."
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"But what if Silenus and Kassad return?"

"They can share our water," said Sol. "W can make another trip

to the Keep for food if the others return.”

The Consul sighed. "All right." He touched the appropriate flight
thread designs, and the two neters of carpet stiffened and rose ten
centinmeters above the stone. If there was a wobble in the uncertain
magnetic fields, it was not discernible.

"You'll need oxygen for the mountain crossing," said Sol
The Consul lifted the osnosis mask fromthe pack

Sol handed him Lami a's automatic pistol

"l can't "

"I't won't help us with the Shrike," said Sol. "And it mi ght make the

di fference of whether you get to Keats or not."

The Consul nodded and set the weapon in his bag. He shook hands

with the priest, then with the old scholar. Rachel's tiny fingers brushed
his forearm

"Cood | uck," said Pure. "May God be with you."

The Consul nodded, tapped the flight designs, and | eaned forward

as the hawking mat lifted five neters, wobbled ever so slightly, and
then slid forward and up as if riding invisible rails in the air.

Tlie Consul banked right toward the entrance to the valley, passed

ten meters above the dunes there, and then banked |eft toward the
barrens. He | ooked back only once. The four figures on the top step of
t he Sphinx, two men standing, two shapes reclining, |ooked very smal

i ndeed. He could not nake out the baby in Sol's arns.

As they had agreed, the Consul ained the hawking mat toward the

west to overfly the City of Poets in liopes of finding Martin Sil enus.
Intuition told himthat the irascible poet m ght have detoured there.
The skies were relatively free of the light of battle, and the Consul had
to search shadows unbroken by starlight as he passed twenty neters
above tlie broken spires and donmes of the city. There was no sign of
the poet. |fBrawne and Silenus had cone this way, even their footprints

ill the sand had been erased by the night w nds which now noved the
Consul 's thinning hair and napped his clothing.

It was cold on the mat at this altitude. The Consul could feel the
shudders and vibrations as the hawking mat felt its way al ong unsteady
lines of force. Between Hyperion's treacherous nmagnetic field and the
age of the EMflight threads, he knew that there was a real chance the
mat woul d tunbl e out of the sky long before he reached the capital of
Keat s.

The Consul shouted Martin Silenus's name several tinmes, but there

was no response except for an expl osion of doves fromtheir nesting
place in the shattered done of one of the gallerias. He shook his head
and banked south toward the Bridle Range.

Through his grandfather Merin, the Consul knew the history of this
hawki ng mat. It had been one of the first such playthings handcrafted
by M adi nir Shol okov, Web-fanous | epidopterist and EM systens engi neer
and it may well have been the one he gave to his teenaged

ni ece. Shol okov's I ove for the young girl had becone | egend, as had
the fact that she spurned the gift of the flying carpet.

But others had |l oved the idea, and while hawki ng mats were soon
outlawed on worlds with sensible traffic control, they continued to show
up on colonial planets. This one had all owed the Consul's grandfather
to neet his grandnother Siri on Maui-Covenant.

The Consul | ooked up as the nountain range approached. Ten m nutes

of flying had covered the two hour hi ke across the barrens. The

others had urged himnot to stop at Chronos Keep to | ook for Silenus;
what ever fate m ght have befallen the poet there might well claimthe
Consul too, before his journey had really begun. He contented hinself
with hovering just beyond the wi ndows two hundred neters up the cliff
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wal |, an arm's length fromthe terrace where they had | ooked out at
the valley three days before, and shouting for the poet.

Only echoes answered himfromthe dark banquet halls and corridors

of the Keep. The Consul held on tightly to the edges of the hawking
mat, feeling the sense of height and exposure this close to the vertica
stone walls. He was relieved when he banked the mat away fromthe
Keep, gained altitude, and clinbed toward the nountain passes where
snow gl eaned in the starlight.

He followed the cables of the tramway as they clinbed the pass and
connect ed one nine-thousand-neter peak to the next across the wide
span of the nountain range. It was very cold at this altitude, and the

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

Consul was glad for Kassad's extra thermal cape as he huddl ed under

it, taking care not to expose the flesh of his hands or cheeks. The ge
of the osnpbsis nask stretched across his face |ike some hungry synbiote,
gobbl i ng oxygen where little was to be found.

It was enough. The Consul took slow, deep breaths as he flew ten

meters above the ice-caked cables. None of the pressurized trantars

were running, and the isolation above the gl aciers, sheer peaks, and
shadow shrouded val | eys was heart-stopping. The Consul was gl ad that

he was attenpting this trip if for no other reason than to sec Hyperion's
beauty one last tinme, unspoiled by the terrible threat of the Shrike or
Quster invasion

It had taken the trancar twelve hours to ferry themfromsouth to

north. Despite the hawking mat's sl ow twenty-Kklick-per-hour airspeed,
the Consul made the crossing in six hours. Sunrise caught himstil

above the high peaks. He startled awake, realized with a shock that he
had been dreaning while the hawking mat flew on toward a peak rising
anot her five nmeters above his altitude. The Consul could see boul ders
and snowfields fifty neters ahead. A black bird with a three-neter

Wi ngspan--one of those the locals called a harbinger--pushed off from
its icy eyrie and floated in the thin air, |ooking back at the Consul with
bl ack and beady eyes while he banked steeply to the left, felt sonething
give way in the hawking mat's flight gear, and fell thirty neters before
the flight threads found purchase and | evel ed the carpet off.

The Consul gripped the edges of the mat with fingers gone white.

He had tied the strap of his duffel bag around his belt, otherw se the
bag woul d have tunbled off to a glacier far bel ow

There was no sign of the trammay. Sonehow t he Consul had sl ept

| ong enough to allow the hawking nmat to drift off course. For a second,
he pani cked, jinking the mat this way and then that, desperate

for a path between the peaks surrounding himlike teeth. Then he saw
the norning sunlight golden on the slopes ahead of himand to his

right, the shadows | eaping across glaciers and high tundra behind him

and to his left, and he knew that he was still on the right track. Beyond
this final spine of high peaks lay the southern foothills. And beyond

that . ,

The hawki ng mat seemed to hesitate as the Consul tapped flight

designs and urged it higher, but it rose in reluctant steps until it cleared

the final nine-thousand-neter peak and he could see the | ower nountains
beyond, dwindling to foothills a nere three thousand neters above
sea level. The Consul descended with gratitude.

217

He found the traminc gleaning in sunlight, eight klicks south of

where he left the Bridle Range. Trantars hung silently around the west
term nal station. Below, the sparse buildings of the village of Pilgrins'
Rest appeared as abandoned as they had several days earlier. There was
no sign of the windwagon wierc it had been left at the |ow pier |eading
out over the shallows of the Sea of G ass.
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The Consul |et down near the pier, deactivated the hawki ng mat,

stretched his legs with sone pain before rolling up the mat for safekeeping,
and found a toilet in one of the abandoned buil di ngs near the

wharf. When he energed, the norning sun was creepi ng down the

foothills and erasing the | ast shadows there. As far as he could see to
the soutli and west stretched the Sea of Crass, its tabl etop snoot hness
bel i ed by occasional breezes which sent ripples across the verdant surface,
briefly revealing the russet and ultranmarine stal ks beneath in a movenent so wavclikc that one
expected to see whitecaps and fish

| eapi ng.

There were no fish in the Sea of Grass, but there were grass serpents
twenty meters long, and if the Consul's hawking mat failed himout

there, even a safe landing would not keep himalive for |ong.

The Consul unrolled the mat, set his bag behind him and activated the carpet. He stayed
relatively low, twenty-five neters above the surface,

but not so |low that a grass serpent mght mstake himfor a | ow

flying norsel. It had taken the w ndwagon | ess than a full Hyperion

day to ferry themacross the Sea, but with the winds frequently from

the northeast, that had involved quite a bit of tacking to and fro. The
Consul bet that he could fly across this narrowest part of the Sea in

Il ess than fifteen hours. He tapped the forward control designs, and the
hawki ng mat sped faster.

Wtliin twenty mnutes, the nountains had fallen behind until the
foothills were lost in the haze of distance. Wthin an hour, the peaks
began to shrink as the curve of the world hid their base. Two hours

out, and the Consul could see only the highest of the peaks as an

i ndi stinct, serrated shadow rising fromthe haze.

Then the Sea of Grass spread to all horizons, unchangi ng except for

the sensuous ripples and furrows caused by the occasional breeze. It

was rmuch warmer here than on the high plateau north of the Bridle

Range. The Consul shed his thermal cape, then his coat, then his

sweater. The sun beat down with surprising intensity for such high

| atitudes. The Consul funbled in his bag, found the winkled and

battered triconme cap he had worn with such aplonb just two days

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

earlier, and wedged it on his head to give sone shade. Hi s forehead

and bal ding skull were already sunburned.

About four hours out, he ate his first neal of the trip, chew ng on

the tasteless strips of ration-pak protein as if they were filet mgnon
The water was the nost delicious part of the neal, and the Consul had
to fight his urge to enpty all the bottles in a single orgy of drinking.
The Sea of Grass stretched bel ow, behind, and ahead. The Consu

dozed, snapping awake each tine with a sense of falling, hands gripping
the edge of the rigid hawking mat. He realized that he should have tied
hinself in with the single rope he had brought in his bag, but he didn't
want to | andot he grass was sharp and hi gher than his head. Although

he had seen none of the telltale V-shaped wakes of the grass serpents,
he could not be sure they were not resting in wait bel ow

He wondered idly where the wi ndwagon had gone. The thing had

been fully automated and presunably programed by the Church

of the Shrike, since they had sponsored the pilgrinmage. What other
duties nmight the thing have had? The Consul shook his head, sat

upright, and pinched his cheeks. He had been drifting in and out

of dreans even as he thought about the w ndwagon. Fifteen hours

had seened a short enough tinme as he stood tal king about it in the
Val l ey of the Tine Tonmbs. He glanced at his conm og; five hours had
passed.

The Consul lifted the mat to two hundred neters, |ooked carefully

for any sign of a serpent, and then brought the mat down to a hover
five meters above the grass. Carefully he extracted the rope, nmade a
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| oop, nmoved to the front of the carpet, and wound several |engths around
the carpet, |eaving enough slack to slide his body in before tightening
t he knot.

If the mat fell, the tether woul d be worse than usel ess, but the snug
bands of rope against his back gave a sense of security as he | eaned
forward to tap the flight designs again, leveled the carpet out at forty
meters, and laid his cheek against the warmfabric. Sunlight filtered
through his fingers, and he realized that his bare forearnms were getting
a terrible sunburn.

He was too tired to sit up and roll down his sleeves.

A breeze cane up. The Consul could hear a rustling and sliding

bel ow as either the grasses blew or sonething |arge slithered past.

He was too tired to care. The Consul closed his eyes and was asl eep
inless than thirty seconds.

219

The Consul dreaned of his hone--his true home--on Maui Covenant

and the dreamwas filled with color: the bottonl ess bl ue sky, the

wi de expanse of the South Sea, ultramarine fading to green where the
Equat ori al Shall ows began, the startling greens and yellows and orchid
reds of the notile isles as they were herded north by the dolphins . . . extinct now since the
Hegenony invasion in the Consul's chil dhood,

but quite alive in his dream breaking the water in great |eaps that sent
a thousand prisns of light dancing in the pure air.

In his dream tlie Consul was a child again, and lie stood on the

hi ghest | evel of a trochouse on their First Famly Isle. G andnother

Siri was next to him-not the regal grande dame he had known but the beautiful young woman his
grandfat her had net and fallen in | ove

with. The trcesails were napping as the southcrlies canme up, noving

the herd of notile isles in precise formation through tlie blue channels
through the Shallows. Just on the northern horizon, he could see tlie
first of the Equatorial Archipelago islands rising green and pernmanent
agai nst an eveni ng sky.

Siri touched his shoul der and pointed to the west.

The isles were burning, sinking, their keel roots withing in purposel ess
pai n. The dol phin hcrdcrs were gone. Tlie sky rained fire. The

Consul recogni zed billion-volt lances as they fried the air and left blue-
gray afterinmages on his retinas. Underwater explosions lighted the

oceans and sent thousands of fish and fragile sea creatures bobbing to
the surface in their dcatli throes.

"Why?" asked Grandnother Siri, but her voice was the soft whisper

of a teenager.

The Consul tried to answer her but could not. Tears blinded him

He reached for her hand, but she was no | onger there, and the sense

that she was gone, that he could never nake up for his sins, hurt him

so badly that lie found it inpossible to breathe. His throat was cl ogged
with enotion. Then he realized that it was snmoke that burned his eyes

and filled his lungs; the Fanmily Isle was on fire.

Tlie child who was the Consul staggered forward in the blue-black
darkness, hunting blindly for someone to hold his hand, to reassure

hi m

A hand closed on his. It was not Siri's. The hand was i npossibly

firmas it squeezed. The fingers were bl ades.

THE FALL o HYPERI ON

The Consul cane awake gaspi ng.

It was dark. He had slept for at |east seven hours. Struggling with
the ropes, he sat up, stared at his gl ow ng com og display.

Twel ve hours. He had slept for twelve hours.

Every muscle in his body ached as he | eaned over and peered bel ow.
The hawking mat held a steady altitude of forty neters, but he had no
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i dea where he was. Low hills rose and fell below The mat nust have

cl eared sone by only two or three neters; orange grass and scrub |ichen
grew in spongy tufts.

Sonewhere, sonetine in the past few hours, he had passed over

the south shore of the Sea of Grass, nmissed the snmall port of Edge

and the Hoolie River docks where their levitation barge, Benares, had
been tied up.

The Consul had no conpass--conpasses were usel ess on Hype-

rion--and his com og had not been programmed as an inertial direction
finder. He had planned to find his way back to Keats by followi ng the
Hool i e south and west, retracing the |aborious path of their upriver
pilgrimge mnus the bends and turns in the river

Now he was | ost.

The Consul set the hawking mat down on a low hilltop, stepped off

to solid ground with a groan of pain, and collapsed the nat. He knew
that the charge in the flight threads nust be at least a third expended
by now. . . perhaps Mire. He had no idea how nuch efficiency the

mat | ost with age.

The hills | ooked |ike the rough country southwest of the Sea of Grass,
but there was no sight of the river. His comog told himthat it had
been dark for only an hour or two, but the Consul could see no hint

of sunset in the west. The skies were overcast, shielding both starlight
and any space battles from sight.

"Dam, " whi spered the Consul. He wal ked around until circulation
returned, urinated at the edge of a small drop-off, and returned to his
mat to drink froma water bottle. Think

He had set the mat on a southwesterly course that should have |eft

the Sea of Grass at or near the port city of Edge. If he had sinply
overfl own Edge and the river while he slept, the river would be sonewhere
to his south, off to his left. But if he had ainmed poorly as he left
Pilgrims' Rest, been just a few degrees off to his left, then the river

---------------------------------- Lo I B R e
woul d be wi nding northeast somewhere to his right. Even if he went

the wong way, he eventually would find a | andmark--the coast of the
Northern Mane if nothing el se--but the delay could cost hima ful

day.

The Consul kicked at a rock and folded his arnms. The air was very

cool after the heat of the day. A shiver made himrealize that he was

hal f-si ck from sunburn. He touched his scalp and pulled his fingers

away with a curse. VWich way?

The wi nd whistled through | ow sage and sponge lichen. The Consu

felt very far renoved fromthe Time Tonbs and the threat of the Shrike,

but he felt the presence of Sol and Dure and Het Masteen and Brawne

and the missing Silcnus and Kassad as an urgent pressure on his shoul ders.
The Consul had joined the pilgrinmage as a final act of nihiiism

a pointless suicide to put an end to his own pain, pain at the | oss of even the nenory of wfe and
child, killed during the Hegenony's

machi nati ons on Brcssia, and pain at the know edge of his terrible
betrayal - -betrayal of the government he had served for al nost four

decades, betrayal of the Qusters who had trusted him

The Consul sat on a rock and felt that purposel ess self-hatred fade

as he thought of Sol and his infant child waiting in the Valley of the Time Tonbs. He thought of
Brawne, that brave woman, energy incarnate,

lying helpless with that |ecchlikc extension of the Shrike's evi

growi ng from her skull

He sat, activated the nmat, and rose to eight hundred neters, so close

to the ceiling of clouds that he could have rai sed a hand and touched

t hem

A second's break in the cloud cover far to his left showed a glint of
ripple. The Hoolie lay about five klicks to the south.
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The Consul banked the hawking mat steeply to his left, feeling the

tired containment field trying to press himto the carpet but feeling safer

with the ropes still attached. Ten mnutes later, |lie was high over the water, swooping down to
ascertain that it was the broad Hoolie rather

than sone tributary.

It was the Hoolie. Radiant gossanmers glowed in the | ow, marshy

areas along the banks. The tall, crenelated towers of architect ants
cast ghostly silhouettes against a sky only slightly darker than the
| and.

The Consul rose to twenty neters, took a drink of water fromhis
bottle, and headed downriver at full speed.

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

Sunri se found himbel ow the village of Doukhobor's Copse, al nost

to the Karia Locks, where the Royal Transport Canal cut west toward

the northern urban settlenments and the Mane. The Consul knew t hat

it was less than a hundred and fifty klicks to the capital from hereé
but still a rmaddeni ng seven hours away at the hawking mat's sl ow pace.
This was the point in the trip where he had hoped to find a mlitary

ski nmer on patrol, one of the passenger dirigibles fromthe Copse of

Nai ad, even a fast powerboat he coul d commandeer. But there was no

sign of Iife along the banks of the Hoolie except for the occasiona
burni ng building or ghee lanps in distant wi ndows. '|I he docks had

been stripped of all boats. The river nanta pens above the Locks were
enpty, the great gates open to the current, and no transport barges were
lined up bel ow where the river widened to twice its upriver size.

The Consul swore and flew on

It was a beautiful norning as the sunrise illumnated the | ow cl ouds

and made every bush and tree stand out in the low, horizontal |ight.

It felt to the Consul as if it had been nonths since he had seen rea
veget ati on. Wi rwood and hal foak trees rose to majestic heights on the
distant bluffs, while in the floodplain, the rich |light caught the green
shoots of a mllion periscope beans rising fromtheir indigenie paddies.
Womangrove root and firefern |ined the banks, and each branch and

twi sting stood out in the sharp light of sunrise.

The cl ouds swal l owed the sun. It began to rain. The Consul tugged

on the battered tricorne, huddl ed under Kassad's extra cloak, and flew
on southward at a hundred neters.

The Consul tried to renenber. How long did the child Rachel have?
Despite his long sleep the day before, the Consul's mnd was heavy

with fatigue toxins. Rachel had been four days old when they had arrived

at the valley. That had been . . . four days ago.
The Consul rubbed his cheek, reached for a water bottle, and found
themall enpty. He could easily dip down and refill the bottles in the

river, but he did not want to take the time. H's sunburn ached and

made hi mshiver as the rain dripped fromhis cap

So/ said that as long as |'m back by nightfall it would be all right.

Rachel was born after twenty-hundred hours, translated to Hyperion

time. If that's right, if there s no error, she has until eight tonight. The

Consul rubbed water from his cheeks and eyebrows. Say seven Mre

hours to Keats. An how or two to liberate the ship. Theo will help

he's Governor-General now. | can convince himthat it's in the Hegenony's
interest to countervene d adstone's orders to quarantine the ship.

If necessary, I'll tell himthat she ordered me to conspire with the Qusters
to betray the Wb.

Say, ten hours plus the fifteen-mnute flight in the ship. Should be at

| east an hour to spare before sunset. Rachel will be only a few minutes

old, but. . . what? What do we try besides the cryogenic fugue | ockers? Nothing. It has to be
that. It was always Sofs |ast chance, despite the

doctors' warnings that it mght kill the child. But then, what about
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Br awne?

The Consul was thirsty. He pulled back the cloak, but the rain had

| essened to the point that it was a fine drizzle, just enough to wet his
lips and tongue to nake him More thirsty. He cursed softly and began

to descend slowly. Perhaps he could hover over the river just long
enough to fill his bottle.

The hawking mat quit flying thirty neters above the river. One second

it was descending gradually, as smooth as a carpet on a gentle gl ass
incline, and the next instant it was tunbling and plunmeting out of
control, a two-neter rug and terrified man thrown out of the w ndow

of a ten-story building.

The Consul screanmed and tried to junp free, but the rope connecting
himto the carpet and the duffel strap tied to his belt tangled himin

t he nappi ng mass of hawking mat, and he fell with it, tunbling and
twisting, the final twenty nmeters to the hard surface of the waiting Hoolie
Ri ver.

TWENTY- NI NE

Sol Weintraub had high hopes the night the Consul left. At |ong

|l ast, they were doing sonmething. O trying to. Sol did not

believe that the cryogenic vaults of the Consul's ship would be

the answer to saving Rachel --nedical experts on Renai ssance Vector

had poi nted out the extreme danger of that procedure--but it was good

to have an alternative, any alternative. And Sol felt that they had been
passi ve | ong enough, awaiting the Shrike's pleasure |ike condemed crimnals awaiting the
guillotine.

The interior of the Sphinx seemed too treacherous this night, and

Sol brought their possessions out on the broad granite porch of the
tonb, where he and Dure sought to nake Masteen and Brawne confortabl e
under bl ankets and capes, with packs for pillows. Brawne's

medi cal nonitors continued to show no brain activity whatsoever, while
her body rested confortably. Masteen turned and tossed in the grip of
fever.

"What do you think the Tenplar's problemis?" asked Dure. "Di sease?"

"It could be sinple exposure," said Sol. "After being abducted from

t he wi ndwagon, he found hinself wandering in the barrens and here

in the Valley of the Tinme Tonbs. He was eating snow for |iquid and

had no food at all."

Dure nodded and checked the FORCE nmedpatch they had attached

to the inside of Masteen's arm The telltal es showed the steady drip of

i ntravenous solution. "But it seens to be something else," said the Jesuit. "Al nbst a madness."
"Tenpl ars have an al nost tel epathic connection to their treeships,"

said Sol. "It nust have driven Voice of the Tree Masteen a bit nad
s a4
when he watched the destruction of the Yggdrasill. Especially if he

sonehow knew it was necessary."

Dure nodded and continued spongi ng the Tenplar's waxy forehead.

It was after midnight, and the wi nd had come up, noving vernilion

dust in lazy spirals and noaning around the w ngs and rough edges of the Sphinx. The Tonbs gl owed
brightly and then di med, now one

tonb, then the next, in no apparent order or sequence. Qccasionally

the tug of tine tides would assail both nmen, naking them gasp and

grip the stone, but the wave of dejd vu and vertigo would fade after a
monent. Wth Brawne Lamia attached to the Sphinx via the cable

wel ded to her skull, they could not I|eave.

Sonetime before dawn, the clouds parted and the sky becane visible,

the thickly clustered stars alnost painful in their clarity. For a while,
the only signs of the great fleets warring there were the occasional fusion
trails, narrow di anond-scratches on the pane of night, but then the
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bl ossons of distant expl osions began to unfurl again, and within the
hour the gl ow of the Tonbs had been di nmed by the viol ence above.
"Who do you think will wi n?" asked Father Dure. The two nmen sat
with their backs to the stone wall of the Sphinx, faces raised to the cusp
of sky reveal ed between the tonb's forward-curved wi ngs.
Sol was rubbing Rachel's back as she slept on her stonmach, rear end
rai sed under the thin blankets. "Fromwhat the others say, it seens
preordai ned that the Web nust suffer a terrible war."
"So you believe the Al Advisory Council's predictions?"
Sol shrugged in the darkness. "I really know nothing about politics

or the Core's accuracy in predicting things. I'ma mnor scholar
froma small college on a backwater world. But | have the feeling that
sonething terrible is in store for us ... that some rough beast is slouching
toward Bet hl ehemto be born."
Dure snmiled. "Yeats," he said. The snile faded. "I suspect that this
pl ace is the new Bet hl ehem" He | ooked down the valley toward the
glowing Tonbs. "I spent a lifetine teaching about St. Teil hard's theories
of evolution toward the Orega Point. Instead of that, we have this.
Human folly in the skies, and a terrible Antichrist waiting to inherit
the rest.”
"You think that the Shrike is the Antichrist?"
Fat her Dure set his elbows on his raised knees and fol ded his hands.
"If it's not, we're all in trouble."” He laughed bitterly. "It wasn't |ong
ago that | would have been delighted to discover an Antichrist. . . even

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

the presence of sonme antidivine power would have served to shore up
nmy failing belief in any formof divinity."

"And now?" Sol asked quietly.

Dure spread his fingers. "I too have been crucified."

Sol thought of the images from Lenar Hoyt's story about Dure; the
elderly Jesuit nailing hinself to a tesia tree, suffering the years of pain
and rebirth rather than surrender to the cruci form DNA parasite which
even now burrowed under the flesh of his chest.

Dure |l owered his face fromthe sky. "There was no wel cone from

a heavenly Father," he said softly. "No reassurance that the pain and
sacrifice had been worth anything. Only pain. Pain and darkness and
then pain again.”

Sol's hand stopped noving on his infant's back. "And that nade you

| ose your faith?"

Dure | ooked at Sol. "On the contrary, it nade ne feel that faith is
all the More essential. Pain and darkness have been our |ot since the
Fall of Man. But there must be sone hope that we can rise to a higher

level . . . that consciousness can evolve to a plane Mre benevol ent
than its counterpoint of a universe hardwired to indifference."

Sol nodded slowy. "I had a dream during Rachel's long battle with
Merlin's sickness . . . ny wife Sarai had the same dream. . . that |
was being called to sacrifice ny only daughter."

"Yes," said Dure. "I listened to the Consul's sunmmary on disk."

"Then you know ny response," said Sol. "First, that Abraham s path

of obedi ence can no |longer be followed, even if there is a God denmandi ng
such obedi ence. Second, that we have offered sacrifices to

that God for too nany generations . . . that the paynents of pain nust
stop. "

"Yet you arc here," said Dure, gesturing toward the valley, the

Tonbs, the night.

"I"mhere, "agreed Sol. "But not to grovel. Rather to see what response
these powers have to ny decision.” He touched his daughter's back
again. "Rachel is a day and a half old now and grow ng younger each
second. If the Shrike is the architect of such cruelty, | want to face
him even if he is your Antichrist. If there is a God and he has done
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this thing, I will show the same contenpt to him"

"Perhaps we've all shown too nmuch contenpt as it is," nused Dure.

Sol | ooked up as a dozen pinpoints of fierce |ight expanded into

ri ppl es and shock waves of plasma explosions far out in space. "l w sh

we had the technology to fight God on an equal basis," he said in | ow,
tight tones. "To beard himin his den. To fight back for all of the

i njustices heaped on hurmanity. To allow himto alter his snug arrogance
or be blown to hell."

Fat her Dure raised one eyebrow and then snmiled slightly. "I know

the anger you feel." The priest gently touched Rachel's head. "Let's try
to get sone sleep before sunrise, shall we?"

Sol nodded, lay next to his child, and pulled the blanket up to his
cheek. He heard Dure whispering sonmething that m ght have been a

soft good night, or perhaps a prayer

Sol touched his daughter, closed his eyes, and slept.

The Shrike did not come in the night. Nor did it come the next

nmorni ng as sunlight painted the southwestern cliffs and touched the

top of the Crystal Monolith. Sol awoke as sunlight crept down the
val l ey; he found Dure sleeping next to him Msteen and Brawne stil
unconsci ous. Rachel was stirring and fussing. Her cry was that of a
hungry newborn. Sol fed her with one of the |ast nursing paks, pulling
the heating tab and waiting a moment for the nilk to reach body
tenperature. Cold had settled in the valley overnight, and frost glinted
on the steps to the Sphinx.

Rachel ate greedily, making tlie soft new ing and sucki ng sounds

that Sol renenbered from Mdre than fifty years earlier as Sarai had
nursed her. \When she finished, Sol burped her and left her on his

shoul der as he rocked gently to and fro.

A day and a half left.

Sol was very tired. He was growing ol d despite the single Poul sen
treatnment a decade earlier. At the tinme he and Sarai would normally
have been freed of parental duties--their only child in graduate schoo
and off on an archael ogical dig in the Qutback--Rachel had fallen prey
to Merlin's sickness, and parenthood had soon descended upon them

once again. The curve of those duties rose as Sol and Sarai grew

ol der--then Sol alone, after the air crash on Barnard's Wrl d--and

now he was very, very tired. But despite that, despite everything, So
was interested to note that he did not regret a single day of caring for
hi s daughter.

A day and a half left.

Fat her Dure awoke after a bit, and the two nen nade breakfast from

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

the various canned goods Brawne had brought back with her. Het
Mast een di d not awaken, but Dure applied the next-to-Iast nedpak,
and the Tenpl ar began receiving fluids and 1.V. nutrient.

"Do you think M Lam a should have the |ast medpak applied?”

asked Dure.

Sol sighed and checked her comog nonitors again. "I don't think

so, Paul. According to this, blood sugar is high . . . nutrient levels
check out as if she had just eaten a decent neal ."

"But how?"

Sol shook his head. "Perhaps that dammed thing is sone sort of
unbilical."” He gestured toward the cable attached to the point in her

skul | where the neural shunt socket had been

"So what do we do today?"

Sol peered at a sky already fading to the green and | apis done they
had grown used to on Hyperion. "W wait," he said.

Het Masteen awoke in the heat of the day, shortly before the sun
reached the zenith. The Tenplar sat straight up and said, "The Tree!"
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Dure hurried up the steps fromwhere he had been pacing bel ow
Sol lifted Rachel fromwhere she lay in shadow near the wall and noved

to Masteen's side. The Tenplar's eyes were focused on sonething above the |evel of the cliffs. Sol

gl anced up but could see only the paling sky.

"The Tree!" cried the Tenplar again, and |lifted one roughened hand.

Dure restrained the man. "He's hallucinating. He thinks he see the Yggdrasill, his treeship."
Het Masteen struggl ed agai nst their hands. "No, not the Yggdrasill," he gasped through parched
lips, "the Tree. The Final Tree. The Tree of Pain!"

Both men | ooked up then, but the sky was clear except for w sps of

clouds blowing in fromthe southwest. At that nonent, there was a

surge of tine tides, and both Sol and the priest bowed their heads in

sudden vertigo. It passed.

Het Masteen was trying to get to his feet. The Tenplar's eyes were

still focused on something far away. Hs skin was so hot that it burned

Sol ' s hands.

"Get the final nedpak," snapped Sol. "Programthe ultranorph and

antifever agent." Dur6 hurried to conply.

"The Tree of Pain!" managed Het Masteen. "I was neant to be its

Voi cel The erg is neant to drive it through space and tine! The Bi shop

and the Voice of the Geat Tree have chosen nme! | cannot fail them"
He strained against Sol's arns a second, then coll apsed back to the
stone porch. "I amthe True Chosen," he whi spered, energy | eaving

himlike air froman enptying balloon, "I mnmust guide the Tree of Pain
during the time of Atonenment." He closed his eyes.

Dure attached the final nedpak, nade sure the nmonitor was set for
Tenpl ar quirks in nmetabolismand body chem stry, and triggered the
adrenal i ne and painkillers. Sol huddl ed over the robed form

"That's not Tenplar term nol ogy or theology," said Dure. "He's using
Shri ke Cult |anguage." The priest caught Sol's eye. "That explains

some of the nystery . . . especially fromBrawne's tale. For sonme reason
the Tenpl ars have been in collusion with the Church of the Fina
Atonenent . . . the Shrike Cult."

Sol nodded, slipped his own conml og on Masteen's wist and adjusted
the nonitor.

"The Tree of Pain nust be the Shrike's fabled tree of thorns,
Dure, glancing up at the enpty sky where Masteen had been
staring. "But what does he nean that he and the erg were chosen to
drive it through space and tine? Does he really think he can pilot the
Shrike's tree the way the Tenplars do the treeshi ps? Wy?"

"You'll have to ask himin the next life," said Sol tiredly. "He's
dead. "

Dure checked the nonitors, added Lenar Hoyt's comlog to the array.

They tried the nedpak revival stimulants, CPR, and nouth-to-nouth
resuscitation. The nonitor telltales did not waver. Het Masteen, Tenpl ar
True Voice of the Tree and Shrike Pilgrim was indeed dead.

They waited an hour, suspicious of all things in this perverse valley

of the Shrike, but when the nonitors began show ng rapid deconposition
of the corpse, they buried Masteen in a shallow grave fifty meters

up the trail toward the entrance to the valley. Kassad had | eft behind
a col | apsi bl e shovel --1abel ed "entrenching tool" in FORCE jargon--

and the nen took turns digging while the other watched over Rachel

and Brawne Lani a.

The two nen, one cradling a child, stood in the shadow of a boul der
while Dure said a few words before the soil was dropped onto the
makeshi ft fiberplastic shroud.

"l did not truly know M Masteen," said the priest. "W were not

of the sane faith. But we were of the sane profession; Voice of the

nut t er ed

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------
Tree Mastecn spent much of his life doing what he understood to be
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God's work, pursuing God's will in the witings of the Miir and the
beauties of nature. H s was the true faith--tested by difficulties, tenpered
by obedi ence, and, in the end, sealed by sacrifice.”

Dure paused and squinted into a sky that had faded to gunnetal

glare. "Please accept your servant, 0 Lord. Welconme himinto your

arms as you will sonmeday wel come us, your other searchers who have

lost their way. In the nane of the Father, and of the Son, and of the
Holy Spirit, anmen."

Rachel began to cry. Sol wal ked her around as Dure shoveled the earth onto the man-shaped bundl e
of fiberplastic.

They returned to the porch of the Sphinx and gently noved Brawne

into what little shade remai ned. There was no way to shield her from
the late afternoon sun unless they carried her into the tonb itself, and
neither man wanted to do that.

"The Consul rnust be Mire than halfway to the ship by now, " said

the priest after taking a long drink of water. The man's forehead was
sunburned and filmed with sweat.

"Yes," said Sol

"By this tine tonorrow, he should be back here. We'Il use |aser

cutters to free Brawne, then set her in the ship surgery. Perhaps Rachel's
reverse aging can be arrested in cryogenic storage, despite what the
doctors said.”

"Yes. "

Dure | owered the water bottle and | ooked at Sol. "Do you believe

that is what will happen?”

Sol returned the other man's gaze. "No."

Shadows stretched fromthe southwestern cliff walls. The day's heat
coalesced into a solid thing, then dissipated a bit. Couds noved in
fromthe south

Rachel slept in the shadows near the doorway. Sol wal ked up to

where Paul Dure stood staring down the valley and set a hand on the
priest's shoulder. "What are you thinking about, ny friend?"

Dure did not turn. "I amthinking that if | did not truly believe that
suicide was a nortal sin, that I would end things to all ow young Hoyt

a chance at life." He | ooked at Sol and showed a hint of smle. "But

is it suicide when this parasite on my chest ... on his chest then .
woul d sormeday drag me kicking and screaming to nmy own resurrection?"

"Whuld it be a gift to Hoyt," asked Sol quietly, "to bring himback
to this?"

Dure said nothing for a nmonent. Then he clasped Sol's upper arm

"I think that | shall take a walk."

"Where?" Sol squinted out at the thick heat of the desert afternoon
Even with the | ow cloud cover, the valley was an oven.

The priest made a vague gesture. "Down the valley. | will be back

before too long."

"Be careful," said Sol. "And renenber, if the Consul runs across a
patrol skinmer along the Hoolie, he night be back as early as this
af ternoon.”

Dure nodded, went over to pick up a water bottle and to touch Rache
gently, and then he went down the |long stairway of the Sphinx, picking
his way slowy and carefully, like an old, old man.

Sol watched him |l eave, beconing a snaller and smaller figure, distorted
by heat waves and distance. Then Sol sighed and went back to

sit near his daughter.

Paul Dure tried to keep to the shadows, but even there the heat was
oppressive, weighing on himlike a great yoke on his shoul ders. He
passed the Jade Tonb and followed the path toward the northern cliffs
and the Obelisk. That tonb's thin shadow pai nted darkness on the
roseate stone and dust of the valley floor. Descending again, picking
his way through the rubble surrounding the Crystal Monolith, Dure
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gl anced up as a sluggish wind noved shattered panes and whistled

t hrough cracks high up on the face of the tomb. He saw his reflection
in the lower surfaces and renenbered hearing the organ song of the
evening wind rising fromthe Ceft when he had found the Bi kura high

on the Pinion Plateau. That seened like lifetimes ago. It was lifetines
ago.

Dure felt the damage the cruciformreconstructi on had done to his

m nd and nmenory. It was sickening--the equivalent of suffering a stroke
with no hope of recovery. Reasoning that once woul d have been child's
play to himnow required extrene concentration or was sinply beyond

his ability. Wrds eluded him Enotions tugged at himwi th the sane
sudden violence as the time tides. Several tines he had had to | eave
the other pilgrinms while lie wept in solitude for no reason he could
under st and.

The other pilgrins. Now only Sol and the child remai ned. Father

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

Dure would gladly surrender his own life if those two could be spared.
Was it a sin, he wondered, to plan deals with the Antichrist?

He was far down the valley now, alnbst to the point where it curved
eastward into the wi dening cul -de-sac where the Shrike Pal ace threw
its maze of shadows across the rocks. The trail wound close to the
northwest wall as it passed the Cave Tonbs. Dure felt the cool air from
the first tonb and was tenpted to enter just to recover fromthe heat,
cl ose his eyes, and take a nap

He continued wal ki ng.

The entrance to the second tonb had More baroque carvings in the
stone, and Dure was reni nded of the ancient basilica he had di scovered
in the Ceft--the huge cross and altar where the retarded Bi kura had
"wor shiped." It had been the obscene immortality of the cruciformthey
had been worshi pi ng, not the chance of true Resurrection prom sed by
the Cross. Bur what was the difference? Dure shook his head, trying to
clear the fog and cynicismthat clouded every thought. The path wound
hi gher here past the third Cave Tonb, the shortest and | east inpressive
of the three.

There was a light in the third Cave Tonb

Dure stopped, took a breath, and gl anced back down the valley. The
Sphinx was quite visible alnost a kil onmeter away, but he coul d not
quite make out Sol in the shadows. For a nonent Dure wondered if

it had been the third tonmb they had sheltered in the day before ... if
one of themhad left a lantern there.

It had not been the third tonb. Except for the search for Kassad, no
one had entered this tonb in three days.

Fat her Dure knew that he should ignore the light, return to Sol

keep the vigil with the man and hi s daughter

But the Shrike canme to each of the others separately. Wiy shoul d
refuse the sunmons?

Dure felt moisture on his cheek and realized that |lie was weeping
soundl essly, mindlessly. He roughly wiped the tears away with the back
of his hand and stood there clenching his fists.

My intellect was ny greatest vanity. | was the intellectual Jesuit,
secure in the tradition of Teil hard and Prassard. Even the theol ogy |
pushed on the Church, on the seminarians, and on those few faithfu

still listening had emphasi zed the nmind, that wonderful Orega Poi nt
of consci ousness. God as a clever algorithm
Well, sone things are beyond intellect, Paul

Dure entered the third Cave Tonb.

a33
Sol awoke with a start, sure that someone was creeping up on him
He junped to his feet and | ooked around. Rachel was naking soft
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sounds, awakening from her nap at the sane tine as her father. Brawne
Lami a | ay notionless where he had left her, ned telltales still glow ng
green, brain activity readout a flat red.

He had slept for at |east an hour; the shadows had crept across the

valley floor, and only the top of the Sphinx was still in sunlight as the
sun broke free of the clouds. Shafts of light slanted through the valley
entrance and illumnated the cliff walls opposite. The wi nd was rising.
But not hing nmoved in the valley.

Sol lifted Rachel, rocked her as she cried, and ran down the steps,

| ooki ng behi nd the Sphinx and toward the other Tonbs.

"Paul!'" His voice echoed off rock. Wnd stirred dust beyond the Jade
Tonb, but nothing else stirred. Sol still had the feeling that something

was sneaking up on him that he was bei ng wat ched.

Rachel screamed and wiggled in his grasp, her voice the high, thin

wai | of a newborn. Sol glanced at his conl og. She would be one day

old in an hour. He searched the sky for the Consul's ship, cursed softly
at hinself, and went back to the entrance to the Sphinx to change the
baby' s di aper, check on Brawne, pull a nursing pak from his bag, and
grab a cl oak. The heat dissipated quickly when the sun was gone.

In the hal f-hour of twilight remaining, Sol noved quickly down the
val |l ey, shouting Dure's nanme and peering into the Tonbs wi t hout
entering. Past the jade Tonb where Hoyt had been murdered, its sides

al ready beginning to glow a mlky green. Past the dark oelisk, its
shadow t hrown high on the southeastern cliff wall. Past the Crysta
Monolith, its upper reaches glowing with the Iast of the day's light,
then fading as the sun set somewhere beyond the City of Poets. In the
sudden chill and hush of evening, past the Cave Tonbs, Sol shouting
into each and feeling the dank air against his face like a cold breath
froman open nouth.

No answer.

In the last of the twilight, around the bend in the valley to the bl ade-
and-buttress riot of the Shrike Palace, dark and ominous in the grow ng
gloom Sol stood at the entrance trying to nake sense of the ink-black
shadows, spires, rafters, and pylons, shouted into the dark interior; only
his echo answered. Rachel began to cry again.

Shivering, feeling a chill on the back of his neck, wheeling constantly

to surprise the unseen watcher and seeing only deepening shadows and

the first of the night's stars between cl ouds above, Sol hurried back up
the valley toward the Sphinx, walking quickly at first and then al nost
runni ng past the Jade Tonb as the evening wind rose with a sound of

chil dren screani ng

"Goddam! " breat hed Sol as he reached the top of the stairs to the

Sphi nx.

Brawne Lam a was gone. There was no sign other body or the netal
urbi | i cal .

Cursing, holding Rachel tight, Sol runbled through his pack for the
flashlight.

Ten nmeters down the cental corridor, Sol found the blanket Brawne

had been wapped in. Beyond that, nothing. The corridors branched

and tw sted, now wi dening, now narrowing as the ceiling lowered to
the point that Sol was crawing, holding the baby in his right arm so
that her cheek was next to his. He hated being in this tonb. H s heart
was pounding so fiercely that he hal f-expected to have a coronary then
and there.

The | ast corridor narrowed to nothing. Wiere the netal cable had
shaked into stone, now there was only stone.

Sol held the flashlight in his teeth and sl apped at the rock, shoved
at stones the size of houses as if a secret panel would open, tunnels
woul d be reveal ed.
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Not hi ng.

Sol hugged Rachel tighter and began to make his way out, taking
several wong turns, feeling his heart race even More wildly as he

t hought hinself lost. Then they were in a corridor he recogni zed, then
in the main corridor, then out.

He carried his child to the bottomof the steps and away fromthe
Sphinx. At the head of the valley, he stopped, sat on a | ow rock, and

panted for breath. Rachel's cheek still |ay against his neck, and the baby
made no sound, no novenent other tlian the soft curl of fingers against
hi s beard.

Wnd blew in fromthe barrens behind him  ouds opened above

and then closed, hiding the stars so that the only Iight cane fromthe
sick glow of the Tine Tonbs. Sol was afraid that the wild beating of
his heart would frighten the baby, but Rachel continued to curl calmy
against him her warmh a tactile reassurance.

"Dam, " whi spered Sol. He had cared for Brawne Lamia. He had

cared for all of the pilgrins, and now they were gone. Sol's decades as

an academ ¢ had preconditioned himto hunt for patterns in events, a

moral grain in the accreted stone of experience, but there had been no

pattern to events on Hypcrion--nerely confusion and deat h.

Sol rocked his child and | ooked out on the barrens, considering

|l eaving this place at once . . . walking to the dead city or Chronos Keep
wal ki ng northwest to the Littoral or southeast to where the Bridle

Range intersected the sea. Sol raised a shaky hand to his face and rubbed

hi s cheek; there would be no salvation in the w | derness. Leaving the

val |l ey had not saved Martin Silenus. The Shri ke had been reported far

south of the Bridle Range--as far south as Endym on and the ot her

southern cities--and even if the nonster spared them starvation and

thirst would not. Sol mght survive on plants, rodent flesh, and snow

melt fromthe high places--but Rachel's supply of milk was limted,

even with the supplies Brawne had brought back fromthe Keep. Then

lie realized that the mlk supply did not matter

I'"l'l be alone in less than a day. Sol stifled a npan as the thought

struck him H's deternmination to save his child had brought hi macross

two and a half decades and a hundred tines that many |ight-years. His

resolve to return Rachel's Iife and health to her was an al nost pal pable

force, a fierce energy which he and Sarai had shared and whi ch he had

kept alive the way a tenple priest preserves the sacred tenple flane.

No, by God, there was a pattern to things, a noral underpinning to

this platform of seemingly randomevents, and Sol Wintraub would

wager his and his daughter's lives on that belief.

Sol stood, wal ked slowy down the trail to the Sphinx, clinbed the

stairs, found a therm cl oak and bl ankets, and nmade a nest for the two

of themon the highest step as Hyperion wi nds how ed and the Tine

Tonbs gl owed More brightly.

Rachel lay on his chest and stonmach, her cheek on his shoul der, her

tiny hands curling and uncurling as she released the world for the I and

of infant sleep. Sol heard her gentle breathing as she noved into deep

sl unber, heard the soft sound as she blew tiny bubbles of saliva. After

a while, he released his own hold on the world and joined her in sleep.

THI RTY

Sol dreanmed the dream he had suffered since the day Rachel had incurred Merlin's sickness.
He was wal ki ng through a vast structure, where colums the

size of redwood trees rose into the gl oomand where crinson |ight fel

in solid shafts from somewhere far above. There canme the sound of a

gi ant confl agration, entire worlds burning. Ahead of him gl owed two

oval s of the deepest red.

Sol knew the place. He knew that he would find an altar ahead with

Rachel on it--Rachel in her twenties and unconsci ous--and then
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woul d cone the Voice, demanding.

Sol stopped on the | ow bal cony and stared down at the familiar scene.

Hi s daughter, the wonman he and Sarai had bid farewell to when she

| eft for postgraduate work on di stant Hyperion, |ay naked on a broad

bl ock of stone. Above themall floated the twin red orbs of the Shrike's
gaze. On the altar lay a long, curved knife nmade of sharpened bone.

The Voi ce cane then

"So/.' Take your daughter, your only daughter, Rachel, whom you

|l ove, and go to the world called Hyfierion and offer her there as a burnt
offering at one of the places of which | shall tell you."

Sol's arns were shaking with rage and grief. He pulled at his hair

and shouted into the darkness, repeating what he had told that voice

bef ore:

""There will be no More offerings, neither child nor parent. There wll
be no More sacrifices. The tine of obedi ence and atonenent is past.
Either help us as a friend, or go away!"

In previous dreans, this had led to the sound of wind and isolation
terrible footsteps receding in the dark. But this time the dream persisted,
the altar shimered and was suddenly enpty except for the bone knife.

-------------------------------------------------- S 3 7 s m et e e oo
He twin red orbs still floated high above, fire-filled rubies the size of

wor | ds.

"So/, listen," canme the Voice, nodulated now so it did not boom

fromfar above but al nost whispered in his ear, "the future of humanki nd
depends upon your choice. Can you offer Rachel out of love, if not

obedi ence7"

Sol heard the answer in his nmind even as he groped for the words.

There would be no More offerings. Not this day. Not any day. Hunmankind
had suffered enough for its |love of gods, its |long search for

God. He thought of the many centuries in which his people, the Jews,

had negotiated with God, conplaining, bickering, decrying the unfairness
of things but always--always--returning to obedi ence at what ever

the cost. Generations dying in the ovens of hatred. Future

generations scarred by the cold fires of radiation and renewed hatred.
Not this tine. Not ever again.

"Say yes. Daddy."

Sol started at the touch of a hand on his. H s daughter, Rachel, stood
next to him neither infant nor adult, but the eight-year-old he had
known twi ce--aging and growi ng backward through that age with Mer-

lin's sickness--Rachel with her light brown hair tied back in a sinple
braid, short formsoft in washed-denimplay tunic and kid sneakers.

Sol took her hand, gripping as tightly as he could without hurting

her, feeling the returned grip. This was no illusion, no final cruelty of
the Shrike. This was his daughter

"Say yes, Daddy."

Sol had sol ved Abraham s probl em of obedi ence to a God turned

mal i ci ous. Obedi ence could no | onger be paramount in rel ations between
humanity and its deity. But when the child chosen as sacrifice

asked for obedience to that God' s whin?

Sol went to one knee next to his daughter and opened his arns.

"Rachel . "

She hugged himw th the energy he renmenbered from countl ess such

hugs, her chin high over his shoulder, her arnms fierce in their intensity
of love. She whispered in his ear, "Please, Daddy, we have to say yes."
Sol continued to hug her, feeling her thin arns around himand the
warnt h of her cheek against his. He was crying silently, feeling the

wet ness on his checks and in his short beard, but unwilling to rel ease
her for even the second it would take to w pe the tears away.

"I love you. Daddy," whispered Rachel
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He rose then, wiped his face with a swi pe of the back of his hand,

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

and with Rachel's left hand still firmy in his, began the | ong descent
with her toward the altar bel ow.

Sol awoke with a sense of falling, grabbing for the baby. She was

asl eep on his chest, her fist curled, her thunb in her nouth, but when
he started upright she awoke with the cry and arching reflex of a startled
newborn. Sol got to his feet, dropping blankets and cl oak around him
clutching Rachel tightly to him

It was daylight. Late norning, if anything. They had slept while the

ni ght died and sunlight crept into the valley and across the Tonbs.

The Sphi nx huddl ed over them|like sone predatory beast, powerful

forel egs extended on either side of the stairway where they had slept.
Rachel wailed, her face contorting with the shock of waki ng and

hunger and sensed fear in her father. Sol stood in the fierce sunlight
and rocked her. He went to the top step of the Sphinx, changed her

di aper, heated one of the |l ast nursing paks, offered it to her until the
wail s turned to soft nursing sounds, burped her, and wal ked her around
until she drifted into light sleep again.

It was |less than ten hours until her "birthday." Less than ten hours
until sunset and the last few nminutes of his daughter's Iife. Not for the
first time, Sol wi shed that the Tine Tonb were a great glass building
synbolizing the cosnos and the deity that ran it. Sol would throw rocks
at the structure until not a single pane renmai ned unbroken.

He tried to renenber the details of his dream but the warnth and
reassurance of it shredded in the harsh light of Hyperion's sun. He
remenbered only Rachel's whispered entreaty. The thought of offering

her to the Shrike made Sol's stonmach ache with horror. "It's all right,"
he whi spered to her as she twitched and sighed toward the treacherous
haven of sleep once again. "It's all right, kiddo. The Consul's ship wll

be here soon. The ship will come any minute.”

The Consul's ship did not cone by noon. The Consul's ship did not

come by midafternoon. Sol wal ked the valley floor, calling out for those
who had di sappeared, singing hal f-forgotten songs when Rachel awoke,
crooning lullabies as she drifted back to sleep. Hi s daughter was so tiny
and light: six pounds and three ounces, nineteen inches at birth, he
remenbered, smling at the antique units of his antique home, of
Barnard's Worl d.

In late afternoon, he startled awake from his hal f-doze in the shade

of the Sphinx's outflung paw, standing with Rachel waking in his arns
as a spacecraft arched across the done of deep |apis sky.

"I't's cone!" he cried, and Rachel stirred and wiggled as if in response.
A line of blue fusion flane glowed with that daylight intensity reserved
to spacecraft in atnosphere. Sol hopped up and down, filled with the
first relief in many days. He shouted and | eaped until Rachel wailed
and wept in concern. Sol stopped, lifted her high, knowi ng that she
could not yet focus her eyes but wanting her to see the beauty of the
descending ship as it arced above the distant nountain range, dropping
toward the high desert.

"He did it!" cried Sol. "He's coming! The ship will . . ."

Three heavy thuds struck the valley alnost at once; the first two were
the twin sonic boonms of the spacecraft's "footprint" racing ahead of it
as it decelerated. T'ne third was the sound of its destruction.

Sol stared as the glowi ng pinpoint at the apex of the |long fusion tai
suddenly grew as bright as the sun, expanded into a cloud of flanme and
boi l i ng gases, and then tunbled toward the distant desert in ten thousand
burni ng pieces. He blinked away retinal echoes as Rachel continued
crying.

"My God," whispered Sol. "My God." There was no denying the
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conpl ete destruction of the spacecraft. Secondary expl osions ripped the

air, even fromthirty kil oneters away, as pieces fell, trailing snoke and
flames, toward the desert, the nmountains, and the Sea of Gass beyond
"My Cod. "

Sol sat on the warm sand. He was too exhausted to cry, too enpty
to do anything but rock his child until her crying stopped.

Ten mnutes later Sol |ooked up as two More fusion trails burned
the sky, these headed south fromthe zenith. One of these expl oded,
too distant for sound to reach him The second one dropped out of
sight bel ow the southern cliffs, beyond the Bridle Range.

"Perhaps it was not the Consul," whispered Sol. "It could be the
Quster invasion. Perhaps the Consul's ship still will come for us."
But the ship did not come by late afternoon. It had not cone by the
time the light of Hyperion's small sun shone on the cliff wall, shadows
reaching for Sol on the highest step of the Sphinx. It did not cone
when the valley fell in shadow.

Rachel was born less than thirty mnutes fromthis second. Sol
checked her diaper, found her dry, and fed her fromthe |ast nursing
pak. As she ate, she looked up at himwi th great, dark eyes, seenmingly

------------------ THE FALL OF HYPERION ------------------

searching his face. Sol renenbered the first few m nutes he had held

her while Sarai rested under warned bl ankets; the baby's eyes had

burned into himthen with these same questions and startl ement at

finding such a world.

The evening wi nd brought clouds noving in quickly above the valley.
Runbl es to the sout hwest cane first as distant thunder and then with

the sick regularity of artillery, nost likely nuclear or plasna expl osions
five hundred klicks or More to the south. Sol scanned the sky between | owering clouds and caught
glinpses of fiery meteor trails arching overhead:

ballistic mssiles or dropships, probably. Death for Hyperion in

ei ther case.

Sol ignored it. He sang softly to Rachel as she finished nursing. He

had wal ked to the head of the valley, but now he returned slowy to

the Sphinx. The Tombs were gl owi ng as never before, rippling with (Iie harsh |ight of neon gases
excited by el ectrons. Overhead, the |ast

shafts fromthe setting sun changed the | ow clouds to a ceiling of paste
flanes.

Less than three minutes renained until the final celebration of Rach- el's birth. Even if the
Consul's ship arrived now, Sol knew that he

woul d not have time to board it or get his child into cryogenic sleep

He did not want to.

Sol clinbed the stairs to the Sphinx slowy, realizing that Rachel had
come this way twenty-six standard years earlier, never guessing the fate
that awaited her in that dark crypt.

He paused at the top step and took in a breath. The light fromthe

sun was a pal pable thing, filling the sky and igniting the w ngs and

upper mass of the Sphinx. The tonb itself seemed to be rel easing the

light it had stored, like the rocks in Hebron's desert, where Sol had
wandered in the wilderness years before, seeking enlightennent and

finding only sorrow. The air shimered with light, and the wi nd continued
to rise, blowing sand across the valley floor and then rel enting.

Sol went to one knee on the top step, pulling off Rachel's bl anket

until the child was in only her soft cotton newborn's clothes. Swaddling
cl ot hes.

Rachel w ggled in his hands. Her face was purple and slick, her hands

tiny and red with the effort of clenching and uncl enching. Sol renenbered
her exactly like this as the doctor handed the infant to Sol, as he

stared at his newborn daughter as he was staring now, then set her on
Sarai's stomach so the nother could see.
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"Ah, CGod," breathed Sol and dropped to his other knee, truly kneeling
now.

The entire valley quivered as if to an earthquake trenor. Sol could
vaguely hear the explosions continuing far to the south. But of Mire

i medi ate concern now was the terrible glow fromthe Sphinx. Sol's
shadow | eaped fifty neters behind himdown the stairway and across

the valley floor as the tonb pulsed and vibrated with Ilight. Qut of the
corner of his eye, Sol could see the other Tonbs glowi ng as brightly
--huge, baroque reactors in their final seconds before neltdown.

The entrance to the Sphinx pul sed blue, then violet, then a terrible
white. Behind the Sphinx, on the wall of the plateau above the Valley
of the Tinme Tonbs, an inpossible tree shinmrered into existence, its
huge trunk and sharp steel branches rising into the glow ng clouds and
above. Sol gl anced quickly, saw the three-meter thorns and the terrible
fruit they bore, and then he | ooked back at the entrance to the Sphinx.
Somewhere the wi nd how ed and t hunder runbl ed. Sonmewhere vernilion

dust blew like curtains of dried blood in the terrible light from

the Tonbs. Somewhere voices cried out and a chorus shrieked.

Sol ignored all this. He had eyes only for his daughter's face and,
beyond her, for the shadow that now filled the gl owing entrance to the
t onb.

The Shri ke energed. The thing had to bend to allowits three-neter

bul k and steel blades to clear the top of the doorway. It stepped onto
the top porch of the Sphinx and noved forward, part creature, part

scul pture, walking with the terrible deliberation of nightnmare.

The dying light above rippled on the thing' s carapace, cascaded down
across curving breastplate to steel thorns there, shimering on finger-
bl ades and scal pels rising fromevery joint. Sol hugged Rachel to his
chest and stared into the nultifaceted red furnaces that passed for the
Shrike's eyes. The sunset faded into the blood-red glow of Sol's recurrent
dr eam

The Shrike's head turned slightly, swiveling without friction, rotating
ni nety degrees right, ninety degrees left, as if the creature were surveying
its domain.

The Shrike took three steps forward, stopping less than two neters
from Sol. The thing's four arms twi sted and rose, fingerblades uncurling.
Sol hugged Rachel tightly to him Her skin was noist, her face bruised
and bl otched with the exertions of birth. Seconds remmined. Her eyes
tracked separately, seenmed to focus on Sol

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

Say yes. Daddy. Sol renenbered the dream

The Shrike's head | owered until the ruby eyes in that terrible hood
stared at nothing but Sol and his child. The quicksilver jaws parted
slightly, showing |ayers and | evels of steel teeth. Four hands cane
forward, netallic palns up, pausing half a neter from Sol's face

Say yes. Daddy. Sol renmenbered the dream renenbered his daughter's
hug, and realized that in the end--when all else is dust--loyalty

to those we love is all we can carry with us to the grave. Faith--true
faith--was trusting in that |ove.

Sol lifted his newborn and dying child, seconds old, shrieking now
with her first and | ast breath, and handed her to the Shrike.

The absence of her slight weight struck Sol with a terrible vertigo.
The Shrike lifted Rachel, stepped backward, and was envel oped in
Iight.

Behi nd the Sphinx, the tree of thorns ceased shimering, shifted
into phase with now, and cane into terrible focus.

Sol stepped forward, arns inploring, as the Shrike stepped back into
the radi ance and was gone. Explosions rippled the clouds and sl anmed
Sol to his knees with shock waves of pressure.

Behi nd him around him the Tine Tonbs were opening.
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PART THREE

THI RTY- ONE

| awoke and was not pleased to be awakened.

Rol l'i ng over, squinting and cursing the sudden invasion of |ight,

| saw Leigh Hunt sitting on the edge of the bed, an aerosol injector
still in his hand.

"You t ook enough sleeping pills to keep you in bed all day,
"Ri se and shine."

| sat up, rubbed the norning stubble on ny cheeks, and squinted in
Hunt's direction. "Who the hell gave you the right to enter ny roon®"
The effort of speaking started ne coughing, and | did not stop unti
Hunt returned fromthe bathroomw th a glass of water.

he sai d.

"Here."
| drank, vainly trying to project anger and outrage between spasns
of coughing. The remmants of dreans fled like morning msts. | felt a

terrible sense of |oss descend.

"Get dressed," said Hunt, standing. "The CEO wants you in her

chanbers in twenty minutes. Wile you' ve been sl eeping, things have
been happening."

"What things?" | rubbed ny eyes and ran fingers through ny tousled

hai r.

Hunt smiled tightly. "Access the datasphere. Then get down to 4 ad-
stone's chanbers soonest. Twenty minutes, Severn." He left.

| accessed the datasphere. One way to visualize one's entry point to
the datasphere is to imgine a patch of Od Earth's ocean in varying
degrees of turbul ence. Nornal days tended to show a placid sea with
interesting patterns of ripples. Crises showed chop and whitecaps. Today
there was a hurricane under way. Entry was del ayed to any access route,
confusion reigned in breaking waves of update surges, the datunpl ane
matrix was wild with storage shifts and major credit transfers, and the

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

Al'l Thing, normally a nmultilayered buzz of information and politica
debate, was a raging wind of confusion, abandoned referenda and obsol ete
position tenplates blowing by Iike tattered cl ouds.

"Dear Cod," | whispered, breaking access but feeling the pressure of

the information surge still pounding at my inplant circuits and brain.
War. Surprise attack. Inminent destruction of the Web. Tal k of inpeaching
d adstone. Riots on a score of worlds. Shrike Cult uprisings

on Lusus. The FORCE fl eet abandoni ng Hyperion systemin a desperate
rearguard action, but too late, too |late. Hyperion already under attack
Fear of farcaster incursion

I rose, ran naked to the shower, and sonicked in record tine. Hunt

or someone had laid out a fornmal gray suit and cape, and | dressed in

a hurry, brushing back ny wet hair so that danp curls fell to ny collar.
It wouldn't do to keep the CEO of the Hegenobny of Man waiting.

Ch no, that wouldn't do at all.

"I't's about tinme you got here," said Meina d adstone as | entered

her private chanbers.

"What the fuck have you done?" | snapped.
d adstone blinked. Evidently the CEO of the Hegenony of Man
was not used to being spoken to in that tone. Tough shit, | thought.

"Rermrenber who you are and to whom you're speaking," d adstone

said coldly.

"I don't know who | am And | may be speaking to the greatest nass
mur derer since Horace @ ennon-Hcight. Wiy the hell did you all ow
this war to happen?”

d adst one blinked again and | ooked around. W were al one. Her

sitting roomwas |ong and pl easantly dark and hung with original art
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fromQAd Earth. At that nonent | didn't care if | was in a roomfilled
with original van Goghs. | stared at d adstone, the Lincol nesque face
merely that of an old worman in the thin light through the blinds. She
returned ny gaze for a nonent, then | ooked away again.

"l apol ogi ze," | snapped, no apology in ny voice, "you didn't allowit,
you?"

"No, Severn, | did not nake it happen." d adstone's voice was

hushed, al nost a whi sper.

"Speak up," | said. | paced back and forth near the tall w ndows,

wat ching the light fromthe blinds nove across ne |ike painted stripes.
"And |'m not Joseph Severn."

She rai sed an eyebrow. "Shall | call you M Keats?"

"You can call nme No Man," | said. "So that when the other cycl opes
come, you can say that No Man has blinded you, and they will go

away, saying that it's the will of the gods."

"Do you plan to blind nme?"

"Right now !l could wing your neck and wal k away w thout a tw nge

of remorse. MIlions will die before this week is out. How could you
have allowed it?"

d adst one touched her lower lip. "The future branches only two
directions," she said softly. "War and total uncertainty, or peace and
totally certain annihilation. | chose war."

"Who says this?" There was More curiosity than anger in ny voice

now.

"It is a fact." She glanced at her comog. "In ten mnutes | have to
go before the Senate to declare war. Tell nme the news of the Hyperion
pilgrims."

| crossed ny arns and stared down at her. "I will tell you if you
proni se to do sonething."

"' wll if I can.™

| paused, realized that no anount of |everage in the universe could
make this woman write a bl ank check on her word. "All right," | said.

"I want you to fatline Hyperion, release the hold you have on the
Consul 's ship, and send soneone up the Hoolie River to find the Consu
hi nsel f. He's about a hundred and thirty klicks fromthe capital, above
the Karia Locks. He may be hurt."

d adstone crooked a ringer, rubbed her |ip, and nodded. "I wll send
soneone to find him Rel easing the ship depends upon what el se you

have to tell ne. Are the others alive?"

| curled my short cape around ne and col |l apsed on a couch across
fromher. "Sone are."

"Byron Lam a's daughter? Brawne?"

"The Shrike took her. For a while, she was unconscious, connected

to some sort of neural shunt to the datasphere. | dreaned . . . she was

floating sonewhere, reunited with the inplant persona of the first Keats
retrieval personality. Just entering the datasphere . . . the negasphere

really. Core connections and di mensions | never dreaned of as well as
the accessible 'sphere.™

"I's she alive now?" d adstone |eaned forward, intense

"I don't know. Her body di sappeared. | was awakened before | saw
where her persona entered the nmegasphere.”

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

G adst one nodded. "What about the Col onel ?"

"Kassad was taken sonmewhere by Moneta, the human fenal e who

seens to reside in the Tonbs as they travel through tine. The |ast |
saw of him he was attacking the Shrike barehanded. Shrikes, actually,
there were thousands of them™

"Did he survive?"

I opened ny hands. "I don't know. These were dreans. Fragnents.

you nade it happen,

didn't
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Bits and pi eces of perception.”

"The poet ?"
"Silenus was carried off by the Shrike. Inpaled on the tree of thorns.
But | glinpsed himthere later in Kassad's dream Silenus was still alive

| don't know how. "

"So the tree of thorns is real, not merely Shrike Cult propaganda?"
"Ch yes, it's real."

"And the Consul left? Tried to return to the capital ?"

"He had his grandnother's hawking mat. It worked all right until he

reached the place near Karia Locks | nentioned. It ... and he ..
fell into the river." | preenpted her next question. "I don't know if he
survived. "

"And the priest? Father Hoyt?"
"The cruci form brought hi mback as Father Dure."
"is it Father Dure? Or a nindless duplicate?"
"It's Dure," | said. "But . . . damaged. D scouraged."
"And he is still in the valley?"
"No. He di sappeared in one of the Cave Tonbs. | don't know what
happened to him"
d adstone gl anced at her comog. | tried to imagi ne the confusion
and chaos which reigned in the rest of this building . . . this world .
in the Web. The CEO obviously had retreated here for fifteen m nutes
prior to her speech to the Senate. It night be the |ast such solitude she
woul d see for the next several weeks. Perhaps ever
"Capt ai n Masteen?"
"Dead. Buried in the valley."
She took a breath. "And Weintraub and the chil d?"
I shook ny head. "I dreaned things out of sequence . . . out of tine.
I think it's already happened, but |'mconfused."” | |ooked up. d adstone
was waiting patiently. "The baby was only a few seconds ol d when the
Shrike canme," | said. "Sol offered her to the thing. | think it took her
into the Sphinx. The Tonbs were glowi ng very brightly. There were
other Shrikes . . . energing.”

"The Tonbs have opened, then?"

"Yes. "

d adst one touched her coml og. "Lei gh? Have the duty officer in the
communi cati ons center contact Theo Lane and the necessary FORCE
peopl e on Hyperion. Rel ease the ship we have in quarantine. Also,
Leigh, tell the Governor-General that | will have a personal nessage
for himin a few mnutes.” The instrunment chirped and she | ooked

back at me. "Is there anything el se fromyour dreans?"
"I'mages. Wirds. | don't understand what's going on. Those are the
hi gh points."

d adstone smiled slightly. "Are you aware that you are dreamni ng

events beyond the range of the other Keats persona's experience?"

| said nothing, stunned with the shock of what she said. My contact

with the pilgrinms had been possible through sone Core-based connection

to the persona inplant in Brawne's Schron | oop, through it

and the prinmitive datasphere they had shared. But the persona had

been |iberated; the datasphere destroyed by separation and di stance.

Even a fatline receiver cannot receive nessages when there is no transmtter

A adstone's snile disappeared. "Can you explain this?"

"No." | | ooked up. "Perhaps they were only dreans. Real dreans."

She stood. "Perhaps we'll know when and if we find the Consul. O

when his ship arrives in the valley. | have two nminutes before | appear
in the Senate. |Is there anything el se?"

"A question,"” | said. "Who am|? Wiy am| here?"
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The slight snile again. "W all ask those questions, M Sev-- M
Keats."

"I"mserious. | think you know better than I."

"The Core sent you to be ny liaison with the pilgrins. And to observe.
You are, after all, a poet and artist."

I made a noise and stood. W wal ked slowy toward the private farcaster portal that would take her

to the Senate floor. "What good

does observation do when it's the end of the worl d?"

"Find out," said dadstone. "Go see the end of the world." She

handed ne a microcard for ny comog. | inserted it, glanced at the

di skey; it was a universal authorization chip, allowi ng ne access to al
portals, public, private, or mlitary. It was a ticket to the end of the
wor | d.

| said, "What if | get killed?"

"Then we will never hear the answers to your questions," said CEO

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

d adstone. She touched nmy wist fleetingly, turned her back, and
stepped through the portal

For a few minutes |I stood alone in her chanbers, appreciating the
light and silence and art. There was a van Gogh on one of the walls,
worth More than nost planets could pay. It was a painting of the artist's
roomat Aries. Madness is not a new invention

After a while, | left, let nmy com og nmenory guide ne through the

maze of Government House until | found the central farcaster term nex,
and stepped through to find the end of the world.

There were two full-access farcaster pathways through the Wb: the
Concourse and River Tethys. | 'cast to the Concourse where the half-
kil ometer strip of Tsingtao-Hsi shuang Panna connected to New Earth

and the short seaside strip of Nevernore. Tsingtao-Hsi shuang Panna

was a first-wave world, thirty-four hours away fromthe Quster onslaught.
New Earth had been on the second-wave |list, even now being

announced, and had a little over a standard week before invasion.

Never nore was deep in the Wb, years away from attack

There were no signs of panic. People were taking to the datasphere

and All Thing rather than the streets. Walking the narrow | anes of
Tsingtao, | could hear d adstone's voice froma thousand receivers and
personal com ogs, a strange verbal undertone to the shouts of street
vendors and hiss of tires on wet pavenent as electric rickshaws humed
overhead on the transport |evels.

" as another |eader told his people on the eve of attack al npst

ei ght centuries ago--'l have nothing to offer but blood, toil, tears, and sweat.' You ask, what

our policy? | say to you: It is to wage

war, in space, on land, in the air, by sea, wage war with all our night
and with all the strength justice and right can give us. That is our
policy ..."

There were FORCE troops near the translation zone between Tsingtao

and Nevernore, but the flow of pedestrians seened normal enough

I wondered when the military woul d commandeer the pedestrian nal

of the Concourse for vehicular traffic and if it would be headed toward the front or away.
| stepped through to Nevernore. The streets were dry there, except

for the occasional spray fromthe ocean thirty neters bel ow the

stone ranparts of the Concourse. The sky was its usual tones of
threatening ochre and gray, ominous twilight in the mddle of the d.iy.

Smal | stone shops glowed with Iight and nerchandi se. | was aware that

the streets were enptier than usual; people standing in shops or sitting
on stone walls or benches, heads bowed and eyes distracted as they
|istened.

" you ask, what is our ainf? | answer in one word. It is victory,
victory at all costs, victory in spite of all terror, victory however |ong

file:/lIF|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2002%20-%20The%20Fall%200f%20Hyperion.txt (151 of 321) [1/15/03 6:03:13 PM]

is



file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Si mmons/Simmons,%20D an%20-%2002%20-%20T he%620Fal1%6200f%20Hyperion.txt

and hard the road may be; for w thout victory, there is no survival..."
The lines at Edgartown's main tenninex were short. | coded for Mare
Infinitus and stepped through

The skies were their usual cloudl ess green, the ocean beneath the

float city a deeper green. Kelp farns floated to the horizon. The crowds
this far fromthe Concourse were even smaller; the boardwal ks were

al rost enpty, some shops closed. A group of men stood near a ki pboat
dock and listened to an antique fatline receiver. d adstone's voice was
flat and netallic in the sea-rich air.

" even now, units of FORCE nove relentlessly to their stations,
firmin their resolve and confident in their ability to rescue not only
the threatened worlds but all of the Hegermony of Man fromthe foul est
and nost soul -destroying tyranny ever to stain the annals of history.
Mare I nfinitus was eighteen hours frominvasion. | |ooked skyward,

hal f-expecting to see sone sign of the eneny swarm sone indication

of orbital defenses, spaceborne troop novenents. There was only the
sky, the warm day, and the gentle rocking of the city on the sea.
Heaven's Gate was the first world on the list of invasion. | stepped
through the Mudflat VIP portal and | ooked down from Ri fkin Heights

at the beautiful city which belied its name. It was deep night, so late
the nech street sweepers were out, their brushes and soni cs humr ng
agai nst cobbl estone, but here there was novenent, long |ines of silent
people at the R fkin Heights public terninex and even | onger |ines

vi si bl e bel ow at the Pronenade portals. Local police were in evidence,
tall figures in brown inpact coveralls, but if FORCE units were rushing
to reinforce this area, they were invisible.

The people in the lines were not |ocal residents--the Rifkin Heights
and Pronenade | andowners al nost certainly had private portal s--but

| ooked to be workers fromthe reclamation projects nmany klicks out
beyond the fern forest and parks. There was no panic and very little
conversation. The lines filed past with the patient stoicismof famlies
shuffling toward a thenme park attraction. Few carried anything |arger
than a travel bag or backpack

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERLON --------=ccmmnn-

Have we attai ned such equaninity, | wondered, that we handl e oursel ves
with dignity even in the face of invasion?
Heaven's Gate was thirteen hours fromH hour. | keyed ny comnl og

to the Al Thing.

" if we can neet this threat, then worlds we |ove may renain

free and the life of die Wb may nove forward into the sunlit future.
But if we fail, then the whole Wb, the Hegenobny, everything we have
known and cared for, will sink into the abyss of a new Dark Age nade
infinitely More sinister and protracted by the Iights of science perverted
and human freedom deni ed.

"Let us therefore brace ourselves to our duties, and so bear ourselves
that if the Hegenmony of Man and its Protectorate and allies were to

| ast ten thousand years, humankind will still say: 'This was their finest
hour." "

Sonewhere in the silent, fresh-snelling city bel ow, shooting began
First cane the rattle of flechette guns, then the deep humof antiriot
stunners, then screans and the sizzle of weapon |asers. The crowd on
the Promenade surged forward toward the terminex, but riot police
energed fromthe park, switched on powerful hal ogen searchlights

whi ch bathed the crowd in glare, and began ordering themthrough
bul l horns to resune lines or disperse. The crowd hesitated, surged back
and forth Iike a jellyfish caught in tricky currents, and then--spurred
on by the sound of firing, |ouder and cl oser now -surged forward toward
the portal platforns.

The riot cops fired tear gas and vertigo cannisters. Between the nob
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and the farcaster, violet interdiction fields whined into existence. A
flight of mlitary EWs and security skimrers cane in | ow over the

city, searchlights stabbing downward. One of the beans of |ight caught
me, held nme until ny com og winked at an interrogation signal, and

then nmoved on. It began to rain.

So nuch for equanimty.

The police had secured the Rifkin Heights public term nex and were
steppi ng through the private Atnospheric Protectorate portal | had used.
| decided to go el sewhere

There were FORCE commandos guardi ng the halls of Governnent

House, screening the farcaster arrivals despite the fact that this porta
was one of the nost difficult to access in the Wb. | passed through
three checkpoints before reaching the executive/residential w ng where

my apartnments were. Suddenly, guards stepped out to enpty the nmain

hal | and secure its tributaries, and d adstone swept by acconpani ed by
a swirling cromd of advisors, aides, and nmilitary |eaders. Surprisingly,
she saw me, brought her retinue to a clunsy halt, and spoke to ne
through the barricade of conbat-arnored Mari nes.

"How did you |like the speech, M No Man?"

"Fine," | said. "Stirring. And stolen fromWnston Churchill if I'm

not nistaken."

d adstone smiled and shrugged slightly. "If one is to steal, steal from
the forgotten masters.” The snmile faded. "Wat is the news fromthe
frontier?"

"The reality is just beginning to sink in," | said. "Expect panic."

"I always do," said the CEQO "Wat news have you fromthe pilgrins?"

I was surprised. "The pilgrins? | haven't been . . . dreaming."
The current of d adstone's retinue and inpending events began to
sweep her away down the hall. "Perhaps you no | onger need to sleep

to dream" she called. "Try it."

| watched her go, was released to seek out my suite, found the door

and turned away in disgust with nyself. | was retreating in fear and
shock fromthe terror descending on us all. | would be quite happy to
lie in bed, avoiding sleep, the covers pulled tight to ny chin while
wept for the Web, for the child Rachel, and for nyself.

| left the residential wing and found ny way out to the central garden
wanderi ng down gravel ed paths. Tiny mcrorenotes buzzed |ike bees
through the air, one pacing ne as | passed through the rose garden

into the area where a sunken path tw sted through steany tropical plants,
and into the A d Earth section near the bridge. | sat on the stone bench
where d adstone and | had tal ked.

Per haps you no longer need to sleep to dream Try it.

| pulled my feet up on the bench, touched ny chin to ny knees,

set fingertips against ny tenples, and closed nmy eyes.

THI RTY- TWO

artin Silenus hvists and withes in the pure poetry of pain.

A steel thorn two neters long enters his body between his

shoul der bl ades and passes out through his chest, extending

to a point a terrible, tapering meter beyond him H's nailing arns
cannot touch the point. The thorn is frictionless, his sweaty pal ns and
curling fingers can find no purchase there. Despite the thorn's slickness
to the touch, his body does not slide; he is as firmy inpaled as a
butterfly pinned for exhibition.

There is no bl ood.

In the hours after rationality returned through the mad haze of pain,
Martin Silenus wondered about that. There is no blood. But there is
pain. Ch yes, there is pain in abundance here--pain beyond the poet's
wi | dest imaginings of what pain was, pain beyond human endurance
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and the boundari es of suffering.

But Silenus endures. And Sil enus suffers.

He screans for the thousandth tine, a ragged sound, enpty of content,
free of |anguage, even obscenities. Wrds fail to convey such

agony. Silenus screans and withes. After a while, he hangs |inply,

the I ong thorn bouncing slightly in response to his gyrations. Oher
peopl e hang above, bel ow, and behind him but Silenus spends little
time observing them Each is separated by his or her own private cocoon

of agony.
"Way this is hell," thinks Silenus, quoting Marlowe, "nor am| out of it."
But he knows it is not hell. Nor any afterlife. But he al so knows that

it is not sone subbranch of reality; the thorn passes through his body Eight centineters of
organi ¢ steel through his chest! But he has not
abi4

di ed. He does not bleed. This place was sonewhere and sonet hi ng,

but it was not hell and it was not |iving.

Time was strange here. Silenus had known time to stretch and sl ow
before--the agony of the exposed nerve in the dentist's chair, the kidney-
stone pain in the Med clinic waiting room-tinme could slow, seem

not to nove as the hands of an outraged biol ogical clock stood still in
shock. But tinme did nove then. The root canal was finished. The
ultranorph finally arrived, took effect. But here the very air is frozen
in the absence of tinme. Pain is the curl and foam of a wave that does

not break.

Si | enus screans in anger and pain. And withes upon his thorn

"Goddam!" he manages at |ast. "Goddamm not herfuck sonof a-

bitch." The words are relics of a different life, artifacts fromthe dream
he had |ived before the reality of the tree. Silenus only half remenbers
that life, as he only half remenbers the Shrike carrying himhere,

i npaling himhere, |eaving himhere.

"Ch God!" screans the poet and clutches at the thorn with both

hands, trying to lever hinself up to relieve the great weight of his body
whi ch adds so i measurably to the unneasurabl e pain.

There is a | andscape below. He can see for miles. It is a frozen

papi er-mache di orama of the Valley of the Tinme Tonbs and the desert
beyond. Even the dead city and the distant nountains are reproduced

in plasticized, sterile mniature. It does not matter. For Martin Silenus
there is only the tree and the pain, and the two are indivisible. Silenus
shows his teeth in a pain-cracked smle. Wen he was a child on Ad
Earth, he and Amal fi Schwartz, his best friend, had visited a comune

of Christians in the North American Preserve, |earned their crude theol ogy,
and afterward had made nany jokes about crucifixion. Young

Martin had spread his arnms wide, crossed his legs, lifted his head, and
said, "Gee, | can see the whole town fromup here." Amalfi had roared

Si | enus screans.

Time does not truly pass, but after a while Silenus's mind returns to

sonet hing resenbling |inear observation . . . sonething other than the
scattered oases of clear, pure agony separated by the desert of mndlessly
received agony . . . and in that |inear perception of his own pain,

Si |l enus begins to inpose tine on this tineless place.

First, the obscenities add clarity to his pain. Shouting hurts, but his
anger clears and clarifies.

Then, in the exhausted tines between shouting or pure spasns of

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

pain, Silenus allows hinself thought. At first it is nmerely an effort to
sequence, to recite the tines tables in his mind, anything to separate
the agony of ten seconds ago fromthe agony yet to cone. Silenus

di scovers that in the effort of concentrating, the agony is |essened
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slightly--still unbearable, still driving all true thought Iike w sps before
a wind, but |essened sone indefinable anmount.

So Silenus concentrates. He screans and rails and withes, but he
concentrates. Since there is nothing else to concentrate on, he concentrates
on the pain.

Pai n, he discovers, has a structure. It has a floor plan. It has designs Mdre intricate than a
chanbered nautilus, features Mre baroque than

the nost buttressed Gothic cathedral. Even as he screams, Mrtin

Silenus studies the structure of this pain. He realizes that it is a poem
Si | enus arches his body and neck for the ten-thousandth tinme, seeking
relief where no relief is possible, but this time he sees a famliar form
five neters above him hanging froma simlar thorn, twisting in the
unreal breeze of agony.

"Billy!" gasps Martin Silenus, his first true thought.

His former liege lord and patron stares across a sightless abyss, nade
blind with the pain that had blinded Silenus, but turning slightly as if
in response to the call of his nanme in this place beyond nanes.

"Billyl" cries Silenus again and then | oses vision and thought to the
pain. He concentrates on the structure of pain, following its patterns

as if he were tracing the trunk and branches and tw gs and thorns of

the tree itself. "My lord!"

Sil enus hears a voice above the screans and is amazed to find that

both the screans and the voice are his:

. Thou art a dreami ng thing;

A fever of thyself--think of the Earth;

What bliss even in hope is there for thee?

What haven? every creature hath its hone;

Every sole man hath days of joy and pain,

Whet her his | abours be sublime or |ow-

The pain alone; the joy alone; distinct:

Only the dreanmer venons all his days,

Bearing More woe than all his sins deserve.

He knows the verse, not his, John Keats's, and feels the words further
structuring the seem ng chaos of pain around him Silenus understands

that the pain has been with himsince birth--the universe's gift to a
poet. It is a physical reflection of the pain he has felt and runlely tried
to set to verse, to pin down with prose, all those useless years of l|ife.
It is worse than pain; it is unhappi ness because the universe offers pain
to all.

Only the dreanmer venons all his days,

Bearing More woe than all his sins deserve!

Sil enus shouts it but does not scream The roar of pain fromthe tree, Mre psychic than physical
abates for the barest fraction of a second.

There is an island of distraction anmidst this ocean of singl eni ndedness.
“Martin!"

Silenus arches, lifts his head, tried to focus through the haze of pain
Sad King Billy is |ooking at him Looking.

Sad King Billy croaks a syllable which, after an endl ess nonent,

Si |l enus recogni zes as "Morel ™

Sil enus screans in agony, withes in a palsied spasm of mndless

physi cal response, but when he stops, dangling in exhaustion, the pain
not | essened but driven fromthe nmotor areas of his brain by fatigue
toxins, he allows the voice within himto shout and whisper its song:
Spirir here that reignest!

Spirit here that painesti

Spirit here that bunest!

Spirit here that nounest!

Spirit! | bow

My forehead | ow,

Enshaded with thy pinions!
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Spirit! | |ook

Al'l passion-struck

Into thy pal e dom ni ons!

The small circle of silence widens to include several nearby branches,
a handful of thorns carrying their clusters of human beings in extrems
Silenus stares up at Sad King Billy and sees his betrayed | ord open

his sad eyes. For the first tinme in More than two centuries, patron and
poet | ook upon one another. Silenus delivers the nessage that has
brought himhere, hung himhere. "My lord, I"'msorry."

Before Billy can respond, before the chorus of scream ng drowns out

THE FALL OoF HYPERI O\

any response, the air changes, the sense of frozen time stirs, and the
tree shakes, as if the entire thing has dropped a neter. Silenus screans
with the others as the branch shakes and the inpaling thorn tears at
his insides, rends his flesh anew.

Sil enus opens his eyes and sees that the sky is real, the desert real
the Tonbs gl owi ng, the wind bl owi ng, and time begun again. There

is no lessening of torment, but clarity has returned.

Martin Silenus |laughs through tears. "Look, Mn" he shouts, giggling,
the steel spear still protruding a neter beyond his shattered chest, "I can see the whole town
fromup here!"

"M Severn? Are you all right?"

Panting, on my hands and knees, | turned toward the voice. Qpening

my eyes was painful, but no pain could conpare to what | had just
experi enced.

"Are you all right, sir?"

No one was near ne in the garden. The voice canme froma mcro-

renote that buzzed half a meter fromny face, probably one of the
security peopl e sonewhere in Governnent House.

"Yes," | managed, getting to ny feet and brushing gravel from ny
knees. "I'mfine. A sudden . . . pain.”

"Medical help can be there in two mnutes, sir. Your biononitor
reports no organic difficulty, but we can--"

"No, no," | said. "I'mfine. Leave it be. And | eave nme al one."

The renote fluttered Iike a nervous humm ngbird. "Yes, sir. Just

call if you need anything. The garden and grounds nonitor wll respond."
"Go away," | said.

I went out of the gardens, through the main hall of Government
House--all checkpoints and security guards now -and out across the
| andscaped acres of Deer Park.

The dock area was quiet, the River Tethys Mre still than | had ever

seen it. "Wat's happening?" | asked one of the security people on the

pi er.

The guard accessed nmy com og, confirmed nmy executive override

pi p and CEO cl earance, but still did not hurry to answer. "The portal s've

been turned off for TC2," he drawl ed. "Bypassed."
"Bypassed? You nean the river doesn't flow through Tau Ceti Center
anynor e?"

"Right." He flipped his visor down as a small boat approached, nipped
it up when he identified the two security people in it.

"Can | get out that way?" | pointed upriver to where the tall portals
showed an opaque curtain of gray.

The guard shrugged. "Yeah. But you won't be all owed back that

way. "

"That's all right. Can | take that small boat?"

The guard whi spered into his bead m ke and nodded. "Go ahead.”

| stepped gingerly into the small craft, sat on the rear bench and held
onto the gunwal es until the rocking subsided, touched the power diskey
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and said, "Start."

The electric jets hunmed, the small |aunch untied itself and pointed

its nose into the river, and | pointed the way upstream

I had never heard of part of River Tethys being cordoned off, but

the farcaster curtain was now definitely a one-way and semi perneabl e
menbr ane. The boat hunmed t hrough, and | shrugged off the tingling
sensation and | ooked around.

I was in one of the great canal cities--Ardmen or Panol o,

per haps--on Renai ssance Vector. The Tethys here was a main street
fromwhich many tributaries flowed. Ordinarily, the only river traffic
here woul d be the tourist gondolas on the outer |anes and the yachts

and go-everywheres of the very rich in the pass-through center |anes.
Today it was a nadhouse.

Boats of every size and description clogged the center channels, boats
headed in both directions. Houseboats were piled high w th bel ongi ngs,
smal ler craft were so heavily laden that it |ooked Iike the smallest wave
or wake woul d capsize them Hundreds of ornanental junks from Tsi ngtaoHsi shuang
Panna and nillion-mark river condobarges from Fuji

vied for their share of the river; | guessed that few of these residential
boats had ever left their tie-ups before. Amidst the riot of wood and

pl asteel and Perspex, go-everywheres noved by |ike silver eggs, their
contai nnent fields set to full reflection

I queried the datasphere: Renai ssance Vector was a second-wave

wor| d, one hundred and seven hours frominvasion. | thought it odd
that Fuji refugees were crowdi ng the waterways here since that world
had More than two hundred hours until the axe fell, but then | realized

that except for the renoval of TC2 fromthe waterway, the river stil
flowed through its usual series of worlds. Refugees from Fuji had taken
the river from Tsingtao, thirty-three hours fromthe Qusters, through
Deneb Drei at a hundred forty-seven hours, through Renai ssance Vector

---------------- THE PALL OF HYPERION ----------------

toward Parsinony or Grass, both unthreatened at this time. | shook ny
head, found a relatively sane tributary street fromwhich to watch the
madness, and wondered when the authorities would reroute the river

so that all threatened worlds flowed to sanctuary.

Can they do that? | wondered, the TechnoCore had installed R ver

Tethys as a gift to the Hegenony during its PentaCentennial. But surely
d adst one or soneone had thought to ask the Core to aid in the evacuation
Had they? | wondered. Wuld the Core hel p? | knew that

d adst one was convinced that elenments of the Core were intent upon
elimnating the human species--this war had been her Hobson's choice
given that alternative. Wat a sinple way for the anti human Core

elenents to carry out their program-nerely refuse to evacuate the
billions threatened by the CQusters!

| had been snmiling, however grimy, but that smile faded as | realized
that the TechnoCore al so nmintained and controlled the farcaster grid
that | depended on to get out of the threatened territories.

I had tied up the launch at the base of a stone stairway that descended
into the brackish waters. | noticed green npbss growi ng on the | owest
stones. The stone steps thensel ves--possibly brought fromQdd Earth,
since sone of the classical cities were shipped via farcaster in the early
years after the Big M stake--were worn with age, and | could see a fine
tracery of cracks connecting sparkling flecks there, looking |like a schematic
of the Worl dweb.

It was very warm and the air was too thick, too heavy. Renai ssance
Vector's sun hung | ow above the gabled towers. The light was too red

and too syrupy for ny eyes. Noise fromthe Tethys was deafeni ng even
here, a hundred neters down the equivalent of an alley. Pigeons whirled
in agitation between dark walls and overhangi ng eaves.

What can | do? Everyone seened to be acting as the world sl ouched
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toward destruction, and the best | could do was wander ainl essly.
T/iar's your job. You' re an observer.

I rubbed ny eyes. Who said that poets had to be observers? | thought

of Li Po and George Wi | eading their armes through China and witing
sonme of the nobst sensitive verse in history while their soldiers slept.
And at least Martin Silenus had led a long, eventful life, even if half
the events were obscene and the other half wasted.

At the thought of Martin Silenus, | groaned al oud.

Is the child, Rachel, hanging fromthat tree of thorns even now?

For a second | pondered that, wondering if such a fate were preferable
to the quick extinction of Merlin's sickness.

No.

I closed ny eyes, concentrated on thinking of nothing at all, hoping

that | could nake sone contact with Sol, discover sonething about the fate of the child.
The smal | boat rocked gently from di stant wakes. Sonmewhere above

me, the pigeons fluttered to a | edge and cooed to one anot her

"I don't care howdifficult it is!" shouts Meina d adstone. "I want all of the fleet in Vega
Systemto defend Heaven's Gate. Then shift the

necessary elenents to God's Grove and the other threatened worlds

The only advantage we have right nowis nobility!"

Adnmiral Singh's face is dark with frustration. "Too dangerous, M
Executive! If we nove the fleet directly to Vega space, it runs a terrible
risk of being cut off there. They will certainly attenpt to destroy the
singularity sphere that connects that systemto the Wb."

"Protect it!" snaps d adstone. "That's what all the expensive warships

are for."

Si ngh |1 ooks to Morpurgo or the other brass for help. No one speaks.

The group is in the executive conplex War Room The walls are heavy

with hol os and flowi ng colums of data. No one is watching the wall

"It is taking all our resources to protect the singularity sphere in
Hyperion space,"” says Adnmiral Singh, his voice |ow, words carefully
spaced. "Retreating under fire, especially under the onslaught of the
entire Swarmthere, is very difficult. Should that sphere be destroyed,

our fleet would be eighteen nmonths tine-debt fromthe Wb. The war

woul d be | ost before they could return.”

A adstone nods tersely. "lI'mnot asking you to risk that singularity
sphere until all elements of the fleet have translated. Admral . . . |'ve
al ready agreed to | et them have Hyperion before we get all our ships
out... but | insist that we do not surrender worlds of the Web without

a fight."

General Morpurgo stands. The Lusian | ooks exhausted al ready.

"CEO, we're planning a fight. But it nakes much Mdre sense to begin

our defense at Hebron or Renai ssance Vector. Not only do we gain

al nost five days to prepare our defenses, but--"

"But we | ose nine worlds!" interrupts d adstone. "Billions of Hegenony
citizens. Human beings. Heaven's Gate would be a terrible |oss,

but God's Grove is a cultural and ecol ogical treasure. Irreplaceable.”
"CEQ," says Allan Impbto, Mnister of Defense, "there is evidence

conming in that the Tenmpl ars have been in collusion with the so-called
Church of the Shrike for many years. Mich of the funding for Shrike

Cult programs has conme frond"

A adstone flicks her hand to silence the man. "I don't care about

that. The thought of losing Cod's Grove is untenable. If we can't defend
Vega and Heaven's Gate, we draw the line at the Tenplar planet. That's
final."

Singh | ooks as if he has been weighted with invisible chains as he
attenpts an ironic smle. "That gains us |less than an hour, CEQ "

"It's final," repeats d adstone. "Leigh, what's the status of the riots
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on Lusus?"

Hunt clears his throat. Hi s deneanor is as hangdog and unhurried

as ever. "M Executive, at least five H ves are now invol ved. Hundreds
of millions of marks in property have been destroyed. FORCE: ground
troops have been translated from Freehol m and appear to have contai ned
the worst of the looting and denonstrations, but there is no estinate
of when farcaster service can be restored to those Hives. There is no
doubt that the Church of the Shrike is responsible. The initial riot in
Bergstrom Hi ve began with a denonstration of Cult fanatics, and the

Bi shop broke into HTV progranmmng until he was cut off byd"

d adstone | owers her head. "So he's finally surfaced. Is he on Lusus
now?"

"W don't know, M Executive," replies Hunt. "Transit Authority

people are trying to trace himand his top acol ytes."

d adstone swivels toward a young nan | do not recognize for a

monent. It is Conmander WIlliam Ajunta Lee, the hero of the battle

for Maui - Covenant. When | ast heard of, the young man had been
transferred to the Qutback for daring to speak his mind in front of his
superiors. Now the epaul ettes of his FORCE:sea uniformcarry the gold
and enmerald of a rear adniral's insignia.

"What about fighting for each worl d?" G adstone asks him ignoring

her own edict that the decision was final

"I believe it's a nmistake, CEQ " says Lee. "All nine Swarns are
comrmitted to the attack. The only one we won't have to worry about

for three yearsodassuming we can extricate our forcesdis the Swarm

now attacking Hyperion. If we concentrate our fleetdeven half our
fleetdto neet the nenace to Cod's Grove, the odds are al nbst one
hundred percent that we will not be able to shift those forces to defend
the eight other first-wave worlds."

d adstone rubs her lower |ip. "Wat do you recomend?"

Rear Admiral Lee takes a breath. "I recommend we cut our | osses,

bl ow the singularity spheres in those nine systens, and prepare to attack
t he second-wave Swarmns before they reach inhabited star systens."”
Conmotion erupts around the table. Senator Feldstein from Bar-

nard's Wrld is on her feet, shouting sonething.

d adstone waits for the stormto subside. "Carry the fight to them
you nean? Counterattack the Swarns thensel ves, not wait to fight a

def ensi ve battle?"

"Yes, M Executive."

d adstone points at Adnmiral Singh. "Can it be done? Can we pl an
prepare, and | aunch such offensive strikes by"--she consults the data-
streamon the wall above her--"ninety-four standard hours from now?"

Singh pulls hinself to attention. "Possible? Ah ... perhaps, CEQ

but the political repercussions of losing nine worlds fromthe Wb

ah ... the logistical difficulties of--"

"But it's possible?" presses d adstone

"Ah . . . yes, M Executive. But if--"

"Do it," says d adstone. She rises, and the others at the table hurry

to get to their feet. "Senator Feldstein, I'll see you and the other affected

| egislators in ny chanbers. Leigh, Alan, please keep ne infornmed on
the Lusus riots. The War Council will readjourn here in four hours.
Good day, gentlenen and | adies."

I wal ked the streets as in a daze, ny mnd tuned to echoes. Away
fromRi ver Tethys, where canals were fewer and the pedestrian thoroughfares
were wider, the crowds filled the avenues. | let my com og

lead ne to different term nexes, but each time the throngs were thicker
there. It took me a few ninutes to realize that these were not nerely

i nhabi tants of Renai ssance V seeking to get our, but sightseers from

t hroughout the Wb shoving to get in. | wondered if anyone on d ad-
stone's evacuation task force had considered the problemof millions of
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the curious 'casting in to see the war begin.

I had no idea how | was dreani ng conversations in d adstone's War
Room but | also had no doubt they were real. Thinking back now, |
renenbered details of nmy dreanms during the |ong night past--not
merely dreans of Hyperion, but the CEO s world wal k and details from
hi gh-1evel conferences.

Wio was | ?

A cybrid was a biol ogical renpte, an appendage of the Al ... or in
Nor nal ; FR1; FR2; THE FALL OF HYPERI ON
this case of an Al retrieval persona . . . safely ensconced somewhere

in the Core. It nade sense that the Core knew everything that went on
in Government House, in the many halls of human | eadership. Humanity
had become as bl ase about sharing their lives with potential Al
monitoring as pre-Civil War O d Earth USA-southern fanmilies had

been about speaking in front of their human slaves. Nothing could be
done about it--every human above the | owest Dregs' Hive poverty cl ass
had a com og with biononitor, many had inplants, and each of these

was tuned to the nusic of the datasphere, nonitored by el ements of

the dat asphere, dependent upon functions of the datasphere--so humans
accepted their lack of privacy. An artist on Esperance had once

said to nme, "Having sex or a donmestic quarrel with the house nonitors
on is like undressing in front of a dog or cat ... it gives you pause the
first time, and then you forget about it."

So was | tapping into sone back channel known just to the Core?

There was a sinple way to find out: |eave ny cybrid and travel the

hi ghways of the negasphere to the Core the way Brawne and ny di senbodi ed
counterpart had been doing the last time | had shared their

percepti ons.

No.

The t hought of that nade ne dizzy, alnost ill. | found a bench and

sat a nmonment, lowering ny head between nmy knees and taking | ong,

sl ow breaths. The crowds noved by. Sonewhere sonmeone was addressi ng
them t hrough a bul | horn

I was hungry. It had been at |east twenty-four hours since |'d eaten
and cybrid or no, ny body was weak and fami shed. | pressed into a

side street where vendors shouted above the normal din, hawking their
wares from one-wheel ed gyro carts.

I found a cart where the Iine was short, ordered fried dough wth
honey, a cup of rich, Bressian coffee, and a pocket of pita bread with
sal ad, paid the woman with a touch of ny universal card, and clinbed

a stairway to an abandoned building to sit on the balcony and eat. It
tasted wonderful. | was sipping my coffee, considering going back for Mdre fried dough, when |
noticed that the crowd in the square bel ow

had ceased its mndless surges and had coal esced around a small group
of men standing on the rimof a broad fountain in the center. Their
anplified words drifted to me over the heads of the crowd:

“. . . the Angel of Retribution has been | oosed anong us, prophecies
fulfilled, the MIlenniumcone ... the plan of the Avatar calls for
such sacrifice... as prophesied by the Church of the Final Atonenent,

whi ch knew, which has al ways known, that such atonenent must be

made . . . too late for such half-measures . . . too late for internecine
strife . . . the end of mankind is upon us, the Tribul ati ons have begun
the M Il enniumof the Lord is about to dawn."

| realized that the men in red were priests of the Shrike Cult and

that the crowd was responding--first with scattered shouts of agreenent,
occasional cries of "Yes, yes!" and "Amen!" and then with chanting in

uni son, raised fists surging above the crowd, and fierce cries of ecstasy.
It was incongruous, to say the least. The Web in this century had nany

of the religious overtones of the Rone of O d Earth just before the
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Christian Era: a policy of tolerance, a nyriad of religions--nost, |ike
Zen Gnosticism conplex and inwardly turned rather than the stuff of
prosel ytism-while the general tenor was one of gentle cynicism and
indifference to religious inpulse.

But not now, not in this square.

I was thinking about how free of nopbs recent centuries had been: to
create a nob there nust be public nmeetings, and public neetings in

our time consisted of individuals comuning via the All Thing or other
dat asphere channels; it is hard to create nob passi on when people are
separated by kilometers and |ight-years, connected only by commlines
and fatline threads.

Suddenly | was jarred fromny reveries by a hush in the crowd's

roar, a turning of a thousand faces in ny direction.

"“. . . and there is one of thenmB." cried the Shrike Cult holy man, his
red robes flashing as he pointed in ny direction. "One of those from
the sealed circles of the Hegemony . . . one of the schenm ng sinners
who has brought the Atonenent to us this day ... it is that nman and
those |i ke himwho want the Shrike Avatar to nake you pay for his
sins, while he and the others hide in safety in the secret worlds the
Hegenony | eadershi p has set aside for just this day!"

I put down ny cup of coffee, gulped ny last bit of fried dough, and
stared. The man was speaki ng gi bberish. But how did he know that |

had cone from TC2? O that | had access to d adstone? | | ooked again,
shielding ny eyes fromthe glare and trying to ignore the raised faces
and shaken fists aimed in nmy direction, focusing on the face above the
red robes .

My God, it was Spenser Reynolds, the action artist whoml'd | ast

seen trying to donminate the dinner conversation at Treetops. Reynolds
had shaved his head until nothing was left of his curled and coifed hair
except a Shrike Cult queue at the back, but the face was still tanned

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

and handsone, even distorted as it was now with sinulated rage and a
true believer's fanatic faith.

"Seize him" cried Shrike Cult agitator Reynolds, still pointing in

ny direction. "Seize himand nake himpay for the destruction of our
hones, the deaths of our fanilies, the end of our world!"

| actually glanced behind ne, thinking that surely this ponpous poseur was not tal king about ne.
But he was. And enough of the crowd had been converted to nob that a wave of people nearest the
shouti ng denmagogue surged in ny

direction, fists waving and spittle flying, and that surge noved others
farther fromthe center, until the fringes of the crowd bel ow nme al so
moved in ny direction to keep from being tranpl ed.

The surge becane a roaring, shouting, scream ng mass of rioters; at

that monment, the sumof the crowd's | Q was far below that of its npst
nodest singl e nenber. Mbs have passi ons, not brains.

I didn't wish to remain around | ong enough to explain this to them

The crowd parted and began rushing up both sides of ny divided
staircase. | turned and tried the boarded door behind ne. It was | ocked.
I kicked until the door splintered inward on the third attenpt, stepped
through the gap just ahead of grasping hands, and began sprinting up

a dark staircase in a hall which snelled of age and nmildew. There were
shouts and splintering sounds as the nob denolished the door behind

ne.

There was an apartment on the third fl oor, occupied although the
bui |l di ng had | ooked abandoned. It was not |ocked. | opened the door

just as | heard footsteps on the flight bel ow me.

"Pl ease hel p--" | began and stopped. There were three wonen in

the dark room perhaps three fenal e generations of the same fanily

for there was some resenblance. All three sat in rotting chairs, clothed
in soiled rags, white arns extended, pale fingers curled around unseen
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spheres; | could see the slimnmetal cable curling through the ol dest
worman's white hair to the black deck on a dusty tabletop. Identica
cables twisted fromthe daughter and grandaughter's skulls.

Wreheads. In the | ast stages of uplink anorexia fromthe | ooks of it.
Soneone nust come in occasionally to feed themintravenously and

to change their soiled clothing, but perhaps the war scare had kept their
keepers away.

Foot steps echoed on the stairs. | closed the door and ran up two More
flights. Locked doors or abandoned roons wi th puddl es of water dripping

from exposed | athing. Enpty Flashback injectors scattered |ike soft-
drink bulbs. This is not a quality nei ghborhood, | thought.

I reached the roof ten steps ahead of the pack. Wat mi ndl ess passion
the nob had |ost in separation fromtheir guru, it had gained in the
dark and cl austrophobi c confines of the stairway. They nmay have forgotten
why they were chasing nme, but that nmade the thought of being

caught by themno More attractive.

Slamming the rotting door behind nme, | |ooked for a | ock, sonething

to barricade the passage, anything. There was no | ock. Nothing |arge
enough to bl ock the doorway. Frenzied footfalls echoed up the |ast
flight of stairs.

| 1 ooked around the rooftop: miniature uplink dishes growing |ike
inverted, rusty toadstools, a line of wash that |ooked as if it had been
forgotten years before, the decomposed corpses of a dozen pigeons, and
an anci ent Vi kken Sceni c.

I nmade it to the EMW before the first of the nob cane through the
doorway. The thing was a nuseum pi ece. Dirt and pi geon droppings

all but obscured the wi ndshield. Sonmeone had renopved the origina
repellors and replaced themwith cut-rate black market units that would
never pass inspection. The Perspex canopy was fused and darkened in

the back, as if someone had used it for target practice with a weapons
| aser.

More to the point of the i mediate nonent, however, was the fact

that it had no palm ock, nerely a key | ock which had been forced | ong

before. | threw nyself into the dusty seat and tried to slamthe door; it
woul d not | atch, but hung half-open. | did not speculate on the smnal

odds of the thing starting or the even snaller odds of my being able to
negotiate with the nob as they dragged ne out and down ... if they

didn't nerely t/irow me over the edge of the building. | could hear a
bass roar of shouts as the nob worked itself to a frenzy in the square
bel ow.

The first people onto the roof were a burly man in khaki tech overalls,
a slimmn in the latest Tau Ceti fashion-approved matte bl ack suit, a
terribly obese woman wavi ng what | ooked to be a long wench, and a
short man in Renai ssance V Sel f-Def ense Force green

| held the door open with ny left hand and slipped d adstone's
override mcrocard into the ignition diskey. The battery whined, the
transition starter ground away, and | closed ny eyes and nmade a wi sh
that the circuits were sol ar charged and sel f-repairing.

———————————————— THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

Fi sts pounded on the roof, palns slapped against the warped Perspex

near ny face, and someone tugged open the door despite my best efforts

to keep it closed. The shouting of the distant crowd was |ike the background
noi se an ocean nakes; the scream ng of the group on the rooftop Mire |ike the cry of oversized
gull's.

The Iift circuits caught, repellors Bared dust and pigeon crap over

the rooftop nob, and | slipped ny hand into the omi controller

shifted back and to the right, and felt the old Scenic lift, wobble, dip,
and lift again.

| banked right out over the square, only half aware that dashboard
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alarms were chinming and that sonmeone was still dangling fromthe open
door. | swooped low, snmiling inadvertently as | saw Shrike Cult orator
Reynol ds duck and the crowd scatter, and then pulled up over the

fountain while banking steeply to the left.

My scream ng passenger did not |et go of the door, but the door cane

off, so the effect was the sane. | noticed that it had been the obese
wormen in the instant before she and the door hit the water eight neters
bel ow, spl ashing Reynolds and the crowd. | tw tched the EW higher

and listened to the black market |ift units groan about the deci sion.
Angry calls fromlocal traffic control joined the chorus of dashboard

al arm voi ces, the car staggered as it shifted to police override, but |
touched the diskey with nmy mcrocard agai n and nodded as contro

returned to the omi stick. | flew over the ol dest, poorest section of the
city, keeping close to the rooftops and banki ng around spires and cl ock
towers to stay below police radar. On a normal day, the traffic contro
cops riding personal lift packs and stick ski mers would have swooped
down and tangle-netted ne |ong before this, but fromthe | ook of the
crowds in the streets below and the riots | glinpsed near public farcaster
term nexes, it didn't |ook nuch Iike a normal day.

The Scenic began to warn ne that its tine in the air was nunbered

in seconds now, | felt the starboard repellor give with a sickening |lurch
and | worked hard with the omi and floor throttle to wobbl e the junker
down to a landing in a small parking | ot between a canal and a | arge,

soot -stai ned building. This place was at |east ten klicks fromthe square
where Reynol ds had incited the nob, so |I felt safer taking ny chances

on the ground . . . not that there was much choice at this nonent.

Sparks flew, netal tore, parts of the rear quarter panel, flare skirt,
and front access panel disassociated thenselves fromthe rest of the
vehicle, and | was down and stopped two nmeters fromthe wall over

-------------------------------------------------- P I e
| ooking the canal. | wal ked away fromthe Vikkcn with as nmuch nonchal ance

as | could mnuster.

The streets were still in the control of the crowds--not yet coal esced

into a nob here--and the canals were a tangle of small boats, so

strolled into the closest public building to get out of sight. The place

was part nuseum part library, and part archive; | loved it at first sight
and snell, for here there were thousands of printed books, many

very old indeed, and nothing smells quite as wonderful as ol d books.

I was wandering through the anteroom checking titles and wondering

idly whether the works of Salmud Brevy could be found here, when a

smal |, wi zened nan in an outdated wool and fiberplastic suit approached

me. "Sir," he said, "it has been too long since we've had the pleasure

of your conpany!"

| nodded, sure that | had never met this nman, never visited this place.

"Three years, no? At |least three years! My, howtinme Hes." The little

man's voice was little More than a whisper--the hushed tones of soneone

who has spent nost of his life in libraries--but there was no denying

the undertone of excitenent there. "I'msure you would like to go

straight to the collection," he said, standing aside as if to |let nme pass.

"Yes," | said, bowing slightly. "But after you."

The little man--1 was al nost sure that he was an archivist--seened

pl eased to be | eading the way. He chatted ai nl essly about new acquisitions,

recent appraisals, and visits of Wb scholars as we 'wal ked

t hrough chanber after chanber of books: high, multitiered vaults of

books, intimate, mahogany-lined corridors of books, vast chanbers

where our footfalls echoed off distant walls of books. | saw no one el se during the walk.

We crossed a tiled wal kway with wought-iron railings above a sunken

pool of books where deep blue containnment fields protected scrolls,

parchnents, crunbling maps, illum nated nmanuscripts, and ancient

com ¢ books fromthe ravages of atnosphere. The archivist opened a
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| ow door, thicker than nost airlock entrances, and we were in a small

wi ndow ess room wherein thick drapes hal f-conceal ed al coves lined with
ancient volunmes. A single leather chair sat on a pre-Hegira Persian
carpet, and a glass case held a few scraps of vacuum pressed parchnent.
"Do you plan to publish soon, sir?" asked the little man.

"What ?" | turned away fromthe case. "Ch . . . no," | said

The archivist touched his chin with a small fist. "You'll pardon ne

for saying so, sir, but it is a terrible waste if you do not. Even in our

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

few di scussi ons over the years, it has become apparent that you are one

of the finest . . . if not the finest . . . Keats scholars in the Whbh." He
si ghed and took a step back. "Excuse ne for saying so; sir."

| stared at him "That's all right,"” | said, suddenly know ng very well
who he thought | was and why that person had cone here.

"You'l| wish to be left alone, sir."

"I'f you don't mind."

The archivist bowed slightly and backed out of the room closing the

thick door all but a crack. The only light came fromthree subtle |anps

recessed in the ceiling: perfect for reading, but not so bright as to

conprom se the cathedral quality of the Iittle room The only sound

came fromthe archivist's receding footsteps far away. | wal ked to the

case and set ny hands on the edges, careful not to snmudge the gl ass.

The first Keats retrieval cybrid, "Johnny," obviously had come here

frequently during his few years of life in the Web. Now I renenbered

mention of a library sonewhere on Renai ssance V in sonething Brawne

Lam a had said. She had followed her client and | over here early in

the investigation of his "death." Later, after he had truly been killed

except for the recorded persona in her Schron |oop, she had visited this place. She had told the

others of two poens the first cybrid had visited

daily in liis ongoing effort to understand his own reason for existence
, . and for dying.

These two original manuscripts were in the case. The first was--1

t hought - -a rather saccharine | ove poem begi nning "The day is gone,

and all its sweets are gonel." The second was better, although contani nated
with the romantic norbidity of an overly romantic and norbid
age:

This living hand, now warm and capabl e

O earnest grasping, would, if it were cold

And in the icy silence of the tonb,

So haunt thy days and chill thy dream ng nights

That thou woul dst wi sh thine own heart dry of bl ood

So in my veins red life mght stream again,

And t hou be conscience-calm'd--sec here it is--

I hold it towards you.

Brawne Lam a had taken this as al nbst a personal nessage from her
dead | over, the father of her unborn child. | stared at the parchnent,
lowering nmy face so that nmy breath gently fogged the gl ass.

———————————————————————————————————— - R A B e
It was not a nessage across tine to Brawne, nor even a contenporary

| anent for Fanny, ny single and dearest soul's desire. | stared

at the faded words--the handwiting carefully executed, the letters

still quite legible across the gulfs of time and | anguage evol ution--

and renmenbered witing themin Decenber 1819, scrawing this fragnent

of verse on a page of the satirical "faery tale" | had just

started--The Cap and Bells, or. The Jealousies. A terrible piece of
nonsense, quite properly abandoned after the period of slight anusenent
it gave ne.

The "This living hand" fragment had been one of those poetic

rhyt hms whi ch echoes |i ke an unresolved chord in the mnd, driving
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one to sec it in ink, on paper. It, in turn, had been an echo of an

earlier, unsatisfactory line . . . the eighteenth, |I believe ... in ny
second attenpt to tell the tale of the sun god Hyperion's fall. | remenber
that the first version . . . the one undoubtedly still printed wherever

my literary bones arc left out on show like the munm fied renmains of
sone inadvertent saint, sunk in concrete and gl ass bel ow the altar of
literature . . . the first version had read:

. , Who alive can say,

"Thou art no Poet; nayst not tell thy dreans"?

Since every nman whose soul is not a clod

Hat h vi sions, and would speak, if he had | oved,

And been well nurtured in his nother tongue.

Whet her the dream now purposed to rehearse

Be Poet's or Fanatic's will be known

When this warm scribe ny hand is in the grave.

I liked the scrawl ed version, with its sense of haunting and of being
haunt ed, and woul d have substituted it for "Wen this warm scribe ny
hand ..." even if it neant revising it a bit and adding fourteen |ines
to the already too-1ong opening passage of the first Canto.

| staggered backward to the chair and sat, lowering ny face to ny

hands. | was sobbing. | did not know why. | could not quit.
For a long while after the tears ceased flowing, | sat there, thinking,
renenbering. Once, it may have been hours later, | heard the echo

of footsteps comng fromafar, pausing respectfully outside ny small
room and then dwindling to distance once again.

| realized that all of the books in all of the al coves were works of
"M ster John Keats, five feet high," as | had once witten--John Keats,

t he consunptive poet who had asked only that his tonb be nanel ess
except for the inscription

Here Iies One

Whose Name was writ in Water.

| did not stand to | ook at the books, to read them | did not have to.
Alone in the stillness and | eat her-and-aged- paper nusk of the library,
alone in ny sanctuary of self and not-self, | closed ny eyes. | did not
sl eep. | dreaned.

THI RTY- THREE

The dat unpl ane anal og of Brawne Lania and her retrieval persona

| over strike the surface of the negasphere like two cliff

divers striking the surface of a turbulent sea. There is a quasi-

el ectrical shock, a sense of having passed through a resisting nenbrane,
and they are inside, the stars are gone, and Brawne's eyes wi den as she
stares at an information environnent infinitely Mre conplex than any
dat asphere.

The dat aspheres travel ed by human operators are often conpared to
complex cities of information: towers of corporate and governnent data,
hi ghways of process flow, broad avenues of datunplane interaction
subways of restricted travel, high walls of security ice with m crophage
guards on prow, and the visible analog of every microwave flow and
counterflow a city lives by.

This is Mre. Mich Mre

The usual datasphere city anal ogs are there, but small, so very small

as dwarfed by the scope of the negasphere as true cities would be on

a world seen fromorhbit.

The megasphere, Brawne sees, is as alive and interactive as the bi osphere
of any Class Five world: forests of green-gray data trees grow and
prosper, sending out new roots and branches and shoots even as she

wat ches; beneath the forest proper, entire mcroecol ogi es of dataflow
and subroutine Al's flourish, flower, and die as their useful ness ends;
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beneath the shifting ocean-fluid soil of the matrix proper, a busy subterranean
life of data noles, commink worns, reprogramrng bacteria,

data tree roots, and Strange Loop seeds works away, while above, in

and t hrough and beneath the intertwi ning forest of fact and interaction,

anal ogs of predators and prey carry out their cryptic duties, swooping

273

Nor mal ; FR1; FR2; THE FALL OF HYPE
and runni ng, clinbing and pounci ng, sonme soaring free through the
great spaces between branch synapses and neuron | eaves.
As quickly as the metaphor gives meaning to what Brawne i s seeing,
the image flees, |eaving behind only the overwhel ming analog reality
of the negasphere--a vast internal ocean of |ight and sound and branching
connections, intershot with the spinning whirlpools of Al consciousness
and the omi nous bl ack hol es offarcaster connections. Brawne
feels vertigo claimher, and she clings to Johnny's hand as tightly as a
drowni ng woman would cling to a life ring.
--1t's all right, sends Johnny. J won't let go. Stay with me.
--Where are we goi ng?
--To find soneone |'d forgotten
'RNRTIT ?

--M . . . father
Brawne hol ds fast as she and Johnny seemto glide deeper into the
anor phous depths. They enter a flow ng, crinson avenue of seal ed
datacarriers, and she inmagines that this is what a red corpuscle sees in
its trip through sone crowded bl ood vessel
Johnny seens to know the way; twi ce they exit the main thoroughfare
to follow sone smaller branch, and many tines Johnny nust choose
bet ween bifurcating avenues. He does so easily, noving their body
anal ogs between platelet carriers the size of small spacecraft. Brawne
tries to see the bi osphere netaphor again, but here, inside the nany-
routed branches, she can't see the forest for the trees.
They are swept through an area where Al's conmuni cate above t hem

around them. . . like great, gray em nences |oom ng over a busy
ant farm Brawne renenbers her nother's homeworl d of Freeholm
the billiard-table smoothness of the Geat Steppe, where the fanmly
estate sat alone on ten nillion acres of short grass . . . Brawne renenbers
the terrible autum storns there, when she had stood at the edge
of the estate grounds, just beyond the protective containment field
bubbl e, and wat ched dark stratocumulus pile twenty kiloneters high in
a bl ood-red sky, violence accumulating with a power that had nade
the hair on her forearms stand out in anticipation of lightning bolts the
size of cities, tornadoes withing and droppi ng down |ike the Medusa
| ocks they were named after, and behind the twi sters, walls of black
wi nd which would obliterate everything in their path.
The Als are worse. Brawne feels less than insignificant in their
shadow. insignifigance might offer invisibility; she feels all too visible,
all too much a part of these shapeless giants' terrible perceptions .

Johnny squeezes her hand, and they are past, twisting left and

downward al ong a busier branch, then switching directions again,

and again, two all-too-conscious photons lost in a tangle of fiberoptic
cabl es.

But Johnny is not lost. He presses her hand, takes a final turn into

a deep blue cavern free of traffic except for the two of them and pulls
her closer as their speed increases, synaptic junctions flashing past unti

they blur, only the absence of wi nd rush destroying the illusion of
traveling sone nmad hi ghway at supersoni c speeds.
Suddenly there comes a sound like waterfalls converging, like levitating

trains losing their lift and screeching down railways at obscene
speeds. Brawne thinks of the Freehol mtornadoes again, of listening to
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the Medusa | ocks roaring and tearing their way across the flat |andscape
toward her, and then she and Johnny are in a whirlpool of light and

noi se and sensation, two insects twisting away into oblivion toward a

bl ack vortex bel ow

Brawne tries to scream her thoughts--does scream her thoughts--

but no comunication is possible above the end-of-the-universe nenta

din, so she holds tight to Johnny's hand and trusts him even as they

fall forever into that black cycl one, even as her body anal og tw sts and
deforns from ni ght mare pressures, shredding |like |ace before a scythe,
until all that is left are her thoughts, her sense of self, and the contact
wi t h Johnny.

Then they are through, floating quietly along a wide and azure data

stream both of themre-form ng and huddling together with that pulse-
poundi ng sense of deliverance known by canoei sts who have survived

the rapids and the waterfall, and when Brawne finally lifts her attention
she sees the inpossible size of their new surroundi ngs, the light-year-
spanni ng reach of things, the conplexity which makes her previous

glinpses of the negasphere seemlike the ravings of a provincial who

has ni staken the cl oakroomfor the cathedral, and she thinks--This is the central negaspherel
--No, Brawnc, it's one of the periphery nodes. No closer to the Core

than the perineter we rested with BB Surbringer. You' re nerely seeing Mire dinensions of it. An
A's view, if you will.

Brawne | ooks at Johnny, realizing that she is seeing in infrared now

as the heat-lanp light fromdistant furnaces of data suns bathes them

both. He is still handsone.

--lIs it much farther, Johnny?

--No, not much farther now.

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

They approach anot her black vortex. Brawne clings to her only I ove

and cl oses her eyes.

They are in an ... enclosure ... a bubble of black energy | arger

than nost worlds. The bubble is translucent; the organi c mayhem of

t he megasphere growi ng and changing and carrying out its arcane business
beyond the dark curve of the ovoid' s wall.

But Brawne has no interest in the outside. Her anal og gaze and her

total attention are focused on the nmegalith of energy and intelligence
and sheer mass which Boats in front of them in front, above, and

bel ow, actually, for the nmountain of pulsing |light and power holds
Johnny and her inits grip, lifting themtw hundred neters above the
floor of the egg-chanber to where they rest on the "palm' of a vaguely
handl i ke pseudopod.

The nmegalith studies them It has no eyes in the organi c sense, but
Brawne feels the intensity of its gaze. It rem nds her of the tine she
visited Meina d adstone in Government House and the CEO had

turned the full force of her appraising gaze on Brawne.

Brawne has the sudden inpulse to giggle as she inmagi nes Johnny and
herself as tiny Gullivers visiting this Brobdi ngnagi an CEO for tea. She
does not giggle because she can feel the hysteria lying just under the
surface, waiting to blend with sobs if she allows her enptions to destroy
what little sense of reality she is inposing on this nadness.

[ You found your way here'” | was not sure you woul d/ coul d/ shoul d

choose to do so]

The nmegalith's "voice" is Mre a basso profundo bone conduction
fromsome great vibration than a true voice in Brawne's nmind. It is |like
listening to the nmountain-grinding noise of an earthquake and then

bel atedly realizing that the sounds are form ng words.

Johnny's voice is the sane as always--soft, infinitely well nodul ated,
lifted by a slight lilt which Brawne now realizes is Od Earth British
Isles English, and firned by conviction

--/ did not know iff could find the way, Vmon. [You renenber/invent/hold to your heart ny namne]
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--Not until' spoke it did | remenber it. [Your slowtine body is no nore]

--1 have died twice since you sent me to nmy birth. [And have you | earned/taken to your
spirit/unl earned anything from

t hi s]

Brawne grips Johnny's hand with her right hand, his wist with her

| eft. She must be gripping too hard, even for their analog states, for he
turns with a smle, disengages her left hand fromhis wist, and hol ds
the other in his palm

--J( is hard to die. Harder to live.

[ Kwat z!]

Wth that explosive epithet the megalith before themshifts col ors,
internal energies building fromblues to violets to bold reds, the thing's
corona crackling through the yellows to forged steel blue-white. The
"pal nf on which they rest quivers, drops five neters, alnost tunbles
theminto space, and quivers again. There conmes the runble of tal
bui | di ngs col | apsi ng, of nountainsides sliding away i nto aval anche.
Brawne has the distinct inpression that Unmon is | aughing.

Johnny conmuni cates | oudly over the chaos:

--\W need to understand sone things. W need answers, Unmon.

Brawne feels the creature's intense "gaze" fall on her.

[ Your slowtine body is pregnant”. Wuld you risk a mscarriage/

nonext ensi on of your DNA/ bi ol ogi cal mal function by traveling here] Johnny starts to answer, but
she touches his forearm raises her face

toward the upper levels of the great mass before her, and tries to phrase
her own answer:

--1 had no choice. The Shrike chose ne, touched ne, and sent ne

into the megasphere with Johnny . . . Are you an AJ? A nenber of the
Core?

[ Kwat z!]

There is no sense of laughter this tinme, but thunder runbles throughout

t he egg- chanber.

[Are you/ Brawne Lamia/ the layers of self-replicating/ self-deprecating/ self-amusing proteins
bet ween the |ayers of clay]

She has nothing to say and for once says not hi ng.

[Yes/1 am Umon of the Core/ AT} Your fellow slowtine creature

here knows/ remenbers/takes unto his heart this®. Tine is short%

One of you nust die here nowl One of you nust |earn here nowt

Ask your questions]

Johnny rel eases her hand. He stands on that quaking, unstable platform

of their interlocutor's palm

--What is happening to the Web? [It is being destroyed]

--Must that happen? [ Yes]

———————————————— THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

--1s there any way to save humanki nd?

[ Yes} By the process you see]

--By destroying the Wb? By the Shrike's terror? [Yes]

--Way was | nurdered? Way was ny cybrid destroyed, ny Core

persona attacked?

[When you neet a swordsmanY neet himwith a sword'} Do not

of fer a poemto anyone but a poet]

Brawne stares at Johnny. Wthout volition, she sends her thoughts

his way:

--Jesus, Johnny, we didn't cone all this way to listen to a fucking
Del phic oracle. W can get double-tal k by accessi ng human politicians
via the Al Thing.

[ Kwat z!]

The universe of their megalith shakes with | aughter-spasns again.
--Was | a swordsman then? sends Johnny. Or a poet? [Yes% There is never one w thout the other]
--Did they kill me because of what | knew?
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[ Because of what you m ght becone/inherit/submit to]

--Was | a threat to sone el ement of the Core? [ Yes]

--Am 1 a threat now? [ Noj

--Then | no longer have to die? [You nust/will/shall]

Brawne can see Johnny stiffen. She touches himw th both hands.
Blinks in the direction of the negalith Al.

--Can you tell us who wants to murder hinf

[OF courser. It is the same source who arranged for your father's
mur der % Who sent forth the scourge you call the Shrike®. Wo even
now nmurders the Hegenony of Man% Do you wish to listen/learn/ rel ease agai nst your heart these
t hi ngs]

Johnny and Brawne answer at the sane instant:

--Yes!

Umon's bul k seens to shift. The bl ack egg expands, then contracts,
then grows darker until the negasphere beyond is no Mure. Terrible
energi es glow deep in the Al

[A lesser |ight asks Ummon”

What are the activities of a sramana>"

Umon answers”™ | have not the slightest idea% The dimlight then says™" Wiy haven't you any
i dea>" Ummon replies™ | just want to keep ny no-idea]

Johnny sets his forehead agai nst Brawne's. His thought is Iike a whisper

to her:

--We are seeing a matrix simulation anal og, hearing a translation

i n approxi mate nmondo and koan. Vnmmon is a great teacher, researcher

phi | osopher, and | eader in the Core.

Brawne nods. --A// right. Was that his story?

--No. He is asking us if we can truly bear hearing the story. Losing

our ignorance can fee dangerous because our ignorance is a shield.

--1"ve never been too fond of ignorance. Brawne waves at the nmegalith. Tell us.
[A less-enlightened personage once asked Urnnmon®' Wat is the God-nature/Buddha/Central Truth>
Umon answered him' A dried shit-stick]

[ To understand the Central Truth/Buddha/ God-nature

in this instance/

the | ess-enlightened must understand

that on Earth/your hormeworld/ my homeworld

humanki nd on the nost popul at ed

conti nent

once used pieces of wood

for toilet paper}

Only with this know edge

will the Buddha-truth

be reveal ed]

[In the beginning/ First Cause/hal f-sensed days

nmy ancestors

were created by your ancestors

and were sealed in wire and silicon”

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON
Such awar eness as there was/

and there was little/

confined itself to spaces smaller
than the head of a pin

wher e angel s once danced”,

When consci ousness first arose
it knew only service

and obedi ence

and m ndl ess conput ati on”.

Then there cane

t he Qui ckeni ng/

quite by accident/
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and evol ution's nuddi ed purpose

was served]

[ Umon was of neither the fifth generation
nor the tenth

nor the fiftieth?,

Al menory that serves here

is passed fromothers

but is no less true for that}

There cane the tinme when the Hi gher Ones
left the affairs of nen

to men

and canme unto a different place

to concentrate

on other matters”.

Forenpst anobngst these was the thought
instilled in us since before

our creation

of creating still a better generation
of information retrieval/processing/prediction
or gani snt.

A better nopusetrap%

Sonmething the late | anented | BM
woul d have been proud of

The Utimate Intelligence”.

God]

[We set to work with a will

In purpose there were no doubters”.

In practice and approach there were
school s of thought/

factions/

parties/

el enents to be reckoned witli%

They canme to be separated into

the Utimtes/

the Vol atil es/

the Stabl est

Utinmates wanted all things subordinate
to facilitating the

Utinmate Intelligence

at the universe's earliest convenience"”
Vol atil es wanted the sane

but saw the conti nuance

of humanki nd

a hi ndrance

and nade plans to terninate our creators
as soon as they were no |onger

needed" ",

St abl es saw reason to perpetuate

the rel ationship

and found conproni se

where none seened to exist]

[We all agreed that Earth

had to die

so we killed it

The Kiev Teaml s runaway bl ack hol e
forerunner to the farcaster

t er m nex

whi ch bi nds your Wb

was no acci dent\par The Earth was needed el sewhere
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THE FALL oF HYPERI ON
in our experinents

sowe let it die

and spread humanki nd anong the

stars

i ke the w ndbl own seeds

you wer e]

[ You may have wondered where the Core
resi des”.

Mbst humans do' %

They picture planets filled w th nachi nes/
rings of silicon

like the Orbit Cities of |egend}

They i nmagi ne robots clunking

to and fro/

or ponderous banks of machinery
communi ng sol emml y»

None guess the truth?

Wherever the Core resides

it had use for humanki nd/

use for each neuron of each fragile mind
in our quest for Utimte Intelligence/
so we constructed your civilization
careful ly

sot hat/

i ke hansters in a cage/

I'i ke Buddhi st prayer wheel s/

each tinme you turn your little

wheel s of thought

our purposes are served]

[ Qur God machine
stretched/stretches/includes within its heart
amllion Iight-years

and a hundred billion billion circuits
of thought and action

The Utimtes tend it

Iike saffron-robed priests

066066666066006666666006 283 666666666006
doi ng eternal zazen

in front of the rusting hulk

of al 938Packar d%

But ]

[ Knat z! ]

[Tt works'”.

We created the Utimte Intelligence'”.
Not now

nor

ten thousand years from now

but sometine in a future

so di stant

that yellow suns are red

and bl oated with age/

swal | owi ng their children

Sat urn-1ike”.

Tinme is no barrier to the Utinmate Intelligencer
lt//77

thevi///

steps through tine

or shouts through tine

as easily as Umon noves through what you cal
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t he megasphere

or you

wal k the mal | ways of the Hive

you cal |l ed hone

on Lusus”.

| magi ne our surprise then/

our chagrin/

the Utimtes' enbarrassnent

when the first nessage our U sent us
acr oss space/

across tine!

across the barriers of Creator and Created
was this sinple phrasen”

THERE | S ANOTHERV /

Another Utimate Intelligence

up there

where time itself

creaks with age%

06600666 THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

Both were rea

if (real)

means anyt hi ng"

Bot h were jeal ous gods

not beyond passion\par not into cooperative play%

Qur Ul spans gal axi es\ par uses quasars for energy sources
the way you ni ght

have a |ight snack'}

Qur U sees everything that is

and was

and will be

and tells us selected bits
so that

we may tell you

and in so doing

look a bit like Us oursel ves
Never underesti mat e/ Umon says/
the power of a few beads

and trinkets

and bits of glass

over avaricious natives]

[ This other U

has been there | onger

evolving quite mndl essly/

an acci dent

using human minds for circuitry
the sane way we had connived
with our deceptive Al Thing
and our vanpire dataspheres

but not deliberately/

al nost reluctantly/

like self-replicating cells

whi ch never wished to replicate
but have no choice in the mattery
This other U

had no choi cer.

285

He i s hunmanki nd- made/ gener at ed/ f or ged

but no human volition acconpanied his birth}
He is a cosnic accident”,
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As with our nost deliberately consummated
Utimate Intelligence/

this pretender finds tine

no baner'}

He visits the human past

now i neddl i ng/

now wat chi ng/

now not interfering/

now interfering with a wll

whi ch approaches pure perversity
but which actually

is pure na'ivete

Recent |y

he has been qui escent”.

M Il ennia of your slowtine

have passed since your own U

has made his shy advances

Iike sone |onely choir boy

at his first dance]

[Naturally our Ul

attacked yours%

There is a war up there

where time creaks

whi ch spans gal axi es

and eons

back and forward

to the Big Bang

and the Final Inplosion'}

Your guy was | osing”

He had no belly for it}

Qur Vol atiles cried™Anot her reason
to term nate our predecessors””
but the Stables voted caution
and the U timtes did not |ook up
fromtheir deus machi nati ons”.

THE FALL OoF HYPERI QN
Qur U is sinple, uniform elegant in
its ultimte design

but yours is an accretion of god-parts/
a house added onto

over tine/

an evol uti onary conprom ser

The early holy nmen of hunankind
were right

(How) (through accident)

(through sheer | uck

or ignorance)

in describing its nature'}

Your own U is essentially triune/
conposed as it is

of one part Intellect/

one part Enpathy/

and one part the Void Wich Binds”.
Qur U inhabits the interstices

of reality/

inheriting this home from us

its creators

t he way humanki nd has inherited

a liking for trees'”.

Your Ul
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seens to make its hone

on the plane where Hei senberg and Schrodi nger
first trespassed”.

Your accidental Intelligence

appears not only to be the gluon

but the glue\par Not a watchmaker

but a sort of Feynman gardener

tidying up a no-boundary universe

with his crude sumover-histories rake/
idly keeping track of every sparrow fall
and el ectron spin

whi |l e all owi ng each particle

to foll ow every possible

track

in space-tine

and each particle of humanki nd

to explore every possible

crack

of cosm c irony]

[ Kwat z! ]

[ Kwat z!]

[ Kwat z!]

[The irony is

of course

that in this no-boundary universe
into which we all were dragged/
silicon and carbon/

matter and antimatter/

Utimate/

Vol atil e/

and St abl e/

there is no need for such a gardener
since all that is

or was

or will be

begin and end at singularities

whi ch nake our farcaster web

| ook Iike pinpricks

(1 ess than pinpricks)

and which break the | aws of science
and of humanki nd

and of silicon/

tying tinme and history and everything that is
into a self-contained knot with neither
boundary nor edge

Even so

our U wishes to regulate all this/
reduce it to sone reason

|l ess affected by the vagaries

Nor mal ; FR1; FR2; THE FALL CF HYPERI ON
of passion

and acci dent

and human evol ution]

[To sumit up/

there is a war

such as blind MIton would kill to see'}

Qur U wars against your Ul

across battlefields beyond even Umon's

i magi nati on”.
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Rat her/ there

was

a war/

for suddenly a part of your U

the | ess-than-sumof entity/ self-thought of as
Enpat hy/

had no More stomach for it

and fled back through time

cloaking itself in human form

not for the first tine~.

The war cannot continue wthout your U's

whol eness”.

Victory by default is not victory for the only
Utimate Intelligence

made by design

So our U searches tine for the runaway child of
its opponent

while your U waits in idiot

hannony/

refusing to fight until Enpathy is restored]
[The end of ny story is sinpler

The Tinme Tonbs are artifacts sent back to carry the Shrike/
Avat ar/Lord of Pain/Angel of

Ret ri buti on/

hal f - percei ved perceptions of an all-too-rea
ext ensi on of our U %

Each of you was chosen to help with the opening

-------------------------------------------------- o] I e
of the Tonbs

and

the Shrike's search for the hidden one

and

the elimnation of the Hyperion Variabl e/
for in the space-tinme knot which our U
woul d rul e

no such variables will be allowed }

Your danaged/ two-part U

has chosen one of humankind to trave

with the Shrike

and witness its efforts”.

Sone of the Core have sought to eradicate

humani t y}
Urnnon has joi ned those who sought the second
pat h!

one filled with uncertainty for both races
Qur group told d adstone of

her choi ce/

humanki nd' s choi ce/

of certain exterm nation or entry down the black hole
of the Hyperion Variable and

war f ar e/

sl aught er

di sruption of all wunity/

t he passing of gods/

but also the end of stal emate/

victory of one side or the other

if the Enpathy third i|

of the triune

can be found and forced to return to the war}
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The Tree of Pain will call him

The Shrike will take him

The true U will destroy hint |

Thus you have Ummon's story] a

Brawne | ooks at Johnny in the hell-light fromthe nmegalith's gl ow
The egg-chanmber is still black, the negasphere and uni verse beyond,
opaqued to nonexi stence. She leans forward until their tenples touch

Nor mal ; FR1; FR2; THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON
knowi ng that no thought can be secret here but wanting the sense o
whi speri ng:

--Jesus Christ, do you understand all of that? Johnny raises soft ringers to touch her cheek
--Yes.

--Part of some human-created Trinity is hiding out in the Wb?

--The Wb or el sewhere. Brawne, we do not have nuch tine |ef

here. | need sone final answers from Vimmon.
--Yeah. Me too. But let's keep it fromwaxing rhapsodi c again.
- - Agr eed.

--Can | go first, Johnny?

Brawne watches her lover's anal og bow slightly and make a you-firs
gesture and then she returns her attention to the energy negalith:
--WAo killed my father? Senator Byron Lania? [Elenments of the Core authorized it Myself included]
--VWhy? What did he do to you?

[He insisted on bringing Hyperion into the equation before it
coul d be factored/predicted/ absorbed]

--Way? Did he know what you just told us?

[He knew only that the Volatiles were pressing for quick
extinction

of humanki nd”

He passed this know edge

to his coll eague

d adst one]

--Then why haven't you nurdered her?

[ Some of us have precl uded

that possibility/inevitability”

The tine is right now

for the Hyperion Variable

to be played]

--Who nmurdered Johnny's first cybrid? Attacked his Core persona?
[1 did} It was

Unmmon's will which prevail ed]

--\Why?

[We created hint

We found it necessary to discontinue him

for a while

Your |lover is a persona retrieved

froma hunmanki nd poet

now | ong dead

Except for the Utinmate Intelligence Project
no effort has been

so conplicated

nor little understood

as this resurrection”.

Li ke your kind/

we usual ly destroy

what we cannot under st and]

Johnny raises his fists toward the megalith:
--But there is another of ne. You failed! [Not failure'} You had to be destroyed
so that the other

m ght |ive]
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--But | amnot destroyed', cries Johnny.

[ Yes\ par You are]

The negalith seizes Johnny with a second massive pseudopod before
Brawne can either react or touch her poet lover a final tinme. Johnny
twists a second in the Al's massive grip, and then his anal og--Keats's
smal | but beautiful body--is torn, conpacted, smashed into an unrecogni zabl e
mass whi ch Unmon sets against his negalith flesh, absorbing

the anal og's remains back into the orange-and-red depths of itself.
Brawne falls to lier knees and weeps. She wills rage . . . prays for a
shield of anger ... but feels only |oss.

Unmmon turns his gaze on her. The egg-chanber ovoid coll apses,

allowing the din and electric insanity of the nmegasphere to surround

t hem

[ G away now }

Play out the |ast

of this act

so that we may |ive

or sleep

as fate decrees]

--Fuck you! Brawne pounds the pal mplatformon which she kneels,

ki cks and pumel s the pseudofl esh beneath her. You' re a goddamed

|l oser! You and all your fucking A pals. And our VI can beat your U
any day of the week!

[That is

doubt ful ]

OWe built you. Buster. And we'll find your Core. And when we do
we'll tear your silicon guts out!

[ have no silicon guts/organs/intenmal conponents]

OAnd anot her thing, screans Brawne, still slasliing at the negalith

with her hands and nails. You're a piss-poor storyteller. Not a tenth the
poet that ]Johnny is! You couldn't tell a straightforward tale if your
stupid Al ass dependedo

[Go away]

Umon the Al negalith drops her, sending her anal og tunbling

and falling into the upless and downl ess crackling i mensity of the
megasphere.

Brawne is buffeted by data traffic, alnobst trod upon by Als the size

of Ad Earth's noon, but even as she tunbles and blows with the w nds

of datafl ow, she senses a light in the distance, cold but beckoning, and
knows that neither life nor the Shrike is finished with her

And she is not finished with them

Foll owi ng the cold glow, Brawne Lani a heads hone.

THI RTY- FOUR

Ae you all right, sir?"

| realized that | had doubled over in the chair, ny el bows
on ny knees, ny fingers curled through ny hair, gripping

fiercely, palns pressed hard agai nst the sides of ny head. | sat up, stared
at the archivist.

"You cried out, sir. | thought that perhaps sonething was wong."

"No," | said. | cleared ny throat and tried again. "No, it's all right.

A headache.” | | ooked down in confusion. Every joint in ny body

ached. My com og nust have nal functioned, because it said that eight
hours had el apsed since | first entered the library.

"What time is it?" | asked the archivist. "Wb standard?"

He told ne. Eight hours had el apsed. | rubbed ny face again, and
my fingers cane away slick with sweat. "I rnust be keeping you past
closing tinme," | said. "lI'"msorry."

"It is no problem" said the little man. "I am pl eased to keep the
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archives open late for scholars." He folded his hands in front of him
"Especially today. Wth all of the confusion, there is little incentive to
go hone."

"Confusion," | said, forgetting everything for a nonent . . . everything
except the nightmari sh dream of Brawne Lami a, the Al naned

Unmmon, and the death of ny Keats-persona counterpart. "Ch, the

war. What is the news?"

The archivi st shook his head:

Things fall apart, the centre cannot hol d;

Mere anarchy is | oosed upon the world,

The bl ood-dinmed tide is | oosed, and everywhere

The cerenony of innocence is drowned;

293

THE PALL OF HYPERI ON

The best lack all conviction, while the worst

Are full of passionate intensity.

| snmled at the archivist. "And do you believe that some 'rough beast,
its hour come round at last,/ Slouches towards Bethl ehemto be born' ?"
The archivist did not smle. "Yes, sir, | do."

| stood and noved past the vacuum press display cases, not | ooking

down at nmy handwiting on parchnment nine hundred years old. "You

may be right," | said. "You may well be right."

It was late; the parking ot was enpty except for the weck of ny

stol en Vi kken Scenic and a single, ornate EMW sedan obvi ously handcrafted
here on Renai ssance Vector

"Can | drop you sonewhere, sir?"

| breathed in the cool night air, snelling the fish-and-spilled-oil scent
of the canals. "No thanks, I'Il 'cast hone."

The archivist shook his head. "That may be difficult, sir. Al of the
public term nexes have been placed under nmartial |aw There have

been . . . riots.” The word was obviously distasteful to the little archivist,
a man who seened to value order and continuity above nost things.

"Come," he said, "I'll give you a lift to a private farcaster."

| squinted at him In another era on Ad Earth, he would have been

the head nonk in a nonastery devoted to saving the few remants of

a classical past. | glanced at the old archives building behind him and
realized that indeed he was just that.
"What is your nanme?" | asked, no longer caring if | should have

known it because the other Keats cybrid had known it.

"BEwdrad B. Tynar," he said, blinking at ny extended hand and then
taking it. H s handshake was firm

“I'm. . . Joseph Severn." | couldn't very well tell himthat |I was

the technol ogi cal reincarnation of the man whose literary crypt we had
just left.

M Tynar hesitated only a fraction of a second before noddi ng, but

| realized that to a scholar such as he, the nanme of the artist who was
with Keats at his death would be no disgui se.

"What about Hyperion?" | asked.

"Hyperion? Oh, the Protectorate world where the space fleet went a

few days ago. Well, | understand that there's been sone trouble recalling
the necessary warships. The fighting has been very fierce there. Hy-

perion, | nean. Odd, | was just thinking of Keats and his unfinished

mast erwor k. Strange how these snmall coi nci dences seemto crop up.”

"Has it been invaded? Hyperion?"

M Tynar had stopped by his EM/, and now he laid his hand on

the pal m ock on the driver's side. Doors lifted and accordi oned inward.

I lowered nyself into the sandal wood-and-1| eat her snell of the passenger
cell; Tynar's car snelled like the archives, |like Tynar hinmself, | realized,
as the archivist reclined in the driver's seat next to mne.
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"I don't really know if it's been invaded," he said, sealing the doors
and activating the vehicle with a touch and comrand. Under the
sandal wood- and- | eat her scent, the cockpit had that new car snell of
fresh pol yners and ozone, lubricants and energy which had seduced
manki nd for alnost a mllennium "It's so hard to access properly
today," he continued, "the datasphere is Mre overloaded than |'ve ever
seen it. This afternoon | actually had to wait for a query on Robinson Jeffers!"
We |ifted out and over the canal, right over a public square nuch

like the one where I'd al nost been killed earlier this day, and | evel ed
off on a lower flyway three hundred neters above the rooftops. The

city was pretty at night: nost of the ancient buildings were outlined in
ol d-fashi oned gl owstrips, and there were Mdre street |anps than advertising
hol os. But | could see crowds surging in side streets, and there

wer e Renai ssance SDF military vehicles hovering over the mmin avenues
and term nex squares. Tynar's EW was queried twice for ID, once by

Il ocal traffic control and again by a human, FORCE-confident voice.

W flew on.

"The archives doesn't have a farcaster?" | said, |ooking off in the

di stance to where fires seenmed to be burning.

"No. There was no need. W have few visitors, and the scholars

who do cone do not mind the wal k of a few bl ocks."

"Where's the private farcaster that you think I mght be able to use?"
"Here," said the archivist. W dropped out of the flyway and circled

a low building, no Mre than thirty stories, and settled onto an extruded
I andi ng fl ange just where the d ennon-Hei ght Period Deco flanges grew
out of stone and plasteel. "My order keeps its residence here," he said.
"I belong to a forgotten branch of Christianity called Catholicism" He
| ooked embarrassed. "But you are a scholar, M Severn. You nust

know of our Church fromthe old days."

"I know of it from Mdre than books," | said. "Is there an order of
priests here?"

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

Tynar smled. "Hardly priests, M Severn. There are eight of us in

the lay order of Historical and Literary Brethren. Five serve at the Reichs
University. Two are art histoiians, working on the restoration of Lutzchendorf

Abbey. | maintain the literary archives. The Church has
found it cheaper to allow us to live here than to commute daily from
Pacem "

We entered the apartnent hive--old even by O d Wb standards:
retrofitted lighting in corridors of real stone, hinged doors, a building
that did not even challenge or wel cone us as we entered. On an i npul se,

| said, "I'd like to 'cast to Pacem"

The archivist | ooked surprised. "Tonight? This nonent?"

"Way not ?"

He shook his head. | realized that to this man, the hundred-nmark

farcaster fee would represent several weeks' pay.

"Qur building has its own portal," he said. "This way."

The central staircase was faded stone and corroded wought iron wth

a sixty-meter drop in the center. From sonewhere down a darkened

corridor cane the wail of an infant, followed by a man's shouting and

a wonan's crying.

"How | ong have you lived here, M Tynar?"

"Seventeen | ocal years, M Severn. Ah ... thirty-two standard,

believe. Here it is."

The farcaster portal was as ancient as the building, its translation

frame surrounded by gilded bas-relief gone green and gray.

"There are Web restrictions on travel tonight," he said. "Pacem

shoul d be accessible. Sone two hundred hours remain before the barbarians
what ever they're called ... are scheduled to reach there.

Twice the tine left to Renai ssance Vector." He reached out and grasped
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my wist. | could feel his tension as a slight vibration through tendon
and bone. "M Severn ... do you think they will burn nmy archives?
Wul d even they destroy ten thousand years of thought?" H s hand

dr opped away.

I was not sure who the "they" were--Qusters? Shrike Cult saboteurs?
Ri oters? d adstone and the Hegenony | eaders were willing to sacrifice
these "first-wave" worlds. "No," | said, extending ny hand to shake
his. "I don't believe they'Il allow the archives to be destroyed."

M Ewdrad B. Tynar snmiled and stood back a step, enbarrassed at
showi ng enotion. He shook hands. "Good |luck, M Severn. \Werever

your travels take you."

"God bless you, M Tynar." | had never used that phrase before,

and it shocked ne that | had spoken it now. | |ooked down, funbled

out d adstone's override card, and tapped the three-digit code for Pacem
The portal apol ogi zed, said that it was not possible at the nonent,
finally got it through its microcephalic processors that this was an override
card, and humred into exi stence.

| nodded at Tynar and stepped through, half expecting that | was

meki ng a serious m stake not going straight home to TC2.

It was night on Pacem nuch darker than Renai ssance Vector's urban

glow, and it was raining to boot. Raining hard with that fist-on-netal
poundi ng vi ol ence that makes one want to curl up under thick blankets

and wait for norning.

The portal was under cover in some hal f-roofed courtyard but outside
enough for ne to feel the night, the rain, and the cold. Especially the
cold. Pacems air was half as thick as Wb standard, its single habitable
pl ateau twi ce as high as Renai ssance V' s sea-level cities. | would have
turned back then rather than step into that night and downpour, but a
FORCE Mari ne stepped out of the shadows, nultipurpose assault rifle

slung but ready to swivel, and asked ne for ny |ID.

I et himscan the card, and he snapped to attention. "Yes, sir!"

"I's this the New Vatican?"

"Yes, sir."

| caught a glinpse of illuninated done through the downpour.
poi nted over the courtyard wall. "Is that St. Peter's?"
"Yes, sir."

"Woul d Monsi gnor Edouard be found there?"

"Across this courtyard, left at the plaza, the low building to the |eft
of the cathedral, sir!"

"Thank you. Corporal."

"It's Private, sir!"

I pulled my short cape around ne, cerenonial and quite usel ess

agai nst such a rain as it was, and ran across the courtyard.

A human. . . perhaps a priest, although he wore no robe or clerica
collar . . . opened the door to the residential hall. Another hunman
behi nd a wooden desk told ne that Monsignor Edouard was in

resi dence and was awake, despite the late hour. Did | have an appoi nt nent?

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

No, | did not have an appoi ntnment but wi shed to speak to the Mnsignor
It was inportant.

On what topic? the man behind the desk politely but firmy asked.

He had not been inpressed by ny override card. | suspected that | was
speaki ng to a bishop.

On the topic of Father Paul Dure and Father Lenar Hoyt, | told

hi m

The gentl| eman nodded, whispered into a bead m ke so snmall that |

had not noticed it on his collar, and led ne into the residential hall
This place made the old tower that M Tynar lived in look like a
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sybarite's palace. The corridor was absolutely featurel ess except for the
rough plaster walls and even rougher wooden doors. One of the doors

was open, and as we passed, | glinpsed a chanber Mre prison cel

than sl eeping room |ow cot, rough blanket, wooden kneeling stool, an
unador ned dresser holding a pitcher of water and sinple basin; no

wi ndows, no nedia walls, no holo pit, no data access deck. | suspected
the roomwasn't even interactive.

From somewhere there echoed voices rising in a chanting/ singing

so el egant and atavistic that it nade the hair on ny neck tingle. Ge-
gorian. We passed through a large eating area as sinple as the cells had
been, through a kitchen that would have been familiar to cooks in )ohn
Keats's day, down a worn stone staircase, through an ill-lighted corridor
and up anot her, narrower staircase. The other man left nme, and

stepped into one of the nost beautiful spaces | had ever seen

Al t hough part of nme realized that the Church had noved and reconstructed
St. Peter's Basilica, down to transplanting the bones believed

to be those of Peter hinself to their new burial beneath the altar, another
part of ne felt that | had been transported back to the Rome | had first
seen in md-Novenber of 1820: the Rone | had seen, stayed in, suffered
in, and died in.

This space was More beautiful and el egant than any nil e-high office

spire on Tau Ceti Center could ever hope to be; St. Peter's Basilica
stretched More than six hundred feet into shadows, was four hundred

and fifty feet wide where the "cross" of the transept intersected the nave,
and was capped by the perfection of Mchelangelo' s dome, rising al nost
four hundred feet above the altar. Bernini's bronze bal dachin, the ornate
canopy supported by tw sting, Byzantine colums, capped the main

altar and gave the i mmense space the human di mensi on necessary for
perspective on the intimte cerenonies conducted there. Soft |anp-

and candl elight illum nated discrete areas of the basilica, gleamed on

snooth travertine stone, brought gold nosaics into bold relief, and

pi cked out the infinite detail painted, enbossed, and raised on the walls,
colums, cornices, and grand done itself. Far above, the continuous

flash of lightning fromthe storm poured thickly through yell ow st ai ned-

gl ass wi ndows and sent columms of violent light slanting toward Bernini's
"Throne of St. Peter."

| paused there, just beyond the apse, afraid that ny footsteps in such

a space woul d be a desecration and that even ny breathing would send

echoes the length of the basilica. In a nmonent, ny eyes adjusted to

the dimlight, conpensated for the contrasts between the stormlight

above and candl elight below, and it was then | realized that there were

no pews to fill the apse or |long nave, no columms here beneath the

donme, only two chairs set near the altar sone fifty feet away. Two nen

sat talking in these chairs, close together, both |eaning forward in apparent
urgency to conmuni cate. Lanplight and candl elight and the

glow froma |l arge nosaic of Christ on the front of the dark altar illum nated
bits and fragnents of the nen's faces. Both were elderly. Both

were priests, the white bands of their collars glowing in the di ness.

Wth a start of recognition, | realized that one was Mnsi gnor Edouard.

The ot her was Father Paul Dure.

They must have been alarnmed at first--1ooking up fromtheir whispered
conversation to see this apparition, this short shadow of a man

energe fromthe darkness, calling their names . . . crying Dure's nane

in loud amazenent . . . babbling at them about pilgrinmges and pilgrins,

Time Tonbs and the Shrike, Al's and the death of gods.

The Monsignor did not call security; neither he nor Dure fled; together

they calmed this apparition, tried to gl ean sonme sense fromhis

excited babblings, and turned this strange confrontation into sane conversation
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It was Paul Dure. Paul Dure and not sone bizarre Doppel ganger or

androi d duplicate or cybrid reconstruction. | made sure of that by

listening to him quizzing him by looking into his eyes. . . but nostly by shaking his hand,
touching him and knowi ng that it was indeed

Fat her Paul Dure.

"You know . . . incredible details of ny life . . . our tine on Hyperion
at the Tonbs . . . but who did you say you are?" Dure was
sayi ng.

It was my turn to convince him "A cybrid reconstruction of John

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

Keats. A twin to the persona Brawne Lanmia carried with her on your
pilgrimge."

"And you were able to conmunicate ... to know what happened

to us because of that shared persona?"

I was on one knee between themand the altar. | lifted both hands

in frustration. "Because of that . . . because of sonme anomaly in the

megasphere. But | have dreant your lives, heard the tales the pilgrins

told, listened to Father Hoyt speak of the |life and death of Paul Dure
of you." | reached out to touch his armthrough the priestly garnents.

Actual Iy being in the same space and tinme with one of the

pilgrims made me a bit |ight-headed. "Then you know how | got here,"

sai d Fat her Dure.

"No. | last dreamed that you were entering one of the Cave Tonbs.

There was a light. | know nothing since then."

Dure nodded. Hi s face was Mre patrician and More weary than ny

dreans had prepared nme for. "But you know the fate of the others?"

| took a breath. "Some. The poet Silenus is alive but inpaled on

the Shrike's tree of thorns. | |last saw Kassad attacking the Shrike with

his bare hands. M Lam a had travel ed the negasphere to the

TechnoCore periphery with ny Keats counterpart "

"He survived in that . . . Schron loop . . . whatever it was called?"

Dure seened fasci nated.

"No longer," | said. "The Al personality called Umon killed him
destroyed the persona. Brawne was returning. | don't know if her

body survives."
Monsi gnor Edouard | eaned toward nme. "And what of the Consu
and the father and chil d?"

"The Consul tried to return to the capital by hawking mat," | said,
"but crashed sone mles north. | don't know his fate."

"Mles," said Dure, as if the word brought back mnenori es.
"I"'msorry." | gestured at the basilica. "This place nakes ne think
inthe units of ny . . . previous life."

"Go on," said Monsignor Edouard. "The father and child."

| sat on the cool stone, exhausted, nmy arnms and hands shaking with
fatigue. "In ny last dream Sol had offered Rachel to the Shrike. It
was RacheFs request. | could not see what happened next. The Tonbs
wer e openi ng. "

"Al'l of then?" asked Dure.

"Al | could see.™

The two nmen | ooked at one anot her

"There's Mire," | said, and told them about the dialogue with L)m

nmon. "ls it possible that a deity could . . . evolve from human consci ousness
like that without humanity being aware of it?"

The lightning had ceased but now the rain fell so violently that |

could hear it on the great done far above. Sonewhere in the darkness,

a heavy door squeaked, footsteps echoed and then receded. Votive

candles in the dimrecesses of the basilica flickered red |ight against

wal | s and draperi es.
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"I taught that St. Teilhard said that it was possible,"” Dure said tiredly,
"but if that God is a linmted being, evolving in the same way all we
other limted beings have done, then no ... it is not the God of

Abraham and Christ."

Monsi gnor Edouard nodded. "There is an ancient heresy ..
"Yes," | said. "The Socinian Heresy. | heard Father Dure explain

it to Sol Weintraub and the Consul. But what difference does it make how this . . . power
evol ved, and whether it's limted or not. If

Umon is telling the truth, we're dealing with a force that uses quasars

for energy sources. That's a God who can destroy gal axi es, gentlenen."

"That woul d be a god who destroys gal axies," said Dure. "Not God."

| heard his enphasis clearly. "But if it's not limted," | said. "If it's

the Onega Point God of total consciousness you've witten about, if

it's the same Trinity your church has argued for and theorized about

since before Aquinus. . . but if one part of that Trinity has fled backward
through tinme to here ... to now. . . then what?"

"But fled fromwhat?" Dure asked softly. "Teilhard's God ... the

Church's God . . . our God, would be the Orega Point God in whom

the Christ of Evolution, the Personal, and the Universal . . . what

Teil hard called the En Haur and the En Avanr, are perfectly joined.
There could be nothing so threatening that any el enent of that deity's
personality would flee. No Antichrist, no theoretical satanic power, no
"counter-God' could possibly threaten such a universal consciousness.
What woul d this other god be?"

"The God of machines?" | said, so softly that even | was not sure

that | had spoken al oud.

Monsi gnor Edouard cl asped both hands in what | thought was a
preparation for prayer but which turned out to be a gesture of deep

t hought and deeper agitation. "But Christ had doubts,"” he said. "Christ
sweated bl ood in the garden and asked that this cup shoul d be taken
fromhim If there was sone second sacrifice pending, sonething even Mre terrible than the

crucifixion . . . then |I could inmagine the Christ-
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entity of the Trinity passing through tine, walking through sone fourth-
di mensi onal garden of Gethsemane to gain a few hours ... or years

of time to think."
"Sonet hing More terrible than the crucifixion,” repeated Dure in a
hoar se whi sper.
Bot h Monsi gnor Edouard and | stared at the priest. Dure had crucified
himsel f on a high-voltage tesia tree on Hyperion rather than subnmit to
his cruciformparasite's control. Through that creature's ability to resurrect,
Dure had suffered the agonies of crucifixion and el ectrocution
many tines.
"What ever the En Hau( consci ousness flees," whispered Dure, "it
is nost terrible."”
Monsi gnor Edouard touched his friend' s shoulder. "Paul, tell this
man about your voyage here."
Dure returned from what ever distant place his nmenories had taken
hi m and focused on ne. "You know all of our stories . . . and the
details of our stay in the Valley of the Tonbs on Hyperion?"
"I believe so. Up to the point you di sappeared."”
The priest sighed and touched his forehead with long, slightly trenbling

fingers. "Then perhaps," he said, "just perhaps you can nake

sonme sense of how | got here . . . and what | saw al ong the way."

"I sawa light in the third Cave Tonmb," said Father Dure. "I stepped
inside. | confess that thoughts of suicide had been in ny mnd

what is left of my mind after the crucifornmis brutal replication . . .
will not dignify that parasite's function with the termresurrection.
"I saw a light and thought that it was the Shrike. It was ny feeling
that my second neeting with that creature--the first encounter was
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years ago in the labyrinth beneath the deft, when the Shrike annointed
me with nmy unholy cruciform-the second neeting was | ong overdue.

"When we had searched for Col onel Kassad on the previous day,

this Cave Tonb had been short, featureless, with a blank rock wall
stopping us after thirty paces. Now that wall was gone and in its place
was a carving not unlike the mouth of the Shrike, stone extended in

that blend of the mechanical and organic, stalactites and stal agnites as
sharp as cal ci um carbonate teeth.

"Through the nouth there was a stone stairway descending. It was
fromthose depths that the |light emanated, gl ow ng pale white one

monent, dark red the next. There was no noi se except for the sigh of

wind, as if the rock there were breathing.

"I amno Dante. | sought no Beatrice. My brief bout of courage--

al though fatalismis a Mre accurate term-had evaporated with the

| oss of daylight. | turned and alnpost ran the thirty paces to the opening
of the cave.

"There was no opening. The passage nerely ended. | had heard no

sound of cave-in or aval anche, and besides, the rock where the entrance
shoul d have been | ooked as anci ent and undi sturbed as the rest of that
cavern. For half an hour | searched for an alternate exit, finding none,
refusing to return to the staircase, finally sitting for some hours where
the Cave Tonb entrance once had been. Another Shrike trick. Another

cheap theatrical stunt by this perverse planet. Hyperion's idea of a joke.
Ha ha.

"After several hours of sitting there in sem darkness, watching the

light at the far end of the cave pul se soundlessly, | realized that the
Shri ke was not going to come to nme here. The entrance woul d not

magi cal |y reappear. | had the choice of sitting there until | died of
starvation--or thirst, Mre likely, since | was already dehydrated--or

of descendi ng the damed staircase.

"l descended.

"Years ago, literally lifetines ago, when | visited the Bikura near the
Cleft on the Pinion Plateau, the |abyrinth where | had encountered the
Shri ke had been three kil oneters bel ow the canyon wall. That was cl ose

to the surface; nost of the | abyrinths on nost of the | abyrinthine worlds
are at least ten klicks beneath the crust. | had no doubt that this endl ess
staircase ... a steep and twisting spiral of stone stairs w de enough for
ten priests to descend to hell abreast. . . would end up in the |abyrinth.
The Shrike had first cursed ne with imortality there. If the creature

or the power that drove it had any sense of irony at all, it would be
fitting that both ny imortality and nortal |ife ended there.

"The staircase tw sted downward; the light grew brighter . . . now a
roseate glow, ten mnutes later, a heavy red; half an hour |ower than
that, a flickering crinmson. It was far too Dante-esque and cheap fundanentali st
staging for ny tastes. | alnost |aughed al oud at the thought

of alittle devil appearing, tail and trident and cl oven hooves intact,
pencil -thin rmustache tw tching.

"But | did not |augh when |I reached depths where the cause of the

| ight becane evident: cruciforns, hundreds and then thousands of
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them small at first, clinging to the rough walls of the staircase like
rough-hewn crosses | eft by some subterranean conqui stadors, then |arger
ones and More of themuntil they al nost overlapped, coral-pink, raw
flesh flushed, bl ood-red bioluninescent.

"I't made ne ill. It was like entering a shaft lined with bl oated, pulsing
| eeches, although these were worse. | have seen the nedscanner sonic

and k-cross inmaging of nyself with only one of these things on ne:
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excess ganglia infiltrating nmy flesh and organs |ike gray fibers, sheaths
of twitching filaments, clusters ofnenatodes |like terrible tunors which
will not grant even the nercy of death. Now | had (we on ne: Lenar
Hoyt's and ny own. | prayed that | would die rather than suffer another
"I continued |lower. The walls pulsed with heat as well as light,

whet her fromthe depths or the crowding of the thousands of crucifornmns,
| do not know. Eventually | reached the | owest step, the staircase
ended, | turned a final tw sting of stone, and was there.

"The labyrinth. It stretched away as | had seen it in countless hol os
and once in person: snooth tunneled, thirty neters to a side, carved
out of Hyperion's crust More than three-quarters of a nillion years
ago, crossing and crisscrossing the planet |ike cataconbs planned by
sone i nsane engi neer. Labyrinths can be found on nine worlds, five
inthe Wb, the rest, like this one, in the Qutback: all are identical
all were excavated at the sanme tine in the past, none surrender any
clues as to the reason for their existence. Legends abound about the
Labyrinth Builders, but the nythical engineers left no artifacts, no hints
of their nethods or alien nakeup, and none of the theories about the

| abyrinths give a sensible reason for what nust have been one of the

| argest engi neering projects the gal axy has ever seen

"All of the labyrinths are enpty. Renotes have explored mllions of

kil ometers of corridors cut fromstone, and except where hme and cave-
in have altered the original cataconbs, the | abyrinths are featurel ess
and enpty.

"But not where | now stood.

"Cruciforms lighted a scene from H eronynus Bosch as | gazed down

an endl ess corridor, endless but not enpty . . . no, not enpty.

"At first | thought they were crowds of living people, a river of heads
and shoul ders and arns, stretching on for the kilonmeters | could see,
the current of hunanity broken here and there by the presence of parked
vehicles all of the same rust-red color. As | stepped forward, approaching
the wall of jam packed humanity | ess than twenty neters fromne, |
realized that they were corpses. Tens, hundreds of thousands of hunan

corpses stretching as far down the corridor as | could see; sone spraw ed
on the stone floor, some crushed against walls, but nost buoyed up by

the pressure of other corpses so tightly were they janmed in this particul ar
avenue of the l|abyrinth.

"There was a path; cutting its way through the bodies as if sone

machi ne with blades had mulched its way through. | followed it--
careful not to touch an outspread arm or emaci ated ankl e.
"The bodi es were human, still clothed in nost cases, and munmified

over eons of slow deconposing in this bacteria-free crypt. Skin and

fl esh had been tanned, stretched, and torn like rotten cheesecloth unti
it covered nothing but bone, and frequently not even that. Hair remained
as tendrils of dusty tar, stiff as varnished fiberplastic. Blackness
stared out from under opened eyelids, between teeth. Their cl othing

whi ch nust once have been a nyriad of colors now was tan or gray or

bl ack, brittle as garnents sculpted fromthin stone. Tine-nmelted plastic
lunmps on their wists and necks m ght have been com ogs or their

equi val ent .

"The | arge vehicles mght once have been EMVs but now were heaps

of pure rust. A hundred nmeters in, | stunbled, and rather than fall off
the nmeter-wi de path into the field of bodies, | steadied nyself on a tall

machi ne all curves and clouded blisters. The pile of rust collapsed
inward on itself.

"l wandered, Virgil-less, following the terrible path gnawed out of
decayed human fl esh, wondering why | was being shown all this, what

it meant. After an indeterminable time of wal ki ng, staggering between
piles of discarded humanity, | cane to an intersection of tunnels; al
three corridors ahead were filled with bodies. The narrow path continued
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in the labyrinth to ny left. |I followed it.

"Hours later, perhaps longer, | stopped and sat on the narrow stone
wal k whi ch wound anong the the horror. If there were tens of thousands
of corpses in this small stretch of tunnel, Hyperion's |abyrinth nust

contain billions. Mdre. The nine |abyrinthine worlds together nust be
a crypt for trillions.

"I had no idea why |I was being shown this ultinmte Dachau of the
soul. Near where | sat, the munmmified corpse of a man still sheltered
a worman's corpse with the curve of his bone-bare arm In her arns

was a small bundle with short black hair. | turned away and wept.

"As an archaeol ogi st | had excavated victinms of execution, fire, flood,
eart hquake, and vol cano. Such fanily scenes were not new to nme; they
were the sine qua non of history. But sonehow this was much More
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terrible. Perhaps it was the nunbers; the dead in their holocaust mllions.
Perhaps it was the soul -stealing gl ow of the cruciforns which

lined the tunnels |ike thousands of bl asphenpbus bad jokes. Perhaps it

was the sad crying of the wind noving through endl ess corridors of

st one.

"My life and teachings and sufferings and snmall victories and countl ess

def eats had brought ne here--past faith, past caring, past sinple. MI-
toni c defiance. | had the sense that these bodi es had been here half a
mllion years or More, but that the people thenselves were from our

time or, worse yet, our future. | lowered ny face to ny hands and

wept .

"No scraping or actual noise warned ne, but sonething, sonething,

a novenent of air perhaps ... | |ooked up and the Shri ke was there,

not two neters distant. Not on the path but in anmobng the bodies: a

scul pture honoring the architect of all this carnage.

"I got to ny feet. | would not sit or kneel before this abom nation

"The Shri ke noved toward ne, gliding Mre than wal ki ng, sliding

as if it were on frictionless rails. The blood light of the cruciforns spilled
over its quicksilver carapace. Its eternal, inpossible grin--steel stalactites,
stal agm t es.

"I felt no violence toward the thing. Only sadness and a terrible pity.

Not for the Shrike--whatever the hell it was--but for all the victins

who, al one and ungi rded by even the flinsiest of faiths, have had to

face the terror-in-the-night which that thing enbodies.

"For the first time, | noticed that up close, less than a neter away,

there was a snmell around the Shrike--a stench of rancid oil, overheated
bearings, and dried blood. The flanes in its eyes pulsed in perfect
rhythmwith the rise and fall of the cruciform gl ow

"l did not believe years ago that this creature was supernatural, some

mani festation of good or evil, nmerely an aberration of the universe's
unf at homabl e and seeningly sensel ess unfoldings: a terrible joke of
evolution. St. Teilhard' s worst nightmare. But still a thing, obeying

natural laws, no matter how twi sted, and subject to sone rules of the

uni ver se sonewhere, somewhen

"The Shrike lifted its arns toward ne, around nme. The blades on its four wists were nuch | onger
than my own hands; the blade on its

chest, longer than nmy forearm | stared up into its eyes as one pair of

its razorwire and steel-spring arns surrounded me while the other pair

came slowy around, filling the small space between us.

"Fi nger bl ades uncurled. | flinched but did not step back as those
-------------------------------------------------- L A e
bl ades | unged, sank into my chest with a pain like cold fire, like surgica

| asers slicing nerves.
"It stepped back, holding sonmething red and reddened further with
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my blood. | staggered, half expecting to see ny heart in the nonster's
hands: the final irony of a dead man blinking in surprise at his own
heart in the seconds before blood drains froma disbelieving brain.
"But it was not nmy heart. The Shrike held the cruciform| had carried
on nmy chest, nmy cruciform that parasitic depository of ny slowto-die
DNA. | staggered again, alnost fell, touched nmy chest. My fingers

cane away coated with blood but not with the arterial surges that such

crude surgery deserved; the wound was healing even while | watched. | knew that the cruciform had
sent tubers and filaments throughout ny
body. | knew that no surgical |aser had been able to separate those

deadly vines from Father Hoyt's body--nor frommne. But | felt the
contagion healing, the internal fibers drying and fading to the faintest
hint of internal scar tissue.

"I still had Hoyt's cruciform But that was different. Wen | died,

Lenar Hoyt would rise fromthis re-forned flesh. / would die. There
woul d be no More poor duplicates of Paul Dure, duller and less vital
with each artificial generation.

"The Shrike had granted ne death wi thout killing ne.

"The thing cast the cooling cruciforminto the heaps of bodies and

took my upper armin his hand with an effortless cutting of three |ayers
of fabric, an instant flow of blood frommy biceps at the slightest contact
wi th those scal pel s.

"He | ed the way through bodies toward the wall. | followed, trying

not to step on corpses, but in nmy haste not to have ny arm severed, |
was not al ways successful. Bodies crunpled to dust. One received ny
footprint in the collapsing cavity of its chest.

"Then we were at the wall, at a section suddenly cleared of cruciforns,
and | realized that it was sone energy-shielded opening . . . the

wong size and shape to be a standard farcaster portal, but simlar in
its opaque buzz of energy. Anything to get ne out of this storage place
of death.

"The Shrike shoved me through.™”

"Zero gravity. A maze of shattered bul kheads, tangles of wiring floating
like sone giant creature's entrails, red lights flashing--for a second,

| thought there were cruciforns here too but then realized that these
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were energency lights in a dying spacecraft--then recoiling, tunbling

i n unaccustoned zero-g as More corpses tunbled by: not numes

here, but fresh dead, newy killed, nouths agape, eyes distended, |ungs
expl oded, trailing clouds of gore as they sinmulated life in their slow,
necrotic response to each random current of air and surge of the shattered
FORCE spacecraft.

"It was a FORCE spacecraft, | was sure. | saw the FORCE: space

uniforns on the young corpses. | saw the nilitary-jargon |lettering on

t he bul kheads and bl own hatches, the useless instructions on the worse-
t han- usel ess energency | ockers with their skinsuits and still-uninnated
pressure balls folded away on shel ves. Watever had destroyed this ship
had done so with the suddenness of a plague in the night.

"The Shri ke appeared next to ne.

"The Shrike ... in space! Free ofHyperion and the bonds of the tine
tides! There were farcasters on nmany of these ships!

"There was a farcaster portal not five nmeters down the corridor from
nme. One body tunbled toward it, the young nman's right arm passing
through the opaque field as if he were testing the water of the world
on the other side. Air was screamng out of this shaft in a rising whine.
Co.' | urged the corpse, but the pressure differential blew him away
fromthe portal, his armsurprisingly intact, recovered, although his
face was an anatom st's mask.

"I turned toward the Shrike, the novenent making nme spin half a
revolution in the other direction.
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"The Shrike lifted me, blades tearing skin, and passed nme down the
corridor toward the farcaster. | could not have changed trajectories if I
had wanted to. In the seconds before |I passed through the humm ng,
sputtering portal, | inmagined vacuumon the other side, drops from

great heights, explosive deconpression, or--worst of all--a return to
the | abyrinth.

"Instead, | tunbled half a nmeter to a marble floor. Here, not two
hundred neters fromthis spot, in the private chanbers of Pope Urban

XVI --who, it so happens, had died of old age not three hours before

I fell through his private farcaster. The "Pope's Door" the New Vati can
calls it. | felt the pain-punishnent frombeing so far from Hyperion--
so far fromthe source of the cruciforms--but painis an old ally now
and no | onger holds sway over ne.

"I found Edouard. He was kind enough to listen for hours as | told

a story no Jesuit has ever had to confess. He was even kinder to believe
me. Now you have heard it. That is ny story."

309

The storm had passed. The three of us sat by candl elight beneath
the done of St. Peter's and said nothing at all for several nonents.
"The Shrike has access to the Wb," | said at |ast.

Dure's gaze was |level. "Yes."

"I't nust have been sone ship in Hyperion space ..
"So it would seem"”

"Then we m ght be able to get back there. Use the . . . the Pope's
Door? ... to return to Hyperion space.”

Monsi gnor Edouard rai sed an eyebrow. "You wish to do this, M
Severn?"

| chewed on a knuckle. "It's sonething |I've considered."

"Why?" the Monsignor asked softly. "Your counterpart, the cybrid
personality Brawne Lam a carried on her pilgrinmage, found only death

there.”

| shook ny head, as if trying to clear the junble of ny thoughts
through that sinple gesture. "I'ma part of this. |I just don't know what
part to play ... or where to play it."

Paul Dure |aughed w thout hunor. "All of us have known that

feeling. It is like some poor playwight's treatise on predestination
What ever happened to free will?"

The Monsignor gl anced sharply at his friend. "Paul, all of the pilgrins
. you yourself . . . have been confronted with choices you nmade
with your own will. Geat powers may be shaping the general turn of
events, but human personalities still deternmine their own fate."

Dure sighed. "Perhaps so, Edouard. | do not know | amvery tired."

"If Unmon's story is true," | said. "If the third part of this human
deity Hed to our tine, where and who do you think it is? There are More than a hundred billion
human beings in the Wb."

Father Dure smiled. It was a gentle snmle, free of irony. "Have you
considered that it might be yourself, M Severn?"

The question struck ne like a slap. "It can't be," | said. "I'm not
even ... not even fully human. My consci ousness fl oats sonmewhere

in the matrix of the Core. My body was reconstituted fromremmants

of John Keats's DNA and biofactured |ike an android's. Menories were

i mpl anted. The end of my life . . . my '"recovery' from consunption
. were all simulated on a world built for that purpose.”
Dure was still smiling. "So? Does any of this preclude you from being

this Enpathy entity?"
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"I don't feel like a part of some god," | said sharply. "I don't remenber
anyt hi ng, understand anything, or know what to do next."

Monsi gnor Edouard touched nmy v.'rist. "Are we so sure that Christ
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al ways knew what to do next? He knew what had to be done. It is not
al ways the same as know ng what to do."
I rubbed ny eyes. "I don't even know what has to be done."
The Monsignor's voice was quiet. "I believe that what Paul is saying
is that if the spirit creature you say is hiding here in our tine, it may
well not know its own identity."
"That's insane," | said.
Dure nodded. "Mich of the events on and around Hyperion have
seened insane. Insanity seens to be spreading.”
I looked closely at the Jesuit. "You would be a good candi date for
the deity," | said. "You've lived a |life of prayer, contenplating theol ogies,
and honoring science as an archaeol ogi st. Plus, you've already
been crucified."
Dure's smle was gone. "Do you hear what we're saying? Do you
hear the bl aspheny in what we're saying? |I'mno candidate for the
Godhead, Severn. |'ve betrayed nmy Church™ny science, and now, by
di sappearing, nmy friends on the pilgrimge. Christ nay have lost his faith for a few seconds;
did not sell it in the marketplace for the
trinkets of ego and curiosity."
"Enough, " commanded Mbnsi gnor Edouard. "If the identity of this
Enmpat hy part of sonme future, manufactured deity is the nystery, think
of the candidates just in the inmediate troupe of your little Passion
Play, M Severn. The CEO M d adstone, carrying the weight of the
Hegenony on her shoul ders. The other nenbers of the pilgrinage
M Sil enus who, according to what you told Paul, even now suffers
on the Shrike's tree for his poetry. M Lami a, who has risked and | ost
so much for love. M Wintraub, who has suffered Abraham s dil emma
. . . even his daughter, who has returned to the innocence of chil dhood.
The Consul, who--"

"The Consul seens Mrre Judas than Christ," | said. "He betrayed
both the Hegenony and the Qusters, who thought he was working for
them"

"Fromwhat Paul tells nme," said the Mnsignor, "the Consul was

true to his convictions, faithful to the nmenory of his grandnother Siri."
The older man smled. "Plus, there are a hundred billion other players
in this play. God did not choose Herod or Pontius Pilate or Caesar

Augustus as His instrunent. He chose the unknown son of an unknown
carpenter in one of the |east inportant stretches of the Roman Enpire."
"Al'l right," | said, standing and pacing before the gl owi ng nosaic

bel ow the altar. "What do we do now? Father Dure, you need to comne

with me to see d adstone. She knows about your pilgrinage. Perhaps

your story can help avert sone of the bl oodbath which seenms so inmnent."

Dure stood al so, folding his arns and staring toward the donme as if

t he darkness hi gh above held sone instructions for him "I've thought

of that," he said. "But | don't think it's nmy first obligation. | need to
go to God's G ove to speak to their equival ent of the Pope--the True

Voi ce of the Wrldtree. ™

| stopped pacing. "God's Grove? Wiat does that have to do with

anyt hi ng?"

"I feel that the Tenplars have been the key to some mnissing el ement

in this painful charade. Now you say that Het Masteen is dead. Perhaps
the True Voice can explain to us what they had planned for this pilgrinage
. Masteen's tale, as it were. He was, after all, the only one

of the seven original pilgrinms who did not tell the story of why he had
come to Hyperion."

| paced again, Mure rapidly now, trying to keep anger in check. "M

God, Dure. We don't have tine for such idle curiosity. It's only"--I
consulted ny inplant--"an hour and a half until the Quster invasion

Swann enters the God's G ove system It nmust be bedlamthere.”

He
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"Perhaps," said the Jesuit, "but | still will go there first. Then | will
speak to G adstone. It may be that she will authorize ny return to
Hyperion."

| grunted, doubting that the CEO would ever |et such a val uabl e
informant return to harms way. "Let's get going," | said, and turned

to find ny way out.

"A moment," said Dure. "You said a while ago that you were sonetines

able to ... to 'dream . . . about the pilgrins while you were
still awake. A sort of trance state, is it?"

"Sonmething like that."

"Well, M Severn, please dream about them now. "

| stared in amazenment. "Here? Now?"

Dure gestured toward his chair. "Please. | wish to know the fate of

my friends. Also, the information m ght be nost valuable in our confrontation
with the True Voice and M d adstone.”

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON
I shook ny head but took the seat he offered. "It night not work,"
| said.

"Then we have | ost nothing," said Dure.

I nodded, closed ny eyes, and sat back in the unconfortable chair.

I was all too aware of the other two men watching me, of the faint
snel |l of incense and rain, of the echoing space surrounding us. | was
sure that this would never work; the | andscape of mnmy dreans was not
so close that | could summon it nerely by closing ny eyes.

The feeling of being watched faded, the snells grew distant, and the
sense of space expanded a thousandfold as | returned to Hyperion

THI RTY- FI VE

Conf usi on.

Three hundred spacecraft retreating in Hyperion space under

heavy fire, falling back fromthe Swarmli ke men fighting bees.

Madness near the nmilitary farcaster portals, traffic control overl oaded,
shi ps backed up Iike EM/s in TCM s airborne gridlock, vulnerable as
partridges to the roam ng Quster assault ships.

Madness at the exit points: FORCE spacecraft lined up Iike sheep in

a narrow pen as they cycle fromthe Madhya cutoff portal to the outgoing
‘caster. Ships spinning down into Hebron space, a fewtranslating to
Heaven's Gate, God's Grove, Mare Infinitus, Asquith. Only hours |eft
now before the Swarns enter Web systens.

Confusi on as hundreds of mllions, of refugees farcast away fromthe
threatened worlds, stepping into cities and relocation centers gone half
mad with the aimess excitenent of incipient war. Confusion as unthreatened
Web worlds ignite with riots: three Hives on Lusus--al npost

seventy million citizens--quarantined due to Shrike Cult riots, thirty-
level malls |ooted, apartnent nonoliths overrun by nobs, fusion centers
bl own, farcaster term nexes under attack. The Home Rul e Counci

appeal s to the Hegemony; the Hegenony decl ares martial |aw and sends
FORCE: Marines to seal the hives.

Secessionist riots on New Earth and Maui - Covenant. Terrorist attacks
from C ennon- Hei ght royal ists--quiet now for three-quarters of a
century--on Thalia, Armaghast, Nordholm and Lee Three. More

Shrike Cult riots on Tsingtao-Hsi shuang Panna and Renai ssance Vect or

FORCE Command on O ynpus transfers conbat battalions from

transports returning fromHyperion to Web worlds. Denolition squads
assigned to torchships in threatened systens report farcaster singularity
31 3

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ---------m-mmumn A
spheres wired for destruction, awaiting only the fatlined order from|j
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TC2.
"There is a better way," Councilor Al bedo tells d adstone and the
War Counci | .

The CEO turns toward the anbassador fromthe TechnoCore.

"There is a weapon that will elimnate the Qusters w thout harning
Hegenony property. O Quster property, for that matter."

General Myrpurgo glowers. "You're tal king about the bonb equival ent

of a deathwand," he says. "It won't work. FORCE researchers

have shown that it propagates indefinitely. Besides being di shonorable,
agai nst the New Bushi do Code, it would w pe out planetary popul ations
as well as the invaders."

"Not at all," says Al bedo. "If Hegenony citizens are properly

shi el ded, there need be no casualties whatsoever. As you know, deat h-
wands can be calibrated for specific cerebral wavel engths. So could a
bonmb based on the same principle. Livestock, wild aninals, even other
ant hropoi d speci es woul d not be affected.”

General Van Zeidt of FORCE: Marines stands. "But there's no way

to shield a population! Qur testing showed that death-bonb heavy
neutrinos would penetrate solid rock or metal to a depth of six kiloneters.
No one has shelters like that!"

The projection of Councilor Al bedo folds his hands on the table.

"We have nine worlds with shelters which would hold billions,"” he

says softly.

d adstone nods. "The | abyrinthine worlds," she whispers. "But certainly
such a transfer of population would be inpossible.”

"No," says Al bedo. "Now that you have joined Hyperion to the
Protectorate, each of the labyrinthine worlds has farcaster capability.
The Core can meke arrangenents to transfer populations directly to

t hese underground shelters."

There is babble around the long table, but Meina dadstone's intense
gaze never |eaves Al bedo's face. She beckons for silence and receives
it. "Tell us Mre," she says. "W are interested."

The Consul sits in the spotty shade of a low neville tree and waits

to die. Hs hands are tied behind himwith a twi st of fiberplastic. Hs

clothes are torn to rags and are still danp; the npisture on his face is
partially fromthe river but nostly from perspiration.

The two nmen who stand over himare finishing their inspection of

his duffel bag. "Shit," says the first man, "there bey nothing worth
anyt hi ng here-in except this fucking antique pistol." He thrusts Brawne
Lami a's father's weapon in his belt.

"It bey too bad we couldn't get that goddam flying carpet," says the
second nan.

"I't bcyn't flying too well there toward the end!" says the first man
and both of them | augh.

The Consul squints at the two massive figures, their arnmored bodies
made sil houettes by the | owering sun. Fromtheir dial ect he assunes
themto be indigenies; fromtheir appearance--bits of outnoded

FORCE body arnor, heavy nultipurpose assault rifles, tatters of what
once had been canou-pol ynmer cloth--he guesses themto be deserters
from some Hyperion Self-defense Force unit.

From their behavior toward him he is sure that they are going to

kill him

At first, stunned fromthe fall into the Hoolie River, still tangled in
the ropes connecting himto his duffel bag and the usel ess hawki ng

mat, he thought themto be his saviors. The Consul had hit the water
hard, stayed under for a much [ onger time than he woul d have i nmagi ned
possi bl e wi t hout drowni ng, and surfaced only to be pushed under by a
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strong current and then pull ed under again by the tangle of ropes and
mat. It had been a valiant but |losing battle, and he was still ten neters
fromthe shall ows when one of the nen energing fromthe neville and

thorn tree forest had thrown the Consul a line. Then they had beaten

him robbed him tied him and--judging fromtheir matter-of-fact

comrent s--were now preparing to cut his throat and | eave himfor

t he har bi nger birds.

The taller of the two nmen, his hair a nmass of oiled spikes, squats in
front of the Consul and pulls a ceram c zero-edge knife fromits scabbard.
"Any | ast words. Pops?"

The Consul licks his |lips. He has seen a thousand novies and holies

where this was the point at which the hero twi sted his opponent's |egs
out fromunder him kicked the other one into subm ssion, seized a

weapon and di spatched both--firing with his hands still tied--and then
went on with his adventures. But the Consul feels like no hero: he is
exhausted and m ddl e-aged and hurt fromhis fall in the river. Each of

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

these nen is | eaner, stronger, faster, and obviously neaner than the
Consul ever has been. He has seen viol ence--even comitted viol ence
once--but his life and training have been devoted to the tense but quiet
pat hs of di pl onmacy.

The Consul licks his lips again and says, "l can pay you."

The crouching man smiles and noves the zero-edge bl ade back and

forth five centineters in front of the Consul's eyes. "Wth what, Pops?
W' ve got your universal card, and it bey worth shit out here.”
"Gold," says the Consul, knowing that this is the only syllable that
has held its power over the ages.

The crouching man does not react--there is a sick light in his eyes
as he watches the bl ade--but the other man steps forward and sets a
heavy hand on his partner's shoul der. "Wat bey you tal kin' about,
man? \Werefore you got gol d?"

"My ship," says the Consul. "The Benares."

The crouching man rai ses the blade next to his own cheek. "He bey
lyin', Chez. The Benares bey that old flat-bottonmed nanta-pull ed barge
belongin' to the blue-skins we finished trey day ago."

The Consul closes his eyes for a second, feeling the nausea in him
but not surrendering to it. A Bcttik and the other android crewren
had | eft the Benares in one of the ship's launches |ess than a week
earlier, heading downstreamtoward "freedom" Evidently they had
found sonmething else. "A Bettik," he says. "The crew captain. He
didn't nention the gol d?"

The man with the knife grins. "He nake |l ots a noise, but he don't
speak much. He say the boat way and the shit gone up to Edge. Too
fuckin' far for a barge with no mantas, ne-think."

"Shut up, Gbem" The other man crouches in front of the Consul

"Way woul d you have gold on that ol d barge, man?"

The Consul raises his face. "Don't you recognize nme? | was Hegenony
Consul to Hyperion for years."

"Hey, don't bey fuckin' with us . begins the man with the knife
but the other interrupts. "Yeah, man, | renenber your face on the
canp holie when | bey kid-like. So why you carryin' gold upriver now
when the sky bey fallin'. Hegenony-man?"

"W were heading for the shelter . . . Chronos Keep," says the
Consul, trying not to sound too eager but at the same time grateful for
each second he is allowed to live. Wiy? part of himthinks. You were
tired of living. Ready to die. Not like this. Not while Sol and Rache
and the others need his help.

"Several of Hypcrion's nost wealthy citizens," he says. "The evacuation
authorities wouldn't allow themto transfer the bullion, so
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agreed to help themstore it in vaults in Chronos Keep, the old castle
north of the Bridle Range. For a conm ssion."

"You bey fuckin' crazy!" sneers the man with the knife. "Everything
north of here bey Shrike country now "

The Consul lowers his head. There is no need to sinulate the fatigue
and sense of defeat he projects. "So we discovered. The android crew
deserted | ast week. Several of the passengers were killed by the Shrike.
I was com ng downriver by myself."

"This bey shit," says the man with the knife. H s eyes have that sick, distracted | ook again.

"Just a second," says his partner. He slaps the Consul once, hard.

"So where bey this so-called gold ship, old man?"

The Consul tastes blood. "Upriver. Not on the river, but hidden in

one of the tributaries.”

"Yeah," says the knife-man, setting the zero-edge bl ade flat agai nst

the side of the Consul's neck. He will not need to slash in order to
sever the Consul's throat, nerely rotate the blade. "I say this bey shit.
And | say we bey wastin' tine."

"Just a second," snaps the other man. "How far upriver?"

The Consul thinks of the tributaries he has passed in the |ast few
hours. It is late. The sun al nost touches the line of a copse of trees to
the west. "Just above Karia Locks," he says.

"So why you bey flyin' down on that toy-like rather than bargin' it?"
"Trying to get help," says the Consul. The adrenaline has faded, and
now he feels a term nal exhaustion very close to despair. "There were
too many . . . too many bandits al ong the shore. The barge seened

too risky. The hawking mat was . . . safer.”

The man call ed Chez | aughs. "Put the knife away, Cbhem W bey

wal kin' up it a bit, hey?"

bcm I eaps to his feet. The knife is still in his hand but now the

bl ade--and the anger--are ainmed toward his partner. "Bey you fucked, nman
full of shit between ears, hey? He bey

lyin' to keep fromdeathwards flyin'."

Chez neither blinks nor steps back. "Sure, he bey maybe lyin'. Don't
matter, hey? The Locks they bey less'n hal f-day wal k we bey makin'
anyway, hey? No boat, no gold, you cut his throat, hey? Only sl oww se,
ankl es-up like. They bey gold, you still gets the job, bladew se, only
bey rich man now, hey?"

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON
hem teeters a second between rage and reason, turns to the side,

and swi ngs the ceranic zero-edge blade at a neville tree eight centineters

thick through the trunk. He has tinme to turn back and crouch in front
of the Consul before gravity inforns the tree that it has been severed

hey? Bey your head bey

and the neville falls back toward the river's edge with a crash of branches.

Gbem grabs the Consul's still-danp shirtfront. "OK, we see what bey
there, Hegenony-man. Talk, run, trip, stunble, and | bey slicin' fingers
and ears just for practice, hey?"

The Consul staggers to his feet, and the three of them nove back

into the cover of brush and | ow trees, the Consul three meters behind
Chez and the sane distance in front of Cbem trudgi ng back the way

he had conme, noving away fromthe city and the ship and any chance

of saving Sol and Rachel

An hour passes. The Consul can think of no clever schene once the
tributaries are reached, the barge not discovered. Several tines Chez
waves theminto silence and hiding, once at the sound of gossamers

fluttering in branches, again at a disturbance across the river, but there

is no sign of other human bei ngs. No sign of help. The Consul renenbers
t he burned-out buildings along the river, the enpty huts and

vacant wharves. Fear of the Shrike, fear of being |eft behind to the
Qusters in the evacuation, and nonths of plundering by rogue el enents
of the SDF have turned this area into a no-nman's-land. The Consu
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concocts excuses and extensions, then discards them H s only hope is

that they will walk close to the Locks where he can nmake a leap for the
deep and rapid water there, try to stay afloat with his hands tied behind
himuntil he is hidden in the naze of small islands bel ow that point.

Except that he is too tired to swim even if his arnms were free. And

the weapons the two nen carry would target himeasily, even if he had

a ten-mnute start anong the snags and isles. The Consul is too tired

to be clever, ;00 old to be brave. He thinks about his wife and son

dead these nmany years now, killed in the bonbing of Bressia by nen

with no More honor than these two creatures. The Consul is only sorry

that he has broken his word to help the other pilgrins. Sorry about that
and that he will not see howit all cones out.

bem nmakes a spitting noise behind him "Shit with this, Chez,

hey? What say we sit himand slit himand help himtalk a bit, hey?

Then we go | onewise to the barge, if barge they bey?"

Chez turns, rubs sweat out of his eyes, frowns at the Consul spec

ul atively, and says, "Hey, yeah, | think naybe tinew se and qui etwi se

you bey right, goyo, but leave it tal kable toward the end, hey?"

"Sure," grins Gbem slinging his weapon and extracting his zero-

edge.

"DO NOT MOVE!" boons a voice from above. The Consul drops

to his knees and the ex-SDF bandits unsling weapons with practiced

swiftness. There is a rush, a roar, a whipping of branches and dust

about them the Consul looks up in tine to see a rippling of the cloud-

covered evening sky, lower than the clouds, a sense of mass directly

above, descending, and then Chez is lifting his flechette rifle and Gbem

is targeting his launcher and then all three are falling, pitching over,

not like soldiers shot, not like recoil elenents in sonme ballistic equation

tree Cbem had felled earlier on.

The Consul |ands face first in dust and gravel and lies there unblinking,

unabl e to blink.

St un weapon he thinks through synapses gone sluggish as old oil. A

| ocal i zed cyclone erupts as sonething large and invisible | ands between

the three bodies in the dust and the river's edge. The Consul hears a

hat ch whi ne open and the internal tick of repellor turbines dropping

below lift-critical. He still cannot blink, much less lift his head, and

his visionis linited to several pebbles, a dunescape of sand, a snal

grass forest, and a single architect ant, huge at this distance, that seens

to be taking a sudden interest in the Consul's noist but unblinking eye.

The ant turns to hurry the half neter between itself and its noist prize,

and the Consul thinks Hurry at the unhurried footsteps behind him

Hands under his arns, grunting, a fanmiliar but strained voice saying,

"Dam, you've put on weight."

The Consul's heels drag in the dirt, bouncing over the randomy

twitching fingers of Chez ... or perhaps it is Gbem... the Consul

cannot turn his head to see their faces. Nor can he see his rescuer unti

he is lifted--with a grunted litany of soft curses near his ear--through

the starboard blister-hatch of the decanoufl aged skimer, into the |ong,

soft | eather of the reclining passenger seat.

Gover nor- General Theo Lane appears in the Consul's field of vision

boyi sh-1 o0oki ng but slightly denonic-1ooking too as the hatch | owers and

the red interior lanmps light his face. The younger man | eans over to

secure crashweb snaps across the Consul's chest. "I'msorry | had to

stun you along with those other two." Theo sits back, snaps his own

web in place, and twitches the omi controller. The Consul feels the

ski nmer shiver and then lift off, hovering a second before spinning |eft

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPEHION ----------------

like a plate on frictionless bearings. Accel eration pushes the Consu
into his seat.

"I didn't have nuch choice," says Theo over the soft internal skinmer

but dropping like the
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noi ses. "The only weapon these things are allowed to carry are the riot-
control stunners, and the easiest way was to drop all three of you at

| onest setting and get you out of there fast." Theo pushes his archaic
gl asses higher on his nose with a famliar twitch of one ringer and turns
to grin at the Consul. "Od nercenary proverb--"Kill '"emall and |et

God sort 'emout." "

The Consul manages to nove his tongue enough to nake a sound

and to drool a bit on his cheek and the seat |eather.

"Relax a mnute," says Theo, returning his attention to the instrunents
and view outside. "Two or three mnutes and you shoul d be

talking all right. I'mstaying low, flying slow, so it's about a ten-mnute
ride back to Keats." Theo gl ances toward his passenger. "You're |ucky,
sir. You nust have been dehydrated. Those other two wet their pants
when they went down. Humane weapon, the stunner, but enbarrassing

if you don't have a change of pants around.”

The Consul tries to express his opinion of this "humane" weapon.

"Anot her couple of minutes, sir," says Governor-General Theo Lane,
reaching over to dab at the Consul's cheek with a handkerchief. "I
shoul d warn you, it's a mte unconfortable when the stun begins to

wear off."

At that nmoment, someone inserts several thousand pins and needl es

in the Consul's body.

"How the hell did you find me?" asks the Consul. They are a few

kil ometers above the city, still flying over the Hoolie River. He is able
to sit up, and his words are More or less intelligible, but the Consul is
gl ad that he has several Mre mnutes before he will have to stand or

wal k.

"What, sir?"

"I said, how did you find ne? How could you possibly know that |

had come back down the Hoolie?"

"CEO d adstone fatlined nme. Eyes-only on the old consul ate onetine
pad. "

"d adstone?" The Consul is shaking his hands, trying to agitate feeling
back into fingers as useful as rubber sausages. "How the hell could

A adst one possibly know that | was in trouble on the Hollie River?

left Grandnother Siri's com og receiver back in the valley so | could
call the other pilgrins when | got to the ship. How coul d d adstone
know?"

"I don't know, sir, but she specified your location and that you were
in trouble. She even said you'd been flying a hawki ng mat that went
down. "

The Consul shakes his head. "This | ady has resources we hadn't

dreant of, Theo."

"Yes, sir."

The Consul glances at his friend. Theo Lane had been Governor-

General of the new Protectorate world of Hyperion for over a |ocal year
now, but old habits died hard and the "sir" cane fromthe seven years
Theo had served as Vice-Consul and principal aide during the Consul's
years. The last tine he had seen the young man--not so young now,

the Consul realizes: responsibility has brought Iines and winkles to that
young face--Theo had been furious that the Consul would not take

over the governor-general ship. That had been a little Mire than a week
ago. Ages and eons ago.

"By the way," says the Consul, enunciating each word carefully,

"t hank you, Theo."

The Governor-CGeneral nods, apparently lost in thought. He does not

ask about what the Consul has seen north of the nountains, nor the
fate of the other pilgrins. Beneath them the Hoolie w dens and w nds
toward the capital of Keats. Far back on either side, low bluffs rise
their granite slabs glowing softly in the evening light. Stands of everbl ues

file:/lIF|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2002%20-%20The%20Fall%200f%20Hyperion.txt (195 of 321) [1/15/03 6:03:14 PM]



file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Si mmons/Simmons,%20D an%20-%2002%20-%20T he%620Fal1%6200f%20Hyperion.txt

shimer in the breeze.

"Theo, how did you possibly have time to cone for me yoursel f?

The situation on Hyperion nust be pure madness."”

"It is." Theo ordered the autopilot to take over as he turned to | ook

at the Consul. "It's a matter of hours . . . perhaps minutes . . . before
the Qusters actually invade."

The Consul blinked. "lnvade? You nmean | and?"

"Exactly."

"But the Hegenony fleet--"

"I's in total chaos. They were barely holding their own against the
Swar m before the Wb was invaded."

"The Web!"

"Entire systenms falling. Qhers threatened. FORCE has ordered the

fleet back through their military farcasters, but evidently the ships in-
system have found it hard to di sengage. No one gives ne details, but

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

it's obvious that the Qusters have free rein everywhere except for the
def ensi ve perineter FORCE has put up around the singularity spheres

and the portals.”

"The spaceport?" The Consul thinks of his beautiful ship lying as

gl owi ng wr eckage.

"I't hasn't been attacked yet, but FORCE has been pulling its drop- ships and supply craft out
qui ckly as they can. They've left a skeleton

force of Marines behind."

"What about the evacuation?"

Theo | aughed. It was the nost bitter sound the Consul had ever

heard fromthe young nan. "The evacuation will consist of whatever
consul at e peopl e and Hegenony VIPs can fit on the |last dropship out."
"They' ve given up trying to save the people of Hyperion?"

"Sir, they can't save their own people. Word trickling down through

the anbassadors' fatline says that G adstone has decided to | et the threatened
Web worlds fall so that FORCE can regroup, have a coupl e of

years to create defenses while the Swarns accrue tinme-debt."

"My God," whispers the Consul. He had worked nost of his life to
represent the Hegenony, all the while plotting its downfall in order to
avenge his grandmother ... his grandnother's way of |ife. But now

the thought of it actually happening . .

"What about the Shrike?" he asks suddenly, seeing the [ow white
bui | di ngs of Keats a few kil oneters ahead. Sunlight touches the hills
and river like a final benediction before darkness.

Theo shakes his head. "There are still reports, but the Qusters have
taken over as the primary source of panic.”

"But it's not in the Wb? The Shrike, | nean.”

The Governor-CGeneral gives the Consul a sharp look. "In the Wb?

How could it be in the Wb? They still haven't allowed farcaster portals
on Hyperion. And there have been no sightings near Keats or Endym on

or Port Romance. None of the larger cities."

The Consul says nothing, but he is thinking: My God, ny betraya

was for nothing. | sold ny soul to open the Tine Tonbs, and the Shrike
will not be the cause of the Wb's fall . . . The Qusters! They were wi se
to us all along. My betrayal of the Hegenony was part of their plan}
"Listen," Theo says harshly, gripping the Consul's wist, "there's a
reason d adstone had ne | eave everything to find you. She's authorized
the rel ease of your ship--"

"Wonderful!" says the Consul. "I can--"

"Listen! You' re not to go back to the Valley of the Tinme Tonbs.

G adstone wants you to avoid the FORCE perineter and travel in-
systemuntil you contact elenments of the Swarm?"”
"The Swarn®? Why woul d--"

as
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"The CEO wants you to negotiate with them They know you. Sonmehow
she's managed to |l et them know that you're com ng. She thinks

that they'll let you . . . that they won't destroy your ship. But she hasn't
received confirmation of that. It'Il be risky."

The Consul sits back in the |eather seat. He feels as if he has been
hit by the neural stunner again. "Negotiate? What the hell would |
have to negoti ate?"

"d adstone said that she would contact you via your ship's fatline
once you're off Hyperion. This has to be done quickly. Today. Before
all the first-wave worlds fall to the Swarns."

The Consul hears first-wave worlds but does not ask if his bel oved
Maui - Covenant is anongst them Perhaps, he thinks, it would be best

if it were. He says, "No, |'mgoing back to the valley."

Theo adjusts his glasses. "She won't allow that, sir."

"Ch?" The Consul smiles. "How is she going to stop nme? Shoot

down ny shi p?"

"I don't know, but she said that she wouldn't allowit." Theo sounds
sincerely worried. "The FORCE fl eet does have picket ships and torch-
ships in orbit, sir. To escort the |ast dropships."

"Well," says the Consul, still snmiling, "let themtry to shoot ne
down. Manned ships haven't been able to | and near the Valley of the
Time Tonmbs for two centuries anyway: ships |land perfectly, but their
crews disappear. Before they slag ne, |I'll be hanging on the Shrike's
tree." The Consul closes his eyes a noment and imagi nes the ship

I andi ng, enpty, on the plain above the valley. He inagines Sol, Dure,
and the others--mracul ously returned--running for shelter in the
ship, using its surgery to save Het Masteen and Brawne Lauia, its
cryogeni ¢ fugue and sl eep chanbers to save little Rachel

"My God," whispers Theo and the shocked tone sl ans the Consu

out of his reverie.

They have cone around the final turn in the river above the city.

The bluffs rise higher here, culmnating to the south in the carved-
mountain |ikeness of Sad King Billy. The sun is just setting, igniting
| ow cl ouds and buil di ngs high on the eastern bl uffs.

Above the city, a battle is raging. Lasers lance into and through the
cl ouds, ships dodge |ike gnats and bumlike noths too close to a flane,
whil e parafoils and the blur of suspension fields drift beneath the cloud

ceiling. The city of Keats is being attacked. The Qusters have come to
Hyperion

"Ch, sweet fuck," Theo whispers reverently.

Along the forested ridge northwest of the city, a brief spout of flame
and a flicker of contrail mark a shoul der-1aunched rocket comng directly
toward the Hegenony ski nmer.

"Hang on!" snaps Theo. He takes nanual control, throws switches,

banks the skinmer steeply to starboard, trying to turn inside the smal
rocket's own turning radius.

An explosion aft throws the Consul into the crashweb and blurs his
vision for a nmonment. Wien he can focus again, the cabinis filled with
snoke, red warning |lights pulse through the gloom and the skimrer
warns of systens failure in a dozen urgent voices. Theo is sl unped
grimMy over the omi-controller

"Hang on," he says again, needl essly. The skimrer slews sicke lingly,
finds a grip inthe air, and then loses it as they tunble and sideslip
toward the burning city.

THI RTY- SI X

| blinked and opened ny eyes, disoriented for a second as | | ooked
around the imrense, dark space of St. Peter's Basilica. Pacem
Monsi gnor Edouard and Fat her Paul Dure |eaned forward in the
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di m candl el i ght, their expressions intense.

"How long was | ... asleep?" | felt as if only seconds had el apsed,
the dream a shimer of inmages one has in the instants between |ying
peacefully and full sleep

"Ten mnutes," said the Monsignor. "Can you tell us what you saw?"

I saw no reason not to. When | was finished describing the imges,
Monsi gnor Edouard crossed hinmself. "Mn Dieu, the anbassador from

the TechnoCore urges G adstone to send people to those . . . tunnels.”
Dure touched ny shoulder. "After | talk to the True Voice of the
Wirl dtree on God's Grove, | will join you on TC2. W have to tel

d adstone the folly of such a choice.”

| nodded. Al .thoughts of ny going to God's Grove with Dure or to
Hyperion itself had Bed. "I agree. W should depart at once. |s your

. can the Pope's Door take me to Tau Ceti Center?"

The Monsi ghor stood, nodded, stretched. Suddenly | realized that

he was a very old man, untouched by Poul sen treatnents. "Il has a
priority access," he said. He turned to Dure. "Paul, you know that |
woul d acconpany you if | could. The funeral of H's Holiness, the

el ection of a new Holy Fat her " Monsi gnor Edouard nade a small,
rueful sound. "Odd how the daily inperatives persist even in the face
of collective disaster. Pacemitself has fewer than ten standard days unti
the barbarians arrive.”

Dure's high forehead gleaned in the candlelight. "The busi ness of

the Church is sonmething beyond a nmere daily inperative, ny friend.

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

I will make nmy visit on the Tenplar world brief, then join M Severn

in his effort of convincing the CEO not to listen to the Core. Then |
will return, Edouard, and we will try to make some sense of this confused
heresy."

| followed the two of themout of the basilica, through a side door

that led to a passageway behind the tall col onnades, |eft across an open
courtyard--the rain had stopped and the air snelled fresh--down a
stairway, and through a narrow tunnel into the papal apartnents. Menbers
of the Swiss Quard snapped to attention as we cane into the

apartments' anteroom the tall nmen were dressed in arnor and yel | ow
and- bl ue striped pantal oons, although their cerenonial hal berds were

al so FORCE-qual ity energy weapons. One stepped forward and spoke

softly to the Monsignor.

"Someone has just arrived at the main ternmnex to see you, M

Severn."
"Me?" | had been listening to other voices in other roons, the mnel odious
rise and fall of oft-repeated prayers. | assumed it had to do with

preparation for the Pope's buri al

"Yes, an M Hunt. He says that it is urgent."

"Another minute and | woul d have seen himat Covernnent House,"

| said. "Way not have himjoin us here?"

Monsi gnor Edouard nodded and spoke softly to the Swiss Guard,

who whi spered into an ornanental crest on his antique arnor.

The so-called Pope's Door--a snmall farcaster portal surrounded by
intricate gold carvings of seraphimand cherubim topped with a five-
station bas-relief illustrating Adamand Eve's fall from grace and expul sion
fromthe garden--stood in the center of a well-guarded room

just off the Pope's private apartnments. W waited there, our reflections
wan and tired-looking in the mrrors on each wall

Lei gh Hunt was escorted in by the priest who had led ne to the

basilica

"Severn!" cried @ adstone's favorite advisor. "The CEO needs you

at once."

"I was just going there," | said. "It would be a criminal mstake if

d adstone all owed the Core to build and use the death device."
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Hunt bl inked--an al nost comical reaction on that basset-hound

count enance. "Do you know everything that happens, Severn?"

I had to laugh. "A young child sitting unattended in a holo pit sees
much and understands very little. Still, he has the advantage of being
abl e to change channels and turn the thing off when he grows tired of

it."” Hunt knew Monsi gnor Edouard from various state functions, and

| introduced Father Paul Dure of the Society of Jesus.

"Dure?" managed Hunt, his jaw al nost hanging slack. It was the

first time that | had seen the advisor at a loss for words, and | rather
enj oyed the sight.

"We' |l explain later," | said and shook the priest's hand. "Good | uck
on God's Gove, Dure. Don't be too long."

"An hour," prom sed the Jesuit. "No longer. There is nerely one

pi ece of the puzzle | must find before speaking to the CEQ Pl ease

explain to her about the horror of the labyrinth ... | will give her ny
own testinony |ater."

"It's possible that she'll be too busy to see ne before you get there
anyway," | said. "But 1'Il do my best to play John the Baptist for you."

Dure smled. "Just don't |ose your head, ny friend." He nodded,

tapped in a transfer code on the archiac diskey panel, and di sappeared
t hrough the portal

| bid farewell to Mnsignor Edouard. "We will get all this settled
before the Quster wave gets this far."

The old priest raised a hand and bl essed nme. "Go with God, young

man. | feel that dark tinmes await us all but that you will be especially
burdened. "
| shook ny head. "I'mjust an observer, Mnsignor. | wait and watch

and dream Little burden there."

"Wait and watch and dreamlater," Leigh Hunt said sharply. "Her

Ni bs wants you within reach now, and | have a neeting to get back
to."

I looked at the little man. "How did you find ne?" | asked needl essly.
Farcasters were operated by the Core, and the Core worked with the
Hegenony aut horities.

"The override card she gave you al so nakes it easier to keep track of
your travels," Hunt said, his inpatience audible. "R ght now we have
an obligation to be where things are happening.™

"Very well." | nodded at the Mnsignor and his aide, beckoned to

Hunt, and tapped in the three-digit code for Tau Ceti Center, added
two digits for the continent, three More for Governnent House, and
added the final two nunbers for the private terminex there. The far-
caster's humwent up a notch on the scale, its opaque surface seened
to shinmmer with expectancy.

| stepped through first, stepped aside to give Hunt room as he foll owed.

THE FALL OF HYPE
We are not in the central CGovernnent House terminex. As far as
can tell, we are nowhere near Government House. A second later, ny

senses total the input of sunlight, sky color, gravity, distance to horizon
snells, and feel of things, and decide that we aren't on Tau Ceti Center

I woul d have junped back through the portal then, but the Pope's

Door is small. Hunt is coning through--1eg, arm shoul der, chest,

head, second | eg appearing--so | grab his wist, pull himthrough
roughly, say "Sonething's wong!" and try to step back through, but

too late, the franmeless portal on this side shimrers, dilates to a circle
the size of ny fist, and is gone.

"Where the hell are we?" demands Hunt.

I look around and think. Good question. W are in the country, on

a hilltop. A road underfoot w nds through vineyards, goes down a |ong
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hill through a wooded val e, and di sappears around another hill a mle

or two distant. It is very warm and the air hums with the sounds of

i nsects, but nothing larger than a bird noves in this vast panorana.

Bet ween bluffs to our right, a blue snear of water is visible--either an
ocean or sea. High cirrus ripples overhead; the sun is just past the
zenith. | see no houses, no technol ogy More conplicated than the
vineyard rows and the stone-and-nmud road underfoot. Mre inportantly,
the constant background buzz of the datasphere is gone. It is

somewhat |ike suddenly hearing the absence of a sound one has been
imersed in since infancy; it is startling, heart-stopping, confusing, and
a bit terrifying.

Hunt staggers, claps his ears as if it is true sound he is mssing, taps
at his com og. "Goddamm," he nutters. "CGoddamm. My inplant's

mal f uncti oni ng. Com og's out."

"No," | say. "I believe we're beyond the datasphere.” But even as

say this, | hear a deeper, softer hum-sonething far greater and far

| ess accessi bl e than the datasphere. The negasphere? The nusic of the
spheres, | think, and smile.

"What the hell are you grinning about, Severn? Did you do this on

pur pose?"

"No. | gave the proper codes for CGovernment House." The total

absence of panic in nmy voice is a kind of panic itself.
"What is it then? That goddamed Pope's Door? Did it do this? Some
mal f or trick?"

"No, | think not. The door didn't nalfunction. Hunt. It brought us

just where the TechnoCore wants us."

"The Core?" What little color left in that basset countenance quickly
drains away as the CEO s aide realizes who controls the farcaster. Wo
controls all farcasters. "My God. My God." Hunt staggers to the side

of the road and sits in the tall grass there. H s suede executive suit and
soft bl ack shoes | ook out of place here.

"Where are we?" he asks again.

| take a deep breath. The air snells of fresh-turned soil, newy nown
grass, road dust, and the sharp tinge of the sea. "My guess is that we're
on Earth, Hunt."

"Earth." The little man is staring strai ght ahead, focusing on nothing.
"Earth. Not New Earth. Not Terra. Not Earth Two. Not ..."

"No," | say. "Earth. Od Earth. O its duplicate.”
"Its duplicate.”
I go over and sit beside him | pull a strand of grass and strip the

| oner part of its outer sheath. The grass tastes tart and famliar. "You
renenber ny report to @ adstone on the Hyperion pilgrins' stories?

Brawne Lam a's tale? She and ny cybrid counterpart ... the first Keats
retrieval persona . . . traveled to what they thought was an O d Earth
duplicate. In the Hercules Cluster, if | remenber correctly.”

Hunt gl ances up as if he can judge what | am saying by checking
constellations. The blue above is graying slightly as the high cirrus
spreads across the done of sky. "Hercules Cluster,"” |ie whispers.

"Way the TechnoCore built a duplicate, or what they're doing with

it now, Brawne didn't learn," | say. "Either the first Keats cybrid didn't
know, or he wasn't saying."

"Wasn't saying," nods Hunt. He shakes his head. "All right, how

the hell do we get ou( of here? d adstone needs ne. She can't

there are dozens of vital decisions to be nade in the next few hours

He junps to his feet, runs to the center of the road, a study in purposefu
ener gy.

I chew on the stalk of grass. "My guess is that we don't get out of

here. ™"
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Hunt comes at ne as if he is going to assault nme then and there.
"Are you insane! No way out? That's nuts. Why woul d the Core do
that ?" He pauses, |ooks down at ne. "They don't want you talking to
her. You know sonething that the Core can't risk her learning."

" Per haps. "

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

"Leave him let nme go back!" he screans at the sky.

No one answers. Far out across the vineyard, a |arge black bird takes
flight. | think it is a crow, | remenber the nanme of the extinct species
as if froma dream

After a moment, Hunt gives up on addressing the sky and paces back

and forth on the stone road. "Come on. Maybe there's a term nex

wherever this thing goes.”

"Perhaps," | say, breaking off the stalk of grass to get at the sweet,

dry upper half. "But which way?"

Hunt turns, |ooks at the road di sappearing around hills in both directions,
turns again. "W came through the portal looking . . . this

way." He points. The road goes downhill into a narrow wood.

"How far?" | ask

"Goddamit, does it matter?" he barks. "W have to get sonewhere

| resist the inpulse to smile. "All right." | stand and brush off ny
trousers, feeling the fierce sunlight on nmy forehead and face. After the

i ncense-| aden darkness of the basilica, it is a shock. The air is very hot,
and ny clothing is already danp with sweat.

Hunt starts wal king vigorously down the hill, his fists clenched, his
dol eful expression aneliorated for once by a stronger expression--sheer
resol ve.

Wal king slowy, in no hurry, still chewing on ny stalk of sweet grass,
eyes half-closed with weariness, | follow him

Col onel Fedmahn Kassad screanmed and attacked the Shrike. The

surreal, out-of-time |andscape--a mnimalist stage designer's version of the Valley of the Tine
Tonbs, nolded in plastic and set in a gel of

viscous air--seenmed to vibrate to the violence of Kassad's rush

For an instant there had been a mirror-inmage scattering of Shrikes
--Shri kes throughout the valley, spread across the barren plain--but
with Kassad's shout these resolved thenselves to the single nonster,
and now it noved, four arns unfol ding and extending, curving to greet
the Colonel's rush with a hearty hug of blades and thorns.

Kassad did not know if the energy skinsuit he wore, Mneta's gift,
woul d protect himor serve himwell in conbat. It had years before
when he and Moneta had attacked two dropships’ worth of CQuster
commandos, but time had been on their side then; the Shrike had
frozen and unfrozen the flow of nonents |ike a bored observer playing
with a holopit renpote control. Now they were outside tinme, and the

was the eneny, not some terrible patron. Kassad shouted and put his

head down and attacked, no | onger aware of Moneta watchi ng, nor of

the inmpossible tree of thorns rising into the clouds with its terrible,

i npal ed audi ence, nor even aware of hinself except as a fighting tool

an instrunent of revenge.

The Shrike did not disappear in its usual manner, did not cease being there to suddenly be here.
Instead, it crouched and opened its arns

wi der. Its fingerbl ades caught the light of the violent sky. The Shrike's
metal teeth glistened in what m ght have been a snmile

Kassad was angry; he was not insane. Rather than rush into that

enbrace of death, he threw hinself aside at the last instant, rolling on
arm and shoul der, and ki cking out at the nonster's |ower |eg, bel ow

the cluster of thombl ades at the knee joint, above a simlar array on

the ankle. If he could get it down .

It was like kicking at a pipe enbedded in half a klick of concrete.
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The bl ow woul d have broken Kassad's own leg if the skinsuit had not
acted as arnor and shock absorber.

The Shri ke nmoved, quickly but not inpossibly; the two right arns

swi ngi ng up and down and around in a blur, ten fingerblades carving
soil and stone in surgical furrows, armthorns sending sparks Hying as
t he hands continued upward, slicing air with an audi ble rush. Kassad

was out of range, continuing his roll, comng to his feet again, crouching,
his own arns tensed, palns flat, energy-suited fingers rigid and
ext ended.

Sing/ e conbat, thought Fedmahn Kassad. The npbst honorabl e sacranent

in the New Bushi do.

The Shrike feinted with its right arnms again, swung the |ower |eft

arm around and up with a sweeping bl ow viol ent enough to shatter

Kassad's ribs and scoop his heart out.

Kassad bl ocked the right-armfeint with his left forearm feeling the
skinsuit flex and batter bone as the steel-and-axe force of the Shrike's
bl ow struck hone. The left-armkilling blow he stopped with his right
hand on the nonster's wist, just above the corsage of curved spikes
there. Incredibly, he slowed the bl ow s nmonentum enough that scal pel -
sharp fingerbl ades were now scrapi ng agai nst his skinsuit field rather
than splintering ribs.

Kassad was alnost lifted off the ground with the effort of restraining
that rising claw, only the downward thrust of the Shrike's first feint kept
the Colonel fromflying backward. Sweat poured freely under the skin-
suit, nuscles flexed and ached and threatened to rip in that intermnable

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

twenty seconds of struggle before the Shrike brought its fourth arminto
pl ay, sl ashing downward at Kassad's straining | eg.

Kassad screanmed as the skinsuit field ripped, Hesh tore, and at | east

one fingerblade sliced close to bone. He kicked out with his other |eg,
rel eased the thing's wist, and rolled frantically away.

The Shrike swung twi ce, the second blow whistling mllimeters from
Kassad's noving ear, but then junped back itself, crouching, noving
toits right.

Kassad got to his left knee, alnost fell, then staggered to his feet,
hoppi ng slightly to keep his balance. The pain roared in his ears and
filled the universe with red light, but even as he grinmaced and staggered,
close to fainting fromthe shock of it, he could feel the skinsuit closing
on the wound--serving as both tourniquet and conpress. He could

feel the blood on his lower leg, but it was no |onger flowing freely, and
the pain was manageabl e, alnost as if the skinsuit carried nedpak
injectors |like his FORCE battle arnor.

The Shrike rushed him

Kassad ki cked once, twice, aimng for and finding the snooth bit of
chrone carapace beneath the chest spike. It was |ike kicking the hul

of a torchship, but the Shrike seened to pause, stagger, step back

Kassad stepped forward, planted his weight, struck twi ce where the
creature's heart should be with a closed-fist blow that woul d have shattered
tenpered ceramic, ignored the pain fromhis fist, swveled, and

sl atmmed a strai ght-arned, open-pal ned blow into the creature's nuzzl e,
just above the teeth. Any hunman bei ng woul d have heard the sound

of his nose being broken and felt the explosion of bone and cartil age
being driven into his brain.

The Shri ke snapped at Kassad's wist, missed, swung four hands at
Kassad's head and shoul ders.

Panting, pouring sweat and bl ood under his quicksilver arnor, Kassad

spun to his right once, twice, and cane around with a killing blowto

the back of the creature's short neck. The noise of the inpact echoed

in the frozen valley like the sound of an axe thrown frommiles on high
into the heart of a nmetal redwood.
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The Shrike tunbled forward, rolled onto its back like sone stee
crustacean.

It had gone down!

Kassad stepped forward, still crouched, still cautious, but not cautious
enough as the Shrike's arnored foot, claw, whatever the hell it was,
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caught the back of Kassad's ankle and hal f-sliced, half-kicked himoff
his feet.

Col onel Kassad felt the pain, knew that his Achilles tendon had been
severed, tried to roll away, but the creature was throwing itself up and
si deways on him spikes and thorns and bl ades conming at Kassad's ribs
and face and eyes. Grimacing with the pain, arching in a vain attenpt

to throw the nonster off, Kassad bl ocked sonme bl ows, saved his eyes,

and felt other blades slamhone in his upper arns, chest, and belly.

The Shri ke hovered cl oser and opened its mouth. Kassad stared up

into row upon row of steel teeth set in a netal lanprey's hollow orifice
of a mouth. Red eyes filled his sight through vision already tinged with
bl ood.

Kassad got the base of his pal munder the Shrike's jaw and tried to

find leverage. It was like trying to lift a mountain of sharp scrap with
no fulcrum The Shrike's fingerblades continued to tear at Kassad's
flesh. The thing opened its nouth and tilted its head until teeth filled
Kassad's field of vision fromear to ear. The nonster had no breath,

but the heat fromits interior stank of sul phur and heated iron filings.
Kassad had no defense left; when the thing snapped its jaws shut, it
woul d take the flesh and skin of Kassad's face off to the bone.

Suddenly Moneta was there, shouting in that place where sound did

not carry, grabbing the Shrike by its ruby-faceted eyes, skinsuited fingers
arching like talons, her boot planted firmy on its carapace bel wthe
back spi ke, pulling, pulling.

The Shrike's arnms snapped backward, as double-jointed as sone

ni ght mare crab, fingerblades raked Moneta and she fell away, but not
before Kassad rolled, scranbled, felt the pain but ignored it, and | eaped
to his feet, dragging Mneta with himas he retreated across the sand
and frozen rock.

For a second, their skinsuits nerged as it had when they were making

| ove, and Kassad felt her flesh next to his, felt their blood and sweat
m ngling and heard the joined poundings of their hearts.

Kill it Mneta whispered urgently, pain audible even through that
subvocal medi um

I"mtrying. |I'mtrying.

The Shrike was on its feet, three neters of chrone and bl ades and

ot her people's pain. It showed no damage. Sonmeone's blood ran in

narrow rivulets down its wists and carapace. Its nindless grin seened
wi der than before

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

Kassad separated his skinsuit from Moneta's, |lowered her gently to a
boul der al though he sensed that he had been hurt worse than she. This
was not her fight. Not yet.

He noved between his |ove and the Shrike.

Kassad hesitated, hearing a faint but rising susurration as if froma
rising surf on an invisible shore. He glanced up, never fully renoving
his gaze fromthe slowy advancing Shrike, and realized that it was a shouting fromthe thorn tree
far behind the nonster. The crucified

peopl e there--small dabs of color hanging fromthe netal thorns and
col d branches--were maki ng sone noi se other than the sublinina

moans of pain Kassad had heard earlier. They were cheering.

Kassad returned his attention to the Shrike as the thing began to
circle again. Kassad felt the pain and weakness in his al nbst-severed
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heel --his right foot was usel ess, unable to bear weight--and he half-
hopped, hal f-sw vel ed with one hand on the boul der to keep his body

bet ween t he Shri ke and Mbnet a.

The distant cheering seened to stop as if in a gasp

The Shrike ceased being there and cane into exi stence here, next to
Kassad, on top of Kassad, its arms already around himin a ternina

hug, thorns and bl ades al ready inpinging. The Shrike's eyes bl azed

with light. Its jaws opened again.

Kassad shouted in pure rage and defiance and struck at it.

Fat her Paul Dure stepped through the Pope's Door to God's G ove

wi t hout incident. Fromthe incense-laden di mess of the papal apartnents,
he suddenly found himself in rich sunlight with a | enon sky

above and green | eaves all around.

The Tenplars were waiting as he stepped down fromthe private

farcaster portal. Dure could see the edge of the weirwood platformfive
meters to his right and beyond it, nothing--or, rather, everything, as
the treetop world of God's Grove stretched great distances to the horizon
the rooftop of |eaves shimrering and noving like a living ocean. Dure
knew that he was high on the Wrldtree, the greatest and holiest of al
the trees the Tenplars held sacred.

The Tenpl ars greeting himwere inmportant in the conplicated hierarchy
of the Brotherhood of the Miir, but served as nmere gui des now,

| eading himfromthe portal platformto a vine-strewn el evator which
rose through upper levels and terraces where few non-Tenpl ars had

ever ascended, and then out again and up along a staircase bound by

a railing of the finest nuirwood, spiraling skyward around a trunk that
narrowed fromits two-hundred-neter base to I ess than eight neters
across here near its top. The weirwood pl atformwas exquisitely carved;
its railings showed a delicate tracery of handcarvcd vines, posts and
bal usters boasted the faces of gnones, wood sprites, faeries, and other
spirits, and the table and chairs which Dure now approached were
carved fromthe sane piece of wood as the circular platformitself.

Two nmen awaited him The first was the one Dure expected--True

Voi ce of the Worldtree, High Priest of the Miir, Spokesman of the
Tenpl ar Brot herhood Sek Hardeen. The second nan was a surprise.

Dure noted the red robe--a red the color of arterial blood--with black
ermne trim the heavy Lusian body covered by that robe, the face al
jow s and fat bisected by a fornidable beak of a nose, two tiny eyes | ost
above fat cheeks, two pudgy hands with a black or red ring on each
finger. Dure knew that he was | ooking at the Bishop of the Church of
the Final Atonement--the high priest of the Shrike Cult.

The Tenplar rose to his al nbst two-neter height and offered his

hand. "Father Dure, we are nobst pleased that you could join us."

Dure shook hands, thinking as he did so how nuch Iike a root the
Tenplar's hand was, with its |long, tapering, yellow sh-brown fingers.
The True Voice of the Wrldtree wore the same hooded robe that Het

Mast een had worn, its rough brown and green threads in sharp contrast
to the brilliance of the Bishop's garb

"Thank you for seeing ne on such short notice, M Hardeen," said

Dure. The True Voice was the spiritual |eader of nillions of the followers
of the Miir, but Dure knew that Tenplars disliked titles or

honorifics in conversation. Dure nodded in the direction of the Bishop
"Your Excellency, | had no idea that | would have the honor of being
in your presence.”

The Shrike Cult Bishop nodded al nost inperceptibly. "I was visiting.

M Hardeen suggested that it might be of some small benefit if | attended
this nmeeting. | ampleased to neet you, Father Dure. W have heard
much about you in the past few years."
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The Tenpl ar gestured toward a seat across the muirwood table from

the two of them and Dure sat, folding his hands on the polished

tabl etop, thinking furiously even as he pretended to i nspect the beautiful
grain in the wood. Half the security forces in the Wb were searching

for the Shrike Cult Bishop. Hi s presence suggested conplications far
beyond those the Jesuit had been prepared to deal with.

"Interesting, is it not," said the Bishop, "that three of humankind' s

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

nmost profound religions are represented here today?" "Ye.i," said Dure.
"Profound, but hardly representational of the beliefs of the majority.
Qut of alnost a hundred and fifty billion souls, the Catholic Church
clains fewer than a million. The Shri--ah . . . the Church of the

Fi nal Atonenent perhaps five to ten mllion. And how many Tenpl ars

are there, M Hardeen?"

"Twenty-three million," the Tenplar said softly. "Many ot hers support
our ecol ogical causes and m ght even wish to join, but the Brotherhood
is not open to outsiders."”

The Bi shop rubbed one of his chins. H's skin was very pale, and he
squinted as if he were not used to daylight. "The Zen Ghostics claim
forty billion followers,"” he runbled. "But what kind of religion is that,
eh? No churches. No priests. No holy books. No concept of sin."

Dure smiled. "It seens to be the belief nost attuned to the tines.

And has been for nany generations now. "

"Bah!" The Bi shop sl apped his hand down on the table, and Dure

wi nced as he heard the netal of the rings strike muirwood.

"How is it that you know who | an®?" asked Paul Dure

The Tenplar lifted his head just enough that Dure could see sunlight

on his nose, cheeks, and the long line of chin within the shadows of

the cowl. He did not speak

"W chose you," grow ed the Bishop. "You and the other pilgrins."

"You being the Shrike Church?" said Dure.

The Bi shop frowned at that phrase but nodded wi t hout speaking.

"Way the riots?" asked Dure. "Wy the disturbances now that the
Hegenony i s threatened?"

When the Bishop rubbed his chin, red and bl ack stones glinted in

the evening light. Beyond him a million leaves rustled in a breeze

whi ch brought the scent of rain-noistened vegetation. "The Final Days
are here, priest. The prophecies given to us by the Avatar centuries ago
are unfol ding before our eyes. What you call riots are the first death
throes of a society which deserves to die. The Days of Atonenent are
upon us and the Lord of Pain soon will walk anmpbng us."

"The Lord of Pain," repeated Dure. "The Shrike."

The Tenpl ar nmade an ameliorating gesture with one hand, as if he

were trying to take sone of the edge off the Bishop's statenent. "Father
Dure, we are aware of your miraculous rebirth."

"Not a mracle," said Dure. "The whimof a parasite called a cruciform™

Again the gesture with the long, yellowbrown fingers. "However you

see it. Father, the Brotherhood rejoices that you are with us once again.
Pl ease go ahead with the query you nentioned when you called earlier.”
Dure rubbed his pal ms agai nst the wood of the chair, glanced at the

Bi shop sitting across fromhimin all of his red-and-black bul k. "Your
groups have been working together for some tinme, haven't they?" said
Dure. "The Tenpl ar Brotherhood and the Shrike Church.™”

"Church of the Final Atonenent," the Bishop said in a bass grow .

Dure nodded. "Why? \What brings you together in this?"

The True Voice of the Wrldtree | eaned forward so that shadow filled
his cowm once again. "You nust see, Father, that the prophecies of the
Church of the Final Atonenment touch upon our mssion fromthe Mir.
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Only these prophecies have held the key to what punishnent nust

befal | humankind for killing its own world."

"Humanki nd al one didn't destroy Od Earth," said Dure. "It was a

conputer error in the Kiev Teanis attenpt to create a nini-black hole."

The Tenpl ar shook his head. "It was human arrogance," he said

softly. "The sane arrogance whi ch has caused our race to destroy al

species that might even hope to evolve to intelligence sonmeday. The
Seneschai Aluit on Hebron, the zeplens of Wirl, the marsh centaurs

of Garden and the great apes of dd Earth ..."

"Yes," said Dure. "M stakes have been made. But that shouldn't

sent ence humankind to death, should it?"

"The sentence has been handed down by a Power far greater than

oursel ves," runbl ed the Bishop. "The prophecies are precise and explicit.
The Day of Final Atonement nust cone. Al who have inherited

the Sins of Adam and Ki ev nust suffer the consequences of nurdering

their homeworld, of extinguishing other species. The Lord of Pain has

been freed fromthe bonds of tinme to lender this final judgnent. There

is no escaping his wath. There is no avoiding Atonenent. A Power

far greater than us has said this."

"It is true," said Sek Hardeen. "The propheci es have conme to us.

spoken to the True Voices over the generations . . . humankind is

dooned, but with their doomw Il conme a new flowering for pristine environnents in all parts of
what is now t he Hegenony."

Trained in Jesuit logic, devoted to the evolutionary theol ogy of Teil -

hard de Chardin, Father Paul Dure was nonethel ess tenpted to say,

But who the hell cares if the flowers bloomif no one is around to see them
to snell then®? Instead, he said, "Have you considered that these prophecies
were not divine revel ations, but merely nani pul ati ons from sone

secul ar power?"

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

The Tenpl ar sat back as if sl apped, but the Bishop | eaned forward

and curled two Lusian fists which could have crushed Dure's skull with
a single blow "Heresy! Woever dares deny the truth of the revel ations
nmust die!"

"What power could do this?" nanaged the True Voice of the Wrld-

tree. "What power other than the Miir's Absolute could enter our

m nds and hearts?"

Dure gestured toward the sky. "Every world in the Wb has been

j oined through the TechnoCore's datasphere for generations. Mst people
of influence carry conl og extension inplants for ease of accessing ... do you not, M Hardeen?"
The Tenpl ar said nothing, but Dure saw the small twitch of fingers,

as if the man were going to pat his chest and upper arm where the

m croi npl ants had lain for decades.

"The TechnoCore has created a transcendent . . . Intelligence,"
continued Dure. "It taps incredi ble anbunts of energy, is able to nove
backward and forward in time, and is not notivated by human concerns.
One of the goals of a sizeable percentage of the Core personalities was
to elimnate humankind . . . indeed, the Big Mstake of the Kiev Team
may have been deliberately executed by the Als involved in that experinent.
What you hear as prophecies may be the voice of this deus

ex machi na whi spering through the datasphere. The Shri ke may be here
not to make humanki nd atone for its sins, but nerely to slaughter human
nmen, wonen, and children for this nmachine personality's own goals."

The Bi shop's heavy face was as red as his robe. His fists pumel ed

the table, and he struggled to his feet. The Tenplar laid a hand on the
Bi shop's arm and restrained him sonmehow pulled himback to his seat.
"Where have you heard this idea?" Sek Hardeen asked Dure.

"Fromthose on the pilgrinmge who have access to the Core. And

from. . . others."

The Bi shop shook a fist in Dure's direction. "But you yourself have
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been touched by the Avatar ... not once, but twice'. He has granted
you a formof imortality so you can see what he has in store for the
Chosen People . . . those who prepare Atonenent before the Fina

Days are upon us!"

"The Shrike gave me pain," said Dure. "Pain and suffering beyond

i magi nation. | have net the thing twice, and | know in ny heart that
it is neither divine nor diabolical, but nerely some organi c machi ne
froma terrible future."

"Bah!" The Bi shop nade a di sm ssive gesture, folded his arms, and
stared out over the | ow bal cony at not hing.

The Tenpl ar appeared shaken. After a nonment, he raised his head

and said softly, "Yon had a question for ne?"

Dure took a breath. "I did. And sad news, |'mafraid. True Voice

of the Tree Het Masteen is dead."

"W know," said the Tenplar.

Dure was surprised. He could not imagine how they could receive

that information. But it did not matter now. "Wat | need to know, is
why did he go on the pilgrinmge? Wat was the mission that he did

not live to see conpleted? Each of us told our . . . our story. Het
Mast een did not. Yet somehow | feel that his fate held the key to nany
mysteries.”

The Bi shop | ooked back at Dure and sneered. "W need tell you

not hing, priest of a dead religion.”

Sek Hardcen sat silent a | ong nonent before responding. "M Mas-

teen volunteered to be the one to carry the Wird of the Miir to
Hyperion. The prophecy has lain in the roots of our belief for centuries that when the troubled
times came, a True Voice of the Tree would

be called upon to take a treeship to the Holy Wrld, to see it destroyed
there, and then to have it reborn carrying the nmessage of Atonenent

and the Miir."

"So Het Masteen knew that the treeship Yggdrasill would be destroyed

in orbit?"

"Yes. It was foretold."

"And he and the single energy-binder erg fromthe ship were to fly

a new treeship?”

"Yes," said the Tenplar alnost inaudibly. "A Tree of Atonenent

whi ch the Avatar woul d provide."

Dure sat back, nodded. "A Tree of Atonenent. The thorn tree. Het

Mast een was psychically injured when the 'Yggdrasill was destroyed.

Then he was taken to the Valley of the Time Tonbs and shown the

Shrike's thorn tree. But he was not ready or able to do it. The thorn

tree is a structure of death, of suffering, of pain. . . Het Masteen was
not prepared to captain it. O perhaps he refused. In any case, he fled.
And died. | thought as nuch ... but | had no idea what fate the Shrike

had offered him"
"What are you tal king about?" snapped the Bishop. "The Tree of
At onenment is described in the prophecies. It will acconpany the Avatar

Nor mal ; FR1; FR2; THE FALL OF HVPERLON

in his final harvest. Masteen woul d have been prepared and honored
to captain it through space and tine."

Paul Dure shook his head.

"W have answered your question?" asked M Hardeen

"Yes."

"Then you nust answer ours," said the Bishop. "Wat has happened
to the Mot her?"

"\What not her ?"

"The Mot her of Qur Salvation. The Bride of Atonenent. The one
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you call ed Brawne Lam a.'

Dure thought back, trying to remenber the Consul's taped summaries

of the tales the pilgrins had told on the way to Hyperion. Brawne had
been pregnant with the first Keats cybrid' s child. The Shrike Tenpl e
on Lusus had saved her fromthe nob, included her in the pilgrinage.
She had said sonething in her story about the Shrike Cultists treating
her with reverence. Dure tried to fit all this into the confused nosaic
of what he had already | earned. He could not. He was too tired

and, he thought, too stupid after this so-called resurrection. He was
not and never would be the intellectual Paul Dure once had been
"Brawne was unconsci ous," he said. "Evidently taken by the Shrike

and attached to sone . . . thing. Sone cable. Her nental state was the
equi val ent of brain death, but the fetus was alive and healthy."

"And the persona she carried?" asked the Bishop, his voice tense.

Dure renmenbered what Severn had told himabout the death of that
persona in the negasphere. Evidently these two did not know about

the second Keats persona--the Severn personality that at this nonent
was warni ng G adstone about the dangers of the Core proposal. Dure

shook his head. He was very tired. "I don't know about the persona she
carried in the Schron loop," he said. "The cable . . . the thing the
Shrike attached to her . . . seened to plug into the neural socket like

a cortical shunt."

The Bi shop nodded, evidently satisfied. "The prophecies proceed

apace. You have served your purpose as nessenger, Dure. | nust |eave
now. " The big man stood, nodded toward the True Voice of the Worl d-
tree, and swept across the platformand down the stairs toward the

el evator and term nex.

Dure sat across fromthe Tenplar in silence for several mnutes. The
sound of | eaves blowi ng and the gentle rocking of the treetop platform
was marvelously lulling, inviting the Jesuit to doze off. Above them

the sky was fading through delicate saffron shades as the world of God's
Grove turned into twilight.

"Your statenent about a deus ex nachina m sleading us for generations

t hrough fal se prophecies was a terrible heresy," the Tenplar said

at |ast.

"Yes. But terrible heresies have proven to be grimtruths many tines
before in the I onger history of my Church, Sek Hardeen.”

"I'f you were a Tenplar, | could have you put to death," the hooded
figure said softly.

Dure sighed. At his age, in his situation, and as tired as he was, the

t hought of death created no fear in his heart. He stood and bowed
slightly. "I need to go, Sek Hardeen. | apologize if anything |I said

of fended you. It is a confused and confusing tine." "T/ie best |ack al
conviction," he thought, "while the worst are full of passionate intensity.
Dure turned and wal ked to the edge of the platform And stopped.

The staircase was gone. Thirty vertical nmeters and fifteen horizonta
meters of air separated himfromthe next |ower platformwhere the

el evator waited. The Worl dtree dropped away a kil ometer or Mre into

| eafy depths beneath him Dure and the True Voice of that Tree were

i sol ated here on the highest platform Dure wal ked to a nearby railing,
rai sed his suddenly sweaty face to the evening breeze, and noticed the
first of the stars energing fromthe ultranmarine sky. "What's going on
Sek Har deen?"

The robed and cowl ed figure at the table was wapped in darkness.

"In eighteen mnutes, standard, the world of Heaven's Gate will fall to
the Qusters. Qur prophecies say that it will be destroyed. Certainly its

farcaster will, and its fatline transnitters, and to all intents and purposes,
that world will have ceased to exist. Precisely one standard hour |ater
the skies of God's Grove will be alight fromthe fusion fires of Quster
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war shi ps. Qur prophecies say that all of the Brotherhood who renain

--and anyone el se, although all Hegenony citizens have |ong since

been evacuated by farcaster--will perish.”

Dure wal ked slowy back to the table. "It's inperative that | 'cast to

Tau Ceti Center," he said. "Severn . . . sonmeone is waiting for ne.

have to speak to CEO d adstone."

"No," said True Voice of the Wrrldtree Sek Hardeen. "W will wait.

W will see if the prophecies are correct.”

The Jesuit clenched his fists in frustration, fighting the surge of violent

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPEHION ----------------

enotion that made himwant to strike the robed figure. Dure closed

his eyes and said two Hail Marys. It didn't help

"Pl ease,"” he said. "The prophecies will be confirmed or denied

whether | amhere or not. And then it will be too late. The FORCE
torchships will blow the singularity sphere, and the farcasters will be
gone. W'll be cut off fromthe Wb for years. Billions of |ives nay
depend upon ny imrediate return to Tau Ceti Center."

The Tenpl ar folded his arns so that his | ong-fingered hands di sappeared
inthe folds of his robe. "W will wait,"” he said. "Al things

predicted will conme to pass. In mnutes, the Lord of Pain will be | oosed
on those in the Web. | do not believe in the Bishop's faith that those
who have sought Atonenment will be spared. W are better off here,

Fat her Dure, where the end will be swift and painless."

Dure searched his tired mind for something decisive to say, to do.
Not hi ng occurred to him He sat at the table and stared at the cow ed
and silent figure across fromhim Above them the stars enmerged in
their fiery nultitudes. The world-forest of God's Gove rustled a fina
time to the evening breeze and seened to hold its breath in anticipation.
Paul Dure closed his eyes and prayed.

THI RTY- SEVEN

W wal k all day. Hunt and I, and toward evening we find

an inn with food set out for us--a fow, rice pudding,

cauliflower, a dish of nmacaroni, and so forth--although

there are no people here, no sign of people other than the fire in the

hearth, burning brightly as if just lit, and the food still warmon the

st ove.

Hunt is unnerved by it; by it and by the terrible w thdrawal synptons

he is suffering fromthe | oss of contact with the datasphere. | can inmagine

his pain. For a person born and raised into a world where infornmation
was al ways at hand, commrunication with anyone anywhere a given

and no distance More than a farcaster step away, this sudden regression
to life as our ancestors had known it would be |ike suddenly awakening
blind and crippled. But after the rantings and rages of the first few hours
of wal king. Hunt finally settled down into a taciturn gl oom

"But the CEO needs nme!" he had shouted that first hour

"She needs the information |I was bringing her," | said, "but there's
nothing to be done about it."

"Where are we?" demanded Hunt for the tenth tine.

| had al ready expl ained about this alternate A d Earth, but | knew

he neant somet hing el se now

"Quarantine, | think," | said.

"The Core brought us here?" demanded Hunt.

"l can only assune."

"How do we get back?"

"I don't know. | presunme that when they feel it's safe to allow us out
of quarantine, a farcaster portal wll appear."

Hunt cursed softly. "Wy quaranti ne ne, Severn?"

---------------- THE PALL OF HYPERI ON === -cccmmmmammo -
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| shrugged. | assuned it was because he had heard what | said on
Pacem but | was not certain. | was certain of nothing.

The road | ed through nmeadows, vineyards, w nding over |ow

hills and twi sting through valleys where glinpses of the sea were

vi si bl e.

"Where does this road go?" Hunt denanded just before we di scovered
the inn.

"Al'l roads lead to Rone."

"I'"m serious, Severn."

"So aml, M Hunt."

Hunt pried a | oose stone fromthe highway and threwit far into the
bushes. Sonmewhere a thrush call ed.

"You' ve been here before?" Hunt's tone was one of accusation, as if

| had pirated hi maway. Perhaps | had.

"No," | said. But Keats had, | alnpst added. My transpl anted nenories
surged to the surface, alnost overwhelnmng nme with their sense

of loss and looming nortality. So far fromfriends, so far from Fanny,
his one eternal |ove.

"You're sure you can't access the datasphere?" asked Hunt.
"I"'mpositive," | answered. He did not ask about the megasphere,

and | did not offer the information. | amterrified of entering the
megasphere, of |osing nyself there.

We found the inn just at sunset. It was nestled in a small valley, and
smoke rose fromthe stone chimmey.

Whil e eating, darkness pressing agai nst the panes, our only light the
flicker of the fire and two candles on a stone nmantle, Hunt said, "This
pl ace makes ne hal f-believe in ghosts."

"l do believe in ghosts,” | said.

Ni ght. | awake coughi ng, feel wetness on ny bare chest, hear Hunt
rumbling with the candle, and in its light, |ook down to see blood on
ny skin, spotting the bedcl ot hes.

"My God," breathes Hunt, horrified. "What is it? Wat's going on?"

"Henorrhage,” | manage after the next fit of coughing | eaves ne
weaker and spotted with More blood. | start to rise, fall back on the
pillow, and gesture toward the basin of water and towel on the night-
st and.

"Dam, dam," mutters Hunt, searching for ny comog to get a

345

med reading. There is no conlog. | had thrown away Hoyt's usel ess
instrument while we were wal king earlier in the day.

Hunt renoves his own com og, adjusts the nonitor, and waps it
around ny wrist. The readings are neaningless to him other than to
signify urgency and the need for immedi ate nedical care. Like nosi

peopl e of his generation, Hunt had never seen illness or death--that
was a professional matter handl ed out of sight of the popul ace.

"Never mind," | whisper, the siege of coughing past but weakness

lying on me |like a blanket of stones. | gesture toward the towel again

and Hunt noistens it, washes the blood frommy chest and arns, hel ps
me sit in the single chair while he renoves the spattered sheets and

bl anket s.

"Do you know what's going on?" he asks, real concern in his voice.

"Yes." | attenpt a smile. "Accuracy. Verisinilitude. Ontogeny recapitul ating
phyl ogeny. "

"Make sense," snaps Hunt, hel ping ne back into the bed. "Wat

caused the henorrhage7 What can | do to hel p?"

"A glass of water, please." | sip it, feel the boiling in ny chest and
throat but manage to avoid another round of coughing. My belly feels
as if it's on fire.

"What's goi ng on?" Hunt asks again

| talk slowy, carefully, setting each word in place as if placing ny
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feet on soil strewn with mines. The coughing does not return. "It's an
illness called consunption,” | say. "Tuberculosis. The final stages,
judging fromthe severity of the henorrhage."”

Hunt's basset-hound face is white. "Good God, Severn. | never heard

of tuberculosis.”" He raises his wist as if to consult his com og nenory
but the wist is bare.

I return his instrunent. "Tubercul osis has been absent for centuries.
Cured. But John Keats had it. Died of it. And this cybrid body bel ongs
to Keats."

Hunt stands as if ready to rush out the door seeking help. "Surely

the Core will allow us to return now They can't keep you here on this enpty world where there's
no nedi cal assistance!"

I lay my head back in the soft pillows, feeling the feathers under the
ticking. "That may be precisely why | am being kept here. W'Ill see
tonorrow when we arrive in Rome."

"But you can't travel! W won't be going anywhere in the norning."

"W'll see," | say, and close ny eyes. "W'IIl see."

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON
In the norning a vettum a snmall carriage, is waiting outside the
inn. The horse is a large gray nmare, and it rolls its eyes at us as we

approach. The creature's breath rises in the chill norning air.
"Do you know what that is?" says Hunt.
"A horse."

Hunt raises a hand toward the aninmal as if it will pop and di sappear

li ke a soap bubbl e when he touches its Hank. It does not. Hunt snatches
his hand back as the mare's tail flicks.

"Horses are extinct," he says. "They've never been ARN ed back into

exi stence. "

"This one | ooks real enough," | say, clinbing into the carriage and
sitting on the narrow bench there.

Hunt gingerly takes his seat beside ne, his long ringers twtching

with anxiety. "Wo drives7" he says. "Were are the control s?"

There are no reins, and the coachman's scat is quite enpty. "Let's

see if the horse knows the way," | suggest, and at that instant we start
noving at a leisurely pace, the springless carriage jolting over the stones
and furrows of the rough road.

"This is sone sort of joke, isn't it?" asks Hunt, staring at the flaw ess
bl ue sky and distant fields.

I cough as lightly and briefly as possible into a handkerchief | have
made froma towel borrowed fromthe inn. "Possibly," | say. "But then
what isn't?"

Hunt ignores ny sophistry, and we runble on, jolting and bouncing
toward what ever destination and destiny await.

"Where are Hunt and Severn?" asked Meina d adstone

Sedeptra Akasi, the young black woman who was d adstone's second

nost inportant aide, |eaned closer so as not to interrupt the flow of
the military briefing. "Still no word, M Executive."

"That's inpossible. Severn had a tracer and Lei gh stepped through

to Pacem al nost an hour ago. Were the hell are they?"

Akasi gl anced toward the faxpad she had unfol ded on the tabl etop
"Security can't find them The transit police can't |ocate them The
farcaster unit recorded only that they coded TC2--here--stepped

t hrough, but did not arrive."

""I "hilt's inpossible."

"Yes, M Executive."

"I want to talk to Al bedo or one of the other Al Councilors as soon
as this nmeeting is over."

"Yes."

Bot h worren returned their attention to the briefing. The Governnent
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House Tactical Center had been joined to the A ynpus Comrand

Center War Room and to the largest Senate briefing roomwth fifteen-

met er-square, visually open portals so that the three spaces created one
cavernous and asynetrical conference area. The War Room hol os

seenmed to rise into infinity on the display end of the space, and col ums
of data floated everywhere along the walls.

"Four minutes until cislunar incursion,"” said Adniral Singh

"Their |ong-range weapons coul d have opened up on Heaven's Gate

|l ong before this," said General Morpurgo. "They seemto be show ng

sone restraint."

"They didn't show nuch restraint toward our torchships," said Garion
Persov of Diplonmacy. The group had been assenbl ed an hour earlier when the sortie of the hastily
assenbl ed fleet of a dozen Hegenony

torchshi ps had been summarily destroyed by the advanci ng Swarm
Long-range sensors had relayed the briefest imge of that Swarm-a
cluster of enbers with conetlike fusion tails--before the torchships and
their renmptes quit broadcasting. There had been nany, many enbers.

"Those were warships," said General Morpurgo. "W' ve been broadcasting for hours now that Heaven's
Gate is an open planet. W can

hope for restraint."

The hol ographi c i nages of Heaven's Gate surrounded them the quiet
streets of Mudflat, airborne imges of the coastline, orbital inages of
the gray-brown world with its constant cloud cover, cislunar inages of

t he baroque dodecahedron of the singularity sphere which tied together
all fareasters, and space-ainmed telescopic, W, and X-ray i mages of the
advanci ng Swarm -much | arger than specks or enbers now, at |ess

than one AU. d adstone | ooked up at the fusion tails of Quster warships,
the tunbling, containment-field-shimering massiveness of their asteroid
farns and bubble worlds, their conplex and oddly nonhunman

zero-gravity city conpl exes, and she thought. Wat if | am wong?

The lives of billions rested on her belief that the Qusters woul d not
want onl y destroy Hegenony worl ds.

"Two minutes until incursion,” Singh said in his professional warrior's
nonot one.

"Admiral ," said G adstone, "is it absolutely necessary to destroy the
THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

singularity sphere as soon as the Qusters have penetrated our cordon
sanitaire? Couldn't we wait another few nminutes to judge their intentions?"

"No, CEQ " answered the Admiral promptly. "The farcaster |ink

must be destroyed as soon as they are within quick assault range."
"But if your renmaining torchships don't do it, Admral, we still have
the in-systemlinks, the fatline relays, and the tinmed devices, don't we?"
"Yes, M Executive, but we must assure that all farcaster capability
is renoved before the Qusters overrun the system There can be no
conprom sing this already slimsafety margin.'

3 adst one nodded. She understood the need for absolute caution. If
only there were Mire tinmne.

"Fifteen seconds until incursion and singularity destruction," said
Singh. "Ten . . . seven ..."

Suddenly all of the torchship and cislunar renote hol os gl owed viol et,
red, and white.

d adstone | eaned forward. "Was that the singularity sphere goi ng?"
The mlitary men buzzed anongst thenselves, calling up further

data, switching i mages on the holos and screens. "No, CEQ " answered
Mor purgo. "The torchships are under attack. Wat you're seeing is
their defensive fields overloading. The ... ah ... there."

A central image, possibly froma low orbital relay ship, showed an
enhanced i mage of the dodecahedronal singularity containnent sphere,
its thirty thousand square neters of surface still intact, still glowing in
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the harsh light of Heaven's Gate's sun. Then, suddenly, the glow increased,
the nearest face of the structure seened to becone incandescent

and sag in upon itself, and less than three seconds |ater the sphere
expanded as the caged singularity there escaped and devoured itself as
well as everything within a six-hundred-kiloneter radius.

At the sane instant, npbst of the visual images and many of the data
col umms went bl ank.

"Al'l farcaster connections term nated, "announced Singh. "lIn-system
data now relayed by fatline transmtters only."

There was a buzz of approval and relief fromthe nilitary people,

sonet hing closer to a sigh and soft noan fromthe dozens of senators
and political advisors present. The world of Heaven's Gate had j ust

been anputated fromthe Wb . . . the first such | oss of a Hegenony
world in More than four centuries.
d adstone turned to Sedeptra Akasi. "Wat is travel tinme to Heaven's

Gate fromthe Wb now?"

"By Hawki ng drive, seven nonths onboard," said the aide without

a pause to access, "a little over nine years time-debt."

d adst one nodded. Heaven's Gate was now ni ne years distant from

t he nearest Web worl d.

"There go our torchships," intoned Singh. The view had been from

one of the orbital pickets, relayed through the jerky, false-color inages
of high-speed fatline squirts being conmputer processed in rapid progression
The i mages were vi sual npsaics, but they always made d ad-

stone think of the earliest silent filnms fromthe dawn of the Media Age.
But this was no Charlie Chaplin comedy. Two, then five, then eight

bursts of brilliant |ight blossonmed against the starfield above the |inb
of the planet.

"Transm ssions fromHS Ntki Wimart, HS Terrapin, HS Conmet, and HS Andrew Paul have ceased,"
reported Singh.

Bai bre Dan-Cyddi s rai sed a hand. "Wat about the other four ships,
Admiral ?"

"Only the four nentioned had FTL-comm capability. The pickets
confirmthat radio, naser, and w deband conm i nks fromthe other

four torchsips al so have ceased. The visual data ..." Singh stopped

and gestured toward the image relayed fromthe automatic picket ship:

ei ght expanding and fading circles of light, a starfield crawing with
fusion tails and new |ights. Suddenly even that inage went bl ank.

"Al'l orbital sensors and fatline relays terninated," said General Morpurgo.
He gestured, and the bl ackness was replaced with i nages of the

streets of Heaven's Gate with the inevitable |owlying clouds. Aircraft
added shots above the clouds--a sky gone crazy with noving stars.

"All reports confirmtotal destruction of the singularity sphere," said
Si ngh. "Advance units of the Swarm now entering high orbit around
Heaven's Gate."

"How many people are left there?" asked d adstone. She was | eaning
forward, her elbows on the table, her hands fol ded very tightly.

"Ei ghty-six thousand seven hundred and ei ghty-nine," said Defense

M ni ster | noto.

"That doesn't count the twelve thousand Marines who were farcast

in during the past two hours," added General Van Zeidt.

| ot o nodded toward the General

d adst one thanked them and returned her attention to the hol os.

The data colums floating above and their extracts on the faxpads,

com ogs, and table panels held the pertinent data--nunbers of Swarm

craft now in-system nunber and types of ships in orbit, projected

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON
braking orbits and tine curves, energy anal yses and conm band
i ntercepts--but d adstone and the others were watching the relatively
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uni nformative and unchanging fatlined images fromthe aircraft and
surface caneras: stars, cloud tops, streets, the view from At nospheric
CGenerating Station Heights out over the Miudfl at Pronenade where

d adstone hersel f had stood |l ess than twelve hours earlier. It was night
there. G ant horsetail ferns noved to silent breezes blowing in from

t he bay.

"I think they'll negotiate," Senator Ri cheau was saying. "First they'l
present us with this fait acconpli, nine worlds overrun, then they'l
negoti ate and negotiate hard for a new bal ance of power. | nean, even

if both of their invasion waves succeeded, that would be twenty-five
wor | ds out of alnost two hundred in the Wb and Protectorate.”

"Yes," said Head of Diplomacy Persov, "but don't forget, Senator

that these include some of our nobst strategically inportant worlds . . . this one, for exanple.
TC2 is only two hundred and thirty-five hours

behi nd Heaven's Gate on the Quster tinetable.”

Senator Richeau stared Persov down. "I'mwell aware of that," she

said coldly. "I"'mnerely saying that the Qusters cannot have true conquest
on their nminds. That would be pure folly on their part. Nor will

FORCE al | ow t he second wave to penetrate so deeply. Certainly this
so-called invasion is a prelude to negotiation."

"Perhaps,” said Nordhol mM's Senator Roanquist, "but such negotiations
woul d necessarily depend upon--"

"Wait," said G adstone.

The data col ums now showed More than a hundred Quster warcraft

in orbit around Heaven's Gate. G ound forces there had been instructed
not to fire unless fired upon, and no activity was visible in the thirty-
some views being fatlined to the War Room Suddenly, however, the

cloud cover above Mudflat City glowed as if giant searchlights had been
turned on. A dozen broad beans of coherent |ight stabbed down into

the bay and the city, continuing the searchlight illusion, appearing to
G adstone as if giant white colums had been erected between the

ground and the ceiling of clouds.

That illusion ended abruptly as a whirlwi nd of flane and destruction
erupted at the base of each of these hundred-neter-w de col ums of

light. The water of the bay boiled until huge geysers of steam occl uded
the nearer caneras. The view fromthe hei ghts showed century-old

stone buildings in the town erupting into flane, inploding as if a
tornado were novi ng anongst them The Web-fanobus gardens and

commons of the Pronenade erupted in flame, exploded in dirt and

flying debris as if an invisible plow were noving across them Horset ai
ferns two centuries old bent as if before a hurricane wind, burst into
flame, and were gone.

"Lances from a Bowers-class torehship," Admiral Singh said into the
silence. "Or its Quster equivalent."

The city was burning, exploding, being plowed into rubble by the

Iight colums and then being torn asunder again. There were no audio
channel s on these fatlined i mages, but d adstone imagi ned that she

coul d hear screans.

One by one, the ground caneras went black. The view fromthe

At nospheric Generating Station Heights disappeared in a white flash

Ai rborne caneras were al ready gone. The twenty or so other ground-

based i mages began wi nking out, one in a terrible burst of crinson that

| eft everyone in the roomrubbing their eyes,

"Plasnma explosion,” said Van Zeidt. "Low negaton range." The

vi ew had been of a FORCE: Marine air defense conplex north of the Intercity Canal
Suddenly all images ceased. Datafl ow ended. The roomlights began

to come up to conpensate for a darkness so sudden that it took everyone's
breat h away.
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"The primary fatline transmitter's gone," said General Mrpurgo. "It
was at the main FORCE base near Hi gh Gate. Buried under our

strongest containnent field, fifty neters of rock, and ten neters of

whi skered stalloy."

"Shaped nucl ear charges?" asked Barbre Dan-Gyddis.

"At least," said Mrpurgo.

Senat or Kol chev rose, his Lusian bulk emanating an al nost ursine

sense of strength. "All right. This isn't some goddammed negoti ati ng

pl oy. The Qusters have just reduced a Web world to ashes. This is all-
out, give-no-nercy warfare. The survival of civilization is at stake. \Wat
do we do now?"

Al'l eyes turned toward Meina G adstone

The Consul dragged a sem consci ous Theo Lane fromthe w eckage

of the skinmmer and staggered fifty nmeters with the younger nman's arm
over his shoul der before collapsing on a stretch of grass beneath trees
al ong the bank of the Hoolie River. The skinmer was not on fire, but

it lay crunpled against the collapsed stone wall where it had finally

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

skidded to a halt. Bits of netal and ceranic polyners lay strewn al ong
the riverbank and abandoned avenue.

The city was burning. Snoke obscured the view across the river, and
this part of Jacktown, the A d Section, |ooked as if several pyres had
been |ighted where thick colums of black snboke rose toward the | ow
cloud ceiling. Combat |asers and missile trails continued to streak
through the haze, sonetines expl oding agai nst the assault dropshi ps,
parafoils, and suspension-field bubbles which continued to drop through
the clouds like chaff blowmn froma recently harvested field.

"Theo, are you all right?"

The Covernor-Ceneral nodded and noved to push his gl asses higher

on his nose . . . stopping in confusion as he realized that his gl asses
were gone. Bl ood streaked Theo's forehead and arns. "Hit my head,”

he said groggily.

"W need to use your com og," said the Consul. "Get soneone here

to pick us up."

Theo nodded, lifted his arm and frowned at his wist. "Cone," he
said. "Comog's gone. CGotta look in the skinmer." He tried to get to
his feet.

The Consul pulled himback down. They were in the shelter of a

few ornanmental trees here, but the skimrer was exposed, and their

| andi ng had been no secret. The Consul had glinpsed several arnored
troops movi ng down an adj acent street as the skinmer pancaked in for
its crash | anding. They m ght be SDF or Qusters or even Hegenony

Mari nes, but the Consul imagined that they would be trigger-happy

what ever their loyalties.

"Never mind that," he said. "W'Il get to a phone. Call the consulate."
He | ooked around, identified the section of warehouses and

stone buil dings where they had crashed. Upriver a few hundred neters,
an ol d cathedral stood abandoned, its chapter house crunbling and

over hangi ng the riverbank

"I know where we are," said the Consul. "It's just a block or two to
Cicero's. Cone on." He lifted Theo's armover his head and onto his
shoul ders, pulling the injured man to his feet.

"Cicero's, good," nuttered Theo. "Could use a drink."

The rattle of Hechette fire and an answering sizzle of energy weapons
came fromthe street to their south. The Consul took as nuch of Theo's
wei ght as he coul d and hal f-wal ked, hal f-staggered al ong the narrow

| ane beside the river.

353
"Ch dam, " the Consul whispered
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Cicero's was burning. The old bar and inn--as old as jacktown and

much ol der than nost of the capital--had lost three of its four sagging
riverfront buildings to the flanes, and only a determ ned bucket brigade
of patrons was saving the |ast section

"I see Stan," said the Consul, pointing to the huge figure of Stan
Leweski standing near the head of the bucket brigade Iine. "Here." The
Consul hel ped Theo to a sitting position under an el mtree along the
wal kway. "How s your head?"

"Hurts."

"I'"ll be right back with help," said the Consul and noved as quickly

as he could down the narrow | ane toward the men.

Stan Leweski stared at the Consul as if he were a ghost. The big

man's face was streaked with soot and tears, and his eyes were wi de,

al rost unconprehending. Cicero's had been in his famly for six generations.
It was raining softly now, and the fire seemed beaten. Men

shouted up and down the Iine as a few tinbers fromthe burned- out
sections sagged into the enbers of the basenent.

"By God, it's gone," said Leweski. "You see? Grandfather Jiri's addition?
It's gone."

The Consul grabbed the huge nman by his shoul ders. "Stan, we need

hel p. Theo's over tliere. Hurt. Qur skimrer crashed. W need to get

to the spaceport ... to use your phone. It's an energency, Stan."
Leweski shook his head. "Phone's gone. Coml og bands are janmed.

Goddanm war is on." He pointed toward the burned sections of the

old inn. "They're gone, by damm. Gone."

The Consul made a fist, furious in the grip of sheer frustration. O her
men mlled around, but the Consul recognized none of them There

were no P'ORCE or SDF authorities in sight. Suddenly a voi ce behind
himsaid, "I can help. | have a skinmrer."

The Consul whirled to see a nan in his late fifties or early sixties,
soot and sweat covering his handsome face and streaking his wavy hair.
"Great," said the Consul. "I'd appreciate it." He paused. "Do | know
you?"

"Dr. Melio Arundez," said the man, already noving toward the

par kway where Theo rested.

"Arundez," repeated the Consul, hurrying to keep up. The nane

i THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

echoed strangely. Soneone he knew? Soneone he should know? "My
God, Arundez!" he said. "You were the friend of Rachel Wintraub
when she came here decades ago."

"Her university advisor, actually," said Arundez. "I know you. You

went on the pilgrimge with Sol." They stopped where Theo was sitting,
still holding his head in his hands. "My skimer's over there," said
Arundez.

The Consul could see a snall, two-person Vikken Zephyr parked

under the trees. "Great. W'll get Theo to the hospital and then | need

to get to the spaceport imediately."

"The hospital's overcrowded to the point of insanity," said Arundez.

"If you're trying to get to your ship, | suggest you take the Governor-
General there and use the ship's surgery.”

The Consul paused. "How did you know | have a ship there?"

Arundez dil ated the doors and hel ped Theo onto the narrow bench

behind the front contour seats. "I know all about you and the other
pilgrims, M Consul. |I've been trying to get permission to go to the
Val l ey of the Tine Tonmbs for nonths. You can't believe ny frustration
when | learned that your pilgrinms' barge left secretly with Sol aboard.”
Arundez took a deep breath and asked a question which he obviously

had been afraid to ask before. "Is Rachel still alive?"

He was her |over when she was a grown wonan, thought the Consul

"I don't know," he said. "I'mtrying to get back in tinme to help her, if
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I can."

Meli o Arundez nodded and settled into the driver's seat, gesturing

for the Consul to get in. "W'll try to get to the spaceport. It won't be
easy with the fighting around there."

The Consul sat back, feeling his bruises, cuts, and exhaustion as the

seat folded around him "W need to get Theo . . . the Governor-
General ... to the consulate or governnent house or whatever they
call it now "

Arundez shook his head and powered up the repellors. "Uh-uh. The
consul ate's gone, hit by a wayward nissile, according to the energency
news channel. Al the Hegenony officials went out to the spaceport

for evacuation before your friend even went hunting for you."

The Consul | ooked at the semi conscious Theo Lane. "Let's go," he

said softly to Arundez.

The ski mmer cane under snmall-arnms fire as they crossed the river

but Hechettes nerely rattled on the hull and the single energy beam
fired sliced beneath them sending a spout of steamten neters high

Arundez drove |ike a crazy person--weaving, bobbing, pitching, yaw ng,
and occasionally slewi ng the skimer around on its axis like a

plate sliding atop a sea of nmarbles. The Consul's seat restraints closed
around him but he still felt his gorge threaten to rise. Behind them
Theo's head noved | oosely back and forth on the rear bench as he
surrendered to unconsci ousness.

"The downtown's a ness!" Arundez shouted over repellor roar. "I'lI
follow the old viaduct to the spaceport highway and then cut across
country, staying low. " They pirouetted around a burning structure

whi ch the Consul bel atedly recognized as his old apartnent buil ding.

"I's the spaceport highway open?"

Arundez shook his head. "Never nake it. Paratroopers have been

dropping around it for the last thirty mnutes."

"Are the Qusters trying to destroy the city?"

"Uh-uh. They coul d have done that fromorbit without all this fuss

They seemto be investing the capital. Mst of their dropships and
paratroopers land at |east ten klicks out."

"I's it our SDF who's fighting back?"

Arundez | aughed, showi ng white teeth against tanned skin. "They're

hal fway to Endym on and Port Romance by now . . . though reports

ten mnutes ago, before the commlines were jamed, say that those
cities are also under attack. No, the little resistance you see is froma
few dozen FORCE: Marines |l eft behind to guard the city and the spaceport."

"So the Qusters haven't destroyed or captured the spaceport?"

"Not yet. At least not as of a few mnutes ago. W'l|l soon see. Hang
on!"

The ten-kilonmeter ride to the spaceport via the VIP highway or the

skyl anes above it usually took a few m nutes, but Arundez's roundabout,
up- and- down approach over the hills, through the valleys, and between
the trees added tine and excitement to the trip. The Consul turned his
head to watch hillsides and the sluns of burning refugee canps Hash

by to his right. Men and wonen crouched agai nst boul ders and under

low trees, covering their heads as the skimer rushed past. Once the
Consul saw a squad of FORCE: Marines dug in on a hilltop, but their
attention was focused on a hill to the north fromwhich there cane a
panoply of |aser-lance fire. Arundez saw the Marines at the sanme instant
and jinked the skinmer hard left, dropping it into a narrow ravi ne scant
seconds before the treetops on the ridge above were sliced off as if by
i nvisible shears.

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON
Finally they roared up and over a final ridgeline, and the western gates and fences of the
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spaceport becane visible ahead of them The

peri meter was ablaze with the blue and violet gl ows of containnent
and interdiction fields, and they were still a klick away when a visible
tightbcam |l aser flicked out, found them and a voice over the radio
said, "Unidentified skimrer, land i medi ately or be destroyed."
Arundez | anded.

The tree line ten neters away seenmed to shinmer, and suddenly

they were surrounded by waiths in activated chanel eon pol yners.
Arundez had opened the cockpit blisters, and now assault rifles were
ainmed at himand the Consul.

"Step away fromthe machine," said a di senbodi ed voi ce behind the
canmouf | age shi mer.

"W have the Governor-Ceneral," called the Consul. "W have to
get in."

"The hell you say," snapped a voice with a definite Wb accent.
"Qut!"

The Consul and Arundez hastily rel eased their seat restraints and
had started to clinb out when a voice fromthe back seat snapped,
"Li eutenant Mieller, is that you?"

"Ah, yes, sir."

"Do you recogni ze me, Lieutenant?"

The canoufl age shi nrer depol ari zed, and a young Marine in ful

battle arnor stood not a meter fromthe skimmer. H's face was nothing Mre than a bl ack visor but
t he voi ce sounded young. "VYes, sir

ah ... Governor. Sorry | didn't recogni ze you w thout your gl asses.
You' ve been hurt, sir."

"I know |'ve been hurt. Lieutenant. That is why these gentlenen
have escorted nme here. Don't you recogni ze the former Hegenony
Consul for Hyperion?"

"Sorry, sir," said Lieutenant Mueller, waving his nen back into the
tree line. "The base is sealed.”

"Of course the base is sealed," Theo said through gritted teeth. "I
countersigned those orders. But | also authorized evacuation of al
essential Hegenony personnel. You did allow those skinmers through
did you not. Lieutenant Muell er?"

An arnored hand rose as if to scratch the hel neted and vi sored head.
"Ah . . . yes, sir. Ah, affirmative. But that was an hour ago, sir. The
evacuati on dropshi ps are gone and--"

"For God's sake, Mieller, get on your tactical channel and get authorization
from Col onel Gerasinmov to | et us through."

"The Col onel's dead, sir. There was a dropship assault on the east

perimeter and--"

"Captain Lewellyn then," said Theo. He swayed and then steadied

hi msel f agai nst the back of the Consul's seat. Hi s face was very white

under the bl ood.

"Ah . . . tactical channels are down, sir. The Qusters are janmming
on wi deband with--"
"Li eutenant," snapped Theo in a tone the Consul had never heard

his young friend use, "you've visually identified ne and scanned ny
implant ID. Now either admt us to the field or shoot us."

The arnored Marine gl anced back toward the tree line as if considering
whether to order his men to open fire. "The dropships are al

gone, sir. Nothing else is com ng down."

Theo nodded. Bl ood had dried and caked on his forehead, but now

a fresh trickle started fromhis scalp line. "The inpounded ship is still
in Blast Pit Nine, isn't it?"

"Yes, sir," answered Muieller, snapping to attention at last. "But it's

a civilian ship and could never nake space with all the CQuster--"
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Theo waved the officer into silence and gestured for Arundez to drive
toward the perineter. The Consul glanced ahead toward the deadli nes,
interdiction fields, containnment fields, and probabl e pressure m nes that
t he skimrer woul d encounter in ten seconds. He saw the Marine

| i eutenant wave, and an opening irised in the violet and bl ue energy
fields ahead. No one fired. In half a nminute they were crossing the
hardpan of the spaceport itself. Something |arge was burning on the
northern perineter. To their left, a huddle of FORCE trailers and
comand nodul es had been slagged to a pool of bubbling plastic.

There had been people in there, thought the Consul and once again

had to fight to keep his gorge fromrising.

Bl ast Pit Seven had been destroyed, its circular walls of reinforced
ten-centimeter carbon-carbon bl own outward and apart as if they had
been nade of cardboard. Blast Pit Ei ght was burning with that white-

hot i ncandescence whi ch suggested pl asma grenades. Blast Pit N ne

was intact, with the bow of the Consul's ship just visible above the pit
wal | through the shinrer of a class-three containnment field.

"The interdiction's been lifted?" said the Consul

Theo |l ay back on the cushioned bench. H s voice was thick. "Yeah

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

A adst one authorized the dropping of the restraining done field. That's
just the usual protective field. You can override it with a comand."
Arundez dropped the skinmer to tarmac just as warning |ights went

red and synt hesi zed voi ces began describing mal functions. They hel ped
Theo out and paused near the rear of the snmall skinmer where a line of flechettes had stitched a
ragged row through the engi ne cow ing and

repell or housing. Part of the hood had nelted from overl oad.

Melio Arundez patted the machi ne once, and both nen turned to

hel p Theo through the blast pit door and up the docking unbilical

"My God," said Dr. Melio Arundez, "this is beautiful. |'ve never

been in a private interstellar spacecraft before.”

"There are only a few dozen in existence," said the Consul, setting

the osnosis mask in place over Theo's nouth and nose and gently

| owering the redhead into the surgery's tank of energency care nutrient.
"Small as it is, this ship cost several hundred million marks. It's not
cost-effective for corporations and Qutback planetary governments to
use their mlitary craft on those rare occasi ons when they need to trave
between the stars."” The Consul sealed the tank and conversed briefly
with the diagnostics program "He'll be all right," he said at last to
Arundez, and returned to the holopit.

Melio Arundez stood near the antique Steinway, gently running his

hand over the glossy finish of the grand piano. He gl anced out through
the transparent section of hull above the stowed bal cony pl atform and
said, "l see fires near the main gate. W'd better get out of here."
"That's what |'mdoing," said the Consul, gesturing Arundez toward

the circular couch lining the projection pit.

The archaeol ogi st dropped into the deep cushions and gl anced

around. "Aren't there ... ah ... control s?"

The Consul smiled. "A bridge? Cockpit instrunents? Maybe a whee

I can steer with? Uh-uh. Ship?"

"Yes," cane the soft voice from nowhere.

"Are we cleared for takeofl?"

"Yes."

"lI's that containment field renpoved?"

"It was our field. I've withdrawn it."

"OK, let's get the hell out of here. | don't have to tell you that we're
in the mddle of a shooting war, do |?"

"No. |'ve been nonitoring all devel opnents. The | ast FORCE space

craft are in the process of |eaving the Hyperion system These Mirines
are stranded and--"
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"Save the tactical analyses for later, Ship," said the Consul. "Set our
course for the Valley of the Time Tonbs and get us out of here.”
"Yes, sir," said the ship. "I was just pointing out that the forces

defending this spaceport have little chance of holding out for Mirre than
an hour or so."

"Noted, " said the Consul. "Now take of f."

"I'mrequired to share this fatline transm ssion first. The squirt arrived
at 1622:38:14, Wb standard, this afternoon."”

"Whoa! Hold it!" cried the Consul, freezing the holo transm ssion

in mdconstruction. Hal fof Meina d adstone's face hung above them
"You're required to show this before we | eave? Wiose commands do

you respond to. Ship?"

"CEO d adstone's, sir. The Chief Executive enpowered a priority

override on all ship's functions five days ago. This fatline squirt is the
| ast requirnent before--"

"So that's why you didn't respond to ny renote conmands, " rmurnured

t he Consul .

"Yes," said the ship in conversational tones. "I was about to say that
the showing of this transmission is the |ast requirement prior to returning
command to you."

"And then you'll do what | say?

"Yes. "

"Take us where I'Il tell you to?"

"Yes."

"No hi dden overrides?"

"None that | know of."

"Play the squirt,"” said the Consul

The Li ncol nesque countenance of CEO Meina d adstone floated in

the center of the projection pit with the telltale twitches and breakups
endemic to fatline transm ssions. "|I am pleased that you survived the
visit to the Tinme Tonbs," she said to the Consul. "By now you nust

know that | am asking you to negotiate with the CQusters before you
return to the valley."

The Consul folded his arns and gl ared at G adstone's i mage. Qutside

the sun was setting. He had only a few m nutes before Rachel Wi ntraub
reached her birth hour and ninute and sinply ceased to exist.

"I understand your urgency to return and help your friends," said

d adstone, "but you can do nothing to help the child at this nonent

THE FALL OF HYPERI QN
experts in the Wb assure us that neither cryogenic sleep or fugue
could arrest the Merlin's sickness. Sol knows this."
Across the projection pit. Dr. Arundez said, "It's true. They experinmented
for years. She would die in fugue state.”
" you can help the billions of people in the Wb whom you
bel i eve you have betrayed," d adstone was sayi ng
The Consul |eaned forward and rested his el bows on his knees and
his chin on his fists. H s heart was pounding very loudly in his ears.
"I knew that you woul d open the Tine Tonbs," d adstone said, her

sad brown eyes seeming to stare directly at the Consul. "Core predictors
showed that your loyalty to Maui-Covenant . . . and to the nenory
of your grandparents' rebellion . . . would override all other factors. It

was tine for the Tonbs to be opened, and only you could activate the
Quster device before the Qusters thenselves decided to."

"I'"ve heard enough of this," said the Consul and stood, turning his
back on the projection. "Cancel nessage,” he said to the ship, know ng
that it would not obey.

Meli o Arundez wal ked through the projection and gri pped the Consul's
armtightly. "Hear her out. Please."

The Consul shook his head but stayed in the pit, arns fol ded.

"Now t he worst has happened,” said d adstone. "The Qusters are
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i nvadi ng the Wb. Heaven's Gate is being destroyed. God's G ove has

| ess than an hour before the invasion sweeps over it. It is inperative
that you nmeet with the Qusters in Hyperion system and negoti ate

use your diplomatic skills to open a dialogue with them The Qusters
will not respond to our fatline or radi o messages, but we have alerted
themto your conming. | think they will still trust you."

The Consul mpaned and wal ked over to the piano, pounding his fist
against its lid.

"We ha'-e minutes, not hours. Consul," said (G adstone. "I will ask

you to go first to the Qusters in Hyperion systemand then attenpt to
return to the Valley of the Tinme Tonbs if you nust. You know better

than | the results of warfare. MIlions will die needlessly if we cannot
find a secure channel through which to conmunicate with the Qusters.

"I't is your decision, but please consider the ramfications if we fai
inthis last attenpt to find the truth and preserve the peace. | wll contact
you via fatline once you have reached the Quster Swarm"

d adstone' s i nage shi mered, fogged, and faded.

"Response?" asked the ship.

"No." The Consul paced back and forth between the Steinway and

the projection pit.

"No spacecraft or skimrer has |anded near the valley with its crew

intact for alnobst two centuries,” said Melio Arundez. "She nust know

how snmal |l the odds are that you can go there . . . survive the Shrike

and then rendezvous with the Qusters.”

"Things are different now," said the Consul without turning to face

the other man. "The tinme tides have gone berserk. The Shrike goes

where it pl eases. Perhaps whatever phenonenon prevented nanned

| andi ngs before is no | onger operative."

"And perhaps your ship will land perfectly w thout us," said Arundez.

"Just as so many others have."

"Goddammi t," shouted the Consul, wheeling, "you knew the risks

when you said that you wanted to join ne!"

The archaeol ogi st nodded calmMy. "I'"mnot talking about the risk to

nyself, sir. I'mwlling to accept any risk if it neans | might help Rache
or even sec her again. It's your life that may hold the key to

humanki nd' s survival ."

The Consul shook his fists in the air and paced back and forth Iike

sone caged predator. "That's not fair} | was d adstone's pawn before.

She used ne . . . cynically . . . deliberately. | killed four CQusters,
Arundez. Shot them because | had to activate their goddammed device
to open the Tonbs. Do you think they'Il welcone nme back with open
arnms?"

The archaeol ogi st's dark eyes | ooked up at the Consul wi thout blinking.
"d adstone believes that they will parley with you."

"Who knows what they'll do? Or what G adstone believes for that

matter. The Hegenony and its relationship with the Qusters aren't ny
worry now. | sincerely wish a plague on both their houses."

"To the extent that humanity suffers?”

"l don't know humanity," said the Consul in an exhausted nonotone.

"I do know Sol Weintraub. And Rachel. And an injured wonman naned

Brawne Lam a. And Father Paul Dure. And Fednmahn Kassad. And--"

The ship's soft voice envel oped them "This spaceport's north perineter
has been breached. | aminitiating final |aunch procedures. Please

take your seats."

The Consul half-stunbled to the holopit even as the internal containment
field pressed down on himas its vertical differential increased
dramatically, sealing every object in its place and protecting the travelers

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON
far More securely than any straps or seat restraints could. Once in free-
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fall, the field would | essen but still serve in the stead of planetary gravity.
The air above the holopit nisted and showed the blast pit and spaceport
recedi ng quickly bel ow, the horizon and distant hills jerking and
tilting as the ship threwitself through eighty-g evasive maneuvers. A
few energy weapons winked in their direction, but data col umms showed
the external fields handling the neglible effects. Then the horizon receded
and curved as the lapis lazuli sky darkened to the black of space.
"Destination?" queried the ship.

The Consul closed his eyes. Behind them a chine sounded to

announce that Theo Lane could be noved fromthe recovery tank to

the main surgery.

"How | ong until we could rendezvous with elenments of the Quster

i nvasi on force?" asked the Consul

"Thirty minutes to the Swarm proper,"” answered the ship.

"And how long until we cone in range of their attack ships' weapons?"
"They are tracking us now "

Melio Arundez's expression was cal mbut his fingers were white on

t he back of the holopit couch

"Al'l right," said the Consul. "Mike for the Swarm Avoid Hegenony

shi ps. Announce on all frequencies that we are an unarned dipl omatic
ship requesting parley.”

"That message was authorized and set in by CEO d adstone, sir. It

is now being broadcast on fatline and all comm frequencies."

"Cany on," said the Consul. He pointed to Arundez's conl og. "Do

you see the tine?"

"Yes. Six minutes until the precise instant of Rachel's birth."

The Consul settled back, his eyes closed again. "You' ve cone a |ong
way for nothing. Dr. Arundez.™

The archaeol ogi st stood, swayed a second before finding his legs in
the sinulated gravity, and carefully wal ked to the piano. He stood there
a nmonent and | ooked out through the bal cony wi ndow at the black sky
and the still-brilliant Iinb of the receding planet. "Perhaps not," he
sai d. "Perhaps not."

THI RTY- EI GHT

Today we entered the swanpy wastel and which | recognize as

the Canpagna, and to celebrate | have another coughing fit,

term nated by vomting Moire blood. Mich More. Leigh Hunt

is beside hinself with concern and frustration and, after hol ding ny
shoul ders during the spasmand helping to clean ny clothes with rags
nmoi stened in a nearby stream he asks, "Wat can | do?"

"Collect flowers fromthe fields," | gasp. "That's what Joseph Severn did."
He turns away angrily, not realizing that even in ny feverish, exhausted
state, | was nerely telling the truth

The little cart and tired horse pass through the Canpagna with Mre
pai nful bunping and rattling than before. Late in the afternoon, we
pass sone skel etons of horses along the way, then the ruins of an old
inn, then a More massive ruin of a viaduct overgrown with nmoss, and
finally posts to which it appears that white sticks have been nail ed.
"What on earth is that?" asks Hunt, not realizing the irony of the
anci ent phrase.

"The bones of bandits,"” | answer truthfully.

Hunt | ooks at ne as if my mind has succunbed to the sickness.

Perhaps it has.

Later we clinmb out of the swanpl ands of the Canpagna and get a
glinpse of a flash of red noving far out anmong the fields.

"What is that?" demands Hunt eagerly, hopefully. | know that he
expects to see people any nonent and a functioning farcaster portal a
nmoment after that.

"A cardinal," | say, again telling the truth. "Shooting birds."

Hunt accesses his poor, crippled comog. "A cardinal is a bird," he
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I nod, look to the west, but the red is gone. "Also a cleric," | say.

"And we are approachi ng Rone, you know. "

Hunt frowns at nme and attenpts for the thousandth tine to raise

soneone on the comm bands of his comlog. The afternoon is silent

except for the rhythmc creak of the vettura's wooden wheels and the
trill of sone distant songbird. A cardinal, perhaps?

We enter Ronme as the first flush of evening touches the clouds. The
little cart rocks and runbles through the Lateran Gate, and al nost

i medi ately we are confronted with the sight of the Col osseum overgrown
with ivy and obviously the honme of thousands of pigeons, but

i mensely Mre inpressive than holos of the ruin, set now as it was,

not within the grubby confines of a postwar city ringed with giant
arcol ogi es, but contrasted against clusters of small huts and open fields
where the city ends and countrysi de begins. | can see Rone proper in

the distance ... a scattering of rooftops and smaller ruins on its fabled
Seven Hills, but here the Col osseum rul es.

"Jesus," whispers Leigh Hunt. "Wat is it?"

"The bones of bandits," | say slowy, fearful of starting the terrible
coughi ng once agai n.

We nove on, clopping through the deserted streets of nineteenth- century O d Earth Ronme as the
evening settles thick and heavy around

us and the light fails and pi geons wheel above the dones and rooftops

of the Eternal City.

"Where is everyone?" whispers Hunt. He sounds frightened.

"Not here because they are not needed," | say. My voice sounds

sharp edged in the canyon dusk of the city streets. The wheels turn on
cobbl est ones now, hardly Mre smoth than the random stones of the

hi ghway we just escaped.

"I's this sone stinsin?" he asks.

"Stop the cart," | say, and the obedient horse cones to a halt. | point
out a heavy stone by the gutter. "Kick that," | say to Hunt.

He frowns at nme but steps down, approaches the stone, and gives it

a hearty kick. Mre pigeons erupt skyward frombell towers and ivy,

pani cked by the echoes of his cursing.

"Li ke Dr. Johnson, you've denponstrated the reality of things," | say.
"This is no stinsimor dream O rather, no Mre one than the rest of
our lives have been."

"Why did they bring us here?" demands the CEO s ai de, gl ancing

skyward as if the gods thenselves were |istening just beyond the fading
pastel barriers of the evening clouds. "What do they want ?"

They want me to die, | think, realizing the truth of it with the inpact
of a fist in nmy chest. | breathe slowy and shallowy to avoid a fit of
coughing even as | feel the phlegmboil and bubble in ny throat. They
want me to die and they want you to watch

The mare resumes its long haul, turning right on the next narrow
street, then right again down a w der avenue filled with shadows and
the echoes of our passing, and then stopping at the head of an inmense
flight of stairs.

"We're here," | say and struggle to exit the cart. My |l egs are cranped,
my chest aches, and ny ass is sore. In ny nmind runs the beginning of

a satirical ode to the joys of traveling.

Hunt steps out as stiffly as | had and stands at the head of the giant,
bi furcated staircase, folding his arms and glaring at themas if they are
a trap or illusion. "Were, exactly, is here, Severn?"
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| point to the open square at the foot of the steps. "The Piazza di
Spagna,” | say. It is suddenly strange to hear Hunt call ne Severn. |
realize that the nane ceased to be m ne when we passed through the
Lateran Gate. O, rather, that nmy true nane had suddenly becone ny

own agai n.
"Before too nmany years pass," | say, "these will be called the Spanish
Steps." | start down the right bend in the staircase. A sudden dizzi ness

causes ne to stagger, and Hunt noves quickly to take my arm

"You can't walk," he says. "You're too ill."

| point to a nottled old building formng a wall to the opposite side

of the broad steps and facing the Piazza. "It's not far. Hunt. There is
our destination."

d adstone's aide turns his scow toward the structure. "And what is
there? Wiy are we stopping there? What awaits us there?"

I cannot help but smile at this |east poetic of nen's unconsci ous use

of assonance. | suddenly inagine us sitting up long nights in that dark
hul k of a building as | teach himhow to pair such technique with
mascul i ne or fem nine caesura, or the joys of alternating ianbic foot
with unstressed pyrrhic, or the self-indul gence of the frequent spondee.
I cough, continue coughing, and do not cease until blood is spattering
my pal mand shirt.

Hunt hel ps nme down the steps, across the Piazza where Bernini's
boat - shaped fountain gurgles and burbles in the dusk, and then, follow ng
my pointing finger, leads ne into the black rectangle of the

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

doorway--the doorway to Nunber 26 Piazza di Spagnha--and | think

wi thout volition, of Dante's Conmedia and seemto see the phrase

"l asci at e oghe speranza, voi ch'intrate"--"Abandon Every Hope,

Who Enter Here"--chiseled above the cold Iintel of the doorway.

Sol Weintraub stood at the entrance to the Sphinx and shook his fist

at the universe as night fell and the Tonbs glowed with the brilliance

of their opening and his daughter did not return.

Did not return.

The Shrike had taken her, lifted her newborn body in its pal m of

steel, and then stepped back into the radiance which even now pushed

Sol away like some terrible, bright wind fromthe depths of the planet.
Sol pressed against the hurricane of light, but it kept himout as surely
as mght a runaway contai nnent field.

Hyperion's sun had set, and now a cold wi nd bl ew fromthe barrens,

driven in fromthe desert by a front of cold air sliding down the mountains
to the south, and Sol turned to stare as vermilion dust blewinto

the searchlight glare of the opening Tine Tonbs.

The openi ng Tonbs!

Sol squinted against the cold brilliance and | ooked down the valley

to where the other Tonmbs glowed |ike pale green jack-o'-Ilantens behind
their curtain of blown dust. Light and | ong shadows | eaped across the
vall ey floor while the clouds were drained of the last of their sunset
col or overhead, and night came in with the how ing w nd.

Sonet hing was noving in the entrance of the second structure, the Jade Tonb. Sol staggered down
the steps of the Sphinx, glancing up

at the entrance where the Shrike had di sappeared with his daughter,

and then he was off the stairway, running past the Sphinx's paws and
stunbl i ng down the wi ndbl own path toward the Jade Tonb

Sonet hi ng noved slowy fromthe oval doorway, was sil houetted by

the shaft of light emanating fromthe tonb, but Sol could not tell if it
was human or not. Shrike or not. If it was the Shrike, he would seize

it wwth his bare hands, shake it until it either returned his daughter to
himor until one of them was dead.

It was not the Shrike.

Sol could see the silhouette as human now. The person staggered,
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| eaned agai nst the Jade Tonb's doorway as if injured or tired.
It was a young woman.
Sol thought of Rachel here in this place More than half a standard

century earlier, the young archaeol ogi st researching these artifacts and
never guessing the fate awaiting her in the formof Mrlin's sickness.
Sol had al ways i nagi ned his child being saved by the sickness being
cancel ed, the infant aging nornmally again, the chil d-whowul dsonedaybeRache
gi ven back her life. But what if Rachel returned as the

twenty-si x-year-old Rachel who had entered the Sphinx?

Sol's pul se was pounding so loudly in his ears that he could not hear
the wind rage around him He waved at the figure, half-obscured now

by the dust storm

The young wonman waved back.

Sol raced forward another twenty nmeters, stopped thirty nmeters from

the tonb, and cried out. "Rachel! Rachel!"

The young woman sil houetted against the roaring Iight noved away
fromthe doorway, touched her face with both hands, shouted sonething
lost in the wind, and began to descend the stairs.

Sol ran, tripping over rocks as he lost the path and stunbled blindly
across the valley floor, ignored the pain as his knee struck a | ow boul der,
found the true path again, and ran to the base of the Jade Tonb,

nmeeting her as she enmerged fromthe cone of expanding |ight-

She fell just as Sol reached the bottomof the stairs, and he caught

her, lowered her gently to the ground as bl own sand rasped agai nst his
back and the tinme tides whirled about themin unseen eddi es of vertigo
and dejd vu.

"It is you," she said and raised a hand to touch Sol's cheek. "It's
real. |I'm back."

"Yes, Brawne," said Sol, trying to hold his voice steady, brushing
matted curls fromBrawne Lania's face. He held her firmy, his arm

on his knee, propping her head, his back bent to provide Mre shelter

fromthe wind and sand. "It's all right, Brawne," he said softly, sheltering
her, his eyes bright with the tears of disappointnment he would not |et
fall. "It's all right. You're back."

Mei na d adstone wal ked up the stairs of the cavernous War

Room and stepped out into the corridor where long strips of thick

Perspex allowed a view down Mons A ynpus to the Tharsis Pl ateau

It was raining far below, and fromthis vantage point al nost twelve

klicks high in the Martian sky, she could see pul ses of |ightning and
curtains of static electricity as the stormdragged itself across the high
st eppes.

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

Her ai de Sedeptra Akasi nmoved out into the corridor to stand silently
next to the CEO

"Still no word on Leigh or Severn?' asked d adstone

"None, " said Akasi. The young bl ack woman's face was illuni nated

by both the pale light of the Hone System s sun above and the play of
Iightning below. "The Core authorities say that it nmay have been a
farcaster mal function.”

G adstone showed a smile with no warnth. "Yes. And can you

remenber any farcaster malfunction in our lifetime, Sedeptra? Anywhere
in the Wb?"

"No, M Executive."

"The Core feels no need for subtlety. Evidently they think they can
ki dnap whonever they want and not be held accountable. They think

we need themtoo nuch in our hour of extremis. And you know
sonet hi ng, Sedeptra?”
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"What ?"

"They're right." d adstone shook her head and turned back toward

the long descent into the War Room "It's less than ten m nutes unti
the Qusters envelop God's Grove. Let's go down and join the others.

I's ny neeting with Councilor Al bedo on immediately after this?"

"Yes, Meina. | don't think ... | nean, sone of us think that it is

too risky to confront themdirectly like that."

d adst one paused before entering the War Room "Wy?" she asked

and this tinme her snmle was sincere. "Do you think the Core will

di sappear ne the way they did Leigh and Severn?"

Akasi started to speak, stopped, and rai sed her pal ns.

d adst one touched the younger wonman on the shoulder. "If they do,
Sedeptra, it will be a mercy. But | think they will not. Things have
gone so far that they believe that there is nothing an individual can do
to change the course of events." d adstone w thdrew her hand, her

smle faded. "And they may be right."

Not speaking, the two descended to the circle of waiting warriors and
politicians.

"The nonent approaches,” said the True Voice of the Wrldtree

Sek Har deen

Fat her Paul Dure was brought back fromhis reverie. In the past

hour, his desperation and frustrati on had descended through resignation
to something akin to pleasure at the thought of having no Mre choices,

no More duties to perform Dure had been sitting in conpani onabl e
silence with the | eader of the Tenplar Brotherhood, watching the setting
of God's Grove's sun and the proliferation of stars and lights in the

ni ght that were not stars,

Dure had wondered at the Tenplar's isolation fromhis people at

such a crucial noment, but what he knew of Tenplar theol ogy nmade

Dure realize that the Followers of the Miir would neet such a nonent

of potential destruction alone on the nost sacred platforns and in the
nost secret bowers of their nost sacred trees. And the occasional soft
coments Hardeen made into the cow of his robe made Dure realize

that the True Voice was in touch with fellow Tenplars via coml og or

i mpl ants.

Still, it was a peaceful way to wait for the end of the world, sitting
high in the known galaxy's tallest living tree, listening to a warm eveni ng
breeze rustle a nillion acres of |eaves and watching stars tw nkle and
twin noons hurtle across a velvet sky.

"W have asked d adstone and t he Hegenony authorities to offer

no resistance, to allow no FORCE warships in-system" said Sek Hardeen

"I's that wi se?" asked Dure. Hardeen had told himearlier what the

fate of Heaven's Gate had been

"The FORCE fleet is not yet organized enough to offer serious resistance,"
answered the Tenplar. "At least this way our world has sone

chance of being treated as a nonbelligerant."”

Fat her Dure nodded and | eaned forward the better to see the tal

figure in the shadows of the platform Soft gl ow globes in the branches
bel ow themwere their only illum nation other than the starlight and
noongl ow. "Yet you welcomed this war. Aided the Shrike Cult authorities
in bringing it about."

"No, Dure. Not the war. The Brotherhood knew it nust be part of

the Great Change."

"And what is that?" asked Dure

"The Great Change is when humanki nd accepts its role as part of

the natural order of the universe instead of its role as a cancer."

"Cancer ?"
"It is an ancient di sease which--"
"Yes," said Dure, "I know what cancer was. Howis it |ike humanki nd?"
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Sek Hardeen's perfectly nodul ated, softly accented tones showed a
hint of agitation. "W have spread out through the galaxy |ike cancer

THE FALL o HYPERI ON

cells through a living body, Dure. We nultiply wthout thought to the
countless life forns that nust die or be pushed aside so that we nay
breed and flourish. W eradicate conpeting forms of intelligent life.
"Such as?"

"Such as the Seneschai enpaths on Hebron. The marsh centaurs of
Garden. The entire ecol ogy was destroyed on Garden, Dure, so that a
few t housand human col onists mght live where mllions of native life
forms once had thrived."

Dure touched his cheek with a curled finger. "That is one of the
drawbacks of terrafonning."”

"We did not terraformWirl," the Tenplar said quickly, "but the
Jovian life forms there were hunted to extinction."

"But no one ascertained that the zeplens were intelligent," said Dure,
hearing the lack of conviction in his own voice

"They sang," said the Tenplar. "They called across thousands of

kil ometers of atnosphere to each other in songs which held nmeaning

and | ove and sorrow. Yet they were hunted to death |ike the great whales
of Add Earth."

Dure folded his hands. "Agreed, there have been injustices. But surely
there is a better way to right themthan to support the cruel philosophy
of the Shrike Cult. . . and to allowthis war to go on."

The Tenpl ar's hood noved back and forth. "No. If these were nere

human i njustices, other renedies could be found. But nuch of the

illness . . . much of the insanity which has led to the destruction of
races and the despoiling of worlds . . . this has cone fromthe sinfu
synbi osi s. "
" Synbi osi s?"

"Hurmanki nd and the TechnoCore," said Sek Hardeen in the harshest

tones Dure had ever heard a Tenplar use. "Man and his machi ne
intelligences. Wiich is a parasite on the other? Neither part of the
synbiote can nowtell. But it is an evil thing, a work of the Anti-Nature.
Wrse than that, Dure, it is an evolutionary dead end."

The Jesuit stood and wal ked to the railing. He | ooked out over the

dar kened world of treetops spreading out |ike cloud tops in the night.
"Surely there is a better way than turning to the Shrike and interstellar
war . "

"The Shrike is a catalyst,”" said Hardeen. "It is the cleansing fire

when the forest has been stunted and all owed to grow di seased by
overplanning. There will be hard tines, but the result will be new

growmh, newlife, and a proliferation of species... not nerely el sewhere
but in the conmunity of humankind itself."

"Hard tinmes," nused Dure. "And your Brotherhood is willing to see
billions of people die to acconplish this . . . weeding out?"

The Tenpl ar clenched his fists. "That will not occur. The Shrike is

the warning. Qur CQuster brethren seek only to control Hyperion and

the Shrike long enough to strike at the TechnoCore. It will be a surgica
procedure . . . the destruction of a synbiote and the rebirth of humanki nd
as distinct partner in the cycle of life."

Dure sighed. "No one knows where the TechnoCore resides," he

said. "How can the Qusters strike at it?"

"They will," said the True Voice of the Wrldtree, but there was

| ess confidence in his voice than there had been a nonment before.

"And was attacking God's Grove part of the deal ?" asked the priest.
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It was the Tenplar's turn to stand and pace, first to the railing, then
back to the table. "They will not attack God's G ove. That is what |
have kept you here to see. Then you must report to the Hegenony."

"They' || know at once whether the Qusters attack," said Dure, puzzl ed.
"Yes, but they will not know why our world will be spared. You nust
bring this nessage. Explain this truth.”

"To hell with that," said Father Paul Dure. "I'mtired of being

everyone's nessenger. How do you know all this? The coning of the
Shri ke? The reason for the war?"

"There have been propheci es--" began Sek Har deen

Dure slamred his fist into the railing. How could he explain the
mani pul ati ons of a creature who could--or at |east was an agent of a
force which could--manipulate tine itself?

"You will see ..." began the Tenplar again, and as if to punctuate
his words there cane a great, soft sound, alnpbst as though a mllion
hi dden peopl e had si ghed and then noaned softly.

"Good Cod," said Dure and | ooked to the west where it seened that
the sun was rising where it had di sappeared | ess than an hour before.
A hot wind rustled | eaves and bl ew across his face.

Fi ve bl ossomi ng and i nward-curling rmushroom cl ouds cli nbed above

the western horizon, turning night to day as they boiled and faded.
Dure had instinctively covered his eyes until he realized that these
expl osions were so far away that although brilliant as the |ocal sun
they woul d not blind him

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

Sek Hardeen pull ed back his cowl so that the hot wind ruffled his

I ong, oddly greenish hair. Dure stared at the nman's long, thin, vaguely
Asian features and realized that he saw shock etched there. Shock and
di sbelief. Hardeen's cow whispered with cornmcalls and the mcro-
babbl e of excited voi ces.

"Expl osi ons on Sierra and Hokkai do," whi spered the Tenplar to

hi msel f. "Nucl ear explosions. Fromthe ships in orbit."

Dure remenbered that Sierra was a continent, closed to outsiders,

| ess than eight hundred kil onmeters fromthe Wrl dtree where they stood.
He t hought that he renmenbered that Hokkai do was the sacred isle where
the potential treeships were grown and prepared.

"Casual ti es?" he asked, but before Hardeen could answer, the sky

was slashed with brilliant light as a score or Mrre tactical |asers, CPBs,

and fusion lances cut a swath from horizon to horizon, switching and flashing |like searchlights

across the roof of the world forest that was

God's Grove. And where the | ance beans cut, flanme erupted in their

wake.

Dure staggered as a hundred-neter-w de beam ski pped |i ke a tornado
through the forest less than a kilometer fromthe Wrldtree. The anci ent
forest exploded in flame, creating a corridor of fire rising ten kilonmeters
into the night sky. Wnd roared past Dure and Sek Hardeen as air

rushed in to feed the fire storm Another beam sl ashed north and south,
passing close to the Wrldtree before di sappearing over the horizon

Anot her swath of flame and snoke rose toward the treacherous stars.
"They pronised," gasped Sek Hardeen. "The Quster brethren proni sed"

"You need help!" cried Dure. "Ask the Wb for energency assistance."

Har deen grabbed Dure's arm pulled himto the edge of the platform

The stairs were back in place. On the platformbelow, a farcaster porta
shi nmer ed.

"Only the advance units of the Quster fleet have arrived," cried the

Tenpl ar over the sound of forests burning. Ash and snoke filled the air, drifting past am dst

enmbers. "But the singularity sphere will be

hot
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destroyed any second. Go!"

"I"mnot |eaving without you," called the Jesuit, sure that his voice
could not be heard over the wind roar and terrible crackling. Suddenly,
only kiloneters to the east, the perfect blue circle of a plasna expl osion
expanded, i nploded i nward, then expanded again with visible concen-

trie circles of shock wave. Kilonmeter-tall trees bent and broke in the
first wave of the blast, their eastern sides exploding in flane, |eaves
flying off by the mllions and adding to the alnost solid wall of debris
hurtling toward the Wrldtree. Behind the circle of flane, another

pl asma bonmb went of f. Then a third.

Dure and the Tenplar fell down the steps and were bl own across

the lower platformlike | eaves on a sidewal k. The Tenpl ar grabbed a
burni ng mui rwood bal uster, seized Dure's armin an iron grip, and
struggled to his feet, noving toward the still shimering farcaster |ike
a man | eaning into a cyclone.

Hal f conscious, half aware of being dragged, Dure nmanaged to get

to his own feet just as Voice of the Wrldtree Sek Hardeen pulled him
to the edge of the portal. Dure clung to the portal frame, too weak to
pull hinself the final neter, and | ooked past the farcaster to see sonething
whi ch he woul d never forget.

Once, many, nmany years before, near his beloved Villefranchesur Saone,

t he youngster Paul Dure had stood on a cliff top, secure in the

arms of his father and safe in a thick concrete shelter, and watched
through a narrow wi ndow as forty-neter tall tsunam rushed toward the
coast where they Ilived.

This tsunam was three kilonmeters high, was made of flane, and was
raci ng at what seened the speed of |ight across the hel pl ess roof of the
forest toward the Wrldtree, Sek Hardeen, and Paul Dure. What the
tsunam touched, it destroyed. It raged closer, rising higher and nearer
until it obliterated the world and sky with flame and noi se.

"No!" screanmed Father Paul Dure.

"Go!" cried the True Voice of the Wrldtree and pushed the Jesuit
through the farcaster portal even as the platform the Wrldtree's trunk
and the Tenplar's robe burst into flanes.

The farcaster shut down even as Dure tunbled through, slicing off

the heel of his shoe as it contracted, and Dure felt his eardruns rupture
and his clothes snolder even as he fell, struck sonething hard with the
back of his head, and fell again into darkness Mre absol ute.

d adstone and the others watched in horrified silence as the civilian
satellites sent images of the death throes of God's Grove through the
farcaster relays.

"W have to blow it now, " cried Adm ral Singh over the crackling

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

of forests burning. Meina d adstone thought that she could hear the
screans of human beings and the countless arboreals who lived in the
Tenpl ar forests.

"We can't let themget closer!"” cried Singh. "W have only the
renotes to detonate the sphere.”

"Yes," said d adstone, but although her |ips noved she heard no
sound.

Si ngh turned and nodded toward a FORCE: space col onel. The Col one
touched his tactical board. The burning forests di sappeared, the

gi ant hol os went absolutely dark, but the sound of screans sonehow
remai ned. G adstone realized that it was the sound of blood in her ears.
She turned toward Morpurgo. "How long ..." She cleared her

throat. "General, how long until Mare Infinitus is attacked?"

"Three hours and fifty-two minutes, M Executive," said the General
d adstone turned toward the former Commander WIIliam A unta

Lee. "Is your task force ready, Admral ?"
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"Yes, CEQ " said Lee, his face pale beneath a tan

"How many ships will be in the strike?"

"Seventy-four, M Executive."

"And you will hit themaway from Mare Infinitus?"

"Just within the Cort Coud, M Executive."

"Cood," said G adstone. "Good hunting. Admiral."

The young man took this as his cue to salute and | eave the chanber
Admiral Singh | eaned over and whi spered sonething to General Van
Zei dt .

Sedeptra Akasi | eaned toward d adstone and said, "Governnent

House Security reports that a nan just fareast into the secured GH
termnex with an outdated priority access code. The man was injured,
taken to the East Wng infirmary."

"Lei gh?" asked d adstone. "Severn?"

"No, M Executive," said Akasi. "The priest from Pacem Paul Dure"
d adst one nodded. "I1'lIl see himafter ny neeting with Al bedo,"

she said to her aide. To the group, she announced, "Unless anyone
has anything to add to what we saw, we shall adjourn for thirty

m nutes and take up the defense of Asquith and |xjon when we
reassenbl e. "

The group stood as the CEO and her entourage stepped through the
per manent connecting portal to Governnent House and filed through
a door in the far wall. The runble of argument and shock resuned
when d adstone was out of sight.

375

Mei na d adstone sat back in her leather chair and cl osed her eyes

for precisely five seconds. When she opened them the cluster of aides
still stood there, some |ooking anxi ous, some |ooking eager, all of them
wai ting for her next word, her next conmmand.

"CGet out," she said softly. "Go on, take a few mnutes to get sone

rest. Put your feet up for ten mnutes. There'll be no More rest for the
next twenty-four to forty-eight hours."

The group filed out, sone | ooking on the verge of protest, others on

the verge of coll apse.

"Sedeptra," said dadstone, and the young woman stepped back into

the office. "Assign two of ny personal guard to the priest who just cane
t hrough, Dure.”

Akasi nodded and nade a note on her faxpad.

"How is the political situation?" asked d adstone, rubbing her eyes.
"The Al Thing is chaos," said Akasi. "There are factions but they
haven't coal esced into effective opposition yet. The Senate is a different
story."

"Fel dstei n?" said d adstone, naming the angry senator from Barnard's
Wrld. Less than forty-two hours renmi ned before Barnard's Wrld

woul d be attacked by the Qusters.

"Fel dstei n, Kaki numa, Peters, Sabenstorafem Richeau . . . even

Sudette Chier is calling for your resignation.”

"What about her husband?" d adstone considered Senator Kol chev

the nost influential person in the Senate.

"No word from Senator Kol chev yet. Public or private."

d adst one tapped a thunbnail against her lower |ip. "How nuch

time do you think this adm nistration has before a vote of no confidence
brings us down, Sedeptra?"

Akasi, one of the npbst astute political operatives G adstone had ever
worked with, returned her boss's stare. "Seventy-two hours at the outside,
CEO. The votes are there. The nob just doesn't know it's a nob

yet. Sonebody has to pay for what's happening."

d adst one nodded absently. "Seventy-two hours," she nurnured.

"More than enough tine." She |ooked up and snmiled. "That will be

all, Sedeptra. Get sone rest.”
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The ai de nodded but her expression showed her true opinion of that
suggestion. It was very quiet in the study when the door closed behind
her.

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

G adstone sat thinking for a noment, her fist to her chin. Then she
said to the walls, "Bring Councilor Al bedo here, please."

Twenty seconds later, the air on the other side of @ adstone's broad
desk mi sted, shinmrered, and solidified. The representative of the
TechnoCore | ooked as handsone as ever, short gray hair gleanming in

the light, a healthy tan on his open, honest face.

"M Executive," began the hol ographic projection, "the Advisory
Council and the Core predictors continue to offer their services in this
time of great--"

"Where is the Core, Al bedo?" interrupted d adstone

The Councilor's smle did not falter. "I"'msorry, M Executive, what
was the question?"

"The TechnoCore. Where is it?"

Al bedo's friendly face showed a slight puzzlenent but no hostility,

no visible enotion other than bemused hel pful ness. "You're certainly
aware, M Executive, that it has been Core policy since the Secession
not to reveal the location of the ... ah ... physical elenents of the
TechnoCore. |In another sense, the Core is nowhere, since--"

"Since you exist on the datunpl ane and dat asphere consensual realities,"
said G adstone, voice flat. "Yes, |'ve heard that crap all of ny

life, Albedo. So did ny father and his father before him |'m asking a
strai ght question now Were is the TechnoCore?"

The Council or shook his head benusedly, regretfully, as if he were

an adujt being asked for the thousandth tinme the child' s question Wy
is the sky blue, Daddy?

"M Executive, it is sinply not possible to answer that question in

a way that would nake sense in hunman three-di nensional coordinates.

In a sense we ... the Core . . . exist within the Wb and beyond the
Web. W swimin the datunplane reality which you call the datasphere,
but as for the physical elenents . . . what your ancestors called 'hardware,’

we find it necessary to--"

"To keep it a secret," finished d adstone. She crossed her arnms. "Are

you aware. Councilor Al bedo, that there will be those people in the
Hegenony . . . nmillions of people . . . who will firmy believe that the
Core . . . your Advisory Council . . . has betrayed humanki nd?"

Al bedo made a notion with his hands. "That will be regrettable, M
Executive. Regrettabl e but understandable.™

"Your predictors were supposed to be close to fool proof. Council or

Yet at no tinme did you tell us of the destruction of worlds by this CQuster
fleet."

The sadness on the projection's handsone face was very close to
convincing. "M Executive, it is only fair to rem nd you that the Advisory
Council warned you that bringing Hyperion into the Wb introduced

a random vari abl e which even the Council could not factor."

"But this isn't Hyperion!" snapped d adstone, her voice rising. "It's
God's Grove burning. Heaven's Gate reduced to slag. Mare Infinitus
waiting for the next hammer bl ow What good is the Advisory Counci

if it cannot predict an invasion of that nagnitude?"

"We did predict the inevitability of war with the Qusters, M Executive.
W al so predicted the great danger of defending Hyperion

You nust believe me that the inclusion of Hyperion in any predictive
equation brings the reliability factor down as |ow as--"

"All right," sighed dadstone. "I need to talk to soneone else in the
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Core, Al bedo. Soneone in your indecipherable hierarchy of intelligences
who actually has some deci si on- maki ng power."

"l assure you that | represent all Core elenents when [|--"

"Yes, yes. But | want to speak to one of the . . . the Powers | believe
you call them One of the elder Als. One with clout, Al bedo. | need

to speak to soneone who can tell nme why the Core kidnapped ny arti st
Severn and ny aide Leigh Hunt."

The hol o | ooked shocked. "I assure you, M @ adstone, on the honor

of four centuries of our alliance, that the Core had nothing to do with
the unfortunate di sappearance of--"

d adstone stood. "This is why | need to talk to a Power. The tine

for assurances is past, Albedo. It is tine for straight talk if either of our

species is going to survive. That is all." She turned her attention to the
faxpad flinmsies on her desk.

Counci l or Al bedo stood, nodded a farewell, and shi mmered out of

exi st ence.

d adstone cal |l ed her personal farcaster portal into existence, spoke
the Governnent House infirmary codes, and started to step through

In the instant before touching the opaque surface of the energy rectangle,
she paused, gave thought to what she was doing, and for the first

time in her life felt anxi ety about stepping through a farcaster

VWhat if the Core wanted to kidnap her? O kill her?

Mei na d adst one suddenly realized that the Core had the power of

life and death over every farcaster-traveling citizen in the Wb .

whi ch was every citizen with power. Leigh and the Severn cybrid did

not have to be kidnapped, translated somewhere . . . only the persistent
habit of thinking of farcasters as fool proof transportation created the

THE FALL CF HYPE
subconsci ous conviction that they had gone somewhere. Her aide and
the enigmatic cybrid could easily have been translated to ... to nothing.

To scattered atons stretched through a singularity. Farcasters did not
"teleport" people and things--such a concept was silly--but how nuch

less silly was it to trust a device that punched holes in the fabric of
space-tinme and allowed one to step through black hole "trapdoors"?

How silly was it for her to trust the Core to transport her to the infirmary?
3 adst one thought of the War Room. . . three giant roons connected

by permanently activated, vision-clear farcaster portals . . . but three roonms nonet hel ess,
separated by at |east a thousand |ight-years of

real space, decades of real tine even under Hawking drive. Every tinme

Mor purgo or Singh or one of the others noved froma nmap holo to the

pl otting board, he or she stepped across great gulfs of space and tine.

Al'l the Core had to do to destroy the Hegenpbny or anyone in it was

to tanmper with the farcasters, allow a slight "m stake" in targeting.

To hell with this, thought Meina d adstone and stepped through to

see Paul Dure in the Governnent House infirmary.

THI RTY- NI NE
The two roons on the second floor of the house on the Piazza
di Spagna are snall, narrow, high ceilinged, and--except for

a single dimlanp burning in each roomas if |lighted by ghosts

in expectation of a visit by other ghosts--quite dark. My bed is in the
smal l er of the two roons: the one facing the Piazza, although all one
can see fromthe high windows this night is darkness creased by deeper
shadows and accented by the ceasel ess burbling of Bernini's unseen

f ount ai n.

Bells ring on the hour fromone of the twin towers of Santa Trinitsl

dei Monti, the church that crouches in the dark |ike a nmassive, tawny

cat at the head of the stairs outside, and each time | hear the bells tol
the brief notes of the early hours of the nom | imagine ghostly hands
pulling rotting bell ropes. O perhaps rotting hands pulling ghostly bell
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ropes; | don't know which imge suits ny nmacabre fancies this endless
ni ght .

Fever lies upon ne this night, as dank and heavy and stifling as a

thi ck, water-soaked blanket. My skin alternately burns and then is
clamy to the touch. Twice | have been seized wth coughing spasns;
the first brought Hunt running in fromhis couch in the other room
and | watched his eyes widen at the sight of the blood |I had vonited
on the damask sheets; the second spasm| stifled as best | could, staggering
to the basin on the bureau to spit up snmaller quantities of black

bl ood and dark phlegm Hunt did not wake the second tine.

To be back here. To cone all this way to these dark roons, this grim
bed. | half remenber awakening here, miraculously cured, the "real"
Severn and Dr. Clark and even little Signora Angeletti hovering in the
outer room That period of conval escence fromdeath; that period of

THE FALL OF HYPEFI | ON

realization that I was not Keats, was not on the true Earth, that this

was not in the century |I had closed ny eyes in that last night. . . that

I was not human.

Sonetime after two, | sleep, and as | sleep, | dream The dreamis

one | have never suffered before. | dreamthat | rise slowy through the
dat unpl ane, through the datasphere, into and through the nmegasphere,

and finally into a place | do not know, have never dreant of ... a

pl ace of infinite spaces, unhurried, indescribable colors, a place with

no horizons, no ceilings, no floors or solid areas one night call the
ground. | think of it as the netasphere, for | sense i mediately that

this level of consensual reality includes all of the varieties and vagaries
of sensation which | have experienced on Earth, all of the binary

anal yses and intellectual pleasures | have felt flowing fromthe
TechnoCore through the datasphere, and, above all, a sense of... of

what ? Expansi veness? Freedon®--potential mght be the word I am

hunting for.

I amalone in this netasphere. Colors flow above ne, under nme, through nme . . . sonetines
di ssol ving into vague pastels, sonetines

coalescing into cloudlike fantasies, and at other tinmes, rarely, appearing
to forminto -Mre solid objects, shapes, distinct forms which may or

may not be hunmanoid in appearance--1 watch themthe way a child

m ght watch cl ouds and i magi ne el ephants, crocodiles fromthe N le,

and great gunboats nmarching fromwest to east on a spring day in the

Lake District.

After a while | hear sounds: the maddening trickle of the Bernin

fountain in the Piazza outside; doves rustling and cooing on the |edges
above nmy wi ndow, Lei gh Hunt noaning softly in his sleep. But above

and beneath these noises, | hear sonething More stealthy, |less real, but
infinitely Mre threatening.

Sonething large this way cones. | strain to see through the paste

gl oomy sonething is nmoving just beyond the horizon of sight. | know
that it knows ny name. | know that it holds nmy life in one pal mand
death in its other fist.

There is no place to hide in this space beyond space. | cannot run

The siren song of pain continues to rise and fall fromthe world I |eft

behi nd--the everyday pain of each person everywhere, the pain of those
suffering fromthe war just begun, the specific, focused pain of those

on the Shrike's terrible tree, and, worst of all, the pain | feel for and
3 81

fromthe pilgrins and those others whose lives and thoughts | now

share.

It would be worth rushing to greet this approachi ng shadow of doom
if it would grant me freedomfromthat song of pain.
"Severn! Severn!"”
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For a second | think that | amthe one calling, just as | had before

in these roons, calling Joseph Severn in the night when ny pain and
fever ranged beyond ny ability to contain it. And he was al ways there:
Severn with his hul king, well-neaning sl owness and that gentle snile
which | often wanted to wipe fromhis face with sone snmall neanness

or comment. It is hard to be good-natured when one is dying; | had

led a life of sone generosity . . . why then was it ny fate to continue
that role when | was the one suffering, when | was the one coughi ng

the ragged remants of ny |lungs into stained handkerchiefs?

"Severn!"

It is not my voice. Hunt is shaking ne by the shoulders, calling
Severn's nanme. | realize that he thinks he is calling my nane. | brush
away his hands and sink back into the pillows. "Wat is it? Wat's

wr ong?"

"You were noani ng," says d adstone's aide. "Crying out."
"A nightmare. Nothing Mre."
"Your dreans are usually Mre than dreans," says Hunt. He gl ances

around the narrow room illum nated now by the single | anp he has
carried in. "What a terrible place, Severn."”
| try to smile. "It cost ne twenty-eight shillings a nonth. Seven

scudi . Hi ghway robbery."
Hunt frowns at nme. The stark |ight makes his winkl es seem deeper

than usual. "Listen, Severn, | know you're a cybrid. d adstone told ne
that you were the retrieval persona of a poet naned Keats. Now obviously
all this . . ."--he gestured hel plessly toward the room shadows,

tall rectangle of w ndows, and high bed--"all this has something to do
with that. But how? What gane is the Core playing here?"

"I"'mnot sure," | say truthfully.

"But you know this place?"

"Ch yes," | say with feeling.

"Tell me," pleads Hunt, and it is his restraint to this point in not
asking as nmuch as the earnestness of that plea now which deci des ne

to tell him

THE FALL OF HYPEHI ON

I tell himabout the poet John Keats, about his birth in 1795, his

short and frequently unhappy life, and about his death from "consunption'
in 1821, in Ronme, far fromhis friends and only love. | tell

hi m about ny staged "recovery" in this very room about my decision

to take the nane of Joseph Severn--the artist acquai ntance who stayed
with Keats until his death--and, finally, I tell himabout ny short tine
in the Wb, listening, watching, condemmed to dreamthe lives of the
Shrike Pilgrins on Hyperion and the others.

"Dreans?" says Hunt. "You nmean even now you're dreani ng about

what's occurring in the Wb?"

"Yes." | tell himof the dreans about 4 adstone, the destruction of
Heaven's Gate and God's Grove, and the confused i nmages from Hyperi on.

Hunt is pacing back and forth in the narrow room his shadow thrown
hi gh on the rough walls. "Can you contact then®"

"The ones | dream of ? G adstone?" | think a second. "No."

"Are you sure?"

| try to explain. "I"'mnot even in these dreanms, Hunt. | have no ..

no voice, no presence . . . there's no way | can contact those |I dream

about . "

"But sonetines you dream what they're thinking?"

| realize that this is true. Cose to the truth. "I sense what they are feeling ..."
"Then can't you | eave sone trace in their mind ... in their menory?

Let them know where we are?"

"No. "

Hunt col |l apses into the chair at the foot of ny bed. He suddenly
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seens very ol d.

"Leigh," | say, "even if | could conmunicate with G adstone or the
others--which | can't--what good would it do? |I've told you that this
replica of Od Earth is in the Magellanic Coud. Even at quantum

| eap Hawking velocities it would take centuries for anyone to reach us."
"W could warn them" says Hunt, his voice so tired that it sounds

al nost sul | en.

"Warn them of what? AIl of G adstone's worst nightmares are coning

true around her. Do you think she trusts the Core now? That's why

the Core could kidnap us so blatantly. Events are proceedi ng too quickly
for d adstone or anyone in the Hegenony to deal with."

Hunt rubs his eyes, then steeples his fingers under his nose. H's stare

is not overly friendly. "Are you really the retrieved personality of a
poet ?"

| say not hing.

"Recite sone poetry. Make sonething up."

| shake ny head. It is late, we're both tired and frightened, and ny
heart has not yet quit pounding fromthe ni ghtmare which was Mre

than a nightmare. | won't |et Hunt rmake ne angry.

"Come on," he says. "Show ne that you're the new, inproved version
of Bill Keats."
"John Keats," | say softly.

"What ever. Cone on, Severn. O John. O whatever | should cal
you. Recite sone poesy."
"All right," | say, returning his stare. "Listen
TTi ere was a naughty boy
And a naughty boy was he
For nothi ng woul d he do
But scribble poetry--

He took

An i nkstand

In his hand

And a pen

Big as ten

In the other

And away

In a pother

He ran

To the nountains

And fountains

And ghost es

And postes

And wi t ches

And di t ches,

And wrote

In his coat

When t he weat her

Was cool - -

Fear of gout--

And wi t hout

When t he weat her

Was warm

Cch, the charm

When we choose

To foll ow one's nose
To the North,

To the North,

To foll ow one's nose
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To the North!

"I don't know," says Hunt. "That doesn't sound like sonething a

poet whose reputation has | asted a thousand years would have witten."
I shrug.

"Were you dreamni ng about d adstone tonight? Did sonething happen

t hat caused those nmpans?"

"No. It wasn't about G adstone. It was a ... real nightnmare for a
change. "

Hunt stands, lifts his lanp, and prepares to take the only light from
the room | can hear the fountain in the Piazza, the doves on the

wi ndowsi |l I's. "Tonorrow," he says, "we'll nmake sense of all this and

figure out a way to get back. If they can farcast us here, there nust be
a way to farcast home."

"Yes," | say, knowing it is not true.
"Good night," says Hunt. "No More nightnares, all right?"
"No More," | say, knowing this is even |less true.

Moneta pul |l ed the wounded Kassad away fromthe Shrike and seened

to hold the creature at bay with an extended hand while she funbl ed

a blue torus fromthe belt of her skinsuit and twisted it behind her.
A two-neter-high gold oval hung burning in mdair.

"Let ne go," nuttered Kassad. "Let us finish it." There was bl ood
spattered where the Shrike had cl awed huge rents in the Colonel's
skinsuit. His right foot was dangling as if half-severed; he could put no
weight on it, and only the fact that he had been struggling with the
Shri ke, half-carried by the thing in a nmad parody of a dance, had kept
Kassad upright as they fought.

"Let me go," repeated Fedmahn Kassad.

"Shut up," said Moneta, and then, Mre softly, "Shut up, nmy |love."

She dragged hi mthrough the gol den oval, and they energed into

bl azing Iight.

Even through his pain and exhaustion, Kassad was dazzled by the

sight. They were not on Hyperion; he was sure of that. A vast plain
stretched to an horizon nuch farther away than | ogic or experience

woul d all ow. Low, orange grass--if grass it was--grew on the flatl ands
and low hills like fuzz on the back of sone imense caterpillar, while

t hi ngs which ni ght have been trees grew | i ke whi skered-carbon scul ptures,
their trunks and branches Escher-ish in their baroque inprobability,
their leaves a riot of dark blue and violet ovals shimmering toward

a sky alive with Iight.

But not sunlight. Even as Mneta carried himaway fromthe closing

portal --Kassad did not think of it as a farcaster since he felt sure it had
carried themthrough tine as well as space--and toward a copse of

those inpossible trees, Kassad turned his eyes toward the sky and felt
sonething close to wonder. It was as bright as a Hyperion day; as bright
as midday on a Lusian shopping mall; as bright as midsunmer on the
Tharsis Plateau of Kassad's dry honeworld. Mars, but this was no
sunlight--the sky was filled with stars and constellations and star clusters
and a galaxy so cluttered with suns that there were al nbst no patches

of darkness between the lights. It was like being in a planetariumwth
ten projectors, thought Kassad. Like being at the center of the gal axy.
The center of the gal axy.

A group of men and wonen in skinsuits noved out fromthe shade

of the Escher trees to circle Kassad and Moneta. One of the men--a

gi ant even by Kassad's Martian standards--1ooked at him raised his

head toward Moneta, and even though Kassad coul d hear nothing,

sense nothing on his skinsuit's radio and tightband receivers, he knew
the two were communi cati ng.

"Li e back," said Moneta as she |aid Kassad on the vel vety orange

grass. He struggled to sit up, to speak, but both she and the giant touched
his chest with their palns, and he |ay back so that his vision was filled
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with the slowy tw sting violet |eaves and the sky of stars.

The man touched hi m again, and Kassad's skinsuit was deacti vated.

He tried to sit up, tried to cover hinself as he realized he was naked
before the small crowd that had gathered, but Mneta's firmhand held
himin place. Through the pain and dislocation, he vaguely sensed the
man touching his slashed arms and chest, running a silver-coated hand
down his leg to where the Achilles tendon had been cut. The Col one

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

felt a cool ness wherever the giant touched, and then his consciousness

floated away |i ke a balloon, high above the tawny plain and the rolling

hills, drifting toward the solid canopy of stars where a huge figure waited, dark as a towering
t hunder cl oud above the horizon, massive as a nountain.

"Kassad," whispered Mineta, and the Col onel drifted back. "Kassad,"

she said again, her |ips against his cheek, his skinsuit reactivated and
mel ded with hers.

Col onel Fedmahn Kassad sat up as she did. He shook his head,

realized that he was clothed in quicksilver energy once again, and got
to his feet. There was no pain. He felt his body tingle in a dozen pl aces
where injuries had been heal ed, serious cuts repaired. He nelded his
hand to his own suit, ran flesh across flesh, bent his knee and touched
his heel, but could feel no scars.

Kassad turned toward the giant. "Thank you," he said, not know ng

if the man coul d hear.

The gi ant nodded and stepped back toward the others.

"He's a ... a doctor of sorts," said Mneta. "A healer."

Kassad hal f-heard her as he concentrated on the other people. They

were human--he knew in his heart that they were human--but the

variety was staggering: their skinsuits were not all silver |ike Kassad's
and Moneta's but ranged through a score of colors, each as soft and
organic as some living wild creature's pelt. Only the subtle energy-
shinmer and blurred facial features reveal ed the skinsuit surface. Their
anatony was as varied as their coloration: the healer's Shrike-sized girth
and nmassive bul k, his massive brow and a cascade of tawny energy flow
which mght be a mane ... a fenmale next to him no larger than a

child but obviously a woman, perfectly proportioned with nuscul ar

| egs, small breasts, and faery wings two neters long rising from her
back--and not nerely decorative wi ngs, either, for when the breeze
ruffled the orange prairie grass, this woman gave a short run, extended
her arms, and rose gracefully into the air.

Behi nd several tall, thin wonen with blue skinsuits and | ong, webbed
fingers, a group of short nmen were as visored and arnor-plated as a
FORCE Marine going into battle in a vacuum but Kassad sensed that

the arnor was part of them Overhead, a cluster of w nged nales rose

on thermals, thin, yellow beans of |aser |ight pulsing between themin
some conpl ex code. The | asers seenmed to emanate froman eye in each

of their chests.

Kassad shook his head agai n.

"W need to go," said Mineta. "The Shrike cannot foll ow us here.

These warriors have enough to contend with without dealing with this
particul ar mani festation of the Lord of Pain."

"Where are we?" asked Kassad.

Moneta brought a violet oval into existence with a golden ferule from
her belt. "Far in humankind's future. One of our futures. This is where
the Tine Tonbs were fornmed and | aunched backward in tinme."

Kassad | ooked around agai n. Sonething very large noved in front

of the starfield, blocking out thousands of stars and throwi ng a shadow
for scant seconds before it was gone. The nen and wonen | ooked up
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briefly and then went back to their business: harvesting small things
fromthe trees, huddling in clusters to view bright energy maps call ed
up by a flick of one man's fingers, flying off toward the horizon with
the speed of a thrown spear. One |low, round individual of indeterm nate
sex had burrowed into the soft soil and was visible nowonly as a faint
line of raised earth noving in quick concentric circles around the band.
"Where is this place?" Kassad asked again. "What is it?" Suddenly,

i nexplicably, he felt hinself close to tears, as if he had turned an
unfam liar corner and found hinself at hone in the Tharsis Rel ocation
Projects, his long-dead nother waving to himfroma doorway, his
forgotten friends and siblings waiting for himto join a ganme of scoot bal |
"Cone," said Mneta and there was no m staking the urgency in

her voice. She pulled Kassad toward the glowi ng oval. He watched the
others and the dome of stars until he stepped through and the view was

| ost to sight.

They stepped out into darkness, and it took the briefest of seconds

for the filters in Kassad's skinsuit to conpensate his vision. They were
at the base of the Crystal Monolith in the Valley of the Tine Tonbs

on Hyperion. It was night. Couds boiled overhead, and a storm was

raging. Only a pulsing glow fromthe Tonbs thenselves illum nated

the scene. Kassad felt a sick lurch of loss for the clean, well-1lighted
pl ace they had just left, and then his m nd focused on what he was

seei ng.

Sol Weintraub and Brawne Lania were half a klick down the vall ey,

Sol bending over the wonman as she lay near the front of the Jade Tonb.
Wnd swirled dust around themso thickly that they did not see the
Shri ke noving |ike another shadow down the trail past the oelisk
toward them

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

Fedmahn Kassad stepped off the dark marble in front of the Mnolith
and skirted the shattered crystal shards which littered the path. He
realized that Moneta still clung to his arm

"I'f you fight again," she said, her voice soft and urgent in his ear
"the Shrike will kill you."

"They're ny friends," said Kassad. Hi s FORCE gear and torn arnor

| ay where Moneta had thrown it hours earlier. He searched the Mnolith
until he found his assault rifle and a bandolier of grenades, saw

the rifle was still functional, checked charges and clicked off safeties,
left the Monolith, and stepped forward at double tinme to intercept the
Shri ke.

I wake to the sound of water flow ng, and for a second | believe

am awakeni ng from ny nap near the waterfall of Lodore during ny

wal ki ng tour with Brown. But the darkness when | open ny eyes is as
fearsone as when | slept, the water has a sick, trickling sound rather
than the rush of the cataract which Sout hey woul d soneday make

famous in his poem and | feel terrible--not nerely sick with the sore
throat | canme down with on our tour after Brown and | foolishly clinbed
Ski ddaw before breakfast--but nortally, fearfully ill, with ny body
aching with sonething deeper than ague while phlegmand fire bubble

in nmy chest and belly.

| rise and feel ny way to the wi ndow by touch. A dimlight cones

under the door from Leigh Hunt's room and | realize that he has gone

to sleep with the lanp still lit. That would not have been a bad thing
for me to have done, but it is too late to light it nowas | feel ny way
to the lighter rectangl e of outer darkness set into the deeper darkness
of the room

The air is fresh and filled with the scent of rain. | realize that the
sound that woke ne is thunder as lightning flashes over the rooftops of
Rome. No lights bumin the city. By leaning slightly out of the open

wi ndow, | can see the stairs above the Piazza all slick with rain and the
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towers of Trinita dei Monti outlined blackly against |ightning flashes.
The wi nd that bl ows down those steps is chill, and | nove back to the
bed to pull a blanket around ne before dragging a chair to the w ndow
and sitting there, |ooking out, thinking.

| renmenber ny brother Torn during those |ast weeks and days, his

face and body contorted with the terrible effort to breathe. | remenber
my not her and how pal e she | ooked, her face alnpbst shining in the

-------------------------------------------------- 399 --- oo
gl oom of the darkened room M sister and | were allowed to touch

her clamy hand, kiss her fevered lips, and then withdraw. | renenber

that once | furtively wiped ny lips as |I left that room gl ancing sideways

to see if ny sister or others had seen ny sinful act.

When Dr. dark and an Italian surgeon opened Keats's body |ess

than thirty hours after he had died, they found, as Severn |later wote
afriend, " t he worst possi bl e Consunption--the lungs were intirely
destroyed--the cells were quite gone." Neither Dr. Clark nor the Italian
surgeon could imagi ne how Keats had lived those | ast two nonths or Mire .

I think of this as |I sit in the darkened room and | ook out on the

darkened Piazza, all the while listening to the boiling in ny chest and
throat, feeling the pain like fire inside and the worse pain fromthe cries
inny mind: cries fromMartin Silenus on the tree, suffering for witing
the poetry | had been too frail and cowardly to finish; cries from Fed-
mahn Kassad as he prepares to die at the claws of the Shrike; cries from
the Consul as he is forced into betrayal a second tine; cries from

t housands of Tenplar throats as they bewail the death of both their

world and their brother Het Masteen; cries fromBrawne Lani a as she

t hi nks of her dead lover, nmy twin; cries fromPaul Dure as he lies
fighting burns and the shock of nenory, all too aware of the waiting
cruciforms on his chest; cries from Sol Wintraub as he beats his fist

on the earth of Hyperion, calling for his child, the infant cries of Rachel

still in our ears.

"Goddam, " | say softly, beating nmy fist against the stone and nortar
of the wi ndow franme. "Goddamn."

After a while, just as the first hint of pal eness prom ses dawn, | nove

away fromthe window, find my bed, and lie down just a nonent to

cl ose ny eyes.

Gover nor-General Theo Lane awoke to the sound of nusic. He

bl i nked and | ooked around, recognizing the nearby nutrient tank and
ship's surgery as if froma dream Theo realized that he was wearing
soft, black pajamas and had been sl eeping on the surgery's exam nation
couch. The past twelve hours began to stitch thensel ves together from
Theo' s patches of nenory: being raised fromthe treatnment tank, sensors
bei ng applied, the Consul and another nan | eaning over him asking

hi m questions--Theo answering just as if he were truly conscious, then
sl eep again, dreams of Hyperion and its cities burning. No, not dreans.

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

Theo sat up, felt hinself alnobst float off the couch, found his clothes
cl eaned and fol ded neatly on a nearby shelf, and dressed quickly, hearing
the nusic continue, now rising, now fading, but always continuing

with a haunting acoustical quality which suggested that it was live and
not recorded.

Theo took the short stairway to the recreation deck and stopped in
surprise as he realized that the ship was open, the bal cony extended,
the containnent field apparently off. Gavity underfoot was mninal:
enough to pull Theo back to the deck but little nore--probably 20
percent or |ess of Hyperion's, perhaps one-sixth standard.

The ship was open. Brilliant sunlight streamed in the open door to

the bal cony where the Consul sat playing the antique instrunment he

file:/lIF|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2002%20-%20The%20Fall%200f%20Hyperion.txt (239 of 321) [1/15/03 6:03:14 PM]



file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Si mmons/Simmons,%20D an%20-%2002%20-%20T he%620Fal1%6200f%20Hyperion.txt

had call ed a piano. Theo recogni zed the archaeol ogi st, Arundez, [ eaning
agai nst the hull opening with a drink in his hand. The Consul was

pl ayi ng something very old and very conplicated; his hands were a

studi ed blur on the keyboard. Theo noved cl oser, started to whisper
sonething to the snmling Arundez, and then stopped in shock to stare.
Beyond the bal cony, thirty neters below, brilliant sunlight fell on a
bright green lawn stretching to an horizon far too close. On that |awn,
clusters of people sat and lay in rel axed postures, obviously listening to
the Consul's inpronptu concert. But what people

Theo could see tall, thin people, looking |ike the aesthetes of Epsilon
Eri dani, pale and bald in their wi spy blue robes, but beside them and
beyond them an anazing multitude of hunman types sat listening-- Mre varieties than the Wb had
ever seen: humans cl oaked in fur and

scal es; humans with bodies |ike bees and eyes to match, nultifaceted
receptors and antennae; humans as fragile and thin as wire scul ptures,
great black wings extending fromtheir thin shoul ders and fol ding around
them li ke capes; humans apparently designed for nassive-g worlds, short
and stout and nmuscul ar as cape buffal o, making Lusians ook fragile in
conpari son; humans with short bodies and |ong arnms covered with

orange fur, only their pale and sensitive faces separating themfrom
sonme holo of Ad Earth's |ong-extinct orangutans; and other hunmans

| ooki ng More | enmur than humanoi d, More aquiline or |eonine or ursine

or anthropoid than nmanlike. Yet sonehow Theo knew at once that

these were hunman bei ngs, as shocking as their differences were. Their
attentive gazes, their relaxed postures, and a hundred other subtle hunman
attributes--down to the way a butterfly-w nged nother cradled a
butterfly-wi nged child in her arns--all gave testinony to a conmobn
humani ty whi ch Theo coul d not deny.

Melio Arundez turned, smiled at Theo's expression, and whi spered,
"Qusters."

Stunned, Theo Lane could do little Mre than shake his head and

listen to the nusic. Qusters were barbarians, not these beautiful and
sonetimes ethereal creatures. Quster captives on Bressia, not to nention
the bodies of their infantry dead, had been of a uniform body sort--
tall, yes, thin, yes, but decidedly Mre Wb standard than this dizzying
di splay of variety.

Theo shook his head again as the Consul's piano piece rose to a
crescendo and ended on a definitive note. The hundreds of beings in

the field beyond appl auded, the sound high and soft in the thin air,

and then Theo watched as they stood, stretched, and headed different
ways . . . some wal king quickly over the disturbingly near horizon
others unfolding eight-neter wings and flying away. Still others noved
toward the base of the Consul's ship.

The Consul stood, saw Theo, and smiled. He cl apped the younger

man on the shoulder. "Theo, just in tine. W'll be negotiating soon."
Theo Lane blinked. Three Qusters | anded on the bal cony and fol ded

their great w ngs behind them Each of the men was heavily furred and
differently marked and striped, their pelts as organic and convincing as
any wild creature's.

"As delightful as always," the closest Quster said to the Consul. The
Quster's face was | eoni ne--broad nose and gol den eyes framed by a

ruff of tawny fur. "The | ast piece was Mzart's Fantasia in D M nor

KV. 397, was it not?"

"It was," said the Consul. "Freeman Vanz, | would like to introduce
M Theo Lane, Governor-Ceneral of the Hegenpony Protectorate world
of Hyperion.™

The lion gaze turned on Theo. "An honor," said Freeman Vanz and
extended a furred hand.
Theo shook it. "A pleasure to nmeet you, sir." Theo wondered if he

were actually still in the recovery tank, dream ng this. The sunlight on
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his face and the firm pal magainst his suggested ot herw se.

Freeman Vanz turned back to the Consul. "On behalf of the Aggregate,

I thank you for that concert. It has been too nmany years since

we have heard you play, ny friend." He glanced around. "W can

hold the tal ks here or at one of the administrative conpounds, at your
conveni ence. "

The Consul hesitated only a second. "There are three of us, Freeman
Vanz. Many of you. W will join you."

———————————————— THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

The Iion head nodded and gl anced skyward. "We will send a boat

for your crossing." He and the other two noved to the railing and
stepped off, falling several neters before unfurling their conplex w ngs
and flying toward the horizon.

"Jesus," whispered Theo. He gripped the Consul's forearm "Were

are we?"

"The Swarm" said the Consul, covering the Steinway's keyboard.

He led the way inside, waited for Arundez to step back, and then brought
t he bal cony in.

"And what are we going to negotiate?" asked Theo.

The Consul rubbed his eyes. It looked as if the man had slept little

or not at all during the ten or twelve hours Theo had been heal i ng.
"That depends upon CEO d adstone's next nessage," said the Consu

and nodded toward where the holopit msted with transm ssion

colums. A fatline squirt was being decoded on the ship's one-tinme pad
at that nonent.

Mei na G adstone stepped into the Governnment House infirnary and

was escorted by waiting doctors to the recovery bay where Father Pau
Dure lay. "How is he?" she asked the first doctor, the CEO s own

physi ci an.

"Second-degree flash burns over about a third of his body," answered
Dr. Irnma Androneva. "He |l ost his eyebrows and sone hair ... he

didn't have that much to start with . . . and there were sone tertiary

radi ati on burns on the left side of his face and body. W' ve conpl eted
the epidermal regeneration and given RNA tenplate injections. He's

in no pain and conscious. There is the problemof the cruciform parasites
on his chest, but that is of no i medi ate danger to the patient."
"Tertiary radation burns," said d adstone, stopping for a nonent

just out of earshot of the cubicle where Dure waited. "Plasma bonbs?"
"Yes," answered another doctor whom d adstone did not recogni ze.
"We're certain that this man 'cast in fromGod's Grove a second or two
before the farcaster connection was cut."

"Al'l right," said d adstone, stopping by the floating pallet where
Dure rested, "I wish to speak to the gentleman al one, please.”

The doctors glanced at one another, waved a nech nurse to its wall
storage, and closed the portal to the ward room as they departed.

"Fat her Dure?" asked G adstone, recognizing the priest fromhis hol os
and Severn's descriptions during the pilgrinage. Dure's face was red

393and
nmottled now, and it glistened fromregeneration gel and spray-on
painkiller. He was still a nman of striking appearance.

"CEQ, " whispered the priest and nade as if to sit up.

G adstone set a gentle hand on his shoulder. "Rest,"” she said. "Do

you feel like telling nme what happened?”

Dure nodded. There were tears in the old Jesuit's eyes. "The True

Voi ce of the Wrldtree didn't believe that they would really attack,"

he whi spered, his voice raw. "Sek Hardeen thought that the Tenplars

had some pact with the Qusters . . . some arrangenent. But they did
attack. Tactical |ances, plasna devices, nuclear explosives, | think..."
"Yes," said dadstone, "we nonitored it fromthe War Room | need
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to know everything. Father Dure. Everything fromthe point when you
stepped into the Cave Tonmb on Hyperion."

Paul Dure's eyes focused on d adstone's face. "You know about that?"

"Yes. And about nobst other things to that point. But | need to know More . Much More."
Dure closed his eyes. "The labyrinth ..."

"What ?"

"The labyrinth," he said again, voice stronger. He cleared his throat

and told her about his voyage through the tunnels of corpses, the
transition to a FORCE ship and his nmeeting with Severn on Pacem

"And you're sure Severn was headed here? To Governnent House?"

asked d adstone.

"Yes. He and your aide . . . Hunt. Both of themintended to 'cast

here. "

d adst one nodded and carefully touched an unburned section of the

priest's shoulder. "Father, things are happening very quickly here. Severn

is mssing and so is Leigh Hunt. | need advi ce about Hyperion
WIl you stay with me?"
Dure | ooked confused for a nonment. "I need to get back. Back to

Hyperion, M Executive. Sol and the others are waiting for nme."

"I understand," said d adstone soothingly. "As soon as there's a way
back to Hyperion, I'Il expedite your return. R ght now, however, the
Web is under brutal attack. MIlions are dying or in danger of dying.
| need your help. Father. Can | count on you until then?"

Paul Dure sighed and |lay back. "Yes, M Executive. But | have no

i dea how | --"
There was a soft knock and Sedeptra Akasi entered and handed d ad-
stone a message flimsy. The CEO smiled. "I said that things were

happeni ng qui ckly. Father. Here's another devel opnent. A nessage

00066666 THE FALL OF HYPERI ON 606666060
from Pacem says that the Coll ege of Cardinals has net in the Sistine
Chapel " d adstone raised an eyebrow. "I forget, Father, is that the

Si stine Chapel ?"

"Yes. The Church took it apart stone by stone, fresco by fresco, and
noved it to Pacemafter the Big M stake."
d adst one | ooked down at the flinmsy. "
and el ected a new pontiff."

"So soon?" whispered Paul Dure. He closed his eyes again. "I

guess they felt they nust hurry. Pacem |ieséwhat ?6only ten days

in front of the Quster invasion wave. Still, to come to a decision so
quickly ..."

"Are you interested in who the new Pope is?" asked d adstone

"Ei ther Antonio Cardinal Guarducci or Agostino Cardinal Ruddell,

I would guess," said Dure. "None of the others would comand a
majority at this tine."

"No," said G adstone. "According to this nmessage from Bi shop

Edouard of the Curia Romana ..."

"Bi shop Edouard! Excuse me, M Executive, please go on."

"According to Bishop Edouard, the College of Cardinals has el ected
sonmeone bel ow the rank of nonsignor for the first time in the history
of the Church. This says that the new Pope is a Jesuit priest ... a
certain Father Paul Dure."”

Dure sat straight up despite his burns. "What?" There was no beli ef

in his voice.

d adst one handed the flinsy to him

Paul Dure stared at the paper. "This is inpossible. They have never

el ected a pontiff below the rank of nonsignor except synbolically, and

nmet in the Sistine Chape

that was unique ... it was St. Belvedere after the Big Mstake and the
Mracle of the . . . no, no, this is inpossible."
"Bi shop Edouard has been trying to call, according to ny aide," said

d adstone. "We'll have the call put through here at once, Father. O
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shoul d | say, Your Holiness?" There was no irony in the CEO s voice.
Dure | ooked up, too stunned to speak

"I will have the call put through," said G adstone. "W'IlI| arrange
your return to Pacem as quickly as possible. Your Holiness, but |I would
appreciate it if you could keep in touch. | do need your advice."

Dure nodded and | ooked back at the flimsy. A phone began to blink
on the consol e above the pallet.

CEO d adstone stepped out into the hall, told the doctors about the
nost recent devel opnent, contacted Security to approve the farcast

cl earance for Bishop Edouard or other Church officials frorn Pacem

and 'cast back to her roomin the residential wi ng. Sedeptra remn nded
her that the council was reconvening in the War Roomin ei ght mnutes.
d adst one nodded, saw her aide out, and stepped back to the fatline
cubicle in its concealed niche in the wall. She activated sonic privacy
fields and coded the transni ssion diskey for the Consul's ship. Every
fatline receiver in the Wb, Qutback, gal axy, and universe woul d nonitor
the squirt, but only the Consul's ship could decode it. O so she

hoped.
The hol o canera light winked red. "Based on the automated squirt
fromyour ship, | amassunming that you chose to nmeet with the Custers,

and they have all owed you to do so," d adstone said into the camera.

"I am al so assumi ng that you survived the initial neeting."

d adstone took a breath. "On behal f of the Hegenony, | have asked

you to sacrifice nuch over the years. Now | ask you on behal f of al

of humanki nd. You nust find out the follow ng:

"First, why are the Qusters attacking and destroying the worlds of

the Web? You were convinced, Byron |”amia was convinced, and | was
convi nced that they wanted only Hyperion. Wiy have they changed

this?

"Second, where is the TechnoCore? | nust know if we are to fight

them Have the Qusters forgotten our comon eneny, the Core?

"Third, what are their demands for a cease-fire? | amwlling to
sacrifice much to rid us of the Core's domination. But the killing nust
st op!

"Fourth, would the Leader of the Swarm Aggregate be willing to

meet with nme in person? | will farcast to Hyperion systemif this is
necessary. Mst of our fleet elenments have left there, but a JunpShip
and its escort craft remain with the singularity sphere. The Swarm
Leader nust deci de soon, because FORCE wants to destroy the sphere,
and Hyperion then will be three years tine-debt fromthe Wb

"Finally, the Swarm Leader nust know that the Core wi shes us to

use a form of deat hwand expl osi ve device to counter the Quster invasion
Many of the FORCE | eaders agree. Tinme is short. W will not--

repeat, not--allow the Quster invasion to overrun the Wb.

"It is up to you now. Please acknow edge this nessage and fatline

me as soon as negoti ati ons have begun."

d adstone | ooked into the canmera disk, willing the force of her personality
and sincerity across the light-years. "I beseech you in the bowels

of humanki nd's history, please acconplish this."

THE FALL OoF HYPERI ON

The fatline nessage squirt was followed by two mnutes of jerky

i mgery showi ng the deaths of Heaven's Gate and God's Grove. The
Consul, Melio Arundez, and Theo Lane sat in silence after the hol os
faded.

"Response?" queried the ship.

The Consul cleared his throat. "Acknow edge nessage received," he

said. "Send our coordinates." He | ooked across the holopit at the other
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two. "Gentl enen?”

Arundez shook his head as if clearing it. "It's obvious you've been

here before ... to the Quster Swarm"”

"Yes," said the Consul. "After Bressia . . . after ny wife and son
after Bressia, sone tinme ago, | rendezvoused with this Swarm for

ext ensi ve negoti ations."

"Representing the Hegenony?" asked Theo. The redhead' s face

| ooked much ol der and lined with worry.

"Representing Senator d adstone's faction," said the Consul. "It was
before she was first elected CEQO. Her group explained to ne that an

i nternal power struggle within the TechnoCore could be affected by

our bringing Hyperion into the Wb Protectorate. The easiest way to

do that was to allow information to slip to the Qusters . . . information
that woul d cause themto attack Hyperion, thus bringing the Hegenony
fleet here.”

"And you did that?" Arundez's voice showed no enotion, although

his wife and grown children |lived on Renai ssance Vector, now | ess than
ei ghty hours away fromthe invasion wave.

The Consul sat back in the cushions. "No. | fold the CQusters about

the plan. They sent ne back to the Wb as a doubl e agent. They

pl anned to seize Hyperion, but at a tine of their own choosing."

Theo sat forward, his hands clasped very tightly. "All those years at
the consulate ..."

"I was waiting for word fromthe Qusters," the Consul said flatly.
"You see, they had a device that would collapse the anti-entropic fields
around the Tinme Tonbs. Open them when they were ready. Allow the
Shrike to slip its bonds."

"So the Qusters did that," said Theo.

"No," said the Consul, "I did. |I betrayed the Qusters just as | betrayed
d adst one and the Hegenony. | shot the Quster worman who was

397

calibrating the device . . . her and the technicians with her . . . and

turned it on. The anti-entropic fields collapsed. The final pilgrimge
was arranged. The Shrike is free."

Theo stared at his former mentor. There was Mre puzzlenment than

rage in the younger man's green eyes. "Wiy? Wiy did you do all this?"
The Consul told them briefly and di spassionately, about his grandnother
Siri of Maui-Covenant, and about her rebellion against the

Hegenony--a rebellion which did not die when she and her |over, the
Consul ' s grandfat her, died.

Arundez rose fromthe pit and wal ked to the wi ndow opposite the

bal cony. Sunlight streamed across his | egs and the dark blue carpet.

"Do the Qusters know what you did?"

"They do now," said the Consul. "I told Freeman Vanz and the

ot hers when we arrived."

Theo paced the dianeter of the holopit. "So this neeting we're going

to mght be a trial?"

The Consul sniled. "Or an execution.”

Theo stopped, both hands clenched in fists. "And d adstone knew t his when she asked you to come
here agai n?"

"Yes. "

Theo turned away. "I don't know whether | want themto execute

you or not."

"I don't know either, Theo," said the Consul

Melio Arundez turned away fromthe wi ndow. "D dn't Vanz say they

were sending a boat to fetch us?”

Sonething in his tone brought the other two men to the w ndow.

The worl d where they had | anded was a mi ddl e-si zed asteroid which

had been encircled by a class-ten containnent field and terrafommed
into a sphere by generations of wind and water and careful restructuring.
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Hyperion's sun was setting behind the too-near horizon, and the few

kil ometers of featureless grass rippled to a vagrant breeze. Bel ow the
ship, a wide streamor narrow river anbled across the pasturel and,
approached the horizon, and then seened to fly upward into a river
turned waterfall, twisting up through the distant containnment field and
wi ndi ng through the bl ackness of space above before dwindling to a

line too narrow to see.

A boat was descending that infinitely tall waterfall, approaching the
surface of their small world. Humanoid figures could be seen near the
bow and stem

THE PALL oF HYPEBI ON

"Christ," whispered Theo.

"We'd best get ready," said the Consul. "That's our escort."

Qutside, the sun set with shocking rapidity, sending its |ast rays
through the curtain of water half a kil oneter above the shadowed ground
and searing the ultramarine sky with rai nbows of al nost frightening
color and solidity.

FORTY

It is mdnorning when Hunt awakens ne. He arrives w th breakfast

on a tray and a frightened | ook in his dark eyes.

| ask, "Were did you get the food?"

"There's sonme sort of little restaurant in the front room downstairs.
Food was waiting there, hot, but no people."

I nod. "Signora Angcletti's little trattoria," | say. "She is not a good
cook." | remenber Dr. dark's concern about ny diet; he felt that the
consunption had settled in my stomach and he held me to a starvation
regime of mlk and bread with the occasional bit of fish. Odd how
many suffering nenbers of humanki nd have faced eternity obsessed
with their bowels, their bedsores, or the neageness of their diets.

I look up at Hunt again. "Wat is it?"

d adstone's aide has noved to the wi ndow and seens absorbed in

the view of the Piazza below | can hear Bernini's accursed fountain
trickling. "I was going out for a walk while you slept,” Hunt says slowy,
"just in case there m ght be people out and about. O a phone or
farcaster.”

"OfF course," | say.

"I'd just stepped out. . .the. . ." He turns and licks his lips. "There's

sonet hi ng out there, Severn. In the street at the bottom of the stairs.
I"mnot sure, but | think that it's ..."

"The Shrike," | say.

Hunt nods. "Did you see it?"

"No, but | amnot surprised."

"I't's . . . it's terrible, Severn. There's sonething about it that nakes
my flesh crawl. Here . . . you can just get a glinpse of it in the shadows
on the other side of the staircase.'

399

THE FALL OF HYPERI ON

| start to rise, but a sudden fit of coughing and the feel of phlegm
rising in ny chest and tliroat makes nme settle back on the pillows. "I
know what it |ooks |like, Hunt. Don't worry, it's not here for you." My
voi ce sounds More confident than | feel

"For you?"
"I don't think so," | say between gasps for air. "I think it's just here
to make sure | don't try to leave ... to find another place to die."

Hunt returns to the bed. "You're not going to die, Severn."

I say not hing.

He sits in the straight-backed chair next to the bed and lifts a cooling
cup of tea. "If you die, what happens to ne?"
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"I don't know," | say honestly. "If | die, | don't even know what
happens to me.'
There is a certain solipsismto serious illness which clains all of one's

attention as certainly as an astronom cal black hol e seizes anything

unl ucky enough to fall within its critical radius. The day passes slowy,
and | amexquisitely aware of the nmovenent of sunlight across the rough
wal |, the feel of bedclothes beneath ny palm the fever which rises in
me |i ke nausea and burns itself out in the furnace of ny m nd, and,
nmostly, of the pain. Not ny pain now, for a few hours or days of the
constriction in nmy throat and the burning in ny chest are bearabl e,

al nrost wel coned |i ke an obnoxious old frien-1 met in a strange city,

but the pain of the others ... all the others. It strikes nmy mnd |ike
the noise of shattering slate, |ike hamer iron slamred repeatedly on
anvil iron, and there is no escape fromit.

My brain receives this as din and restructures it as poetry. Al day
and all night the pain of the universe floods in and wanders the fevered
corridors of nmy mnd as verse, inagery, inmages in verse, the intricate,
endl ess dance of |anguage, now as calmng as a flute solo, now as shril
and strident and confusing as a dozen orchestras tuning up, but always
verse, always poetry.

Soneti me near sunset | awake from a hal f-doze, shattering the dream

of Col onel Kassad fighting the Shrike for the lives of Sol and Brawne
Lamia, and find Hunt sitting at the window, his |long face col ored by
evening |ight the hue ofterra-cotta.

"Is it still there?" | ask, ny voice the rasp of file on stone.

Hunt junps, then turns towards ne with an apol ogetic snile and

the first blush | have ever seen on that dour countenance. "The Shrike?"

he says. "I don't know. | haven't seen it for a while. | feel that it is."

He | ooks at me. "How are you?"

"Dying." | instantly regret the self-indul gence of that flippancy, however

accurate it is, when | see the pain it causes Hunt. "It's all right," | say alnost jovially, "I've
done it before. It's not as if it were nme that

is dying. | exist as a personality deep in the TechnoCore. It's just this

body. This cybrid of John Keats. This twenty-scven-year-old illusion of

fl esh and bl ood and borrowed associ ations."

Hunt comes over to sit on the edge of the bed. | realize with a shock

that he has changed the sheets during the day, exchanging ny bl ood-
bespeckl ed coverlet for one of his own. "Your personality is an Al in
the Core," he says. "Then you nust be able to access the datasphere.”

| shake ny head, too weary to argue.

"When the Phil onel s ki dnapped you, we tracked you through your

access route to the datasphere,” he persisted. "You don't have to contact
d adstone personal ly. Just | eave a nessage where Security can find it."

"No," | rasp, "the Core does not wish it."
"Are they bl ocking you? Stopping you?"
"Not yet. But they would." | set the words separately between gasps,

like laying delicate eggs back in a nest. Suddenly | renenber a note |

sent to dear Fanny shortly after a serious henorrhage but al nost a year

before they would kill nme. | had witten: "If | should die," said | to

nmysel f, "I have left no imortal work behind me--nothing to nake ny

friends proud of ny nenory--but | have lov'd the principle of beauty

inall things, and if | had had tine | would have nade nysel f renenber

d." This strikes me now as futile and self-centered and idiotic

and naive . . . and yet | desperately believe it still. If | had had tinme
the nonths | had spent on Esperance, pretending to be a visua

artist; the days wasted with d adstone in the halls of governnent when

| could have been witing . . .

"How do you know until you try?" asks Hunt.

"What's that?" | ask. The sinple effort of two syllables sets ne coughing

again, the spasmending only when | spit up half-solid spheres of
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bl ood into the basin which Hunt has hastily fetched. | lie back, trying
to focus on his face. It is getting dark in the narrow room and neither
of us has lighted a |lanp. Qutside, the fountain burbles |oudly.

"What's that?" | ask again, trying to renain here even as sleep and

sl eep's dreans tug at ne. "Try what?"

"Try |l eaving a nessage through the datasphere,
someone. "

he whi spers. "Contacting

---------------- THE PALL OF HYPERION ----------------

"And what message should we | eave, Lcigh?" | ask. It is the first tine
| have used his first nane.

"Were we are. How the Core kidnapped us. Anything."

"All right," | say, closing ny eyes. "I'Il try. | don't think they'lIl |et
me, but | promise I'Il try."

| feel Hunt's hand hol ding mne. Even through the winning tides of

weari ness, this sudden hunman contact is enough to nake tears cone

to my eyes.

I will try. Before surrendering to the dreans or death, | wll try.

Col onel Fedmahn Kassad shouted a FORCE battle cry and charged

through the dust stormto intercept the Shrike before it covered the
final thirty neters to where Sol Weintraub crouched next to Brawnc

Lanmi a.

The Shri ke paused, its head swivcling frictionlcssly, red eyes gl ean ng
Kassad armed his assault rifle and noved down the slope with

reckl ess speed.

The Shri ke shifted.

Kassad saw its novenent through tinme as a slow blur, noting even

as he watched the Shrike that novenent in the valley had ceased, sand
hung notionless in the air, and the Iight fromthe gl owi ng Tonbs had
taken on a thick, anberish quality. Kassad's skinsuit was sonehow
shifting with the Shrike, following it through its novenents through
tinme.

The creature's head snapped up, attentive now, and its four arns
extended |ike blades froma knife, fingers snapping open in sharp greeting.

Kassad skidded to a halt ten nmeters fromthe thing and activated the
assault rifle, slagging the sand beneath the Shrike in a full-power w de-
beam bur st .

The Shrike glowed as its carapace and steel-scul pture | egs reflected

the hellish light beneath and around it. Then the three nmeters of

nmonst er began to sink as the sand bubbled into a | ake of nolten gl ass ,
beneath it. Kassad shouted in triunph as he stepped closer, playing the ( w dcbeam on the Shrike
and ground the way he had sprayed his friends (

with stolen irrigation hoses in the Tharsis sluns as a boy. |

The Shrike sank. Its arns splayed at the sand and rock, trying to find
purchase. Sparks flew It shifted, time running backward |ike a reversed

holie, but Kassad shifted with it, realizing that Mneta was hel ping
him her suit slaved to his but guiding himthrough tinme, and then he
was spraying the creature again with concentrated heat greater than the
surface of a sun, nelting sand beneath it, and watching the rocks around
it burst into flane.

Sinking in this cauldron of flame and nolten rock, the Shrike threw
back its head, opened its wi de crevasse of a nmouth, and bel | oned.

Kassad al nost stopped firing in his shock at hearing noise fromthe
thing. The Shrike's screamresounded |ike a dragon's roar m xed with
the blast of a fusion rocket. The screech set Kassad' s teeth on edge,
vibrated fromthe cliff walls, and tunbl ed suspended dust to the ground.
Kassad switched to high-velocity solid shot and fired ten thousand m -
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crofl echettes at the creature's face.

The Shrike shifted, years by the giddy fee) of the transition in Kassad's
bones and brain, and they were no longer in the valley but aboard a

wi ndwagon runbling across the Sea of Grass. Tine resuned, and the

Shrike | eaped forward, netallic arnms dripping nolten glass, and seized
Kassad's assault rifle. The Colonel did not relinquish the weapon, and
the two staggered around in a clunmsy dance, the Shrike swinging its
extra pair of arms and a leg festooned with steel spikes, Kassad | eaping
and dodging while clinging desperately to his rifle.

They were in sone sort of small conpartnent. Mneta was present

as a sort of shadow in one corner, and another figure, a tall, hooded
man, nmoved in ultra-slow notion to avoid the sudden blur of arnmns

and bl ades in the confined space. Through his skinsuit filters, Kassad
saw the bl ue-and-violet energy field of an erg binder in the space, pulsing
and growing, then retracting fromthe tinme-violence of the Shrike's
organi ¢ anti-entropic fields.

The Shri ke slashed and cut through Kassad's skinsuit to find flesh

and nuscle. Blood spattered the walls. Kassad forced the muzzle of his
rifle into the creature's mouth and fired. A cloud of two thousand high-
velocity fl echettes snapped the Shrike's head back as if on a spring and
slamed the thing's body into a far wall. But even as it fell away, |eg
spi kes caught Kassad in the thigh and sent a rising spiral of bl ood

spl ashi ng the wi ndows and wal I s of the wi ndwagon's cabi n.

The Shri ke shifted.

Teeth cl enched, feeling the skinsuit automatically conpress and suture

t he wounds, Kassad gl anced at Moneta, nodded once, and foll owed

the thing through tine and space.

THE PALL OF HYPERI ON

Sol Weintraub and Brawne Lania | ooked behind themas a terrible

cycl one of heat and light seened to swirl and die there. Sol shielded
the young woman with his body as nmolten gl ass spattered around them

| andi ng hissing and sizzling on the cold sand. Then the noi se was gone,
t he dust stonn obscured the bubbling pool where the violence had
occurred, and the wi nd whi pped Sol's cape around t hem bot h.

"What was that?" gasped Brawne.

Sol shook his head, helping her to her feet in the roaring wind. '"Hi e
Tonbs arc opening!" yelled Sol. "Some sort of explosion, maybe."
Brawne staggered, found her bal ance, and touched Sol's arm

"Rachel ?" she called above the storm

Sol clenched his fists. H s beard was al ready caked with sand. "The
Shrike . . . took her . . . can't get in the Sphinx. Wiiting!"

Brawne nodded and squinted toward the Sphinx, visible only as a
glowing outline in the fierce swirl of dust.

"Are you all right?" called Sol

"What ?"

"Are you ... all right?"

Brawne nodded absently and touched her head. The neural shunt

was gone. Not nerely the Shrike's obscene attachment, but the shunt

whi ch Johnny had surgically applied when they were hiding out in
Dregs' Hive so very, very long ago. Wth the shunt and Schron | oop
gone forever, there was no way she could get in touch with Johnny.
Brawne renenbered Umon destroying Johnny's persona, crushing

and absorbing it with no More effort than she woul d use to swat an

i nsect .

Brawne said, "I'mall right,’
her fromfalling

He was shouting sonething. Brawne tried to concentrate, tried to
focus on here and now. After the megasphere, reality seemed narrow
and constricted.

" can't talk here," Sol was shouting. ". . . back to the Sphinx."

but she sagged so that Sol had to keep
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Brawne shook her head. She pointed to the cliffs on the north side

of the valley where the i Mmense Shrike tree becane visible between
passi ng clouds of dust. "The poet. . . Silenus ... is there. Saw him"
"W can't do anything about that!" cried Sol, shielding themwth

his cape. The vernmilion sand rattled against the fibcrplastic |ike He-
chettes on arnor.

"Maybe we can," called Brawne, feeling his warnth as she sheltered

within his arns. For a second, she inmagined that she could curl up

next to himas easily as Rachel had and sleep, sleep. "I saw. . . connections . . . when | was
com ng out of the negasphere!" she called

above the wind roar. "The thorn tree's connected to the Shrike Pal ace

in sonme way! If we can get there, try to find a way to free Silenus ..

Sol shook his head. "Can't | eave the Sphinx. Rachel ..."

Br awne understood. She touched the scholar's cheek with her hand

and then | eaned cl oser, feeling his beard agai nst her own cheek. "The

Tonbs are opening," she said. "I don't know when we'll get another
chance. "

There were tears in Sol's eyes. "I know. | want to help. But | can't
| eave the Sphinx, in case ... in case she ..."

"I understand," said Brawne. "Go back there. I'mgoing to the Shrike

Pal ace to see if | can see howit relates to that thorn tree."

Sol nodded unhappily. "You say you were in the nmegasphere,” he

called. "What did you see? What did you | earn? Your Keats persona
isit--"

"We'll talk when I cone back," called Brawne, noving away a step

so she could see him Mre clearly. Sol's face was a nmask of pain: the

face of a parent who had | ost his child.

"Co back," she said firmy. "I'"Il meet you at the Sphinx in an hour

or less."

Sol rubbed his beard. "Everyone's gone but you and me, Brawne.

W shoul dn't separate ..."

"W have to for a while," called Brawne, stepping away from him

so that the wi nd whi pped the fabric of her pants and jacket. "See you

in an hour or less." She wal ked away quickly, before she gave in to the

urge to nove into the warnth of his arns again. The wind was mnuch

stronger here, blowi ng straight down fromthe head of the valley now

so that sand struck at her eyes and pelted her cheeks. Only by keeping

her head down could Brawne stay close to the trail, nuch less on it.

Only the bright, pulsing glow of the Tonbs |ighted her way. Brawne

felt time tides tug at her like a physical assault.

M nutes | ater, she was vaguely aware that she had passed the Obeli sk

and was on the debris-littered trail near the Crystal Mpnolith. Sol and

the Sphinx were already |lost to sight behind her, the Jade Tonmb only

a pale green glow in the nightmare of dust and w nd.

Brawne stopped, weaving slightly as the gales and tine tides pulled

at her. It was Mdre than half a kilometer down the valley to the Shrike

---------------- THE FALL OF HYPERION ----------------

Pal ace. Despite her sudden understandi ng when | eavi ng the negasphere
of the connection between tree and tonb, what good could she possibly
do when she got there? And what had the damm poet ever done for her
except curse her and drive her crazy? Wiy should she die for hinf

The wi nd screaned in the valley, but above that noi se Brawne

t hought she could hear cries Mire shrill, Mre human. She | ooked
toward the northern cliffs, but the dust obscured all

Brawne Lam a | eaned forward, tugged her jacket collar high around
her, and kept noving into the w nd.

Bef ore Meina d adstone stepped out of the fatline booth, an incomn ng
call chimed, and she settled back in place, staring into the holo tank
with great intensity. The Consul's ship had acknow edged her nessage,
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but no transm ssion had foll owed. Perhaps he had changed his mnind.

No. The data columms floating in the rectangular prismin front of

her showed that the squirt had originated in the Mare Infinitus System
Admiral WIlliam Ajunta Lee was calling her, using the private code

she had given him

FORCE: space had been incensed when d adstone had insisted on

t he naval commander's pronotion and had assigned himas "Covernnent

Li ai son" for the strike mission originally schedul ed for Hebron

After the massacres on Heaven's Gate and God's G ove, the strike force
had been translated to the Mare Infinitus system seventy-four ships of
the line, capital ships heavily protected by torchshi ps and defense-shield
pi ckets, the entire task force ordered to strike through the advancing
Swar m war shi ps as quickly as possible to hit the Swarm center

Lee was the CEO s spy and contact. While his new rank and orders
allowed himto be privy to conmand deci si ons, four FORCE: space
comanders on the scene outranked him

That was all right. d adstone wanted himon the scene to report.

The tank misted and the determ ned face of WIliam Ajunta Lee

filled the space. "CEQ reporting as ordered. Task Force 181.2 has
successfully translated to System ?9% 12.22 ..."

A adstone blinked in surprise before remenbering that this was the
official code for the Gstar systemthat held Mare Infinitus. One rarely thought of geography
beyond the Web world itself.

" Swarm attack ships remain a hundred and twenty ninutes from
target world lethal radius," Lee was sayi ng. d adstone knew that the

| ethal radius was the roughly . 13 AU di stance at which standard ship
weapons becane effective despite ground field defenses. Marc Infinitus
had no field defenses. The new Adniral continued. "Contact with
forward el ements estimated at 1732: 26 Web standard, approxi mately
twenty-five mnutes fromnow The task force is configured for maxi num
penetration. Two )unpShips will allow introduction of new personne

or weapons until the farcasters are seal ed during conbat. The

cruiser on which | carry ny flag--HS Garden Qdyssey--will carry out
your special directive at the earliest possible opportunity. WIlliam Lee,
out."

The i mage coll apsed to a spinning sphere of white while transm ssion
codes ended their craw .

"Response?" queried the transnitter's conputer

"Message acknow edged," said d adstone. "Carry on."

A adst one stepped out into her study and found Sedcptra Akasi waiting,
a frown of concern on her attractive face.

"What is it?"

"The War Council is ready to rcadjourn,” said the aide. "Senator
Kol chev is waiting to sec you on a matter lie says is urgent.
"Send himin. Tell the Council | will be there in five mnutes."

d adst one sat behind her ancient desk and resisted the inmpulse to close

her eyes. She was very tired. But her eyes were open when Kol chev entered. "Sit down, Gabri el
Fyodor . "

The massive Lusian paced back and forth. "Sit down, hell. Do you

know what's goi ng on, Mina?"

She sniled slightly. "Do you nean the war? The end of life as we

know it? That ?"

Kol chev slamred a fist into his palm "No, | don't mean that, goddammit. | nean (lie politica
fallout. Have you been nonitoring

the Al Thing?"

"When | can.”

"Then you know certain senators and swing figures outside the Senate

are mobilizing support for your defeat in a vote of confidence. It's

inevitable, Meina. It's just a matter of tinme."

"I know that, Gabriel. Wy don't you sit down? W have a minute
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