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When Tevi said that she was a native speaker of Esperanto, | knew there was
going to be trouble. "Didn't the EC office tell you we're going to

Soverei gnty?" | asked.

"They are not speaking English on Sovereignty?"

"OfF course they do. It’s their only | anguage"

"There will be no problens."” Tevi’s small, dark face was calm "I speak

English."

"Not |ike a native, you don't. And these Sovereignty people will react
badl y

to that."

"I see." She pursed her lips. "They are an old habitat, then."

"One of the oldest. Part of the first wave, in fact. Sovereignty went up
when

the Earth’s Lagrange points were still fashionable territory."

"No one is too old to learn wisdom" she said. "Also, they are to educate

their children, as everyone nust."

"Just as our job is to nake sure the kids are being taught. But that’s al

we're here for, Tevi." | lifted a finger in warning. "These people have
made

their mnds up. They don’t |ike bureaucracy or government, and they won't
i ke

us. Don't try to convert them?"

Tevi floated before ne, calmand placid. Light wi nked off the beads and
shell's

brai ded into her thick hair. "Thank you for the advice, Doug. | shal
i nstruct

by example." Her eyes shifted in and out of focus as she consulted her
cl ock

inmplant. "W are three hours fromthe decel eration burn. | shall exam ne
our

records of Sovereignty's curriculum" Wth the grace of the habitat-born
she

twi sted sideways and ki cked hersel f across the nodule. The bright col ors of

her clothing flashed |like the feathers of a tropical bird.

| admired the ease of her notion. Snall-breasted and wi de-hi pped, she had

t he

perfect body for space. Conpact with a good center of gravity. As a native
of

Luna, | could never be conpletely confortable in zero-g, and | was too big
for

space. Two neters of height and an athlete’s build were great when |
conpet ed

in the lunar pentathlon, but aboard ship nmy arms and | egs were too far from
ny

center. Al the time | was bunping in things, funbling objects, making
endl ess

smal | adjustnents in nmy novenents. Tevi, however, noved |ike a dancer

Young,
earnest, sure of herself.
VWhi ch neant trouble. 1’'d been an Educational Conpliance Oficer for a dozen
years. Tevi was newto the job; this trip to Sovereignty would be her first
on-site inspection. I’'d already given her The Lecture, told her that as
ECGCs

our sole job was to nmake sure the children were neeting the educationa



standards. That and only that. To observe, not to judge. She’'d nodded her

agreement, but behind her clear eyes and her flaw ess dark face was an

i npenetrabl e wall of righteousness. She probably didn't even know it was

there, since she had grown up on Harnony, one of the utopian habitats on

Earth’s Trojan points. As a society founded by rich and earnest people

dedi cated to stamping out racism nationalism and ethnocentricity, they
t ook

pride in their perfectly balanced culture, and they were eager to share its

virtues with everyone el se. Even those who didn't want it.

The Lagrange and Trojan points contain two hundred and seventeen different

habitats, each with a distinct culture and government. The only things
hol di ng

them together are the Registry and Educati onal Conpliance. Mst people
accept

the Registry as a necessary evil-—sonmeone has to play traffic cop, after

al | -but they | oathe the EC. "Meddling" and "inconpetent” were the highest

praise |'d been given by ny clients. Sure, in theory everyone agreed that

children had to be educated to some m ni num standard, a standard that had
to

apply across all of space. Unfortunately, everyone thought their kids were

doing just fine and that the other guy was the problem Then there were the

ultra-libertarians, |ike Sovereignty, who opposed the EC on principle.

|"d been dreading this trip for weeks. Breaking in a new partner was bad

enough, and Tevi, with her odd accent and earnest beliefs and coal - bl ack
ski n,

woul d be a true challenge for nyself and the good peopl e of Sovereignty.

Two hours and half to deceleration. | grabbed a handful of blue nylon
webbi ng

and tacked nyself to a couch, hoping to catch a quick nap before we docked.
M

eyes closed. Silence, at first, then the faint whisper of the
climate-contro

system | breathed deeply, tasting cool air and a small sour tang of sweat,

the faint funk of humanity that no air recycler could ever quite banish

Shi p-snel | .

A shudder awoke ne. d ancing up, | saw Tevi standing agai nst a consol e, one

foot braced on a bul khead. "W are docking," she said.

"AIl right." | twisted out of nmy chair, nmoving carefully in the false
gravity

of the declaration burn. "Got your badge?"
Tevi touched her fingers to the copper badge above her left breast. She

smled. "M havas git." She shook her head. "I amsorry. Yes, | do."
Anot her

smle. "I am nervous, Doug."

"You'll do fine." Gavity ended abruptly, and the ship trenbled as the

docki ng
ring locked into place. "Just keep your ears open, all right? Let ne handle
the introductions.”
Li ke many of the ol der habitats, Sovereignty was sinply a truncated can
f our
kil ometers I ong and one kilometer in dianeter, whose spin generated about
one-eighth gravity along the inner surface. Its mnetic alloy skin gl eaned
i ke quicksilver on the sunward side, then became dead, heat-radiating
bl ack
on the shadow side. The terminator crept spinward, rippling |like a snake’'s
scal es. W docked in the center of one end of the can and rode an open-cage
car "down" into gravity. My stonmach flip-flopped the entire way, and to
fight
back vertigo | studied the interior in quick glinpses. Flashes of living
green



i ndi cated farns and at nosphere factories. Blocky shapes nmarked buil di ngs,
and

dots scurrying between themresol ved into people as we descended. The bul k
of

a fusion plant covered the other inner lid of the habitat. Waste energy
from

the reactor, directed down a central spindle, illun nated everything.

Tevi sat across fromny, eyes closed, lips noving silently. Chanting her

mantra in Esperanto, no doubt. As the car settled onto the inner surface of

the habitat nmy stomach finally relaxed, and | drew a deep breath. Tevi
opened

her eyes as | funbled with the latch and swng the car door outward.

"You're with Educational Conpliance?" The speaker was a stunmp of a man with

cl ose-cropped dark hair and bl ack button eyes. He wore coveralls in a
nottl ed

green-and-tan pattern

"That’s right. |I’m Doug Hanmond." | offered ny hand; the man just stared,
and

| pulled it back. "And this is, ah, Tevi."

The eyes narrowed. "Tevi who?"

"Tevi daughter of Maya daughter of Ruth daughter of Sheri." Tevi touched
her

forehead and heart as she spoke.

Button-eyes grunted. "lI’m Patrick Henry Yardmore. Follow ne."

W' d only taken a few steps when a voice to our left called "Patrick
Pat ri ck

Henry!" We turned to see a tall, fair-haired nan bearing down on us.
Qur stunpy gui de snapped to attention. "M ster Lee, sir. These are the
Educati onal Conpliance officers, sir. | was—
"Taking themto see ne." The tall man snmiled. "Yes, | know Thank you,
Patrick. | was able to get away fromthe nmeeting sooner than I

antici pated. "
Extending a hand to nme, he said "I'mJeb Stuart Lee."
W shook. "M ster Lee," | said.
"Jeb, please."
"Jeb, |'’m Doug Hamond, and this is Tevi." | nodded to ny partner

"Wl come to Sovereignty," Jeb said. "Do you need anything brought from your
shi p? Patrick can help."
| glanced at Tevi. "Wuld you like to help Patrick fetch our gear?" As |
spoke, | twitched my fingers in a shooing notion
Her eyes flickered. "OF course, Doug," she said smoothly. "Patrick, you
will
foll ow me, please.”
Patrick glared at Jeb. Then, stiff-shoul dered, he foll owed Tevi back to the
car. As it rose toward the docking ring, Jeb began another apology. "W're
not
used to visitors here on Sovereignty," he said.
"Or having people check up on you," | said.
Hs smle slipped. "Well put. We file our curricula and our standardi zed
t est
scores with the Registry every year, Doug. There’'s no need for EC to cone
visiting."
"I agree," | said, spreading ny hands. "But you know how a bureaucracy is.
They want an on-site inspection. W’re not here to cause trouble, Jeb. W
won’'t get underfoot, and we’'ll be gone in a couple of days."
"Good." Jeb’s wistband suddenly began to beep. "Ah, hell, 1’ve got another
nmeeting. Whuld you mind waiting here for your partner? W Ill talk again
l[ater.” Wth a quick wave, he bounded off.
I"ve met many Jebs in ny day, and many Patrick Henrys. The Patricks don't
bother me. They don’t like the EC, and they don’t disguise the fact. The



Jebs
are another story. Al ways snmiling, always reassuring, always ready to
clarify
things to the traveling ECO People like Jeb Stuart Lee are why | travel to
out -of -t he-way habitats |ike Sovereignty. Sure, | can check all their data
t hrough the Registry; in fact, the EC would prefer it. That’s why | don’t
do
it. The real story is always out in the field.
The slap of leather on | eather broke my train of thought. A gangly kid
st ood
besi de a shed ten neters away, kicking a small bag into the air and
st udyi ng
it intently. |I |looked up and saw four of the bags rising and falling above
hi m
in delicate, slow arcs. The kid pushed a shock of blonde hair back fromhis
eyes and squi nted upwards, catching the next bag on an el bow and fli pping
it
up again. He was nmaintaining a pattern—+two rising, two falling—as he kept
t he
bags airborne with el bows, knees, and ankl es.
| loped over to him "N ce work," | said.
The kid spun toward ne and goggled. | hopped into the air, caught a falling
bag on ny ankle, and lifted it skyward. The kid recovered hinmsel f and kneed
t he next bag, finding his rhythmagain. "I’m Doug Hanmond," | said.
"Jefferson Partridge." H's blue eyes darted between me and the bags. "You
one
of those ECO peopl e?"
"Yes." | watched himkick a bag. "You |like school, Jefferson?"
"I't’s okay." He pursed his lips. "I'"mnot cutting, we’'re done for the day."
"I"'mnot here to scold anybody." By now |’ d caught the rhythm of the bags,
and
as Jefferson drove the falling bags upward | made ny move. Launchi ng nysel f
skyward, | caught the rising bags at the top of the arc and forced them
even
hi gher with nmy el bows. | tucked and tumnbl ed, opening nyself enough to catch
the falling bags with ny knees and | oft them up before tucking again and

dropping to the ground. The kid stared, open- nouthed. | bowed. "I used to
do

the lunar pentathlon,” | said. "Not any nore, though."

Jefferson found his voice. "Ww What happened?”

"Messed up ny knee." | pointed up. "The bags?"

"What? Ch!" In a flurry of el bows and knees, Jefferson set the pattern
agai n.

"You fromthe noon?"

"I"'ma loonie, yeah," | said, smling. "You know, the best | could manage
when

I was a kid was three bags."

"There's less gravity here," Jefferson said.

| nodded, watching the bags, not |ooking at him "Do the kids around here
pl ay

football or tumble tag? Anything |ike that?"

"Sure, we got a couple of football teans."

"I coach in a | eague back on Luna," | said. "lI'd like to see your team
sonetime. "

"Hel | o, Doug?" Tevi came up beside nme. "Patrick Henry is putting our gear
away. You will introduce nme to the young man?"

"Tevi, this is Jefferson Partridge," | said. "Jefferson, nmeet Tevi, ny
partner."

Tevi bowed over steepled hands. "A pleasure, Jefferson Partridge." She
swept



her gaze over the boy. "A fine young man, | amsure."

Jefferson bl ushed. The bags dropped to the earth around him and he
scrabbl ed

to pick themup. "Thank you, ma’am | gotta go. Chores." He bobbed his head

at

me and | oped of f.

"Such politeness," Tevi said.

"I wish he wasn’t so polite," | said.

She cocked her head at ne. "I am not understanding."

| sighed. "Tevi, if you act like an authority figure, the kids will treat
you

i ke one. Everyone gets on their best behavior, and everyone clans up

Probl ens get hidden."

"You think there are problenms on Sovereignty."

"I think that if there are problenms, the adults certainly won't let us know
about them"

"M ster Jeb Lee seened a nice man," Tevi observed.

"I"d trust Mster Jeb as far as | could throw him On Earth."

"Duplicity," she said, nodding. "I |earned of such a thing on Harnony, in
ethics class."”

"Well, you're about to get sonme practice to go with your theory," | said.
"Just watch how you talk to the kids. Be a big sister, not an adult."

"I shall.” Wth her chin, she pointed back the way she canme. "Patrick Henry
waits to show us our quarters.”

"Let’s not irritate the man any further," | said. "After you, Tevi."

#

The next norning, | watched the students play football while Tevi inspected

the school. One of the teachers—a young woman with a spray of acne on her

forehead, barely ol der than her students—ntroduced ne to the kids, then
| eft

me on the playing field. The children ranged in age fromfive to fourteen
and

they all had the |oose-linbed gait of those native to very low gravity. |
gave

t he younger kids a ball and let themkick it around the field while having
t he

ol der kids do drills on footwork, dribbling, and passing. Then | stood back

and wat ched.

The smaller children quickly forgot about me as they shot across the field,

I aughi ng and shrieki ng, chasing each other and the ball. Inevitably there
wer e

col l'i sions and roughhousi ng, and some of the bigger kids tried to hog the

ball, but they were all playing. No one was being ignored or pushed aside.

took nmy slate fromny pocket and jotted a few notes about socialization and

age- group dynamics. These kids were fine, but the youngest ones tended to
be

bubbly and resilient regardl ess of how they were raised. Any real social

probl ems woul d show up in the older kids. As | crossed the field to join
t he

ol der group, | glinpsed a fam liar shock of blonde hair. It was Jefferson
He

dribbled the ball, fired a pass across the field, then trotted to the back
of

his |ine.

"Jefferson!" | called.



Several of the kids in Jefferson’s line glanced up as | approached. "Uh

hi ,
M ster Hanmond, sir," he said.
"Pretty good footwork," | said.
"Thanks, " he nuttered, ducking his head.
| stepped up to the front of the Iine and signaled for the ball. Then
noti oned for the kids to draw cl oser, and they forned a | oose circl e around
me. "I know your teacher told you I'mwith the EC," | said. "But | also
coach
| eague football on Luna, and | wanted to show you some set plays. I'll need
some hel pers, though." | pointed to Jefferson, then to two boys and two
girls
at random "We'll go three on three. Everybody watch us go downfield a
coupl e
of times, then split yourselves into groups and foll ow our |ead. Okay?"
"Yes, sir," they said. If nothing else, they were obedi ent and respectful
of
aut hority.
| led Jefferson and a girl down the field, running a give-and-go agai nst
t he

other three kids. Soon everyone joined in. A buzz of conversation arose,
and

under its cover | chatted with Jefferson. "Were are the ol der kids?"
asked.

"The teenagers?"

"Working," he said. "You get out of school when you turn fifteen."

I remenbered the young teacher |1’'d seen earlier, who didn't | ook nmuch ol der

than fifteen herself. "Do the adults have football |eagues?"

He shook his head. "They stay busy with the mlitia."

"What about the wonmen?"

"Football isn't for ladies," the boy said.
A flash of distant col or caught ny eye. Over by the school house, | saw Tevi
standing with several of the teachers. "Cotta go," | said. | corralled one

of

the kids and had himtake my place, then | oped over to ny partner

Two of the teachers were very young indeed, hardly nore than girls, and as
I

drew near | could see that their cheeks were blotchy and their noses red.
One

of themsnuffled loudly as | approached, and the other w ped tears from her

eyes. The other two teachers stared at ne frostily as | approached. "Is
there

a problen?" | asked.

Big m stake. Tevi, who was puffed up like an angry robin, turned on ne.
"These

worren have no qualifications to teach," she said. "They have no training.

Several of them know not the subject matter." She glared at the crying
girl,

who swal | owed and took a shaky breath.

| turned to one of the ice naidens. "You are using an approved curricul um

aren’t you?"

The wonman, a raw boned brunette, nodded. "We use the Dainer curriculum
St age

One through Five. Wth some nodification to the history material, of
course. "

"Of course," | said. | already knew that—+'d seen their reports to the
Regi stry—but | wanted to give them a chance to show they were doing right.
"Thanks for your assistance, all of you. | need to consult with nmy partner

now. Ch, and your students are well-socialized. Good interpersonal
dynami cs,



and their behaviors are age-appropriate.”

The ice mai dens thawed slightly, and the crying teacher smled. "Thank
you, "

the fourth teacher said. She sniffed and wi ped her nose.

Wth a smile and a nod | hooked an arm around Tevi and spirited her away.
Waen

she tried to speak | tightened nmy grip, and a few mnutes later | marched
her

into our quarters. Then | spun her to face ne. "Just what the hell were you

trying to do back there?"

She rubbed her arm "Those teachers, as they call thenselves, are a
di sgrace.

They read lectures fromthe screen, and the conputers do all the testing
and

gradi ng. "

"Remenber what | told you on the ship, about observing but not judging?
Vel |,

you're crossing that line."

"Qur duty is to see that the children are educated properly. This is not

happeni ng." Tevi stal ked across the room and dropped into a chair.

"Qur duty is to see that EC guidelines are being met. Are the students
maki ng

the grade on the standardized tests? Are they being taught from an approved

curriculunm?" | paused. "Well, Tevi?"

She spat our her reply. "Yes."

"Then officially they’'re in conpliance.” | crossed over to Tevi and sat
besi de

her. "But unofficially, | agree with you. These kids are being
short changed. "

d ancing around the spartan roomwe’ d been given, | added "And sonet hi ng
about

this place rubs me the wong way. Did you know they have a mlitia?"

"Mlitia." Her brow furrowed. "People with weapons? An arnmnmy?"

"That's right."

"Why? Do they fight anobngst thensel ves?"

"I don't think so. Groups |ike these often have a persecution conpl ex. They

want weapons to protect thenselves fromoutsiders. Usually the government.
And

right now, we're the closest thing to governnment representatives around.”

Her eyes w dened. "W are in danger?"

"Maybe," | said. "Let’s tread carefully, okay? Be polite. No accusations."

She nuttered sonething under her breath, then nodded. "You give good
advi ce,

Doug. Sonetinmes | forget | amhere to learn fromyou as well as to do the

wor k. "

My face grew hot. "Thanks, Tevi. It’'s hard for me to hold ny tongue, too,
and

it took ne a while to learn that tact is the biggest part of this job."

W spent the bal ance of the afternoon conpiling our prelimnary report. A

nmessage cane through fromJeb Lee, asking us to join himfor dinner, so
dug

out ny one decent outfit and readi ed nmyself. Tevi dressed in |ayers of

glittering cloth, transfornming herself into a resplendent, gleamnm ng jewel.

Patrick Henry, who cane to take us to Lee’'s home, could barely keep his
eyes

in their sockets.

Jeb Lee greeted us like a politician, all smles and handshakes, and

conplimented Tevi effusively on her outfit. The other menbers of the di nner

party, all community | eaders of one stripe or another, tried not to stare
at



her. Knowing that they were male, | was sure that they appreciated the
anmpl e

di splay of bare skin Tevi’'s outfit provided. Knowi ng that they were

Sovereignty, | was sure they were nortified that the delicate, smooth skin
was

bl ack.

Di nner was served by a corps of silent, severely-dressed wonen who flitted

about like ghosts, trading plates and filling glasses. | showed mnmy thanks
with

words and smiles, but the women acted like | was invisible. The nen ignored

them Over the soup, | asked the florid-faced man next to ne where the
spouses

wer e.

"Qur wives?" H's spoon paused in midair. "At hone, of course. This is
busi ness, they don’t need to be here. Besides, they've got to | ook after
t he
kids. M ne does, at |east."
Across the table, Tevi's snile froze into place.
| extended a | eg beneath the table and gave her shin a warning poke.
" Per haps
| saw one of your children today during our inspection. \Well-behaved, they
were. Athletic, too. You ve got some good football players here. Are there
any
seni or | eagues?"
"Leagues for football?" He stared at nme. "We're adults, M ster Hamond. W
have nore inportant things to do than kick a ball around.™

"Still, everyone can use a little exercise." | glanced at the man's
gener ous
st onach
He finished the last of his soup. "Mlitia duty keeps ne in shape."
"Of course it does," | said. "One of the youngsters nentioned the nilitia

to
me. Some kind of self-defense force, is it?"
"The mlitia—=
"The mlitia is Sovereignty' s business.” The speaker was an el derly,
thin-faced man. He wore the sane nottled dun outfit as Patrick Henry, and
hi s
white hair had been shorn close to his scalp. "It doesn’'t concern the EC. "
| shrugged. "Just curious."
"You shoul dn’t be curious about matters that don’t concern you," said the
elderly man, in a voice |like a snake slithering though dead | eaves.
"Sovereignty was founded to get away fromthat kind of curiosity, from
bureaucrats and governments who wanted to know too nuch about the private
busi ness of free citizens. Wile you are in our house, M ster Hanmond, you
will respect our rules.”

| swal | owed past the sudden lunp in my throat. "OF course, sir," | said. "I
meant no di srespect.”
Hs face utterly still, the man continued to stare at me. "No one ever

does,
M ster Hammond. Not if they are wi se. But disrespect conmes when sone people
t hi nk they know nore than others, when they cross lines that they are too
blind to see. Wen that happens, they need to be educated as to where the
l'ine

lies."
Every ot her conversation had died as the old man spoke to nme. "I certainly
understand the inportance of education," | said, as | touched the EC
i nsignia
on ny chest.
As the man's eyes narrowed, | realized | had made ny second m st ake that

day.



"The EC is not interested in education,’
i nterested

in seeing our children junmp through your hoops like so many trai ned dogs.
Ve

do not appreciate it, Mster Hanmmond. You nay have authority to do as you
do,

but you have no inherent right to it. And we accept that authority only

because we nust."

At the head of the table, Jeb Lee cleared his throat. "General Bradley,
t hese

peopl e are our guests.”

The general shifted his gaze first to Tevi and then to Jeb. "Perhaps the
EC s

attitude toward us is reflected in their choice of representatives."

Jeb’s smile flickered from pleasant to carnivorous. "They have ears,
general . "

The man beside ne funbled for his w ne gl ass.

After a pause, the general nodded. "So they do." He returned his attention
to

his plate and didn’t speak again throughout the neal.

Jeb took over the conversation then, steering us through polite channels
and

aski ng about our inspection. | expected Tevi to light into him but she
nerely

poi nted out that the EC had resources for teachers as well as students, and

t hat perhaps Sovereignty could use those resources. She al so asked why
there

weren’t any mal e teachers, a question which inspired much sudden busi ness
with

he said. "Rather, you are

napki ns and wi neglasses. | told Jeb we’d need another day to finish |ooking
around, and then we’d leave. H's shoul ders rel axed. "Good," he said. "I'm
sure

you have nore pressing matters to attend to."

When di nner broke up, Tevi waved aside Patrick Henry, saying that we could

find our owmn way back to our quarters. The fusion spindle had been danmped
down

to a faint glow, the closest it could ever conme to true nighttine darkness,

and we took a minute to get our bearings before heading out. "Wo was that
old

man?" she asked.

| shuddered. "Their militia |leader, | guess. | wouldn’t want to cross him"
"Nor 1." She | ooked up for a | ong nonent, then frowned. "Doug, are you
seei ng

t hose nen?"

| glanced up to where she was pointing. My stonach heaved as | tried to
f ocus

on the far side of the habitat, because whenever | could actually discern
t he

spin of Sovereignty, my sense of up and down went haywire. | glinpsed a
group

of ant-like figures in dark outfits before dropping nmy chin to stare at the

floor between ny feet. "I see them™

Born of a habitat herself, Tevi had no problens with the perspective. "They

are doing training exercises, | think."

"Perhaps they're part of the mlitia."
"The mlitia trains at night?"

"Maybe." | drew a breath as ny stonach settled into place. "Luna doesn’t
have
an arny, Tevi. | don’t know how t hey operate."

She said nothing further as we returned to our quarters, but occasionally



she

gl anced up and back, followi ng the distant figures. Then, just as | opened
t he

door of our quarters, a soft voice asked "M ster Hamond?"

"Jefferson?" | said.
"Yes, sir, it’s me." He was standing in a shadow formed by an angle of the
buil ding, nearly invisible save for his pale hair. "Sir, | have to tell you

somet hing." His voice was strident, high-pitched.

"Wuld you like to talk inside?" | asked.

After a noment, he nodded yes. | swung the door open and he ducked i nside,
with Tevi and ne close behind. | found the panel and turned the lights on

"Jefferson, you renenber Tevi, don’t you?"

"Yes’m" he said, gulping and bobbing his head.

"Please sit down, Jefferson," Tevi said, gracefully folding herself into a
chair by way of exanple.

He sat heavily on the couch. "I thought |I should tell soneone,"’
"Tell us what, Jefferson?" | settled into the remaining chair.

The words tunbled out in a rush. "They’ ve got a bonmb. They’'re going to use

he sai d.

it.
Soneone should stop them" Jefferson was on the edge of his seat, trenbling.
Before | could say anything Tevi rose and settled down beside the boy,
wr appi ng one arm around hi mand stroking his hair with the other. | opened
ny
mouth to warn her that el even-year-old boys didn't want nothering, but
Jefferson rel axed agai nst her. After a nonent he wi ped his eyes and gently
lifted her armaway. My nouth snapped shut
"Sorry." Jefferson sniffed loudly. "My brother Kyle, he's in the Space
For ces,
and he was bragging to ne about it earlier. But you don’t think they d do
it,
do you? | nean, really blow it up?"
"Bl ow what up?" | asked, in ny nost calmand adult voice.
"The Registry, of course." Jefferson | ooked surprised. "Wat else?"
"They are blowing up the Registry?" Tevi said, aghast.
Jefferson nodded. "Kyle said it serves themright for always spying on us."
"The Registry is not a spy," Tevi said.
"Then why do we have to put their beacons on Sovereignty and our ships?" He
| ooked genuinely curious.
"Jefferson, there’s a lot of stuff in space,”" | said. "Wthout those
t racki ng
beacons, and without the Registry to nonitor them space travel would be
i mpossi bl e. Ships wouldn’t be able to plot their courses, and there’'d be

al |

ki nds of collisions. W need the Registry. Do you understand?"

He nodded aut omatically.

| sighed. "It probably doesn’'t matter anyway. The Registry nmaintains a
pi cket

line of surveillance satellites on itself. Sovereignty isn’t the only bunch
of

crackpots—er, the only habitat that’s thought of this trick. Your bonb
won’ t

get close enough to do any damage."

"Kyle said it didn't have to get close." Jefferson fidgeted in his seat.
"He

said it was a fission bonb, and it had an ee em pee."

| levitated out of ny chair. "An atom c bonb!"

The boy | ooked suddenly scared. "W have an old fission reactor, from back

when they first established Sovereignty. They got plutoniumfromit."

Tevi’'s skin had turned dusky grey. "A breeder reactor. Doug, if they have

enough pl utoniumfor a bonb—=



"They don’t have to be accurate with it," | finished. "Get the bonb in the
general vicinity of the target, detonate it, and the resulting

ect romagneti c

pul se turns the Registry into a hunk of orbiting junk."

"lIs that bad?" Jefferson asked.

e

"Very bad. People will die." | glanced at Tevi. "W have to warn the
Regi stry."
"Yes." She stood. "We will go now "

| held up a hand. "Not so fast. Patrick Henry m ght be outside, watching
us.

W'll wait until norning, then we’'ll say we have to get nore inspection

equi prent from our ship. That’'s when we send the warning."

Tevi pursed her lips, then nodded.

Turning to the boy, | said "Jefferson, you were very brave to cone here and

tell us this news. Now | need you to do one nore thing. Like | was telling

Tevi, when you | eave here, you mght be confronted by Patrick Henry. Tel
hi m

you cane to ask ne a question about football, okay? If he asks any
guesti ons,

play dumb and stick to that story. Can you do that?"

He nodded, face pale. "Yes, sir. | can do that, sir."

| clapped a hand on his shoul der. "Good man. You' d better get going, now

wal ked himto the door, stood in the doorway sayi ng goodni ght | ong enough
to

attract Patrick Henry's attention if he were watching, and sent the boy
away.

| spent the night packing, filling out reports, and updating ny private | og.
I

didn’t sleep much. Wen "dawn" arrived, | found Tevi waiting in our common

room She was soberly dressed in a tight-fitting tan outfit, and her gear
was

smartly packed. W exchanged bare greetings and nmade our way to the lift

station.

Patrick Henry and two other nmen were waiting at the station. Putting on ny

best smile, and holding Tevi firmy by the wist, |I walked up to the short

man. "We'd like to take the car up to our ship," | said.

Patrick Henry stared at ne. His eyes were the dead bl ack of |unar shadows.

"I"'msorry, sir," he said, turning the last word into an insult. "Per

Gener al

Bradl ey’s orders, you are not to be let off the station.”

Still smling, | said "Were can | see General Bradley, then, so we can
tal k

this over?"

"The general’s a busy man. Wiy don’t you go back to your quarters and wait

until he can send soneone for you?"

Besi de me, Tevi bristled. "This is an outrage," she said. "You cannot hold

Educati onal Compliance O ficers as prisoners. There will be severe

consequences. "

The two nmen to either side unlinbered their splat guns. They wore the sane

canoufl age fatigues as the short man, and they had the same dead | ook in
their

eyes. Patrick Henry waited a nonent for the threat to sink in, then turned
on

Tevi. "l don’t care who you are out there, mssy, but on Sovereignty you're

nobody. So why don’t you get your ass back to your quarters and plant it

t here?"

"Let’s not waste the man's time, Tevi," | said, solidifying ny grip. "Wl

contact General Bradley fromour quarters, and |'’msure this issue will be

resol ved." My muscles screaned their tension as | turned my back on the



ar med
men and wal ked, stiff-Iegged, away from our ship.
"How are we to warn the Registry now?" she whispered

"Let’s not talk about this in public,” |I murnured. A squadron of men in
fatigues trotted past; | drew Tevi to one side and watched them go by.
"Looks

like all of Sovereignty is on alert today."

When we reached our quarters | opened the door and swept her inside. "Al
right, now we need to—Jefferson!"

Jefferson stood in the center of the common room eyes downcast, his hands
knotted before him "M ster Hammond, Mss Tevi...l'msorry."

"Sorry for what?" Tevi asked.

The boy raised his head to | ook at us, and Tevi gasped. One of his eyes was

swol I en shut by a purple bruise, and he had a cut on his cheek. "I got past

Patrick Henry okay, but when |I got hone Kyle was there. He asked me where

was, and when | wouldn't answer...." Jefferson spread his hands. "I told
hi m

I"’msorry."

Anger ignited inside ny chest, sending waves of fire and adrenaline through
ny

body. Wth a deliberate breath, | banked the rage. Later, | told myself.

Aloud, | said to the boy "Jefferson, you don't have to apol ogi ze for
anyt hi ng.

You were very brave. If it's anyone’s fault, it’s mne. | asked you to do
nor e

than | shoul d have."

VWhile | was speaking, Tevi opened her bag and renoved a first aid kit. She

seated Jefferson, exam ned his injuries, then pushed the edges of his cheek

wound together and covered it with a suture strip. "For your eye, we mnust
wai t

for the swelling to go down," she said. "I can do nothing now"

"That’' s okay," he said. "I put sone ice on it earlier. It’s not as bad as
it

was. "

"These people are animals, to treat a child so,"” Tevi said.

| let the comment pass. "Jefferson, do you know when the bonb will be set
of f ?"

He shook his head slowy. "Sonetinme today. Don’t know when."

"Then there may still be time to get a nessage away." | hunched down besi de

him "There are other airlocks on Sovereignty, aren’t there?"

"Yeah. Lots of them"

"And | bet you know where they all are, don't you?"

He fidgeted. "Maybe."

"Well, when I was your age | knew every airlock in my home caves on Luna,"

said, smling. "Even the ones that | wasn’t supposed to know about."

"I suppose | know about a few of those."” He grinned.

"Good. W need you to take us to one of them An unguarded one, close to
wher e

our ship is docked. And we need to avoid the patrols.”

The boy’ s expression sobered. "I can take you there, sir."

"No, Doug," Tevi interjected. "Already Jefferson has been hurt. W cannot

expose himto nore danger."

"Do you have a better idea?" | asked. "The clock is ticking."

Her mouth tightened into a slash. "I do not like this, Doug."

"Neither do I, but it’s what we have to work with." | stood. "Jefferson
you

ready?"

"Yes, sir." The boy hopped to his feet.

As Jefferson |l ed us through the back ways of Sovereignty, | felt a constant



prickl e between ny shoul der bl ades, as if at any nmonent a slug froma spl at

gun woul d strike me. The silence of the habitat was oppressive. Everyone

except the militia had holed up, and I was sure that any second soneone
woul d

spot us. | glanced down each cross-street we passed, expecting a patrol to

spring out at us anytine. Once | saw Tevi doing the sane, and we exchanged

nervous smiles. Wth the single-m ndedness of youth, however, Jefferson
for ged

ahead without sparing a glance fromhis route. Suddenly, the boy stopped.

"We're here," he said.

"Where's the airlock?" | asked. W were standing at the edge of an
at nosphere

plant, long rows of nutrient tanks full of plankton

He pointed. "There."

Set ampong the nutrient tanks was a | ow rectangl e, which appeared to be a
spot

the tank farnmers had mi ssed. Tevi dropped down beside it. "A coffin lock,"
she

said. Her fingers traced the edge of the rectangle and caught sonet hing.
She

tugged, and a control panel swung open. "The escape suits should be
near by, "

she said, studying the panel

"Over here," Jefferson said. He loped to the far end of the rectangle and

pried a panel free. A puff of dust swirled up

| dropped down beside him "I bet this thing hasn’t been opened since they
built the place," | said.
He nodded. "I hope the air’s still good."

The rack behind the panel was filled with escape suits, fist-sized navy

bl ue
[ unps of pressurecloth that were deflated and fol ded for storage. Tucked at
the end of the rack were a series of skinny tanks the length of Jefferson’s

forearm | drew one free and checked its tag. "Well, this one’s full.
Pressure

regul ator | ooks good, too." | frowned. "But it only holds fifteen m nutes
of

air."”

"WIl that be enough tine?" he asked.

| reached for an escape suit. "It'll have to be."

Tevi appeared beside us. "The lock is ready." Her eyes w dened when she saw

the rack of gear. "Those suits are ancient."

"Let’'s just hope they work," | said, as | pulled the tab on the suit in ny

hand and tossed it to the floor. The pressurecl oth woke up, uncoiling
itself

into torso, arms, and legs. "Help ne hook up this air tank, wll you?"

She laid her slimhand over m ne. "Doug, how nuch experienced are you with

freespace maneuveri ng?"

"Not much," | admitted. "Twenty hours, heavily supervised. | didn't grow up
in

the Big Enpty."

"Gve me the suit," she said. "I have over eight hundred hours, solo."

"It’s yours." | stepped aside and let Tevi don the suit. While Jefferson and

wat ched, the suit fitted itself tightly to the contours of her body, gl oves
and boots form ng as she touched wist and ankle. An escape suit was little
nore than a pressure nenbrane designed for a quick passage between two

ar eas
of atmosphere, like a crippled station and a rescue ship. After giving the
suit a couple of tugs, Tevi did a backflip. "Al snug," she said.
She | ooked |ike she’'d been dipped in nidnight. "Ready for the tank?"



asked.
Tevi nodded. | fitted the air tank against her spine and held it in place
while the suit formed a seal against the cylinder, then attached a short
l ength of tubing to the nipple the suit grew against the back of her neck
W thin seconds, a transparent sphere bubbled up and around Tevi’'s head. She
took a few deep breaths and gave ne a thunbs-up
| Ileaned close to her helnet. "The comm | aser should be ained at the
Registry," | said, loudly and slowmy. "Squirt thema general distress
gha
and a warning, and set it to repeat. Ckay?"
Tevi nodded and said sonething that the helmet distorted into nonsense. She
spoke again. "Protektu knabo," she said. "Protect the boy."
"I will," | said. "Cood |uck."
The lock’s operation was sinple: two buttons. | pressed the first, and the
lid
of the coffin slid sideways, revealing a man-shaped space half a neter
deep.
Tevi slid into it, face down, and | pressed the second button. The lid slid
back, and the entire | ock shuddered as it depressurized. A green |ight
fl ashed
as the outer door had opened. "She's out," | said.
An instant |ater a raucous how pierced the air. Jefferson stunbled back
cl anpi ng his hands over his ears. "Wat’'s that?" he shouted over the din.
"Energency alarm" We fell back through the rows of plankton tanks, unti

S

t he
scream of the siren was bearable. "It nust have triggered automatically
when
the lock cycled.” | touched the boy’s shoulder. "Jefferson, you have to get
out of here."
n W]y?ll

"Because we’'re about to have conpany, and |’'ve got to stall themlong
enough

for Tevi to get off the warning."

"I"'mstaying," he said, as he planted his feet.

Abruptly, the siren died. | checked nmy watch. Alittle over a mnute had

passed. G ve her eight or ten mnutes to get to the ship, a couple nore

mnutes to sound the alert....l shook my head. Not enough tinme. As soon as

t hey caught us and saw Tevi was mi ssing, they’ d board our ship.

"What are we going to do, Mster Hammond?" Jefferson | ooked up at ne, his

eyes

wi de.

| glanced back at the coffin lock and the rack of escape suits, then down
at

the boy. "Are you willing to follow ne | ead, no matter what | do or say?"

"Yes, sir."

"Let’'s get back to the lock, then," | said. "But you' Il have to play al ong

with me, okay?"

H s face sobered. "Yes, sir."

"Good man. Follow ne." | dashed back to the |ock, unfurled an escape suit,
and

began to put it on. | had one sleeve to go when six armed nen cane chargi ng

t hrough the pl ankton tanks, weapons drawn. "Freeze!" shouted one of them

Jefferson ducked down on the far side of the lock. | kept struggling with
t he

suit until two of the nen cane up and grabbed ny arms, tw sting them behind
ny

back. They pushed ne down before a young man with a scraggly bl onde beard.
He

stared at me and frowned. "You're that Educational Compliance cop, aren't
you?"



"Yes," | said shortly.
"What were you trying to do, Mster Cop?" The bl onde youth yanked ny chin

up.
He really was terribly young, and | al nost | aughed at the thought of these
near-children playing soldier. But their weapons were real enough. "I was
trying to get to ny ship," | said. daring in Jefferson’s direction,

added

"And | would have made it, if that stupid kid hadn’t set off the alarm"”

"Kid?" My captor glanced across the |ock, where Jefferson was slowy
getting

to his feet. The man goggl ed. "Jefferson?"

"Hi, Kyle," Jefferson said in a small voice.

"Cet over here!" Kyle shouted. H's voice broke on the second word, and the

rest of the patrol |aughed until his stare silenced them

Jefferson dragged hinself before his brother. He didn't | ook at me, but

silently | urged

himon. This was working out better than 1’'d hoped. "I'’msorry," he said.

Kyl e’ s hand | ashed out and caught Jefferson across the cheek. "Wat’'s the

matter with you? | told you to stay away fromthis guy!"

"I didn't nean to," Jefferson said meekly.

"I bet you didn't." Kyle's hand balled into a fist. "Maybe | didn't beat

enough sense into you last night."

"That’ s enough,” | said. "It’s ne you want, not him Anyway, it wasn't |ike
he

was any help. Dunb kid cycled the lock before I could get the suit on."

The patrol |aughed again, and this tinme Kyle joined them "You' re right
about

that, mster,’
boy~?"

"I'f you say so," Jefferson said, his voice barely audible.

| forced nmy shoulders to relax. | could easily break the grip of the nen
who

held ne, but it was still six against one, and | couldn't risk getting

Jefferson hurt. "I guess you're going to take nme to General Bradley,"
sai d.

Kyle took the bait. "That's right," he said. Suddenly, he snapped his
fingers.

"Wait a minute. You had a lady cop with you, didn't you? A nigger. Were is

she?"

| met his gaze squarely. "Back at our quarters. This isn’t a job for a
wonan. "

He nodded. "That's true. Maybe you cops aren’'t as dunb as you | ook." He
rai sed

his voice. "W' |l escort the prisoner to General Bradley. Jefferson, you're

comng with us."

As the guards dragged ne to my feet, | caught Jefferson’s eye and gave him
a

quick smle. | noved along without protest, for with every step | was
buyi ng

time for Tevi. Kyle marched us down the habitat toward the far end of the

cylinder, where |1’'d seen the fusion plant earlier. The area was thick with

uniformed nen. Qur little patrol stopped outside a square bl ockhouse, and
Kyl e

told us he would go talk with the general. | made nyself as confortable as
I

could and stole glances at nmy watch. Already ten mnutes had passed; wth

l uck, Tevi was aboard our ship.

Time flowed inexorably: five mnutes, then ten, then fifteen. The other nen
in

the patrol gathered to gossip, paying cursory attention to me and ignoring

he said. "Jefferson here is a waste of oxygen. Aren’t you,



Jefferson conpletely. | caught the boy’' s eye, tapped my watch, smling

broadly, then swallowed the snmle as Kyle reappeared. "The general will see

you now, " he said.

Kyl e | ooked a bit pale, and having net Bradley nyself | felt a tw nge of

synmpat hy. The young man led us into the building, which hunmred with
activity.

W passed three security checkpoints and were ushered into a |ong room
wher e

dozens of nmen intently studied a five-neter display screen. Prom nent anong

them was the general, whose slight form somehow managed to fill the room
with

an aura of authority. Kyle stepped forward. "General Bradley, sir?" Hs
Voi ce

squeaked.

Bradl ey gl anced at ne. "Were's the other one?"

"I'n her quarters,”" Kyle said. Hi s voice grew a bit stronger. "This isn't
wor k

for wonen."

Bradl ey turned his gaze on the youth. "Did you check?"

Kyle wilted. "No, sir."

"She’s not there," | said. Heads turned in nmy direction. "She alerted the

Registry to your little game about ten minutes ago."

"The airlock," Kyle said. "She was the one who used the airlock." H's face

twisted. "You lied to ne!"

"Did I?" | shrugged. "Sorry about that."

Kyl e lunged. | stepped into his charge and smashed nmy el bow into his face,

then delivered a doubl e-handed bl ow to the back of his neck as he crunpl ed

forward. The nmen around me funbled for their sidearms. Then Bradl ey raised
hi s

hand, and all notion ceased. He glanced at the fallen soldier. "Lunar

pent at hl on?" he asked.

| nodded.

"I shoul d have guessed." Bradley turned to the display screen. "W haven't

| aunched the nmissile yet. Changing its trajectory will only take a nonent.
The

Registry will still fall."

"They’'re on alert now " | said. "They’' ||l have a | ock on anything nmovi ng
wi t hin

amllion kilometers. And if Sovereignty does |launch, things will go nuch

worse for you. Al you' ve done so far is conspire and threaten. |If you

actual ly attack, your neighbors will cone over and peel this habitat open.”

Bradl ey’s face tightened. "If they board Sovereignty, we'll fight."

"Why board it?" | said. "They can just descend on your hull with cutting

torches, like they did at Archangel Habitat. Do you want to see your
famlies
di e, your children?"
"Fromtime to time, the tree of liberty nmust be watered with the bl ood of
patriots," Bradley said. "W canme here to be free, but you people won't
| eave
us alone. As free nen, we would rather die than be ordered around by the
l'i kes
of you."
"Does everyone on Sovereignty feel that way?"
"We stand united in our cause," he declared. The sol diers beside hi mnodded
their agreenent.
"What about hinP" | pointed to Jefferson. "How does he feel ?"
"He's just a child."
"\What about your wives and daughters, then? While they' re busy watering the
tree of liberty, who will be enjoying its fruit?"
"Sovereignty was founded on an idea, M ster Hammond. |If we must sacrifice



ourselves to that idea, we wll."

"Ever thought about what will happen to your idea when you're all dead?"
shook ny head. "You want to be renenbered as free men and martyrs, but
you're

going to be renmenbered as terrorists. There' s nothing noble in what you're
pl anni ng, general. Miurder in the nane of freedomnever is. The EC exists to
make sure peopl e renenber that. Launch that missile, and you'll only make
it
stronger."
The i mages on the screen slowy crept past. Otherwi se the roomwas silent,
noti onl ess. Then Bradl ey’ s shoul ders slunped. "Why can't you | eave us al one?
"Because we’'re human,"” | said. "Because we can't |eave each other al one.
Every
time a group goes to the frontier to | eave the world behind, the world
eventual ly catches up with them You can argue against that world, you can
fight it, but you can't keep it out. Destroying the Registry isn't striking
a
bl ow for freedom general, it's just a dramatic way to commt suicide. Is
t hat
what you want ?"
Bradl ey took a deep breath and closed his eyes. Wen he opened them his
aur a
of command evaporated, revealing a tired, frail man. "No," he whi spered.
Rai sing his voice, he said "Stand down, everyone. Stand down."
Kyle found his voice. "Sir?"
"We can’t fight this war with bonmbs, son. They can’t destroy ideas."
Br adl ey
gave me a wintry snile. "As you can see, Mster Hanmond, | have read ny
history. Return to your ship, and if you can find roomin your report to
| ook
kindly on an old fool, |I'd appreciate it."
Over the pounding of my heart, | nodded. As Bradley began issuing orders, |
laid a hand on Jefferson’s shoul der and gui ded hi mout of the building. The

patrol still lingered around the entrance, and when they saw us return they

| ooked puzzled. "Were' s Kyle?" asked one of the soldiers.

"War’s over," | said.

They stared at ne bl ankly.

"You boys ever thought of starting a football |eague?" | asked.

The patrol began to argue anongst thenselves. | tapped Jefferson on the

shoulder. "I'mgoing to see Tevi. Want to cone al ong?"

"Sure." Jefferson grinned. As we crossed Sovereignty, he said "M ster
Hanmond,

you said you were an athlete once.™

"Right," | said. "Lunar pentathlon.”

"Just what is that?"

"It’s sort of a celebratory event," | said. "Back during the fight for
Lunar

i ndependence, a group of patriots went on a dangerous m ssion to take out
an

enemy communi cati on post. So we hold five athletic events that comenorate

their mssion.” Raising a hand, | counted off the events on ny fingers. "A

five hundred kilometer run. A crater clinmb. An orientation course with
usi ng

no equi pnent, just the stars, the sun, the Earth, and the horizon. A |long

junp." | paused at ny thunb.

"Vell?" he said.

"During the original mssion, the patriots had to fight their way through
t he

eneny post before disabling it. So we hold a martial arts conpetition. |
was



al ways pretty good at that."
W had reached the open-cage car |leading up to the ship. Jefferson
hesi t at ed.

"Come on up,"” | said. "After all, you may want to | eave this place
sonetinme. "

The boy swallowed. "I don’t do so well with heights.”

"That makes two of us." | swung into the car and patted the seat beside ne.

"Come here, Jefferson. W’ll help each other up." And so we did.
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