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"Ni ce of you to show up, Jack," lan said as | hustled up to the neatly-dug

rectangle and the pile of dark earth beside it.

"I had to secure the helicopter."” To place the open grave between nyself
and

lan, | wal ked over and stood beside Jean. He offered nme a faint snile

"Shall we begi n?" asked G anni. He stood at the head of the grave; traces
of

dirt clung to the ankles and wists of his coveralls.

| nodded. Jean pursed his lips. lan glared at ne, then gave a sharp nod.

G anni consulted the conputer slate in his hands. "I1’ve had to adapt the

cerenony somewhat," he said. "Qur relationship with John was uni que, and
["m

not sure that any single termcan do it justice, but |I’ve decided on

‘bel oved.”" He cleared his throat, then began reading fromthe slate. "W
are

gat hered today in nourning and renenbrance. ..

The wind gusted, ruffling my hair, tugging at the seans of ny coveralls,

scattering dirt fromthe edge of the grave. As G anni’'s calm neasured
Voi ce

continued, | | ooked out past the grave to the cluster of donmes sone two

hundred neters away that marked the station. Beyond it lay the forest,

bl ue-green in the silvery sunlight, extending out toward the horizon where

distant hills rose to neet the purple sky. Beside ne, Jean coughed.

"...this strange and unfamliar world, whose ways he cane to learn,"” @G anni
was sayi ng.

Looki ng across the grave, | met lan’'s gaze. He glared at me, hot-eyed, his

face a taut mask. | locked eyes with him matching his anger, daring himto

break contact first.

Qur silent contest was ended by the sharp rap of G anni’s knuckl es agai nst
hi s

slate. He knelt down and gathered a handful of earth, scattering it into
t he

grave as he intoned "Ashes to ashes, and dust to dust. May he rest in

peace—John, our father and brother."

To a chorus of "Anen" lan, Jean, and | added our own offerings of dirt. |
went

| ast, pausing to glance at the colorless face in the grave, a face repeated

identically in those of the three nen around ne, and in ny own.

"CGoodbye, John," | said.

Four shovels lay beside the pile of earth, and in unspoken accord we each
t ook

one. W& worked in silence, each turning a spadeful of earth into the grave
in

a regul ar, unconscious rhythm Like fingers on a hand, | thought. Only now
one

of those fingers had been deliberately chopped off. The corpse beneath us,
its

skull caved in froma vicious blow, bore witness to that.

lan thrust his spade into the pile of earth and left it there, breaking the

rhythm "All right, Jack," he said. "Wiy did you do it?"



"Me?" | said.

"You' d been arguing with John for days," he said.

"That’ s because he was being too cautious with letting ne scout in the
‘copter." | turned to G anni, who stood with the point of his spade in the
ground, his chin resting on the end of the handl e, cushioned by the backs

of
his fingers. "You know how much of an old woman John coul d be about safety."
"He was cautious," G anni agreed. "But with reason. Stornms can bl ow up over
the hills faster than the weather satellites can track them"
"I can dodge storms in the ‘copter,” | said.
"Whet her you could or couldn’t, you'd certainly feel conpelled to try,"
G ann
said dryly. "You take too many chances, Jack."
"I can’t help it. It’s how | was made."
| an pounced. "Exactly. You're the thrill-seeker, Jack, the dare-devil. You
told John that if he didn’t get out of your way, you d—=
"Make him Yes, | know" M hands tightened on the spade. "W were arguing.
sai d sonmething foolish. That doesn’'t nmean | killed him"
"I't makes you the best suspect," he retorted.
"Ch, really? Wat about you? | seemto recall that you were conveniently
absent when Jean found the body."

"l came as soon as | could. | was—

"Surveying a watercourse. Right. A kiloneter away, and it took you fifteen

m nutes to get back to the station. What’'d you do, craw ?" | leveled the
spade

at his mdsection. "Or perhaps you stopped al ong the way to hide sonething
heavy enough to crush a man's skull?"
Before he could reply there came a distant, dull thunp fromthe station

Qur
four heads swung as one toward the distant donmes. At first, nothing. Then a
t hread of bl ack snoke rose lazily skyward.

| hurled nmy spade aside and took off running. lan fell in beside ne, and
wi thin seconds G anni and Jean pull ed abreast. Ahead of us, the trickle of
snoke wi dened. "lIs it one of the dones?" | called.

Jean piped up. "Either that or the comm bunker."

"Dam." G anni’s lips tightened into a slash as we charged ahead.

The conmm bunker stood twenty meters outside of the station's perineter, and
as

we passed it Ganni smiled with relief. The | ow, half-buried building was

intact. Once in the station proper | could see the nmain done rising
undanmaged,

so the living quarters were safe. The dark snoke lay to our right. Suddenly

I an shouted "The cloning tanks!" and put on a burst of speed. Jean grabbed
ny

armand told me he would fetch an extinguisher; | nodded at him and G anni

and | continued on to the snoking remains of Done Three.

The heat fromthe burning building was terrific. The done’s smooth surface
had

col l apsed, and oily snoke rose fromthe shattered weckage as the plastic

bubbl ed and burned. lan stood at the edge of the ruin, his chest heaving.
Waen

he heard our footsteps, he turned to face us. "It's a total |oss,'
in

a raw voi ce. "The cloning tanks are gone."

Wthin a mnute Jean appeared, |lugging two portable fire extinguishers.
Though

fierce, the fire was small, and he and G anni quickly eradicated it. W
st ood

staring at the weckage, the tang of scorched plastic bitter in our throats.

he said,



"So nmuch for bringing John back," | said.

"Somebody certainly nmade sure that we couldn’t bring himback," lan said

darkly. "First the murder, now this."

"WIIl it jeopardize the mssion?" asked Jean

An uneasy sil ence descended. G anni broke it by saying "I’mnot sure. It’'s
up

to Ship now. After all, we’'ve only |ost one scout out of five. Yes, it was

John, but we’'re John too, aren’t we? Al of us were grown fromhis DNA "
"Yeah, but what about his neural engran?" lan said. "None of the four of us
has John’s whole nmind."
That was the crux of the matter. Two billion kiloneters out in space hung
Ship, its precious cargo of DNA sanpl es and neural engrams protected by
t hat
di stance fromthe radiati on of Penny, the F3 star at the heart of this
system
Ship had arrived in-systemnearly a year ago, and after deternining that
t he
second pl anet had potential for a colony Ship dispatched its nanos and Von
Neumann machi nes to construct the on-planet station. Wen the cloning tanks
were finished, Ship sent the DNA sanple for John, the mission’s scout. The
tanks grew five clones fromthe sample, and one of the clones was inprinted
with John's full neural engram his personality, nenories, and sense of
sel f.
The ot her four clones (Jean, lan, G anni, and nyself) received a "tweaked"
version of that engram W shared nost of John’s nenories, but the elenents
of
his original personality received different enphases in the four of us. The
result was a teamof five scouts with enough simlarities to work well
t oget her but enough differences that our strengths would overlap and cance
out our weaknesses. Or so the theory went.
But John was the key. As the original, he possessed the ability to
i ntegrate
our data. The decision on whether to colonize this world or not ultimtely
rested with Ship, but John’s recommendati ons would figure heavily into that
choi ce. Now he was gone, and though the four of us who remai ned shared
John’ s
full engram between us, none of us held the whole of it.
One of lan’s conments tickled the back of ny mind. Turning to him | said
"What do you mean when you said sonebody didn’t want John brought back?"
| an stepped up to the ruined dome, carefully plucked a piece of the
wr eckage
free, and brought it back to us. "Snell that?"
G anni wrinkled his nose. "Snmells |ike burnt plastic.”
"Try again. There's a sharp undertone."
W bent our heads over the charred |l unmp. The stench fromthe bl ackened

pl astic
was sharp enough to nmake nmy eyes water, but beneath it was a heavy, acrid
odor. "That’s cordite," lan said. "It’s the base for the expl osive charges
used in the seisnic surveys. So this wasn’'t an accident."”
"You run those surveys, don't you?" | said.
lan’s face darkened. "Jack, if you' re suggesti ng—
"Suggesting? Me?" | put on a fake smile. "Wuld | go around accusi ng peopl e
i ke that?"
G anni’s voice cut through the tension. "lan? Jack? Arguing like this won't
sol ve anything."
Maybe not, but it would be fun, | thought, and |I could see a simlar idea
wor k

its way across lan's face.
"Think of the mission," Jean said softly.
| an nodded and broke away fromnme. "You' re right, Jean,'

he said. "The



m ssi on

cones first. John’s gone, so it’s up to us to make sure this world is safe
for

col oni zati on. Agreed?"

"Agreed," | said. The success of the nission was a bone-deep conpul sion in
al |

of us; it was the single strongest part of John that we shared.

"Ship has to be told about this,"” G anni said.

"That’s true," lan said. "It’s also true that one of us is a nurderer." The

last word hung in the air as we avoided each other’s eyes. "So | think we

shoul d buddy up. That way, if sonmebody else turns up with his skull caved
in

we' |l have a better idea of who the prime suspect is."

"Fine," Jean said. "I'll go with you."

"Al'l right." lan pivoted, turning his back on the wreckage. "Let’'s go to
Done

Five and count the seismc charges. Then we’ll have absol ute proof of
whet her

or not this explosion was deliberate.”

"Jack and I will go to the comm bunker and report to Ship," G anni said.

"Jack can make up his own nind, thank you very nuch,” | retorted

"Fine." lan stared at me. "If you have to bury nore evidence, go right
ahead. "

Before | could reply, Ganni cut in. "Accusations aren’t going to help,
I an.

And Jack, | really do need sonme assistance at the comm bunker."

"Ckay," | said. "I'll help. But lan, later you and I will have to talk."

"I"'mlooking forward to it," lan said. "Cone on, Jean."

Jean was staring at the burned done, his shoul ders shaking. G anni touched
a

hand to his arm and he turned to face us. His eyes were briming with
tears.

"John’s really gone, isn't he? Forever and ever."

"We certainly won't see himagain," G anni said.

"I suppose Ship could bring himback," lan said. "Mre of his DNA sanples
are

up there, and his engram But w thout the experiences we've had here, he

woul dn’t be our John."

"You're right," Jean said, as he scrubbed his eyes with the back of his
hand.

"I just didn't realize until right now that he wouldn’t be back."

| 1 ooked away. John had been irritating at times, and he certainly thought

that he knew best, but he did care for us. He made us get al ong, kept us

focused on the m ssion. He held us together. Now he was gone, and al ready
I an

and | were bickering. How nuch | onger until we all split apart?

| an slipped an arm around Jean’s shoul ders and | ed himaway fromthe
wr eckage,

toward the supply done, while G anni and | wal ked silently to the comm
bunker .

| waited by the small uplink dish while G anni punched in the bunker’s
access

code. Inside was cool, dim and cranmped. Hunched over, we shuffled forward
and

fol ded ourselves into the twin plastic chairs that were the only furniture.

The ceiling hung an oppressive hal f-neter above our heads. G anni slid out
a

keyboard and began typing. "Time for another creative report,"” he said.
"Why ‘creative ?" | asked.

The glow fromthe nmonitors gave his face a bluish cast. "I informed Ship of



John’s death, of course, but | altered the circunstances somewhat. | said
we

found himin the field, that he had fallen and struck his head agai nst a
rock."

"You lied to Ship?"

"l offered a scenario that was consistent with the data," he said. The
click

of his fingers on the keyboard nade a precise counterpoint to his clipped

voice. "Now | need a simlar scenario for the destruction of Done Three. An

accident, perhaps. After all, the tanks required pure oxygen, volatile
chem cal s—=
| leaned over and clanped a hand on his right arm "G anni, lying to Ship

directly violates m ssion guidelines.”

Colors fromthe screen flashed across his face as he gazed at me. The eyes,

the slant of the nose, the set of the jaw+ saw those identical features in

the mrror every day. But the energy behind his face was different. My face
in

the mrror was vibrant, shifting; Ganni’s was placid, absorbed. "Wat is
t he

goal of the mssion, Jack?"

"To establish a colony,” | replied pronptly.

"And who is best able to determine if this planet is suitable for a col ony?"

"We are, of course.”

"But who has the final say as to whether the planet will be col onized?"

"Ship does."

He nodded. "Precisely. But Ship is cautious, conservative. It has to be,
with

ten mllion DNA sanples tucked into its vaults. It only gets one chance to

coloni ze a planet, so it has to have accurate, reliable data."

"Haven't we been providing that?"

"Put yourself in Ship’s place," he said. "If one of your scouts had been

nmurdered, if the cloning tanks had been sabotaged, would you trust the
ot her

scout s?"

| frowned. "I see the problem"

"It gets worse," he said. "If this planet was barely habitable, | imagine
Ship

woul d sinply abandon us and nove on to the next star on its list. However
t he

planet is, in fact, quite suitable for a col ony. Atnospheric oxygen is a
bi t

above Earth-normal, and Penny runs hot in the ultraviolet, but both are
within

accept abl e paraneters. Only one el ement has been unreliable, and that’'s us.
I f

you were in Ship's place, what would you do?"

| didn't like the way this conversation was heading. "I guess |I'd elimnate

the unreliable elenent.”

"Exactly," he said. "Kill the scouts, rebuild the tanks, and clone a new
team"

"So that’s why you’ve been doctoring the reports.”
He nodded. "But | also know that Ship is smarter than we are. If | keep

reporting ‘accidents,’” it will become suspicious, and at that point its
saf est

course of action would be sinply to wi pe us out."

"Then we better find out who's causing the accidents," | said.

He sai d not hi ng.

"Ganni, | didn't kill John."

"Neither did I." A smle ghosted across his face. "O course, if you ask

Jean



or lan, they'Il tell you the same thing."

"You're right." | rubbed ny tenples, trying to banish a buddi ng headache.
"You

finished with that report?"

He tapped a few keys, then | eaned back and lifted his hands fromthe

keyboar d.

"It’s onits way to Ship now "

"Ckay." | rolled ny head in a slow circle, but the headache had set its
cl aws

and wasn’t about to be dislodged soon. "If Ship decides to w pe us and
start

over...G anni, do you think we’'ll get any kind of warning?"

He shrugged. "Probably not. If it was your decision, would you tell?"

"Good point." | got to ny feet, crouching to avoid the lowceiling. "I'm
goi ng

to Donme Five, to talk to the others."

"Ckay. Watch out for lan."

"Why? Do you think he did it?"

"I think that your mnds work alike, that’'s all."

"Ganni, all our mnds work alike."

He smiled tightly. "Then if you want to know who the killer is, ask how
wel |

you know yoursel f."

The air outside the bunker was a warm hum d bl anket. Penny hung in the sky

like an actinic flare, and a purple snudge on the horizon warned of
af t ernoon

stornms. The air in Florida was like this, the same heavy wei ght, the sane

prom se of rain. Florida. That was John’s nenory. Part of his engram 1’'d
never been to Florida-hell, |1'd never go—but the menory was there, fresh
and

vivid. The nenory felt like me, even though | hadn’t been there when it
happened. My head throbbed, and | pressed ny hands agai nst ny tenples,

trying
to press the nmenories back into nmy skull. Alien inages tunbled through ny
m nd. Blue sky. A yellow sun. Palmtrees. John's nmenories, not mne. But
t hey

were mne, too.

Dangerous thoughts. W' d all been warned about identity fragmentation. If |
split ny mind into pieces, started to divide nyself into "Jack" and "John,"
that way | ed madness. "Gestalt" was a word that figured strongly into ny

early
training. As Jack, | conbined John's engramw th nenories fromny own
experiences, but | was nore than a conposite of those nmenories. "Ilnner
unity,"

the training tapes had said, in soothing tones. "You have a uni que inner

unity, a you that transcends all the pieces of you." But when the

engram nenories intruded, that unity became a fragile thing, easily broken

The entrance to Dome Five stood before me, and | wasn't entirely sure how I

had gotten there. My fingers shook as | punched the access code. Had
bl anked

out like that before, lost track of what | was doing? Could | have killed
John

in such a state and not renenbered it? | swallowed and took a deep breath
as

the door irised open.

lan and Jean stood in the center of the dome, exam ning a computer slate.
Bot h

| ooked up as | entered. "Were's G anni ?" |an asked

"Back at the comm bunker," | said.

H s face darkened. "W agreed to the buddy system"”



"I didn't agree to anything," | said. "Look, lan, we’'re adults. We're alert

to
the killer, he won't be able to surprise anyone. So |I'll go where | please.
Al one. "
"Fine," he said. "Do what you want, but don't expect me to trust you."
"Don’t be childish." | crossed the done. "Did you check the seisnic

char ges?"

Jean nodded. "Yes. One is missing. W took inventory to see if anything
el se
had been taken, but nothing was."

"So the explosion was deliberate,” | said.

"It was," lan said.

"And whoever caused it was familiar with using explosives," | said.

lan glared at ne and plucked the slate fromJean’s hands. "I'’mgoing to
r eport

to Ganni," he said

"What about the buddy systen?" | called after him H s back stiffened, but
then the door opened, admitting a gust of heat and light, and he was gone.
"Jean, 1'd like to take a | ook at those charges," | said.
"Sure. This way." He guided ne to a stack of black plastic crates. The top
crate was unseal ed; the interior was sectioned into nine spaces, and six of
t hose spaces were filled with squat white cylinders. He lifted one of the
cylinders free and displayed it. "Inventory control showed seven charges

| eft
in this crate. The m ssing one nmust have been used to bl ow up the cloning
tanks. "
"Is it safe to handle those things like that?" | |eaned away fromthe
expl osi ve.
"Perfectly safe,"” he said, pointing to the base of the cylinder. "The
detonator’s in there. You unscrew the bottom then attach it to the top. No
way it can go off accidentally.”
"You’' ve used them before, then?"
"Yes. lan’s used nost of them of course, for his seismc surveys." He

dr opped
the charge back into its cradle. "But any of us could have used one. The
instructions are printed on the top of the crate.™
| upended an enpty fertilizer barrel and sat. "Well, we may not have the
chance to use any nore of them"
"Ch?" He found a full barrel, westled it up beside mne, and turned it into

chair. "You don’t think Ship will cancel the m ssion, do you?"

"No, but it mght cancel us." Quickly | outlined nmy conversation with
@ anni

Jean absorbed ny words quietly, his face conposed, his eyes distant. Wen |

finished, he said "So if Ship thinks we’'re defective parts, it’ll just
repl ace

us."

"Right. The hard truth is that we' re expendable. The colony is nore
i mport ant

than the four of us. And you know how strongly John believed in the
m ssi on. "

"Indeed | do." He swept a stray | ock of hair back behind his ear

"Do you?"

"Believe in the mssion?" Licked his Iips, he chose his words with care.
"l f

this planet should turn out to be a suitable world for a colony, then yes,
we

need to make sure the colony gets established. If it’'s not, we have a duty
to

see that Ship goes el sewhere.”



"Everything |I’ve seen so far indicates this world would be ideal."

"Perhaps it is," he said. "But the first three sites Ship chose fromorbit
for

the prime colony weren’t suitable. Too nuch seismic activity."

"You' ve been helping lan with his seismc survey, then."

He nodded. "And |’ ve been gathering other data. Like the planet’s nmagnetic

field. It reverses every hundred thousand years or so, and during the
rever sal

the planet is wide open to ultraviolet and short-frequency radiation from

Penny. That may be why there isn’'t nmuch in the way of higher life here."

"When's it due to flip again?"

He sucked his lower lip. "Perhaps a few hundred years. | haven’'t finished
ny

anal ysis of the data. And I'msure we'll find other surprises as keep

exploring. We have a lot to |learn about this planet before we can okay the

colony."

"If we're around to do it," | said sourly.

"Losi ng John was a blow, " he conceded.

"Did you like John?" | asked. "As a person, | nean."

"He treated ne like a brother."

"Well, he treated nme like a kid," | said. "Every time | wanted to explore a

new sector, he would say ‘No, Jack. Wait, Jack. We don't knowif it's safe

yet, Jack.'"

Jean smled. "I was going to add that a brother isn't necessarily an idea

person. John nade it clear that he was the ol der brother, that he knew best.

don’t think he always took my ideas seriously."
"He acted like his opinion was the only one that mattered."

"I suppose it was," Jean said. "After all, Ship was going to base its
deci si on

on John’s input. He had the final say."

"And he made sure that we knew that," | added.

"Well, he was dedicated to the mission. He wanted it to succeed."

"So do I. So do you, and lan, and G anni. So why was he killed?"

The intercom panel by the door of the donme beeped, and rather than
answeri ng

nmy question Jean crossed over to it. After a brief conversation, he
ret ur ned.

"That was G anni. lan’s over at the hangar, and he wants us all to join
hi m

Ri ght now. "

"The hangar?" | said, rising. "He better keep his hands off the helicopter

And mmy tools. | swear, if he touches any of themI'IIl...."

"You'll what?" Jean’s face was expressionless, but judgnent lurked in his
eyes.

"I"ll be really upset,” | finished weakly. "Let’'s go."

The hangar was a | ong shed on the north side of the station. Except during

stornms, | left the doors at either end open. Easier to get the helicopter
in

and out that way. dancing at the sky, | saw that the distant snudge of
cl ouds

had solidified into a dark line, and its |eading edge was headi ng our way.
W entered the hangar fromthe east. Here were the tools and equi prent |
used
to keep the helicopter flying. The ‘copter itself, a bul bous insect of
car bon
fiber and plastic, filled the western half of the hangar. | knew every nook
and cranny of the craft the way my tongue knew the back of my teeth, and
sized up the rest of the space with a quick glance. Tools lay scattered on
t he



wor kbench. Two drawers of the netal tool chest beside the bench jutted out

hal fway. Above the bench, xylophone-like, ran an ascendi ng series of
wr enches.

The second wench fromthe | ong end was gone.

"Looki ng for this?" lan stepped away fromthe bench and brandi shed the
m ssi ng

wrench. G anni, eyes hooded, stood next to him

"What the hell are you doing with ny tool s?" | demanded.

"I think the question is, what were you doing with then?" He stepped cl oser

and thrust the wench toward me. The head of the tool bore a dark red crust.

Besi de nme, Jean drew a sharp breath.

"I found this a hundred nmeters north of here, in the grass,” lan said.
"R ght

where you left it after you killed John."

| lunged forward, knocking the wench fromhis hand and seizing the collar
of

his coveralls. Balling nmy hand into a fist | swng at him but he raised a

hand and intercepted the blow H s eyes glowed. "That’s right, Jack, bring
it
on," he said.

A weight fell across ny back and arns, pulling me away. Then Jean’s voice
was

inm ear, telling me to stop. G anni stepped forward, interposing his body

between us. "Cut it out," he said.

| an stepped back, breathing heavily and shaking his head. "See? | told you
he

didit."

"I didn't kill John!"™ A shrug of mnmy shoul ders broke Jean’s hold; then, with
an

effort | lowered ny fists. "Ganni, | didn't doit."

"Jack, it was your wench!" lan shouted. "And you were arguing w th John
t he

ot her day. W all heard you."

"Way didn’t | kill himthen?" | retorted. "W were both in the hangar. Wy

didn’t | just grab a wench and brain himright there, rather than wait a
day,

kill him then walk all the way back through the station to dunp the nurder

weapon?" | turned to Ganni. "Yes, | was angry with John. Hell, we were al

angry with himat one time or another. If that’'s the notive, then we all
share

it."

"You're right." He picked up the bl oodstained tool and set it on the bench

"Fi ndi ng the weapon doesn’t clear or condemm anyone. The hangar’s open
al nost

all the time, and any one of us could have taken the wench."

"That’s right," | said. "Even you, lan. In fact, it would be a great way to

pin the blame on nme, wouldn’t it? You could take the wench, kill John with

it, stash it sonmewhere, then conveniently ‘find it later on."

"You expect us to believe that | killed John because | don’t |ike you?" lan

shook his head. "You're really stretching for a reason, Jack."

"That's the problem isn't it?" Ganni said. "Mtive. W still don't know
why

John was killed."

"Perhaps he could tell us," Jean said.

We all turned and stared at him

"Seriously." He stepped toward us. "W all keep personal logs, right? So
did

John. Maybe his | og can suggest a notive."

After a brief pause, | said "He's got a point."

"Shoul dn’t we ask Ship first?" lan said. "And how are we going to access



t he

| og without his password?"

"We''d better do this now, rather than waiting four hours or nmore for word
from

Ship," Ganni said. "As for the password, |eave that to ne."

W returned to Done One in pairs: lan and Jean, G anni and me. A shiver

touched nmy spine as we entered John’s quarters. We'd found his body there,

sl unped before his workstation, saturated with blood. I’'d hel ped G anni
cl ean

up, and the scene was fixed in nmy mnd. John's coveralls hung in the
cl oset,

wi th shoes squared beneath them The linens |lay neatly turned down on the
bed,

and the light at the workstati on was angled to keep the glare off the
screen.

The toothbrush was to the left of the sink, with the toothpaste
per pendi cul ar

to it. John had kept his roomexactly as | kept mine. Hardly surprising;
after

all, John’s habits were my habits, too. But spooky. Only the smell had been

different, the netallic tang of bl ood.

I will never forget that snell.

G anni settled into the chair at the workstation, and the rest of us forned
a

sem circl e behind himas he touched the keys and called up the | ogon
screen.

PASSWORD.

Keys rattled, and the screen fl ashed.

MASTER ACCESS CCDE ACCEPTED. LOGGE NG ON TO NETWORK.

"Master access code?" lan bent forward. "G anni, where did you get the
access

code?"

"From John." G anni swiveled to face us. "lI’ve had it for sone tine. He
want ed

one of us to have it, in case sonething should happen to him"

"I suppose it never occurred to you to tell us about that,"” | said.

He met ny gaze. "It did occur to nme. | decided not to."

| was going to |lecture himabout keeping secrets when the screen flashed
agai n

and di spl ayed the network desktop. | glanced at |an, caught his frown, and

nodded.

"That’s odd," G anni said

"What’s the matter?" asked |an

"I can’t locate John’s personal | og.
on

the screen. FILE NOT FOUND

"Try ‘journal,’" suggested Jean. "Or ‘diary.’"

"Just display all the files," lan said.

G anni conplied. W bent our heads to the screen, reading the list of
nanes.

No | og. "Maybe he secured or hid the file," Jean said.

"He couldn’t hide it fromthe nmaster access code," G anni said.

"Maybe he didn't keep a log," | said.

lan snorted. "OF course he did. It’s part of the mission protocol. | can't

i magi ne John

not keepi ng one."

"Perhaps he did keep one, and his killer erased it," Jean said.

W nodded i n unconscious uni son. "There nust have been sonething vital in

there,” lan said. "Too bad we'll never know what it is."

"Wait a minute." Ganni’'s brow furrowed. "John made reports to Ship,

He tapped the keys; a box popped up



private

reports.”
"Then we can ask Ship for copies,” lan said.
"That rmay not be a good idea," | said.

lan glared at ne. "Wy not?"

"Because Ship doesn’'t know John was nurdered,"” G anni replied.

| an whi pped his head around. "What?"

Briefly G anni explained why he had altered the facts of John’s death in
hi s

report to Ship. He finished by saying "From Ship’s perspective, we're
becom ng

increasingly unreliable. | thought it best to be...selective in ny

conversations with Ship. If we watch what we say, the four of us can stil

conplete the mission."

"And when we find John’s killer, what then?" lan asked. "Have you figured
out

what to tell Ship about that?"

"W’ || deal with that problemwhen we get to it," Ganni said. "In the

meantime, | suggest we get sone work done before we | ose the day
conpletely.”

lan insisted that we buddy up again, so | spent several hours with Jean
The

stormblew in about ten minutes after we paired up, so the afternoon was
sl ow

and dull. First Jean watched me troubl eshoot the rotor assenbly on the

heli copter, and then | watched hi mcheck seedlings in the greenhouse. After

a

subdued dinner, | retreated to ny quarters and lay on ny bed with the
lights

of f, staring out into the stormas it raked the station. Lightning
bl ossoned

in the sky, painting designs of abstract beauty that hung in space for an

i nstant before the next wave obliterated them John had |oved the storns. A

fragment of nmenory stirred within me: a child s ganme of watching the
[ i ght ni ng

flash, then counting the seconds until the deep-chested boom of thunder. |

stared out into the rain, thinking. John had found an unusual way to
transcend

nortality. He had died, but his nenories hadn’t. Did that understanding
strike

himas one of us raised the wench to smash his skull? In a split instant
of

white lightning, did he realize that he was a killer, too? For everything
in

our minds was in his mnd as well, and if we could kill, so could he.

The stormgradual ly spent itself, dissolving into m st and the occasi ona

di stant sheet of lightning. | was as awake as |'d been when | first |ay
down,

so | swng ny feet to the floor and groped for ny shoes. Perhaps sone clear
air would settle my head.
Qut si de was cool and fresh. The lightning-charged air, alnmost a living
presence, was rich with the green scent of growing things. Fromthe ‘copter
|I"d seen nmore of this world than the others, and it was a young world, a
wor | d
of dense foliage gorged on Penny’'s intense light. Crustaceans and prinitive
insects were the only fauna. The terrestrial aninmals waiting in Ship's
st orage
were going to love it.
Li ghts gl eamed t hroughout the station, marking the donmes and the edges of
t he



perimeter. | drifted towards the latter, staring into the deep darkness
beyond. The wind brushed nmy hair, and | closed ny eyes and |l et the breeze
bl ow
t hrough me. A good place to live. A good place to start a colony. The
m ssi on
was bigger than all of us, and despite our troubles it would succeed.
When | opening nmy eyes, a light gleaned off to ny right, beyond the
peri meter.

| consulted my nmental map of the station. The conm bunker. | stepped toward

the dimglow and watched it swell. Definitely the bunker, and someone was
in

there. | broke into a run

The door to the bunker was shut, but lights glowed in the wi ndows, and as

drew near a shadow passed across the light. Wshing | had picked up a
branch

or a rock, | stepped up to the door panel, tapped the access code, and

| aunched nysel f through the door just as it dilated open. A figure stood

hunched over a panel, hands on the keyboard, head swinging to face ne. lan

Wth a shout, | hurled nyself at him

"Jack, wait— he said, but then | was upon him driving a shoulder into his

side. | started in with nmy fists: arm chest, jaw The | ast bl ow gl anced
of f

the side of his head as he twisted away and rai sed his own fists in
def ense.
Two qui ck bl ocks, and he threw hinself forward, wapping ne up in a clinch
"Jack, stop! Listen to ne!"
| twisted in his grip. "Wiat’'s this? Mre sabotage? O maybe you're trying

to
sneak a nmessage to Ship." | tried a punch to his gut, but the angle was
wr ong
and the bl ow | anded weakly.
"No." He tightened his grip. "I'mtrying to find John’s reports.™
"John’ s reports?" | stopped struggling.

"Remenber how G anni told us that John nade reports to Ship? | figured
there' d

be a record of the transni ssions sonmewhere. That's what |I'm 1l ooking for."
I an

| oosened his arms. "Look, we can pound each other all night, or you can
hel p

me out. Truce?"

"Truce."

He dropped his hold. "You can use the other console."

Working together, it only took us a few mnutes to find the transm ssion
| ogs

and separate

out John's reports. W found several dozen of them filed al nost every
ot her

day. "Where should we start?" asked I|an

"Let's look at the last reports and work our way back," | said.

"Fine." He tapped a conmand.

PRI VI LECED FI LE. MASTER ACCESS CCDE REQUI RED.

"The hell?" lan turned to ne. "Why the security | ockout?"

"Beats ne," | said. "Try another." We tried six nore files; all were |ocked
under the naster access code. "Looks like we'll need G anni to read these."
"Looks like." lan frowned. "But | can’t imagine why G anni would sea

John’ s
records, unless—
"Unl ess he has something to hide," | said.
I an nodded. "I think we should talk to him Now. "

"Good idea." | followed himthrough the cool midnight back to Donme One,



wher e

he thumbed the intercom panel outside G anni’s quarters and asked himto
open

up. The door slid open to reveal a yawni ng, bare-chested figure. "Wat is
it?"

he said blearily.

"W’ ve just conme fromthe comm bunker,'
have

been sealed with the naster access code. Care to explain why?"

G anni blinked the sleep fromhis eyes and consi dered each of us in turn.
He

sat on the bed and conbed a hand through his hair, a gesture | found
instantly

fam liar. Wien he spoke, however, his words had a neasured edge | never
used.

"After seeing what happened to John’s log, | thought it best to seal his

reports, just in case whoever erased the |log decided to finish covering his

tracks."

"Unl ess you were the one who erased John’'s log in the first place," lan
sai d.

"Then you coul d cover your own tracks by sealing the reports.”

"I suppose | could," Ganni said. "But wouldn't it be easier for me just to

erase the reports as well, if that were the case?"

"Not if you were trying to divert attention fromyourself. If both the
reports

and the | og had been erased, then we woul d have suspected you right away."

G anni rubbed his jaw. "Let ne get this straight. If | were guilty of
killing

John...that’s what you're really accusing me of, isn't it?...then | would
have

erased both the log and the reports. But since | didn't erase both, then |

must be guilty as well, since I’mtrying to cover ny tracks. |I’mdamed if

lan said. "John’s reports to Ship

do and dammed if | don't."

lan scow ed. "Fine. But we still want to see those reports.”

G anni | ooked a question at ne, and | nodded. "All right," he said. "Let ne

get a shirt and shoes."

Back at the comm bunker, G anni settled before a console while lan and
st ood

flanking him After entering the naster access code, he asked us what we

wanted to see. W started with John’s final report, which turned out to be
a

dry summation of weather data, along with a request to inplenent "Protoco
D."

A qui ck search through the | ast nonth of reports reveal ed only that John
was

determined to see the mission succeed. Several other nentions of "Protoco
D"

were made. After twenty mnutes of reading, | suggested that these reports
didn't show a man afraid for his life.

"You're right," lan said. "lrritated, maybe, but not afraid."

"True," | said. None of us fared well in John's reports. He thought | was

undi sci plined and too eager. lan was criticized for being too slow, Jean

wasted his tinme with "groundl ess concerns,” and G anni was "a dead wei ght"
who

spent too much tine with the conputers and comm system

"Actually, these reports are interesting for what isn't in them" lan said.

"Ch?" asked G anni

"My seismic reports, for one." He brought up a report fromthree weeks ago

"This was the day that | told himthe three primary col onization sites were



seismcally unstable zones. You' d think he’d pass that information to Ship,
but there’s no mention of it. Not here, and not in later reports.™

"Did you tell Jean that information?" | asked.

"Yeah. Wy?"

"He nentioned it to ne." | stared at the screen. "John was painting rather
a

rosy picture, wasn’t he? Nothing bad about this planet at all."

"Well, it’s a good planet," lan said defensively. "lIt’s a good place for a

colony."

"Good, yes, but is it the best?" | stretched my shoul ders. "Look at it from

Ship's

perspective. Ship only gets one chance to establish a colony, so it has to
be

perfect. This planet is close, but it’s not quite there."

"What's your point?"

"John wanted the m ssion to succeed. He wanted the colony to be here.
Suppose

he doctored the data to nake sure the colony would settle here?"

"So he was enthusiastic,"” lan said. "That’s hardly a crine." Bending
forward,

he touched a finger to the screen. "What’'s this ‘Protocol D ?"

"I was wondering about that nyself,"” | said. "Have you checked on it,
@ anni ?"

He shifted in his chair. "Perhaps."

"*Perhaps?’ " lan echoed. "Wat kind of answer is that? Either you did or
you

didn’t, and I’'msure you did. | would have. Wuldn't you, Jack?"

"You bet," | said.

"So what is it, Ganni?"

"Al'l right." He sighed and tapped keys. Words scrolled across the screen

"There," he said, pushing hinself away fromthe console.

W craned our necks to read the screen. Protocol D was part of the M ssion

| mpl ementation Alternatives, one of the vast maze of directives that
covered

every possible contingency related to the col onization effort. | studied
t he

dense jargon, seeking to unravel it. In the event of failure of nodified

neural engram establishment, or inconplete inplenentation of nodified
neur a

engram the defective copy is to be eradicated and replaced with a copy

bearing a full and conplete inplementation of the nodified neural engram
such

determ nation to be nade by the hol der of the conplete neural engram wth

concurrent authorization through Ship's Intelligence.

"*The defective copy is to be eradicated,’" | quoted. "That neans ‘killed
right?"

"That’s right," Ganni said

"Why woul d John want to kill us?" asked |an

"I"ve thought about this for a while," Ganni said. "You see, we weren't
getting the results he wanted. W kept finding little things that were
wr ong
with this world. He omitted those problens fromhis reports to Ship, but he
was probably worried that one of us would send our own report to Ship, or
per haps record sonmething in our logs that Ship would eventually discover.
Ve
were all a potential threat to the mssion. So he wanted to replace us with
copies or clones that would be less of a threat. Al he had to do was get
Ship’s pernission and tweak his neural engramslightly, to ensure a group
of



| oyal replacenents."

"So that’s why you killed him" | said.

G anni shook his head. "I didn't kill him | blew up the cloning tanks. No

tanks, no way for John to replace us."

"Wait a minute," lan said. "The tanks bl ew before John was killed."

G anni smiled thinly. "I set the charge just before John's body was

di scovered. In the ensuing confusion, | didn't have an opportunity to

deactivate it."

| laughed. "So instead of preventing John from replacing us, you prevented
us

fromrepl aci ng John."

G anni nodded. "OF course, now we’ve got a new problem Wat do we tel
Shi p?

That this planet isn't as ideal as it thinks? Suppose it decides to abandon
us

and nmove on to the next world on its list?"

"W better put all our heads together on this one,’

Jean a call. W'll need himfor this decision.”

W turned back to John’s reports while Ganni tried the intercom "Jean's
not

lan said. "G anni, give

in his room" he said. "I'll try an open call." He touched a key. "Jean?
It's

G anni. Pl ease report."

Si | ence.

"Jean, we need you to make a deci sion about the mssion. Please report.”

The intercom hi ssed, and then Jean’s voice canme through, flat and calm
"I ve

al ready made ny decision, Ganni."

W exchanged gl ances. "Jean, where are you?" G anni asked.

"Done Five."

I an bl anched. "The charges," he whi spered.

G anni stabbed the intercomkey. "We'Il be right there, Jean. Don't do

anyt hi ng, okay? Just stay put." Wthout waiting for a reply, we bolted out
of

t he bunker and across the station

The west wi nd had continued to blow after the storm passed, tearing the
cl ouds

into long, tattered streanmers. Stars sparkled in the patches of clear sky,
and

faint light fromone of the distant noons flickered in and out. The domes
of

the station were di mshapes in the darkness, save for the solitary light
t hat

gl owed at the entrance of Done Five. Breathing hard, | ducked through the
open

door and stepped sideways to allow lan and G anni to enter

"I"'mglad you' re here," Jean said. "W should be together for this." In his

hand he held a plastic cylinder, capped with a blinking red light. A dozen
or

nore cylinders forned a circle on the floor around him w nking Iike
i nf er nal

fireflies.

| an gasped and lunged toward Jean; | grabbed his shoul der and haul ed him
back.

"Don’t push him" | warned.

"Those charges will level everything in two hundred neters,” lan said, his

voi ce | ow.

"Let’s just worry about getting the one out of his hand, okay?" | squeezed

I an’ s shoul der, and when he nodded | released him
Meanwhi |l e G anni had taken several cautious steps forward, until he stood



j ust
outside the ring of explosives. "Whay do we need to be together for this,
Jean?"

Jean focused on G anni. "Because we understand each other. Because you’l
know
why this has to be done. | could never make John understand." H s hand
ti ghtened on the charge. "Wy couldn’t | nmake hi m understand?"
"John coul d be stubborn,” | said, loudly enough so Jean coul d hear
" Renenber

how we tal ked about this, Jean? W knew he was pi g- headed about the
m ssi on. "

"The mission,’
"The

m ssion nmust succeed. This is the world, the right world. The m ssion nust

succeed." H's head snapped up. "But it can’'t. Too many flaws. lan’s seismic

data, nmy data on magnetic anomalies. Ship’s guidelines say it’'s not safe

enough. "

| an nudged ne. "Magnetic anomal i es?" he whi spered.

"He discovered that the planet’s magnetosphere reverses itself every
hundr ed

t housand years, |eaving the surface vulnerable to radiation from Penny, "

expl ai ned. Raising ny voice, | added "Jean, you told nme the magnetic
rever sal

woul dn’t occur for another five hundred years or so."

"I can't be sure." H's nouth hardened. "We're already within the predicted

margin of error, it could happen at any time. | had to tell John. | wanted
t he

m ssion to succeed as nmuch as he did...nore than he did...."

"What did John say?" G anni’s voice was calm

Jean’s face twisted into a childish expression of angry disbelief. "He told
ne

it wasn’t inmportant. He said lan and | were getting worked up over nothing.
He

was going to tell Ship we were ready for the second phase, to set up the

cl oning tanks and send down the sanples. The nission had to succeed. Wen

said it was too dangerous, he |aughed and told ne to go work with Jack
t hat

Jack was the only one of us who wasn’t scared of his own shadow.

"So | went to the hangar, but Jack wasn’t there. | saw his tools....Then
was

back in John's quarters, a wench in ny hands. H s | og was open. He yelled
at

ne.
of

us, that he couldn’t wait to get rid of us, replace us with copies who'd
hel p

himout for a change. He was so angry, until he saw the wench....
fell

silent.

Softly, Ganni said "H's |og?"

"He suspected us," Jean said. "Suspected me. H s | og woul d endanger the

mssion. | had to erase it. The m ssion had to succeed." H s eyes grew

troubled. "But it couldn't. It wasn't safe. It had to succeed, but it

couldn’t, and it was ny fault. My fault."

G anni was close to himnow "It's all right," he said. "You did your best,

Jean, the very best you could. You ve done enough, and you need to rest."

Jean stared at G anni without really seeing him H's nmouth worked, but no

sound came out. Then his arm sagged, as if the seismic charge suddenly
wei ghed

a hundred kilos. G anni quickly stepped forward and caught himin a hug

he repeated. Sone of the tension drained fromhis nuscles.

Jean’s voice was full of hurt. "He said he was sick of nme, sick of al

Jean



"I ve

got you, Jean," he whispered fiercely. "I won’'t let you go."

Jean’s eyes closed, and tears trickled down his cheeks.

"lan?" G anni’s voice was dangerously quiet. "The charge?"

lan hustled forward and slipped the cylinder fromJean's weak grip. H's

fingers danced over the top of the cylinder, and the |ight w nked out. He

qui ckly scanned the other arned charges. "He didn't set any of the tiners,"”

lan said. "I can deactivate the rest of the charges by hand. Just get him
out

of here."

Jean said nothing as we gui ded himback to his room He sat on the bed,

sl ack-faced, unresponsive. W tiptoed out of his quarters and | ocked him
in,

then returned to Done Five, where lan was returning the |last of the charges
to

their crates. "So what do we tell Ship now?" he asked.

"We could tell it the truth,” Ganni said.

"Then we' Il have to tell it that John's engramis unstable," | said.

"How so?" lan folded his arnms and stared at ne.

"Al'l of our engrams are based on John, right? W each have sone of his

strengths and weaknesses. |If one of us is honicidal, that means John is

homi cidal, too." | waited for that to sink in, then continued. "John wanted

the mission to succeed, even to the extent of covering up the truth to
ensure

its success. | wonder how Ship will react to learning that John is exactly
t he

wrong person for his job. It mght drift through space forever, unable to

trust its own scout."

"There’ s anot her option,'
cover - up,

and once the colony is established we tell the colonists about the seismc
and

magneti c problens.”

| an nodded. "W're all agreed that this world is good enough, right?
Besi des,

Ganni said. "W lie. W maintain John’s

Ship will never find a perfect world, anyway."

"This was supposed to be John’s decision,” | said. "Are we really qualified
to

make it?"

Ganni smled. "Wll, between us we’'re the best three-fourths of John.
guess

we' Il have to do." His snmile faded. "But what about Jean?"

"I don't know," | said. "I don’t think he’'ll cause any nore trouble,
t hough.

Maybe one of the colonists will be able to do sonething for him"

"Il watch him" lan said. "I can play big brother. Anyway, all he ever

want ed was sonebody to | ook up to."

"Well, it looks like I’ve got another report to prepare,"” G anni said. "The

m ssion has to succeed, doesn't it? After all, it’'s what we were nade for."

| smled. "No. It’'s what we choose to do."
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