Diving Into The Wreck
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We agpproach the wreck in stealth mode: lights and communications array off, sensorson dert for any
other working ship in the vicinity. I'm the only onein the cockpit of the Nobody's Business. I'm the only
onewith the exact coordinates.

Therest of theteam sitsin the lounge, their gear in cargo. | persondly searched each one of them before
sticking them to their chairs. No one, but no one, knows where the wreck is except me. That was our
agreement.

They holdtoit or else.

We're six daysfrom Longbow Station, but it took usten to get here. Misdirection again, athough I'd only
planned on two days working my way through an asteroid belt around Beta Six. | ended up taking three,
trying to get rid of a bottom-feeder that tracked us, hoping to learn where we're diving.

Hoping for loot.

I'm not hoping for loot. | doubt there's something space-valuable on awreck as old as this one looks.
But there's history value, and curiosity value, and just plain old we-done-it vaue. | picked my team with
that inmind.

Theteam: six of us, al degp-space experienced. I've worked with two beforea€” Turtle and Squishy,
both skinny space-raised women who have a sense of history that most out here lack. We used to do a
lot of women-only divestogether, back in the beginning, back when we believed that sisterhood was
important. We got over that pretty fast.

Karl comeswith more recommendations than God; | wouldn't've let him aboard with those rankings
except that we needed him&€” not just for the varied dives he's gone on, but aso for hissurviva skills.
He's saved a least two diving-gone-wrong tripsthat | know of.

The last twoa€’ JypA© and Juniora€” are afather-and-son team that seem more like halves of the same
whole. I've never wreck dived with them, though | took them out twice before telling them about thistrip.
They movein synch, think in synch, and have more money than the rest of us combined.

Y ep, they're recreationists, but recreationists with ahandle: their hobby is history, their desiresé€” at least
according to al | could find on them&€” to recover knowledge of the human past, not to get rich off of it.

It'smethat's out to make money, but | do it my way, and only enough to survive to the next deep space
trip. | don't thrive out here, but I'm addicted to it.

The process gets its name from the dangers: in olden days, wreck diving was caled space diving to
differentiate it from the planet-side practice of diving into the oceans.

We don't face water here€”we don't have itsweight or its unusua properties, particularly at huge
depths. We have other e ementsto concern us: No gravity, no oxygen, extreme cold.

And greed.



My biggest problem isthat I'm land-born, something | don't confessto often. | spent the first forty years
of my lifetrying to forget that my feet were once stuck to a planet's surface by red gravity. | even came
to space late: fifteen years old, aready land-locked. My firgt ingtructors told me I'd never unlearn the
thinking real amosphere ingrainsinto the body.

They were mostly right; land pollutes me, takes out an edge that the space-raised cometo naturaly. |
gotta consciously choose to go into the deep and dark; the space-raised glidein like it's mother's milk.
But if I compare mysdlf to the land-locked, I'm aspacer of thefirst order, someone who understands
vacuum like most understand air.

Old timers, al space-raised, tell me my interest in the past comes from being land-locked. Spacers move
on, forget what's behind them. The land-born always search for ties, thinking they'll understand better
what's before them if they understand what's behind them.

| don't think it'sthat Smple. I've met history-oriented spacers, just like I've met land-born who're dways
looking forward.

It'swhat you do with the knowledge you collect that matters and me, I'm aways spinning mineinto gold.

So, the wreck.

* k% k %

| cameon it nearly ayear before, traveling back from abust 1'd got suckered into with the promise of
glory. I was manually guiding my single-ship, doing alittle mapping to pick up some extramoney. They
say there aren't any undiscovered places anymorein this part of our galaxy, just forgotten ones, and |
think that'strue.

Aneyeblink isal I'd've needed to missthe wreck. | caught the faint energy signal on asensor | kept
tuned to deep space around me. The sensor blipped once and was gone, that fast. But | had been around
enough to know that something was there. The energy sgnad wastoo far out, too faint to be anything but
logt.

Asfast as| could, | dropped out of FTL, cutting my sublight speed to nothing in the drop. It still took me
two jumps and a hdf day of searching before | found the blip again and matched its speed and direction.

| had beenright. It wasa ship. A black lump againgt the blackness of space.

My sngle-shipismodifieda€’ | don't have automatic anythingsin it, which can makeit dangerous (the
reason single-ships are completely automeatic is so that the sole inhabitant is protected), but which aso
makesit completely mine. I've modified engines and the computers and the communications equipment,
S0 that nothing happens without my permission.

The ship isn't even linked to me, although it is set to monitor my heart rate, my respiration rate, and my
eyes. Should my heart dow, my breething even, or my eyes close for longer than aminute, the autometic
controlstake over the entire ship. Unconsciousness isn't as much of adanger asit would beif the ship
were 100 percent manual, but consciousness isn't adanger either. No one can monitor my thoughts or
my movements smply by tapping the ship's computer.

Which turned out to be a blessing because now there are no records of what | had found in the ship's
functions. Only that | had stopped.

My internal computer attached to the eyelink told me what my brain had aready figured out. The wreck
had been abandoned long ago. Thefaint energy signa was no more than adtill-running current insde the



wreck.

My internal computer hypothesized that the wreck was Old Earth make, five thousand years old, maybe
older. But | was convinced that estimation was wrong.

In no way could Earthers have madeit thisfar from their own systemin aship likethat. Evenif the ship
had managed to survive all thistimefloating like aderdlict, even if there had been areason for it to be
here, the fact remained: no Earthers had been anywhere near this region five thousand years ago.

So | ignored the computerized hypothesis, and moved my single-ship ascloseas| could get it to the
wreck without compromising safety measures.

Pitted and space-scored, the wreck had some kind of corrosion on the outside and occasiona holesin
the hull. Thething clearly was old. And it had been floating for avery long time. Nothing lived init, and
nothing seemed to function in it either besidesthat one faint energy sgnature, which was another sign of

age.

Any other spacer would've scanned the thing, but other spacers didn't have my priorities. | was happy
my equipment wasn't storing information. | needed to keep thiswreck and its whereabouts my secret, at
least until 1 could exploreit.

| made careful private notesto myself asto location and speed of the wreck, then went home, thinking of
nothing but what | had found the entire trip.

In the silence of my free-floating apartment, eighteen stories up on the scattered space-station whed that
orbited Hector One Prime, | compared my eyeball scan to my extensive back-up files.

And got ajolt: the ship was not only Old Earth based, itstype had aname;
It wasaDignity Vessd, designed as a stedlth warship.

But no Dignity Vessd had madeit out of thefifty light year radius of Earth&€” they weren't designed to
travel huge distances, at least by current standards, and they weren't manufactured outside of Earth's
solar system. Even drifting at the speed it was moving, it couldn't have madeit toitslocation in five
thousand years, or even fifty thousand.

A Dignity Vess.

Impossble, right?

Andyet...

Thereit was. Drifting. Filled with mystery.
Filledwithtime.

Waiting for someone like meto figureit out.

* k x %

The team hates my secrecy, but they understand it. They know one person's space debrisis another's
treasure. And they know treasures vanish in deep space. The wrong word to the wrong person and my
little discovery would disgppear asif it hadn't existed at dll.

Which waswhy | did the second and third scans mysdlf, all on the way to other missions, dl without a
word to asoul. Granted, | was taking a chance that someone would notice my drops out of FTL and



wonder what | was doing, but | doubted even | was being watched that closdly.

When | put thisteam together, | told them only | had amystery vessdl, one that would tax their
knowledge, their bdiefs, and their wreck-recovery skills.

Not asoul knowsit'saDignity Vessd. | don't want to prejudice them, don't want to force them aong
onelineof thinking.

Don't want to be wrong.
The whats, hows and whys I'll worry about later. The ship's here.
That'sthe only fact | need.

* * * %

After | wassure | had lost every chance of being tracked, | et the Business dideinto apogtion out of
norma scanner and visud range. | matched the speed of the wreck. If my ship'senergy signalswere
caught on someone e se's scans, they automatically wouldn't pick up thefaint energy signal of the wreck.
| had ahalf dozen cover stories ready, depending on who might spot us. | hoped no one did.

But taking this precaution meant we needed transport to and from the wreck. That wasthe only
drawback of thiskind of secrecy.

First misson out, I'm ferry captain&€’arole| hate, but one | haveto play. Were using the skip instead of
the Business. The skip isdesigned for short trips, no more than four bodies on board at onetime.

Thistrip, theres only three of usd€’ me, Turtle, and Karl. Usualy we team-dive wrecks, but this deep
and so early, | need two different kinds of players. Turtle can dive anything, and Karl can kill anything. |

canfly anything.
WEe're s&t.

I'm flying the skip with the portals unshielded. It looks like were inside apiece of black glass moving
through open space. Turtle paces most of the way, walking back to front to back again, peering through
the portals, hoping to be thefirst to see the wreck.

Karl monitorsthe insruments asif he'sflying the thing instead of me. If | hadn't worked with him before,
I'd be freaked. I'm not; | know he's watching for unusuas, whatever comes our way.

The wreck looms ahead of usa€” amegaship, from the days when size equaed power. Still, it seems
small in the vastness, barely ablip on the front of my sensors.

Turtle bouncesin. She'sfighting the grav that | left on for me&€’ that |andlocked thing againé€” and she's
S0 nervous, someone who doesn't know her would think she's on something. She'stoo thin, like most
divers, but muscular. Strong. | likethat. Almost asmuch as| like her brain.

"Wheat the hell isit?&€e she asks. &€00ld Empire?”

"Older.&€ Karl isbent at the waist, looking courtly as he studies the instruments. He prefers readouts to
eyebaling things, he trusts equipment more than he trusts himsdif.

"There can't be anything older out here, &€ Turtle says.

"Can'tisrelative &€ Karl says.



| let them tough it out. I'm not telling them what | know. The skip dows, shuts down, and bobswith its
own momentum. I'measingin, leaving notrail.

"It's gonnatake more than six of usto dive that puppy,&€s Turtle says. &€aeEither that, or well spend
therest of our liveshere”

"Asold asthat thing is, &€ Karl says, &€oat's probably been plundered and replundered.”
"We're not here for the loot.&€ | speak softly, reminding them it's an historical mission.

Karl turnshisangular face toward me. In the dim light of the instrument pand, hisgray eyeslook siver,
hisskin unnaturaly pae. &€oeY ou know whet thisis?'

| don't answer. I'm not going to lie about something asimportant asthis, so | can't make adenia. But I'm
not going to confirm either. Confirming will only lead to more questions, which is something | don't want
just yet. | need them to make their own minds up about thisfind.

"Huge, old.&€» Turtle shakes her head. &oeDangerous. Y ou know what's ingde?”
"Nothing, for dl | know."
"Didn't check it out firg?'

Some dive team leaders head into awreck the moment they find one. Anyone working salvage knowsit's
not worth your time to come back to a place that's been plundered before.

"No.&€ | pick aspot not far from the main doors, and set the skip to hold position with the monster
wreck. With notrail, | hope no one's gonna notice the tiny energy emanation the skip gives off.

"Too dangerous?a€s Turtle asks. &€cel hat why you didn't go in?”

"I have no idea, &€ | say.

"There's areason you brought us here.&€» She sounds annoyed. &€0eY ou gonna shareit?
| shake my head. &€caNot yet. | just want to see what you find."

She glares, but the look has no teeth. She knows my methods and even approves of them sometimes.
And she should know that I'm not good enough to dive alone.

She ped s off her clothes&€” no modesty in thiswoman&€” and dides on her suit. The suit adheresto her
likeit'sapart of her. She wraps five extra breathers around her hipsa€” just-in-case emergency stuff,
barely enough to get her out if her suit'sinterna oxygen system fails. Her suitisminima &€’ it has no
back-up for environmenta protection. If her primary and secondary unitsfail, she'salittle block of icein
amatter of seconds.

Shelikestherisk; Karl doesn't. Hissuit isbulkier, not asform-fitting, but it has externa environmenta
back-ups. He's had environmenta failures and barely survived them. I've heard that lecture half adozen
times. So has Turtle, even though she dwaysignoresit.

He doesn't go starkers under the suit either, leaving some clothesin case he hasto ped quickly. Different
divers, different Stuations. He only carriestwo extra breathers, both so smal that they fit on hiships
without expanding hiswidth. He uses the extraloops for wegpons, mostly lasers, dthough hel's got aknife
stashed somewherein al that preparedness.



The knife has saved hislifetwicethat | know of&€” once againgt aclaim-jumper, and once as a pick that
opened a hole big enough to squeeze his arm through.

They don't put on the headpieces until | give them the plan. One hour only: twenty minutesto get in,
twenty minutes to explore, twenty minutesto return. Work the buddy system. We just want an idea of
what'sin there.

One hour gives them enough time on their breathers for some margin of error. One hour also prevents
them from getting too involved in the dive and forgetting the time. They haveto stay on schedule.

They get the drill. They've done it before, with me anyway. | have no ideahow other team leadersrun
their ships. | have strict rules about everything, and expect my teamsto follow.

Headpieces on&€’ Turtle'sis as thin as her face, tight enough to make her ook like some kind of
cybernetic human. Karl goesfor thefull protection&€” seven layers, each with adifferent function; double
night vison, extracameras on dl sides, computerized monitors layered throughout the externd cover. He
gives me the handheld, which records everything he &€ossees. &€ It's not as good as the camera
eyeview they'll bring back, but at least it'l let me know my teamisill dive.

Not that | can do anything if they'rein trouble. My job isto stay in the kip. Theirsisto come back to it
inone piece.

* * * %

They move through the airlock&€” Turtle bouncing around like she dways does, Karl moving with
caution&€” and then wait the required two minutes. The suits adjust, then Turtle presses the hatch, and
Karl sendsthe lead to the other ship.

We don't tether, exactly, but we run aline from one point of entry to the other. It's cautionary. A lot of
divers get wreck blindnessa€’ hit the wrong button, expose themsdlves to too much light, look directly
into alaser, or the suit malfunctionsin ways| don't even want to discussa€” and they need thetactical
hold to get back to safety.

| don't deal with wreck blindness either, but Squishy does. She knows eyes, and can replace alensin
less than fifteen minutes. She's saved more than one of my crew in theintervening years. And after
overseaing thefirst repairé€’ the one in which she got her nickname&€”, | don't watch.

Turtle heads out firgt, followed by Karl. They look fragile out there, small shapes againgt the blackness.
They follow the guideline, one hand resting lightly on it asthey propd themsdaves toward the wreck.

Thisisthe easy part: should they let go or missby afew meters, they usetiny ar chipsin the handsand
feet of their suitsto push them in the right direction. The suits have even more chipsthan that. Should the
diver get too far away from the wreck, they can use little propedlantsinstaled throughout their suits.

| haven't lost adiver going or coming from awreck.
It'sinside that matters.

My hands are dick with swest. | nearly drop the handheld. It's not providing much a the momenté&€” just
the echo of Karl's breathing, punctuated by an occasiona &€adfucka€s as he bumps something or moves
dightly off-line.

| don't look at the images he's sending back either. | know what they are&€” the gloved hand on the lead,
the vastness beyond, the bits of the wreck in the distance.



Instead, | walk back to the cockpit, sink into my chair, and turn all monitorson full. | have cameras on
both of them and readouts running on another monitor watching their heart and breathing patterns. | plug
the handheld into one small screen, but don't watch it until Karl approaches the wreck.

Themain door is scored and dented. Actud rivets still remain on one side. | haven't worked a ship old
enough for rivets; I've only seen them in museums and histories. | stare at the bad image Karl's sending
back, entranced. How have those tiny meta pieces remained after centuries? For thefirst time, | wish I'm
out there mysdlf. | want to run the thin edge of my glove againgt the metal surface.

Karl doesjust that, but he doesn't seem interested in therivets. His fingers search for a door release,
something that will open thething eesly.

After centuries, | doubt thereisany easy here. Findly, Turtle pings him.
"Got something over here, &€ she says.

She'son the far side of the wreck from me, working asection | hadn't examined that closely in my three
trips out. Karl keeps his hands on the wreck itsdlf, sdewalking toward her.

My breath catches. Thisisthe part | hate: the beginning of the actud dive, the place where the trouble
darts.

Most wrecks arefilled with space, ingde and out, but afew still maintain their origina environments, and
then it getsredlly diceya€” extreme heat or a gaseous atmosphere that interacts badly with the suits.

Sometimes the hazards are even smpler: ajagged metal edge that punctures even the strongest suits, a
tiny corridor that seems big enough until it narrows, trapping the diver inside.

Every wreck hasits surprises, and surprise isthe thing that |eads to the most damageé€” adiver shoving
backward to avoid afloating object, adiver damming his head into awall jarring the suit's delicate
internal mechanisms, and ahost of other problems, al of them documented by survivors, and none of
them the same.

The handheld shows arip in the exterior of the wreck, not like any other caused by debris. Turtle putsa
fisted hand in the center, then activates her knuckle lights. From my vantage, the hole looks large enough
for two humansto go through side-by-side.

"Send a probe before you even think of going in there,&€» | say into her headset.
"Think it's degp enough?&€e Turtle asks, her voicetinny asit comes through the speakers.
"Let'stry the door first, &€+ Karl says. &€ad don't want surprisesif we can at al avoid them.”

Good man. His small form appears like a spider attached to the ship's side. He returnsto the exit hatch,
dill scanningit.

| look at the timer, running at the bottom of my main screen.
17:32
Not alot of timeto get in.

| know Karl's headpiece has a digita readout at the base. He's conscious of the time, too, and as
cautious about that as heis about following procedure.



Turtle scuttles across the ship's Side to reach him, dips ahand under ameta awning, and grunts.
"How come | didn't see that?a€s Karl asks.

"Looking in thewrong place, &€+ she says. &oeThisisred old. I'll wager the metd's so brittle we could
punch through the thing."

"We're not here to destroy it.&€ There's disapproval in Karl's voice.
"l know."
19:01. I'll come on the line and demand they return if they go much over twenty minutes.

Turtle grabs something that | can't see, braces her feet on the side of the ship, and tugs. | wince. If she
loses her grip, she propdss, spinning, far and fast into space.

"Crap,&€- she says. &osStuck.”

"| could'vetold you that. These things are designed to remain closed.”
"Wehavetogointhehole"

"Not without a probe,&€s Karl says.

"Were running out of time."

21:22

They are out of time.

I'm about to come on and remind them, when Karl says, &€caVe have achoice. We ether try to blast
this door open or we probe that hole.”

Turtle doesn't answer him. Shetugs. Her frame looks small on my main screen, dl bunched up asshe
uses her musclesto pry open something that may have been closed for centuries.

On the handheld screen, enlarged versions of her hands disappear under that awning, but the exquisite
detail of her suit showstheripple of her flesh as she struggles.

"Let go, Turtle, &€ Karl says.

"I don't want to damage it,&€e Turtle says. &€oeGod knows what'sjust inside there.”
"Letgo."

She does. The hands reappear, one till braced on the ship's side.

"We're probing,&€s he says. &€cel hen we're leaving.”

"Who put you in charge?a€ she grumbles, but she follows him to that hidden side of the ship. | seeonly
their limbs as they move dong the exterior&€’ the human limbs againgt the pits and the dents and the small
holes punched by space debris. Shards of protruding metal near rounded gashes beside prigtine swatches
that gill shineinthethin light from Turtl€'s headgear.

| want to be with them, clinging to the wreck, looking a each mark, trying to figure out when it came,
how it happened, what it means.



But dl | can do iswatch.

The probe makes it through sixteen meters of stuff before it doesn't move any farther. Karl triesto tug it
out, but the probe is stuck, just like my team would've been if they'd gonein without it.

They return, forty-two minutesinto the mission, feding defeated.

I'm elated. They've gotten farther than | ever expected.

* * * %

We take the probe readouts back to the Business, over the protests of the team. They want to recharge
and clean out the breathers and dive again, but | won't let them. That's another rule | have to remind them
of&€” only one dive per twenty-four hour period. There are too many unknownsin our work; it's essential
that we havetimeto rest.

All of us get too enthusiastic about our divesa€” we take chances we shouldn't. Seep, rdlaxation,
downtime dl prevent the kind of haste that gets diverskilled.

Oncewerein the Business, | download the probe readouts, aong with the readings from the suits, the
gloves, and the handheld. Everyone gathersin thelounge. | have three-D holotech in there, which'll alow
usal to get asense of the wreck.

As|'m sorting through the materia, thinking of how to present it (Handheld first? Overview? A short
lecture?), the entire group arrives. Turtle's taken a shower. Her hair'swet, and she looks tired. She'd
sworn to me she hadn't been stressed out there, but her eyestell me otherwise. She's exhausted.

Squishy follows, looking somber. JypA© and Junior are aready there, in the best seats. They've been
watching me sat up. Only Karl islate. When he arrivesé€” d so looking tireda€” Squishy stops him at the
door.

"Turtlesaysit'sold.”
Turtle shoots Squishy an angry look.

"Shewon' say anything else.é€e Squishy glancesat me asif it'smy fault. Only | didn't swear thefirst
teamn to secrecy about the run. That wastheir choice.

"It's old,&€* Karl says, and squeezes by her.
"She'ssaysit'sweird-old."

Karl looksa me now. His angular face seems even bonier. He seemsto be asking me silently if he can
tak.

| continue setting up.
Karl sghs, then says, &od've never seen anything likeit."

No one dse asks aquestion. They wait for me. | start with the images the skip's computer downloaded,
then add the handheld material. I've finaly decided to save the suit readouts for last. | might be the only
onewho cares about the meta composition, the exterior hull temperature, and the number of rivetslining
the hatch.

The group watches in silence as the wreck appears, watches intently as the skip'simages show atiny
Turtleand Karl dide acrossthe guideline.



The group listens to the arguments, and JypA© nods when Karl makes his unilatera decision to usethe
probe. The nod reassures me. JypA®© is as practical asI'd hoped he'd be.

| moveto the probe footage next. | haven't previewed it. We've al seen probe footage before, so we
ignore the grainy picture, the thin light, and the darkness beyond.

The probe doesn't examine so much asexplore: itsjob isto go asfar insde as possible, to seeif that hole
provides an easy entrance into the wreck.

It looks s0 easy for ten metersa€” nothing aong the edges, just light and darkness and weird particles
getting disturbed by our movements.

Then the hole narrows and we can see the wals as large shapes dl around the probe. The hole narrows
more, and the wals become visiblein the light&€” a shinier meta, one less damaged by space debris. The
particlesthin out too.

Finally awall looms ahead. The hole continues, so small that it seemslike the probe can continue. The
probe actualy sends alaser pulse, and gets back a measurement: the holeis six centimetersin diameter,
more than enough for the equipment to go through.

But when the probe reaches that narrow point, it damsinto abarrier. The barrier isn't visble. The probe
runs severa more readouts, al of them denying that the barrier isthere.

Then therés aregistered tug on the line: Karl trying to get the probe out. Several more tugs later, Karl
and Turtle decide the probe's stuck. They take even more readouts, and then shut it down, planning to
useit later.

The readouts tell us nothing except that the hole continues, Six centimetersin diameter, for another two
meters.

"What thg hell do you think that is?a€» Junior asks. His voice hasn't finished its change yet, even though
both JypA© and Junior swear he's over eighteen.

"Could be somekind of forcefield,&€» Squishy says.

"Inavessd that old?&€e Turtle asks. &€odNot likely."

"How old isthat?a€s Squishy's entire body istense. It's clear now that she and Turtle have been fighting.
"How old isthat, boss?&€ Turtle asks me,

They dl look at me. They know | have anidea. They know ageisone of the reasons they're here.

| shrug. &oeThat's one of the things we're going to confirm.”

"Confirm.&€» Karl catchesthe word. &osConfirm what? What do you know that we don't?"

"Let'srun the readouts before | answer that,&€e | say.

"No.&€E* Squishy crosses her arms. &€cel el us.”

Turtle gets up. She pushes two icons on the console beside me, and the sLitsG€™ technica readouts
come up. She flashesforward, through numbers and diagrams and chemical symbolsto the conclusions.

"Over five thousand years old.&€» Turtle doesn't look at Squishy. &€oelhat's what the bossisn't telling



us. Thiswreck is human-made, and it's been here longer than humans have been in this section of space.”
Karl staresat it.

Squishy shakes her head. &€odNot possible. Nothing human made would've survived to make it thisfar
out. Too many gravity wells, too much debris.”

"Five thousand years,3€» JypA© says.

| let them talk. Intheir voices, in their argument, | hear the same argument that went through my head
when | got my first readouts about the wreck.

It's Junior that stops the discussion. In his haf-tenor, half-baritone way, he says, &oeC'mon, gang, think
alittle. That'swhy the boss brought us out here. To confirm her suspicions.”

"Or not,&€- | say.

Everyonelooks a measif they've just remembered I'm there.

"Wouldn't it be better if we knew your suspicions?a€s Squishy asks.
Karl iswatching me, eyesditted. It'sasif he's seeing mefor thefirg time,

"No, it wouldn't be better.&€» | speak softly. | make sure to have eye contact with each of them before
continue. &ad don't want you to use my scholarshipa€” or lack thereof &€ as the basis for your
assumptions.”

"So should we discuss this with each other?a€s Squishy's using that snide tone with me now. | don't
know what has her so upset, but I'm going to haveto find out. If she doesn't calm, she's not going near
the wreck.

"Sure, &€ | say.

"All right.&€* She leans back, staring at the readouts il floating before us. &€adf thisthing isfive
thousand years old, human made, and somehow it came to this spot at thistime, then it can't have a
forcefidd.”

"Or fake readouts like the probe found, €+ JypA© says.

"Hell,&€+ Turtle says. &adt shouldn't be here at al. Space debris should've pulverized it. That's too
much time. Too much distance.

"So what'sit doing here?a€s Karl asked.

| shrug for the third and last time. &€od_et's seeif we can find out.”

* * % %

They don't rest. They're as obsessed with the readouts as | 've been. They study time and distance and
drift, forgetting the weirdness insde the hole. I'm the one who focuses on that.

| don't learn much. We need more information&€” we revisit the probe twice while looking for another
way into the ship&€” and even then, we don't get alot of new information.

Either the barrier is new technology or it is very old technology, technology that has been lost. So much
technology has been lost in the thousands of years since this ship was built.



It seems like humans congtantly have to reinvent everything.

* k% k %

Six diveslater and we still haven't found away indde the ship. Six dives, and no new information. Six
dives, and my biggest problem is Squishy.

She has become angrier and angrier asthe dives continue. 1've brought her aong on the seventh dive to
man the skip with me, so that we can talk.

Junior and JypA®© are the divers. They're exploring what | congider to be the top of the ship, even though
I'm only guessing. They're going over the surface centimeter by centimeter, exploring each part of it,
looking for aweakness that we can explait.

| monitor their equipment using the skip's computer, and | monitor them with my eyes, watching the tiny
figures move aong the narrow blackness of the skip itsdlf.

Squishy stands beside me, at military attention, her hands folded behind her back.

She knows she's been brought for conversation only; she's punishing me by refusing to spesk until |
broach the subject first.

Findly, when J& J are past the dangerous links between two sections of the ship, | mimic Squishy's
postured€” hands behind my back, shoulders stiraight, legs dightly spread.

"What's making you so angry?&€e | ask.

She stares at the team on top of the wreck. Her face is a smooth reproach to my lack of attention; the
monitor on board the skip should always pay attention to the divers.

| taught her that. | believethat. Y et here | am, reproaching another person while the diverswork the
wreck.

"Squishy?a€e | ask.
Sheisn't answering me. Just watching, with that implacable expression.

"Y ou've had as many dives as everyone else, &€+ | say. &€od've never questioned your work, yet your
mood has been foul, and it seemsto be directed at me. Do we have an issue | don't know about?"

Findly sheturns, and the move is as military asthe stance was. Her eyes narrow.

"You couldvetold usthiswas aDignity Vessd &€ she says.

My breath catches. She agrees with my research. | don't understand why that makes her angry.
"l could've,é€e | say. &EaeBut | fed better that you came to your own conclusion.”

"I've known it since the first dive, &€ she says. &€od wanted you to tell them. Y ou didn't. They're il
wadting timetrying to figure out whet they have here.”

"What they have hereisan anomaly,&€e | say, &€cesomething that makes no sense and can't be here.”
"Something dangerous.&€ She crosses her arms. &€oDignity Vesselswere used in wartime.”

"I know the legends.&€e | glance at the wreck, then at the handheld readout. J& J are working something



that might be ahatch.

"A lot of wartimes,&€+ she says, &asover many centuries, from what historians have found out.”
"But never out here, &€ | say.

And she concedes. &€odNever out here.”

"So what are you so concerned about?'

"By not telling uswhat it is, we can't prepare, &€ she says. &€caVhat if therere weapons or explosives
or something elseé€™"

"Like that barrier?a€e | ask.
Her lipsthin.
"Weve worked unknown wrecks before, you and me, together."

She shrugs. &€ceBut they're of atype. We know the history, we know the vessdl's, we know the
capabilities. We don't know thisat al. No one really knows what these ancient ships were capable of.
It's something that shouldn't be here.”

"A mystery,&€e | say.
"A dangerousone.”
"Hey!&€» Junior'svoiceistinny and smal. &oaNe got it open! Weregoingin.”

Squishy and | turn toward the sound. | can't see either man on the wreck itself. The handheld'simagery is
shaky.

| pressthe comm, hoping they can till hear me. &€odProbe first. Remember that barrier.”

But they don't answer, and | know why not. | wouldn't either in their Situation. They're pretending they
don't hear. They want to bethefirst insde, thefirst to learn the secrets of the wreck.

The handheld movesinside the darkness. | seefour tiny lightsa€” JypA©'s glove lightsa€’and | seethe
same particles | saw before, on the first images from the earliest probe.

Then the handheld goes dark. We were going to have to adjust it to transmit through the metdl of the
wreck.

"I don't like this,&€s Squishy says.
I've never liked any time | was out of sight and communication with the team.

We dare a the wreck asif it can give usanswers. It'sbig and dark, a blob against our screen. Squishy
actualy goesto the portals and looks, asif she can see more through them than she can through the
miracle of science.

But she doesn't. And the handheld doesn't wink on.
On my screen, the counter ticks away the minutes.

Our argument isn't forgotten, but it's on hold asthe first members of our little unit vanish ingde.



After thirty-five minutesi€”fifteen of them inside (JypA© hasrigoroudy stuck to the schedule on each of
his dives, something which hasimpressed me)a€” | start to get nervous.

| hate the last five minutes of waiting. | hate it even more when the waiting goes on too long, when
someone doesn't follow the time-table I've devised.

Squishy, who's never been in the skip with me, is pacing. She doesn't say any more&€’ not about danger,
not about the way I'm running thislittletrip, not about the wreck itself.

| watch her as she moves, dl grace and form, just like she's dways been. She's never been on ared
mystery run. She's done dangerous onesa€” maybe two hundred deep space divesinto wrecksthat alot
of divers, even the most greedy, would never touch.

But she'sdways known what she's diving into, and why it'swhereitis.

Not only are we uncertain asto whether or not thisis an authentic Dignity Vessd (and really, how can it
be?), we dso don't know why it's here, how it came here, or what its cargo was. We have no ideawhat
itsmisson was either&€”if, indeed, it had amisson at dl.

37:49
Squishy's stopped pacing. She looks out the portals again, asif the view has changed. It hasn't.

"Youredfraid, aren't you?a€e | ask. &€oeT hat's the bottom line, isn't it? Thisisthefirst timein years that
you've been afraid.”

She stops, stares at me asif I'm a creature she's never seen before, and then frowns.
"Aren't you?a€e she asks.
| shake my head.

The handhdld springsto life, images bouncy and grainy on the corner of my screen. My ssomach
unclenches. I've been bresthing shallowly and not evenredizing it.

Maybe| am afraid, just alittle.
But not of the wreck. The wreck isacuriosity, a project, a conundrum no one else has faced before.

I'm afraid of deep spaceitsdlf, of the vastness of it. It'sinexplicable to me, filled with not just one
mystery, but millions, and dl of them waiting to be solved.

A crackle, then avoiced€’ JypA©'s.

"Wegot alot of shit.&€» He sounds gleeful. He sounds amost giddy with relief.
Squishy lets out the bregth she's obvioudy been holding.

"Were coming in,&€s Junior says.

It's40:29.

* k x %

Thewreck'saDignity Vessd, dl right. It'sgot aDV number etched insde the hatch, just likethe
materials say it should. We mark the number down to research later.



Instead, we're gathered in the lounge, watching the images J& J have brought back.

They have the best equipment. Their suitsdon't just have sensors and readouts, but they have chipsthat
store alot of imagery woven into the sUitsS€™ surfaces. Most suits can't handle the extraweight, light as
itis, or the protectionsto ensure that the chips don't get damaged by the environmenta changesa€’the
costsaretoo high, and if the prices say in line, then ether the SUits€™ human protections are
compromised, or theimagery is.

Two auits, two vids, S0 much information.

The computer cobblesit together into two different information streamsa€” one from JypA©'s suit's
perspective, the other from Junior's. The computer cleans and enhances the images, clarifies edgesif it
can read them and leaves them fuzzy if it can't.

Not muchisfuzzy here. Most of it isfirm, black-and-white only because of the purity of the glovelights
and the darkness that surrounds them.

Here'swhat we see;

From Junior's point of view, JypA© going into the hatch. The edgeis up, rounded, likeit's been opened
athousand times aday instead of oncein thousands of years. Then the image switchesto JypA©'s
legcams and at that moment, | stop keeping track of which images belong to which diver.

The hatch itsdf isround, and so isthe tunnel it leads down. Meta rungs are built into the wal. I've seen
these before: they're an ancient form of ladder, ineffective and dangerous. JypA© clingsto one rung, then
turns and pushes off gently, drifting dowly deep into adarkness that seems profound.

Numbers are etched on the walls, dl of them following the letters DV, done in ancient script. The
numbers are repeated over and over againg€” the same onesé€” and it's Karl who figures out why: each
piece of the vessel has the numbers etched into it, in case the vessel was destroyed. Its parts could
adwaysbeidentified then.

Other scratches marked the metal, but we can't read them in the darkness. Some of them aren't that
visible, evenin the glovelights. It takes JypA© awhile to remember he haslights on the soles of hisfeet
aswdl&€ asign, to me, of hisinexperience.

Ten meters down, another hatch. It opens easily, and ten meters beneath it is another.

That one revedsanest of corridorsleading in adozen different directions. A beep resoundsin the silence
and wedl glance at our watches before we realizeit's on the recording.

Thereminder that haf thedivetimeisup.

Junior argues that afew more meterswon't hurt. Maybe seeif there are items off those corridors,
something they can remove, take back to the Business and examine.

But JypA© keepsto the schedule. He merely shakes his head, and his son listens.

Together they ascend, floating easily dong the tunnel asthey entered it, leaving the interior hatches open,
and only closing the exterior one, aswe'd dl learned in divetraining.

Theimagery ends, and the screen fillswith numbers, facts, figures and readouts which | momentarily
ignore. The people in the room are more important. We can sft through the numbers|ater.



There's energy hereé€” a pa pable excitement&€” dampened only by Squishy'sfear. She stands with her
armswrapped around hersdlf, asfar from Turtle as she can get.

"A Dignity Vessd &€+ Karl says, his cheeks flushed. &€caVho'd've thought?*
"Y ou knew,&€» Turtle saysto me.

| shrug. &€ad hoped.”

"It'simpossible,a€» JypA© says, &€oend yet | wasingdeit."

"That's the neat part,&€+ Junior says. &adt'simpossible and it's here.”

Squishy isthe only one who doesn't speak. She stares at the readouts asif she can see morein them than
| ever will.

"We have so much work to do,&€» says Karl. &€aod think we should go back home, research as much
as we can, and then come back to the wreck."

"And |et others dive her?&€e Turtle says. &odPeople are going to ghost us, track our research, look at
what we're doing. They'll find the wreck and clam it astheir own."

"You can't clam this degp,&€+ Junior says, then looks at me. &€oaCan you?'

"Sure you can,&€- | say. &aeBut a claim's an announcement that the wreck's here. Something like this,
well get jumpersfor sure.”

"Karl'sright.&€+ Squishy's voiceisthe only one not tinged with excitement. &oa/Ne should go back.”
"What's wrong with you?a€s Turtle says. &0eY ou used to love wreck diving."

"Have you read about early period stealth technology?a€ Squishy asks. &€odDo you have any idea
what damage it can do?'

Everyoneislooking a her now. She still has her back to us, her armswrapped around herself so tightly
her shirt pulls. The screen's readout lights her face, but al we can see are parts of it, illuminating her hair
likeaninverse nimbus.

"Why would you have studied stealth tech?a€ Karl asks.

"Shewas military,&€» Turtle says. &od_ong, long ago, before she realized she hates rules. Whered you
think shelearned fiedld medicine?!

"Still, &€ Karl says, &€od was military tood€™"
Which explained alot.
"&€” and no one ever taught me about stedlth tech. It'sthe Stuff of legends and kids&€™ tales."”

"It was banned.&€+ Squishy's voice is soft, but has power. &€odt was banned five hundred years ago,
and every few generations, wetry to reviveit or modify it or improveit. Doesn't work."

"What doesn't work?a€e Junior asks.

Thetensonisrigng. | can't let it get too far out of control, but | want to hear what Squishy hasto say.



"The tech shadows the ships, makes them impossible to see, even with the naked eye,&€s Squishy says.

"Bullshit, &€ Turtle says. &osStealth just masks instruments, makes it impossible to read the shipson
equipment. That'sdl."

Squishy turns, lets her arms drop. &€oeY ou know all about this now? Did you spend three years studying
stealth? Did you spend two years of post-doc trying to recreateit?’

Turtleisstaring at her like she's never seen her before. &080f course not.”

"Y ou have?a€s Karl asks.

Squishy nods. &ca/Vhy do you think | find things? Why do you think | like finding thingsthat are lost?*
Junior shakes his head. I'm not following the connection ether.

"Why?5€s JypA© asks. Apparently he's not following it aswell.

"Because, &€+ Squishy says, &€od've accidentally lost so many things.”

"Things?a€» Karl'svoiceislow. Hisface seems paein thelounge's dim lighting.

"Ships, people, materid. You nameit, | logt it trying to makeit invisble to sensors. Trying to recreate the
tech you just found on that ship.”

My breath catches. &odHow do you know it's there?”"

"Weve been looking at it from the beginning,&€s Squishy says. &€ceT hat damn probe is stuck like half
my experiments got stuck, between one dimension and another. There's only one way in and no way out.
And thelagt thing you wanté€” the very last thinga€”is for one of usto get stuck likethat.”

"| don't believeit.&€» Turtle sayswith such force that | know she and Squishy have been having this
argument from the moment we first saw the wreck.

"Believeit.&€» Squishy saysthat to me, not Turtle. &€oBelieveit with dl that you are. Get us out of
here, and if you're truly humane, blow that wreck up, so no onedse canfindit.”

"Blow it up?a€s Junior whispers.

The action is so opposite anything | know that | feel asurge of anger. We don't blow up the past. We
may search it, loot it, and try to understand it, but we don't destroy it.

"Get rid it.&€» Squishy's eyes arefilled with tears. She'slooking at me, speaking only to me. &€0eBoss,
please. It'sthe only sanething to do."

* * * %

Sane or not, I'm torn.

If Squishy'sright, then | have adud dilemma: the technology islost, new research on it banned, even
though the military kegps conducting research anyway&€” trying, if I'm understanding Squishy right, to
rediscover something we knew thousands of years before.

Which makesthiswreck so very vauablethat | could more than retire with the money wed get for selling
it. | would&€” we woul d&€” be rich for the rest of our very long lives.



I s the tech dangerous because the experiments to rediscover it are dangerous? Or isit dangerous
because there's something inherent about it that makes it unfeasible now and forever?

Karl isright: to do this properly, we have to go back and research Dignity Vessdls, stedlth tech, and the
last few thousand yesars.

But Turtlésdso right: well take ahuge chance of losing the wreck if we do that. Well be like countless
other diverswho st around bars throughout this sector and bemoan the treasures they |ost because they
didn't guard them well enough.

We can't leave. We can't even let Squishy leave. We have to stay until we make adecision.
Until | make adecison.

On my own.

* k k %

Firgt, I look up Squishy'srecords. Not her dive histories, not her arrest records, not her disease
manifolds&€” the stuff any dive captain would examine&€” but her persond history, who sheis, what she's
done, who she's become.

| haven't done that on any of my crew before. I've awaysthought it an invasion of privacy. All we need
to know, I'd say to other dive captains, iswhether they can handle the equipment, whether they'll stedl
from their team members, and if their hedlth is good enough to handletherigors.

And | believed it until now, until 1 found mysdlf digging through layers of persond history thet are
threaded into the databases filling the Business's onboard compuiter.

Fortunately for me and my nervous stomach, the more sensitive databases are linked only to me&€’ no
one e se even knowsthey exist (athough anyone with brains would guess that they do)a€” and even if
someone finds the databases, no one can access them without my codes, my retinal scan, and, in many
cases, asample of my DNA.

Stll, I'm skittish as | work this&€” sound off, screen on dim. I'm in the cockpit, which ismy domain, and |
have the doors to the main cabin locked. | fed like everyone on the Business knows I'm betraying
Squishy. And | fed likethey dl hate mefor it.

Squishy'sred nameis Rosealma Quintinia. She was born forty years ago in amultinationa cargo vessdl
cdled The Bounty. Her parents ingsted she spend half her day in artificia gravity so shewouldn't
develop spacer's limbs&€” truncated, fragilea€” and she didn't. But she gained a grace that enabled her to
go from zero-G to Earth Norma and back again without much trangition at al, askill few ever gain.

Her family wanted her to cargo, maybe even pirate, but she rebelled. She had a scientific mind, and
without asking anyone's permission, took the boards&€” scoring a perfect 100, something no cargo
monkey had ever done before.

A hundred schools al over the known systems wanted her. They offered her room, board, and tuition,
but only one offered her dl expenses paid both coming and going from the schooal, covering the only cost
that really mattered to a spacer's kida€” the cost of travel.

She went, of course, and vanished into the system, only to emerge twelve years later&€” too thin, too
poor, and too bitter to ever be considered a success. She signed on with a cargo vessdl asamedic, and
soon became one of its best and most fearless divers.



She met Turtlein abar, and they became lovers. Turtle showed her that private divers make more
money, and brought her to me.

And that was when our partnership began.
| Sgh, rub my eyeswith my thumb and forefinger, and lean my head againgt the screen.

Much as| regret it, it'stime for questions now.

* * * %

Of course, she'swaiting for me.

She's brought down the privacy wall in the room sheinitially shared with Turtle, making their rift
permanent. Her bed is covered with folded clothes. Her persond trunk is open at the foot. She's aready
packed her nightclothes and underwear inside.

"You'releaving?a€e | ask.

"| can't stay. | don't believein the mission. Y ou've preached forever the importance of unity, and | believe
you, Boss. I'm going to jeopardize everything.”

"You'reacting like I've already made a decision about the future of thismission.”

"Haven't you?a€s She Sits on the edge of the bed, handsfolded primly in her lap, her back straight. Her
bearing is military&€” something |'ve dways seen, but never realy noticed until now.

"Tell me about stealth tech,&€» | say.

Sheraisesher chin dightly. &€odt's classified.”

"That'sfucking obvious."

She glances a me, clearly startled. &€ceY ou tried to research it?!

| nod. | tried to research it when | was researching Dignity Vessals. | tried again from the Business. |
couldn't find much, but | didn't haveto tell her that.

That was fucking obvioustoo.
"Y ou've broken rules before,&€» | say. &€ceY ou can break them again.”

She looks away, staring at that opaque privacy wall&€” so representative of what shed become. The solid
backbone of my crew suddenly doesn't support any of us anymore. She's opaque and difficult, setting up
adivider between hersdlf and the rest of us.

"| swore an oath."

"Wdll, let me help you break it,&€e | snap. &Eadf | try to enter that barrier, what'll happen to me?'
"Don't.&€+ She whispersthe word. &€calust leave, Boss.”

"Cornvinceme."

"If 1 tell you, you gottaswear you'l say nothing about this.”

"| swear.&€e I'm not sure | believe me. My voice is shaky, my tone something that sounds strange to



evenme.
But the ocath&€” however weak it iS5€”is what Squishy wants.

Squishy takes adeep breath, but she doesn't change her posture. In fact, she speaks directly to the wall,
not turning toward me at dl.

"l became amedic after my timein Stealth,&€+ she says. &€ad decided | had to save lives after taking so
many of them. It was the only way to balance the score...."

* k k %

Experts believe stedth tech was ddliberately lost. Too dangerous, too risky. The origina stedlth scientists
al died under mysterious circumstances, al much too young and without recording any part of their most
important discoveries.

Through the ages, their names were even logt, only to be rediscovered by amgjor researcher, visiting Old
Earth in the latter part of the past century.

Squishy tellsmedl thisin aflat voice. She sounds like she'sreciting alecture from very long ago. Still, |
listen, word for word, not asking any questions, afraid to break her train of thought.

Afraid shéll never returnto any of it.

Earth-owned Dignity Vessels had adl been stripped centuries before, used as cargo ships, used asjunk.
An atempt to reassemble one about five hundred years ago failed because the Dignity Vessdls8€™ main
components and guidance systems were never, ever found, either in junk or in blueprint form.

A few documents, smuggled to the colonies on Earth's Moon, suggested that stedth tech was based on
interdimensional science&€” that the ships didn't vanish off radar because of a &€oacl oaké€s but because
they traveled, briefly, into another world&€” apardld universe that's smilar to our own.

| recognized the theory&€”it's the one on which time trave is based, even though weve never discovered
timetrave, at least not in any useful way, and researchersdl over the universe discourage
experimentation init. They prefer the other theory of timetravel, the one that saystimeis not linear, that
we only percelveit aslinear, and to actually timetravel would beto dter the human brain.

But what Squishy istdling meisthat it's possbleto timetravd, it's possible to open smal windowsin
other dimensions, and bend them to our will.

Only, she says, those windows don't bend as nicely aswelike, and for every successful trip, there are
two that don't function aswell.

| ask for explanation, but she shakes her head.
"Y ou can get stuck,&€» she says, &€adike that probe. Forever and ever.”
"You think thisiswhat the Dignity Vessasdid?'

She shakes her head. &€ad think their stedlth tech is based on some form of this multi-dimensiond travd,
but not in any way weve been able to reproduce.”

"And this ship we have here? Why are you so afraid of it?a€e | ask.

"Because you'reright.&€« Shefinally looks at me. There are shadows under her eyes. Her faceis
skeletd, the lower lip trembling. &€oeT he ship shouldn't be here. No Dignity Vessd ever left the sector of



space around Earth. They weren't designed to travel vast distances, let done halfway across our known
universe”

| nod. She'snot telling me anything | don't already know. &€os50?"
"S0,&€+ she says. &€odDozens and dozens of those ships never returned to port.”
"Shot down, destroyed. They were battleships, after al.”

"Shot down, destroyed, or lost,&€+ she says. &ad vote for lost. Or used for something, some mission
now log intime."

| shrug. &€050?"

"'So you wondered why no one's seen this before, why no one'sfound it, why the ship itself has drifted so
very far from home."

| nod.
"Maybeit didn't drift."
"Y ou think it was purposely sent here?"

She shakes her head. &€caVhat if it stealthed on amission to the outer regions of Old Earth's area of
pace?"

My stomach clenches.
"What if &€+ she says, &odhe crew tried to destealth&€” and ended up here?”
"Fivethousand years ago?"

She shakes her head. &€06A few generations ago. Maybe more, maybe less. But not very long. And you
werejust the lucky onewho found it."

| spend the entire night listening to her theories.

| hear about the experiments, the forty-five deaths, the |osses she suffered in a program that started the
research from scratch.

After sheleft R& D and went into medicine, she used her high security clearance to explore ol der files.
She found pockets of research dating back nearly five centuries, the pertinent stuff gutted, al but the
assumptions gone.

Stedth tech. Logt, just like | assumed. And no one'd been ableto recreateit.
| listen and evaluate, and redlize, somewherein the dead of night, that I'm not a scientist.

But I am apragmatist, and | know, from my own research, that Dignity Vessdls, with their stealth tech,
exigted for more than two hundred years. Certainly not something that would have happened had the
stedlth technology been asflawed as Squishy said.

So many variables, so much for meto weigh.

And benesthiit dll, agreed pulses, one that&€” until tonight&€” | thought | didn't have.



For the last five centuries, our military has researched stedlth tech and failed.
Faled.

| might have al the answers only ashort distance away, in awreck no one €l se has noticed, awreck that
IS5€” for the moment anywaya€” completely my own.

* * * %

| leave Squishy to deep. | tell her to clear her bed, that she has to remain with the group, no matter what
| decide.

Shenodsasif she's expecting that, and maybe sheis. She grabs her nightclothes as| let myself out of the
room, and into the much cooler, more dimly lit corridor.

As| walk to my own quarters, JypA®© finds me.

"Shetdl you anything worthwhile?a€» His eyes are alittle too bright. Isgreed eating at him likeit's eating
at me?1'm amost afraid to ask.

"No,&€° | say. &€aeBhe didn't. The work she did doesn't seem all that relevant to me.”
I'm lying. | redlly do want to deep on this. | make better decisions when I'm rested.

"Thereisn't much history on the Dignity Vessals&€” at leadt that's specific,&€» he says. &€osAnd your
database has nothing on this one, no seria number listing, nothing. | wish you'd let uslink up with an
outsde system.”

"Y ou want someone else to know where we are and what we're doing?aé€e | ask.
Hegrins. &€odt'd beeasier.”

"And dumber.”

Henods. | take a step forward and he catches my arm.

"I did check one other thing,a€e he says.

| amtired. | want deep morethan | can say. &€caVhat?"

"| learned long ago that if you can't find something in history, you look in legends. Theréstruthsthere,
Y ou just haveto dig morefor them.”

| wait. The sparklein hiseyes grows.

"There's an old spacer's story that has gotten repeated through various cultures for centuries as
governments have come and gone. A spacer's story about afleet of Dignity Vessds.™”

"What?&€» | asked. &€0e0f course there was a fleet of them. Hundreds, if the old records are right.”

He waves me off. &odViore than that. Some say the fleet's athousand strong, some say it'sa hundred
strong. Some don't give anumber. But dl the legendstalk about the vessals being on amission to save
the worlds beyond the stars, and how the ships moved from port to port, with parts cobbled together so
that they could move beyond their design structures.”

I'm awake again, just like he knew | would be. &€ceThere are alot of these stories?”



"And they follow atrgectory&€” one that would work if you were, say, leading afleet of shipsout of your
areaof space.”

"We'refar away from the Old Earth area of space. We're so far away, humans from that period couldn't
even imagine getting to where we are now."

"So we say. But think how many years thiswould take, how much work it would take."
"Dignity Vesselsdidn't have FTL ,&€° | say.

"Maybe not at first.&€» He'sfairly bouncing from his discovery. I'm feding alittle more hopeful aswell.
&EoBut in that cobbling, what if someone gavethem FTL?'

"Gavethem,&€» | muse. No onein theworlds| know gives anyone anything.

"Or sold it to them. Can you imagine? One legend callsthem afleet of shipsfor hire, out to save worlds
they've never seen.”

"Sounds like a complete myth."

"Y eah,&€+ he says, &odt's only alegend. But | think sometimes these legends become allittle more
concrete.”

IIWI,.M?I
"We have an actua Dignity Vessel out there, that got here somehow.”
"Did you see evidence of cobbling?a€s | ask.

"How would | know?&€ he asks. &€oeHave you checked the readouts? Do they give different dates for
different parts of the ship?’

| hadn't looked at the dating. | had no ideaif it was different. But | don't say that.

"Download the exact specsfor aDignity Vessdl &€ | say. &€cel he materids, where everything should
be, dl of that."

"Didn't you do that before you came here?a€s he asks.

"Yes, but not in the detail of the ship's composition. Most people rebuild ships exactly asthey were
before they got damaged, so the shape would remain the same. Only the componentswould differ. |
meant to check our readouts against what 1'd brought, but | haven't yet. I've been diverted by the stedlth
tech thing, and now I'm going to get alittle deep. Soyou doit.”

Hegrins. &€0Aye, aye, Captain.”

"Boss, &€ | mutter as| stagger down the corridor to my bed. &€od can't tell you how much | prefer
boss."

* * * %

| deep, but not long. My brain'stoo busy. I'm sure those specs are different, which confirms nothing. It
just means that someone repaired the vessel at one point or another. But what if the materids arethe kind
that weren't availablein the area of gpace around Earth when Dignity Vessdswere built? That disproves
Squishy'sworry about the tech of that thing.



I'm a my hardwired termina when Squishy comesto my door. I've gone through five or six layers of
security to get to some very old data, data that isn't accessible from any other part of my ship's
networked computer system.

Squishy waits. I'm hoping shelll leave, but of course she doesn't. After afew minutes, she coughs.
| sgh audibly. &€ca/NVetaked last night.”
"I have one morething to ask.”

She stepped inside, unbidden, and closed the door. My quarters felt claustrophobic with another person
ingde them. I'd dways been done hered€’ dwaysa€’ even when | had aliaison with one of the crew. I'd
go to hisquarters, never bring himinto my own.

The habits of privacy arelong engrained, and the habits of secrecy even longer. It's how I've protected
my turf for so many years, and how I've managed to first-dive so many wrecks.

| dim the screen and turn to her. &€0AK."
Her eyes are haunted. Shelooks like she's gotten even less deep than | have.

"I'm going to try one last time,&€+ she says. &€l ease blow the wreck up. Makeit go away. Don't let
anyoneeseindde. Forget it was here.”

| fold my handson my lap. Y esterday | hadn't had an answer for that request. Today | do. I'd thought
about it off and on dl night, just like I'd thought about the differing stories I'd heard from her and from
JypA®©, and how, | redized fifteen minutes before my darm, neither of them had to be true.

"Please,&€* she says.

"I'm not ascientist,&€» | say, which should warn her right off, but of course it doesn't. Her gaze doesn't
change. Nothing about her posture changes. &€ad 've been thinking about this. If thisstedth techisas
powerful asyou claim, then we might be making things even worse. What if the exploson triggersthe
tech? What if we blow a hole between dimensions? Or maybe destroy something else, something we
can't see?'

Her cheeksflush dightly.

"Or maybe the explosion'll double-back on us. | recall something about Dignity Vessals being unfightable,
that anything that hit them rebounded to the other ship. What if that's part of the stedlth tech?”’

"It was afeature of the shields,&€» she sayswith abit of sarcasm. &oeT hey were unknown in that era.”

"Still &€+ | say. &€oeY ou understand stealth tech more than | do, but you don't really understand it or
you'd be ableto replicateit, right?

"| think therésaflaw in that argumenta€™

"But you don't redly grasp it, right? So you don't know if blowing up the wreck will creste aStuation
here, something worse than anything we've seen.”

"I'mwilling to risk it.&€* Her voiceisflat. So are her eyes. It'sasif she'saperson | don't know, a
person I've never met before. And something in those eyes, something cold and terrified, tellsmethat if |
met her thismorning, | wouldn't want to know her.



"I likerisks, &€ | say. &od just don't like that one. It seemsto me that the odds are against us.”

"Y ou and me, maybe &€+ she says. &€oBut theresalot more to & usdE™ than just thislittle band of
people. You let that wreck remain and you bring something dangerous back into our lives, our culture.”

"I could leaveit for someone else,&€» | say. &oBut | redly don't want to."
"Y ou think I'm making this up. Y ou think I'm worrying over nothing.&€» She sounds bitter.

"No,&€- | say. &EoBut you aready told me that the military istrying to recreate thisthing, over and over
again. Y ou tell methat people die doing it. My research tells me these ships worked for hundreds of
years, and | think maybe your methodology was flawed. Maybe getting the real stedth tech into the
hands of people who can do something with it will save lives”

She stares a me, and | recognize the expression. It must have been the one I'd had when | looked at her
just afew moments ago.

I'd dways known that greed and morals and beliefs destroyed friendships. | dso knew they influenced
more divesthan | cared to think about.

But I'd dwaystried to keep them out of my ship and out of my dives. That'swhy | pick my crews so
carefully; why | cdl the ship Nobody's Business.

Somehow, | never expected Squishy to tart the conflict.

Somehow, | never expected the conflict to be with me.

"No matter what | say, you're going to dive that wreck, aren't you?a€e she asks.
| nod.

Her sghisasaudible as minewas, and just as staged. She wants me to understand that her disapprova
is deep, that shewill hold me accountableif dl the terrible things she imagines somehow come to pass.

We gtare at each other in sllence. It feelslike we're having some kind of argument, an argument without
words. I'm loath to break eye contact.

Findly, she's the one who looks away.
"Y ou want meto stay, &€+ she says. &odHine. I'll stay. But | have some conditions of my own.”

| expected that. In fact, I'd expected that earlier, when sheld first come to my quarters, not this prolonged
discusson about destroying the wreck.

"Namethem."

"I'm done diving,&€* she says. &od’'m not going near that thing, not even to save lives.”
"All right.”

"But I'll man the skip, if you let me bring some of my medica supplies.”

Sofar, | see no problems. &€cAll right.”

"And if something goeswrongé€” and it will&€’ | reserve theright to give my notes, both audio and digitd,
to any necessary authorities. | reserve the right to tell them what we found and how | warned you. |



reservetheright to tell them that you're the one responsible for everything that happens.”

"l am the one responsible &€« | say. &EoBut the entire group has signed off on the hazards of wreck
diving. Deeth isone of therisks."

A lopsided smilefills her face, but doesn't reach her eyes. The smileitsalf seemslike sarcasm.

"Y eah,&€» she saysasif she's never heard me make that speech before. &€ad supposeitis.”

* * * %

| tell the othersthat Squishy has some concerns about the stealth tech and wants to operate as our medic
instead of asamain diver. No one questions that. Such things happen on long divesa€” someone gets
squeamish about the wreck; or terrified of the dark; or nearly dies and decidesto give up wreck-diving
then and there.

We're asupertitious bunch when it gets down to it. We put on our gear in the same order each and
every time; we al have one piece of equipment we shouldn't but we fedl we need just to survive; and we
liketo think theré's something watching over us, eveniif it'sjust apile of luck and an ancient diving belt.

The upside of Squishy'sdecisionisthat | get to dive the wreck. | have agood pilot, athough not agreat
one, manning the skip, and | know that shelll make sensible decisons. Shelll never impulsively comeinto
save ateam member. She's said so, and | know she meansiit.

The downsideisthat she'sabetter diver than | am. Shed find things| never would; shed seethings 'l
never see; she'd avoid things | don't even know are dangerous.

Whichiswhy, on my first diveto that wreck, | set mysalf up with Turtle, the most experienced member
of the dive team after Squishy.

The skip ride over istense: those two have gone beyond not talking into painful and outspoken silence. |
spend most of my time going over and over my equipment looking for flaws. Much as| want to dive this
wreck&€” and | have since the first moment | saw her&€” I'm scared of the deep and the dark and the
unknown. Thosefirg few ingtants of weightlessness dways catch me by surprise, dways remind me that
what | do is somehow unnatural.

Still, we get to our norma spot, | suit up, and somehow | make it through those first few minutes, zip
aong the tether with Turtle just afew meters ahead of me, and make my way to the hatch.

Turtle's gonnatake care of the recording and the tracking for thistrip. She knows the wreck is new to
me. She's been inside once now, and so has Karl. Junior and JypA© had the dive before this one.

I've assigned three corridors: oneto Karl, oneto J&J, and one to Turtle. Once we discover what's at the
end of those babies, well take afew more. I'm floating; I'll take the corridor of the person | dive with.

Descending into the hatch istrickier than it looks on the recordings. The edges are sharper; | haveto be
careful about where | put my hands.

Gravity isn't there to pull at me. | can hear my own breething, harsh and ingstent, and | wonder if |
shouldn't have taken Squishy's advice: aten/ten/ten split on my firgt diveinstead of a
twenty/twenty/twenty. It takes lesstime to reach the wreck now; we get insgde in nine minutesflat. |
would've had timeto do ahit of acclimatizing and to have a productive dive the next time.

But | hadn't been thinking that clearly, obvioudy. I'd been more interested in our corridor, hoping it led to
the control room, whatever that was.



Squishy had been thinking, though. Before | |&ft, she tanked me up with one more emergency bottle. She
remembered how on my firg dives after along lay-off, | used too much oxygen.

She remembered that | sometimes panic.

I'm not panicked now, just excited. | have al my exterior suit lights on, trying to catch the various nooks
and crannies of the hatch tube that leads into the ship.

Turtles not far behind. Because I'm lit up like atourist station, she's not using her boot lights. She'sletting
me st the pace, and I'm probably setting it alittle too fast.

Wereach the corridorsin at 11:59. Turtle shows me our corridor at 12:03. We take off down the
notched hallway at 12:06, and I'm giddy as achild on her first space walk.

Giddy we have to watch. Giddy can bethefirst Sgn of oxygen deprivation, followed by aheathy
disregard for sofety.

But | don't mention thisgiddy. I've had it snce Squishy bowed off the teams, and the giddy's grown
worse as my dive day got closer. I'm alittle concerned&€” extreme emotion adds to the heavy
breathing&€” but I'm going to trust my suit. I'm hoping it'll tell meif the oxygen'stoo low, the pressure's
off, or the environmental controls are about to fail.

The corridor ishuman-sized and built for full gravity. Apparently no one thought of adding rungsaong the
sde or the calling in case the environmenta controlsfail.

To me, that shows an agtonishing trust in technology, one I've dways read about but have never seen.
No ship designed in the last three hundred years lacks clingholds. No ship lacks emergency oxygen
supplies spaced every ten meters or so. No ship lacks communi cations equipment near each door.

The past fed's even farther away than | thought it would. | thought once | stepped insdethe
wreck&€” even though | couldn't smell the environment or hear what's going on around me&€’I'd get a
sense of what it would be like to spend part of my career in this place.

But | have no sense. I'min adark, dreary hallway that lacks the emergency suppliesI'm used to. Turtle's
moving dower than my giddy self wants, although my cautious, experienced boss salf knowsthat dow is
best.

She'sfinding handholds, and signaling mefor them, like we're climbing the outside of an dien vessd.
We're working on an ancient systeméa€” the lead person touches aplace, deemsit safe, usesit to push off,
and therest of the team follows.

There aren't asmany doorsas | would have expected. A corridor, it seemsto me, needs doors funneling
off it, with the occasiona side corridor bisectingit.

But there are no bisections, and every time | think werrein atunnel not a corridor, a door does appear.
The doors are regulation height, even now, but recessed farther than I'm used to.

Turtletries each door. They're al jammed or locked. At the moment, we're just trying to map the wreck.
WEII pry open the difficult places once the map isfinished.

But I'd love to go inside one of those closed off spaces, probably as much as she would.

Findly, she makesasmall scratch on the side of thewall, and nods a me.



The giddy fades. We're done. We go back nowa&€e” my rule&€’ and if you get back early so beit. | check
my readout: 29:01. We have ten minutesto make it back to the hatch.

| dmost argue for afew more minutes, even though | know better. Sure, it didn't take us aslong to get
here asit had in the past, but that doesn't mean the return trip isgoing to be easy. I'velost four divers
over the years because they made the mistake | wanted to make now.

| let Turtle pass me. She goes back, using the same push-off points as before. As she doesthat, | redlize
she's marked them somehow, probably with something her suit can pick up. My equipment's not that
sophigticated, but I'm glad hersis. We need that kind of expertise insde thiswreck. It might take us
weeks just to map the space, and we can expect each other to remember each and every safe touch spot
because of it.

When we get back to the skip and | drop my helmet, Squishy glares at me.

"Y ou had the gids,&€ she says.

"Normal excitement,&€e | say.

She shakes her head. &€0d see this coming back the next time, and you're grounded.”

| nod, but know she can't ground me without my permission. It's my ship, my wreck, my job. I'll do what
| want.

| take oOff the suit, indulge in some relaxation while Squishy pilots. We didn't get much, Turtleand |, just a
few more meters of corridor mapped, but it feds like wed discovered awhole new world.

Maybethat isthe gids, | don't know. But | don't think so. | think it'sjust the reaction of an addict who
returnsto her addiction&€” an elation so great that she needs to do something with it besides acknowledge
it.

And thiswreck. Thiswreck has so many possibilities.

Only | can't discuss them on the skip, not with Squishy at the hdm and Turtle across from me. Squishy
hates this project, and Turtle's starting to. Her enthusiasm iswaning, and | don't know if it's because of
her persona war with Squishy or because Squishy has convinced her the wreck is even more dangerous
than usud.

| stare out a porta, watching the wreck grow tinier and tinier in the distance. It'sironic. Even though I'm
surrounded by tension, | findly fed content.

* k k %

Half adozen more dives, maybe sixty more meters, mostly corridor. One potentia storage compartment,
which wed initidly hoped was a stateroom or quarters, and amechanic's corridor, filled with equipment
we haven't even begun to catalogue.

| spend my off-hours analyzing the materials. So far, nothing conclusive. Lots of evidence of cobbling, but
that's pretty common for any ship&€’with FTL or not&€” that's made it on along journey.

What there's no evidence of are bodies. We haven't found a one, and that's even more unusual.
Sometimes there're skeletons floatinga€” or pieces of them at least&€” and sometimes we get the
full-blown corpse, suited and intact. A handful aren't suited. Those are the worst. They always make me
grateful we can't smell the ship around us.



The lack of bodiesis beginning to creep out Karl. He's even talked to me in private about skipping the
next few dives.

I'm not sure what's best. If he skips them, the attitudes might become engrained, and he might not dive
again. If he goes, the fears might grow worse and paralyze him in the worst possible place.

| move him to the end of the rotation, and warn Squishy she might have to suit up after al.

Shejust looks at me and grins. &€oeT oo many of the team quit on you, you'l just have to go home.”
"I'll diveit mysdlf, and you al canwait,&€ | say, but it's bravado and we both know it.

That wreck isn't going to defeat me, not with the perfect treasure hidden in its bulk.

That'swhat's fuding my greed. The perfect treasure: my perfect treasure. Something that answers
previoudy unasked historical questionsa€” previoudy unknown historica questions; something that will
reved facts about our history, our humanity, that no one has suspected before; and something that, even
though it doesdl that, isworth asmal&€’ physica &€ fortune.

| love the history part. | get paid alot of money to ferry people to other wrecks, teach them to dive old
historica stes. Then | save up my funds and do this: find new sites that no one else knows about, and
minethem for higtory.

| never expected to mine them for redl gold aswell.

| shake every timel think about it, and before each dive, | do fed the gids. Only now | report them to
Squishy. | tell her that I'm atad too excited, and she offersme atranq that | always refuse. Never go into
the unknown with senses dulled, that's my motto, even though | know countless people who do it.

We're on along diving mission, longer than some of these folks have ever been on, and we're not even
halfway through. Well have gids and jitters and too many superdtitions. Well have fears and
near-emergencies, and God forbid, real emergenciesaswell.

Well get through it, and well have our prize, and no one, not any one person, will be able to take that
away fromus.

* % % %
It turned this afternoon.

I'm captaining the skip. Squishy's back at the Business, taking aboss-ordered rest. I'm tired of her
complaints and her constant negative attitude. At first, | thought sheld turn Turtle, but Turtle finaly got
pissed, and decided she'd enjoy thisrun.

| caught Squishy ragging on J&J, my strong links, asking them if they redly want to be mining adeath
ship. They didn't listen to her, not redlya€” athough JypA© argued with her just alittle3€” but that kind of
talk can depress an entire mission, sabotageit in subtle little ways, waysthat | don't even want to
contemplate.

So I'm manning the skip aone, while J& J are running their dive, and I'm listening to the commentary, not
looking &t the grainy nearly worthlessimages from the handheld. Mosily I'm thinking about Squishy and
how to send her back without sending information too and | can't cometo any conclusonsat al when |
hear:

"...yeah, it opens.&€e Junior.



"Wow.&€» JypAO©.
"Jackpot, eh?&€e Junior again.

And then along silence. Much too long for my tastes, not because I'm afraid for J& J, but because along
dlence doesn't tell me one goddamn thing.

| punch up the digitdl readout, see we're at 25:335€" plenty of time. They got to the new section faster
than they ever have before.

The silence runsfrom 25:33 to 28:46, and I'm about to chew my fist off, wondering what they're doing.
The handheld shows me grainy walls and more grainy walls. Or maybeit'sjust grainy nothing. | can't tell.

For thefirst time in weeks, | want someone else in the skip with me just so that | can talk to somebody.
"Almost time,3€+ JypA© says.

"Dad, you gotta see this.&€+ Junior has atouch of breathlessnessin hisvoice. Excitement&€” at least
that'swhat I'm hoping.

And then theres more silence ... thirty-five seconds of it, followed by aloud and emphatic &€od-uck!"

| can't tell if that's an angry &€adfuck,&€» a scared &Eadfuck,&€» or an awed &€oduck.&€- | can't tell
much about it at dl.

Now I'm literally chewing on my thumbnail, something | haven't donein years, and I'm watching the
digita, which has crept past thirty-one minutes.

"Move your arm,a€* JypA© says, and | know then that wasn't agood fuck at all.
Something happened.
Something bad.

"Jugt alittle to the left, 46+ ypA© says again, hisvoice oddly calm. I'm wondering why Junior isn't
answering him, hoping that the only reason is he'sin a section where the communications relay isn't
reaching the skip.

Because | can think of athousand other reasons, none of them good, that Junior's communication
equipment isn't working.

"We're five minutes past departure,a€+ JypA© says, and in that, I'm hearing the beginning of panic.
Moreslence.

I'm actualy holding my bregth. | look out a portal, see nothing except the wreck, looking likeit dways
does. The handheld has been showing the same grainy image for awhile now.

37:24
If they're not careful, they'll run out of air. Or worse.

| try to remember how much extrathey took. | didn't really watch them suit up thistime. I've seen their
ritual so many timesthat I'm not surewhat | think | saw iswhat | actualy saw. I'm not sure what they
have with them, and whét they don'.



"Great,8€» JypA© says, and | finaly recognize histone. It's controlled parental panic. Sound calm so
that the kid doesn't know the situation is bad. &€oek eep going.”

I'm holding my bregth, even though | don't have to. I'm holding my breath and looking back and forth
between the portal and the handheld image. All | seeisthe damn wreck and that same grainy image.

"We got it,a€» JypA© says. aEceNow careful. Careful5€” son of abitch! Move, move, movei€” ah,
hell."

| sare at the wreck, even though | can't seeinsgdeit. My own breath sounds asragged asit did insde the
wreck. | glance a thedigital:

44:11

They'll never get out intime. They'll never makeit, and | can't go in for them. I'm not even sure where
they are.

"C'mon.a€s JypA®© iswhispering now. &€0aC'mon son, just one more, ¢mon, help me, ¢mon."
The &€oehel p me&€» wasn't arequest to ahearing person. It was acomment. And | suddenly know.
Junior'strapped. He's unconscious. His suit might even be ripped. It's over for Junior.

JypA®© hasto know it on some deep level.

Only he dso hasto know it on the surface, in order to get out.

| reach for my own communicator before | redize there's no talking to them inside the wreck. Wed
already established that the skip doesn't have the power to send, for reasons| don't entirely understand.
Wevetried boosting power through the skip's diagnostic, and even with the Business's diagnostic, and
we don't get anything.

| judged we didn't need it, because what can someone inside the skip do besides encourage?
"C'mon, son.&€s JypA© grunts. | don't like that sound.

The sllence that follows lasts thirty seconds, but it seemslike forever. | move away from the portd, stare
at thedigita, and watch the numbers change. They seem to change in dow-motion:

45:24 t0
2510
.2...6...

NN

until | can't even see them change any more.

Another grunt, and then asob, half-muffled, and another, followed by&€”
"Isthere any way to send for help? Boss?'

| snap to when | hear my name. It's JypA®© and | can't answer him.



| can't answer him, dammit.

| can cdl for help, and | do. Squishy tells me that the best thing | can do is get the survivor&€” her word,
not mine, even though | know it's obvious too&€” back to the Business as quickly as possible.

"No sense passing midway, is there?a€e she asks, and | suppose she'sright.

But I'm cursing her&€’ after | get off the line&€’ for not being here, for failing us, even though therés not
much she can do, even if she's here, in the skip. We don't have alot of equipment, medica equipment,
back at the Business, and we have even less here, not that it mattered, because most of the things that
happen are survivable if you make it back to the skip.

Stll, 1 suit up. I promise myself I'm not going to the wreck, I'm not going to help with Junior, but | can get
JypA© dong the guiddineif he needs metoo.

"Boss. Call for help. We need Squishy and some divers and oh, shit, | don't know."
Hisvoice soundstoo breathy. | glance at the digitd.

56:24

Where hasthetime gone? | thought he was moving quicker than that. | thought | wastoo.
But it takesme awhileto suit up, and | talked to Squishy, and everything is fucked up.

What'll they say when we get back? The mission's aready filled with supertitions and fears of weird
technology that none of usredly understand.

And only me and JypA®© are obsessed with this thing.
Me and JypA®©.

Probably just me now.

"I left him some oxygen. | dunno if it'senough...”

So breathy. Has JypA®© left al his extra? What's happening to Junior? If he's unconscious, he won't use
asmuch, and if hissuit isfucked, then hewon't need any.

"Coming through the hatch..."

| see JypA©, atiny shape on top of the wreck. And he's moving slowly, much too owly for aman
trying to save hisown life.

My rulesare clear: let him make his own way back.
But I've never been able to watch someone else die.
| send to the Business: &€oalypA©'s out. I'm heading down the line."

| don't use the word help on purpose, but anyone listening knows what I'm doing. They'll probably never
listen to me again, but what the hell.

| don't want to lose two on my watch.

* k k %



When | reach him six minuteslater, he's pulling himself dong the guideline, hand over hand, so dowly that
he bardy seems human. A red light flashes at the base of hishdmet&€” the out of oxygen light, dammit.
Hedid usedl of hisextrafor hisson.

| grab one small container, hook it to the side of his suit, press the &omn&€e only halfway, knowing too
much isas bad astoo little.

Hislook isnt grateful: it's startled. He's so far gone, he hasn't even redlized that I'm here.

| brought agrappler aswdll, atec[mology | dways said was more dangerous than helpful, and here'sthe
first test of my theory. | wrap JypA© againgt me, tdl himto relax, | got him, and well bejust fine.

He doesn't. Even though | pry him from the line, his hands still move, one over the other, trying to pull
himsdf forward.

Instead, | yank ustoward the skip, moving asfast asl've ever moved. I'm burning oxygen at threetimes
my usud rate according to my suit and | don't redly care. | want himinside, | want him safe, | want him
alive, goddammit.

| pull open the door to the skip. | unhook himin the airlock, and he falsto the floor like an empty suit. |
make sure the back door is sealed, open the main door, and drag JypA®© inside.

Hisskinisagrayish blue. Capillaries have burst in his eyes. | wonder what € se has burst, what else has
gonewrong.

There'sblood around his mouth.

| yank off the helmet, his suit protesting my every move.

"I gottatell you,&€ he says. &€ad gottatell you."

| nod. I'm doing triage, just like I've been taught, just like I've done half adozen times before.
"Set up something,&€ he says. &€aeRecord.”

So | do, mostly to shut him up. | don't want him wasting more energy. I'm wasting enough for both of us,
trying to save him, and cursing Squishy for not getting here, cursing everyone for leaving me on the skip,
aone, with aman who can't live, and somehow hasto.

"He'sin the cockpit,8€» JypA© says.

| nod. He'staking about Junior, but | redly don't want to hear it. Junior isthe least of my worries.
"Wedged under some cabinet. Looks like&€” battlefield in there.”

That catches me. Battlefield how? Because there are bodies? Or becauseit's amess?

| don't ask. | want him to wait, to save his strength, to survive.

"Y ou gotta get him out. He's only got an hour's worth, maybe less. Get him out.”

Wedged benesth something, stuck against awall, trapped in the belly of the wreck. Yeah, like I'll get him
out. Likeit'sworthit.

All those sharp edges.



If his suit's not punctured now, it would be by the time I'm done getting the Stuff off him. Things haveto
be piled pretty high to get them stuck in zero-G.

I'll wager the Business that Junior's not stuck, not in theliterd, gravitationd sense. His suit's hung up on
an edge. He'slosingé&€” he's lost&€E” environment and oxygen, and he's probably been dead longer than his
father's been on the skip.

"Get him out.&€* JypA©'s voiceis so hoarseit sounds like awhisper.
| look at hisface. More blood.
"I'll get him,&€- | say.

JypA®© smiles. Or triesto. And then he closes hiseyes, and | fight the urge to slam my fist against his
chest. He'sdead and | know it, but some small part of mewon't believe it until Squishy declares him.

"I'll get him,&€» | say again, and thistime, it'snot alie.

* k x %

Squishy declared him the moment she arrived on the skip. Not that it was hard. Hed dready sunkenin
on himsdf, and the blood&€” it wasn't something | wanted to think abouit.

She flew us back. Turtle was in the other skip, and she never camein, just flew back on her own.

| stayed on the floor, expecting JypA®© to rise up and curse me for not going back to the wreck, for not
trying, even though we dl knew&€” even though he probably had known&€” that Junior was dead.

When we got back to the Business, Squishy took his body to her little medica suite. She's going to make
sure he died from suit failure or lack of oxygen or something that keeps the regulators away from us.

Who knows what the hell he actualy died of. Panic? Fear? Stupidity 7€’ or maybe that'swhat I'm
doomed for. Hell, I let aman dive with his son, even though I'd ordered al of my teamsto abandon a
downed man.

Who can abandon his own kid anyway?
And who ligensto me?
Not even me.

My guarters seem too smdl, the Business seemstoo big, and | don't want to go anywhere because
everyonell look at me, with an I-told-you-so followed by alet's-hang-it-up.

And | don't redly blame them. Death's the hardest part. It'swhat we flirt with in degp-dives.
Wecdlam that flirting ispartly love.

| close my eyes and lean back on my bunk but al | see are digita readouts. Seconds moving so dowly
they seem like days. The spaces between time. If only we can capture that&€” the space between
moments.

If only.

| shake my head, wondering how | can pretend | have no regrets.

* * * %



When | come out of my quarters, Turtle and Karl are aready watching the vids from JypA©'s suiit.
They're sitting in the lounge, their faces serious.

As| stepinside, Turtle says, &€celhey found the heart.”

|t takes me aminute to understand her, then | remember what JypA© said. They werein the cockpit, the
heart, the place we might find the stedlth tech.

Hewas stuck there. Like the probe?

| shudder in spite of mysdlf.

"Isthe event on the vid?7&€» | ask.

"Haven't got that far.&€ Turtle shuts off the screens. &aeSquishy's gone.”

"Gone?&€s | shake my head just alittle. Words aren't processing well. I'm having areaction. | recognize
it: I've had it before when I've lost crew.

"Shetook the second skip, and left. We didn't even notice until | went to find her.&€» Turtle sighs.
aEcethe'sgone.”

"JypA© to0?4Es | ask.
She nods.

| close my eyes. The mission ends, then. Squishy'll go to the authorities and report us. She's gonnatell
them about the wreck and the accident and Junior's death. She's gonna show them JypA®©, whom |
haven't reported yet because | didn't want anyone to find our position, and the authorities|| come
here&€” whatever authorities have jurisdiction over this area&€” and confiscate the wreck.

At best, well get adap, and I'll have acitation on my record.

At worgt, I'1&€” maybe well&€” face charges for some form of recklesshomicide.
"We can leave &€ Karl says.

| nod. &€ceshell report the Business. They'll know who to look for."

"If you sl the shipa€™

"And what?a€» | ask. &€odNot buy another? That'll keep us ahead of them for awhile, but not long
enough. And when we get caught, we get nailed for the full count, whatever it is, because we acted guilty
andran.

"So, maybe shewon't say anything,&€s Karl says, but he doesn't sound hopeful.

"|f she was gonna do that, she wouldaleft JypA©,5€s | say.

Turtle closes her eyes, rests her head on the seat back. &€od don't know her any more.”
"I think maybe we never did,&€- | say.

"I didn't think she got scared, &€« Turtle says. &€od yelled at her&€” | told her to get over it, that diving's
thething. And she said it's not the thing. Surviving's the thing. She never used to be likethat."



| think of the woman sitting on her bunk, staring a her opague wall&€’awall you think you can see
through, but you redly can'té€” and wonder. Maybe she always used to be like that. Maybe surviving
was adways her thing. Maybe diving was how she proved shewas adive, until the past caught up with her
al over again.

The sedth tech.
Shethinksit killed Junior.
| nod toward the screen. &€cd_et's seeit, &€« | say to Karl.

He gives me atight glance, dmost&€’ but not quited€’ expressonless. He'strying to rein himsdlf in, but his
fears are getting the best of him.

I'm amazed mine haven't got the best of me.

He gtarts it up. The voices of men so recently dead, just passing informationa€” " Push off here.&€»
&€oaNVatch the edge there." &€ make Turtle open her eyes.

| lean againgt thewall, arms crossed. The conversation isfamiliar to me. | heard it just afew hours ago,
and I'd been too preoccupied to give it much attention, thinking of my own problems, thinking of the
future of thismisson, which | thought was going to go on for months.

Amazing how much your perspective changesin the space of afew minutes.

The corridors look the same. It takes alot so that | don't zone&€” 1've been in that wreck, 1've watched

smilar vids, and in those | haven't learned much. But | resist the urgeto tell Karl to speed it up&€” there
can be something, some wrong movement, or piece of the wreck that gloms onto one of my guysa€’ my
former guysa€’ before they even get to the heart.

But | don't see anything like that, and since Turtle and Karl are quiet, | assume they don't see anything
likethet ether.

Then J& Jfind the holy grail. They say something, red casua &€’ which I'd missed the first time&€’asmple
&Eoeshit, man&€» in atone of such awethat if 1'd been paying attention, | would've known.

| bite back the emotion. If | took responsibility for each logt life, I'd never dive again. Of course, | might
not after this anywaya€” one of the many options the authorities haveisto take my pilot's license awvay.

The vids don't show the cockpit ahegd. They show the same old grainy walls, the same old dark and
shadowed corridor. It's not until JypA© turns his suit vid toward the front that the pit's even visible, and
then it'sablack massfilled with lighter squares, covering the screen.

"What the hell's that?&€s Karl asks. I'm not even sure he knows he's spoken.
Turtle leans forward and shakes her head. &€odNever seen anything likeit.”

Meeither. As JypA®© gets closer, the images become clearer. It looks like every piece of furniturein the
place has become did odged, and has shifted to one part of the cockpit.

Were the designers so confident of their artificia gravity that they didn't bolt down the permanent pieces?
Could any ship's designers be that stupid?

JypA©'svid doesn't show methefloor, so | can't seeif these pieces have been ripped free. If they have,
then that place isaminefield for adiver, more sharp edges than smooth ones.



My armstighten in their cross, my fingersforming figs. | fed atenson | don't wanté€” asif | can save
both men by speaking out now.

"Y ou got this before Squishy took off, right?a€s | ask Turtle.

She understands what 1'm asking. She gives me adisapproving Sdeways look. &ad took the vids before
she even had the auit off."

Technicaly, that'swhat | want to hear, and yet it's not what | want to hear. | want something to be
tampered with, something to be dightly off, because then, maybe then, JypA© would till bedive.

"Look,&€- Karl says, nodding toward the screen.

| have to force mysdlf to seeit. The eyesdon't want to focus. | know what happens nexta€” or at least,
how it ends up. | don't need the visua confirmation.

Yet | do. Thevid can save us, if the authorities come back. Turtle, Karl, even Squishy can testify to my
rules. And my rules state that an obvioudy dangerous site should be avoided. Probes get to map places
likethisfird.

Only I know J& Jdidn't send in aprobe. They might not have because we lost the other so easily, but
most likely, it was that greed, the same one which has been affecting me. The tantdizing idea that
somehow, thiswreck, with its ancient secrets, isthe dive of alifetimes€’the discovery of alifetime.

Andthe hdl of itis, beneath the fear and the panic and the anger&€” more at myself than at Squishy for
breaking our pacté€” that greed remains.

I'm thinking, if we can just get the stedlth tech before the authorities arrive, itll al be worth it. Well havea
chip, something to bargain with.

Something to sl to save our own skins.

Junior goesin. Hisfather doesn't tell him not to. Junior's blurry on the vida€” ahuman formin an
environmenta suit, darker than the pile of thingsin the center of the room, but grayer than the black
around them.

And it's Junior who says, &adt's open,&€« and Junior who mutters &oaNowa€s and Junior who says,
a€aalackpot, huh?&€s when | thought all of that had been a dia ogue between them.

He pointsat aholein the pile, then headstoward it, but hisfather moves forward quickly, grabbing his
arm. They don't talk&€” apparently that was the way they worked, such an understanding they didn't need
to say much, which makes my heart twist&€” and together they head around the pile.

The cockpit shifts. It has large screens that appear to be unretractable. They're off, big blank canvases
againgt dark walls. No windowsin the cockpit at al, which is another one of those technologically
arrogant thingsa€” what happensif the screen technology fails?

The pileistruly in the middle of the room, abig lump of things. Why JypA®© cadled it abatlefidd, | don't
know. Because of the pile? Because everything is ripped up and moved around?

My arms get even tighter, my fists clenched so hard my knuckles hurt.

Onthevid, Junior breaks away from hisfather, and moves toward the front (if you can cal it that) of the
pile. HEslooking a what the pile€'s attached to.



He mimes removing pieces, and the cameras shake. Apparently JypA®© is shaking his head.

Y et Junior reachesin there anyway. He examines each piece before he touchesiit, then pushes at i,
which seemsto movethe entire pile. He movesin closer, the pile beside him, something | can't seeon his
other sde. He'sfloating, head first, exactly like were not supposed to go into one of these spacesa€’ hed
have trouble backing out if there's a problema€”

And of coursethereis.

Wes.

"Ah, hell &€+ | whisper.

Karl nods. Turtle puts her head in her hands.
On screen nothing moves.

Nothing at all.

Seconds go by, maybe aminute&€’ | forgot to look at the digital readout from earlier, so | don't exactly
knowa€” and then, finally, JypA© moves forward.

He reaches Junior's side, but doesn't touch him. Insteed the cameras peer in, so I'm thinking maybe
JypA© doestoo.

And then the monologue begins.

I've only heard it once, but | have it memorized.
Almost time.

Dad, you've gotta see this.

JypA©'s sit shows us somethinga€” awave? A blackness? A table?a€” something barely visble just
beyond Junior. Junior reachesfor it, and then&€”

Fuck!

The word sounds distorted here. | don't remember it being distorted, but | do remember being unable to
understand the emotion behind it. Was that from the distortion? Or my lack of attention?

JypA© hasforgotten to use his cameras. He's moved so close to the objectsin the pile that all we can
see now are rounded corners and broken metal (apparently these did break off then) and sharp, sharp
edges.

Move your arm.

But | see no corresponding movement. The visuas remain the same, just likethey did when | was
watching from the skip.

Just a little to the | eft.
And then;

We're five minutes past departure.



That was panic. | had missed it the first time, but the panic began right there. Right at that moment.
Karl covers his mouth.

On screen, JypA®© turnsdightly. His hands grasp boots and I'm assuming he's tugging.

Great. But | see nothing to fed great about. Nothing has moved. Keep going.

Going where? Nothing is changing. JypA© can seethat, can't he?

The hands seem to tighten their grip on the boots, or maybe I'm imagining that because that's what my
handswould do.

We got it.
Isthat adight movement? | step away from the wall, move closer to thevid, asif | can actudly help.
Now careful.

Thisisamost worse because | know what's coming, | know Junior doesn't get out, JypA© doesn't
aurvive. | knowa€’

Careful5€” son of a bitch!

The hands did off the boot, only to grasp back on. And there's desperation in that movement, and lack of
caution, no checking for edges nearby, no standard rescue procedures.

Move, move, movea€” ah, hell.

Thistime, the hands stay. And tugé€’ clearly tugé€’ diding off.
C'mon.

Sliding again.

C'mon son,

And again.

just one more,

Andagain.

c'mon, help me, c'mon.

Until, findly, in despair, the hands fall off. The feet are motionless, and, to my untrained eye, appear to be
in the same position they werein before.

Now JypA©'s bresthing dominates the sounda€” which | don't remember at all3€” maybe that kind of hiss
doesn't make it through our patchwork systema€” and then the vid whirls. He's reaching, grabbing, trying
to pull things off the pile, and there's no pulling, everything goes back like it's magnetized.

He staggers backwardé€” all except his hand, which seems attacheda&€” sharp edges? No, his suit wasn't
compromiseda€” and then, at the last moment, eases away.

Away, backing away, the visuds are still of those boots sticking out of that pile, and | squint, and |



wonderd€”am | seeing other boots? Onesthat are less familiar?8€” and findly he's bumping against walls,
loging track of himsdlf.

Heturns, moves away, coming for help even though he hasto know | won't help (athough | did) and
panicked&€” so clearly panicked. He getsto the end of the corridor, and | wave my hand.

"Turn it off.&€e | know how this playsout. | don't need any more.

None of usdo. Besides, I'm the only one watching. Turtle still has her face in her hands, and Karl's eyes
are squinched shut, asif he can keep out the horrible experience just by blocking the images.

| grab the controls and shut the damn thing off mysdif.

Then | dide onto the floor and bow my head. Squishy wasright, dammit. She was so right. This ship has
gedth tech. It'sthe only thing still working, that one faint energy signature that attracted mein the first
place, and it haskilled Junior.

And JypA©.
Andif I'd gonein, it would'vekilled me.

No wonder sheleft. No wonder sheran. Thisissome kind of flashback for her, something shefedswe
can never ever win.

And I'm beginning to think she'sright, when athought flits across my brain.

| frown, flick the screen back on, and search for JypA©'s map. He had the system on automatic, so the
map goes clear to the cockpit.

| superimpose that map on the exterior, accounting for movement, accounting for changeé€”
Andthereitis, clear asanything.
The probe, our stuck probe, is pressing against whatever's near Junior's faceplate.

I'm worried about what'll happen if the stealth tech is open to space, and it aways has beenéd€’ at least
snce | stumbled on the wreck.

Open to space and open for the taking.
Karl'swatching me. &€ca/Nhat're you gonnado?"

Only that doesn't sound like hisvoice. It'sthe greed. It'sthe greed talking, that emotion | so blithely
assumed | didn't have.

Everyone can be snared, just in different ways.

"I don't know what to do,&€» | say. &€ad havenoideaat al.”

* * % %

| go back to my room, sit on the bed, stare at the portal which, mercifully, doesn't show the distant
wreck.

I'm out of ideas, out of energy, and out of time.

Squishy and the cavdry'll be here soon, to take the wreck from me, confiscateit, and send it into



governmentd oblivion.
And then my career isover. No more dives, no more space travel.
No more nothing.

| think | doze once because suddenly I'm staring at Junior'sface insde his helmet. His eyes move, ever so
dowly, and | redize&€’in the space of a heartbeata€’ that he'sdivein there: hisbody'sin our dimension,
his head on the way to another.

And | know, asplainly as| know that he's alive, that hell suffer along and hideous deeth if | don't help
him, so | grab one of the sharp edges&€’ with my bare hands (such an obvious dream)&€” and dice the
gdeof hissuit.

Saving him.
Damning him.
Condemning him to an even uglier dow death than the one he would otherwise experience.

| jerk awake, nearly hitting my head on thewall. My breath is coming in short gasps. What if thedream is
true? What if heistill dive? No one understands interdimensiona travel, so he could be, but even if he
is, | can do nothing.

Absolutely nothing, without condemning mysdlf.
If I goinandtry tofree him, | will get caught as surely asheis. Sowill anyonedse.

| close my eyes, but don't lean back to my pillow. | don't want to fall adeep again. | don't want to dream
again, not with these thoughts on my mind. The nightmares 1'd have, dl because stedlth tech exidts, are
terrifying, worse than any 1'd had as achild&€’

And then my bregath catches. | open my eyes, rub the deep from them, think:

ThisisaDignity Vessd. Dignity Vessds have sedth tech, unlessthey've been stripped of them. Squishy
described stedlth tech to me&€” and this vessd, this wreck hasan origind verson.

Stedth tech hasvalue.
Real vaue, unlike any wreck I've found before.
| can stake aclaim. Thetimeto worry about pirates and privacy islong gone, now.

| get out of bed, pace around the small room. Staking a claim is so foreign to wreck-divers. We keep our
favorite wrecks hidden, our best dives secret from pirates and wreck divers and the government.

But I'm not going to dive thiswreck. I'm not going in again&” none of my people ared€’ and S0 it doesn't
matter that the entire universe knowswhat | have here.

Except that other diverswill come, gold-diggerswill try to rob me of my clamé€”and | can collect fees
from anyone willing to minethis, anyonewilling to risk losing their lifein along and hideousway.

Or | can salvage the wreck and sdll it. The government buys salvage.

If | fileaclaim, I'm not vulnerable to citations, not even to reckless homicide charges, because everyone



knows that mining exactsaprice. It doesn't matter what kind of claim you mine, you could still lose some,
or al, of your crew.

But best of dl, if | stake aclaim on that wreck, | can quarantine ita€” and prosecute anyone who violates
the quarantine. | can stop people from getting near the stedlth tech if | so choose.

Or | can demand that whoever triesto retrieveit, retrieve Junior's body.

Hisface rises, unbidden, not the boy I'd known, but the boy I'd dreamed of, haf-dive, waiting to die.
| know there are horrible deaths in space. | know that wreck-divers suffer some of the worst.

| carry these imageswith me, and now, it seems, I'll carry Junior's.

Isthat why JypA© made me promise to go in? Had he had the same vision of his son?

| st down at the network, and cal up the claim form. It's so smple. The key isgiving up accurate
coordinates. The system'll do aquick double-check to seeif anyone else hasfiled aclam, and if so, an
automatic arbitrator will ask if | careto withdraw. If | do not, then the entire thing will go to the nearest
court.

My handsitch. Thisisso contrary to my training.

| start to file&€” and then stop.

| close my eyes&€” and he's there again, barely moving, but dive.

If I do this, Junior will haunt me until the end of my life. If | do this, I'll dwayswonder.
Wreck-diverstake silly, unnecessary risks, by definition.

The only thing that's stopping me from taking this oneis Squishy and her urge for caution.
Wreck-diversflirt with degth.

| gand. It'stimefor arendezvous.

* * % %

Turtlewon't goin. She's stressed, terrified, and blinded by Squishy's betrayd. Sheld be uselesson adive
anyway, not clear-headed enough, and probably too reckless.

Karl has no qualms. Hisfears have left. When | propose adive to see what happened in there, he
actudly grinsat me.

"Thought you weren't gonna come around,&€» he says.
But | have.

Turtle mansthe skip. Karl and | have gonein. We've decided on 30/40/30, because we're going to
investigate that cockpit. Karl theorizes that there's some kind of off switch for the stealth tech, and of
course he'sright. But thewreck has no rea power, and since the designers had too much faith in their
technology to build redundant safety systems, I'm assuming they had too much faith to design an off
switch for their most dangerous technology, a dead-man's switch that'll alow the stedlth tech to go off
even if thewreck has no power.



| mention that to Karl and he gives me astartled look.
"Y ou ever wonder what's keeping the stealth tech on then?a€s he asks.

I've wondered, but | have no answer. Maybe when Squishy comes back with the government ships,
maybe then I'll ask her. What my non-scientific mind iswondering isthis: Can the stedlth tech operate
from both dimensions? Is something on the other side powering it?

Is part of the wreck&€” that hole we found in the hull on thefirst day, maybe&€’ il in that other
dimenson?

Karl and | suit up, take extra oxygen, and double-check our suitsG€™ environmentd controls. I'm not
giddy thistrip&€’I'm not sure I'll be giddy again&€” but I'm not scared, either.

Just coldly determined.
| promised JypA®© | was going back for Junior, and now | am.
No matter what the risk.

Thetrip acrossissmple, quick, and familiar. Going down the entrance no longer seemslikean
adventure. We hit the corridors with fifteen minutesto spare.

JypA©'s map is accurate to the millimeter. His push-off points are marked on the map and with some
corresponding glove grip. We make record time as we head toward that cockpit.

Record time, though, isstill dow. | find mysdlf wishing for dl my senses: sound, smell, taste. | want to
know if the effects of the stealth tech have madeit out here, if something is off inthe airé€” abit of aburnt
amell, something foreign that raises the smdl hairs on the back of my neck. I want to know if Junior is
aready decomposing, if he's part of agroup (the crew?) pushed up against the stedth tech, never to go
freeagan.

But the wreck doesn't cough up those kind of details. This corridor looks the same as the other corridor |
pulled my way through.

Karl movesasquickly as| do, dthough hissuit lightsare on so full that looking a him amost blinds me.
That'swhat | did to Turtle on our trip, and it'sasign of nervousness.

It doesn't surprise methat Karl, who claimed not to be afraid, is nervous. He's the one who had doubts
about thistrip once he'd been insde the wreck. He'sthe one | thought wouldn't make it through al of his
scheduled dives.

The cockpit loomsin front of us, the doors stuck open. It doeslook like a battlefield from this vantage:
the broken furniture, the destruction all cobbled together on one side of the room, like abarricade.

The odd part about it is, though, that the barricade runs from floor to ceiling, and unlike most thingsin
zero-G, seem stuck in place.

Neither Karl nor | give the barricade much time. We've vowed to explore the rest of the cockpit first,
looking for the elusive dead-man switch. We have to be careful; the sharp edges are everywhere.

Before we | eft, we used the visuas from JypA©'s suit, and his half-finished map, to assign each other
areas of the cockpit to explore. I'm going deep, mostly because thisis my idea, and deep&€” we both
fed &€’ isthe most dangerous place. It's closest to the probe, closest to that corner of the cockpit where



Junior gill hangs, horizonta, his boots kicking out into the open.

| go in the center, heading toward the back, not using handholds. I've pushed off thewall, so | have some
momentum, atechniquethat isn't really my strong suit. But | volunteered for this, knowing the edgesin the
front would dow me down, knowing that the wallswould raise my fearsto an dmost incalculable height.

Instead, | float over the middle of the room, see the uprooted meta of chairs and the ripped shreds of
consoles. There are actua wires protruding from the middle of that mess, wires and stripped

bolts&€” something | haven't seen in space before, only in old colonies&€” and my stomach churnsas|
move forward.

The back wall isdark, with its distended screen. The cockpit fedls like a cave instead of the hub of the
Dignity Vessdl. | wonder how so many people could have trusted their livesto this place.

Just before | reach thewall, | spin so that | hit it with the soles of my boots. The soles have the toughest
material on my suit. Thewall is mostly smooth, but there are afew edges here, too&€” more stripped
bolts, afew twisted metd piecesthat | have no ideawhat they once were part of.

Thisentire place feds useless and dead.

It takes all of my strength not to look at the barricade, not to search for the bottoms of Junior's boots, not
to go therefirdt. But | force myself to shine aspot on the wall before me, then on the floor, and the
ceiling, looking for somethinga€” anything&€’ that might control part of thisvessd.

But whatever had, whatever machinery there'd been, whatever computerized equipment, is either gone or
part of that barricade. My work in the back is over quickly, athough | take an extrafew minutesto
record it al, just in case the camera sees something | dontt.

It takes Karl abit longer. He hasto pick hisway through atiny debrisfield. HE's closer to apossible ste:
therés il aconsole or two stuck to his near wall. He examines them, runs his suit-cam over them as
wdll, but shakes his head.

Even before he tells me he'sfound nothing, | know.
| know.

| join him at atwo-pronged handhold, where hiswall and mine meet. The handhold was actualy
designed for this space, the first such design I've seen on the entire Dignity Vessd.

Maybe the engineersfdt that only the cockpit crew had to survive uninjured should the artificia gravity
go off. Morelikdly, thelack of grab barswas smply an oversaght in the other areas, or a cost-saving
messure.

"Y ou see away into that barricade?a€s Karl asks.
"We're not going in,&€« | say. &€ca/Ne're going to satisfy my curiogty fird."

He knows about the dream; | told him when we were suiting up. | have no ideaif Turtle heardé€”if she
did, then she knowstoo. | don't know how she feels about the superstitious part of this mission, but |
know that Karl understands.

"I think we should work off atether,&€ he says. &8/ e can hook up to this handhold. That way, if one
of usgets tuckae™"



| shake my head. There are clearly other bodiesin that barricade, and | would wager that some of them
have tethers and bits of equipment attached.

If the stedth tech is as powerful as| think it is, then these people had no safeguard againgt it. A handhold
won't defend us either, even though, | believe, the stedlth techisrunning at asmall percentage of

capacity.
"I'm going first,&€+ | say. &€ceY ou wait. If | pull in, you go back. Y ou and Turtle get out.”

Weve discussed thisdrill. They don't likeit. They believe leaving me behind will give them two ghosts
instead of one.

Maybe 0, but at least they'll still be dive to experience those ghosts.

| push off the handhold, softer thistimethan | did from the corridor, and |et the drift take meto the
barricade. | turn the front suit-cams on high. | dso use zoom on dl but afew of them. | want to seeas
much as | can through that barricade.

My suit lightsaredso onfull. | must look like achild'sfloaty toy heading in for alanding.

| stop near the spot where Junior went in. His boots are there, floating, like expected. | back asfar away
from him as| can, hoping to catch areflection in hisvisor, but | get nothing.

| have to moveto theinitial spot, that holein the barricade that Junior initialy wanted to go through.

I'm more afraid of that than | am of the rest of the wreck, but | doit. | grasp aspot marked on JypA©'s
map, and pull mysdf toward that hole.

Then | train the zoom insde, but | don't need it.

| seethe side of Junior'sface, illuminated by my lights. The helmet iswhat tellsmethat it'shim. |
recognize the modern design, thelittle logos he glued to its side.

His helmet has bumped againgt the only intact consolein the entire place. Hisface is pointed downward,
the helmet on clear. And through it, | see something | don't expect: the opposite of my fears.

Heisn't dive. He haan't been divein along, long time.

As| sad, no one understands interdimensiond travel, but we suspect it manipulatestime. And what | see
in front of me makes meredlize my hypothesisiswrong:

Time sped up for him. Sped to such arate that he isn't even recognizable. He's been mummified for so
long that the skin looks petrified, and | bet, if we were to somehow free him and take him back to the
Business, that none of our norma medica tools could cut through the surface of hisface.

There are no currents and eddies here, nothing to pull me forward. Still, | scurry back to what | consider
asafe spot, not wanting to experience the same fate as the youngest member of our team.

"What isit?&€e Karl asks me.
"He'sgone,&€» | say. &€aceNo sense cutting him loose."

Even though cutting isn't the right term. We'd have to free him from that stealth tech, and I'm not getting
near it. No matter how rich it could make me, no matter how many questionsit answers, | no longer want
anything to dowithiit.



I'm done&€’ with this dive, thiswreck&€” and with my brief encounter with greed.

* k% k %

We do have answers, though, and visua sto present to the government shipswhen they arrive. Thereare
ten of them&€” a convoy&€” unwilling to trust something as precious as Sedth tech to asingle ship.

Squishy didn't come back with them. | don't know why | thought she would. She dropped off JypA®©,
reported us and the wreck, and vanished into Longbow Station, not even willing to collect afinder'sfee
that the government gives whenever it locates unusud technologies.

Squishy'sgone, and | doubt shelll ever come back.

Turtlé's not spesking to me now, except to say that she's relieved we're not being charged with anything.
Our vids showed the government we cared enough to go back for our team member, and aso that we
had no idea about the stedlth tech until we saw it function.

We hadn't goneinto the Stetoraid it, just to explore ita€’ as the earlier vids showed. Which confirmed
my clama€’ I'm awreck-diver, not apirate, not ascavengeré€” and that allowed meto pick up the
reward that Squishy abandoned.

I'dve left it too, except that | needed to fund the expedition, and I'm not going to be able to do it the way
I'dinitidly planned&€’ by taking touriststo the Dignity Vessel so far from home.

The wreck got moved to some storehouse or warehouse or waystation where the government claimsit's
safe. Turtle thinks we should've blown it up; Karl'sjust glad it's out of our way.

Me, | just wish | had more answersto all the puzzles.

That vessel'd been in service awhile, that much was clear from how it had been refitted. When someone
activated the stedlth, something went wrong. | doubt even the government scientistswill find out exactly
what'sin that mess.

Then there's the question of how it got to the place | found it. Theré'sno way to tell if it traveled in steglth
mode over those thousands of years, although that doesn't explain how the ship avoided gravity wellsand
other perilsthat lieinwait in acold and difficult universe. Or maybe it had been instaled with an updated
FTL. Again, | doubt | will ever know.

Asfor the crewé€” | have no idea, except that | suspect the cockpit crew died right off. We could see
them in that pile of debris. But the rest&€” there were no bodies scattered throughout the ship, and there
could've been, given that the vessdl is dtill intact after all thistime.

I'm wondering if they were running testswith minimal crew or if thereal crew looked at that carnagein
the cockpit and decided, like we did, that it wasn't worth therisk to go in.

| never looked for escape pods, but such things existed on Dignity Vessds. Maybe the rest of the crew
bailed, got rescued, and blended into cultures somewhere far from home.

Maybe that's where JypA©'s legends come from.
Or =01 liketo believe.

Longbow Station has never seemed so much like home. It be nice to shed the silent Turtle, and Karl,
who clamshisdiving days are behind him.



Mine aretoo, only in not quite the sameway. The Business and I'll ill ferry touriststo various wrecks,
promising scary dives and providing none.

But I've had enough of undiscovered wrecks and danger for no redl reason. Curiosity sent medl over
this part of space, looking for hidden pockets, places where no one has beenin along time.

Now that I've found the ultimate hidden pocket&€” and 1've seen what it can do&€” I'm not looking any
more. I'm hanging up my suit and reclaiming my land legs.

Lessdanger there, on land, in normal gravity. Not that I'm afraid of wrecks now. I'm not, no more than
the average spacer.

I'm more afraid of that fedling, the greed, which came on me hard and fast, and made me tone-deaf to my
best diver's concerns, my old friend's fears, and my own giddy response to the deep.

I'm getting out before | turn pirate or scavenger, before my greedé€”which | thought | didn't
haved€’ draws me asinexorably as the stedth tech drew Junior, pulling mein and holding mein place,
before | evenredizel'min trouble.

Before |l even know how impossibleit'll be to escape.
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