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Twenty-seven-year-old Benjamin Bennett rolled over in hisdormitory bed in the middle of theinterstellar
night thoroughly disgusted with himself. His Bombardier friends had often taunted him about his
relationships with various members of the female population a Eos University. "One-Minute Bennett,”
they called him. No relationship he had ever seemed to last long enough to be memorable, let done
meaningful. Maybe they wereright.

"It'snot you," Ben told his date, throwing hisleft arm across his eyes, sunken in despair. "At least | don't
think it'syou. Ix! Who knowswhat it is?'

"Well, it's something," his date, Jeannie Borland, said.

Ms. Borland was a twenty-five-year-old, platinum blond graduate student in atmospheric chemistry
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whom Ben had met about amonth earlier when Eos University had madeitslast planetfal. He and his
dorm mates-Eos dropouts called the Bombardiers-had gone kiting in the incredibly blue skiesof AlaTule
4 whilethe other students of the spacegoing university went about their various field trips down on the
planet's surface. Ben had met Ms. Borland when he and the Bombardiers rested their wingsin the
AtChem gondola, lofting in the thermas of a placid mountain range. Ben thought held pursue her more
aggressvely when the university returned to its circuit through the known stars of the Sagittarius Alley.

And this was what happened.

Y oung men might reach their sexua peak at the age of nineteen or so, but it rarely tapered off so quickly.
Moreover, Ben wasin the best physica condition he had ever known. Though only five feet, ten inches
tall, he was broad-shouldered and muscled enough to have won severa wrestling scholarships when he
was an undergraduate back on Earth. He worked out amost daily and theoretically should have been
abletoriseto the task.

In the semidarkness of the room, Jeannie Borland'sillicit cigarette glowed dully. Her unaugmented
breasts had that still-youthful pear shape to them, and her delicioudy long legs should have inspired him
to do something. But they didn't.

He sat up, sweeping hislong black hair back into aponytail, which he banded swiftly.
"Maybeit'sthe Ennui," Borland said, blowing aghost of smoketo the ceiling.

"I think they put sdltpeter in thefood," Ben said.

Borland tapped an ash to the ashtray on Ben's nightstand. " Sdltpeter? What's that ?"

"Something they used to put in food to keep horny young boysfrom ... getting frisky. Back in the old
days"

"] don't bdieveit," Borland said. "That's barbaric. No one would do that here. Not on Eos."

"The Grayswould," Ben remarked. "And they've got the Ainge behind them. After all, we can't have
Mom and Dad worrying that Sdly and Suzie will come home pregnant.”

"No chance of that," Borland said listlesdy, the tobacco calming her.

Ben eased out of bed, stepping into the gelatinous puddle his clothing made on the floor. Its response
circuits activated at the familiar sgnature of hisfeet and his rugby jersey and shorts began flowing up his
legs. When they found themselves back in their default configurations, they solidified. Ben'sjersey sad:
RUGBY PLAYERSEAT THEIR DEAD. But only, Ben thought, if their testosterone levelswere high.
He moved his uncooperative "boys' around to help his underwear settlein.

"Look, thisisthe first time this has happened to me," Ben said. "Y ou've got to bdieve me."



"Mmm," Borland said, tugging at her cigarette.

Actudly, it had already happened-two weeks ago, with Christine Jensen, abiology student, and two
days ater, with LisaHoldaway, an urban-dynamics sociology major who had been a student in one of
the science classes he taught.

"It'sthe Ennui," Ms. Borland said with certainty.

She sat up and crashed out her cigarette. Sensing that the heat had gone out of the cigarette, the
nightstand swallowed the ashtray. The room, meanwhile, quickly cleared the air.

Ben thought about the so-called Ennui, said to plague the spread of humanity acrossthe stars. "That'sa
fary tde. It'snaturd for civilization to dow down asit moves out among the stars. The Alley'sabig place
and welve only been traveling it for two hundred years."

"Thepaceof lifeinthe Alley has dowed down,” Borland said, stepping away from the bed. "They've got
gatisticsand actuaria chartsthat proveit."

Ben refused to believe that the fabled Ennui was responsible for anything, let aone the apparent lack of
technologica advancementsin the last two hundred years. It most certainly was not responsible for his
temporary impotence. If, indeed, that'swhat it was.

Ms. Borland stepped into her clothing puddle and Ben watched as her panties and bra dithered to their
default configurations. He swallowed hopelesdly.

When humans | eft the confines of the Sol system, in 2098 C.E., to colonize nearby star systems, the sky
seemed to be the proverbid limit for scientific advancements of al kinds. Peace had been secured on
Earth; the Human Community formed. Faster-than-light technology was around the corner, and there
was even the red possibility of medica science extending thelife of the average human indefinitely. But
sometime early in the twenty-third century, either just before or just after the Enamorati appeared,
technological and cultural advancements seemed to lose steam; there seemed to be fewer of them.

But then the Enamorati appeared, and savants everywhere forgot about the Ennui.

Humans had known that dien civilizations had existed since the early twenty-first century, when

undeci pherable sgnals came from acivilization in the Magellanic Clouds. These were quite accidentd
transmissions from aculture, now probably extinct, that was more than 200,000 light-years away. A few
years later, aseries of small, very intense gammarray explosions near Beta Lyrawere picked up. Some
were patterned, intense, and directiond, asif weapons were being used. Thiswasthe so-called Beta
Lyra Space War, but at 12,000 light-years the H.C. was a mere bystander. When the Enamorati arrived,
humans suddenly found themsalvesinvolved in very red spacetravel with very red diendlies.

The Enamorati were aspacegoing culture from aworld located 2,300 light-years toward the gaactic
center of the Milky Way Galaxy, deep insde the Sagittarius Alley. The Enamorati were missionariesfrom
aculture whose planet had been destroyed in an unimaginable ecologica disaster. The name "Enamorati”



wasthe Itdian equivalent of the attitude the aliens doctrinaly shared toward al beings, sentient or
otherwise, whom they happened to meet in their travels. The Enamorati had no interference clause, no
Prime Directive that kept them out of planetary affairs not their own. Theirswasamission of areligious
bent, obliging them to offer the Human Community two thingsthat it needed desperately: the location of
habitable worlds and the transportation it took to get them there in areasonable amount of time.

If the Enamorati had something like a Prime Directive, it camein theform of their saunch refusd to give
humansthe technical details of their giant Onesci Engines. The mathematics that led to the devel opment of
their FTL technology had been given to them ten thousand years ago by their greatest Avatar, aphysicist
named Onesci Lorii. Humans could use the Onesci Engines asfredly asthey wished, but they had to
alow the Enamorati to handle the technology. Thiswas a matter of deep seriousness for the Enamorati,
and humans had to respect it if they wanted to ply the spaces between the stars.

Ben checked thetime. "It isn't even fourteen hundred yet. Want to see what's going on in the sudent
commons? Catch an Experience? They're showing Mayberry Agonistes tonight. Andy and Barney
againd the diens?'

The romantic mood, however, had dissipated dong with Ms. Borland's cigarette smoke.

"I don't think so, Ben," Jeannie Borland said, adjusting the chevrons of her collar. "Maybe some other
time"

"They say it'sthe greatest science-fiction movie ever made," Ben said. "Wild Bill Kelso and George
Reeves as Superman?"

"Sorry, Ben," Borland said.
At that moment, a gentle knocking came at the door to Ben's room.
"Are you expecting someone?' Borland asked, checking to seeif her clothing had cohered properly.

For amoment Ben thought that hisroom's Al circuits had smelled Jeannie Borland's cigarettes and
subsequently tattled to campus security. Tobacco was making acomeback on some of the worlds of the
H.C., particularly among young people eager to leave their youth behind and to experience the world of
mature grown-ups. Someone unaligned with the Grays-the university administration-or the Ainge religious
faction on board the ship had gpparently smuggled severa different brands of cigarettes onto Eos afew
planet stops ago and was now sdlling them to just about anyone who would buy them. They weren't quite
illegd, but their use was definitdy frowned upon.

"Not redly,” Ben said. "Stand back. Open," he then commanded the door.
"Oh!" Jeannie Borland said, gasping.

Standing in the doorway was an Enamorati. He stood there in his gray-green environment suit and had a
sad expression on hisface-routine for an Enamorati.



This Enamorati was different, however, for cradled in hisfrall, birdlike armswas the body of alittle white
polar bear.

"Pleas=forgive me” the being said in dightly inflected English from insde hismist-filled helmet. "1 found
your pet. It wasright here before your door. | am so sorry.”

Thisjust wasn't Ben'sday.

Eos University had a contingent of about ahundred Enamorti- all castes, their mates and progeny
included. But beyond the often-seen Kuulo Kuumottoomaa- kuulo meant "steward” in their language-the
other Enamorati usualy remained in their chambers at the aft end of the four-thousand-foot-long ship,
where they tended their enormous Engine. The lone Enamorati who stood before Ben's door, however,
was not of the Kuulo caste. He was an Avatka, an engineer. And this engineer had adead bear in his
ams,

"It'snot mine," Ben said to the Avatka. "'l don't have a pet. Sorry."

The Avatka seemed puzzled, but there was no direct way to confirm this from the being's expressionless
face. "Forgive me. | assumed that it was yours. It was lying before your door.”

Ben looked off to hisright. The hall was otherwise empty. "I don't think anyone on thisfloor has a pet. At
least not apolar bear."

Jeannie Borland hovered behind Ben. "I've seen it before. It belongsto agirl in Cowden Hall."
"What'sit doing here?' Ben asked.
Jeannie Borland shrugged.

Enamorati generdly were no tdler than five feet. But bolstered by their environment suits and with
servomechaniams amplifying their shoulders and hips, they often seemed bigger than they actudly were,
and far more intimidating. The Enamoréti were aware of thisimpression on human beings, and they often
sought to avoid making it. This Enamorati seemed al too conscious of his sudden impact upon the young
humans and tried to modulate his voice.

"| gpologizefor the disruption then. Could you help mereturn it to that person?' he asked of Ms.
Borland.

She backed away. "1 don't redly know who ownsit. Ben will help you though." She turned quickly to
Ben. "Find me at the Museum Club at twenty-one hundred hourstonight, if... things change.”



She edged past Ben, pulling a specter of tobacco behind her. Shefairly raced to the nearest transit
portal. A second later, she was gone.

The dien, oblivious to the nuances of human speech and sociad intercourse, hadn't aclue asto what had
just passed between Ben and his erstwhile date. Instead, he gave the smal animal to Ben. "If you could
do thisfor me, I would be deeply in your debt,” the dien said. "1 do not wish to be of further discomfort.”

Ben gently took thelittle bear from the dlien's spindly arms, brushing the e-suit as he did. Ben thought he
could detect agoblin of the air the Avatka breathed, but this, he knew, wasimpossble. A leak in the
dien's e-suit would mean suffocation for the dien and severe nausea, perhaps even degth, for any human
nearby.

Though the little bear was definitely dead, there were no signs of blood on the animd's pelt. Moreover,
no bones seemed crushed or broken. Strangulation did not seem the cause of the anima's passing, ether.

For afleeting moment Ben thought that the Avatka might have been responsible for killing the little bear,
but that, too, seemed unlikely. The Enamorati claimed to have ended their species-wide violent stage
about ten thousand years ago. They did not kill; they did not stedl; they did not evenlie. They lived
entirdy in the shadow of the rdligious vison of Onesci Lorii and had been doing so for thousands of
years.

A ydlowish mist swirled insgde the dlien's hemet. Pale and desiccated, the Enamorati looked like arace
of mummified corpseswith very sad eyes.

"Okay," Bentold thedien. "I'll dowhat | can.”

"Thank you," the being said. "And should the anima's owner wish to spesk with me abouit this, they may
summon me at any time. | am the Avatka Viroo. Summon me directly or consult the kuulo first. | am at

your digposd.”

Thefrail being walked down the hadlway, passing the transmission portal that Jeannie Borland had taken,
and stepped into the connecting passageway. The being apparently wanted to walk back to the
Enamorati compound rather than be tel eported directly. Some Enamorati were odd that way.

Ben looked around. It was 2:00 P.M. on aFriday afternoon and most of Babbitt Hall was deserted-the
students el sewhere in the ship. Most would be either in thefield house or at the cinemas or in the
Museum Club, garting their weekend early. The students who came from deeply religious Ainge families
were probably till in their dorms studying. The polygamous Ainge, descendants from a splinter Mormon
colony ontheldeof Ainge on Tau Cei 4, ill kept to clean, drug- and stimulant-free living. With any
luck, Ben thought, the young woman who owned the bear would be a daughter of the Ainge and would
bein her dorm studying with her suite mates before Friday-night services.

Ben stepped over to thewall. He pressed it with his hand and aluminescent menu for the ship's directory
appeared. Any wall in any part of the ship had thisfeature. Ben tapped the wall menu command for
FIND. But find who?



He tapped out the letters for the word PETS, then pressed ENTER. Pets were certainly allowed among
the students, support staff, and faculty. But they were also registered with the university.

Theword PETS appeared with alisting of two dozen kinds of animals as pets kept on board Eos
Universty.

"A horse?" he said. " Someone has horse on the ship?' He would haveto ook up CYNTHIA JENEY
later, just to satisfy his curiogty.

But someone did have abear, so Ben pressed the glowing word BEAR.

The name that appeared on the wall register read: JULIA WAXWING--COWDEN HALL-ROOM
220. Cowden Hall wasthe exclusively femae dorm in Eos University and it wasin the next wing over.

Ben toggled the com/pager at his belt and spoke into the pin at his collar. " ShipCom, open. Ben Bennett
paging JuliaWaxwing, please," he said. Asherecdled, the nearby wing of Cowden Hall wasfilled with
young women mostly studying the physical sciences. Whether Julia Waxwing was an undergraduate or a
graduate, he didn't know and the wall menu didn't say.

The automated voice from ShipCom's computer said, " Sorry. Thereis no response. Thereisno
forward paging. Do you wish to leave a message?"

"No," hesaid. "Com, close."

At that time of the afternoon, JuliaWaxwing could be just about anywhere on the ship. University classes
were never held on Fridays, but the labs were open, as was the library. Some professors even held office
hours on Fridays.

On the other hand, the fact that there was no forward paging meant that regardless of where shewas,
JuliaWaxwing didn't want to be disturbed.

"Now what?' he wondered aloud. He could just leave the bear in front of her dorm room, where she
would find it whenever she got back from wherever she was. But that wouldn't do. Just because heldd had
adismal day didn't mean that he had to makeit dismal for someone else.

But he had to do something.

To Ben'sléeft, just afew yards away, the trangit portal suddenly came dive with bluish light Almost
ingtantly, two figuresfell from the porta's assembly ring and came crashing to the floor, sputtering with
laughter.

These werefriends of his, students he'd bonded with when they met at the beginning of the university's
tour three years ago. One was George Clock, a gregarious ash-blond young man who used to be a
geography mgor, specidizing in satellite mapping techniques. The other boy wasJm Vees. Vees, a



black American, had been an astronomy student until the Ennui-or something-got to him and he dropped
out of hisstudies. He dept alot, now. These were the Bombardiers. Only Tommy Rosadeswas missing
at the moment.

Since George and Jm had bombed out of their programs, all they seemed to do was play as much as
possible. Transit-hopping was one such form of recregtion on the ship. Students often trangit-hopped in
an attempt to get high off the strange euphoric tingle that occurred when a person's molecules were
stripped for transport over the ship's network of optica cables, then reassembled again. That's what
these two had been doing. Hopping.

Ben stood above the two laughing Bombardiers with the dead bear in hisarms. Clock pointed to the
animd. "I'll bet thiscomeswith aredl good story,” he said. He hadn't yet seen that the animal waslifeless.

"Bdieveit or not," Ben sad, "an Avatka gave thisto me afew moments ago. He found it right here, in
front of my door."

"An Avatka? Herein Babbitt Hall?' Clock asked, climbing to hisfeet.

"Say, that animal looks dead," Jm Vees said. He was dower getting to hisfeet.
“Itisdead," Ben said.

"Did the Avatkakill it?" Vees asked.

"l don't know," Ben said. "He said it was dead when he found it.”
"Whoseanimd isit?" Vees asked, softly caressngitsfur.

"It belongs to someone named JuliaWaxwing, over in Cowden Hall. She's not answering her com and
she's blocked dl forward paging. Ever hear of her?"

The two dropouts shrugged and shook their heads.

Clock then said, "Y ou know, she could be in the student commons, in the student media lounge with
everybody dse."

"Let'strangt there" Vees said, alwayslooking for an excuseto transit.
"What's going on at the commons?' Ben asked.

Vees amirked. "President Porter is going to release the contents of the last data bullet we snagged, the
one we got right before we jumped into trans-space a couple of weeks ago.”



"What's so important about that bullet?' Ben asked.

"Ingde sources say that another ship exploded,” Clock said. "A redly big onethistime. The bullet hasdl
the information on it, but the administration's been debating whether to share the fully decompressed data
with the rest of us. Maybe they think well riot if we get the whole story.”

"What ship wasit?' Ben asked.

"The Annette Haven, outward bound to Ross 154," Clock said. "At least that's the rumor. It's got the
Graysworried.”

Ben wasnt familiar with the Annette Haven. There were so many Engine-driven shipsnow in service
that it wasimpossible to keep track of them all-freighters, people carriers, cargo vessels of al shapesand
sizes, to say nothing of H.C. exploratory craft looking for new worldsto add to the Alley.

However, space travel had aways been hazardous and ships every now and then still succumbed to
systemsfailures, or even the unseen microparticle that would core aspaceship in a heartbeat. Disastersin
space happened to humans and Enamorati aike.

"Someone at the student newspaper checked the H.C. manifest of shipsin our data banks,” Clock went
on. "The Haven was a passenger liner. Big. It could transport at least nine hundred humans at atime. It
had an Enamorati crew of twenty. If the Engine blew, thered be nothing left but atrans-space ripple.”

Both the Ainge and the Enamorati happened to believe that trans-space was the actua body of God, and
that their duty wasto lead pilgrimsthrough it. Most of the H.C. didn't seeit that way, but used the
Engine-run ships anyway. Trans-space, however, did act like the Old Testament Jehovah and saw fit to
remind humans and Enamorati dike of the dangers of space travel. Fiction had made space travel seem
effortless, even safe. But the truth was that faster-than-light travel wasjust as hazardous as
dower-than-light travel, and many thousands of lives had been logt in the last two and ahaf centuries of
pacetravel. Many more would be lost in the future.

"How many Ainge Auditors were on the ship?' Ben asked.
Clock laughed. "The Haven probably didn't have more than one or two. It wasjust aliner.”

"Darntheluck,” Jm Vees said soberly, histrangt high having worn off. "Our Auditors should be so
lucky."

Therewas no love lost between Jm Vees and the Ainge. Though Jm had come from Earth, part of his
family had converted to the Ainge religion and had spent much of their effortstrying to get the rest of the
family tojoin. The Ainge, because of their relationship to the Enamorati, represented the fastest-growing
religionin the H.C. But fifty million followers of Ixion Smith were not enough reason for Jm Veesto
check hisbrain at the door.

"But get this," George Clock continued. " The student newspaper says that one of our archaeology



professors had a clone-son on the Annette Haven. Somebody famous, but they won't say who. Maybe
Porterisgoingto tell us."

"An archaeology professor?' Ben asked.
"That'swhat they're saying,” Clock affirmed.

Ben stepped back to thewall and called up the student directory once again. He came up with JULIA
WAXWING, then asked for any kind of declared MAJOR.

On the screen appeared the word ARCHAEOL OGY.

"Figures," Ben sad.

Confirmation of the space death of the Annette Haven spread quickly through the hals of Eos
Universty. There were no specifics. The databullet had to trave light-the lighter, the faster.
Undoubtedly, when Eos arrived at their next port of cal, specifics regarding the passenger manifest and
details of the cause of the ship's destruction would be much better known.

To Albert Holcombe, Regents Professor and chair of the archaeology department, the newswas
particularly devastating. As he had aready shared with his colleagues, the clone of his second son,
Joshua, aboy named Seth, had been on the Annette Haven.

Not that progeny mattered much to Albert Holcombe. The human race now numbered around ten billion,
and abillion of those were clones, or the clones of clones. But Seth, at |east as Holcombe remembered
him, seemed to be the only Holcombe to have any lifeleft in him, any esprit, joie de vivre. Evenwhen
Seth was a youngster on Tau Ceti 4, he would run circles around the fuddy-duddies of the Holcombe
camp. It was no surprise to Holcombe when the boy became a StratoCaster, one of the BronzeAngel
sky-runners, in fact. Holcombe aways glowed with pride, thinking that a member of hisfamily had
pursued a disreputable career and actua ly made something of himsdlf. But now the boy was
dead-nothing more than blasted atoms in the indescribable vacuities of trans-space.

Unfortunately, Eos Univeraty was more than one hundred light-years from the Sol system at itsfarthest
point on itsfour-year Alley tour. Holcombe didn't imagine that either Alex Cleddman-Eoss pilot-or any
of the Grayswould turn the university around just to accommodate his grief. In fact, the first thing that
Captain Cleddman had announced at the hastily convened University Council meeting was that the ship
would be continuing on its course to its next port of call. Holcombe merely nodded, accepting the grim
ways of fate.

Cleddman, sometimes called the Cloudman by the students, was a stocky tree ssump of ahuman being



with massive arms, muscular legs, and no neck. He had played Audtrdian-rulesfootbal in college, and
the rough and tumble of the game had seemingly driven his head into his shoulders by severa inches. He
stood five feet five, compact and solid like a BennettCorp data bullet.

Cleddman placed a hand on Holcombe's shoulder, meaning to be sympathetic. "1 never thought the
Haven would go up. I've ridden her mysdif. | thought shewasinvincible.”

"Weadll think wereinvincible every now and then.”

"I'll make sure you get the full report on the accident as soon asit's decompressed at the next port,” the
Cloudman said.

"| gppreciateit,” Holcombe said. "Thanks."

A junior member of the mathematics department in the back of the Council hal stood up and |ooked
around. "Excuse me, Captain. Shouldn't one of the Auditors be present at this meeting? It'swritten in the
faculty bylaws. It's part of our charter.”

"I notified them," Cleddman said, turning. "But they're preparing for Friday-night services.”

"Then perhaps we can wait until tomorrow or Monday," said the faculty member. Like the Ainge priests
and the university administration personnd, this young man wore agray tunic. Holcombe despised

gay....

Captain Cleddman cut off the faculty member awith dight gesture. "I understand your concern, Dr.
DeGroot, but we are | etting the Kuulo stand in for High Auditor Nethercott. Will you alow that?!

Off to the left of the podium stood a hologram projection stage. A 3D image hovered there, that of the
ranking Enamorati, the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa. The Kuulo was actudly somewhere deep insde the
Enamorati compound at the far end of the giant ship. It was easier for him to be present thisway and to
speak without being locked in his e-suiit.

Thedienlooked in thedirection of Dr. DeGroot. His Standard English was flawless as he spoke. "'l will
advise Mr. Nethercott on the content of the meeting as soon as heisavailable. Our Ainge brotherswill
befully informed.”

"That's acceptable,” Dr. DeGroot said.

Holcombe thought he could detect a note of disappointment in DeGroot's acquiescence. Everybody
knew there were factions on the ship that were itching to catch their pilot, who was not of the Ainge
religion, in algpse of protocol. But Cleddman would never give them the chance. Hooray for Cleddman.

The dien's next words, surprisingly, werefor him. "Albert Holcombe, we, too, share your loss. Many of
our own perished on the HCSV Annette Haven. Thelossisno lessmeaningful to us. | can assureyou



that our engineerswill do what they can to make certain that asimilar accident doesn't happen to us.”

The pilot cleared histhroat. "That'swhy | called thismeeting. Thisisasgood atime asany to bring the
matter up, but in light of what's just happened to the Haven, | think it'stime we took up the proposa
Physicsand Mechanica Engineering made last year when the Aurora Lee waslogt in trangit to Beta
Draconis5."

The Council hal fell absolutely silent. Even Holcombe hadn't expected something likethis.

"No offense, Kuulo," the Cloudman said, "but humansfed better if they're working on their own
problemsingtead of waiting around for someone else to ded with them.”

"What are you saying, Mr. Cleddman?' someone asked in the rear.

"Physcs and Engineering have three different stardrive systemsin devel opment that could riva the
capacities of an Onesci Engine. The math isthere and I've seen the schematics. | think we should
consider shifting al of our technica resources over to Physics and Engineering to see if we can get one of
the stardrive systems up and running. For red.”

The forty-member Council started rumbling and shifting about in their seets. Holcombe noticed that the
3D image of the Kuulo Kuumottoomaaremained impassive.

"Y ou're thinking about going your own way, aren't you," someone dse said.

"Our way," the Cloudman responded. "I have madeit clear many, many timesthat | don't like my fate
being inthe hands of ... others. Sorry, Kuulo. Thisisthe best opportunity humankind has had in two
hundred years. We've got to try sometime. | think now isthetime."

Dr. DeGroot stood up once again. "l can see why you didn't want the Ainge here, Mr. Cleddman," he
sad heatedly. "Without the Engines, the Ainge would have no authority on ahuman vessdl, now, would

they?"

"Dr. DeGrooat, thisisn't aout the Ainge," Cleddman said firmly. "Thisis about powering our own vessels
with our own engines, doing our own technical checksto seethat al systems are working the way they
should be working-and if they do blow up in trans-space, then we can examine the enginesthemsdves, if
anything's|eft, to seefor oursalves what went wrong.”

Holcombe though he could hear a page of history turning over amassive leaf. Cleddman had suggested
nothing less than an act of absolute liberation, an act many human beings-billions of them, in fact-might
not want. Those people, members of the vast Ainge Church, would have the most to lose, at least in
termsof palitica influence.

The Enamorati Compact was signed on Tau Ceti 4 in 2205 C.E. by Ixion Smith, president of the Ainge,
acting on behdf of the Human Community. It formally bound humansto respect the religious aspects of
the Onesci Engines. No ship using Onesci Engines could engage in war; acts of piracy or unprovoked



violence were forbidden. But dong with the Enamorati engineers, severd humans, high priests of the
Aingereigion cdled Auditors, would aways accompany the Enamorati. Their relationship to the
Enamorati was specia and inviolate. Cleddman had just suggested an end to dl that.

Humeans did have aform of trans-light travel, but it was limited, employing molecular compression based
on nearly ancient fractal mathemeatics. So-called bullets of compressed matter, the biggest amillimeter in
diameter, could be shot through trans-space to adlow for a decent system of rea-time communications
between worlds light-years apart. The mysteries of trans-space, let done Engines efficient enough to
move peoplethroughit, still euded the best minds of the Human Community.

The Kuulo Kuumottoomaa held up his hand, pleading. "Mr. Cleddman, we believe that our Enginesare
the best that can be made, especially for aship thissize. And | hope you understand that we have no
desireto diein space, either. When we know more of what happened to the Annette Haven, wewill do
everything we can to make certain this greet ship will not suffer the samefate.”

"I'm sure you will," Cleddman said. "But | would much rather have agreater say over how | liveand die
than | have now. If the problem is with the Engines, then | want to know exactly why. But you're never
going to share that information with us, and that we can no longer tolerate.”

"Speak for yoursdlf, Alex," said Dr. DeGroot.

"I'm speaking for mysdlf and every human being who has died in-trangt in the last hundred years. I'm dso
gpeaking for you, too. I'm an equa-opportunity pilot. | fly anybody. | just want to arrive in one piece.”

"The odds of perishing in-trangt are ill ten millionto one," Dr. DeGroot said. "And | trust the Enamorti
and ther Engines”

A femaefaculty member from Biochemistry stood up. " Captain, you can't possibly do thiswithout the
gpprovd of the universty adminigtration and faculty. We're auniversity first, a spaceship second.”

"The Eos University charter allows meto take control of the ship if or when the vessel isthreatened. I'm
not invoking that charter now. But, | will if | haveto. And if | haveto, | want to be ready. This shouldn't
disturb the functions of the university. And, yes, | will consult the adminigtration if or when the time comes
for usto bresk away."

"Arewe close?' avoice asked from therear.
"Not yet," Cleddman admitted.

"Then isnt thisalittle hasty?' someone else asked. "We don't know what happened to the Annette
Haven. It may have had nothing to do with its Engine.”

"This has been brewing for quite some time now," Cleddman told them. "I'm not the only pilot inthe H.C.
who fedsthisway.



But asfar as| know, we're the only onesin a position to test the advances we've made so far. And, |
might add, if we pull this off, Eos University will be unsurpassed in excdllence and fame.”

"Y ou're doing this because you don't like the Enamorati,” Professor DeGroot said.

"No, I'm doing this because | don't like to be blown up," Cleddman said. "And | don't think you do,
ether. In any event, when the time comes | will run thisthrough al the proper channels and nobody on
the Council will beleft out of the debate. But as| said earlier, it'smy job to maintain our safety. Thisis
definitely not a politica matter.”

"Not yet, itisn't,” grumbled Professor DeGroot.

With that, the 3D image of the Kuulo winked out. Evidently, the Kuulo had heard all he wanted to hear;
s0 had anumber of others.

Theimpromptu meeting seemed to be at an end.

Inthe ova arenaof Eos University's ShipCom center, Cutter Rausch shook his head at the information
on thelarge monitor screen in front of his subordinates. Rausch was adender, quiet manin his
mid-thirties, and cdmness had served him well over the years. Chaos and confusion could be everywhere
around him, but rarely was the communications chief moved by outside caamities. However, the news of
the Annette Haven's demise had unsettled him deeply. His staff wasn't taking it well either.

Their computer, the greatest in the H.C., had massive databases, every book, every journa known to
humankind was in storage, and thisincluded al current information on businesses and corporations that
was in the public domain. Rausch had found the most up-to-date crew manifest for the Haven.

"Look at that, Cutter," observed his second-in-command, Lisa Benn, afortyish blonde who was
frowning a the screen. "The crew dl have Ainge names. Turley, Romney, Mullin..."

Rausch's third-in-command, dark-haired Maree Zolezzi, saw something elseimportant. "I don't see any
known members of the KMA on the crew. If it'sal Ainge, somebody's bound to think the KMA blew
the ship up.”

Rausch rubbed his chin as he pondered the list of theill-fated ship's crew. "Maybe," he said. "Maybe not.
There are other politica factionsinthe H.C."

"But none are as outspoken asthe KMA," Benn said.

Rausch shook his head. "Even the most radica factions of the KMA would never bethisbrutd. Even if



Jack Killian were il dive, he would never have sanctioned something like this, no matter how many
Enamorati might have been on board. Hed lose most of his supporters, including me. We're just going to
have to wait until the final reports comein. In the meantime, let's just hope the Police Council doesn't go
on awitch-hunt.”

Maree Zolezzi steepled her fingers before her as she thought at her console. "A ship isgoing down now
about once ayear. It just can't be mechanica.”

Rausch nodded. "Unfortunately, the energies of trans-space absorb unprotected matter, so theré's no
way to know."

The other members of Rausch's crew included threejunior officersand an intern from the university. This
intern, Clare Kronmeyer, looked more worried than usual. She said, "If the crew and the passengers
were entirely Ainge, don't you think heads are going to roll? 1 mean, the High Councillor is Ainge and o
ismost of the H.C. Council. Anybody in the ship corps who isn't Ainge could be out of work."

"Children," Rausch said. "If Mason Hildebrandt and the High Council want to fire us, they can comedl
the way out here and get us. The onething | know for sureisthat Alex Cleddman isn't going to hand the
ship over to anybody for any reason.”

A smdl row of yellow warning lights appeared a ong the bottom of one of the monitors on the giant wall
before them.

"Good," Cutter said, dmost relieved. " Something to take our minds off politicsfor awhile.”
"Unless the ship's about to blow up,” Lisa Benn muttered.
"Wouldn't that beinteresting,” Rausch said.

They sat about determining the source for the yelow warning lights.

Ben Bennett walked the hdls of Eos University with adead bear in hisarms and trouble on hismind.
Friday afternoon and the place seemed unusudly quiet. Perhaps there was something to the Ennui.
Perhaps it was spreading. Perhaps the little bear in his arms had gotten tired and somehow decided to

gopliving.
So what was an Avatkadoing in Babbitt Hall?

Ben went door-to-door through Cowden Hall trying to find this Julia Waxwing person. He did come
across severd of her friends who recognized Jingle Bear and were sad to see that he had died. But they
didn't know where Juliawas. Jngles, Ben learned, was apolar bear from Earth that had been
growth-locked initsinfancy and gene-engineered to passivity, and had become a plessant fixturein the
dorm. The girls were deeply saddened.



Ben dso learned that the bear was only three yearsold, so it clearly did not die of old age.

"Now what?' he muttered, aone at the end of the halway, having run out of Cowden Hall roomsin
which to look for Ms. Waxwing. She was probably on adate, having dinner in the student commons

perhaps....

His com/pager chimed out just then. "Go ahead,” he said to the receiver in his collar chevron.
"Ben, thisis Eve Slbarton. How far from a transit portal are you?"

"About ten feet," he said, bear inarms. "Why?"

"Get to Physics as soon as you can!”

Hugging poor Jingle Bear, Ben walked to the end of the corridor and entered the trangit portd. "'Physics,
aphalab," he said adoud to the porta's computer.

"Access to Physics, alpha lab, isdenied,” thevoicesaid. "May | reroute you to nearest portal that
has access to the Physicslab ? "

"Sure" Ben said, wondering why regular access was blocked. "Why the hell not."

An energy tornado swallowed him. He and the dead bear were routed instantly, viafracta compaction,
to atrangt portd nearest the Physics main lobby and reception desk, aquarter of amile from Cowden
Hall and the other student dorms.

Ben'sareaof expertise, which he had studied at the University of Fresno-by-the-Seaand finished on
board Eos, wasin thefield of data-bullet fractal compaction technology. In fact, he had come up with
entirdly new mathematicsfor fractal compression which made it easier to compress data to nanometer
widths, increasing their lightness and speed. This same technology was aso used in the operation of
trangt portals, making them much more efficient. One unexpected by-product of the new sysslem wasa
very strange and as yet unexplainable euphoria.

Thisrush of the portd's energieswas the first sensation of pleasure Ben had had al day.

The portal ddivered him and the bear to the main reception area of the physics department. However,
when the porta's sensationd energies dissipated, he was met by harsh fire darms and spinning red and
ydlow emergency lights,

Still carrying the bear, Ben raced through the reception area, stepping into an opposite halway that led to
the various physics labs.

He practically collided with Eve Silbarton and two of her research assistants as they were rushing out.



"Whoa!" Ben said, backing off.

Dr. Evelyn Silbarton stood five feet one and wore her black hair pulled behind her head in agirlish
ponytail. She was Sixty-one, but looked thirteen, a product of fierce anti-aging programsin her youth.

"Get back!" she shouted, pushing him out of the halway.

The two research assistants-Brad Navarro and Peg Thiering- werein retreat right beside her. They were
Dr. Silbarton'stop grad students, and al three were frightened at what they had |eft behind them in one of
the labs.

Shouting above thefiredarms, Dr. Silbarton said, "It's adisassembler! Someone turned loose a
disassembler in the dphalab when we weren't looking! It's spreading fast!"

"What?' Ben asked, not sureif he had heard correctly.

"Campus security's on their way, and so are the fire department and people from the physicd plant!™ she
shouted.

"It's that bad?'
"It'sthat bad!" she said.

Disassemblers were the rarest of wegpons and historically one of the most feared. To Ben's knowledge,
the only known molecular disassemblers were supposed to be stashed in an arsend of forbidden
weapons somewhere deep insde an icy Pluto vault back in the Sol system. What was one doing here?

Severd campus-security individuals quickly appeared at the opposite end of the halway, having taken a
different trangt portd to the physicswing.

Because of the portals, there wasn't aplace in the ship that could not be reached in less than four
seconds. But four secondsin the life of adisassembler wasavirtud lifetime of gorging and doing al sorts

of damageto anything in itsway.

The dphalab, where the physics department did most of its grant work for the H.C. Science
Council-multimillion-dollar grants were the mainstay of most universities-was presently dissolvingina
cloud of sparkling gray mist. Ben watched asthe mist stuck adeadly tentacle into the outer halway, and
Eve pulled him and his bear back. Molecules hissed and disappeared in nuclear fury. Structural supports
in the floor and the celling began vaporizing asthe cloud grew and grew.

At the opposite end of the corridor, atransit porta spouted severa fire personnel who carried both
compressed water packs and chemica foam packs. They saw ingtantly that therewaslittlein their arsend
that could stop what they saw growing before them. Tiny iridescent sparkles danced in the air of the
corridor, looking for something to destroy.



"Evacuate the floor!" shouted thefire chief. " There's nothing you can do here!”

The mist emerging from thewadl of the dphalab wasn't so thick that Ben couldn't see through it. Beyond
it, very little remained of the lab-floor, celling, everything was gone.

Ben tried to recall how far the physics department was from Eoss outer hull. A hull breach in regular
space would be bad enough. A breach while they werein trans-space would cause them to end up like
the Annette Haven.

"How did this happen?' Ben asked.

Peg Thiering responded. "We don't know. We were in the betalab when the darm went off. Brad
opened the door and amost walked right into it!"

"Was anybody in thelab when it happened?’ Ben asked.
"No," Thiering said. "The place was deserted. Even the secretaries had gone home.”

Ben watched. The police and fire crew at the other end of the hallway watched. There was nothing they
could do but watch.

Some of the other fire crew had goneto the levelsimmediately above and immediately below the physics
department to evacuate them. But the rest watched the coiling, roiling, voracious gas egt away at al it
encountered.

Totheir relief, however, the deadly mist seemed to expend itself, easing back its ravenous advance.
Moments later, it had ceased growing entirely and had begun to dissipate.

No one gpproached the areafor agood five minutes, waiting for the crackling of disassembled molecules
to die down completely. When this happened, everybody crept in for acloser look.

The migt had taken an enormous, completely spherica bite out of the alphalab, taking with it part of the
floor above and the floor below it.

"Wow," Brad Navarro said. "That's a real nasty wegpon.”

Clusgters of pipes, bundles of wires, and packed optical fibersthat were once hidden in the floors were
now exposed and neatly severed. Water gushed, el ectricity sparkled, and gases bound for the chemistry
Iabs on the floor below hissed into the air uncontrollably.

On thefloor below in the chemistry department, severa people were gazing up, just as Sartled astheir
colleaguesin the physics department.

On the floor above them, only one person had witnessed the event. She was adender, attractive young



woman with commanding brown eyes quite unlike anything Benjamin had ever seen before.

The young woman looked directly at Ben from up above. She pointed to the animd in Ben'sarms. "'Is
that my bear?"

Ben could only read her lips, sincethe fire darmswere still clamoring about mem, but he understood.

He had just located the €l usive Julia Waxwing.

JuliaWaxwing, amixed descendant of Apache and Zuni Indians from distant Earth, had dmost vanished.
She had dmost been swept into the arms of Degth-like atitmouse taken in the claws of an Arizona
sparrowhawk.

The twenty-three-year-old archaeol ogy student had escaped that fate. But the incident with the
disassembler did remind her how her grandfather, Stan Chasing, had once described the death of a
human being: afading from human memory, with nothing to show that he or she had ever walked the
Earth.

Juliaunderstood the manifold perils of space. Ships blew up, colonies died out, explorers soared into the
abject blackness of the unexplored Alley, never to be seen or heard of again. But a man-made
catastrophe was something no one should have to put up with. That was just bad manners, totally
unbecoming of the dignity of Homo interstellaris.

However, the strange silver fog that took out nearly all of the physics department below aswell as part of
the archaeology department above was no longer of interest to her. Her little bear, agoing-away present
from her family, had been her only link to that familiar world. Now that link had been destroyed.

Asthe ship's crisis-control people surveyed the damage done by the weapon's bite, interviewing those
who had witnessed the event, Julia descended into grief. She hugged the body of Jingle Bear where she
sat next to the corridor wall in the physics department.

The young man who had brought the bear to her stood by, asif not knowing what else to do.
"Listen, I'm sorry about your bear," the young man said to her.

His back to thewall, he did down beside her. "I tried looking for you in your dorm, but your pager was
switched off and nobody knew whereto find you."

Anintentionally disengaged com/pager was, theoreticaly, auniversity misdemeanor. The com/pagersin
the chevrons on the collars of everyone's tunic were supposed to beturned on at al times. Thiswasfor



cases of emergency where university officials might need to know where their three thousand wards
were.

But Julia honored her American background by defying authoritiesin minor, but annoying ways, and she
had taken some of that with her when she came to Eos University two years ago in order to study with
the famous Albert Holcombe. Thiswasto be Professor Holcombe's last Alley circuit and Julia couldn't
pass up the professiona opportunity of studying under so famous a scholar. The death of Jingle Bear,
however, had taken some of the wind out of her sails, leaving her demordized.

"My name's Ben," the boy with the ponytail said. "1 teach in the physics department. Or what's lft of it,
ayway."

"I'm dulia," she said softly, cradling her bear. She did like hissmile. And hiseyes. They hinted of
intelligence and the possibilities of great mischief. He ssemed more like ajock than aphysicsteacher.

"I'm alecturer,” he said, asif feding the need to qudify hislast remark. Or perhapsjust to make
conversaion.

"I'm just aresearch assgtant,” she said. "It pays my way." Ben nodded.

People kept arriving to assess the damage, the Grays of the administration as well as campus security,
some of whom were armed with the ship's only weapons-crowd-control stunners.

Off to their right, atrangt porta glowed and amgor Gray appeared in the iridescent ring. Julia
recognized the head of campus security, Lieutenant Theodore Fontenot. He sported a black mustache of
military smartness, and his snappy gray tunic had nary awrinkle or crease. He was accompanied by an
ass stant with ashouldercam aready sweeping the area. The story was that Lieutenant Fontenot was a
linedl descendant of 1xion Smith himsdlf- Smith and his éeventh wife. Mom and Dad often sent their kids
to Eos University because of Mr. Fontenot's pedigree. They knew Bobby and Suzie would be safein his
care.

"Thisshould beinteresting,” Ben whispered, a so seeing the lieutenant appear on the scene.
"Why?" she whispered back.

"That woman there?'

"y e

"That's Eve Silbarton,” Ben said. " She was my advisor on my dissertation.”

"y

Ben looked at her. "' So, Fontenot is supposed to have had a 'thing' with Dr. Silbarton sometime ago. She



hates him now."
They watched Mr. Fontenot survey the damage. Eve Silbarton stood beside him, arms crossed.
"Do you have any ideawhat happened here?' Mr. Fontenot asked.

Silbarton gave her account, mentioning specifically how the work seemed to be that of an outlawed
disassembler. Her two graduate students then gave their account of what happened. Meanwhile,
Fontenot's ass stant with the shouldercam diligently took everything in. The camera, to Julia, looked likea
parrot on the shoulder of apirate.

Fontenot then glanced down at Juliaand Ben on the floor. He pointed to the bear in Juliadsarms.

"Isthat animal dead or dive?' the lieutenant asked.

"He'sdead,” duliatold him.

Fontenot indicated the spherica cavity that used to be the physics aphalab. "Did he diein thisaccident?"

"| found him dead in my dormitory,” Ben said. "'l washbringing it to her. Actudly, that's not entirely true.
Evecdled meand-"

"What isyour name?"
"Benjamin Bennett," Bensad. "I'ma"
"And what's your business here?" Fontenot said, interrupting.

Ben roseto hisfeet with surprisng agility: he was ajock. "What do you mean ‘what's my business here'?
| work here"

Fontenot seemed unimpressed. He stared down at Julia. "And who are you? What are you doing here?’
Ben moved closer to Fontenot. "Hey, man, what the hell kind of question isthat?

"Ben-" Eve Slbarton said, rushing over.

Juliaweatched and said nothing.

"She'sin the archaeology department. Up there" Ben said heatedly, indicating the offices of the
archaeology department visible through the eight-foot holein the celling.

Lieutenant Fontenot glared at Ben. "'Sit down and cool off, son. I'm just asking questions.”



Ben rdaxed, then sat back down beside Julia.

Fontenot again addressed Dr. Silbarton. ™Y ou said you thought this was the work of adisassembler.
What made you think that?'

"I've worked with them before," Eve Slbarton said.

"Redly?" Fontenot seemed truly surprised.

"Yes" Silbarton said. "'l was aresearch technician at Europa DuPont for three years."

"They gave acommon tech security clearance to work with disassemblers?' Fontenot asked.
"Stranger things have happened, Ted,” Silbarton responded.

"Hmm," he said, deep in thought. ""Was someone working on amatter disassembler in thelab?!

"If they were," Eve said, "they would have been breaking about twelve laws, dl of which arefdonies.”
"They're probably dead, too," Ben added.

"Therésthat," Eve acknowledged.

"We'rein the process of doing a head count now through the computers,” Fontenot told them. "Did the
lab contain any kind of project or experiment that could have resembled amatter disassembler?”

Dr. Silbarton shook her head. "We have nothing in any of our five labs that even comes close. Dr. Harlin
wouldn't Sign on with aproject that could cause this much damage, or any damage for that matter.”

"Tdl meagain what you were doing when this happened,” Fontenot queried.

"My students and | were in the betalab checking the results of some of the work we did yesterday on
our Casmir field separator.

We had propped the separator, but its energy levelswere well below the start-up phase. Then thedarms
went off."

"This'Caamir field separator,™ the lieutenant said. "Could it have done this?' Hewaved ahand at the
damaged |ab.

Eve Silbarton scowled at the lieutenant. "Only if someone turned |oose a disassembler while we were
operatingit.”



"Areyou absolutely sure?!

"Look, Ted," Silbarton went on. "The energy created in a Casimir vacuum would be sucked back into
trans-gpaceif it ever got out of contral. It'sthe cleanest form of energy we know. And it can't blow up.”

"What isyour separator for?' Fontenot asked.
"It'sto power the stardrive I'm working on in the gammalab,” she said.
"Whose projects were being tested in the dphalab?’

"Gan Brenholdt and his students have exclusive use of the dphalab," Eve sad. "He was apparently at
Friday-night services. He's on hisway here now."

"What was he working on?"

"A dardrive system based on modified Alcubierre equations.”

"Whichis... ?'

Evesaid, "Youll haveto ask him, Ted. He can explain hiswork better than | can.”
"What you're saying isthat you don't think | could understand it,” Fontenot said.
"No, | don't. But maybe Dr. Brenholdt can explainit to you, who knows?'

The security chief did not seem particularly perturbed by Dr. Silbarton's manner. He then asked, "How
many of these star drives are you people working on?"'

Silbarton said, "Mine, Gan Brenholdt's, and one by Dr. Ossam Hamdeen, but hisistill initsdesign
phase. He's at evening prayer, but he will be here shortly, too."

Juliaand Ben watched as the adults pondered the extent of the damage and wondered who or what had
caused it.

After along pause, Eve Silbarton voiced aquestion they were al thinking, including Julia. " So who would
have done such athing? Who would even want to?'

"Well," Fontenot said, looking at her. "You might."
Severa onlookers gasped at the remark.

Eve Silbarton glowered blackly at the man. "The men and women who work here are colleagues, Ted,



and | wouldn't think of sabotaging their work any more than they would think of sabotaging mine. So get
that stupid notion out of your head right now."

"Let me ask you this," Fontenot said. "How important would you rate your project over those of your
colleagues?'

"Fuck you, Ted," Eve responded. "I'm not going to answer any more of your dipshit questions.”

Lieutenant Fontenot surveyed dl that was before him-the technicians going over the crime scene, the
various witnesses to the event being interviewed at the far end of the hallway-then nodded asif agreeing
to hisown thoughts. "Of coursg, if thiswas a political act, it might look very bad for someone who has
publicly expressed sympathiesfor the policies of the KMA,"

"What?" Eve Silbarton sammered. "What are you implying?'
Fontenot's assstant switched off his shouldercam, taking asigna from the lieutenant'swink.
Dr. Silbarton saw this. "Turn that damn thing back on! | want arecord of this!"

Fontenot said, "We have to consider all possible motives here. And we al know wherethe KMA comes
out on the Enamorati Compact and the Ainge, don't we?'

"Hell, Ted, you just got herel” Eve said. "Y ou haven't even begun your investigation. Who knowswho
did this or why? Forget Jack Killian'sMobile Army or hisMad Assassins or whatever the hell they're
cdled. Weve got agtuation right here, right now. Thisthing might have eaten through abulkhead, and if
that had happened, you wouldn't be standing here right now looking like anidiot.”

"Youthink | look likeanidiot?' he asked.

Eve Silbarton put her hands on her hips and gave Fontenot the evil eye. Two of them, infact. "You are
anidiot, Ted," shefindly sad. "Get used toit.”

Fontenot turned to his crew of investigators. " Gentlemen, escort our witnesses to security detention so
we can get their soriesin amore comfortable setting.”

"Lay ahand on me, Ted," Dr. Silbarton snarled, "and I'll bresk al eight of your legs."
"Areyou ressting arrest?" Fontenot asked.
Eve Slbarton's eyes went wide. "Y ou're arresting me? What the hell for?"

"For redgting arrest," Fontenot said. " Among other things. Conspiracy would be another.”



Dr. Silbarton said, "Y ou can't arrest anybody for resisting arrest if you haven't arrested them yet, you
worthless sack of shit. And nobody is conspiring againgt you!"

"We can dart, though,” Ben said, surprising even Julia. "If that'll make you fed better.”

Julia punched Ben as hard as she could, but the boy with the ponytail and the mischievous grin merely
smiled up at the security chief.

Juliahad read Ben's character correctly from the start.

And Fontenot took them dl tojail, Jngle Bear included.

What originally started out as arrest and detention turned out to be nothing more than an "investigative
interview" wherein nobody was actualy charged with anything and no one had to spend too much timein
campus security's holding cell. Juliaand Ben had the Cloudman to thank, for he had intervened on their
behdf, once he got wind of it.

Julia had never met their pilot before, but Cleddman in action was awonder to behold. The captain
stormed into the campus security offices, read Mr. Fontenot theriot act for being such acretin, and

subsequently got everybody rel eased.

Jngle Bear dso helped in getting their release. Juliawouldn't et anyone take him away from her and it
seemed to make their guards uncomfortable with Jingle Bear's eyesrolled up in his head, hissmal pink
tongue hanging out. As a consequence, Juliawasthefirst of the prisonersto belet go.

Back in Cowden Hall, Julia began thinking about how she was going to dispose of her little bear. She
found asmall blanket her mother had made for her years ago and this made a perfect funeral shroud.

On her bookshdf stood aline of animd fetishes Julia had made when she was ateenager. Shefound a
whale she had carved from black serpentine just two incheslong. A whale would make agood
otherworld companion for an Arctic bear, she thought. She took the serpentine whale and, along with
some dried herbs and two peregrine feathers, she placed them in the shroud next to Jingles and began
sewing up thewhole affair.

Once the shroud had been sawn, Julia gave some thought as to how she was going to dispose of it.
Incineration was out of the question. So was dumping him into the ship'srecycler. Jingle Bear deserved a
much better fate. Julia then decided she would return his body to the soil somewhere on their next
stopover.

However, Eos was not scheduled to leave trans-space for another two weeks. Their next port of call



wasto be an Earth-like world of an M-type star. Thisworld, discovered long ago by the Enamorati, was
in alate Cambrian stage of biotic development, with most life still being submerged in its murky sess.
Because of this, there was no plan for archaeology to go down to Paavo Juuoko 4's surface. There was
nothing for them to do.

Nevertheless, being agraduate student, Julia could get a pass on just about any gondola heading to the
surface. There, she could inter Jingles, perhaps dropping him in astainless-sted canigter into one of the
oceans. The canister would not affect the planet's biogphere any, and if intdlligent life managed to evolve
on Paavo Juuoko 4 aeons hence, the canister would probably be so metamorphosed that it would be
unrecogni zable to those future fossil hunters.

In the meantime, she was going to have to keep the body preserved. For this, she transited to the
archaeology department, where she found an unused vacuum chamber in one of their forensic labs. The
vacuum chambers were designed to hold artifacts in a perfect vacuum where destructive bacteria or
chemica agents could not get at them until they were ready to be anayzed.

So with avery heavy heart, Julia placed Jingless coffin into the chamber and sedled it. She then put her
name onto the lock's pand so the other students would not open it by mistake.

Julia stepped out into the hallway and walked the short distance to the area the disassembler had taken
out earlier that day. Campus security, however, had sealed the region off.

Sheturned and started looking for the nearest trangit portal.

That was when she heard the music. The pulsating rhythms of a StratoCast drifted down the hdlway, a
strange kind of music for any adult in the archaeol ogy department to play.

It seemed to be coming from one of the faculty offices, specifically Dr. Holcombe's office.

Juliafound the Regents professor staring at a 2D screen, which depicted aforested landscape. But this
was not an Earth forest. The trees were much, much taller, and the sky was a brilliant, luxurious green,
filled with floating chlorophyll clouds. The music was synthetic, minimdigtic, and energetic-not at dl the
kind of music aman of Holcombe's years normaly listened to.

Dr. Holcombe turned in hischair, lowering the audio. "Hello, jailbird. | seethey didn't keep you long. So
how did it go?"

"Fine, | guess,” shesaid. "They decided that we didn't look like saboteurs so they let usgo.”

"Y ou kids should really give them something to worry about. Stage a student riot. Take over the
adminigration building. Have apanty raid. They deserveto havetheir gray feathersruffled.”

Juliacould hardly believe what she was hearing. Was this the way the man grieved? He seemed more
angry than sad.



"Isthat a StratoCast you're watching?' Julia asked.
Holcombe nodded. "It's one my clone-son had made about three years ago.”
"What group was hein? Anybody famous?'

Holcombe leaned back in his chair. "Wdll, | don't know how famous he was, but he sure made ahell of a
lot of money. More money than I'll ever see working on this boat. He was a BronzeAngd!. | guessthey
were one of the best.”

Juliahad heard of the BronzeAngels. They were a" sky-runner” group who recorded their fedingswhile
skimming treetops and racing down smal canyons on antigravity shoes. The technostrobic music that
accompanied their emotiona highs wasimplanted on datatiles and thetiles sold in the millions, asdid the
technology that came with them. StratoCadt tiaras amplified the theta waves underneath the music, which,
inturn, magnified the fedings the StratoCaster imprinted onto thetile. StratoCasts were particularly
popular for people on lonely outposts or on faraway planets for whom abit of escapism was essentidl.

Juliawasimpressed that Professor Holcombe had a StratoCaster in hisfamily.

"Thiswas done on Lehi," Holcombe said, indicating the 2D screen. "L ehi's the southernmost continent on
Tau Ceti 4. | camped in that very forest with my father and my brothers.”

He said nothing for amoment. He then switched off the 2D. " So what are you doing here? Shouldn't you
be out on ahot date or what?"

"My bear died," shesaidinalow voice. "'l put himin one of our storage chambersuntil | can givehima
decent burid."

Professor Holcombe sat forward. ™Y our bear died? How?"

"l don't know," Juliasaid. "A student found him lying before his door in Babbitt Hall."
"I'm s0 sorry to hear this, Julia”

"Actudly, Ben said that one of the Avatkas found him."

"Ben? Who'sBen?'

Julia brightened. "Ben Bennett. He's alecturer in the physics department. He teaches two coursesin Van
Flandern physics. | just met him."

"Ah," said the professor, and ran a hand through his shock of white hair. "Well, thismonth will probably
go down in the record books. All sorts of people dying. And bears.”



"What are we going to do about the hole in the lecture hall's floor?" Juliathen asked.

"I've been thinking about that. The only people using that hall this semester are Chad Rutledge and
Raymonda Moore. Well shuffle them around to other rooms until we can repair the damage. We're
lucky this happened on a Friday. Weve got the whole weekend to make repairs.”

"Y ou're not going to cancel classes?’

"I don't think s0," he said. "They might down in physics, where the damage was, but-"

A sudden fist of nausea bit Juliain the ssomach and Professor Holcombe suddenly Iurched forward in his
chair.

"Oh!" shesaid, gasping in pain. It was asif ahand had bunched her intestines and suddenly twisted
them. Hard.

It seemed asif something had struck the ship like aclapper to abell and now the sound, though
inaudible, was ringing throughout the spaceborne university.

Holcombe turned awhitish green. He stood up. "What the hell was mat?"
"l... think it'sthe ship," Juliasaid. " Something's happening to the ship!"

The chorus to those remarks camein the form of a series of darmsthat Julia had never heard before, not
even when the gray mist ate away part of the physics department just afew hours earlier.

Another wave of nausea hit her and this time she thought she was going to throw up.

Dr. Holcombe braced himself againgt the edge of hisdesk asal sorts of items rattled and crashed to the
floor.

"Dr. Holcombel" Juliacried.

"Weve been blown out of trans-space!™ Holcombe said. "It'sthe Engine! | think the Enging's going to
explode!™

Ben had never been in trouble before, at least the kind of grownup trouble that required the intervention
of lawyers. Thankfully, Eos University had an aggressive Rights Advocacy Office whose lawyers took



umbrage at just about everything university Grays- or Grays anywhere-did. Eve Slbarton instantly
summoned Captain Cleddman, who, in turn, called on the Rights Advocacy Office, who, in their turn,
sent Messrs. Kerry Wangberg and Winn Sammons, who came tout de suite. They demanded that Mr.
Fontenot show cause for his arrests, and since Mr. Fontenot really couldn't, he was forced to downgrade
the charges to amere reprimand, which Ben didn't like either. He told Fontenot so, but Mr. Fontenot
was persuaded to let them all go anyway.

Once Ben'sinterview with campus security ended, he found himself haf amile from Babbitt Hall with
nothing to do. It was, by then, late Friday night and it wasfar too late to see about finding afemale for
companionship. But considering his recent performances-or lack thereof-it was probably just aswell that
the women held had in mind were out of range. MdissaLozinski, amath mgjor; Colleen Lamb, a
serioudy sexy Navy ROTC student; and Peggy Shumaker, amask-maker in Fine Artswhose breasts,
when unmasked, were said to be legendary. They would remain such, thanks to the Ennui or sdltpeter or
whatever it wasthat plagued him.

So he decided instead to go to the student health center. A young man his age shouldn't be having
performance problems, and the staff a the student health center usudly had the answersto everything.
Or mogt everything.

To hissurprise, Ben found the student hedlth center fairly busy at that hour. He counted eight
miserable-looking studentsin the lobby waiting to see the next available doctor.

At first Ben wondered if the studentsin the lobby had suffered side effects from whatever it was that
destroyed the physics lab- burns, broken bones, and the like. But that didn't seem to be the case.
Mostly, these students just seemed depressed. There were five young men, three young women.

Triage got himin to see one of the doctors an hour after the others were cycled through. On hisway to
an examination room he passed award filled with deeping students. He couldn't count the number of
sudents held there, but he guessed it was over twenty. That seemed high to him, for auniversity thesize
of Eos. But what did he know?

Ben climbed into agown, feding like alittle kid putting on hisjammies. The door to his cubicle opened
and an atractive woman in her late thirties entered. A faint auraof perfume had comein with her and its
caressing fingers surrounded Ben where he sat on the examination table.

"Y ou must be Benjamin," the doctor said, consulting her chart. "I'm Katrina. Katrina Larsen.”

Ben blushed. She wore no wedding ring and smiled a him familiarly. Even so, the woman's aura, hint of
pleasantly large breasts, even her shapely mouth, could not rdly his"boys." Inwardly, he bewailed his
fete

"So what brings you to metonight?' she asked in avery musical voice.

Il at ease, he said, "Are there dways this many studentsin the heath center?' Ben jerked athumb over
his shoulder. "There must be twenty or thirty studentsin that ward we passed.”



Dr. Larsen began probing Ben'sears, flashing lightsin hiseyes. "Let'sdon't talk about them. Let'stalk
about us.”

"uUs?'

"Why you're heretonight. With me."
"Actudly, | don't know if-"
"Sureyou do. Tl me."

He swallowed and told the beautiful doctor his problem. Dr. Larsen listened patiently. She scribbled a
few notes on Ben'sfile sheet.

"I'm amost twenty-eight yearsold,” he said a the end of his pitiable disquisition. "Thisisn't supposed to
be happening to me.”

"Y ou'd be surprised how often it does happen,” Dr. Larsen said.
"You meanthisisnorma?'

Dr. Larsen nodded. " College students display awide range of reactionsto stress, particularly when exam
time approaches.”

"But, I'm not astudent anymore,” Beninssted. "I finished my dissertation program two semesters ago
and I'm just teaching now. That'sit."

"Well, have you been depressed lately? Are you homesick at all?* the doctor asked.

"No," Ben said.

"Towhich?'

"Both."

"Hmm." The doctor scribbled more notesinto Ben'sfile. She was nodding dightly aswell.
"Listen, Doctor," Ben then asked. "I have to know about those people in that ward back there.”

"If you must know," she said, lowering her clipboard. "Many of them are here with the same
sress-related symptoms you have.”

"No kidding?"



"Except for the onewho just had her baby."

"A baby?' Bensaid. "l guessthat'snorma. There arealot of married students traveling with Eos
Universty.”

He then saw the empty look on Dr. Larsen'sface. "lan't it?"

The doctor hugged Ben'sfile. She seemed momentarily sad. "It might be normd if there werefive or six
birthsayear on Eos. But it isn't.”

Now that he thought about it, Ben couldn't remember seeing any infants, even among the students who
lived in married housing one floor above Cowden Hall.

"Thenthey are putting satpeter in thefood,” Ben said with a startled whisper. "Those evil
motherfuckerd”

"Dr. Roden-Rob Roden, our director-would never alow such apolicy onthe ship,” Dr. Larsen said.
"But, higtoricaly, our birth rate has dways been low."

There were children on Eos. Many gaff and faculty were traveling with their families, children included.
But Ben couldn't recdll the last time he had seen a pregnant woman anywhere on the ship, let donea
baby inadgraller.

"Thenit'sthe Ennui," Ben sad. "ltisred!"

"I would bank on satpeter before | accepted the Ennui,” Dr. Larsen said. "That myth has been studied
for ahundred years and no one has proven athing. It'sjust an old wives tae."

Ben knew from newscagts thet the general human population in the Alley was not advancing the way
most growth specidists had anticipated. Despite its three Earth-like worlds-Earth, Tau Ceti 4, and Ross
244 3-the H.C. had a population of around ten billion persons, eight billion of whom were on Earth. The
population should have been three times that and rapidly expanding, but it wasn't. Perhaps more ships
than they knew were being blown up in trans-space.

"But let's get back to you. Now, when was the last time you were 'successful’ with awoman-or aman.
Whichever."

"Woman," Ben said quickly. "Or women. Definitely no men.”

"Then when wasthe last time you had normd sex with awoman? And use your own definition of

"Thelast time?' Now Ben fdt truly humiliated. "Last year. The universty stopped at Kaikkivalan 5. A
bunch of us had gone down to aski lodge for aweek."



N
Ben wondered how he could say it. "It, uh, took melonger than usud to, uh-"
"Reach adimax?'

"That'sit."

He had been with Page Stauffer, whose breasts were speckled with very ddightful freckles, and had to
work for three hoursto achieve an orgasm. When they were finished, he fell adeep, exhausted; Ms.
Stauffer put on atiaraand went StratoCasting with Prince Namor and the SubMariners. He had gotten
his rocks off, but she hadn't. He never did see her again.

The doctor penned afew more notes. "And the time before that?*

"That would have been-" That would have been Jamie Schider the semester before. But Ms. Schider had
certain fetishes she had never warned him about. He found out about them when he was bound and
gagged and Ms. Schider brought out thewhips. She did look greet in high hedls, however.

"l can't remember," hesaid. "Sorry."
The doctor scribbled more notes.
"Look. Arethere any medicines | can takefor this?' Ben asked. "That would be the easiest.”

Dr. Larsen nodded agreeably. "Well, yes, there are afew things | could prescribe. Some stimulants as
wdl asafew behaviora exercisesyou can do two or three times aday-"

She dropped her clipboard.
Ben fdt hissomach lurch.
The room seemed to heave dightly.

"Oh!" Dr. Larsen said. She stumbled backward. She then folded her arms across her ssomach and bent
over.

Ben jumped off the examination table. Something wasterribly wrong. In the outer ward, glass objects
crashed to the floor and several people let out cries of bewilderment or screams of terror.

Dr. Larsen fell back into the only chair in the room, her face gone chalk white, and the air in front of
Ben'seyes shimmered. It seemed asif the ship itself-the actua vessdl-had become violently ill, convulsing
a anatomic levdl.



Then the nauseawent away and the room ceased vibrating. All was till.

Ben knew exactly what had happened: The Enamorati had shut down the Engine and the molecules of
their bodies had rushed to reposition themsalves back where they ought to be from their trans-space
compressions.

Ben stood up shakily. " Someone'sjust shut the Engine off."
"We're not supposed to leave trans-space for another two weeks!" the doctor said, rising from her chair.

Ben thought of theill-fated Annette Haven ... and of the large hole that had so recently been gouged in
the physics department's dphallab.

Hefervently hoped that he wouldn't blow up in the middle of his next thought.

Trangdtion into and out of trans-space usudly caused amild dis-orientation, which waswhy trangtion
couches werefixturesin every room of the ship. But this transition had been downright ugly.

Recovering his poise, Ben ripped off his examination gown, stepped back into his clothing puddle, then
made hisway out of the student hedlth center. Dr. Larsen would have red &fflictionsto dedl with now.

In the outer corridor, Ben found every wall flush with the Cloudman's visage and the sound of hisvoice
ordering everyoneto buckleinto their trangtion couches, which in Ben's case was in his dorm room.

Ben found atrangt portal and shot back to Babbitt Hall. There, he found Jm Veeson hiskneesin the
hallway, dazed. He was wearing a T-shirt and apair of underwear, having been yanked from a deep
deep.

"Do you know what happened?' V ees asked.

"I think the captain's turned the Engine off. Were in redl-space now."
IIWI,V?I
"l don't know," Ben said.

Onthe 2D in Ben'sroom, they caught Cleddman in the middle of some sort of explanation. The pilot was
saying, "-we now have word from the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa that the Engine has been stabilized. The
Kaks are determining our new position in real-space, and as soon as we know where we are, we can



begin caling for assstance, if we needit.”
"Ix onagtick!" the former astronomy student said. " Something happened to our Engine?”’
Ben nodded.

On the screen the Cloudman said, "1've called for a Code Three emergency. Stand by. Watch your
screens.”

The 2D went blank.

"lsn't he going to tell uswhat happened to the goddamned Engine?' Vees asked. "And what isa Code
Three emergency?"

"Let'sfind out,” Ben said. To the video screen, Ben said, " Screen on. Main menu. Emergencies.
Definitions. All codes.”

The 2D scrolled out: EMERGENCY CODE ONE: MALFUNCTIONS; INTERNAL THREATSTO
THE SHIP-1.E., GRAVITY; ATMOSPHERE; ELECTRICAL; WATER SERVICES. EMERGENCY
CODE TWO: EXTERNAL THREATS|.E., COLLISION WITH EXTERNAL OBJECT OR
OBJECTS. EMERGENCY CODE THREE: POSSIBLE, PENDING, OR UNAVOIDABLE
DESTRUCTION OF VESSEL FROM INTERIOR OR EXTERIOR SOURCE.

Eos University had been around for a hundred years and was as massive as an asteroid. Its shieldswere
dtate-of-the-art. But they only worked in real-space. Something had killed their Engine in trans-space.

"And were a Code Three?' Ben said, astounded.

Into Ben'sroom burst George Clock. With him came Tommy Rosales, their other Bombardier. Though
of average height, Rosales had a peculiar muscular condition that gave him the strength of three human
beings without the attendant muscle grotesquerie. Heexcdlled in dl things physicd and failed in al things
academic. He only recently had quit Eos University's architecture program, having lost interest init.

Tommy Rosadleswas excited. "Did you hear? We're going to have to abandon ship!”
The Bombardiers were aways happy for any sort of disruption in their daily routines.
"We're not going to abandon ship,” Ben said.

"That'swhat everyoneissaying,” Rosdessaid.

Ben faced the 2D. Speaking directly to the screen, he said, " ShipCom. Eve Silbarton, please.”



The 2D opened on Eve Silbarton. From what Ben could seein the background, Eve wasn't at her
gpartment at dl. She appeared to be in the gammalab in the physics department.

"Eve? Do you know what's going on?' Ben asked.

Eve Silbarton looked up from her work. She appeared to have been quite engrossed. "The captain thinks
there might be something going on in the Engine compartment, some sort of disagreement among the
Enamorati. There may even befighting. No one knows yet. Whatever it is, the Kuulo has shut the Engine
down."

"They're fighting in there?' George Clock asked.
"That'swhat'scirculating,” Evesad.
"What about the Auditors?' Ben asked. "They live on their doorstep. The Auditors would know."

"I'm sure President Porter is conferring with Bishop Nethereott as we speak,” Eve said. "But if the
problem's mechanicd, then there'slittle good those two guys can do.”

"Arewe going to blow up?' Ben asked.
"No one knowsthat ether,” Eve admitted grimly.

Jm Veescursed. "Ix! The onething we don't need isabunch of Ainge Auditorsinterfering with the
Engine. Somebody ought to throw them out awindow."

"Nobody gets near the Engine but the Enamorati,” George Clock said. "L et Porter and Nethercott
confer. We should heed for the lifepods.”

"| till say we ought to throw them out awindow," Jm Veesingsted.

Dr. Silbarton looked off to one side, consulting another screen. "'I've got a message coming through here.
Y ou'd better switch over at your end. Out."

Theimage of Dr. Silbarton vanished and was replaced by a series of words. On Ben's screen appeared:
EMERGENCY. CODE THREE.

ALL PERSONSTO THEIR ASSIGNED ESCAPE PODS. ALL PERSONS TO THEIR ASSIGNED
ESCAPE PODS... And out inthe hdls, darmsrattled a newer tune, commensurate with the gravity of
the Stuation.

"Herewe go," Ben said, switching the screen off.



With that the Bombardiers raced for the nearest trangit portal, which would now automatically send them
to the escape pods.

Portals could only take three people at atime, so there was aline of young men from the dorm aready
there at the end of the hall.

Theline, however, shortened fairly quickly and the young men of Babhitt Hall were shunted via optica
cableto the lifepod bays that ringed the ship.

All but Jm Vees madethetrangt.
"What anidiot,” George Clock said, stepping into the pod bay.

Humans were limited to only ten transit jJumps aday. Any more than that and molecular degradation
would begin. Beyond ten jumps, trangit portals would automatically refuse to transit people whose
chevrons had registered ten jumps. But many students, including the Bombardiers (and including Ben),
often used trangit jJumpsto get high.

Jm Vees now had to hoof it.

This particular section of the lifepod bay contained three |ozenge-shaped ships capable of holding fifteen
people each. But so far, the three boys from Babbitt Hall were the only evacueesin the bay.

"Who dseisassgned thisbay?' Ben asked, looking around. "Any of you guys know?"
George Clock nodded. "I think we share these 'pods with the Ainge Auditors.”
"But they're not here," Tommy Rosades said, looking around.

Outsdein the hdlways, the ship'sdarmswere caterwauling dramatically; red and yelow lights blinked
rapidly.

"| can seethat," Ben said.
"Then that means we get alifepod each,” Tommy Rosdes said.
"Goody," said Clock.

Red lights over the hull exitsindicated that none of the 'pods had the go-ahead signd from the command
deck to be released into space, nor had Ben heard the telltale sounds of airlock decompressions from
neighboring lifepod bays. That meant that the Cloudman was till ng the Situation, preparatory to
actudly giving the "abandon ship” call.



Severd minutes went by, but no command came. The aarms had been cut off, but the emergency lights
continued to twirl their crimson capesin the halways.

And in that period of time, none of the Ainge Auditorstransited to the 'pod bays.
"Why aren't the Auditors here?' Ben asked.

"Who cares?' Tommy Rosdles said.

"l do," Ben said.

"No you don't."

"Okay," Ben admitted. "But I'd like to know why they're not here."

"Forget those guys. Let'swait for Jm," Rosales said.

"Wil, | think Cleddman’s not going to call an evacuation and | think the Auditors know that, which
means they know why."

"S0?' Rosdes asked.

"Let'sgo look,” Bensad.

"No," Rosdlessad. "I'm staying here."

"I'll go," Clock offered. "I think you're right. Something's going on and the Auditorsknow what it is."
"You'rebothidiots" Rosalesretorted.

"Where'syour sense of adventure?' Ben said to him.

"It'sright here, where the lifepods are,” Rosdestold them.

"All right," Ben said. "When Jm shows up, keep him here. Keep him out of trouble.”

"I should keep you guys out of trouble," Rosales mumbled.

Ben and George Clock headed for the nearest pedestrian corridor. A trandgt portal would be quicker, but
they were set by default to shunt peopleto lifepod baysin times of emergency. They jogged for an eighth
of amileto the Auditor quarters, and while some people were till heading to their assigned bays, no one
appeared to stop them. No one seemed to care.



The Ainge Auditors lived in alarge compound that separated the Enamorati's living spaces-and the
Engine-from the rest of the univerdity. The entrance to the Ainge Sanctuary was through ahighly
impractica set of oaken doors. These opened up to asmall anteroom, which, in turn, opened onto a
two-hundred-seat auditorium that faced a podium. This podium was used by High Auditor Nethercott for
regular services, but was normaly not in use a any other time.

Behind the podium was a specidly trested glasswall. On the other side of the wall were what the
Enamorati cdled their "empath gations.” These flanked along, thick rod-called the "communion
rod"-which resembled a massive drive shaft, the kind that might propel awaterborne ship. Itstrue
purpose was unknown, but students and parishioners aike would come to the Sanctuary and watch the
empaths, the Avatkas, Sit at their sations, plugged into the communion rod.

Ben and George Clock entered the auditorium and found the place deserted-which they expected.
However, on the other side of the glasswall there were also no Avatkas Sitting at their empath stations
and the communion rod itsalf wasn't glowing.

That wasunusud.
"Wow," Clock said. "Where is everybody?"
"Maybe something did happen to the Engine," Ben said in alow voice.

Suddenly from just behind them a shadowy figure appeared and spoke to them in astern voice.
"Gentlemen,” theelder said. "Can | help you?'

"Oh, shit," Clock said, whirling around.

Behind them stood High Auditor Joseph Nethercott. Hewas atall, pale manin acrisp gray long coat and
prim priest's collar.

"We heard that something happened to the Engine," Ben said. "We happened to be nearby.”
Nethercott came down the aide like the specter of death.

"The Engine has smply been taken off-linefor thetimebeing," Nethercott said. "Thereisnothing to
worry about." He smiled at them with thin, bloodlesslips.

"Whereiseverybody?' Ben asked. "Where are the Avatkas? There's aways somebody at therod." Ben
pointed to the deserted communion rod room, which, he just now observed, was also devoid of the
greenish gases the Avatkas normally breathed. "L ooks like the atmosphere's gone out, too. What
happened in there?"

The High Auditor said, "Nothing's happened. The Enamorati have merely been-"



A loud pop! sounded out just then and the three jerked around to see that agiant silver crack had
gppeared in the wall separating the communion room from the Sanctuary auditorium. The crack, thirty
feet long, looked like afrozen bolt of lightning.

"Ixion!" Nethercott exploded.
"Jesus!" Ben said as he and George fell into defensive crouches. The sound had been quite loud.

The partition, however, held. It did not explode and no trace of the Enamorati's toxic atmosphere came
hissing out at them. Seconds later, vents on the Enamorati side in the celling began oozing aseding
solution that raced down the crack. The viewing window would be as good as new within afew minutes.

"Whét the hell wasthat?' Clock said.

"Boys," Nethercott said, gathering himsdlf together, "thisis not for you. Return to your lifeboat sations
and wait for the captain's command to go back to your rooms.”

"But what about-" Ben started.

"Leave," Nethercott said insstently, "or | will have campus security come and drag you away. Thereis
nothing for you here.”

Ben stared at the communion-rod room and the empty empath stations and the long crack etched by
some disturbance deep insde the Enamorati compound. But no further explosions were heard; no more
cracks appeared in the glass partition.

"I'd tell someone about that," Ben said, pointing to the disappearing crack.
"I planto," Nethercott said.

With that, they left the Sanctuary. Whatever the Ainge were up to, it was unlikely anyone else knew
anything about it. Ben thought he'd try and find out.

That following Saturday morning the Grays made officia what every human being and Enamorati on the
ship aready knew: Eos University was stranded 118 light-years from Earth at the Alley'sinmost point in
the galaxy with a permanently disabled Engine. Few people dept that night and alot of them wound upin
the hedlth center with complaints of acute nausea and disorientation.

Eoss piloting and communi cations personnel reacted swiftly by firing amayday data bullet to the



Enamorati home world of Virr, which was twenty-three thousand light-years away in theinner Sagittarius
Alley. That bullet, abare description of their Stuation aong with their stellar coordinates, was made
extremely small so it could travel through trans-space asfast as possible. Despite that, it would take at
least ten hoursto reach Virr. Acknowledgement of the mayday, however, would likely take alittle bit
longer. It al depended on how long it took the Enamorati ruling council to assessthe news.

In the meantime, ShipCom became very busy sending data bullets back to the worlds of the Human
Community, gpprising the nearby settlements of their status. Once the maydays went out, ShipCom
allowed the students, faculty, and staff to file their own letters. These were shot out dmost as soon as
they were compacted in therail queue, in the hope that Mom and Dad would see that everything was
under control.

For Julias part, she decided against sending aletter of her own to her mother and three sisters back on
Earth in Hagstaff, Arizona, telling them of her adventures. And after the Engine had broken down, Julia
had avery good adventure. Asit developed, fourteen lifepods had managed to launch themselves from
Eos during the Code Three emergency and it took Eoss EVA squad several hoursto maneuver the pods
back to the ship. Julia had managed to find hersalf on one of those pods with twelve women from
Cowden Hdll, and they stayed up al night talking about it when they got back to the dorm.

Julia had managed alittle deep by 0900 hours the next day. She had just stepped from the showers when
an announcement came that the president of Eos University was going to address the student body at
1000 hours. This gave everyone time to get some breskfast and get to their assgned meeting hals.

Eos University had six assembly hals where students were corralled on specia occasionsto be briefed
or debriefed, depending on the occasion. The William F. Nietmann Hall was quite crowded when Julia
arrived, but if the severa hundred students gathered there were uneasy, she couldn't tell. The place had a
carniva atmosphereto it. Students were laughing and poking each other like children. Which was
strange, she thought, since they amost had been blown to smithereens. But no one seemed to care.

Juliawore her usua tunic, with itstwin collar pins denoting her area of study and that she dready held a
bachelor's degree. Thisalowed a seat down with the adult faculty in the front of the hall, separate from
the rowdy undergrads behind her, who were busy throwing paper airplanesinto the air, firing off
spitwads, blasting ragpberries. Juliahadn't seen a spitwad since she wasin high school. Something, she
thought, is definitely in the air.

The group quieted down, however, when Albert Holcombe arrived. He came down the short flight of
steps like a shaggy, white-headed bear, looking asif he wouldn't stand for any foolishness at that hour of
the day.

Everyone suddenly shut up. The silence that filled the place was practically desfening.

Holcombe looked up at the six hundred or so assembled students. ™Y ou don't have to be quiet on my
account. It's Saturday, for Christ's sake," he said. "Make dl the noise you want."

The students started up again, returning to normd.



Juliawatched as Professor Holcombe found a place next to his colleagues two rowsin front of her. He
plopped into his seat dmost exuberantly.

"Good show, old man,” said ageology professor.
"What did you havefor breskfast, Albert?' awoman gitting to the other sde of him asked.
"Wayhighs" Professor Holcombetold her. A whole plate full.”

"Chrigt, Al," the geology professor said in alowered voice. "Watch what you're saying. The Grays don't
have a sense of humor. They might think you're serious.”

Holcombe smiled &t his colleagues, but kept hissilence. To Julia, it wasdl cryptic. She didn't know what
to think of Professor Holcombe's buoyant, dmost cavaier manner.

Moments later the lightsin the auditorium dimmed and the giant 2D screen filled with the visage of
President Porter.

"Boo!" shouted severa students.
More airplanes flew. And ashoe hit the screen.

Nolan Porter, Ph.D., wasthe Big Gray, a man born and bred among the Ainge on Tau Ceti 4, an
Auditor himsdlf, and athird-rate scholar-at least according to the sudent gossip Juliahad heard. Half the
students of Eos liked the man because he was Ainge; the other half didn't for the same reason. That half
seemed to fill every seat in the William F. Nietmann Hall that morning. Juliadmost felt giddy with a
renewed sense of excitement.

Hishair slver-gray, his eyes blue-gray, President Porter sat calmly at his desk, pictures of histhree wives
and thirty children in the background. For the occasion, he wore along, cod gray herringbone tunic of
standard cut. Everything gray. He dso wore asmile.

"Oh, shit. The son-of-a-bitch issmiling," somebody said far behind Juliain the darkness. "Werein for it
now!"

Gigglesfollowed this, and severa of the assembled faculty shushed them fiercely.

The giant image of President Porter began speaking down to them. "I want to thank al of you for
gathering like this on such short notice. And on a Saturday morning when so many of you have papersto
write and teststo study for-"

"Eat me!" someone shouted in the dark.

A femae professor jumped up quickly. "Quiet! All of you!"



"-30 I'll make this as short and asinformative as possible: For those of you who haven't heard the news
or read about it in the latest edition of The Alley Citizen, our student newspaper-" Porter handled his
copy of The Alley Citizen asif it had comewith afishinit. "-anumber of things have happened to the
old girl, our university.”

He placed the newspaper off to the Side. "L ate Friday afternoon, aweapon smilar to old-style
disassemblers destroyed part of the physicslab, causng millions of dollars of damage. | mention that
because, as most of you know, afew hourslater our Engine broke down and we had to return to
real-space, which I'm sureyou al experienced. It certainly caused Mrs. Porter alittle scare.”

Somebody hooted. Somebody el se made farting sounds with his handsin hisarmpits.
"Hey!" the female professor shouted over her shoulder.

The president went on. "' According to the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa, the Engine suffered an unexpected
energy drain which caused a systemic ripple effect, destroying the Engine completely.”

"Yeah? Well, at least we didn't blow the fuck up,” someone el se shouted.

The female professor jumped to her feet and shouted, "If | have to go up there, mister, you're going to
redly regretit!"

A mock-frightened hush fell over the crowd.

"The Enginefailure may be linked to the damage done to the physicslab,” Porter continued. "But we
don't know yet. We are looking into every aspect of the case-"

The auditorium filled with snickers and somebody yelled "Blow job!" and now severd professors down
infront were actively scanning the auditorium for the scattered mal contents.

Porter said, "The Kuulo did say that the Enamorati will cooperate fully inal of our investigations,
providing that our need for information doesn't violate the Enamorati Compact. | find no trouble with
this"

For an anxious moment Julia thought that the president would next mention something about Jingle Beer,
since her bear's desth seemed to be part, in some vague way, of what had happened. But Porter either
didn't know about it or hadn't thought it important enough to mention.

"Since the Enamorati Compact forbids usto interfere with Enamorati affairs, we have no choice but to let
them conduct their own investigation of the Enginesfailure. Wewill wait for their report. In the meantime,
wewill be conducting our own investigations and | urge everyone to give campus security your fullest
cooperation, especidly those of you who might happen to have been in the science wings when the
weapon was set off. Weredl in the same boat, after all.”



The president's smile regppeared. " Once the cause of the Engine malfunction has been discovered and
andyzed, the Enamorati will be jettisoning the old Engine and replacing it with anew one. Depending on
the availability and location of the nearest Engine, we estimate that we can be back on our Alley circuit in
three weeks."

A collective groan went up through the crowd, but thistime no faculty member tried to quell it.
Somebody threw his other shoe at the screen.

"We aren't exactly helpless out here, however,” the president said camly. "Physics and Engineering, who
were up dl night working on the problem, have informed me that we do have ameans of getting usto the
nearest human-habitable planet. Astronomy tells me that we are just three light-days away from what
appears to be a main-sequence M-type star that has at |east one habitable planet. We were very lucky in
this

"Asyou know, our part of the Sagittarius Alley isvery, very smdl. There are thousands of sarswithina
hundred light-years of the Earth and we've only explored afraction of those. So this new star and its
planetswill be awonderful opportunity for usal. Who knows? We might even make alittle bit of history.

"Therefore, under the univerdty charter, | amimmediately directing our pilot, Captain Cleddman, to
divert usto this nearby system. In the meantime, contrary to any rumorsyou may have heard-" Here,
Porter gestured to the copy of The Alley Citizen on his desk. "-classes will continue as scheduled. So,
enjoy your weekend. That isdl.”

Even before the 2D screen winked out, al sorts of debriswas hurled at the fading vision of Nolan Porter,
including a squash racquet.

The lights came on and the babbling began again. Julialooked around. She hadn't thought about the
possibility of classes being canceled, but it was clear that severa students had hoped they were going to
be.

The boisterous crowd got up and started filing out into the adjoining hallways, ready to sart their delayed
weekend.

Behind Julia, in the crowd that had been sitting high in the rear, was Ben. He seemed to be walking
gingerly and he looked atad shorter than she remembered him being.

Unless, of course, he was walking barefoot.
And he seemed to bein ahurry.

She was about to call after him, but he and his friends had disappeared. Besides that, two professors
were dready heading in their direction, one of whom held ashoein her hand. She waslooking for the
foot thet fit it.



Julia decided to contact Ben later. They had, after all, three weeks on their hands.
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Colin Hollingsdae, who lived in an earlier century, probably never imagined his discontinuity breeder
reactor as ameans of moving shipsthrough the interstellar void. The Hollingsdale reactors were typicaly
designed for ingtructive purposes and were found in schools such as Eos University, or on planetsfar
from either Tau Ceti 4 or Earth. Thiswas because the Hollingsda e reactors created very small black
holesin free space, so students and scientists dike could study their effects.

Ben had some experience with Hollingsda e-breeder technology back when he was working on his
master's degree at UC Fresno-by-the-Sea. The breeders crested artificia black holes-discontinuities-by
using aform of C-gravitaton compression at distant projection points, tapping into the same energies that
powered the Onesci Engines. Depending on the relative motion of the breeder-the ship it was within or
the moonlet it was on-a powerful black hole with the same angular momentum could be crested-well
away from the projection source to prevent the hol€sintense gammaradiation from killing its users, of
course. But the gravity effects of the discontinuity itself could be felt, and that was the whole point.

Ben hadn't known that Eos University had aHollingsdale discontinuity breeder until Eve Silbarton had
told him that this was going to be their means of limping to the nearby planet where they could
reprovision themsalves until the new Engine arrived.

So while the students cel ebrated their good fortune to have a habitable planet nearby and the meansto
get there, Captain Cleddman sent abullet back to the H.C. Council, giving directionsto the star Kiilmig,
which the Enamorati had just named, and itstarget planet called, for thetime being, Kiilmist 5. More
detailed data bullets would be sent with more information, once they achieved a stable orbit around the
planet. For now, they had atricky maneuver to make and dl of therail guns were going to be shut down
for the duration.

At 1400 hours the following Monday, Eve Silbarton and her handpicked crew activated the Hollingsdae
breeder reactor. Ben was among those invited; so, too, was Tommy Rosales. Ben had convinced Eve
that Rosales's experience with fus on-reactor technology might comein handy, even if Rosales had
dropped out of Eos's nuclear engineering program.

Dr. Silbarton and savera engineers had spent the weekend setting up communications links from the
nuclear engineering aphalab, where the Hollingsdale resided, to both ShipCom and the command deck.
Thislast was done at the request of the Cloudman. If the ship was going to move, regardless of means,
he wanted to bein control of the means by which they were going to do it.

Though some of the best engineers on Eos had been cdlled to ass st with the experiment, Ben hadn't
anticipated that the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa, one of his Kaks-a navigator Ben had never seen before-and
High Auditor Nethercott would be invited to observe. They were standing in the back of the room,
staying as much out of the way as possible. But nothing escaped their scrutiny.



"What are they doing here?’ Tommy Rosales whispered to Ben when the spectators arrived at the last
moment.

"] don't know," Ben remarked. "Let'sask."

Ben walked up to agathering of technicians going over the large Hollingsdale breeder-a reactor the size
of asmall house-and buttonholed Dr. Silbarton.

"Eve, what are those people doing here?" he asked.

The High Auditor had had his eye on Ben the moment he had walked into the [ab. Apparently, Ben'slittle
venture into the auditorium the other day had cost him anonymity among the Auditors. Nethercott glared
at Ben. Ben glared back, and the High Auditor came over, having heard Ben's query. "1 can assure you
that were here as advisors only, Mr. Bennett," the Auditor said cordidly.

"Advisors?' Ben said. "Y ou're going to advise these people? What quaifiesyou or ... them'-Ben
pointed at the Kuulo and the Kak standing mute in their enclosed environment suits-"to advise anybody

onanything?'
"They'rejust going to observe, Ben," Eve said.
"They shouldn't be here)” Beningsted.

Nethercott's eyebrows rose somewhat, but he did not seem to mind Ben's effrontery. He said, "President
Porter invited usto observe the ship's use of energiesit will be taking from trans-space, the realm of
Mazaru."

"Horseshit,” Ben said.

Severd engineers had heard this and |ooked up. Even Rosales seemed surprised.
"Ben!" Evesad.

Benfdt hisblood start to bail, although he wasn't sure why.

"They have no reason to be here," Ben stated. "That's all."

The High Auditor said nothing, but did not take hiseyes off him.

Eve Silbarton pulled Ben aside. "What did you do? Trade your brain in?' she whispered harshly. "If you
did, get it back. Thisone's defective." She tapped him hard between the eyes with aforefinger.

"Q,V!"



"L ook, thisis Porter'sidea. Nobody's done this before and he thinks it will make history-if we can pull it
off. And it might be good for usto have severa highly placed witnesses."

It was the Kuulo Kuumottoomaals turn to voice an opinion on the matter. The voice box at his collar
sad, "Wetraveled in space for thousands of years using sublight-speed technol ogies before we came
across the Onesci Lorii's mathematics and could build her Engines. But this maneuver you are attempting
isnew to us, a least theway your engineers have described it, and we may be of some help if something

goeswrong."
Severd of theworkersin the room had paused to witness the exchange between Ben and the Grays.

"Then why not share Onesci mathematics with us so we can manufacture our own Engines and get the
hell out of here?"

The High Auditor took in a bresth sharply. But the Kuulo didn't seem to be offended. "When you are
ready for them, they will make themsalves known to you. That ishow Mazaru works."

"He hel ps those who help themsalves" Ben said. "What kind of help isthat from the Almighty?’
"I'm sorry," the Kuulo said. "I do not understand-"

Dr. Israel Harlin, the head of the physics department, broke up the philosophica fracas. Harlinwasatall,
white-haired man with a heavy beard, and away of waking stooped asif he feared ceilings. " Gentlemen,
please. We need everybody at their stationsfor this. We can argue later.”

The two diens and the Auditor backed away asif conceding some sort of minor victory to Ben. But Eve
kept looking a him strangely-asif he had just had a persondity overhaul, one that came with less
common sense than the oneit replaced. Maybe she was right, Ben admitted to himself. But it didn't cool
his resentment.

One of the techs announced, "I've got a pardlax focus at one thousand miles, dead ahead.”
"C-graviton expangon point?' Dr. Harlin asked.

"Eighty milesbehind us," the tech said. "We're ready to poke a hole in space on your command, Dr.
Halin."

Thetal department head nodded. "It'sthe pilot's call. On hismark.”

"And you're sure we can use the beta-projection point as a brake?" Captain Cleddman asked from
the command deck.

"Yes" Eve Slbarton said, switching on her own com/pager. "The black hole ahead of usand the
C-graviton expansion point behind uswill give us enough pull and push to get us moving toward Kiilmist



5. WEll activate a second discontinuity to ow us down.”
"Behind us," Cleddman said.

"That'sright. If we can stay outside the Schwarzchild limit of the apha collgpse point in front of us,”
Silbarton said, "then the thing will pull ustoward it and quadruple our speed. Well do the sameto dow
usdown."

Tommy Rosaleswhispered to Ben. "How long is the discontinuity going to stay out in front of us?'

"Just afew seconds," Ben said. "But that's all welll need to get us up to relativigtic speeds-that is, if we
don't get sucked into it directly or near enough to it to catch its gammaradiation.”

"Has anyone ever done this before?' Rosales asked nervoudly.
"Only on paper,” Ben replied.
"Swdl."

"Itsworsethan that,” Eve Silbarton said, having heard the two. "Time's going to pass us by on the
outsde. Were going to lose both contact and time with the rest of the Alley. But it can't be avoided.”

"How much time will welose?' Ben asked. ""Has anyone done the math on that yet?"

"l did," Dr. Harlin said. "Depending on our top velocity, we should arrive at Kiilmist 5in about four days.
On the outside, however, well be out of contact for about two months.”

"Mom and Dad aren't going to like that,” Tommy Rosdessaid.

Dr. Harlin glanced back at their "advisors' standing at the rear of the room. "The good newsisthat it will
give our Enamordti friends back at the Y ards enough time to find us an available Engine or build usanew
one."

"If thisworks," Ben said.
"That'sright," the department chair said.

"Okay," Eve Silbarton announced, scanning her monitoring board. Lights became al green acrossit. "'l
think were ready. Let's put Mr. Hollingsdae to work."
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The Hollingsdale maneuver, as complicated and dangerous asit was, actually worked. The discontinuity,
brought into existence and traveling well out ahead of them, stayed in place long enough to coax Eos up
to the required vel ocity they needed to reach Kiilmist 5.

Perhaps more paliticaly desirable was the outcome on the High Auditor and the two Enamoréti
witnesses. The two aiens had agreed that Mazaru had not been violated, concluding, in fact, that the
success of the maneuver was an indication of how much Mazaru approved of it.

Which, Ben thought, was hogwash. Thistime, however, he kept his opinionsto himself.

Ben left with Eve Silbarton soon after that, leaving it to the human engineers and Tommy Rosales-who
decided to stay behind-to explain to acouple of nosy reporters from The Alley Citizen what they had
just done and why every student on board should be proud. They were part of history now.

Ben and Eve Silbarton went straight to the gammalab in the physics department. Ben wasfedling buoyed
by the experiment's success, but Eve was much less sanguine and kept silent.

Once they were in the gamma lab and the outer door closed- severa undergraduate studentswerein the
ddtalab next door working on their own projects-Eve cornered Ben. "Look," she said sharply. "Were
the focus of an intense investigation by campus security and God knows who else, and we don't need any
more heet right now."

"What heat? It was our |ab that got wiped out,” Ben said.

"Listen, stupid. There are people on this ship whom the adminigtration and the Ainge would rather see
floating in space without their hdmets”

"Likewho?"
"People who are sympathetic to the KMA."
"Peoplelikeyou?'

"Exactly," Eve said. She lowered her voice and looked around the equipment-filled |ab. " And I'm not the
only one who fedlsthisway. The captain does and so does Dr. Harlin. In fact, most of the science
personnd on the ship have KMA sympathies”

"So0?' Bensaid. "They can't persecute you for your palitical beliefs. That's against more lawsthan | can
count. The Ainge haven't rewritten the Human Condtitution.”

"Not yet they haven't. But they'retrying,” Eve said. "Thefact isthat they can affect the disposition of
grant money for the university. They could dry usup if the political winds shift. And if you keep acting like



afourteen-year-old, they'll really come down on us. And that's what we don't want.”
"So what does KMA stand for?"

"Forget about that!" she snapped. "Paliticsisthe name of the game and you've got to think and act
respongbly if you want to survive"

"l understand that," Ben said. "But no one can convince me that thirteen Ainge Auditors should have
more status on this ship than any other religious group. Why isn't the Newman Center or Hillel or the
other student religious groups located right up against the Enamorati compound? They should all be
there. Who made the Ainge so specid? They had no business being present when you activated the
discontinuity reactor. Not one of them has any science or engineering experience.”

"Youredly areanidiot, aren't you?"
"Only when | gtart thinking about things."

"Widll, for now, don't. We can't afford to have campus security breathing down our throats. At least |
cant.”

In the middle of Eve's harangue, she had begun going about a security check, making sure the doors
were locked and that no one was eavesdropping, at least eectronicaly. She then threw a static cloak
around them that would have stymied the best eavesdropping device known. Ben couldn't recdl having
ever seen Evethisintense before.

"Sowhat'sthis really about?"' he asked.

Eveturned to him. "What it's about is that Captain Cleddman doesn't want anew Enamorati Engine
ingtdled and he's going to do everything he can to prevent one from reaching us. That'swhat thisis
about."

"You'rejoking," Bensad.

"I've never told ajokein my life," Evesaid. "Thefact iswere dmost ready to ingtal our own stardrive
system and getting to Kiilmist 5will buy usthetimewell need to ingtal it and get it working properly.
That's why we can't have the heet.”

Ben suddenly saw her in an entirely different light. "Dr. Brenholdt was working on an Alcubierre drive
system in the alphalab. Were you the person who took it out?'

Silbarton opened alocked door leading to an adjoining room, one that Ben never knew existed. He
followed her.

"Areyou out of your mind?" she asked fiercely. "That surprised me much asit did everyone else. Infact,



| wasworried that the disassembler might come thisfar and destroy this lab."

In the center of the smaller room, suspended above an antigrav plate whereit could be worked on, was a
devicethat looked asif it might have been the drive shaft taken from an automobile. It was seven feet
long, two feet wide at one end, tapering off to just afew inchesin width.

"This isthe prototype of your engine?' Ben asked increduloudy.
"It'snot the prototype,”" Slbarton said. "Thisisthered thing."

Ben'sown area of expertise wasin fractal-compression technology. It was atechnology that took
naturdly occurring fractal configurations, particularly in metals at the crystdline levels, and arranged them
S0 that there was very little space between their molecules. This machine, however, was a masterpiece of
compaction: Eve's engine, size-wise, wasto the Enamorati Engines as afleawas to an elephant.

"This will power aship ashig asthisone?' he asked.

Eve crouched down and inspected the underside of the floating device. "No. It would take six of theseto
power aship aslarge as Eos. Maybe eight, depending.”

"Onesci Engines are supposed to take up to eight hundred thousand cubic feet of space,” Ben said.
"Thesethingsareafraction of that."

Eve stood up, dusting her hands. "We know <o little about the Onesci Engines. We've dways assumed
that their Engines were aslarge asthey are because of the way they processed energy taken from
trans-gpace. Their reaction chambers would mostly be empty space. Combustion chambers, if you like."

"That could account for accidents,”" Ben said.

Eve shrugged. "Depends on where the combustion occurs. Mine take place within trans-space itsdlf. We
justtapintoit.”

Evewaked over to anearby console and began activating a certain screen. "Come over here. | want you
to seethis”

Ben found achair and did over beside histeacher. "What have you got?'

On the screen appeared the words SHIPCOM - TRANSIT PORTAL LOG #99-2970.3.59-FOR
UNIVERSITY USEONLY.

Eve moved the video record forward. " Cutter Rausch dug this up this weekend. Campus security wanted
it for their investigation. It'savideo record of recent trangt-portal jumps from portal number fifty-nine.
It's the one nearest the dphalab at the end of the reception hallway."



The video text was that of the individuas who had used the portal closest to the alphalab in the hours
preceding the disassembler attack. Since it had been a Friday afternoon-and classes weren't held on
Fridays-the images were mogily of staff and faculty coming and going. Nothing incriminating there.

The chronometer passed 1200 hours, when everyone apparently went to lunch. So far, so good. Thena
pile of studentstumbled out of porta 59, laughing from the transit high. Ben blushed. There were
Bombardiersal over the floor before portal 59 and one of them was him. Oops. Asit was, right after
that he had goneto pick up Ms. Borland, taking another transit jJump to her dorm and getting higher ill.
He made amentd noteto seeif trangt-portal jumping led to sexua dysfunction...

The video text then showed the Bombardiers, minus Ben, doing the same thing later. They dove out of
the porta, ran hell-for-leather for portal 60 at thefar end of the hdl, laughing al theway.

Ben swalowed. "l guess| can't persuade you that these are trangit flashes of my friends?"

"Nom,"

When aparticular trangt porta became overused, "flashes' often occurred in nearby systems, which
would be portals 56 to 63. Sudden afterimages that lasted severa seconds, trangit flashes often would
legp out of aporta ring in another hallway and scare the Ix out of anyone who happened to be nearby. It
had happened to Ben anumber of times.

"But these aren't important,” Eve said as she forwarded the playback to where she wanted to be. "But
these may be."

Eve dowed the playback. The portal's ring glowed with energy and there stood, to Ben's considerable
aurprise, the Avatka Viroo. Thedien, in hisusua environment suit, stepped from the portal, but only for
amoment. He glanced around, then stepped back inside and was gone.

At firgt, Ben thought that the alien had taken the portal to the wrong destination, recognized the fact, then
stepped back in. 1t happened frequently enough. But the playback showed the Avatka doing it two more
times, each time stepping out, then stepping back.

"Now those aretrangt flashes," Ben said. "That porta could easily have been overloaded.”
"Maybe" Evesad. "Now watch."

Once again, the Avatka made atrangt appearance, but thistime he stepped dl the way through. And this
time he carried Julia Waxwing'slittle polar bear in hisarms.

The Avatka stepped completely out of the portal and walked swiftly out of sght of the video camera.
Thiswasno trangt flash.

A quick check of thetime and Ben saw that it wasn't too long after that when the Avatka showed up at



his doorstep with the little dead bear.

"What about portal sixty at the end of the hall?' Ben asked. "1t should have avideo record of where he
went."

Eve shook her head. "He didn't take it. He must have walked from thislast exit point.”
"JuliaWaxwing should seethisrecord,” Ben said.

"Y ou can take this copy,” Evetold him. "But just remember, Ted Fontenot saw you with the bear in the
aftermath of the aphalab's destruction. He might think that the two of you are connected in some
way-you and the Avatka. If there is dissension in the Enamorati ranks and the Avatkais one of the
dissenters, then you could get somered heat from campus security.”

"Dissenson among the Enamorati? | thought that was arumor.”

"The Enamorati aren't talking," Eve said grimly. "But we think something like that has happened in there.
Inany casg, if therewas arevolt or insurrection among the Enamordti, the administration might think
there's a connection between us. They could decide that our new stardrive is endangering both the ship
and the Enamorati Compact. Porter will shut us down in asecond. | don't want that to happen.”

"That'sahell of alegp to connect me with radica € ements among the Enamoréti,” Ben said.
"Maybe" Evesad. "Just don't draw himto me. | can't set up my drive systemiif I'minjail.”

"| get the picture," Ben admitted.

"Good," Eve said. "Stay the hell out of trouble.”

“I'll domy best."

With that, Ben went in search of Juliawith the data tile containing the video recording of the Avatka

Viroo and her dead polar bear.
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JuliaWaxwing brought in two cups of freshly brewed coffee and set them both beside the viewing station
where Professor Holcombe was making adjustments to a specidized StratoCaster tiara. The monitor
screen on the desk was aready showing the video content of a BronzeAnge 'Cast his clone-son Seth
had made long ago.



Holcombe seemed intense, fired by demons Julia couldn't guess ... or it just might have been that the
Engine breakdown crisis had somehow energized him. 1t might aso have something to do with the
possibility of exploring anew world, one that even the Enamorati had never known about. The faculty
senate had, that day, authorized its exploration by any university department interested in taking students
to the surface. Holcombe had aready reserved agondolafor his students.

Holcombe took the cup of coffee from Julia. Hethen lifted it in salute. "Cheers," he said, popping asmall
whitepill.

"What was that?' Juliaasked.

"It'sawayhigh," he said. "Twenty milligramsin sugar. Want one?'

So the man wasn't making it up.

Julialooked over her shoulder to seeif anyone had heard. "A wayhigh? Aren't thoseillegd 7"
"They'reillicit, not illegd. Therésadifference.”

"How arethey different?"

"Wayhighs are not covered in the Controlled Substances Registry. The Ainge merdly frown on their
use. They'reagaing al simulants. Heaven forbid that their followers should have open and active minds,
thinking for themsdlves”

"Where did you get them?"

"An acquaintance of mine makesthem.”
"Here? On Eos?!

Holcombe nodded.

"Isit the same person who's slling the cigarettes?' she asked. Rumor had it that someone on Eoswas
dispensing cigarettes and other prohibited items on the black market.

Holcombe shook hishead. "I don't think s0."
Juliapulled up achair. "How long have you been taking them?"
"All my life"" Holcombe said.

Surprise blossomed on Julias face.



Holcombe smiled dightly, pushing back alock of white hair. "Everybody my age has some experience
with drug use. It comes around every few generations. But mostly | did it because of my father. I've been
doing it ever sncehedied.”

Juliaknew that Holcombe's father had been aHigh Auditor and that hiswhole family was very prominent
on Tau Ceti 4. But she didn't know what the man's degth had to do with wayhighs.

Holcombe handed Juliathe tiaraheld been adjugting. "But enough of me," he said. "'l called you down
here because | thought you might want to experience an unedited StratoCast Seth made when he was
garting out. It's very unusua and made me think of some of the work you've done.”

Juliatook thetiara

"I wanted you to see what Seth ran into on Kissoi 3. Remember, this was taken about ten years ago.
Thismight bethe only copy in existence.”

Julialeaned back in her chair, letting the tiarals spider-clamps press themsalves to her temples.

Holcombe engaged the tiaraand Juliajerked with surprise. The neurd spike wasimmediate and she felt
the 'Cast's euphoric energiestickling up her spine. Music arted in, uncoiling in rapid-fire microtona
burdts, filling her sensory universe.

Then the visuals kicked in. She tarted to experience-see, fed, hear, and even smell-what Seth
Holcombe had experienced.

Kissoi 3 was an Earth-like world, with blue skies that rushed with gorgeous cumulus clouds the size of
asteroids. Juliacould fed Seth Holcombe's surge of excitement as he legpt the crowns of trees, swooped
into small creek-filled canyons, skated above a pine meadows. Sometimes held be running just inches off
the ground, other times he'd be haf amile high. Experiencing a StratoCast was not for the vertiginous or
the agoraphobic.

Holcombe had, been following the 'Cagt, at least the visud and musical part, on asmdler monitor screen
on hisdesk. "Now, pay attention to this section,” hetold her.

Off in the distance Julia saw-as Seth had seen- a storm taking shape. It appeared to her-and Seth-amost
likealiving thing. Juliaeven fdlt the sudden adrenaine rush that Seth Holcombe had felt upon noticing the
storm. The BronzeAngels running with him came to a halt as they wondered what to do.

"Ix! Look at that!" Clark Evans, leader of the BronzeAngels, cried out.

"There was nothing in the weather specs describing anything like that!" Tim Stamets, another
'Caster beside him, said.

"Back to the ship, guys!" Seth shouted.



The BronzeAnge sturned and ran-music sill playing, veins ablaze with fear-launched adrendine. The
cloud front moved like agigantically grotesque tornado, squat and ugly, churning with sparkling lights
flung out in streamerslike deadly bolos. It was coming for them. Ball lightning danced out from the

cloud and pummel ed the meadowlands below them. It was hungry....

Juliafelt Seth'sfear as he raced above the trees and did down to the valley where their gondola waited.
The cloud, Seth felt, was some sort of animal guarding itsterritory.

Juliatook off thetiara. "Wow."

"This particular 'Cast was never marketed,”" Holcombe said. "None of the other BronzeAngels had
decent recordings of the event. They were all scared.”

"l canseewhy."
"Did those clouds remind you of anything?'
She nodded, having recognized them from the start. "Firebirds,” she said.

Juliasfirgt scholarly paper had been on cross-cultura thunder-bird folk legends, tales of sky beings
whose anger was easily aroused. Native American tribes had them. So, too, the Australian Aborigines.
The Bedouins of the Sahara Desert had them aswell. Theirswere caled jinn, and were not to be dealt
withlightly.

"It might be interesting,” Juliasaid, "to go back to that planet to see what they were. Does anybody know
anything about Kissoi 37

Holcombe shook his head. "The Enamorati stopped there once, at least long enough to put it in their
catalog. But they never explored it. So many worlds, so few Engines," he said wistfully.

"Anybody home?' came avoice behind Julia

Juliaturned to see Ben Bennett standing in the doorway to Holcombe's office. "Ben!" Juliasaid.
Holcombe turned aswell. "Thisisyour jailbird friend, Ben, | takeit."

"Oh, yes," duliatold him. "Thisis Ben Bennett. Thisismy advisor, Dr. Holcombe."

Ben camein and shook the professor's hand. "Hi," he said.

"Glad to see you out of jail.”

"Glad to be out," Ben said.



Juliadidn't know what to say. Her mind had been on Seth Holcombe's experience. Ben's appearance
had been ajolt.

"] thought 1'd show you this," Ben said, holding out avideo tile. He aso nodded at the activated monitor.
"What isit?" Juliaasked.

"Eve Silbarton gave thisto me. It'satrangt-portal record she got from ShipCom. | think you should see
what'sonit."

"Let's see what we've got here," Holcombe said, taking thetile and dotting it into the 2D unit.

Ben inched closeto Juliaas Holcombe queued thetile. Her senses seemed unusually keen asthey
watched the 2D. She could discern the aroma of the soap he used that morning, his deodorant, and the
dab of cologne he put on before he left hisroom.

What was on the screen made her stop thinking of Ben, however. She watched the video play itself
through ... and through again as Dr. Holcombe ran it back severa times, just to be certain.

Benfindly said, "Thislast gppearance of the Avatkawith your bear could be atrangit flash. | checked
other transit-portal records and this very sameimage occurred four other times. So the red Avatka could
have been much closer to the dormsthan it appears from thisflash.”

"Y et, he was in the physicswing,” Professor Holcombe said.

"We don't know that either,” Ben said. "They all could betrangit flashes. But he did have the bear when
he came to my room and it wasn't too long after that when the aphalab was destroyed.”

"What could thismean?"' Julia asked Professor Holcombe.

Holcombe leaned forward. "It was afew hours after this the Engine went out. Maybe the Engine went
out because this Avatka wasn't a his station.”

"But what was he doing in Ben's dorm with my bear?" Juliaasked. "Jingles never wandered out of the
dorm, thegirls dorm, | mean."

Ben sad, "I think the Avatkafound him somewhere e se.”
"But why would hetake it to your room?" Julia asked.

"My room isright next to the stairwell. It would be the first one he came to when he came out into the
hdlway."



"Has anybody asked the Avatka about this?* Holcombe said.

Ben shook hishead. "l tried. But the Auditor | spoke with said that the Enamorati are preparing for
'‘Makajaa,” some sort of religious ceremony, and none of them could be disturbed.”

"Which Auditor wasthis?' Holcombe asked.

"Orem Rood," Ben told him. "He said that the Enamorati would be secluded until both the Makajaa
ceremony and the Sada-vaaka insertion ceremony were finished."

"That second ceremony,” Juliasaid. "I've never heard of it before. What isit?"

"It'sathree-day-long ceremony that involvesthe insertion of the new Engine," Holcombe said. "Since
Enginestend to be inserted into ships at the Enamorati Y ards, few humans have been anywhere near a
Sada-vaaka ceremony.”

"He dso said something about rakkavan," Bentold him.

"That's an "adjustment to Mazaru' period when the Enamorati tweek the Enginein trans-space to make
sure everything'sin working order. That lasts about ten days.”

"Rood said that my interview could begin after rakkavan,” Ben said. "He told me not to bother the
Avakauntil then."

Holcombe looked to Ben. " So they just gave you the runaround?’

"That pretty much describesit.”

"I know Rood," Holcombe said. "He's a poltroon.”

Julia popped out the video tile. "Well what about now? Thisisn't sort of sacred period for them, isit?'

"I don't think so," Holcombe said. "If it was, I'm sure it would have been announced in the student
newspaper or in afaculty bulletin.”

"Then let's seeif we can talk to him now," Juliasaid. "'l want to show him this." Juliahdd the datatile
between her thumb and forefinger.

"Try it," Holcombe said.
"I will," Juliasaid, getting to her feet.

Holcombe then said, "Orem Rood isthe son of my unclésfifth son by hisfourth wife. If he causesyou



any trouble, tell him that | know what he and PamdaFarthing did on Marlin Place and that | will
personaly tell the High Prophet on Tau Ceti 4 in very graphic detail. Don't say anything else. Just that.”

"All right," Juliasad, although she didn't know what that meant any more than Ben did.

"He seemslike anice man," Ben said asthey approached the porta. "I didn't know he had it in for the
Ainge so badly.”

"Hisfather wasaHigh Auditor for eighteen years. Hiswhole family isworth billions of dollars throughout
theAlley."

"What's he doing running the archaeol ogy department? Why isn't he an Auditor himsdlf?"

"He got excommunicated from the Church when hewasin college,” Juliasaid. "Nobody realy knows any
more than that."

"Woas his dad High Prophet then”?"
"Not for afew more years."
"WOIV."

"But, you know," she said dowly, carefully, "ever snce weve come out of trans-space, his mind's gone
weird. Hesacting like..."

"Likewha?'

"Like one of those friends of yours."

"The Bombardiers?'

She nodded.

"They'rejust idiots," Ben said. "And Professor Holcombeis not anidiot.”

They trangited directly to the Ainge compound, far aft in the ship. The large ornamental oak doors of the
Ainge Sanctuary stood open; but just like the other day when he and George Clock ventured there, Ben
and Juliafound the place empty.

Oncethey wereinsde, Ben could seethat the giant silver crack in the window of the viewing chamber
hed completely healed itself. The "communion rod" beyond thewall, however, was il inactive, and it
looked asif some sort of calamity had been unleashed in there. Some of the eerie Enamordti "art” on the
wadlls of the communion-rod room-strange moon shapes, odd crescents of silver, long scythes of a



rust-iron color-had fallen to the floor or were hanging loose asif popped out of place by some stifled
explosion in the Engine compartment itsdlf.

"Whereiseverybody?' Juliaasked.

Ben looked over his shoulder, half-expecting High Auditor Nethercott to pour out of the shadows. But
no one was lurking there. "Maybe they are in secluson,” he said.

Ben waked down the aide then off to the left where adoor led to the Inner Sacristy. Few people went
thisfar; even Nolan Porter, the president of the university, had never entered the inner chambers. He
venerated them too much.

But Ben didn't venerate them and gpparently neither did Julia

The door to the Sacristy opened and they stepped insde.

The Auditorslived like monks and their decor showed it. The place was drab, soulless. Therewas no art
on the walls and the rooms they passed led to apartment quarters of Spartan character. And they were
al empty. Aswere the main dining center and the library. They heard no sounds, saw no one.

"Where do you think they are?' Juliawhispered.

They cameto the end of a corridor whose airlock seal was wide open. Here they heard voices. Ben and
Juliastepped through the archway, hugging the walls, both their hearts hammering.

What they saw took their breath away. Thiswas the fabled Inner Temple of the Ainge Auditors-an
amphithesater of wooden pews that faced another large glasswal smilar to the onein the public
auditorium. Beyond thiswall, though, was avery strange machine. To Ben, it looked like adynamo, a
dynamo that apparently was connected to the steering-rod facility visble from the auditorium. But
whatever it was, parts of it were now smoldering.

The Auditors-all thirteen of them-were at the bottom of the amphitheater, their faces pressed againgt the
glasswall like children at an aguarium, each trying to get a better look in the room beyond.

The sceneinside the "dynamao” room was horrific, abloodbath, ahdll pit. Enamorati bodies, perhaps as
many as adozen, were everywhere, with blood on the walls, entrails on the floor. The odd decorations
on thewalls and the celling had been blasted from their stays, much of the art now covering the
Enamorati bodies. Nothing moved in the smoke and haze.

By their astonished expressions, Ben guessed that the Ainge themselves had only just discovered the
bloodshed. And they, too, were stunned by what they saw.

"Ixion!" Ben blurted out uncontrollably.



Every head in the room turned toward them. Seconds after that, the corridor seal behind them closed.

Ben tried to recall what the Eos University handbook had to say about trespassing, and how many years
in prison they could get for it.
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Four Auditors, led by Nethercott and Rood, hustled Ben and Juliaout of the Inner Temple asfast asthey
could, away from the carnage in the "dynamao" room. Ben was surprised at how strong his captors were.
Auditors-whose rank was the highest one could attain in the Ainge Church-spent their waking hours
listening to the hum of God in their Auditor boxes. Where had they found the time to work out? The guy
that gripped Ben came close to possessing the strength that Tommy Rosales had.

But Ben didn't go easily or quietly. Both he and Julia struggled as they were escorted out of the Auditors
domain.

However, just when they reached the outer auditorium, the entire escort halted. For standing in the
middle of the aide that led to the oak doors and the nearest trangit portal were two ominous men. Ben
recognized them from their photographsin the genera university catalog, but thiswasthefirst time he had
seen themin the flesh: Messrs. Sammons and Wangberg from the Rights Advocacy Office. Behind them
was a deadman who also wore a black suit, but whose metal eyes and ears recorded every detail of the
encounter. Deadman details were very much admissiblein acourt of law and mere sight of them often
caused the potential malefactor to think again.

"What do you people want?' High Auditor Nethercott asked.

Winn Sammons, tal, toothy, with jet black hair, stepped forward. "Albert Holcombe caled usto look in
on these two people. He said that you might be persecuting them. It appears asif he was correct in that
assumption.”

The deadman leaned in abit closer.

"Thisisnone of your business" the High Auditor said, tugging at the hem of hisgray tunic. His chin thrust
out from thetight, white collar.

"Sofar," Sammons said, "you have committed battery and possibleillega detention.”

"These two people trespassed into the very heart of the Temple, and that we don't dlow," the Auditor
exclaimed. Two more Auditors came from the Sacristy and joined Nethercott's crowd.

"We weren't trespassing,” Ben said. "No one met usin the anteroom-the Sacristy-so we just went on
ingde. We didn't know what to think."



Juliafaced Nethercott. "And | want to know what you know about the Avatkawho killed my bear!"

The deadman trained its eyes, ears, and olfactory senses on the Auditors. Deadmen were ahundred
times more efficient than old-style lie detectors, for they were able to detect sweat odors and the
pheromones of fear.

"What bear?' High Auditor Nethercott said. "What are you talking about?’
"An Avakakilled my little bear!" Juliasaid. "I demand to spesk to him!"
Nethercott blinked severa times, not making any sense of Juliaswords.

Advocate Wangberg stepped forward. He was shorter than his partner, but more muscularly compact.
Helooked asif held rather wrestle with an opponent than litigate him. " And thisis the reason you sought
out an Auditor. To help you spesk with this Avatkawhom you believed killed your bear. Isthat right?'
Wangberg asked.

"Y ou'releading the witness!" Auditor Orem Rood burst out.

"I'm merely getting to the heart of the matter the fastest way possible,” Wangberg said. "Besides, were
not in court.”

"That'sit, exactly,” Juliasaid. "We couldn't find anybody, so we went looking. Therés no law forbidding
usto enter their chamberswithout their permission. It's only the Enamorati who have that rule.”

"But... these people were trespassing” Nethercott sputtered.
Advocate Sammons faced Julia. "Did you announce your presence?’ he asked.

"Yed" Juliasad swiftly, defiantly, lying through her teeth. Ben wasimpressed. Thiswasasdeto her
character he hadn't seen yet.

"And when they didn't answer," Julia continued, "we went looking for them. We thought they could help
us. And now they want to arrest us! They're supposed to be the servants of humanity! Now look at
them!”

Nethercott sammered. "That'snot... they were ... don't you understand? They were trespassing!”
Nethercott was livid with barely contained rage.

"They werein the Inner Temple!" stressed Auditor Rood.

"Aredther of you registered members of the Ainge Church?' Kerry Wangberg asked.



Ben knew that he didn't have to answer any question regarding his own civil liberties, but he dso knew
where Mr. Wangberg was going with such aquestion.

"No," Bensad. "I'm not."
Juliashook her head.

Wangberg faced the Auditors. "'If these two people belonged to the Ainge religion, then you might have
somejurisdiction over them. But since they aren't, and since you have sequestered them without
immediate access to counsd, it seemsthat you can be held on charges of false imprisonment and perhaps
attempted kidnapping." Wangberg then turned to Julia. "Did they physicaly assault you?"

Julia pointed to Auditor Rood. "He did! He grabbed me!”

Ben was, frankly, amazed. Jeannie Borland had the personality of adishrag compared to this
extraordinary young woman.

"We now have charges of assault,” Mr. Wangberg said.

"Whose sde are you on?' High Auditor Nethercott exploded. "We're the aggrieved party! They're the
oneswho committed the crime!™

"Then press charges,” Sammons said. "Buit if you do, then | must encourage these two young people to
press charges against you which are far more serious than your charges.”

Nethercott's eyebrows knitted angrily. "If you were Ainge, | would have your job."

"I don't think you'd want it,” Sammons said. "The pay islousy and the hours are terrible and you'd have
to deal with people such asyoursdf.”

Ben heard a commotion behind them and he turned around to see a bunch of people enter the
auditorium. Lieutenant Ted Fontenot and three of his associates appeared. So did Eve Silbarton and two
student reportersfrom The Alley Citizen, and one from the student-run radio station, KEOS. Albert
Holcombe was ahell of acagey old coot, Ben decided. The Marines had landed, and the Auditors saw
that the battlewas dl but logt.

A whilelater, Captain Cleddman came down from the command deck and the Ainge became so
occupied with defending themsalves that Juliaand Ben were ableto dip away to let the adults play this
one out.

Julia, however, was till driven by her anger and her need to know what exactly had happened to her
little bear. An autopsy might have supplied afew answers, particularly if the Avatka had perhaps
poisoned Jingles. But Julia abandoned the idea of subjecting Jingle Bear's body to an autopsy, feeling that
such an ordedl would be too much for the little creature's spirit. Still, she wanted to know whet killed the



bear.

It was clear now that she wasn't going to get any answers from the Auditors or the Enamorati. But the
arriva on the scene of the student reporters suggested to her that The Alley Citizen might have more
expertisein seeking out the sources that might supply her with the answers she needed.

So she and Ben went to the offices of The Alley Citizen. The Citizen was part of the communications
department, which also operated KEOS and had its own staff of reporters. Between these two media
sources, they could blanket amost the entire student body. What aso gave thisteam their strength was
the fact that none of the students or faculty were members of the Ainge Church. They would, therefore,
be lessinclined to soft-peda the misdeeds of the Auditors. Assuming there were any.

Juliaand Ben met with the editorid saff of The Alley Citizen and told them everything they had
experienced, from their first meeting in the disassembled physicslab to their explorations of the Ainge
Inner Temple-emphasizing that they knocked before entering. They finished with the account of the
"dynamo" room. During their recitation, the two reporters who had been sent to the Ainge quarters had
findly returned and they had juicy video of the warring parties, particularly High Auditor Nethercott.

The faculty advisor of the student newspaper was aman in his sixties named Kevin Dobbs. He had been
present when Juliaand Ben waked in, and throughout their interview he merely puffed away at a Red
Apple cigarette, Jeannie Borland's brand, saying nothing.

But the senior student editor, awoman named Elise Rutenbeck, and her top reporter, Mark Inndlla, were
all too taken with the story. Their eyeslit up when they sensed that blood could be spilt with the Auditors
and quite possibly the administration.

It was at this juncture that Dr. Dobbs spoke up. "Of coursethisisall anecdotal. We can report it as
eyewitness accounts, but weve got to have hard evidence, something corroborative.”

"Y ou should have taken ashouldercam in with you,” said Mark Innella, arail-thin boy with ferretlike
features. "Then we could have redlly nailed them. It's about time somebody whittled the Auditors down
togze"

Elise Rutenbeck was aheavyset young woman whose temperament was much less incendiary than
Innellas-which was probably why shewas editor and Innellawasn't. "Y ou said you didn't get closeto the
window to this'dynamo’ room."

"Wedidn't haveto,” Ben said. "There was blood everywhere. On the walls, the floor. And we saw at
least a half-dozen bodies on thefloor.”

Julianodded at this. "All of the Auditors were there, gathered at the window. It must have just
happened.”

"Do you know how the Enamorati werekilled?' Innella asked.



"The bodies looked asif they were hacked up. But the dynamo itself, or whatever it was, was scorched
and burned.”

"But the Enamorati were hacked up?' Rutenbeck asked.
"That'swhat it looked liketo me," Ben said. "To us, | mean."

"Perhapsthisfirein the dynamo room,” Dr. Dobbs said, "was part of our Engine mafunction and the
Enamorati in the room werekilled by it."

"But that was afew daysago,” Juliasaid. "This looked like it happened afew hours ago.”

"Yes, but," Dobbs observed, "thereisthe possibility that the aliens you saw today were killed by some
factor relaing to the Engine mafunction. A part could have been blown loose, anything might have
happened to them.”

"Wdl, something happened in there,” Ben said.

Rutenbeck turned to her faculty advisor. "Dr. Dobbs, ook what we've got. We had our Engine
breakdown, a disassembler weapon went off in the ship, and now we've got an eyewitness account of
somekind of daughter in an engineering room vigble from the Auditor's Inner Temple. That'sahdll of a
dory."

"And my dead bear," Juliaadded. "Don't forget that.”

"And adead polar bear," Rutenbeck acknowledged.

"And nothing to link them conclusively,” Dobbs said.

"Connected or not, this should go out in tomorrow's paper,” Mark Inndlasaid.

"Only what Ben and Julia have seen themselves," Dr. Dobbs said. "To say they are connected is pure
conjecture.”

"But we could suggest aconnection in astudent editorial,” Rutenbeck offered. "It would be just my
opinion."

"If you do," Dobbs said, "youll cal down the wrath of every Gray in the university. Remember, we exist
a the behest of the univerdty charter. In campus struggles on Earth, the journalism department isthefirst
to be purged. On Eos, 'purging’ could mean something altogether different. I'd watch it if | wereyou.”

"But these two people have been in therel” Inndlaingsted. "At the very least we can report that."



In the background, various students were at their design boards working on the next issue of The Alley
Citizen. Layout, typesetting, ink chemistry, multimedia lithography, even papermaking were required of
al journaism mgors. Juliahad never given any thought as to how the student newspaper was put
together-or how fragile its existence was in the eyes of the administration. Now she knew.

"Evenif itisthetruth,” Dobbs said in animbus of smoke, "it'll causetrouble. Y ou might want to consider
thered possihility that they might disband the newspaper if not the entire department.”

"It'sworth the stretch,” Inndlasaid.
"Incoming!" one of the students announced.

A chimewent off and thelargewall screenin The Alley Citizen's office came aive. The president of the
university, Nolan Porter, appeared, and he did not look at all happy.

"Faculty and students. | have an important announcement to make. Until further notice, al classesare
hereby canceled and students are restricted to their dorm rooms. Faculty and staff areto stay in their
gpartments. All classrooms, laboratories, and workstations are closed. Thisincludes the student
newspaper and the student radio station. | am declaring a state of emergency, and emergency bylaws are
now in effect. If you are not familiar with those, consult your student handbook. Thank you for your
atention.”

"Wadl, shit," said an undergraduate at her editing board.
"Looks like something did happen back there," Dr. Dobbs said. He stubbed out his cigarette.

"Maybeit's spilling over into the ship,” Ben said aside to Julia. "The fighting among the Enamorati, |

At that juncture, abookish-looking student appeared at the door. Julia had never seen the young man
beforethis.

"Thisis Scott Nessa," Dr. Dobbs told them. "He's the student manager at KEOS. I'll bet he has
something wonderful to tell us™

Nessawalked over to Dobbs's desk and helped himsdlf to anillicit cigarette, which helit expertly. ™Y ou
should seeit. Campus security is pulling our broadcasting equipment.”

"What?' Dobbs said.

"They're pulling it right out of thewall," Nessasaid. "They took our keys, music tiles, compuiter files.
Everything."

"Can they do that?' Ben asked.



"Apparently,” Scott Nessasaid.

Dr. Dobbs stood up, pocketed his cigarettes, and said, "That meansthat we're next. All right, boysand
girls. Were going samizdat. Y ou know thedrill.”

" 'Samizdat'?' Ben asked. "What the hdll isthat?'

"You'regoing to find out,” Dobbs said.
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Whatever had transpired in the Enamorati "dynamao” room, it hadn't spilled over to the rest of the ship.
President Porter's campus-wide shutdown might have been aresponse to the rumors of an Enamorati
revolt, but for Ben there was no way of knowing what the Enamorati were up to. At the very least, the
Auditorsweren't talking.

Also part of the campus-wide shutdown was the data-bullet rail-launch system. Although data bullets
could be written and compressed and placed in therail queue for launch, they could not be sent. The
rumor mill suggested that President Porter didn't want Mom and Dad to get wind that the Enamorati
might be running amok on Eos. A more reasoned gpproach suggested that Porter thought the university
needed a cooling-down period and opted for a"holiday" period ... at least until the ship reached the
inner planetary system of Kiilmist. Still, what it meant was that no news was going out and none was
comingin.

However, in the communications department, Dr. Dobbs had managed to scatter hisjournalism students
throughout the ship, taking with them what equipment they could. Since dl networked computers-and
printers had been blocked on President Porter's command, the journaism students had to improvise.
They made their own printers as they had been trained to do, and they made their own paper by tapping
into the ship's food-processing system in the student commons,

Thiswas samizdat. In the tradition of the anti-Stainistsin the old Soviet Union, the students published
The Alley Citizen inthe Eos University equivaent of basements and backrooms, entirely underground.
Copies were then ddivered on foot and by hand while the editorial staff dismantled the press and moved
it to another locale for the next edition. That Kevin Dobbs was amember of the KMA didn't come out
until it wasdl over.

Ben found a copy of the newly named The Alley Comrade before his door the next day. In it were
editorials excoriating the administration Graysfor hiding the truth about the Auditors and the Enamorati.
The Alley Comrade printed hisand Julias adventure in the Inner Temple and what they had seen there,
but the articles did not mention Ben and Juliaby name. They were caled instead "reliable sources.” None
of it was verifiableand dl of it libelous. However, no one at the Comrade gave ashit.

Stll, mogt of the students were quite happy to have classes canceled and the greater mgjority of them



spent their time in the student commons playing poal, video games, and thelike. It was anice holiday.

Ben, however, wasin the grip of apersona dilemma. Part of him wanted to track down Juliaand spend
more time with her- she was unlike any woman he had ever met. After dl, what kind of agirl would have
abear for apet? But another part of Ben knew that the events of the past five days were unprecedented
and that he'd had amajor rolein it. He wanted to know if there was anything new regarding the
Enamorati or what the Auditors didn't want him to seein the Inner Temple. Curiosity won out.

After breskfast in the student commons, Ben, with little else to do, headed for the makeshift offices of
The Alley Comrade. He'd heard arumor that they were operating out of avacant room behind a barber
shop and beauty salon in the student commons. Since there was no reason for him to go to hisoffice to
prepare for the two classes he taught as a postgrad, he decided to look in on The Alley Comrade.

When Ben reached the offices, he found that the student staff had aready packed up and moved on. Ben
paused before a corridor wall screen and summoned up the campus directory menu. Not knowing what
elseto do, he asked the directory for the whereabouts of Mark Innella. Which he got.

And that surprised him. A red revolutionary would have covered histracks better. Y et the directory
showed Innella's com/pager giving alocation in the universty library, the only other place on the ship to
which students still had free access. Classes might have been canceled, but homework still had to be
done.

The library was approximately 350 yards from Ben's present position. But part of the shutdown included
thetrangit portals, and without the trangit portalsin operation people had to wak wherever they wanted
to go. So hedid.

The menu indicated that Innellawas in aback room that was part of the Specia Collections department
of thelibrary. No one stopped him from entering the library technical-processing area, and he found a
side room that appeared to be the place on the directory where Innella could be found.

Ben walked right in without knocking.

A dozen students were busy pecking away at word processors, polishing the stories of the next edition.
Severd people gasped when Ben stepped inside.

"Shut the door!" Innellasaid, rising from his seat, pencil behind his ear. He rushed behind Ben and pulled
the door closed, but not without checking to seeif anyone had followed him.

"How did you find us?' Inndlla asked.

Ben pointed to the reporter's collar chevrons. "Through the university's main directory. Y ou left your
pager on."

"Shit!" Innellasaid, twesking it off. Other students double-checked to seeif theirs were turned off.



"Now they'll find usfor surel" one student said.

"I think if they wanted to track you down," Ben told them, "they would've done it by now."
"Then maybe the rumor istrue,” another student said.

"What rumor?' Ben asked.

"That therésarift among thefaculty,” Inndlatold him.

"A rift?What kind of rift?"

"Therésabig stew whether or not we should continue the circuit and go home," Inndlasaid. " Some of
the staff and the faculty want to go back to Earth and let the H.C. Council in Geneva straighten

everything out."
"Straighten what out?" Ben asked.

"What you and your girlfriend saw in the Inner Temple" Inndlatold him. "Thet, and the Engine bresking
down. That's upset more faculty than has been let on. That's one of the things werelooking into right

"The natives are getting restless,” Elise Rutenbeck said, an ink smudge on her forehead. "And if thereisa
fight going on among the Enamorati, word hasit alot of people want to sed off the entire Auditor
quarters so the Enamorati can't get through to the rest of the ship.”

"They should sedl the Auditorsingde there with them,” muttered a discontented student.
"Should have done it along time ago,” someone €l se added.

Ben thought about this. He was only alecturer, not privy to the dealings of the tenured faculty in the
physics department. Hisonly real contact with the rest of the university faculty was Eve Silbarton, and
she hadn't mentioned anything about faculty or staff unrest. On the other hand, she had been busy.
Canceling classes was probably the best thing that could have happened, under the circumstances. It now
gave her the timeto work on her stardrive system around the clock.

"We've been racking our brainstrying to figure out away to interview the Avatkayou saw," Inndlasaid.
"We even thought of mailing him aletter, like the old days. But we couldn't figure out away to ddliver it.
The courier system is shut down, what with the administrative offices closed.”

"They'd have to get through the Auditors,” Ben said. "And they'd be suspicious of aletter.”

Scott Nessa, the former manager of KEOS, had been over in acorner reading abook, The Discour ses,
by Meher Baba, which Ben recognized from a humanities class he had taken long ago. With theradio



shutdown, Nessa had absolutely nothing to do. "Have you tried speaking with one of the Tagani? Anyone
can contact them and you don't have to go through the administration or the Auditors.”

Another student said, "We had a Tagani historian talk to us two weeks ago in Mr. Wharton's class. The
Enamorati historian casteis aways eager to talk with humans."

"Let'sfind out,” Mark Inndlasad.

Thefirst thing they had to do was find ahistory graduate student who knew how to contact the few
Tagani who traveled with Eos.

They didn't want amember of the history department faculty in on the ploy. About haf of the history
faculty were members of the Ainge Church, and right now the students needed to Stay away from the

Ainge

They found a sympathetic ear in a graduate student named Paul Wierenga, who was Sitting in astudy
carrel just outside the library tech center. When he was told what The Alley Comrade was looking for,
he was only too happy to help.

In adarkened officein Specia Collections, they opened a computer link to the Enamorati quarters,
which, surprisingly, went through. Ben guessed that the library's tech computers were on the same com
links asthe physical plant, and the physical plant never closed or had any of its necessary functions
belayed.

Wierenga, atdl, balding young man in histhirties, spoketo the 2D screen. "Thisis Paul Wierenga
summoning the Tagani Vejo Tormis. Please acknowledge.”

Ben haf-expected nothing to happen. But seconds later, the visage of the Tagani historian Vejo Tormis
appeared on screen.

"ThisisVejo Tormis" thebeing said. "1 wish to assst you." The eerie greenish yellow atmosphere
swirled around the Enamorati's head and his nogtrils took the vaporsin with smal inhaations.

"Hdlo," Wierengasaid enthusiagticdly. "We met last semester when | scheduled you for Professor
Petterson's lecture series.”

"I recdl this," thedien sad.

"Wewould like to continue the lecture series when classes begin next week, but we're afraid that too
many of your colleagues have been killed. Isthat true?"

Ben had devised the cover for their call. As Wierenga spoke, everyone else remained out of the
reciprocal camerasrange, making it seem asif Wierengawere acting alone.



"No Tagani hasdied,” thedien said. "Wewill be ableto assst you in any way."

Wierengadid not miss abeat despite the shrewd evasiveness of the Tagani's answer. "We were thinking
of interviewing an Avatkafor the lecture series. One of our teachers suggested the Avatka Viroo. Will he
be available?!

"| am afraid that our catastrophic Engine failure has made the entire Avatka caste unavailable until the
new Engineisingaled and flight-tested.”

Wierenga faked disappointment. "I'm sorry to hear that. The Avatka Viroo was High Auditor
Nethercott's favorite. Bishop Nethercott's going to be at the lecture series, you know."

"I did not know that," the dlien admitted.

"Wewould redly like having the Avatka Viroo speak to our class" Wierengainssted. "Isthere any
possible way this can be arranged?

With no trace of emotion, the creature said, "The Avatka caste is presently being cared for and will be
unable to speak with any member of the human community probably until we reach Wolfe-Langaard 4.
The matter can be taken up with them at that time."

The students flanking the 2D screen, trying to stay out of the reciprocal camerasview, looked at each
other. One young reporter started scribbling frantically on her notepad.

"Wolfe-Langaard 47" Wierenga asked. "Arewe going to leave the Alley Circuit?’

The Tagani said, "Given the recent changesin our own... administration, we have decided that we dso
need anew class of Avatkas and Kaks. It will be ajourney of some months, but it will allow for amore
efficent Engine crew."

"Sir, | would hate to think that something terrible has happened to the Avatka Viroo. Has he been hurt in
any way? | hope you understand that we are your friends and there isn't anything we wouldn't do for
you."

"l am sorry to say that this member has been killed,” the Tagani said. "Many of us perished in the Engine's
breakdown. But | do thank you for your offer of help. Perhaps we can arrange something for the
upcoming Makajaa ceremony. Though it isforbidden for you to witness the Engine's remova, we could
use your support and prayers.”

"I can raly the students whenever you wish. Will you let me know when your new ceremony sarts?'
Wierengaasked.

"l shdl cal youin forty-eight hours" the Tagani said.



"Please do 0," Wierengasad enthusiagticaly.
The Tagani said the Enamorati equivaent of "goodbye" and the transmission cameto an end.
The students gathered around Wierenga.

"The new Enginewill arrivein forty-eight hours?' Inndlaasked. "'l thought the new Engine was weeks
away. Why haven't the Graystold us about this?'

"Maybe they don't know," someone suggested.

"WhereisWolfe-Langaard 47" another student asked. "Have any of you heard of it?Isitinthe Alley?'
"And since when are we going there instead of our next scheduled port of call?' Elise Rutenbeck asked.
"Let'sprint it dl and find out,” an undergrad suggested.

"Thet'll liventhingsup,” Ben said.

"Let's hit the presses,” Rutenbeck ordered. "Thisis going out now. Today. Areyou in on this, Bennett?'
she asked.

"I think | started it," Ben sad.

15

The eagerness of the gtaff of The Alley Comrade to get the news out at any cost was their undoing. The
issue, again hand-ddivered, carried the newsthat the Avatka Viroo had been killed and that his"caste,"
or what remained of them, were being cared for. The paper also contained the news that the new Engine
would be arriving very soon-much sooner than expected--and that Eos University was about to begin a
months-long journey to some place called Wolfe-Langaard 4 after their new Enginewasinstalled.

The Grays went nuclear and conducted a shipwide crackdown. Campus security, aided by members of
the ROTC, undertook athorough search for the comrades responsible for theillegal newspaper. They
rounded up the editors, the reporters, the fact-finders, the photojourndists, and the printing staff,
confiscating their printing equipment and lgptop computers and throwing most of the aff into detention
so they could be grilled more closdly.

They dso went after the Enamorati who had been the source of the information. High Auditor Nethercott
reluctantly put them into contact with the Tagani Veljo Tormis. The High Auditor did not want to disturb
the Enamorati intheir time of criss, but President Porter told him that they'd have an even bigger crisison



board the ship if hedidn't.

The Tagani did not disavow the content of the articles, saying that the business about Wolfe-Langaard 4
was abit premature, and he gpologized for the grief it might have caused. The staff of The Alley
Comrade wasfindly set free, but they were no longer journdism students and the journadism department
had been dissolved. The gtaff of The Alley Comrade had become de facto Bombardiers.

News of thisfracas might have inflamed the student body of any norma university to protest, but the
students of Eos now had agreater, and much more hopeful, distraction: Eos University had finaly
reached the planet Kiilmist 5 and had pulled into athree-hundred-mile-high orbit above the Earth-like
world. Whatever e sewas going on in the university could not riva abrand-new planet to explore. Even
the members of campus security were interested.

Viewing an orbitd insertion-regardless the planet-was atradition in the university. Students gathered
throughout the ship, wherever giant 2D screens were available, to watch the dow orbital ballet asthe
Cloudman guided the giant ship into astable orbit. No lecture was involved, no sermon from President
Porter-just the blue-white limb of an undiscovered planet turning dowly below them on giant 2D screens
everywhere.

Ben found Juliawith Professor Holcombe in aseminar room used jointly by the physical sciences. Ben
wasjoined this day by the Bombardierswho took time out of their farting-around schedule to view the
planetary unveiling.

The surprises started coming dmost immediately. Captain Cleddman earlier had released severa
satdlites and landsats into various orbits to begin scanning the planet for raw, environmenta data. Kiilmist
5was hdf again asbig asthe Earth and its yearly cycle around its star-sun was about sixteen months. It
had two moons, one of which had its own debris ring. People were dready talking of going to the beta
moon, if only to figure out how such asmal body could havearing around it & al.

Ben sat next to Juliawhile George Clock and Tommy Rosales sat behind them. Professor Holcombe sat
off to one sde where he had access to the controls to the video equipment that would alow him to
switch between satdllites. Severa other faculty had seated themsel ves close to Holcombe and conferred
among themsalves, just as excited as any student to see this new world.

Tommy Rosales poked George Clock. "Hey, take alook at that blue sky. Maybe they'll let us take down
acouple of kites."

One of the professors down in front had heard the remark. She turned and said, "Doesn't ook like there
are any mountain ranges, boys. It'smostly low hills and erosion canyons.”

"S0?" afreshman student sitting behind Rosales and Clock asked.

Clock turned around. "Without mountain ranges you could have surface winds in excess of two hundred
milesan hour. Go kiting in abreeze like that and you'll get your wings clipped.”



"Or worse," agraduate student added, "you might never touch ground. At those speeds, the winds could
keep you doft forever."

In the upper right corner of the screen was afull-image view of Kiilmist 5 taken at adistance of amillion
miles. A reddish orange band of airborne gunk-or so it seemed to Ben-girdled the equator. It was easily
athousand milesin width, and was no telling how many miles deep. It looked smilar to Jupiter's Great
Red Spot, probably a stagnant jet stream.

A closer view of the planet's northern hemisphere showed that it had several more continents than did the
Earth, and afeed from alandsat in polar orbit revealed ice caps at the poles. But the continents near the
mid-latitudes away from the stagnant jet stream seemed to be quite congenid, with green forests, large
lakes, and diverseriver systems.

"By the way the continents are distributed 1'd say that continental drift may have cometo anend,”
someone said.

"Especidly if there are no mountain ranges," added avigilant sudent.

Along the side of the large viewscreen appeared readouts of measurements and other data. Another
student had been examining thisand said, "L ook at itsaxid tilt. It'snearly perpendicular to the ecliptic. If
it ever had any axid tilt initspadt, it doesn't have one now."

"A rotationd period isamost seventy-two hourslong,” afemae student added. "With an
oxygen-nitrogen mix at twenty-three to seventy-six, the planet isvery, very old."

"Strike amatch," someone ese sad, "and you might set whole continentson fire.”
"But how did the oxygen level get so high?' another student asked.

Throughout the lecture hall, students were busy at their computer notebooks analyzing the data-everyone,
that is, except the Bombardiers. And Ben. Ben was torn between the many 2D screens of Kiilmist 5 and
the woman by hissde-Jdulia.

Julia suddenly spoke up. "That one continent there. What are those formations? Do you see them? They
look like craters.”

Everyone craned forward. Through the haze of dowly drifting cloudstheir landsat picked up the distinct
images of small speckles, circular formations that peppered most every continent, particularly dong the
Seacoast edges.

Professor Holcombe was aready typing in commands for azoom image on the one large continent that
was dowly turning beneath them. The view, much enhanced by their computers, brought the landmass
into better focus.



Juliagrabbed Ben's arm with surprising ferocity. "L ook at that coastline! 1t looks like we've got Sgnsof a
civilizetion down there!"

Voices rose as excitement raced through the room. The new images were revealing the distinct
characterigtics of surface engineering: roads and bridges, rerouted river systems-probably for irrigation
purposes-even the rectangles of tilled or partitioned land were dl too evident now.

And adozen smdl cities.
"Bingo!" someone shouted triumphantly.

If these markings were sgns of intelligent beings, then they would be the first race discovered since
humans had encountered the Enamorati two centuries earlier. The discovery was historic and no doubt
the other lecture hdls, seminar rooms, and auditoriums throughout the university were thinking the very
same thoughts.

From behind Ben and Julia, George Clock spoke down to the gathered faculty. "Has ShipCom picked
up any kind of signas? Likeradio or televison sgnas?’

Professor Holcombe pointed to the left Side of the screen, where acolumn of statistics wasilluminated.
" ShipCom hasn't detected any signals on any known bandwidth. The entire el ectromagnetic spectrumis
dead."

"It's possible they may never have discovered radio,” Ben said.

"Or bypassed it dtogether,” George Clock said. "They might have gone directly to optical cable or
line-of-gght laser communication.”

"Or discovered it and decided they didn't need it,” said a student behind them.
"Or are using some other means of communication,” someone dse said.
"Telepathy?' said astudent.

"How about semaphores?’ suggested another.

"Unless," Ben said, squinting at the screen, "those circular formations are what's left of awar of some
kind."

Professor Holcombe began typing quickly. On the left Side of the giant 2D screen appeared a column of
different numbers.

"If they had anuclear war," Professor Holcombe said, "it happened along, long time ago. Our landsats
aren't showing any kind of radioactive materidsintheair.”



"What about that equatoria band?' ayoung woman asked in the back. "If it happened along time ago,
the trade winds could have easily trapped airborne debris at the equator. If that's an active system, it
could be highly radioactive.”

One of the landsats had been sent directly to investigate the ugly ring at the planet's equator. But its
reading of the equatoria debris bt indicated that nothing radioactive was being held in suspension there.

"If awar happened a hundred thousand years ago,” Juliasaid, "then the haf-lives of debriswould have
expired by now."

"That would depend on what sort of fissionable materias they used in their weapons," Professor
Holcombe said. "The purest grade of plutonium would take millions of yearsto decay.”

"And yet there are green forests," Tommy Rosales said. "The plants could have easily recovered in that
length of time."

"Can you get a higher resolution, Dr. Holcombe?' one student asked. "I want to seethe cities, if that's
what they are.”

Their screen jumped to its highest power of resolution until the seaboard cities came more fully into view.
And citiesthey were. But cities that were lifeless and deserted. There were no industrial smokestacks, no
power plants, no high infrared readings of factoriesin use of any kind. No cars or vehicles on the roads.
No carbon by-products of fossil fuels being burned. No planesin the air, no jet contrails, no ships a sea
leaving visible wakes. There weren't even any signs of pollution beyond the equatoria band thousands of
miles away from the continents of the upper mid-latitudes.

"The place couldn't be dead, could it?" Julia asked.

The pdl that descended upon the lecture hall ingtantly dashed everyone's spirits. To have comedl this
way to find adead civilization-and one that had possibly been dead for hundreds of thousands of
years-was obvioudy aletdown.

"Well," said Professor Holcombe, leaning back in hischair. "I guessthis meansthat well just haveto go
down and find out for ourselves."

16

"Hey, man. Are you up for some trouble?" came George Clock's voice from the com/pager a Ben's
collar.

"What?' Ben sad, tweaking hiscom.



The verification that Kiilmist 5 was human-habitable, and that the requests of severd university
departments to send gondolas down to explore it had been granted by the Grays, wasthe talk of the day.
Ben had spoken with Juliaabout it over lunch, then spoke about it some more while escorting her back
to the archaeol ogy department, where she was going to help Dr. Holcombe provision their gondolafor a
trip down to the planet.

Ben left Juliaat the archaeology department, promising to pick her up later, a dinnertime. Hewason his
way down to the next level in aregular eevator to look in on Eve Slbarton. Eve had made herself scarce
over thelast twenty-four hours and he was curious as to why. That was when George called him.

"We're in astronomy pod number three," Clock's voice returned. " You've got to see this."
"Seewhat?'

"Just get here as soon as you can.”

Ben reversed the elevator's course and rerouted it to the astronomy labs.

The astronomy department was the only department on campus that had actual accessto the outer hull of
the ship. It had six different viewing blisters, each manned with severad kinds of telescopesfor both
students and faculty. Besides the usual optica scopes, there were infrared and ultraviol et telescopes,
X-ray and gammarray tel escopes, aswell as solar-mapping telescopes. All of these telescopes came
with the best photographic equipment available, al of it operable from indgde the ship or outsideit.

"What'sthisall about?' Ben asked when he arrived at the lab. President Porter had lifted hisban on
student, staff, and faculty travel in the ship, and so many students and faculty had gone back to their 1abs
to work on their various projects. Therefore, their presence in the astronomy lab 3 wasn't technicaly
forbidden.

It'swhat the Bombardiers had in mind that was forbidden.

Ben found Clock and Rosaes Sitting at amonitoring station next to the entrance to the number-three
telescope blister. Standing next to the blister was Jm Vees, dready suited up in sandard EVA gear.

George Clock turned to Ben. "Want to see the Engine?’
"What?" Ben asked.

"Jm thinks the Enamorati are getting ready to remove the Engine," Tommy Rosdes said. "Itll taketwo to
monitor the extension pod from in here while the other two areingdeit. That'll be you and Jm."

"Areyou nuts?' Ben asked. "Do you have any idea how much trouble were dready in?"

Jm Vees had dways been adifficult young man for Ben to read. His dorm room was right across from



Ben's, but he mostly kept to himself. They only got to know each other through intramural football games,
which Jm enjoyed.

"We know exactly what we're doing,” Clock said.
"No, you don't," Ben countered.

Veesclipped his utility belt shut. He said, " The Enamorati have just detached the Engine fromiits
mooringsand | think they're going to remove it today. If they haven't dready.”

"How do you know this?' Ben asked.

"l have my sources,” Jm said.

"What sources are these?"'

"I'd rather not say just now. But they're very rdliable,” Jm said.
"And you guys are buying into this?" Ben asked Clock and Rosales.
"It'sfoolproof,” Rosdes sad.

Rosaes may have been their muscle powerhouse; he was a so their most cautious Bombardier. If Tommy
wasin on this, the chances of getting caught must be minimdl.

"What else have your sourcestold you?' Ben asked Jm. Jm said, "1 wasin the department's computer
this morning and discovered that most of our satellites will be on the other side of the planet for the next
forty minutes. The landsats are far too low and can't be retasked to higher dtitudes. It's perfect for an
Engine remova. No one on Eoswill bewatching.”

"Arﬂ?'

Jm looked at him. "And the Enamorati haven't locked down any of Astronomy's extensor pods, nor have
they been shut down from the command deck. I've sent the pod out and back twice now very dowly and
no one's noticed.”

Ben consdered George Clock, the only other Bombardier whose judgment he could trust. "What do you
think about this?'

"Well, the gondola bays and service bays definitely are locked. Thisisroutine for the ship in astandard
holding orbit, but it's aso routine for the Makajaa ceremony. | think they're pulling afast one. | say we
take apeek.”



"Besides,” Tommy Rosdles added to Ben, "what have you got to lose? If you're caught, what are they
going to do? Make you a Bombardier? Y ou've dready completed your program.”

"They could send us al to prison for breaking the Enamorati Compact. My degree would be useless
there" Ben said.

Clock merely smiled, and at the monitoring console Tommy Rosa es seemed assured that they could get
away withit. "Timesawagtin', bud," Clock said.

"Easy for you to say. Y ou're going to bein here, whereit's safe,” Ben said.

"We can do thisand not get caught,” Clock said, "because technicaly we won't be physicdly leaving the
ship and the sysems override will read asif the wholething is being done automatically. No on€'s going
to know that people arein the pod or herein the lab. What do you say?"

"Why do we haveto go outsde?' Ben asked. "Why not just extend the pod and watch it from in here?"
"Because | want to seeit with my very own eyes,” Jm said.
"And s0 do you,” Tommy Rosdes said to Ben.

He had him there. Despite the aleged effects of the Ennui, humans till had atrace of primate curiogity in
them. There were just some thingsthey had to know. Eventudly, something like thiswas going to have
happened in the Human Community anyway.

Ben took the EVA suit from thewall and began climbing intoiit.

While they secured their suits, Tommy Rosales prepared the airlock's pressure deeve and brought the
observation pod's hydraulics on-line, including dl optica systems.

Jm sad, "The Enamorati don't have any control over the astronomy department's equipment. Plus, our
observatory blister isforward of the ship's equator, which they normally can't see anyway. All were
going to do is extend the pod high enough 'over the horizon' to take a peek aft.”

"Except that you and | will be going for arideinit,” Ben said.
"That'stheplan,” Jm said.

It took them another twenty minutes to flight-check the suits and climb into the pod extension arm. Clock
and Rosales then sealed Ben and Jim Vees into the extensor pod and unhooked the extensor arm's lock
restraints. When Ben and Jm were finally ready, Clock dowly extruded the extensor arm.

When Ben deopagqued the main viewing ports, they saw the full blue-white splendor of Kiilmist 5 three
hundred miles below them. It left Ben virtually speechless. Clock rotated the extensor pod, soitsmain



telescope faced aft. When they were ready, Clock gently coaxed the extensor arm just far enough for
Ben and Jm to see over the horizon of the hull. At the sametime, Tommy Rosales engaged the video
recording equipment.

No human being in al the years of Enamorati relations had ever seen an Onesci Engine. When Engines
were sent to the H.C. Yards, one near Earth and one near Tau Ceti 4, each came enclosed in amassive
casing that was hauled by alarge tug. Enginesthat had outworn their usefulness were always destroyed,
never towed back to Virr or refurbished, nor were they recycled in any way.

It was dl abig mystery, and now asmall part of it was about to be reveal ed.

The Enamorati had been hard at work aready and had most of the Engine removed from theimmense
Engine nacdle. Captured inthe full light of the star-sun Kiilmist, the Engine was amost entirely black,
barely visble at dl. Tongues of fire damage coated much of its hulk with soot and it trailed behind it
massive pipesand loose wires.

George Clock's voice sounded in their ears. "We've only got seventeen minutes of sun left. When we
go into shadow, we won't be able to see a thing."

"Affirmative on that,” Ben said after Jm did not respond. The quiet young man beside him dready
seemed consumed by the spectacl e before them.

Ben noticed that there were no space-suited Enamorati assisting in the process of jockeying the Engine
away from Eos. Insead, smdl, single-individua Enamorati EV A craft glowing bright yellow moved here
and therelike gnatsin adow ballet, settling to one side or another of the big dead Engine, pushing here
or pushing there.

Several moments later, however, threelarger EVA craft, these glowing a bright blue, appeared from the
nacelle and encircled the Engine.

"Tugs?" Clock asked.

"I don't know what they are," Ben admitted. "We certainly don't have anything like them."
Thetrinity of blue orbstook equidistant positions around the Engine and began to rotate dowly.
"Wow," Ben said.

Thetrio of bright blue orbs, however, did cast enough light about the Engine that the Bombardiers could
see more details of the Engine, or at least its cowling. To Ben, the Engine resembled a blackened-and
very big -almond seed the size of asmall, deek asteroid. It probably took decadesto build. Ben felt a
new respect for the Enamoreti. Thiswas an astonishing fegt of engineering.

"Look at it!" Jm said in an excited whisper.



The Engine aso had an opening, like that of aramjet scoop, or ajet intake vave at itsfront. It was
impossbleto seeingdeit.

They watched in Slence asthe smdl EV A vehiclesmade afairy ring of pretty lights around the Engine
and escorted it away from Eos. The ceremony was beautiful, magjestic, and quite mysterious. Whatever
lack of respect Ben may have had for organized religion in genera, and the Aingereligion in particular, he
gained awhole new level of admiration for the Enamorati. Thiswas amachine that took them into the
redm wherether god lived. Humans had nothing likeit.

The EVA vehiclesthen turned the Engine facing the star-sun, ninety-four million milesaway. Then dl the
vehicles-the smdler, bright yellow craft and the three large blue orbs-began to spin around the dead
Engine. Faster and faster the ring of vehiclesraced until they were amost indistinguishable as single points
of light. The dead Engine began to move away from Eos, out of orbit. The peculiar halo of circling EVA
vehicleswas gpparently acting like some sort of catapult or energy funndl.

Tommy Rosdes suddenly said, "I'm getting an infrared signature deep inside the Engine amidships.
Very small but it's definitely there."

"It probably hasn't cooled down al theway yet," Ben said.

"Maybeit's a reactor fire,” Tommy Rosdessad. "Ix! Maybe that's why they're in such a hurry to
get rid of the damn thing."

George Clock began to pull the extended observation pod down asthe Engine and itsfairy entourage
moved past Eos, retracting the pod so as not to attract any attention.

"Look!" Ben sad. "L ook what'sfollowing the Engine!™

Behind the fairy-ringed Engine escort gppeared smdl, erratically moving lights, much, much smaller than
the smallest EVA craft. These came dmost out of nowhere asif they had been trailing the giant university
at agreat distance and were only now catching up. These "lights' humans had seen before, but no one
knew what they were.

"Wakesprites!" George Clock said. "Look at them go!"

Wakespriteswere apeculiar side effect of Engine acceleration. They mysterioudy appeared just as
Engines revved up for trangition into trans-space and pursued Engine-driven ships when they raced off.
What they were, no one knew. Not even the Enamorati. Their best guess was that Wakesprites-called
moira by the Enamorati-were a product of trans-space insertion, an aftereffect of trans-space

engagement.

The halo-shrouded Engine suddenly shot off straight toward the sun, taking the madly racing ring of EVA
craft with it. The wake-sprites followed aswell.

"Wait a minute! Were there Enamorati In those EVAS?" George Clock asked. "You think they



sacrificed their priests?”

"Unlessthe EVAswere being remotely piloted,” Ben said. "On the other hand, if they werent, that
means they engage in blood sacrifice.”

"Get usback ingde" Jm Veessad.
"You got it," George Clock said.

The observation module jerked with a sharp, rearward jolt as Clock retracted them back into the
Agtronomy blister of the ship alittle too fast for Ben'stastes. "Hey, asshole,” Ben quipped. "Werenot in
that much of ahurry. Slow down! This has got to look robotic and casud.”

There was no response. The pod bumped and jounced violently.
Ben stared at Jm, whose brown eyeswere dowly filling with panic. Ben fdt his ssomach sink.

The pod findly retracted and locked itsalf back into place indde the blister. Atmaosphere hissed into the
pod and the seal was then popped open.

Standing at the open door to the pod were Lieutenant Fontenot and elements of campus security.
Standing behind them were High Auditor Joseph Nethercott and two junior Auditors, Orem Rood

among them.

George and Tommy were dready in handcuffs.

"Hello, Bombardiers," Fontenot said, looking directly a Benjamin. "End of theline"

17

Albert Holcombe brooded. Hislatest wayhigh was running low and it would be awhile before he could
take the next one, unless he wanted to endanger his health. Heart disease had long ago been diminated
by medica science, but no one knew what wayhighs did to neurd cells, they were so new to
pharmacology.

From his chair in his office, he gazed at the wall-szed 2D screen, pondering the vast Earth-like world
below. So many worldsto explore, so littletime....

The other viewscreens, those of cameras facing the rear of the ship, had been switched off. The
Enamorati had notified Captain Cleddman that they were going to proceed with their Makajaa ceremony
and Cleddman, in turn, accommodated them by locking the service bays and the gondola baysfor the



duration of the sacred ceremony. Yes, hethought. Very sacred. .. and very secret.

The entire Human Community needed awayhigh, he thought bitterly, ajolt to get it moving again. Books
and scientific articles had been written on the Ennui, but no psychologist, sociologist, or philosopher
could get ahandle onit. It remained evasive, and gtill humanity dept. And the Ainge, he thought, were
part of the cause, not the cure. "Be in the world, but not of the world" wastheir credo. Therewasa
countersaying among the Gentiles: A laughing Auditor isan Auditor aday away from excommunicetion.”
It was so true. Holcombe had never seen hisfather-or any of his many uncles-laugh. Ever. Rumor had it
that the First Prophet Ixion Smith never laughed, even as ababy. He had just been happy to have arrived
to do hiswork-which was serious work indeed. Holcombe couldn't remember fedling thisblegk in his
life. He picked up a secure fax that had just arrived. It was from Nolan Porter, the red inspiration of his
present mood. The fax was aresponse to areguest from Bishop Nethercott, who had respectfully
requested that no science teams go down to the planet's surface until the new Engine was ingalled, which
could take weeks. Nolan Porter acquiesced without consulting any faculty member or even Captain
Cleddman.

Thefax reeked of Aingeinfluence. They werethe only group of humansto actudly venerate the
Enamorati. After dl, hadn't Ixion Smith proven the existence of God? Hadn't Smith found the realm
within which Helived? Didn't thisamost require aprivileged reationship between the Ainge
auditors-humanity's "Listeners-to-God'-and the Enamorati ?

"Blow me," Holcombe said, wadding up the fax and tossing it into a nearby waste chute. Tomorrow, Six
research gondolas would be leaving Eos as planned, and the only person who could stop them was
Captain Cleddman, not Nolan Porter.

Holcombe stepped out of his office and walked to the faculty lounge, thinking to get a bite to est.
Wayhighs tended to burn calories and often required a person to seek immediate replenishment before
torpor setin.

He heard atrangt-porta chime ring out. He was the only one on the floor and he found it odd that
anyone would be trangtting to the department now that classes had been canceled.

Somebody started calling his name franticaly. " Professor Holcombe! Professor Holcombe!™
Before he could respond, Julia.came running into the lounge.

"Dr. Holcombe!" she said. "They've arrested Ben and hisfriendd It'sal over the universty!”
"I hadn't heard this. What did they do?'

Juliagulped air. "Campus security saysthat Ben saw the Engine being removed. About thirty minutes

"It'sdl over theuniversty?'



"Two reporters from the student newspaper followed campus security to the astronomy department's
telescope pod bays. There was afight and they say campus security beat them up!™

Holcombe activated the wall screen in the lounge. Instead of the menu appearing, what he got were four
pages of The Alley Revolutionary.

"What's this?" he asked.

"It's the student newspaper. They figured out how to run the newspaper without the need for aprinting
press” Juliasaid. "They've got anillegd tap into the computer's main com system. Thisway everybody
getsthe newswhenever they log on.”

"I'm impressed,” Holcombe said.

The paper told of the capture of Benjamin Bennett and hisfriends, aswdl asthe fight that ensued, afight,
the Revolutionary stressed, caused by exuberant members of campus security. One other detail
emerged: The Auditors helped physically restrain the four boys. There were photographs of this: the
sneaky reporters had shouldercams. Holcombe's rage went up a couple of degrees when he saw one
photograph of Ben wrestling two Auditorsto the ground, each of whom he had in ahammerlock.

"Those motherfuckers,” Holcombe snarled. " So now the Auditorswork for campus security. Weve got
to put an end to this nonsense.”

They made for the nearest trangit portal.

There might have been four Bombardiersin the detention cell, but the Accuser only had eyesfor Ben.
An Accuser.

Ben had never seen an Accuser before. He hadn't even known that the Enamorati had such acaste. The
Accuser was of average Enamorati height, but his- her? its? -environment suit was made of adark bluish
chitinous substance hard enough to be body armor. Insde the alien's helmet, acollar concedled the
cresture's mouth and tiny nose, leaving only its small eyes exposed.

And dl it did was sand outside their jail cdl and stare.

Ben rose from the cot and stood at the bars of thejail cdll. "If you've got something to say, you worthless
piece of shit," he said angrily, "say it!"

Thedien Accuser said nothing. It just stared at him.

Ben tried to grab the dien through the bars, but the Accuser was just inches out of reach. Ben turned
around. "George, let me havethe cot. | need something to poke this guy with.”



Clock didn't move from the cot where he lay. He had bloody knuckles, abruised rib, and atorn shirt.
"No way am | deeping on the fucking floor."

Ben turned to Tommy Rosdes. "Tommy, help me take the cot gpart. All | need is something long enough
to get thisguy."

Dour Rosdeswas stting camly on the floor. He had two black eyes. ™Y ou want to add 'destruction of
university property' to whatever else you've got coming? | don't think so."

Their captors were currently in the outer rooms debating on what to do with the Bombardiers, what sorts
of punishmentsto levy; and what they could do to keep the Enamorati Compact. Their grumbling voices
could be heard like distant thunder, the Fates a work building the scaffold of the Bombardiers doom.

"| thought you said we wouldn't be caught,” Ben said to Jm Vees, who was standing againgt the far wall,
hands behind his back. He looked like St. Sebastian.

Veeswastheir noncombatant. He had gone quietly. "My mistake. Sorry."
"But how did they catch us?' Ben asked.

Vees pursed hislips and looked away. "Nethercott read my mind. They say al Auditors have that skill.
All thoseyearsin their Auditor boxes ..."

"What are you talking about?' Ben asked.
Jm looked a him. "If they can read minds, then we might be in more trouble than | thought.”
"Wil, that's good to know," Ben said.

At that juncture, severd individuas emerged through the door that |ed to the detention center. The group
included Professor Holcombe, Julia Waxwing, Lieutenant Fontenot, and severd of his staff-but no Ainge
Auditors. The security staff had crowd-stunnersin their hands. They came directly for the cell inwhich
the Bombardiers languished.

Then the newcomers saw the Accuser.
Juliafdl back. "What is that?" she burst out.
Ben watched everyone's response to the creature.

"Thisisan 'Accuser,” Ben said, hands dangling through the bars of hiscell door. "But it doesn't do much
of anything except dare at us."



More people were crowding in the corridor beyond. Two reporters from the nonexistent student
newspaper were among them. Their shouldercams craned upward like cobrasto get a better view.

Dr. Holcombe faced Lieutenant Fontenot. "1 want these men released. I'm posting bail, whatever it is.”
"You can't afford it," Fontenot said.

"What isit?"

"Tenmillion dollars," Fontenot said with alizardly smile. "More than you've got.”

"That's uncongtitutiona,” Holcombe said. "They didn't do anything to warrant such an exorbitant bond.
That would be harassment. And | don't think that'll look good in court.”

"Who's going to file charges of harassment against campus security?' Fontenot said with alaugh. ™Y ou? If
you do, then I'll throw you injail for jeopardizing an investigation into high crimes againg the Human
Community and the Enamorati Compact.”

"Y ou can't do that," Holcombe said.
"I'm going to do it right now," Fontenot said as he stepped toward Albert Holcombe.
"I wouldn't," came avoice from behind them.

Making their way through the mob came Messrs. Sammons and Wangberg, their ominous deadman
standing behind them. The deadman’s neck had devated itself by eighteen inchesin order for itseyesto
take everything in.

"Who let those guysin here?' Fontenot shouted back to his people in the outer offices.
"That doesn't matter," said Advocate Sammons. "Y ou've broken afew laws yoursdlf."
Lieutenant Fontenot's face seemed to turn crimson and spittle began to gather at the corners of his mouth.

Sammons spoke before Fontenot could erupt. Y ou've held these men without immediate access to
counsd. Y ou've denied them bail, which, given the nature of the crime you're accusing them of, is
unconscionable. Y ou've then denied third partiesin posting bond in lieu of the accused doing so on their
own."

"And | want to know what the hell that thing is" Ben said, pointing to the dien. "It could have killed us
whileyou guyswere playing squid!"

Fontenot leveled an accusatory finger a Ben. "He assaulted the High Auditor and | witnessed it."



"That's horsesnit! Nethercott and hisjavelinas tackled me!” Ben said. "And since when do the Auditors
work for campus security? They're a religious order! They can't do anything to anybody on the ship!
And those motherfuckers jumped ud”

"They were acting as concerned citizens of Eos," Fontenot said. "'l deputized them.”
"You deputized them?Y ou can't deputize them! They'refucking priestd” Ben said.

Sammonsraised ahand. "Well let the courts decide the issue." Helooked at Fontenot with absolutely no
hint of fear on hisface. "Right now, weve got enough evidence to put you in there with them, Mr.
Fontenot. Isthat what you want?"

Fontenot's eyebrows came together belligerently. "These.. .. men condtitute athreat not only to the ship
but to the Enamorati Compact! They witnessed the Enamorati's sacred Engine-remova ceremony.”

"Werethey outside the ship?' Mr. Wangberg asked.

Fontenot hesitated. "Technicdly, no. We caught them insde atelescope pod just asit was returning to its
bay."

"Were the bays off-limits?* Sammons asked.

"Well, no-"

"What other proof do you have?' Sammons demanded.

Fontenot ssammered. "They were outside the ship! That'sdl the proof | need!"
"Y es, but, how do you know they were?' Sammons asked.

Fontenot'sfigts clenched. "Listen, Winn. These men have committed one of the most heinous crimes
againg the Enamorati in human history! Was | supposed to st back and let them do it?"

Mr. Sammons stepped in front of Fontenot. "Then you made the first move in the astronomy lab.”
Fontenot blinked. "We had to, because we thought that-"

"So these men were provoked,” Sammonsinterrupted. "They were forced to defend themselves. That's
assault and battery right there. Let me ask you this, Lieutenant. Has Mr. Nethercott filed charges of
aggravated assault against Mr. Bennett or any of hisfriends here?

Fontenot thrust out his chest. "The Ainge are not vindictive. Thisisn't about revenge, asfar asthey are
concerned.”



"Then you are holding these men illegdly,” Sammons said. "And that fact will be used if or when this
goestotrid."

Fontenot could barely stifle hisrage. "But they saw the ceremony! That's the one law nobody can
break!"

"Do you have proof that they witnessed the event?' Sammons asked once more. "I'm sure that these men
would have been smart enough to have made avideo recording of the event, if that's what they had
intended to do. Did you confiscate a datatile with the video record?!

"They made atile," Fontenot said. "But one of them erased it. | think it was Clock. That's him right there.”

"So you have no proof that they did anything wrong?* Mr. Wangberg asked with the deadman right
beside him.

"l guesswedont,” hefinaly admitted.

Everyone had been ignoring the aien. Upon Fontenot's admission, the Accuser turned and headed for the
doorway. He made no comment. He merely walked out of the room.

Sammons said, "Y ou have nothing to hold these men on. Charge them with a crime for which you've got
immediate cause or |et them go.”

"Fing" hesad, throwing hishand inthe air. "Fine! Turnthem all loose. They only broke the Enamordti
Compect!"

"Provethat,” Dr. Holcombe demanded. "Right here, right now. Especiadly in front of thisguy." Holcombe
pointed to the deadman whose head was now back in place.

Fontenot gave Holcombe afierce stare. "You'd better watch it, old man,” Fontenot said. "Y ou pick the
wrong sdein thisand you'l suffer the consequences.”

Holcombe, a bear-szed man, stood before the head of campus security. "Any time you and your pet
squirredswant apiece of me, just ask. | will pull out your liver and egt it whileyou die”

Theroom filled with tense slence.
But the beleaguered lieutenant merely turned and pushed hisway out of the room. The skirmish had been

logt, but not the war. The war had ssmply entered anew phase.
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"IsHolcombe awayslike that?' Ben whispered to Julia asthey |eft the campus-security detention center.

The group wasled by an energized Albert Holcombe. The man now seemed like awalking dynamo,
fired up by hisrage.

"No," Juliawhispered. "I've never seen him likethis™

Her breath, Ben noticed, smelled of peppermint; her hair had the aura of aspringtime wind drifting across
the prairiejust after therain. Shefilled his senses.

In fact, Ben had noticed lately that dl of his senses seemed to be a bit sharper. His hearing was more
acute and his mind seemed to work faster. Either hewasin love or the excitement of getting aglimpse of
an Engine had cracked the calcification in hisbrain from having been in school so long.

Or perhapsit was the smple pleasure of punching amgjor Gray-High Auditor Joseph Nethercott-in the
snoot and getting away withiit.

Holcombe waited for them at the trangit portal. Helooked around him-the walls and the celling, the
dreary brownish gray confines of campus security. "This placeisfor the birds,” he said.

"Y ou mean the detention center?' Julia asked.

"No," Holcombe said. "I mean the ship. It's run by abunch of deadmen. They'velet thelife drain out of
themsdlves|ong ago.”

They followed him into the trangit portal and within seconds they were back in the archaeology
department. Ben's friends had decided to go back to their dorm rooms to recuperate. Holcombe headed
for the department's main offices and Ben and Juliafollowed.

Holcombe stood before his own 2D and said, " Screen, open. President Porter. Regents Priority
Override

"Contacting. Sand by," the voice of the computer said.
"What's this about?' Julia asked.

Holcombe stood like aViking, arms crossed, ready to do battle. "There's afamous quote by a Roman
historian that I've dwaysloved. Tacitus once said, "They make adesolation and cal it peace.’ Tacitus
was spesking about the Romans, bringers of civilization to England. It's dways reminded me of the Ainge
Church."

The 2D screen came dive. The view was President Porter's personal quarters. Holcombe had caught the
man at home. However, in the background was the hovering 3D image of the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa,
with whom Porter must have been conversing.



Porter asked, "What isit, Albert? How may | help you?"

Ben and Juliastood beside each other next to Professor Holcombe, well within view of the reciprocal
cameraseye.

Holcombe spoke. " Just moments ago, campus security arrested severa studentsfor no reason
whatsoever and detained them without alowing them proper accessto counsd or to medica treatment.
They needed medica treatment because they were physically assaulted by that fascist Fontenot and his
men. If the Rights Advocacy Office hadn't been available, Fontenot would havethrown usdl injail and it
would have been days before you would have heard of it."

A momentary look of confusion passed across Porter'sface. " Albert, Ted doesn't act rashly. I'm sure
that whatever he did was in the best interests of the ship.”

"Do you know what the situation was?' Holcombe asked.
"Well, I'm sure he would have informed me as soon as the situation was stabilized."

"The son of abitch isacowboy!" Holcombe shouted. "L ook, he not only tried to arrest four students
who were conducting experimentsin an astronomy |ab, but he enlisted severd Auditorsto help him out.
Hasn't anyonetold you this?'

Nolan Porter held out his hand helplesdy. " Albert, | can't be on top of every little fracas on the
vessd."

"Fracas?" Bensad.
He stepped in front of Professor Holcombein full view of the televisor lens.

"Do you know that there's another class of Enamorati on this ship? They're cdled 'Accusers and they put
one of them in detention with us. Its e-suit was body armor.”

Ben fdt some of Holcombe's rage. He went on. "And since when isthere another class of Enamorati?
Weve known the Enamorati for over ahundred and fifty years! What else are they hiding from us?*

Holcombe gently pushed Ben aside. "Ted Fontenot is aloose cannon. He's deputized the Ainge Auditors
into the ranks of campus security and he's dlowing these Accusers, whatever the hdll they are, in on
civilian detention matters. |Is Fontenot running the show now?"

"Albert... Albert, there has been a misunderstanding,” Porter ingsted. "Lieutenant Fontenot would
never incarcerate anyone unless circumstances warranted it."

Ben jumped back into the frame. "I want to know what that cresture was! | want to know how many of
them are back there. There could be awhole fucking army back therel"



"Watch your language, young man," Porter said tiffly. "You do not speak to an Auditor that way."

Holcombe held Ben back. "Nolan, | caled you because | don't think our students are safe anymore. The
Accuser isonly part of it. From where I'm standing, it looks like campus security, the Auditors, and the
Enamorati are running the ship. And that'sin clear violation of Eos University's charter. And that thing
was wearing body armor, Nolan. | think it'sfrom awarrior class the Enamorati haven't told us about.”

Behind Nolan Porter theimage of the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa hovered. He had been listening to the
discusson. Thedien said, "The armaz-paava are sentries, not soldiers. Their duties include being
observersin legal affairs. Perhaps'Accuser' is not the right word in your language to describe
them, but they are most definitely not warriors. Our sentries are devoted to everyone's protection,
including yours."

Ben sad, "Hey, that guy had no intention of protecting anybody! | was there!™

The Kuulo went on. "As for the other matter, | would respectfully counsel everyone to remain on
the ship until the new Engine arrives. We don't yet know the date of itsarrival and it might be
awkward if too many of your people were coming and going from the university.”

"I don't care," said Holcombe. "As a Regents Professor | have certain rights and duties that allow meto
actintimesof criss. Weve got six gondolas aready fitted for descent tomorrow. Six more can be
outfitted within twelve hours. Weve got fifteen inflatable biodomes for surface habitation. If the Ainge
and the Enamordti are running the ship, that'sin clear violation of university charter. | demand that you
alow al those who want to go, to go down to the surface and wait in our habitats for rescue from the
H.C"

The president protested. "But Albert, if hundreds of students are on the planet when the Engine
arrives, they will just have to return again until the insertion ceremony is over."

"Wewon't see athing if we're on the surface of the planet,” Holcombe said. " The atmosphere's too thick
at sealevel and none of the gondola scanners have the necessary visual resolution to see shipsin orbit.
Wewon't seeathing.”

Here the Kuulo spoke. He said, "But it may take days to retrieve hundreds of vessels. We should be
on our way as soon as the Engine isfitted and passes itsfirst test cycle. The planet below can be
explored by a later expedition.”

Ben stepped back into the frame. "And what's this business of taking Eos University to some place called
Wolfe-Langaard 47

President Porter frowned. " Son, don't believe anything you read in the newspaper. Those are very
troubled students -"

"| was there when the Tagani Tormistold us the Enamorati had decided to take usthere. | don't think the
Tagani waslying or misnformed.”



The Kuulo spokeimmediately. " The Tagani was mistaken. His caste does not sit on our Council. He
probably had heard a rumor or two and accidentally passed it on."

Kuumottoomaa paused and spoke to someone at his side, someone out of the cameras eye. He then
faced outward. "Please don't think I'm being evasive. We, too, have suffered from the Engine
malfunction and we want to make sure that no further lives, human or Enamorati, are lost. Any
interruption of the Sada-vaakaa ceremony might caught further distress among us, especially
among our remaining Avatka class, whom we need so desperately.”

Porter nodded. "If it will expedite matters and help with the new Engine'sinstallation, then | say
we stay put and let the Enamorati do what they have to do so we can get out of here. Because of
the new time dilation caused by the Hollingsdale maneuver we are already two months behind
schedule.”

Julia, who had remained silent all thistime, stepped forward. " Sir, why not subgtitute Kiilmist 5 for our
next port of call?How hard could it be to fashion our spring curriculum around Kiilmist 5? That's what
EosUniversty isfor.”

"But the parents of our students expect usto be at Paavo Juuoko 3 for the entire semester,”
President Porter argued. "And many of our staff and faculty have relatives there. We are already
missed.”

Holcombe countered with, "We can take both in. Split the semester. Besides that, | don't want to wait up
here until the insertion ceremony is over. We're wasting time and the opportunity to do what we do best.
The folks at Paavo Juuoko can wait. The planet below isagold mine. We should probably stay and
colonizeit."

"Thisis not advisable," the Kuulo ingsted. "/ must protest in the strongest possible terms.”

Holcombe then said, "Doesn't the Enamorati Compact say specificdly that we can go wherever we want
and do whatever we want, just aslong asit doesn't involve anything illega ?*

The Kuulo hesitated. "That is correct. All | wish to suggest isthat our present circumstances
require caution and a bit of patience until the new Engine arrives."

"Fine" Holcombe said. "Well exercise caution. Down on the planet. When the Engine arrives, wéelll just
stay grounded.”

Trueto hisword, Porter took the proposal before the University Council that evening and the Council
voted. The mgority of votes went for the change of port of cal to Kiilmist 5.

Presdent Porter was not at the Council meeting, nor was the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa. Nor were any of
the new "sentinds,” the Accusers.

It made Ben wonder what the Grays were now up to.
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Like any schoolgirl, Julia Waxwing had grown up studying the great adventures of the Human Community
in space. The discovery that life once existed on Mars spurred further explorations of the solar system's
other planets and moons. They found life within the seas beneath Europa'sice mantle. On Ganymede and
lo they found akind of lithoautotrophic bacteriasimilar to that found on the Earth in degp-seavents. But
those environments were extremely hogtileto life asit had evolved on Earth. Only Tau Ceti 4, Ross 244
3, and Paava Juuoko 3 came close to being Earth-normal.

Now they could add Kiilmist 5 to that list.

To Julia, the discovery of ahuman-habitable planet wasn't quite as interesting as discovering a planet that
once had a civilization advanced enough to have built cities and roads. More than that, for Juliaand the
rest of the archaeology team the signs of life-the patterning of their farming tracts and the layout of some
of their building structures-indicated that Kiilmist 5 had produced arace of beings remarkably smilar to
Homo sapiens sapiens. It was a veritable gold mine of knowledge they would be studying for yearsto
come.

Now Juliacould fed the excitement of the other Sudents and faculty when the various gondolas of Eos
|eft the bays of the enormous vessd, carefully avoiding the sacred spaces around the empty Engine
chamber-particularly the now-empty Engine nacelle. Everybody seemed buoyed by the mere fact that
they were getting out. Juliaonly wished that Ben and hisfriends could have come dong with them.

Wedl, Ben anyway.

The chatter among the students in the main viewing bubble rose excitedly as the gondola dropped out of
orbital space and began its careful antigravity descent to the planet's surface. Professor Holcombe came
in from the cockpit holding what appeared to be a printout. He, too, was clearly excited.

"I've got some reliable statistics on the planet,” Holcombe said to the group. " Gravity is point nine
Earth-normd; atimosphere, however, isnearly half again asthick asthe Earth's. Thelighter gravity well
fed will be countered by adightly higher specific gravity at sealeve. From the planet's wesk magnetic
fidd, we estimate that the world is about five or Sx billion years old. She would be an older sigter to the
Eath"

Nearly dl of the undergraduates in the archaeol ogy department were from prominent Ainge families, most
of whom came from Tau Ceti 4. One of these was Bobby Gessner, ablond boy of nineteen with anearly
invisible blond beard. Gessner interrupted Holcombe's recitation. " Dr. Holcombe, the planet would need
an active magnetic core to generate afield strong enough to deflect cosmic rays. Life can't exist without a
shieding upper amosphere.”

Holcombe nodded. " Sediment samples taken from lakes at different dtitudes will help usfigure that



mystery out. Or perhaps the atmosphereis so thick that it's able to block out cosmic rays. That's one of
thethingswell belookinginto."

Holcombe consulted hiswatch. "Well be making landfal in about forty minutes and well start our
hodtile-environment check immediately after that. If it turns out that well have to wear our Van Houten
suits, you can add another hour.”

The students groaned. Van Houten suits were extraordinary environment suits, but they were difficult to
put on and messy to remove. They had to be dissolved with achemica spray that was aso abactericide
and the removal process took about forty minutes. Julia hoped it wouldn't cometo that.

"So are we going to land near acity?' one of the eager undergraduates asked.

Holcombe nodded. "Weve located acity that has ariver next to it and some structures that ook like

bridges which seem to be intact. We've chosen alevel area between theriver and the city to set up our
base camp. The gondolawill stay behind aswe explore on foot. If it's safe, well set up camp there and
make excursionsinto the city's outskirts. But only if it'ssafe. If it isn't safe, well move somewheredse”

Bobby Gessner wore an old-fashioned pith helmet. "How do we know that the cities down there are
dead, Dr. Holcombe?'

The twenty studentsin the gondola stared expectantly at the Regents Professor. Holcombe said, "Recon
photos and bioform scans from the landsats didn't find signs of animal life higher than what we would cdll
rodents. Itsflora, however, isquite extensive.”

"Maybetherats are theintelligent life," Gessner said jokingly, and everybody laughed.

"Y es, but why would rodents build buildings ahundred timeslarger than their own nests?* Juliasaid.
"Or roads," another student added.

"Maybethey'reredly big rats," someone dse said.

"Let'shopethey aren't that big,” Holcombe said.

"What about reptilians or mammaian forms?' ayoung woman asked.

"Nothing," Holcombe told them. "Not even in the seas, at least asfar as our cursory scanswere ableto
detect. Of course, there could be life in the degp benthic regions of the oceans. But we're decades away
from exploring the oceans here.”

The only other graduate student besides Julia on the expedition was abrown-haired, full-figured young
woman in her early thirties named Marji Koczan. Like Julia, Koczan was not from an Ainge family, but,
unlike Julia, she was much more cosmopolitan, having traveled widdly on Earth and other worlds. Ms.



Koczan said, "The city builderswould have to have evolved from along chain of biologica ancestors. If
the world isabillion years older than the Earth, maybe they're acivilization that just ran out of energy, or
just wound down. It could happen to us."

Proudly, young Gessner said, "Humans are firmly established on three Earth-like worlds and have
habitats on dozens of moons. We're not going to devolve into lobsters at the end of time."

"Not unlessthe Ennui isred," Juliasaid. "Maybe it's true that empires run out of steam. Maybe these
people ran out of steam.”

"Perhaps well be ableto find out,” Holcombe said. "'If we do commit ourselves to awhole semester
here, there's no telling what we might come across.”

The descent seemed to take forever.

The students, Juliaincluded, couldn't take their eyes from the viewscreens. Holcombe's Strategy wasto
set down at thelr target location sometime before sunrise, local time. Thiswas done with the expectation
that if anyone (or anything) was down there to do them harm, they would more than likely be adeep,
assuming that deeping was something “they” did.

The gondola dropped down through the predawn darkness. Ground radar easily penetrated the haze of
the thick atmosphere, and they found atredless plain next to the river they had origindly chosen from
space.

Then they saw the"highway." Or what was left of it.

The thoroughfare, if it was such, seemed to be fashioned from adull gray substance Smilar to concrete. It
led directly to the city that, by their estimation, began about amile or so to the north of their position,
eadly within waking range.

The gondola sat down carefully next to the road in the mauve light of dawn, the antigravity engines of the
gondola purring softly. Out went the landing gear, and the gondola settled gently in the loam of the ground
benegth them.

Their deadman pilot went through a quick systems check to see how the descent had affected the small
craft and also to seeif the engineswere ableto lift them back off the planet. The deadman then signaled
Professor Holcombe, telling him that the descent check was complete and that their sysemswerein
good shape.

"Now, boysand girls," Dr. Holcombe said as the gondolas bio-hazard analyzers went to work sucking in
ar and scooping samples of soil to sft through for nasty creepy crawlies.

"Now, wewait."



Ben had never seen the university so close to unraveling, with students wandering the corridors more
boisterous than usua. Even the students from Ainge families were mixing it up more than usua. Students
played trangit tag and chased each other dl over the place. The only thing that kept the university
functioning was the level heededness of the day-to-day staff-the secretaries and the physical plant
employees, most of whom couldn't care less about palitics or religion. They rather enjoyed the sight of
the students running loose in the hdls, something they had never seenin dl the years of Eos University
life

The faculty, however, were becoming as unruly as the students, and Ben did not know what would
happenif they decided to protest. Learning ingtitutions much older than Eos University had goneup in
flames over much lessthan had befalen them.

Thankfully, the rest of the student body, those who stayed behind, did not seem to be aware that tensions
had risen between the Ainge and non-Ainge adults on the ship. None seemed aware that, if the rumors
were true, they might be bound for a place called Wolfe-Langaard 4 instead of Paava Juuoko 3. More
worrying was that the mogt influentia professors from the hard sciences and engineering-and Eve
Silbarton was one-were conspicuoudy absent during the last twenty-four hours that saw the exodus of
SX research gondolas.

Ben wasin the middle of lunch, brooding about dl this, when he recelved acall from Eve. Shewasin her
lab in the physics department and she needed to see him right away. She wouldn't go into details, but the
tone of her voice seemed uncharacterigtically grim. He abandoned histray, hoping that this didn't mean
that another disassembler wasloose in the ship.

In the physicswing, repairs were proceeding on the dphalab. A dozen techs were positioning great
platesfor the floor. Many of the severed wires, cables, and pipes had aready been replaced. The
hallway aso had severa security officers, who frowned at Ben the moment he emerged from the nearby
trangt porta but did not prevent him from seeking out Eve Silbarton.

Ben went directly to the gammalab and found Eve and severd other individuals sanding around Eve's
dardrive. The drive wasfloating above its antigravity plate, making it easier for everyoneto examineit.
Which anumber of people were doing.

Eve turned around when Ben entered. He couldn't read her mood. She did seem hostile. "Have you been
working on the prototype here without my permisson?’ khe demanded.

Everyone stared a him.
"Good God, no," he said. "Why do you ask?"

Dr. CdeMurphy, the youngest full professor in the department-he was twenty-four and absolutely
brilliant-said, "Weve got afog that lasts fifteen minutes on the security tape.”

Murphy nodded at the ceiling, where their security camerawas hidden. " Someone blanked out the
cameraso they could get a Eve'sdrive.”



"Yourekidding."

"Nope. And it had to have been someone smart enough to get around our security system aswell as
someone who could get past the guards out there," Dr. Murphy said.

"Do you have any ideawho that person might be?' Ben asked.

"It could have been you."

"Well, it wasn't"

"Where were you yesterday?' Cae Murphy asked.

Benglared a him. "Injail. I've got witnesseswho'll vouch for me."
"W, somebody got in here," Cale Murphy said.

"Maybe it was campus security,” Ben suggested. "If they're in with Fontenot, they'd have reason to
sabotage Eve'swork."

"If they could get past our security systems,” Dr. Israd Harlin, the department chair, said. "Which we
doubt."

"So | wasthe first one you thought of ?* Ben asked.
"No," Evesad. "You werethelast.”
"Thanksfor including me."

Eve Silbarton said nothing. Instead, Ben asked, ™Y ou think this might have been the same person who
took out the dphalab?’

Evelooked at him, exasperated now. "Odds are that it was."

Of the stardriveitsdlf, it looked asif parts of it had been removed for ingpection or even cleaning. But as
far as Ben could tell, the prototype appeared undamaged. Nothing was cut or broken or smashed in any

way.
Ben stepped closer to the hovering stardrive. "' So what was doneto it?"

"The cdibration of the flux sequencing system was thrown off by afew degrees,” Evesad. "If Cale hadn't
run asystems check, we wouldn't have known it until we went to full activation of the phase array
tomorrow. At such asetting, one of two things would have happened. The first would be that the drive



unit itself would have been thrown acrossthe galaxy.”
"The second?' Ben asked.
"Nothing," Evesad.

"It al depends on the settings for the C-graviton separator pump,” Cae Murphy said. "Wethink aguard
on his rounds spooked our guy before he could finish histinkering.”

"But they did enough,” Dr. Harlin said. "The energies the unit's going to tap into are on the order of a
million joules™

Eve nodded. "When you separate C-gravitons their energiesimmediately open aholeinto trans-space
and disappear into it. The problem has always been how to trace the vector those particlestake. Lord
Bowden's mathematics say that these vectors, if tracked, would allow for the creation of transfer analogs
between two sets of real-space and trans-space coordinates. A series of phase array units, like the one
here, should be able to position the C-gravitons to coordinates set up by abasic navigation program. At
leadt, that's the theory.”

"So what were the settings?' Ben asked.

"That'swhat we can't figure out,” Dr. Harlin said. "Theinitia energy buildup was decreased in Eve's unit.”
"It was adjusted downward?' Ben asked.

"Looksthat way," Dr. Harlin said.

Ben thought about this. "Maybe this guy doesn't want to be transported to the other side of the galaxy
withus”

Ben knew that Eve's stardrive, so completdy unlike the Onesci Engines, would alow for aship to
repogition itself in gpace by shifting from one set of coordinates to another ingtantly. Eve'swork was
based on the late-twenty-first-century theories of Eu-ropasfirst president, Michael Bowden. Lord
Bowden had dways maintained that the Onesci Engines wasted extraordinary amounts of energy that
could be used to help the C-graviton pump create and maintain the coordinates in trans-space. Eve's
dardrive, theoreticaly, could do just that.

"This doesn't make any sense," Ben said. "They had to have known you would be running checks on the
gystem ... unlessthey just wanted to dow you down.”

"If that's what they tried to do," Eve said, "it worked. We're going to take the whole engine apart, check
each component, recalibrate everything.”

One of the older professors said, "What if our "burglar' comes back to finish hiswork?"



Eve nodded. "WEell have to double up on cameras and sensors. Put them in placesthey'll never suspect.”

"Yet," Ben, said, "last week, someone got into the aphalab and none of our sensors or video cameras
caught it until the disassembler had dready gone off. They obvioudy have away around our security
sysem."

"Y ou makeit sound asif 'they' aren't human,” Dr. Murphy said.

"If the shoefits" Ben said. "And you guys actualy thought that | had lowered the calibration settings on
Eves machine?' he asked.

"We had to consider dl of our options," Cde Murphy said. "It al came down to you."

"Perhaps,” Ben said, peering at the aborted mischief, "you haven't run out of as many options asyou
think."

Perhaps, Ben thought, it wastime to confront the Enamorati directly.

And perhaps an Auditor or two...

20

By the time the archaeol ogy team had prepared itsalf to step outside, the gondolas biohazard scanners
had detected nothing hostile to humans, or at least nothing their AllPox implants couldn't handle. Still,
there was nothing in the anima kingdom nearby szable enough to come their way looking for lunch.

Everyonewas ahit jittery, including Julia. This could have been the smple anxieties most explorersfed
upon setting foot on new territory. After dl, the ports of call on the Eos University circuit were aready
much explored. This wasthered thing, and it had no youth hostel's, no beach resorts, no amply
provisoned way gations. They were on their own.

The ground benesth their gondolawas covered by arugged, ground-clutching ivylike grass smilar to that
found on anumber of worlds. The place aso had trees, or life-forms similar to trees. They were
hundreds of feet tall, taller than any known tree species. But there were no birds or flying reptiles or
anything that flew. Y oung Bobby Gessner was at the windows the entire two hoursit took to run the
biohazard scans, and he gave everyone constant reports on what he saw or didn't see.

Dr. Holcombe was given the honor of being the first human to set foot on Kiilmist 5. He was followed by
Juliaand Marji Koczan, the next-ranking humans. The rest of the students followed, with Bobby Gessner
volunteering to bring up the rear. This was because he was guiding the fied datakit, ahovering platform
that contained their heavier equipment and larger instruments. It floated afoot off the ground, usng atriad
of antigravity plates.



Once the students | eft the gondola, the deadman set his anti-gravity enginesto amoderate idle, elevating
the smdll craft to an atitude of one hundred feet, both to monitor weather conditions and to stay in touch
with Eos above. The plan Holcombe had devised was for the group to reconnoiter the best placeto
make base camp, then mark the position with atransponder. If their deadman couldn't find them, then the
other gondolas could.

Holcombe scanned the horizon. He wore a pith helmet with UV-screening sunglasses. Julia, stlanding
beside him, brought up her binoculars. The whole class gathered around, admiring the expansive green
fidldsand the gigantic "trees’ beyond.

"Thisarealookslikeit had been cleared for agriculture a onetime," Juliasaid. "L ook at how flat it is"
"A very long time ago,” Holcombe said. "There are doughs here and there.”

He pointed to an irregular depression at the far end of thefield. "Water's gathered there and the ground's
sunk. No one came back around to repair it."

The gondola had intentionaly set down to the south of agathering of ruinsthey had sighted from the air.
It wastheir immediate god. Holcombe wanted to get the lay of the land-the "suburbs’-before they
actudly entered the city beyond.

They moved out single-file, their persond shields aglow. The ground, covered with the broad-leafed
grass, was asoft carpet for their boots and muffled most sounds they made. But hardly anyone spoke.
There was too much to see, too much for their shouldercams to record, too much to be on the lookout
for. Even though their instruments couldn't find anything large or terrible-or small and terrible-that didn't
mean they weren't there.

"Noinsects" one student inthe line said.
"But plant life without insects doesn't seem possible,” someonedse sad.

"Insects evolved when flowering plants evolved," Juliasad. "This planet might not have flowering plants.
No flowers, no insects.”

"And no spiderd” young Gessner added from therear.

Marji Koczan adjusted her sunglasses. "It's kinda creepy. No bird sounds or insect sounds. Just thewind
and the leaves"

Holcombe paused. "A lady doesn't give up her secrets easily. Weve only been here a couple of hours.
Therésno teling what well find."

They cameto the edge of theivy-covered field and climbed asmall ridge. Professor Holcombe paused
on thetop of theridge. "Thisiswhat | wanted to see,”" he announced. "l spotted it as we were coming in.”



At the base of the ridge was an old, beat-up road. From what Julia could tell, the road hardly seemed
wide enough to hold a horse-driven cart. But it was an artifact, their first. The team clambered down to
the road and began ingpecting it, shoulder cams peering down with the same eagerness.

"Thislookslike badly pressed asphalt,” one student said.

"It could just be old," another student suggested.

"Acid rain could do this, don't you think, Dr. Holcombe?' said another.

Holcombe nodded. "Baobby, get asample of the road. Well analyze it when we're back on the ship.”

Y oung Gessner came around and bagged a sample of the stony substance of the road, then placed it into
an artight locker in the hovering field kit.

Holcombe faced them. " Okay, try to cross the road as carefully asyou can. Don't disturb it too much.
Peoplelong after uswill be sudying it for years."

Thewind had picked up dightly and it bore with it an apine coolness. It reminded Julia of the aspen
meadows surrounding Hart Prairie near Flagstaff, Arizona. Her ancestors had worshipped that land.
They believed that their gods roamed it when people weren't looking. But her ancestors were gone. So,
too, the denizens of Kiilmist 5.

They proceeded to the ruined city.

Knowing that the planet below them was human-habitable and that it harbored the remains of a
civilization set the entire university abuzz. It was probably fortunate that classes had been canceled
because most of the students were spending their time glued to the giant video screensin the student
commons, watching the various video feeds coming from the gondola teams below or the landsats above.
They wouldn't have attended classes anyway.

The only group of people who weren't interested in the gondola teams was campus security. Campus
security seemed more interested in watching Ben.

When Ben | eft the physics department to go to dinner, two Grayswere at the far end of the hal. While he
was edting, severd students ran past them playing trangt tag, but the Graysignored them. Campus
security didn't appear to be interested in anyone other than him.

Two more guards followed him through the student commons. And two more were in his dorm when he
went back to his room, where he had planned to take his usua after-dinner nap. They did not approach
him or bother him or even make eye contact. They were smply shadowing him.

Rather than take anap, Ben decided to go for awalk, to see how far campus security would go to tail
him. He left Babbitt Hall and wandered down one corridor, then another, entering one transit portal,



going from the library to the media center to the student commons ... and al the while acampus security
guard seemed to be nearby to intercept him.

And these were the ones wearing their gray campus security uniforms. There might be an equa number
of campus-security personnel wearing civilian clothes. There was no way to tell.

Outsde the faculty commons, Ben paused. The only bar serving liquor wasin the faculty commons.
Older students frequented the place and Ben fit right in. But when he stepped insde the Zoo Club, a
female campus security guard entered right behind him.

Ben got abeer and walked through the crowded bar, listening to the music from the jukebox. He finally
cameto stand next to the club's transit portal.

The beer had been making him deepy, but suddenly the portal flashed and Tommy Rosalesjumped out.
"Right on target!" Rosdlessad.

Ben clutched hisheart. "Y ou scared the shit out of me!”

"Youreahard mantofind," Rosdessaid.

"Not to them,” Ben said, pointing to guards playing darts over in acorner. "They know where | am no
meatter where | go. And those are the ones wearing uniforms. Therés no telling who isin this place.”

Rosdes pulled Ben aside. "It might not be you they're after. Have you seen Jm today ?'
"Not that | can remember. Why?'

"We can't find him. He'sturned off his pager.”

"Maybe he'sin thefied house, working off steam.”

"| checked there," Rosales said. "But | don't think he wants to work off steam. That's the problem. After
we got out of jail, George heard him talking about getting even with Nethercott's goons. We were hoping
hewaswith you."

"Maybehesback injall," Ben sad.

"If heis, he'snot listed in the computer. And | cdlled the Rights Advocacy Office. They said that campus
security isn't currently holding anyone.”

"Haveyou tried hisroom?' Ben said.



"Wedid, but he didn't answer.”

"He could 4till bein hisroom, then."

"That's why we need the key he gave you."

Ben didn't like where thiswas going. "What's he doing in hisroom that's so dangerous?’

Rosales gppeared uneasy and glanced around the bar to seeif anyone was listening. Y ou're not going to
likethis"

"I'm counting onit," Ben said. "What'she doing?’

"Jm thinks he'sfigured out away to listen in on the Ainge at their Auditor sations. The setup'sin his
room. If he'slistening in on them and in some sort of trance tate, then he's practicaly incommunicado.”

"He's been ligtening in on the Auditors?' Ben asked, increduloudy. "Are you serious?’

"What do you think he does dll day?He's had it with the Auditors. He didn't want to tell you about it
because you're in enough trouble.”

Ben considered the dart-throwers. He noticed two other campus-security people-two women-sSitting at
the bar.

Tommy Rosdes said, "'Can you imagine the trouble wed bein if they can prove we've violated the
Enamorati Compact and tapped into the Auditor box technology? They're both sacred ground. That's
why we need your key."

"And probably acouple of good lawyers," Ben said. He finished his beer and set it down on anearby
table.

"Wed better unplug that boy before he getsusdl thrown in prison,” Ben said.

They stepped into the trangit portal and disappeared.

21

Thetrangit portal took them back to Babhbitt Hall, and they walked the short distance to Jim Veess
room. Ben kept alookout for campus security, but they had moved too quickly, it seemed. If they were
serioudy being tailed, then it would only take a campus security official afew minutesto contact
ShipCom to find out where the trangit portal 44 had sent them. On the other hand, maybe they were



merely kegping an eye on Ben. In that case, they just might have let him go back to the dorm, where he
could do little harm.

Ben and Tommy Rosales went straight to Jim's room and knocked softly. There was no answer. Ben
pulled out hiskey and passed it through the lock.

JmVeessinterest in astronomy went al the way back into his childhood, when he learned how to build
telescopes, of both the optical and the radio kind. Jim could make his own equatoria mounts, hisown
autoguidance systems, his own lenses and billion-channel frequency scanners. Hisroom showed it. Parts
of telescopes and CPU boards held together with duct tape lay about the room. One wholewall was a
smadll library of books on every aspect of astronomy and celestid mechanics.

"A clue" Ben said, pointing at atable that held a strange machine resembling aradio transmitter. Wires
and cablesled from thisinto the bathroom and into the suite next door. Babbitt Hall's dorm rooms shared
acommon bathroom facility. A few students, and Jm V ees happened to be one, were lucky enough to
have an empty suite next door. Pick thelock and you had a cozy two-bedroom apartment. Thisiswhere
they found Jm Vees.

"No wonder he didn't hear usknock." Ben said.

Jm sat, eyesclosed, in achair, wallowing in some sort of trance state. Around his head was clamped a
headset with multicolored wires snaking back to the unit in the first suite. Jm's mouth hung open and his
fingerstwitched.

"Unplug thisthing,” Ben said.

"Right," Rosdessad.

Rosaes picked up the cluster of wiresand gave it agood yank. Thingsin thefirst suitefdl over.
Ben whapped Vees on the head. "Hey, asshole. Snap out of it!"

Jm jerked in hischair, opening hiseyes. It took him amoment or two to redlize where he was and who
stood before him.,

"What the hell are you doing?' Ben demanded. "Do you know we've got campus copsdl over us?'
Veeshlinked. "Arethey here?' he managed to say.
"l don't think s0," Ben said. "Tommy told me you'e listening in on the Auditors. Isthat true?!

Tommy Rosdes sgnaded Ben that he was going to step outside to see if campus security was sneaking up
on them.



"Well?' Ben repested.

"Sort of, | guess,” Vees admitted.
"How long has this been going on?"
"A whilenow."

Veesrose from his chair and went into the bathroom to wash hisfacein cold water. "'l got the last bit of
equipment | needed when we were at Chandos 4, severa ports back.”

Ben had dways known of Veessintense didikefor Auditors. The Ainge civilians he didn't mind; they
were as normd as Catholics or Jews or anybody else. But Auditor boxes seemed to generatein the
Auditors themselves more than just a confidence in the existence of God. To Jm, the boxes generated
arrogance and condescension, and he didn't like it. Even so, asfar as Ben knew, he never said he was
going to do anything about thisdidike of his.

Veesran some cold water in the sink and gave his face agood splash. He then tossed the towd into the
snk, where it dissolved and disappeared down the drain.

"Do you know that eavesdropping in on the Auditorsis aserious offense?' Ben asked. "In fact,
eavesdropping in on anybody isaserious offense.”

Vees merdly nodded.
"I don't think I'll be caught,” hefinally said. "Besides, | got the boot today. So | don't think it'll matter.”
"Y ou got the boot?"

Veespulled aletter out of histunic pocket and gaveit to Ben. Thefact that the letter was sent to Jim on
actual paper indicated to Ben the seriousness of its contents.

"Ix," Ben muttered as heread the letter. It said:

Dear Mr. Vees,

Weregret to inform you that your persstent refusdl to reingtate yourself in your degree program here at
Eos University compels usto ask that you be prepared to leave the university at Paavo Juuoko 4. The
liner Hyapatia Lee will take you back to Earth. We regret writing thisletter and weregret losing you asa
student. Y our intelligence scans and high test scores had put you in the top 2% of the student body .
Should you decide to reingtate yoursdlf, you will have to go through the regular admissions procedures
and begin your program anew.

Wewish you luck in your future endeavors.



The letter bore the officid sed of Eos University and it was Signed by the chair of the astronomy
department, the dean of the College of Libera Arts, the provost, and finaly President Porter himself-the
major Grays of Eos University.

Veessmiled wigtfully a Ben. "Asof now, | am the Bombardier par excellence.”
Ben handed the letter back. "Y ou can il be reingtated.”

"Yeah, well, | don't know if | want to," Vees admitted. Here, he nodded at the strange helmet connected
to dl the wiresleading back into Veess suite. "Not after that.”

"What have you seen”?’

"I don't see anything,” Veestold him. "Mostly | just tap into the same frequenciesthat are trandated to
thetawavesinsde the Auditor box. I'd make area Auditor box if | could, but the alloys Smith used
when heinvented hisare only found on Tau Ceti 4. Thisisthe best | can do.”

"I'm surprised you've gotten thisfar,” Ben said. "People have been trying to duplicate the Auditor
technology for ahundred and fifty years."

"Rumor hasit that they've killed those who've come close,” Tommy Rosales added. "I'd watch it, if |
wereyou."

"They don't know I'm nosing around. Or if they do know, they haven't done anything about it yet."
"How doesit work?"

"Itssmple, redly,” Jm said. "1 rigged a passive trans-gpace nexus projector in my room. When the
Auditor station is activated, it sends out signdslike ripplesfrom afishing linein adtill pond. | pick up the
ripples and traceit back to the point of contact. | can't read their minds, exactly, but | can pick the
sensations coming from trans-space. Y ou should see them. They fight each other to take aturn inthe
box."

"They fight each other?"

"It'smorelike bickering,” Veessaid. "But it'san incredible high. | can't imagine what the full force of
contact islike. I've calculated that I'm getting about ten percent the levelsthe Auditors are getting. It's
better than sex.”

Ben wasimpressed. "Soundsto me asif you've invented a practica meansfor artificid telepathy. That
aone should get you reingtated. Hell, that'll get you an interview with the personnd people of my father's
corporation. BennettCorp is dways looking for new talent.”



Vees shrugged. "Maybe when | get back. Who knows."

Tommy Rosales was standing in the bathroom hallway, taking dl thisin. He said, " So you've plugged into
Mazaru. What'sit like? What's the Big Guy haveto say?"

"He doesn't say anything,” Veestold them. "It'smostly afeding that comes across. But it's very powerful,
dluring. The Auditors can't take more than twenty minutes of it a atime. Any more than that would
probably kill them."

"Didn't Ixion Smith die after being in his Auditor box for three days?* Rosales asked.
"It'slike having an orgasm nonstop,” Veestold them. "Pretty soon, you just implode.”
"That'sone hell of an addiction,” Rosdes sad.

Ben wasthinking. " So thisthing basically focuses on the spatial |ocation of thetawaves produced by an
Auditor box?'

"Actudly, | can project the nexus point anywhere," Jm said. "It took me two and a half weeksto find
the location of the Auditor Sation. | had to do it at night while the Auditors were adeep. From what |
gather, the station isacouch you lie on. Then they surround you with-"

Ben was aready dong adifferent track. He couldn't rid himsdlf of the scene of the carnagein the
"dynamo" room he and Julia had witnessed just afew days ago. "Y ou know, theré's arumor that the
Enamordti are fighting each other. Not bickering, but fighting. Have you picked up anything?'

Jm nodded. "1 pick up whatever the Auditor picks up when he'sin the box."
"What have you heard?'

"A few daysago | heard an explosion. Y esterday, | heard severa loud bangs, but those might have been
the Enamorati unbolting the Engine from the ship. There's no way of knowing without actualy going over
there”

Ben, however, had fdlen slent for along moment. Rosaes caught thisand asked, "What isit?!
Ben looked at them both. "L et's see if we can find out.”
"What?" Rosales asked.

Ben said, "What if we used afractally compressed camera probe, put it in an artificia trans-space tube,
then sent it back there using Jm's nexus locator? If we can send the probe over there and back fast
enough, we might be able to do it without anybody noticing, especidly if the probeissmall enough.”



"What if they do seeit?' Rosales asked.

"If the probe's source of origin can't be traced, who cares?' Ben said. "Besides, we can yank it back so
fast they'll probably think they imagined the whole thing anyway."

Jm stared a him. " So you want to eavesdrop on the Enamorati ?'
"Absolutdy."

Tommy Rosdesfrowned. "Now, that's trouble. Not the kind that might get you thrown out of schoal,
but the kind that gets you thrown off the ship."

"Juliaand | got far enough into the Ainge compound to see severa dead Enamorati insgde a chamber that
was connected directly to the main Engine. Jm says he's heard sounds, maybe explosions. Something is
goingoninthereand | think it'sin our best intereststo find out.”

"At least that's the excuse we can use when they arrest us," Vees said.
"Exactly," Benreplied. "I'm just surprised that no one's thought of it before.”

"That's because most normal people don't want to go to jail," Rosdles said.

22

No human ever got over the thrill of discovering new worlds. It was ancient and viscerd. It inspired awe
and not alittle bit of fear.

Juliawaked severa yards behind Professor Holcombe, who led the archaeol ogy team at a somewhat
incautious pace down from the tree-lined ridge onto alarge field. The nearest set of ruinslay just three
hundred yards ahead of them, and their irregular outline was quite visible.

Earlier, one of the students had voiced the opinion that the tall, pink-skinned trees might themselves be
"animas." But Professor Holcombe tested a nearby "treg" and it seemed thoroughly rooted into the earth.
If something was going to come after them, it wasn't going to be the "trees.”

Julia paused with Professor Holcombe at the far end of thefied-theruinsjust in sght. "A war," she said
to Professor Holcombe. "Maybe awar wiped everything out. From the top of the food chain to the
bottom. These plants could be dl that's | eft.”

"That'swhat | wasthinking," added Marji Koczan, standing just behind Juliaand smoking a Red Apple
cigarette.



"Except thereisn't any resdud radiation in the air or on the ground,” Bobby Gessner said.

"It wouldn't have to have been anuclear war," Professor Holcombe said. He wiped heavy perspiration
from hisforehead. "It could have been biological or biochemicd. It could even have been aplanet-wide
indugtrid accident, perhaps atoxic spill."

"Likewhat the Enamorati did to their own planet ten thousand years ago?' Koczan said.
Juliasad, "There are probably dozens of waysacivilization fades away."

Professor Holcombe adjusted his helmet. "However, we don't know if there aren't any people left on the
planet. The citiesin thisregion might be dead, but its people could be hiding out somewhere.”

Shouldercams scanned the terrain while persond voice recorders took in what each of the sudentswas
seeing, thinking, and fedling. They werethefirs on Kiilmigt 5. All thiswould make higtory.

"Y ou know, maybe the placeisjust old. Maybe the ecosphere wore itself out,” someone then said.
"Galaisnot quite dead here,” another student said.
" Something happened here," Marji Koczan said. "It's been desolate for along, long time."

They moved on, crossing the leefy field of the strange, ground-hugging ivy, heading toward what initialy
appeared to be arow of immense ivy-covered hedges. They knew, however, from the land-sat pictures,
that they were the outer edges of the nearest of the ruins. They weren't hedges. They were very old and
very hiddenwadls.

The dight breeze trembled in theivy clutching the bricks of awall ten feet high that appeared to surround
the ruins. An opening in the velled wall led the Holcombe expedition into arandom clustering of buildings.
Most of the buildings, however, had just one or two wallsremaining of their skeleton and none of them
seemed to have their roofsintact. The green, leafy everywhere-ivy gave the place ameancholy aura of
great antiquity: nothing on two legs- let done four legs or six-had come herein quite awhile,

Cautioudy, they moved aong a narrow, cobblestoned avenue that ran between two clusters of ruined
buildings. The students were agape.

Holcombe pointed to the building on their right. "It looks like they had devel oped principles of the arch.
Notice the doors and windows."

Koczan poked her head in alow window of the building. "No glass," she said. Sheran her hand along
the base of the window, just insdethe sill. "And no place for glass. They got asfar asthe Romans or the
early Byzantine Empire.”

"That's possible," Holcombe said.



Thethick ivy madeit hard to tell much about the architecture of the buildings or even what purpose they
served. Later expeditions would be given the honor of figuring that out.

The group of students followed Professor Holcombe down the path that passed between the two
buildings huddled in overgrowth, emerging in an open area that appeared to be a cul-de-sac with only
narrow sSidewaks-of cement or cobblestone, they couldn't yet tell-leading between each of the buildings.

"Y ou think this might be a courtyard connecting family units on either Sde?' someone suggested.
"Hard to tell," Holcombe said, pondering the crumbled remains of the old buildings.

The students wereitching to get into one of the ancient buildings, but Holcombe held up his hand,
stopping them. "WElI do this by the book. Julia, you and Marji follow me," Holcombe said. "Therest of
you stay here, shields up, and keep an eye out. Bobby, if the field kit peeps, raise a perimeter shield.”

"How big?' Bobby Gessner asked.
Holcombe looked around. " A fifty-foot radius should do.”
"Gotcha," the undergraduate student said happily.

With a collapsible handheld rod, Professor Holcombe began probing the strange ivy of anearby wall. It
looked like the most logical place to put adoorway or an entranceway into what seemed, from their
angle, to bethe largest of the buildingsin the cluster. Ashedid, Julia, who wasright behind him, made a
dight adjustment-upward-in her persond shield. It was amost impossible not to fear that something with
gtingersor fangs or deadly breath might be lurking within the overhanging growth- because on Earth
there would be. Her intuitionstold her not to trust the assessments of their field kit, their scanners, or the
land-sat photos.

"Found it," Holcombe announced. He disappeared into a curtain of lush green. "It'sa open archway.
Come on through,” he called back to them.

Juliafollowed Holcombe and behind Julia Marji Koczan pushed her way through. Both women had
shouldercams activated and following the tracks of their masters eyes.

"If thiswere on the Earth,” Juliawhispered, "I'd say thisregion definitely experienced awar... some sort
of mgor civil disruption.”

Holcombe and K oczan nodded in agreement.

Whatever purpose the building may have served, it had but asingle, very large room, and part of the
ceiling had collgpsed into it. Ceiling timbers were scorched from ancient fires and the ivy had insnuated
itsdlf into the bricks of thewall here and there with tendril fingers, loosening them.



Because of the large gperturein the celling, theivy-grass flourished on theinsde and covered everything
ingde the room. Whatever kind of furniture the Kiilmistians had used was now covered in soft, leafy
green.

"A |lot of Native American tribes had one-room structures likethis," Juliasaid.

"The Norse and their longhouses," Holcombe added. "They were large, communal gathering places
where whole extended familieslived. Livestock included.”

"But there are at least seven of these housesin this cul-de-sac,” Juliaobserved. "If they lived commundly,
they must have numbered in the millions. The landsat photos show that the city to the north has tens of
thousands of housesjust like this, maybe hundreds of thousands."

"So where are dl the people?' Marji Koczan asked.

The professor made hisway through the ankle-deep ivy to where aheavy curtain of ivy obscured awall
near therend in the ceiling. He pulled the ivy back.

"Herewego," hesad.

Tother surprise, the walls were covered with greffiti. Eerie pictoglyphs of strange, humanoid beings-and
quite possibly larger animas-were carved in thewall or scrawled with charcoa from long-dead
campfires. This could have been awal in the Lascaux cavernsin the south of France.

"Wow," Juliasaid, completely awed.

"Jesus Christ. We could be here for years sudying thisonewall,” Marji Koczan said. "We wouldn't have
to go anywhere dse. It'll take decades to decipher this."

There were arrows pointing thisway and that; there were etchings of what had to be animals. There were
hieroglyphics and actud writing. Among the writing were numeras-or what gppeared to be numerals-and
all of it placed there over along period of time.

"If itsgraffiti,” Juliasaid, "we might not be able to decipher it without aliving language for idiometic
referents.”

"Wedon't know if they are dead yet," Marji Koczan said. "This place could just be the victim of urban
flight."

"Except," Juliacountered, "these are the suburbs.”

Professor Holcombe tugged away at theivy, pulling down alarge section of the green vell so that their
cameras could take better picturesin better light. Marji Koczan, meanwhile, circled some of the
ivy-covered remains of the broken "furniture” piled in the center of the room. She carefully pulled gpart a



section of the strange growth, exposing white stones and ash undernegth.

"I think they had a hearth here," she said. The ash and plant debris underneath had long Snce become
mulch.

Juliahad extens ve experience with kivas of the American Southwest. She pointed at the celling. An ugly
smudge blossomed like an dark flower there.

Juliasaid, "This building wasn't built with a hearth in mind. There would need to be a ventilation hole and
thereis none. The roof over there collapsed because of therain.”

Holcombe inspected thefire. "Different fires at different times. This has been used as abivouac by
wandering groups.”

"After the people who built it were killed or were run off,” Juliasaid.
"Could be," Holcombe said.

Bobby Gessner appeared in the doorway, his persona shield glowing. "Dr. Holcombe," he said,
breathing excitedly, "I think weve got something important out here."

They retreated back through the leafy canopy, stepping into the bright morning light. Acrossthe peculiar
quad, the rest of the students had gathered behind a building whose whole north side had completely
fdlenin. That Sdefaced abroad fied of theivy-grass. Beyond the ivy wasthe"city," the god of the
expedition.

"We werelooking for acommuna garbage dump,” Gessner said. "We thought it might be out here, away
from the dwellings. We came acrossthis.”

They had found a body.

The desiccated remains of aclearly humanoid creature lay sunk partway in the field grass. Juliaguessed
that the being, when it stood, probably stood over seven feet. It had multi-jointed arms, and whileits
hands had five fingers, there were no opposable thumbs. It had two eyes and anosein the right place,
but its ears were smdll flaps. Its mouth was avery wide dit and probably wasfairly gruesome when
eding.

The creature, dried to apale gray color, aso wore abodice of brownish rawhide and boots that
concealed long, narrow feet. It looked asif every ounce of moisture had been sucked from it by years of
lyinginthefied.

"Can | turnit over?' Bobby Gessner asked. Cameras clicked and shouldercams whirred.

Holcombe nodded. "Be careful. | want thisthing intact.”



"Arewetaking it back?' ayoung woman asked.
"If a al possble," Holcombe said.

They carefully rolled the creature over. It was remarkably light. Underneath it, they saw, were no insects
or wormsin the soil. Just moreivy. Layersof it.

"It lookslike he died right here," Marji Koczan said. "It lookslike it was crawling away from the
buildings"

Juliaglanced into the sky. "No predators. This person should have been consumed by the ecosystem
here. But dl he did was mummify."

"Unlessthe summers arefierce," Bobby Gessner said. Y ou know, drying everything out?"

"But how did he die?' another student asked. "It doesn't look like he had awound or anything.”
"Poisoning? Disease?" Juliaspeculated. "That might have stricken him suddenly.”

"What about a heart attack?' Marji Koczan said.

"If they had hearts," Holcombe told them.

The other students had begun to fan out over the large field, with some moving off toward the north
whereasingle, gigantic "tree" stood. The tree was at least ninety feet tall.

Someone shouted out. "Hey! Over here! Weve got another one!”
"Keep your shidds up," Holcombe advised. "And stay together.”
The group waked across the meadow, their feet hissing through theivy.

Beside the flesh-colored tree lay abody amost identical to the first one. This one, however, had been
wearing aclothlike toga that had long since frazzled into dry threads. This creature had rolled itself into a
feta position and died that way.

Holcombe lifted the folds of the creature'stogawith his extended probe. A smdl, leatherlike pouch fell
Out.

"Maybeit'shislunch," said one of the younger sudents.

Using his probe, Professor Holcombe gently lifted back the pouch's ragged flap. Inside they found globes
about three inchesin diameter made of some sort of shell-like material.



"Ix!" astudent said.

"Eggs, you think?" Juliaasked. The students gathered around.
"They might be," Holcombe admitted.

"Y ou think they could have been hislunch?' asked another.

Juliastood up and stepped away from the giant pink-barked tree and the toga-clad being benegth its
boughs. There were no roads or sdewa ks or fences to mark out territory, and the communal houses
seemed to be random congtructions, arranged haphazardly.

But then, these people were dien. They didn't have to make sense.

Julia, on her own, started walking north.
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Making certain they weren't dogged by campus security, the Bombardiers went in search of aplace
where they could conduct their experiment without attracting too much attention. They found an
unoccupied suite in nearby Peterson Hall where they lugged Jm Veess nexuslocator. Next, they
borrowed asmall data-bullet compressor unit from physics, amodel designed for fracta-compression
sudies. Ben then ingtaled his own software-the process that his dissertation detailed-whose agorithms
alowed for amore efficient compression of datawith virtually no corruption in the de-fragmentation
process.

Ben then dug up the design schematics for Anira-class vessals, of which Eoswasthelast. Therewas no
way to know how extensively the Enamorati had reconfigured their living areaover time, but they
wouldn't have fooled with the mgjor support structures of the ship itself. Those would be their guide.

This effort had taken the Bombardiers severa hours, and sometime after dinner they were ready.
"Okay, whereto first?' Ben asked.

"What about that ‘dynamo’ room you guys saw?' Tommy Rosales suggested. ™Y ou said there was blood
al over the place. We could move &ft from there.”

Ben shook his head. "Anyone in the Inner Temple can seeright into the ‘dynamo’ room."

"It'snot going to be around for long," Rosales said.



"] don't wanttorisk it," Ben said.

The probe they chose to use was the size of a pearl, astandard video "bug." With Ben's
fractal-compression unit, the probe would be compressed to the Size of alarge molecule, then
"repogitioned” esawherein the ship, viatrans-pace, using Jm Veess nexus locator. The probe would
then return to its default configuration, take forty pictures, and be yanked back. If done right, the whole
thing should take only afew seconds.

"Y ou know," George Clock offered, "the Enamorati might have the meansto detect the trans-space
trander.”

Ben sad, "But if they'refighting awar in there, they could be too occupied to go looking for the
projection source of our probe. And that's assuming that they would have the meansto traceit in thefirst
place”

"And," JmVeessaid, "they would only be ableto traceit if adetector wasin the room itself to measure
its gppearance.”

"Campus security could have given them something,” Tommy Rosales pointed ot.

"Why would they?' Jm Vees said. "Wejust now thought of this. Y ou're paranoid.”

"Tommy's good at being paranoid,” George Clock said, standing off to one side, arms crossed.
"Blow me," Rosales quipped.

Ben said. "Our little guy will be gone before anybody can register its gppearance. Even if they do detect
it, they still won't know who sent it. | think we can get away withit.”

"Easy for you," Rosales countered. "Y ou've got the weight of BennettCorp behind you. Y our family will
send aliner full of lawyersto defend you.”

Ben smiled. "Werein thistogether. And I've got an aunt who sits on the Rights Advocacy Council in
Geneva Sheld sue God if she thought she'd get ahearing.”

Tommy Rosalesraised hishands, givingin. "Okay. But | still think well spend therest of our livesin that
prison on the surface of Tau Ceti. What'sit caled?'

"Hyperion Station," Clock said.
"Right," Rosales acknowledged. "Wherethe H.C. keeps dl its malcontents.”

"If were careful," Ben said, "it won't cometo that."



Jm Vees pointed to alocation on their map to a position just aft of the "dynamao™ room. "What about
here?' he asked.

The area Jm had suggested wasin a hallway that, according to the schematics, was near an airlock.
"Look," Clock said, "if weregoingto gotojail for this, | think we should go asfar in there aswe can.”
"Finewithme" Bensad. "Let'sdoiit."

They cdlibrated a nexus point where their map-and their best guess-said there were no walls or
bulkheads. Then, anarrow, trans-spatia tube extending to the nexus point was created. Once that was
stabilized, they were ready. George Clock stood guard at the door as Ben pressed the "engage” button.

The probe went POP!, disgppearing from the space above its antigravity plate. A dight puff of air took
itsplace.

Just afew seconds did by, and then the probe reappeared.

"Let's see what we've got,” Ben said as he took the probe and downloaded its visuad scan datainto their
small computer. The Bombardiers gathered about asimages began appearing on their monitor screen.

The probe's camera and massive storage capacities alowed for amazingly clear photographs. The probe
had appeared in ahdlway filled with an eerie, ydlowish fog. Thismay have been the norma Enamorati
atmosphere or it may have even have been smoke. But the hallway waslittered with al kinds of debris.
Parts of the wall and some decorative ceiling tiles had apparently been blown from their positions.
Strange scimitar-scythe-crescent decorations were everywhere underfoot.

Ben scrolled through the photographs. It was more of the same. But there were no bodies, no Enamorati
wandering the halls-at least in this part of their compound.

"Did the breakdown of the Engine do this" Rosales asked.

"Unlessthey livethisway," George Clock said.

"Enamorati are supposed to befastidious," Rosales asked. "L ook at the mess!™
"Yes" Bensad. "And whereis everybody?'

"Maybe most of them are dead, because of the Engine," Clock said. "Remember that the Tagani said we
were going to take on new Avatkas when we got our new Engine.”

"And Kaks," Ben added.



"Right,” Clock siid.

Then Rosdles said, "What about those ships that went with the Engine into the sun? If they were manned,
they could have taken dozens of then- kind with them.”

"Even S0, therés il plenty of room back there for severa hundred Enamorati,” Ben said.

They printed out forty digitally enhanced photos of astonishing clarity and laid themin alineaong the
floor. Taken together, the photographs gave them a 360-degree scan of a corridor intersection.

"Let'sdo another scan,” Ben said. "Thistimethirty feet farther in.”
They prepared the probe for its next journey, then sent it off with another POOF! asit disappeared.
It came back dmost immediately.

The second set of photographs, of another corridor in the Enamorati compound, showed the same kind
of destruction. Except thistime there were bodies.

They printed out the second set of photographs and laid them out on the floor aswell.
"Look at thig" Rosdes said. "These guys are wearing environment suits.”
"S0?' Clock said. "They dways wear their e-suits.”

"Except that it'sin their own territory,” Rosaes pointed out. "Why are they wearing e-suitsin their own
quarters?’

Ben crouched above the second set of photos. " They're wearing body armor,” he said. "The same armor
that Accuser wore."

Ben noticed that several of the photographs showed pockmarks or gougesin the walls. Ben looked at
Jm Vees. "Y ou've heard loud bangs back there. Could it have been gunfire?’

"Some of the Auditorsthink so," Jm said darkly.
"This looks like the results of ahand grenade," Rosdes said.

"Let'sgoin deeper,” Clock suggested. "Let'sgo in three corridors farther aft, and lateraly about a
hundred yards."

"I'm game," Bensaid.



They immediately reset the machine. Once they ca culated the next nexus |ocation-gpproximatley 90 feet
farther aft and 280 feet to the port side of the grand ship-Ben pressed the Engage button.

The pearl-like probe vanished in apuff of air. A few heartbests | ater, it resppeared. They downloaded
the datainto the computer and started the printing process once again.

The probe thistime had manifested very closeto awall-inchesfromit, in fact. Thefirst set of frames
were of that wall where along, dender, scimitar-liketile had fallen out of place and was, presumably, on
the floor just beneath the probe.

The next set of images showed more of the same kind of destruction they'd seen in the first set. But here
thewalls and celling looked asif they had been shredded. Severd lighting fixtures dangled, though some
weredill functioning.

They moved to the next set of ten, where the probe was looking fully down one corridor-and they nearly
jumped out of their boots.

"Whoa!" said George Clock.
"Jesus Chrig!" said Jm Vees.

An Enamoréti-apparently a Tagani, ahistorian-stood squardly in the center of frame 26, from the elbows
up, standing, staring right at the camera. The alien couldn't have missed it. The rest of the frames were
shots of him standing there, staring, perhaps not sure that he had seen what he thought he had seen.

Tommy Rosades sood up from where he had been knegling on the floor and stretched magnanimoudly.
"Wdll, | guessthat'sit. Break out the suntan lotion. | hear it's hot on the surface of Tau Ceti."

Ben wasn't ready to give up. Though the lone Enamorati seemed to be staring at the probe, not much ese
was happening in the corridor. Moreover, the Enamorati did not appear overly darmed by the probe's
NoSy presence.

"Let's send another probe to the other end of the same hdl. | want adifferent perspective on this guy.”

"What difference does it make?" George Clock said. "Weredl going tojail. | can't believe you talked us
intothis"

"It will take them awhileto figureout it'sus, if they figureit out,” Ben said. "Weve got sometimeyet.
Let'smake use of it. If wereredly fast, we can get these pictures to the student newspaper. They'd love
this"

"We can read it when wereinjail," Clock said.

Ben swiveled around in his chair, reset the probe, reset the nexusto aposition just twenty yards down



the hal, then launched it. When it returned Ben immediately downloaded the probe's data, printing them
ingantly.

Privately, Ben had expected to see nothing but an empty halway. Enough time had gone by for the
armored Enamorati to have gone off to tell the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa what he had seen.

However, what had happened in that span of time-probably no more than ten minutes-was that the first
Enamordti, the one who had seen the probe, was now leaning againgt the far wall in a position that
suggested violent death.

But now there was a second Enamorati. This being, aso in body armor, held what appeared to be a
sword initsright hand-one of thewall "decorations,” agraceful dice of composite materia approximately
four feet long. Not only was he using it like asword, the decoration had all the look of a real sword.
And the halls had been decorated with hundreds of them!

"l guess we don't have to worry about thefirst guy,”" Clock said.

The newcomer had just dain the first Enamorati when the probe had appeared and scarfed its sequence
of forty photographs. The attacker was just turning around when the probe caught him, but had vanished
beforeit could have been seen.

Been looked closer a photo 40, the last containing adiscernible profile of the dien.

Ben turned back to the computer, jumped to frame 40, then magnified and enhanced it. "Thisisan
Accuser,” Ben said emphaticdly. "He'sin full battle armor and those things on his belt look like wegpons
tome!"

"Thenthey are soldiers” Tommy Rosdes said.

"And weve been carrying them around in space with usfor awhile now,"” Ben said. "Quegtionis, how
many of them arethere?"

None of the Bombardiers could answer that. None wanted to.
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Through the phaanx of the magnificent flesh-colored trees, Juliasaw aMound to the north of their
position. It was easily within walking distance, so she set out for it. Itsflattened pyramid shape seemed to
beckon her, reminding her of the jungle-covered ruinsthe Maya had left behind in old Mexico. Evenin
their desolation, those stone edifices ill had power to evoke forgotten eras. So, too, did the Mound in
the distance.



Juliarecognized quickly that it was artificia, not just another hill risng abovetheivy-covered plain. Its
walls were too steep, too angular not to have been constructed.

Holcombe brought the other studentsto Julia's position at her cal, and everyone paused to examine the
digtinctive structure.

Bobby Gessner took out his high-powered field binoculars and zeroed in oniit. "It lookslike thereés a
series of low buildingsjust to the west of that Mound," he announced. "They're covered with the sameivy
or grass or whatever it is. It looks like there might be hundreds of buildings undernesth the stuff.”

"Dr. Holcombe," one of the students asked, "isthisthe city we saw on the landsats?"
Holcombe wasjust catching his bresth from the brisk walk. "1 believe s0."

The Mound itsdf wouldn't have shown up on any of the landsats. The green ivy-grass was everywhere
and Kiilmist had been close to the zenith when the landsat photos had been taken two days ago, so the
Mound would have cast only the barest of noon shadows. Only the strange, crumbling roads and
long-abandoned agriculturd fields and drainage ditches pointed to acivilization of moderate evolution in
thisregion.

"It lookslike one of the Wessex burrows near Stonehenge,” Juliasaid. "The way it's shaped, it lookslike
it could be aburia mound of some kind. Maybe it's a ceremonid pyramid.”

"WEe'l make our base camp near that Mound,” Holcombe told them as he wiped his brow with a
handkerchief, "The way the buildings and the fields have been organized around it, I'd say it'sthe
geographical center of thetown."

Juliahad turned off her persond shield. She wanted to fed the wind on her face and smell the aromas of
this new world.

But the very air smelled of death, and she frowned.
"Y our thoughts," Professor Holcombe asked, coming up to her.

Juliafelt dightly embarrassed to answer with so many undergraduates looking on. "We talked earlier
about flowers and insects or their equivaents being missing from this Gaia-system.”

"Wedid," Holcombe said.

"Theair should befilled with odors of al sortsof riving things," Juliasaid. "Especialy microorganisms,
pollens, and spores. There would be by-products of both plant and animd life. But | don't smell athing.”

"And our biohazard scanner back in the gondola registered nothing,” Bobby Gessner chimed in.
"Remember?’



Holcombe faced the Ainge boy. "Our scanner only indicated that there was nothing in the air that was
hostile to us. It didn't say there was nothing intheair. It's not even programmed to do that."

Marji Koczan came over. 'Y ou mean theresonly air inthear?"
"What would be wrong with that?" ayoung fema e asked.

Holcombe looked at Juliaand she felt adight peak of pride. Holcombe seemed to be handing her a
baton of some kind, a public acknowledgment that she was already maturing as afield archaeologist.

"It would mean," Juliatold them, "that something has scoured the ecosphere clean, taking out the smdler
lifeforms, leaving only the plants.”

The students were becoming somewhat more agitated the farther they got from the gondola. Julia noticed
that while she, Marji Koczan, and Professor Holcombe had switched their persona shields off, the other
students had turned theirs up severa notches. Fortunately, the Mound was not that far away and a
pitched camp with the field kit's perimeter shield up and running would go along way toward easing the
minds of the younger students.

The distance was alittle more than Holcombe had estimated and he dowed his march toward it, mostly
to make sure that young Gessner and the floating field kit did not fal too far behind.

Juliawas walking beside him, her eyes on the Mound that seemed the center of the world, so much did it
dominate the landscape.

"So what do you think of the Ennui?* Holcombe asked after afew moments. "Do you think it'srea ?"
"I don't know. I've never thought much about it. Why do you ask?"

Why did he ask? Holcombe's mood had gone from blithe melancholy to a darker shade of depression.
Hewasnt hisusud sdf.

"The sky isfull of gars" hesaid. "Y ou'd think that once humans got off the Earth, civilization would have
sporeed like wildfire."

"Civilizations cometo an end,” Marji Koczan said, having pulled up to Holcombe'sleft sde. "Nothing
lagtsforever.”

"Y ou think this planet suffered from the Ennui?"
"Something likeit," Holcombe said.

"I'd say it'sjust entropy,” Marji Koczan said. "Civilizations can get tired. In 700 C.E., a the very
beginning of the Dark Ages, southern Italy was virtually deserted because of the barbarian invasions of



the previous three centuries. Everybody moved away, tired of being run off their farms and orchards.”

"That's not entropy," Bobby Gessner responded. "History isaflow of forces. To usit only lookslike they
ran out of sleam. The barbarians must have thought they were riding high on their good fortune. It
depends on where you're standing.”

"Unlessthereisalarger force moving through history,” Holcombe said.
"The Ennui isaforce?' Marji Koczan said.

"Or fate," Holcombe said.

"Nobody knowswhat itis" Juliasad, "or evenif it'sred."

"Entropy isred," said Bobby Gessner.

"Right," said Holcombe. "But notice how when humans don't understand why something happens, we call
it fate. However, if we understand it, then it's destiny at work. We'rein control.”

"Areyou saying destiny isan illuson?' Koczan asked.
ll%m"
"Then you're saying that someone is responsible for the death of this planet's ecosystem?’ Julia asked.

"Or something,” Holcombetold her. "I'm just very suspicious of entropy and 'accidents and the Ennui.
They make complicated historical processes seem easy to understand.”

Some of the students had begun branching out in their walk rather than smply following Holcombe and
the two graduate students. Here, the ivy-grass was somewhat more spongy but offered no real obstacle.
The Mound ahead of them seemed to liein ashalow valley just over the next ridge.

"Found one!" afemale student shouted off to their right.

The students gathered around a patch of looseivy inadepressoninthefield. A dried-out forearm of a
Kiilmistian stuck partialy out of the ground like a strange plant. It was clutching some sort of wooden rod
with aset of leather bindings attached at the top.

Holcombe crouched down. He carefully took hold of the exposed arm and attempted to moveit. But it
held firm. The body had been there so long that it had become petrified.

"Bobby," Holcombe called.



"Right here!" the Ainge youth said, coming forward.

Holcombe pointed. "Fag thisguy. And you'd better cal the deadman. Have him bring the gondolato this
location. Well set camp just over thisrise.”

Holcombe stood up. He removed his helmet and scratched hishead. "1 wonder if the other study teams
arefinding the samethingswe are.”

Just then, behind them, one of the femae students cried out. "Help!" she shouted.

Everyone turned. One of the undergraduates had fallen up to her waist in a hole that the ivy had
concedled.

"Mark thisguy," Holcombe said again to Gessner. Therest of the group ran over to the girl who had
sunk through theivy-grass.

She wasin no immediate danger, however. She had smply been surprised to have stepped into ahole
when she had been expecting solid ground underneath. She shucked off her backpack and launched it
out ahead of her. Two male undergraduates hel ped her out of the hole.

"l dmogt broke my leg," theyoung girl said, trying to calm hersdif.

Therest of the troupe gathered around the depression in the ivy. Holcombe called back to Gessner.
"Bobby, bring the grapple. The pole, not the hook. | want to look at this."

Bobby Gessner undung the grappling pole from the sde of the hovering field kit and hurriedly brought it
over.

Holcombe sunk the hooked end of the pole deep into the ivy where the student had falen in, then
carefully pulled the green curtain back.

"Oh, my God!" shouted the girl who had faleninto the hole.
"Jesus!" someonedsesad.
Another said, "I1x!"

Underneath theivy waslayer upon layer of what were clearly bodies, many of which had aready
become clusters of bones.

And by thelook of it, they had been there for avery long time.

The studentsimmediately looked around them. To their horror, they discovered that they were standing



inthe middle of afield that contained the composted remains of tens of thousands of Kiilmigtians.

The studentsran like crazy for anearby ridge. Apparently, they had been waking on a cemetery that
covered that whole part of the continent.

25

In amoment of uncharacterigtic foresight, Ben thought it wise not to presstheir luck with probing the
Enamorati compound. The evidence from the photos they had so far suggested that at the very least the
Engine's destruction may have caused-or have been caused by -deadly factiondism among the diens.
George Clock thought that since humans didn't know anything about the Enamorati, maybe it was
possiblethat they always fought among themsalves. The blood, the bodies, the debris could have been
normétive behavior for them. They were aliens, after dl.

Ben told Clock that hewas anidiot. Even if hand-to-hand fighting in the corridors was normdl for the
Enamorati-and the humans found out about it-they'd risk the wrath of al the moms and dads back home
who wouldn't take very well to ther kids flying around the Alley with aboatload of warring diens. This
had to be an aberration. The Enamorati were fighting among themsdves, and it was quitelikely the
Bombardiers were the only humans who knew abot it.

So the Bombardiers hastily broke down their probe projector and, in the tradition of the former student
newspaper, hid the various parts a different locationsin the ship. Each Bombardier hid acomponentina
location the others knew nothing about, so they could plead ignorance if caught.

Ben, though, soon cameto redlize that they had to show the photos to someone in authority whom they
could trust. Certainly their pilot, Captain Cleddman, would need to see them eventudly. Before that,
however, Ben thought he'd take them to Eve Silbarton. First, she was on better termswith the captain
and could probably account more easily for the mere existence of the photos. Secondly, Eve-or someone
else among the stardrive team-might have a better perspective on the meaning of the photographs.

Congtruction personnd were gill at work on the gap in the floors of the physics department. Only this
time they were under the watchful eye of campus security. This, however, was Eves doing, given the

security breach the other day. Still, the presence of the police only heightened Ben's uneasiness. They
werejust waiting for himto dip up. And any little thing would do.

But the guards let him through and they made no attempt to search him. Had they done so, they would
have found adatatilein histunic pocket and about forty-five photographsin the leg pockets of his pants,
which hewould have ahard time explaining.

Eve soon managed to assemble more than two dozen faculty and staff to hear Ben's story and examine
the photographslaid out on along table. Ben pointed out the ripped meta of the wall decorations and the
dangling gtripsfrom the ceiling.



"Thisisincredible," said a professor from computer sciences. "I thought it was just arumor the students
were passing around. The Enamorati redly are fighting each other in there."

"They were supposed to have given up actua physical combat ten thousand years ago,” Dr. Israel Harlin
sad, histhin armsfolded across his chest. "1 guessthey didnt.”

"Unlessthe Accuser caste turned against everyone dse,” Ben said. "L ook at what they wear. I've seen
their body armor up close. It's more than just an environment suit.”

" 'Accusers? What are Accusars?' someone e se asked.

Apparently information about this new class of Enamorati hadn't reached Eve's sardrive army inthe
physics department. At the very leadt, they hadn't occasion to use the ship's main computer and thus get
The Alley Revolutionary. The Revolutionary had put that little item on page one. It would have been
hard to miss.

Avoiding certain incriminating details, Ben told them of hislittle adventure in the astronomy observation
pod.

Dr. Cade Murphy, standing beside Dr. Harlin, asked, "What are these Accusers supposed to do? Did it
accuse you and your friends of anything?'

"Not readly,” Ben said. "It just stood there. But the e-suit it was wearing looked just like the onein these
photographs. It might not make much differenceif we get anew Engineor nat, if they're till fighting in
there”

Eve Silbarton rubbed her eyes. She looked asif she hadn't dept in days. "A civil war," shesaid. "That's
al weneed."

"Then," Ben went on, "there was dl that blood Juliaand | saw in the 'dynamo’ room the other day when
we got into the Inner Temple."

"Wait," one professor interrupted. "Blood in the 'dynamo’ room? What's that al about?”

Since that little adventure hadn't been made public, Ben had to tell them about the carnage they witnessed
inthe "dynamo" room, adding that he did not know what the giant machine's purpose was on the other
sde of the Inner Templesglasswall. He did say that the Ainge Auditors were aso horrified by what they
saw. S0, in hismind, the destruction had to have been recent.

"Ixion's blood," one of the older professors swore. "Y ou sure have been nosing around in al thewrong
places|atdy."

"Sorry," Ben said.



One of the other professors said, "Revolt among the Enamorati had to happen sometime. Jack Killian's
equations of fractd dynamicsin socid systems said they would. They're not immune. Maybeit'stimewe
did the same.”

Eve Silbarton held up her hand. "Let's not sound the cdll for revolution just yet. We've got to decide what
to do about Ben's photographs. No matter who we show these to, someone's going to ask where we got
them. They could incarcerate everybody with knowledge of these photographs. They'd close down the
lab, probably disavow the whole department, and that's something | don't want to happen.”

Dr. Cde Murphy then said, "And that's assuming that they think the scans are real and not ahoax. They
come from the Bombardiers, after dl. How likely isit that Porter or the Governors Council would
bdievethem?'

"Why wouldn't he?' Ben asked. "Our Engine mafunctioned when we were in trans-space and we were
forced to return to real-space. That has never happened before to a starship fitted with an Onesci
Engine. Usudly, ships are retired and scrapped, or-"

"Or they retire themsalves by blowing up in trans-space,” Dr. Harlin said.

One of the senior space-science engineers, Dr. Mike McCollum, spoke up just then. McCollum wasa
man who knew everything there was to know about conventiona propulsion enginesin star-ships. When
McCollum spoke, everyone listened. He said, "1 think we should show these photographs to Captain
Cleddman as soon as possible. There are governance protocols that can comeinto play if the Stuationis
truly dangerous. Porter won't have any authority if Cleddman thinkswe'rein danger. The overrides can
only respond to hisvoice."

"And thenwhat?' afemae graduate student in structural engineering asked. "We get fitted with anew
Engine and fly around with them till fighting each other in there?!

McCollum frowned. "Unless we can persuade him to head back to the Earth or the nearest safe port so
we can unload our kids and families."

"Ix," someonethen said.

Cde Murphy scratched the stubble of new beard on his chin. "I guessthis might explain afew things.”
"What sort of things?' Ben asked.

"Do you remember the tampering that was done to our drive system the other day?" Eve asked.
"Yes, and | remember that you thought / did it."

"My mistake," Eve said. "Sorry."



"So what about it? Did they come back and finish the job?”
"It may not have been an attempt at sabotage.”
"Thenwha wasit?'

"It looks now like an act to get usto make sure of the cdibration settings for the syslem's resdua energy
net. Israel saw that the drive might work more efficiently if we could harvest the residua energiesfrom
the C-graviton pump to the projection points rather than just dump the excessin trans-space.”

Ben nodded. " This would mean amore accurate focus of the C-gravitron stream to the coordinate
points.”

"Wewould, theoretically, get to the projected destination with greater efficiency and accuracy,” Cde
Murphy said.

" And we wouldn't have even known we could do that," Eve said, "if we hadn't taken a second look at
our origind cdibrationsfor theresdua energy net.”

"So they improved it?'

"l don't know if even they knew what they were doing,” Eve said. "We would have discovered it
eventudly, in about ayear. Maybe sooner. But they jump-dtarted us.”

Ben held the photograph taken of the Accuser in the gas-filled halway where he stood holding a bloody
sword over the two halves of his countryman.

"What is going on back there?' hesaid in alow voice.
"Maybe we should ask them," Cae Murphy suggested.

"I'd talk to an Avatka," Dr. McCollum said. "Forget the Kuulo. Go to someone who has hands-on
experience with Engines.

"I'd like to talk to the Avatka we captured on the transit-porta record. Hed have to know something,”
Evesad.

"The AvatkaViroo isdead," Ben then said.
"How do you know?" Eve asked.

"A higorian told us."



Dr. Harlin shook his head. "Wéll, we can't risk caling attention to ourselves right now. Thework ismore
important than knowing who's fighting whom back there.

"Except," Ben said, "there might be an army back there just waiting to get out. If Mom and Dad knew
that, Eos University would loseits charter and wed be out of jobs.”

"Or dead,” Dr. McCollum said.
"Theresthat," Ben agreed.

"Then our best course of action,” Dr. Harlin said, "isto stick to our plan. With any luck, we can get back
to Earth in one piece. Then if therebe faction wantsto fight, well cripple the ship and let the Space
Marineshaveago at them.”

"l agree" Eve said. "Weve got to follow through on our origina plan and hope that nothing dows us
down."

"What plan?' Ben asked.

"I don't know how much of aplanitis. It'sjust cometogether. But we think it can work. So doesthe
captan.”

"What isit?'

Evewaked over to her stardrive asit hovered above its anti-gravity plate. She said, "As soon aswe get
our unitsingtalled and cdlibrated, we're leaving. Captain Cleddman doesn't want to be anywhere near
Kiilmigt 5 when the Engine and its escort arrives.”

"Y ou makeit sound asif that might happen soon,” Ben said.

The entire room, filled with twenty-five or so of the most gifted physicigts, engineers, and mathematicians
anywhere in the Human Community, became deethly quiet.

Evesad, "Our sourcestell usthat Kuumottoomaa has convinced Nolan Porter to forestall our Alley
circuit once the Engineisingalled and head back into Enamorati space, perhapsto Virr, the Enamorati
home world itsdlf, or some other destination.”

Ben recalled the accidenta reference the Tagani Vejo Tormis made to aworld called Wolfe-Langaard
4,

"Why?' Ben asked.

"Word hasit," Eve said, "that Porter's worried that we've broken the Enamorati Compact and he wants
to argue the case himself before the Enamorati Council. Taking Eos University there would be an



enormous show of faith."
"Can Porter do that?' Ben sad.

"He'sdoneit,” Eve said. "He says he'sreceived adata bullet giving him full authorization fromthe H.C. to
let the Enamorati Council conduct an investigation into the possibility that some humans might have
violated the Enamorati Compact. They want to put those people ontria. They think it'sthe only way to
sdvagethe E.C."

The eyes of the physics department were upon Ben. He suddenly didn't fed very well.

26

The discovery that the archaeol ogy team had probably been walking over mashed alien bodies ever since
they had left the gondola cast their undertaking in an entirdly different light. The students scrambled to a
stony outcrop that rose above the fields and sat on it asif washed ashore on adesert idand.

The one positive outcome of the race to the stony outcrop was the anima skull Bobby Gessner found by
faling into an ankle-deep hole. Withdrawing his boot, he pulled up the skull of abeast that might have
been ahorsdlike creature. 1t had along narrow skull but also had a horn-tooth?where its nose might
have been had it been an Earthly Pliocene mammal. The Ainge boy |eft the Skull where he found it,
flagging it for possible andysis later. They had enough to ded with at the moment.

At thetop of the stony ridge, they could now see the Mound quite clearly. It seemed to squat directly on
the top of alarge rectangular plazathat, to Julia, resembled some of the classic landsat photographs shed
seen of the buried Mayan citiesin eastern Mexico. Farther to the west were low hills covered by the
sameivy. Theirregular contours of the hills suggested to her the obvious remains of buildingslong
abandoned.

Professor Holcombe finally reached the top of the rocky outcropping, breathing hard from the climb. He
had been trailing Bobby Gessner, making sure every last student was accounted for.

When he caught his breath, he said, "We're going to have to get the landsats to radar-map thiswhole
region. | want to know how deep the bones are.”

"I would like to know what killed them," Juliaasked.
"And when," Marji Koczan sad.

"We can probably find out from the maps," Holcombe told them. "But it looks like the surrounding
topsoil ismade up of bones. And no telling what else.”



The bones of the plain were dry, but were not yet compacted to dust. That suggested to Juliathat only a
few centuries had passed since they were laid down. Radiocarbon dating would help nail down the exact
time.

Juliawatched as Professor Holcombe considered the "plaza’ and the Mound on top of it.
"What do you think it is?" Julia asked. The other studentslooked on.
"It'stoo big for aburial mound,” Bobby Gessner said.

"And it's a the center of this'plaza area," Holcombe told them. "There's never been a culture that's
buried their dead on top of amarket place or shopping mall."

"Or evenin the center of their main village," Juliasaid.
"Except that we don't even know wheat the 'plaza is," Holcombe observed.

"More bones, | bet," Bobby Gessner said. The Ainge students had clustered together and were generdly
dlent, Spping water from their canteens.

"Could be" Holcombe sad. "Let'sfind out."

The lower leve of theivy-covered plaza appeared to be gpproximately ten feet thick, to judge by the
ground immediately surrounding it. It had gently doping Sdes and it was thoroughly draped with the
strangeivy. The Mound itsdlf sat on top and in the exact center of the plaza, looking to be easily a
hundred feet tall.

They |eft the outcrop and walked to the plaza-stepping on bones dl the way.

The doping sides of the plazaweren't as steegp asthey had thought they would be, and a number of
students were aready racing for the top of the plaza. Once at the top, severa students discovered that
the plaza was aso made of bones and cartilage, but was much older. It had the dengity of limestone. The
bonesin thisarea, they decided, had been laid down much longer ago than the outlying bone fields.

Again at the top of the plazathey had to stop for Professor Holcombe. Juliaand Marji Koczan
exchanged worried |ooks between them, but Holcombe himsalf said nothing when he findly mounted the
roof of the plaza.

Astherest of the students fanned out to examine the Mound up close, Juliaremained behind with Dr.
Holcombe.

"Should you be doing this, Dr. Holcombe?' she asked. "Y ou don't look well."

"I'mdl right," he said. "Too much time cooped up inthe ship. That'sdl itis."



Juliawatched Holcombe walk toward the Mound. He seemed hypnotized by the Mound the moment he
saw it up close.

S0, too, had Julia. The Mound would tell them everything they would need to know about these people
and what happened to them.

She could fed it in her bones.

Cutter Rausch sat on atatami mat in his quarters, legs crossed, hands in a zazen mudra, and wondered if
he would ever see the Kobe Gardens of Hokkaido again. On the other hand, it was possible that he
would never see Earth again, if the laws weren't changed soon. He missed the Gardens, he missed the
temple, and he missed histeacher. Rausch had never married and had little family left inthe H.C. The
Kobe Gardenswere dl that he ever called home, dl that he ever wanted to call home.

Anincident onefateful day in those Gardens had forced him into exile, and al because he hadn't acted
gppropriately. Or intime. Hewould never again let that happen.

"Cutter" came LisaBenn'svoice over thecom. "I'm sorry to bother you, but we 've got a problem
here. | think you should see this."

"Arewe getting data-bullet replies yet?' he asked, eyes till closed.

"We're decompressing some of them now,” Benn said. "But something's gone wrong. You'd better
see for yoursalf."

He rose with asigh and readjusted the folds of hiskendo gi, leaving his dippers off for the time being.

The ShipCom Arenawas nearing the end of thefirst shift, so most of the staff had gone home. The only
onesremaining were Lisa Benn, his second-in-command, and their loneintern, TeeCee Spooner, a
former Bombardier recently reinstated after she had cleared her academic probation period successfully.

"What have you got?' Rausch asked, gtill alittle light-headed from his meditation.

LisaBenn held up to him three hard-copy sheets that she had just printed out. "We're starting to get
repliesfrom the firgt bullets we sent back to the H.C. when the accident happened.”

"And?" Rausch squinted at the printouts.

"I think our bullets are going out scrambled. Three messagesin arow arrived a their destinations
D.OA."

"Were the destinations ships or outposts?' Rausch asked.



"Ships" LisaBenn said. "But if they went out scrambled, al of the otherswe've sent since then might
have gone out scrambled, too."

"Ix onadtick," Rausch muttered as he examined the printouts of the three messages.

The printouts were standard "Fatal Error In Transmission” responsesindicating that a bullet had not
arrived intact and had thus been untrand atable at the receiver's end. The three reportsin question had to
do with bullets sent from Eos severa days ago to three reatively nearby ships. Thefirst wasto an Ainge
missionary vesd, the Lili Marlene; the second went to a cargo ship named the Ginger Lynn; thethird
went to the Shelene, anewly commissioned exploration vessdl. They were private bullets, and should
have been routine.

Rausch sat at hisconsole. "Lisa, bring up the Bullets Out file. Let's sart there.”

A list appeared on their monitors. Rausch studied it carefully. "It looks like these bullets went out within
hours of each other. But they al arrived D.O.A."

TeeCee Spooner considered her console. Shewas atal young woman with bright orange hair cut very,
very short. She said, "The target spread in real-space was only afew degrees of arc. Could something
have gotten in the way of the bullets that might have distorted them?”

LisaBenn shook her head. "When data bulletstravel through trans-pace, they pass right through
anything in red-space.”

"What about in trans-space itsalf?" TeeCee Spooner asked. "Could these bullets have been deflected
there?'

Rausch shook hishead. "Trans-spaceisdl energy. It exists only as potentid to any other moving object.
Collisons can never occur.”

TeeCee consdered the arrival times of the return messages. " These three messages were returned to us
amost one on top of the other. Isn't that Sgnificant?’

LisaBenn shook her head. " An error-in-transmission note would have been ingtantly returned if our bullet
camein scrambled. It would be an automatic computer response. No one at the receiving end would
probably have noticed itsarriva in thefirst place.”

"|sthis common?' TeeCee asked.

"It happens, now and then,” Benn responded. "Usualy when the target isfar away. Bullets have been
known to degrade at extreme distances.”

Rausch added, "We use a Thompson-Kwaitkowski rail gun with a Cochran queue suspension system for
the data bullets themselves. It's the best there is. So the fault shouldn't be ours.”



Rausch pondered the printouts. "Did you do a systems check on the Kwaitkowski?' Rausch asked.
"Right before| caled you," Benn said. "From my board here, it lookslikeit'sworking fine."
"What about bullet compaction in therail queue?’ Rausch then asked.

"Checked that," Benn responded. "BennettCorp hardware is top-of-the-line, including their
fractal-compression software. It's al working according to specs.”

TeeCee Spooner then asked, "Could it be areception problem, and not a transmission problem?’

Rausch thought about this. "If it was a Sngle message going to asingle source. But we've got three
different sources reporting the same phenomenon. And these sources are separated by severd
light-years™

"Theonly thing | can think of isthat something happened to our bullets before they went into
trans-pace,” Benn said. "At our end.”

"But how could anyone get at therail gun?' Spooner asked. "I thought that wasimpossible.”
"It's supposed to be," Rausch said.

He consulted the entire BULLETS our list. Forty-four data bullets had been sent from Eos University
from the moment their Engine broke down and they had to return to red-space. Thefirst bullet had been
sent directly to the Enamorati Y ards to apprise the engineersthere of the condition of the ship. After that,
Eos started sending out bullets to dozen of sourcesincluding al nearby shipsin case amassive rescue
operation was needed.

Rausch brought up the BULLETSIN file. Thevery first bullet received by Eos University wasareply to
the may day sent to the Enamorati Y ardsright after the accident. It had arrived twenty hours after it had
been sent. It was aten-hour transit one way, and it took the smallest, tightest data bullet BennettCorp's
software could compressin therail queue. The Engine Makersin orbit around Virr would have
responded amost immediately in abullet of smaler sze. It would have said something Smple, such as
"Acknowledged. Engineisonitsway.”

However, the next three data bullets sent out after that first may-day had apparently arrived at their
respective destinations D.O.A.

"But the reply from the Engine Makers came back intact?" Spooner asked.
Rausch leaned back in his chair. "Severa daysago, in fact.”

"Who decompressed the return bullet?" Spooner asked.



"The Enamorati did," Rausch said. "All we do is send the bullets out or catch them when they're sent at
us. The Enamorati decompress and decode their own messages.”

Rausch turned in his chair and saw that Lisa Benn had aready legped to the obvious conclusion that they
might now bein very serioustrouble. He said to her, "How many bullets are being decompressed now?"

"Two," Benn said, consulting the monitors at her station. "One arrived just as | called you, the other just a
few seconds ago.”

Rausch had seen the last reception register on his computer screen and thought nothing of it. Until now.
Rausch brought up the data on the fifth bullet, the one now being decompressed.

LisaBenn, seeing the same thing on her screen, said, "It'sareply from one of the bullets sent by
President Porter back to AlaTule 4, our last port of call. The onethat just camein secondsagoisareply
to the bullet Porter sent to Vii Vihad 4 right after the AlaTule 4 message.”

Rausch didn't have to consult his monitor screen to see the report on the bullet from AlaTule4. It came
on screen: FATAL ERROR IN TRANSMISSION.

Rausch sped up the decompression of the bullet that had just arrived. An accel erated decompression of a
bullet often compromised the data quality of the message, depending on the terabytes of information
gored in it. But Rausch didn't think the message from Vii Vihad 4 had anything more than the few data
bitsit took to say FATAL ERROR IN TRANSMISSION.

Whichit did.

TeeCee Spooner was only now getting the picture. "Bullets two through six went out damaged,” she said
hesitantly. “Then only the Enamorati at the Engine Y ards know what happened to us. Or where we are or
what we've done since. They don't know about the Hollingsdale maneuver or about Kiilmist 5."

"That," Rausch said dowly, "seemsto be the case.”
"Ix," LisaBenn breathed. "We're out here. All done."

"I'll take thisto the captain mysdlf,” Rausch said. "It lookslike we'rein a bit of trouble.”

27

The eager undergraduates of the Eos archaeology department circled the mysterious Mound on the
leaf-carpeted roof of the "plaza." They had out their cameras and shouldercams taking snapshots and



scans of the structure from every angle. Several students attempted to pull back the ivy-grass shroud that
covered the Mound to seeif they could find steps or some sign of masonry that would tell them what
purpose the Mound originaly served.

Julia, meanwhile, stood beside Professor Holcombe, watching the man closdly. He was seventy-two,
long past hisphysica prime, but he nonetheless had alifetime of field experience on severa planets and
dozens of different climates, environments, and dtitudes. Hiking should have been second nature to him.
But he seemed exhausted, drained now; whereas on their last field trip, on Vii Vihad 4, he had seemed
much more vigorous, much more outgoing.

But then he hadn't lost a clone-son, he hadn't survived an unprecedented Engine breakdown that
could have killed us all. And he's been using wayhighs.

Juliadid not like what thisforetold.

Bobby Gessner and Marji Koczan had been taking core samples of the hardened surface of the plaza
just undernegth the layer of ivy-grass.

"Weve got a preliminary reading on the composition of the plaza," Koczan announced. She pulled a
printout from the field kit's computer. It was the results of a series of eectronicaly induced seismic
soundings.

"Frg of dl," shesad, "it'samuch more compacted verson of the surrounding field of bones. Not much
of asurprisethere.”

"But," Bobby Gessner added excitedly, "the scans show that there are three distinct layers of debris
under us and between each layer is Strata of lighter materid.”

"That would bethisivy-grass," Holcombe said.

Y oung Gessner gave the printout to Professor Holcombe, who studied it closdly. Hethen said, "It looks
asif they came hereto live in three waves or migration. They clustered, then died. Theivy covered
everything up for atime, then the same process was repeated.”

Juliawas thinking. She then said, "When Schieimann found Troy, it was part of amound that contained at
least nine layers of cities built on the same spot. When invaders came aong and destroyed the city, it was
abandoned. Then anew city was built by the next group who came aong decades or centuries later.”

"Well," young Gessner said, "this place wasn't abandoned. The people just died here.”
"But why are the bodies so clustered?’ Marji Koczan wanted to know.

Juliawatched as Professor Holcombe pondered the sky to the south of them. Everyone's attention
turned.



"Hadn't noticed that before," Holcombe said.
"Neither had |," Juliasaid.

Massive cloud shapes had gathered ten miles off, perhaps the prelude to an afternoon storm. If thiswere
back home, Juliaknew, rain would be less than an hour away. But Professor Holcombe seemed more
concerned than usua over this storm.

Holcombe touched the com/pager at his belt and spoke into the chevron at his collar. "Pilot Six, are you
there? Report on your status.”

From the speaker in the chevron came static, but the voice of their deadman pilot broke through. "-
avionics malfunctioning ... amrelocating to your transponder coordinates . . . storm approaching

Juliaconsdered the storm. The cloud formation, severa thousand feet high, seemed strangely coherent
for amere afternoon storm. It was more of agiant taking shapein the sky.

"Pilot Six," Holcombe said into hiscom. "Y ou will find alarge earthworks mound amile to the north of
your position. A stone outcrop two hundred yards to the south of the mound will be agood placeto
land. We are at the mound. Y ou will seeus.”

"- acknowledged -"

The other students had now gathered around them.
"Arewe going to get caught in the rain?' one student asked.
"The gondolawill be here," young Gessner said.

"Maybe," said the professor. He faced them. "Before it arrives, let's see who can figure out thisbig boy
here"

The sun was otherwise bright above them and the wind was calm. The students only needed Holcombe's
permission to tackle the mystery of the Mound.

Thisgave Juliaan opportunity to spesk privatdy with him. "Is there something wrong, Dr. Holcombe?!

Holcombe nodded. He was very grim. " The amosphere here might be chemically more complex than we
thought. There should have been no tatic with the deadman.”

"Could that be bad?"' she asked.



"It might affect the gondolas antigravity plates,” he said. "If the aimosphereistoo highly ionized, it might
even affect communicationswith Eos.”

For thefirst time sincether landing, Juliafdt atwinge of actud fear-the fear of being stranded on aworld
they knew nothing about.

"The deadman knows enough to avoid the storm or get word to Eosif thereisthe dightest hint of danger
toitortous."

"We can ride out any storm under thefidd kit'sshield,” Juliasaid. "Weve doneit before.”

"Possibly.”

Holcombe took his binoculars out and gave the storm to the south a closer look. Hethen said, "I don't
likeit."

"Maybe we should vacate the area,” Juliasaid.

"Let'swait for the deadman,” Holcombe said. "We can easily stay ahead of the slorm if the gondolais il
maneuverable.” He checked hiswatch. "It won't take him long to get here. | think we havetime.”

Theworried expression on the man's face belied the confidence of hiswords.

Some of the sudents were now climbing the Mound. The ivygrass offered excellent purchase. Other
students were looking to seeif there might be a door into the Mound.

One of these was Bobby Gessner. He drew their attention, calling out from the base of the ivy-covered
Mound.

"Hey!" he shouted. "Over here, you guys! Look at this!"
The boy was wrestling back a curtain of ivy where he had found an entrance to the strange structure.

"Look what | found!" he exclaimed proudly.

Captain Cleddman closely studied the printouts Cutter Rausch had just delivered to him on the command
deck. The second shift was ready to come on, but severa members of the first shift had lingered behind
when they saw the disturbing news about the rail-gun system.

"So therésared posshility that every data bullet we sent has gone out damaged,” the Cloudman said.
"Isthat right?’

"All except thefirst onewe sent," Rausch informed him. " The mayday seemsto have madeit toits



destination intact.”

Alex Cleddman had areputation of being one of the most steady and unflappable pilotsin the Pilots
Guild. Thistime, however, he seemed nether steady nor unflappable.

"Son of abitch," he snarled. He rattled the printouts before him. " Are you sure about the mayday?'

Rausch nodded. "Reasonably. Everything seemsto indicate that the mayday was received and taken to
the proper authorities, then answered. Minusthe travel timefor itsreturn, they took twenty-eight minutes
to make adecision and respond.”

"But the others"
"Apparently D.O.A., whatever their destination.”

A member of thefirgt shift, Lawton Blythe, arugged ex-constablein the Earth Services, was anaturaly
suspicious man. Blythe leaned forward in his chair. "How many of the other bullets sent out were from the
Enamorati? Or werethey dl just ours?'

"They were ours,” Rausch admitted.

"So ourswent out scrambled and theirs didn't?' Blythe said, nodding to himself. "That ssemsto point a
finger at the Enamorati, if it was sabotage. Y ou think the Enamorati are stupid enough to pull afast one
onus?

"I'm not sure they have pulled afast one on us," Cleddman said. "We till need an Engine. Why would
they sabotage the rail-gun system? Remember, they use it to send messages too.”

"Have we received any bullets from the H.C. sent to us as independently sent message packets? Packets
that weren't responding to abullet we sent?' Cleddman asked. "So far, no,” Rausch told him frankly.

Eos's second pilot, boss of the second shift, spoke up just then. Rene Udice was aredheaded, fortyish
woman, somewhat on the heavy side, but she made for avery capable pilot. She said, "What do you
think would be Porter's reaction if he found out that the H.C. doesn't know what's going on here?

"That's hard to say," Cleddman said. "He'd speak with the Kuulo for sure. At the very least heéd want us
to fix the bullet system. And probably as soon as possible. At least, that'swhat | would do.”

"Weé're taking gpart the queuing system tonight,” Rausch said. "Tomorrow, well physicaly inspect therail
gun. But in order to do that, well have to shut it down so we can get past the antimatter shield
surrounding therall itsdlf.”

"We should do that before we go off making any accusations,” the second pilot said. "Maybe it wasn't
sabotage.”



"That'sapossbility,” Rausch said.

"Y ou know," Lawton Blythe said, "if the students find out that none of their messages home have been
getting through, it could get nasty. | suspect even the Ainge studentswould be darmed.”

Cleddman's brow furrowed in thought. "If the Enamorati are fighting among themselves and if they
sabotaged the data-bullet system, it makes me wonder if an Engine convoy is on theway or something
esedtogether.”

"Such as?" the second pilot asked.
"A troop ship?' Cleddman said.
"Wewould il need an Engine," Blythe said.

But the men and women gathered on the command deck were all thinking the same thing. Rene Udice
sad, "Maybe they have no intention of refitting uswith an Engine. Maybe they're coming to wipe us out.
They could tell the H.C. that we suffered an accident smilar to what the Annette Haven experienced.”

Lawton Blythe added, "L ook what's happened so far. There has been an Engine breakdown and rumors
of Enamorati unrest. And if it'strue that some of our students may have seen the Engine being removed,
it's possible that we've pushed the Enamorati Compact too far. From the Enamorati Home Council's
point of view, Eos University could be aliability. Maybe instead of an Engine on itsway, executionersare
coming.”

"1x," someone mumbled.
Cleddman paced the room. "Not executioners,”" he said. "Maybe police.
"How do you figurethat?' Lawton Blythe asked.

Cleddman said, "If the Enamorati are fighting among themselves, the Kuulo would naturaly want to
dtabilize the Stuation. New personne coming with anew Enginewould do that.”

"So therebd faction, if thereisone," Blythe suggested, "might be responsible for the scrambled data
bullets”

"That'swhat | wasthinking," Cleddman said.
"Yes, but," their second pilot offered, "what if the Kuulo's faction sabotaged the data-bullet system?”

Cleddman sad, "That'salso apossibility, but | think it'slesslikely than the first scenario. Remember,
there are forty-five hundred human beings on board Eos and | ess than a hundred Enamorati. | don't think
Kuumottoomaawould risk an uprising.”



"So are we going to pass thisinformation aong to Porter?" Lawton Blythe asked.

Cleddman shook his head. "For the moment, let's pretend this is a ShipCom technical matter. If we can't
sraighten it out before morning, I'll tell the president what's been going on. For now, mum'sthe word."

The meeting ended with the second shift coming on duty. All the other personnd went to their quarters,
but Rausch, at Cleddman's request, remained. Cleddman had just asked him to go over the details of the
data-bullet ingpection process when the door to the command deck hissed open and President Porter's
personal assistant, Kennedy Ridlon, entered. Two campus security officers had come with him, but they
remained outsidein the halway.

"What can | do for you, Mr. Ridlon?" Cleddman asked.
Ridlon gave Cutter Rausch aquick, distasteful glance. Rausch was il inhisgi.

"President Porter has convened an emergency mesting of the Governors Council in the Colonid Suite.
He asked me to escort you there personaly.”

"What about Mr. Rausch?" Cleddman asked, indicating the communications chief. "He's on the
Governors Council, too."

"Thisisan impromptu mesting, nothing officid,” Mr. Ridlon said. "Hée's only talking with afew members
of the Council, the more important ones.”

"What the hell am I”?" Rausch asked. " Chopped liver?
Ridlon'seyeswere asgray as histunic. "Dr. Porter only requested the captain. Sorry."
"Then let'sget onwithit," Cleddman said.

He returned the printouts to Rausch and said, " Get these to physics. See what Eve Silbarton hasto say
about them."

Rausch looked confused for a second or two, but recovered quickly. "Right,” Rausch said.
The First Secretary did not seem to notice.

Cleddman followed the president's personal assistant off the command deck and into the outer corridor.
But it seemed that the two campus-security men had decided, for whatever reason, to remain behind at
the entrance to the command deck.

Cleddman made note of that. And didn't much likeit.
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Cleddman and the First Secretary walked to the nearest trangit portal, which whisked them amidships,
where the university's adminidrative offices were located. When they arrived they were passed, going in
the opposite direction, by Lieutenant Fontenot and three of his people. They had apparently just come
from the Colonia Suite. This, Cleddman found odd. The Governors Council was composed of the heads
of dl departments on the ship, including campus security. Fontenot's business with Nolan Porter, then,
must have aready been concluded.

One entirewall of the Colonia Suite was ared-time 2D projection of the blue and white planet below
them. About thirty individuals had gathered in the suite, and dl of them seemed to have been waiting for
the Cloudman to arrive. Cleddman found a seat closest to the door.

The mild chatter in the room ceased when Cleddman and Mr. Ridlon walked in.

President Porter was conversing with the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa at the opposite end of theroom in an
areaset asde for the Enamorati representatives on the Council. Rather than use chairs, the Enamorati
usually relied on aseries of upright supportsthat madeit easier for them to stand for long periods of time.
That the Kuulo was here in the flesh, and not in 3D, seemed particularly ominous to Cleddman.

The next surprise came when, from adoor behind the Kuulo, an Enamorati Cleddman had never seen
before stepped into the room. From the whispered mutterings of the other humansin the room it was
evident that some of the governors hadn't seen it before either. This Enamorati was afew inchestaller
than the Kuulo and had a pronounced ridge running from its nose to the back of its head. Its e-suit was
an olive green and, to Cleddman, it looked an awful lot like battle armor. Itshigh collar, insde the
trangparent helmet it wore, concedled every facid feature but its eyes.

It immediately made eye contact with Cleddman, staring a him accusingly.

Cleddman made other observationsin quick order. This new Enamorati notwithstanding, there were no
other Enamorati present- no Avatkas, no Kaks. The Kaks, the Enamorati's navigators, were dways at
Council mestings, and so were their human counterparts. Y €, first-shift navigator Peggy Harris wasn't
there, nor was Linda K asperzak of second shift. Also missing wasthe head of the physica plant, Lewis
Arendall, and, of course, Cutter Rausch. Infact, this Council seemed to be made up entirely of the
friends of President Porter who were dl from prominent Ainge families. And stting off to hisleft were
Auditors Nethercott and Rood. By charter, Ainge Auditors-or any rdligious officia-were forbidden from
attending Governors Council meetings. Cleddman grasped the situation ingtantly. He leaned back in his
chair. "l takeit that thisisn't quite the emergency Mr. Ridlon said it was."

Nolan Porter gave him that condescending half-smile the Ainge were so famousfor. "It'snot an
emergency that threatensthe ship, if that's what you mean, Captain.”

"That's not what | mean, Nolan, and you know it," Cleddman said. "Who'sthe new creature?’



President Porter bristled dightly and the haf-smilelost whét little warmth it had. "Thisisamember of the
Enamorai armaz-paava class. They are bred with eidetic memories. They remember everything and are
used aswitnessesin legal proceedings.”

"Sncewhen?'
"Since we have known the Enamorati,” Porter said. "They have dways been around.”

"That's horseshit and you know it," Cleddman said. "We've been studying their culture for, what, two
hundred years? I've never seen anything like thisguy before. And | don't think anyone elsein thisroom
has seen it, either.”

The assembled group looked at each other, muttering under their bresth. But Cleddman had read the
Stuation correctly.

Porter started to speak, but Cleddman cut him off. He rose from his chair. "L ook, maybe no one's ever
explained thisto you, Nolan, but most captains of spacegoing vessaslike to know what they're hauling
around. It makes them nervous because they don't know if they're hauling around something that might
kill the crew and passengers and blow them up out in the middle of fucking nowhere. | want to know
what thisthing isand what isit doing herein body armor.”

Severd of the well-heded Ainge gasped at the captain's effrontery.
"Captain, | can assure you-" the president sputtered.

Cleddman poked Nolan Porter in the chest. "'I'm also bothered by the fact that half the Council is not
here. So what'sthis dl about? Have you finally decided to turn Eos University into atheocratic state or
what?'

President Porter drew back. "If you are speaking of our guest here, it is absolutely harmless. The coloring
of itse-suit hasto do withitscaste. It is not body armor.”

"I don't buy that and neither do you," he said to the president.

The Kuulo raised his gloved hand. "Captain Cleddman, we have a very grave matter before us, I'm
afraid. These other issues can be dedlt with on another occasion.”

The captain crossed hisarms defiantly. "Then let's get down to business. What sort of hand job areyou
people giving me?'

Speaking carefully, the president said, "As you know, Captain, events over the last few days have taxed
the Enamorati Compact and we believe that some sort of intervention isrequired in order to prevent
further damage to our relationship with the Enamorati. I'm sure you can appreciate thefinelinel am
walking intrying to find asolution to our problems.”



"What isit you'retrying to say, Nolan?' Cleddman said bluntly. "We're al acquainted with the English
language here. Except maybe them." He gave a curt nod toward the two aliensin their braces.

"Captain, we've had several students who we think managed afew days ago to witness the Enamorati's
Makajaa ceremony, which would bein clear violation of the Enamorati Compact.”

"Aswell asapossibleinfringement of Enamorati rdigiousritesand rituas,” Auditor Rood added, one
row away.

Cleddman leveled hisarm a Rood. "Y ou aren't even supposed to be here, let done open your mouth.”
The Auditor turned bright red, asif dapped. Cleddman turned to the university president. He hadn't
heard about students violating the Enamorati Compact. If any had-and if the campus security or the
faculty senate had proof of the transgression-the whole ship would have known about it by now. This
was adodge.

"Students will be students, Nolan," Cleddman said.

"Not our students, Mr. Cleddman,” High Auditor Nethercott said, hisvoice cracking with barely
suppressed anger. " Our students would never do such athing.”

"Captain, we are not talking about student pranks here," Nolan Porter said.
"Thenwhat are wetaking about?'

Bishop Nethercott stood up defiantly, hisfists balled with impotent rage. "'For your information, Captain,
for some time now we've been tracking what we think is an eavesdropping signal or probe coming from
Babbitt Hall. It's probed us; it's probed the Enamorati compound. And that we will not tolerate.”

"What are you talking about?' Cleddman asked. Nethercott told him. " Someone's been remotely
eavesdropping on our main Auditor station. It comes and goes, but we got afix on it yesterday. The
Kuulo Kuumottoomaa reports detecting the same phenomenon in their chambers. We know thisisgoing
on."

"If you can provethat thisis happening,” Cleddman said, "then I'll make every effort to locate the people
responsiblefor it and bring them to justice. If you have that proof, then I'll back you al the way in court.
If you don't and dl thisis about isretribution or harassment of non-Ainge students and faculty, 1 will
throw al of you off thisboat mysdf.”

The room was his, and for severa long moments no one said anything. Do you have proof that this has
taken place?' Thetwo Ainge Auditors and the Kuulo considered one another.

Nethercott said, "We don't have it yet. We can only estimate the distance of thereturn signal. All we
know isthat it's coming from Babbitt Hall."



Cleddman nodded. "Well, we can find its source easily enough. Cutter Rausch might be able to come up
with the equipment to locate the signd precisdly. But | want neutral faculty or saff to withessthe signa
capture. Thisship runs by law, gentlemen, not divine dispensation.”

Cleddman turned back to President Porter. "What eseis on your mind, Nolan?"

Nolan Porter pulled out two letters from one of his pockets. " Several days ago, | sent a data bullet back
to the H.C. Plenary Council apprising them of our situation here. Their reply came in this afternoon.”

It was Cleddman'sturn to blink. "That'sit, | takeit."
"Yes itis"

"May | seeit?"

"Certanly."

Nolan Porter gave him one of the letters, newly printed from arecently uncompressed data bullet. It bore
the officid sed of the Human Community Plenary Council and was signed by Mason Hildebrandt the
Seventh. Theletter seemed authentic.

Which wasimpossible.

Data bullets were going out damaged, impossible to decompress, thusimpossible to read. Mr. Rausch
had precise records of al bullets sent to Eos. And asthey had just recently discussed, no independent
bullets had arrived intact.

Porter spoke as Cleddman read the letter. " The Council has given us permission to proceed to
Wolfe-Langaard 4, once our new Engineisingaled. There, the Enamorati will be able to determinefor
themsalvesif the Compact has been violated. They aso need to compare their test results on the old
Engine with test results on other Engine failures which they have at Wolfe-Langaard 4."

Cleddman raised his eyebrows. "Wolfe-Langaard 4? That's an eight-month flight, one way. What're
Mom and Dad going to think when they get wind of this? For they will, you know."

"The Plenary Council will be meeting to consder that issue very soon,” Porter said. "No onetakesthis
lightly, I assure you, Captain Cleddman.”

"And what are the students, faculty, and staff going to do while we're taking an extended vacation to
Wolfe-Langaard 47"

Here, the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa spoke. "We believe that your esteemed faculty will be ableto fashion
lesson plans that do not require your planetary stops. They can probably make up their [ost work on
Wolfe-Langaard 4 itsdlf. It isavery habitable planet-the first extrasolar planet we settled when we first



garted traveling in space. It isthe equivaent of your settlements on Tau Ceti 4."

"Mr. Kuumottoomaa," Cleddman said, "I don't think you should presume to speak for our faculty, unless
you want afullblown insurrection on your hands. That'sthe first thing. The second isthat I'm not taking
this ship anywhere until | see proof that the Enamorati Compact has been compromised. We're not going
to make along trip out of our way just because you think someoneis probing your quarters or that some
student maybe has seen the Engine being removed.”

Nolan Porter drew himsdlf fully erect, jutting out his chin. "Captain, what happens next on Eoswill affect
the rest of humanity. The Plenary Council isall too aware of that fact."

The university president held out the second | etter, which Cleddman took.

Porter went on. "Asyou can see, Mason Hildebrandt has granted our request to take over flight
operations of Eos until the crissisresolved to the Enamordti's satisfaction. I'm very sorry about this,
Alex, but the order hasthe H.C. Plenary Council's gpprova and you see that they've affixed their sedl .”

Cleddman read the second letter, now understanding why the two guards were | eft outside the command
deck. It aso explained why the other members of the Governors Council weren't there with them in the
Colonid Suite.

The letter, completely bogus, had placed him on administrative leave for a period ten months-the exact
length of timeit would take to reach Wolfe-Langaard 4.

Hed just been fired.
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Those archaeology students exploring other parts of the mysterious Mound immediately chucked their
own ventures across the roof of the"plaza’ when young Gessner had announced his discovery. Those
students climbing the sides of the Mound did back down in arain of shorn leaves; the others came
running.

Julia, however, sopped them dl from storming the entrance, plunging headlong into no telling what. "Hold
on, people,” Juliasaid. "Not so fast. Everybody back off."

"Thank you, my dear," Professor Holcombe acknowledged as he came up behind them. Holcombe
seemed to have caught his breath and was no longer wheezing with even the smplest effort.

Two students helped young Gessner pedl back theivy curtain, tying it in place with alength of rope off to
one sde. Severd shouldercamstook al thisin. Julia stood aside as Professor Holcombe gpproached the
gperture. Hisflashlight came out and along beam of white light surveyed the dark opening in the Mound.



With thefall of ivy-grass pulled back, they could see that the Mound was not made of compacted bone
and dried cartilage, but had been constructed with tightly packed cobblestones of pinkish quartz
composition. The entranceitsdlf, they found, was an excavation, atunne Sx to seven feet in diameter.
Someone had gone at the Mound in this one spot with pick and shovel.

"Grave robbers, you think?" Juliawondered out loud.

"Let's get some probes from the field kit," Holcombe said. "I don't want to walk into agiant
VenussHlytrap.”

"But this place has been dead for athousand years," oneimpatient student claimed. "What could beliving
here?'

"Booby trapslast forever, son," Holcombe replied. "L et's do this by the book. Okay?"
Despite their disappointment, the students backed off and | et the careful probing proceed.

Organic life-forms gave off various body odors or chemicd residues of their metabolic processes.
Holcombe, Bobby Gessner, and Juliaran severa checks at the entrance to the tunndl, but found that the
tunndl was dry as bone. Thisdid not rule out dangers of amechanical kind, but Holcombe was satisfied
with their initid biotic scans enough to proceed.

"Bring thefloat lights," Holcombe said. Marji Koczan and young Gessner brought in severa small
anti-gravity lanterns. These would hover inches above the tunndl's hewn floor about every ten yards or so
to mark theway.

The soft illumination in the tunnel revealed that the cobblestones were in fact made of an opaque and very
hard pinkish glass, not rock-solid quartz as they first thought. Moreover, they were completely round.

"Do we know of any civilization that's used round bricksto build their pyramids?' Juliaasked as she
gudied the calling.

"And what would be used to hold them in place?' Marji Koczan asked. "Glue?'

Professor Holcombe took out asmall pick from his utility belt and teased athin edge of chaky-white
material from the matrix between the siones. "Aliensdo dien things," Holcombe said dowly. "Who
knowswhy they built this Mound?’

"Who knows why someone & se would want to tunnel into it?" Julia.asked.

Nobody spoke for several moments. Julia watched Holcombe study the further depths of the tunndl.
Holcombethen sad, "Wait here.”

Everybody waited as Holcombe dowly walked to the end of the tunndl. He walked dightly hunched over



because his head was inches away from the ceiling, and, Julianoted, he had turned his persond shield up
dightly. He disappeared around a corner like a bear returning hometo its own cave.

Julia, meanwhile, began examining the cobblestonesin thewalls. With her own pick, she coaxed out one
of the cobblestones. It was remarkably light. It might even be hollow.

Shehddit upinthelight. "Thislooks like one of the objectsthat aien had in his pouch. Remember?!
She handed the stone to Marji Koczan.
"Except that these are bigger,” Marji Koczan said.

Professor Holcombe reemerged from his short jaunt to the end of the tunndl. "The tunnd is quite
extengve. It goes on for severa more yards and leads to acentral chamber.”

"Look at this, Professor Holcombe," Marji Koczan said. She held Julia's cobblestone before him.
"Doesn't thislook like those objects we found in that first alien's pouch?"

"It does," he remarked.

Julia noticed that Holcombe seemed pae. But that, she thought, might have been atrick of thelight from
thefloaters.

"What do you think they are?' Koczan asked.
The archaeology professor seemed amost reluctant to answer.

However, just then, from behind them, back near the entrance to the cave, a student in the rear started
shouting. "Dr. Holcombe!" The student pushed hisway toward the head of the line. "Dr. Holcombe,
you'd better take look at that storm outside!”

They hustled back to the mouth of the cave. Stepping out in the open they found three other sudents
standing beside the hovering field kit, which had been | eft outside. The students were staring off to the
ominous south.

An dectric storm cloud the Size of alarge asteroid had seemingly coaesced out of vague vapors and
high-altitude winds. And it had done so in the space of twenty minutes. Around its edges sparkled balls
of brightly colored lighting. In the distance, they seemed to Julialike angry gnats.

One of the students at the hovering field kit turned to them. He looked very frightened. "I tried reaching
our gondolabut al | got was gtatic. Then | tried to reach Eos. The cal wouldn't go through.”

Thunder started trampling the landscape, coming up from the south, and Juliafelt the living presence of
negdiveionsintheair.



"Everybody indgde!" Holcombe rapped. "Thefied kit, too!"

She stood there, mesmerized, by the strange formation of clouds. It amost seemed dive. It seemed ...
familiar.

The students maneuvered the floating field kit into the opening of the hidden cave. Juliacamein lagt,
reluctant, tugging at the rope that held thefal of ivy-grass. They were completely concealed. But
conceded from what! A mere thunderstorm?

She looked at Professor Holcombe and saw that he had been thinking the same thing. He nodded at her
without saying aword: The bizarre lights that were being generated by the massive buildup of clouds
seemed to resemble what Seth Holcombe and his StratoCaster friends had encountered on Kissoi 3.

Jdulidsintuitions had been sparked by the memory of Seth's own terror that had been ingrained on the
StratoCast tile Professor Holcombe had shown her.

Holcombe turned to Julia. "The Mound may protect us. But well turn the field kit's persond shield up to
itshighest setting and useit to block the entrance to the tunnel.”

"Do you think it will work?" Juliaasked as the students looked on, perplexed.

"It better,” Holcombe said. "Because we don't have any anti-gravity shoesto outrun it. In the meantime, |
want to show you something.”

When Captain Cleddman was alittle boy, he had dreamed of piloting a space vessdl. The reason? Life
was S0 boring. Humanity no longer seemed to be achieving. But the Ainge would say that humanity no
longer had to. It had arrived. The starving were fed; the homeless were housed; the sick were hedled;
and anyone who wanted to go to another world could. The Ainge, the largest Christian religion sect inthe
H.C., would even pay their way. Still, Cleddman found life boring. Only space held the promise of
excitement, discovery, and adventure.

Now he had dl three. In spades.

Cleddman undoubtedly surprised everyone on the Council by taking the news camly and walking out
when it gppeared the meeting was over just afew minutes later. According to university charter protocol,
Cleddman would continue overseeing the daily functions of the ship. But actua command relating to
traveling would be given over to someone of Nolan Porter's choosing. This could be anyone, from Rene
Udice, the ship's usua second pilot, to someone in campus security or even the physica plant. There
were about six or seven individualswho could stand in for adebilitated pilot. So it was Porter's call.

Thisdidn't mean that Cleddman waked away angry. He smply had an ace or two up hisdeeve.

To President Porter's credit, he did not place aguard on Cleddman, thus alowing him to go back to his
quarters unescorted. Also part of protocol: Porter was kind enough to give him the letters that had



supposedly come from the Earth just hours before from Mason Hildebrandt, permitting him to redirect
the university to another part of the Alley.

Oncein the outer hallway and finding that he was aone, Cleddman opened hiscom and in aquiet voice
said, "Mr. Sammons, thisisthe captain. Could you and Mr. Wangberg meet me on the command deck
assoon aspossible. | would appreciateit. Out.”

Onceingdethe nearest trangt portal, Cleddman went directly to the command deck rather than hisown
quarters. Had Nolan Porter any military experience, he wouldn't have alowed him to roam free at all.
Trust and docility, though, were stock Ainge characteristics-virtuesin earlier Christian eras, viceswhen
aninfinity of death surrounded you. Hewould personally seeto it that Porter was hoisted on alanyard
when thiswas over.

Cleddman exited the porta nearest the command deck and, to his surprise, he did not find anyone
standing guard.

However, stepping insde the command deck-the door still recognized his chevron-Cleddman found
three of Mr. Fontenot's guards unconscious on the floor. Cutter Rausch, still in hisgi, was just now
cadming down. The man's hair was dightly mussed.

The second-shift crew wasooking on in absolute amazement.
"What happened to them?' Cleddman asked.

And Rausch said, "One guy accidentdly hit the ceiling. That guy there hit that wall over there. And this
guy was bounced upside down on the floor. Severd times."

"It probably won't matter, in thelong run,” Cleddman said walking around the unconscious guards.

Cleddman then explained the Situation to them, showing them the fasely constructed | etters that had been
dlegedly sent from the Plenary Council al the way from the solar system.

"Do you think the president knowswhat he'sdoing?' Rene

Udice asked.

Cleddman nodded. "He doesiif he concocted these letters. And | think he did.”
"But why ?' Lawton Blythe asked.

"The Ainge view the Enamorati askin," Cleddman said, "probably because they commune with the same
God. It'sinconceivable to Porter that the Enamorati would do us harm. He thinks well be exonerated
whenwegototrid."



"Thereisarumor,” Rene Udice said, "that when Porter's stint as president of the university isover he
wantsto be dected Highest Prophet in the Ainge Church.”

"Ix," Lawton Blythe mumbled. "What do we do?'

Cleddman said, "I've caled Wangberg and Sammons, but those guys might not be ableto help usif we
do end up taking off for Wolfe-Langaard 4."

"But those letters are fakes," Rene Udice said.

Cleddman handed Cutter Rausch both of the letters. " Porter saysthey're fully restored uncompressed
bullets. Asyou can see, their time of receipt by Eosis at the top of each letter. Asyou can aso see, both
bullets arrived just hours ago and they arrived intact.”

Rausch had by then brought his bresthing under control from the tusde with the three guards. He said,
"These letters are frauds. And even if they weren't, Mason Hildebrandt could never have convened the
Plenary Council in lessthan aweek. They meet face-to-face and in red time on Luna. They would
probably debate the issue for aweek. By that time, Mom and Dad would have heard what was
happening out here and created afirestorm of criticism. Hildebrandt would have cdled us in to stand
trid, not out to Wolfe-Langaard 4. Do we even know wherethat is?'

Lawton Blythe indicated his screen. "I've just brought it up. It'sway the hell in toward the gdactic
center."

"What do you think the Rights Advocacy Office can do?"' the second pilot asked.

"If we can get the data-bullet system up and running,” Cleddman said, "well need dl the clout we can
ot

He turned to Cutter Rausch. "For whatever reasons, Porter's concocted this letter so he can take over
the ship. What | want you to do, Cuiter, isfacamile both of these |etters down to the last molecule.
They've got Porter's fingerprints on them and maybe the people who actualy made them. So if he denies
ever seeing them, then well be ableto nail himin court.”

Rausch nodded. "I'll remove mine, then."

"But first welve got to fix the data-bullet system and get word out to the nonaligned worlds and | et them
know that Porter just took control of the ship when there was no reason to do so, particularly when the
Kuulo hasn't registered aviolation of the Enamorati Compact. Somehow Porter's convinced that he's
doingthisin our best interests.”

"A show of good faith?' Rausch said.

“Perhaps”



"Then could it be possible that the Enamorati sabotaged the data-bullet system?’ one of the techs asked.
"They could have sent out their mayday, then hit the rest of the system.”

"But that begs the greater question ‘why,™ Cleddman said.

One of the techs, who had been listening to the conversation, had been sitting idle at her console.
Suddenly, she sat up as ayelow warning light appeared on her board.

"Captain!" shesaid. "I think someon€estrying to override our boards.”
"I've got it, too," Rene Udice suddenly announced, swiveling around in her chair.
Cleddman stepped around to Udice's sation.

The femde tech who had announced the first darm said, "I'm tracking a systems sgnd diagnogtic. It shot
right through my board like someone wastesting it. It's gone now."

Rene Udice sad, "It looks like someone activated the auxiliary power network."
"Where did the signd originate?' Cleddman asked.
"Not from the physical plant,” the femaetech said.

Cleddman smiled wryly. "I'd say somebody's testing the system to seeif they can bypassthe entire
command deck up here."

"But why?" the fema e tech asked.

"Probably to seeif they can take control of the ship if they need to at some point in the future,” Cleddman
sad.

"But who would be doing such athing?' she asked.
"Lieutenant Fontenot,” Cleddman said.

"But he couldn't do anything without power from the physica plant,” thetech said. "IsLewis Arenddl one
of them, too?'

Cleddman frowned. "If Fontenot could convince Lewis of the legdity of this coup, then Lewiswould be
bound to go along. | know Lewisvery well. He would never do anything to endanger the students.”

Cleddman turned to Rausch. "Cuitter, get those letters duplicated. Get copiesto the Rights Advocacy
Office, get copiesto the student newspaper, if you can find them; then, when you figure out what'swrong



with the data-bullet system, get copiesinto the Alley with asummary of what's going on. Include the
facamiles. Fireit to every nearby ship and outpos.”

The door to the command deck hissed open and two men stepped in. They wore their usua black tunics
with shouldercams and they carried with them their quasi-intdlligent briefcases.

"Ah, Mr. Sammons. Mr. Wangberg," Cleddman said.

Thetwo lawyers stared down at the guards spread-eagled on the floor and till unconscious.
"Wevegot aproblem,” Cleddman said. "And it involves these gentlemen here.”

"l should say s0," Sammons said in avoice resonant and commanding.

"But not in the way you think," Cleddman said, pulling thetwo meningde. "Let meexplan-"
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Holcombe had seen enough of the approaching storm to comprehend the magnitude of what was about
to befal them. He should have known it from the dy frizzinessin the air while he was walking acrossthe
ivy-covered fidlds. But Homo interstellaris had long lost the intuitive hunting skills that had gotten them
out of the plains and jungles and to the stars. This was the somatic caress of the Ennui, just now
something very red.

Holcombe pushed the kit'sforce shield to its maximum setting, which would easily protect them and
much of the Mound aswell. But for how long? He wondered.

By thetime they were al back insde, the storm had aready begun to spit upon the land. Wind and rain
gtarted pushing at the Mound, but insde, silence reigned.

"We never checked the sky for predators,” Marji Koczan said, hunkering down by the dim light of a
floater.

"What about the gondola?' someone else asked.

"The deadman might have seen it coming," Holcombe responded. " One of the landsats might have seen it
forming. Someonein Eos could have gotten word to it.”

"|sthat storm out there ... alive?' someone asked.

"Perhaps not as we would understand it, but living nonetheless" he admitted.



Julia, he noticed, had been looking a him aswell, but she was merely waiting on hislead. "Why don't you
tell uswhat you think isout there, Julia.

Juliafaced the watchful students. "Professor Holcombe had a clone-son who was part of a group of
StratoCasters. They were sky-runners and had encountered a cloud formation like the one outside.
Except that this onewas on aplanet called Kissoi 3. It chased them but they managed to outran it.”

"Y ou had a StratoCagter clone-son?" a student asked. He was a freshman and came from a prominent
Aingefamily on Tau Ceti 4. "Hewasin your family?'

Aingerardy ligtened to StratoCasts. They did not go in for degp-mind introspection. To them, dl a
person needed was an Auditor, a church nearby, and a beneficent Mazaru to guide him.

Theivy curtain concealing the cavern began to shudder with the sorm'sfury. "If what | think isout there,
it's been reported in scientific journals as appearing on two other worlds-Pahad Suuva 6 and Konaean 4.
| think we can now add Kiilmist 5to that list." And he hadn't even told them yet what lay at the other end
of thetunnd.

"Thisthing couldn't beindigenousto all of those planets,” Marji Koczan said. "That would imply thet it's
a phenomenon that goes from planet to planet. Isthat what you're saying?'

"Yes" hesad.

A deeper rumbling began to resonate through the Mound, coming from above. It danced and harried
the Mound, but the structure, protected by the kit's shield, seemed to withstand it easily. Unfortunately
for the expedition, aslong asthe kit's shield was up, they couldn't contact Eos or any of the other
gondolasfor assistance.

"Bobby," Holcombe said. "Print out a star map of the inner Alley. Highlight Konaean, Pahad Suuva,
Kissoi, and Kiilmist. | want atop-down view."

Y oung Gessner eagerly drew up the map from the kit's data banks and printed put a two-foot-square
map. He then spread it on the gravelly floor of the tunnd so dl could see for themsdlves. Hethen drew a
line connecting the stars of Kissoi, Pahad Suuva, Konaean, and Kiilmist. The line resembled anearly
perfect "wave' or ripple that might have emanated from the gaactic core itsdf. Earth was approximately
120 light-years out ahead of the "wave' front.

Holcombe pointed to the "wave."

"Thesefour star systems are roughly the same distance from the galactic core.” He tapped a section of
the map with his pointer that was awash with millions of specks of ink.

"Whereisthe Enamorati homeworld in dl of this, do you think?" he then asked.



One of the Ainge children blasphemed. "Ix!" he said with agasp. But no one admonished him.

Virr lay at the very Inner Alley. The"wave," the migratory path of the living lightstorm outside-or
whatever it ultimately turned out to be-seemed to come from there,

The physicsteam and the other renegade faculty managed to break Eve Silbarton's stardrive down into
modules so they could refine some of the more problemeatic parts of the engine while beginning the
process of duplicating the othersthat were ready. Thistook time. Their materials duplicator had to be
reconfigured for the larger parts of the drive, particularly the drive "shaft" itself, a seven-foot assembly
that resembled aminiature data-bullet rail gun. This"gun,” however, would shoot C-graviton particles
through trans-space that Eositself would come to occupy once the coordinates were established. Ben
had been in on the effort since breskfast.

They had just begun duplicating the stardrive components when Captain Cleddman surprised them by
walking rather nonchdantly into thelab.

The captain looked over his shoulder, back the way he had come. "How long has the corridor out there
been deserted?' he asked.

Theten or eleven peoplein the room looked to one ancther.
"Wedidn't know it was deserted,” said Dr. Isragl Harlin.

Cleddman darkened. "Fontenot, that son of abitch." He activated his com. "Ship Security,” he
commanded.

"Ship Security, here. Go ahead,” camethe dutiful response.

"Thisis Captain Cleddman. Where are the two guards that are supposed to be watching the physics
wing?'

There was no hesitancy in the response. "We're just changing shifts now, sir. The new shift will be on
momentarily."

"Have them report to mefirgt," Cleddman said. "I am on the physicsfloor. Out.”
Eve Silbarton, wearing a pair of welder's goggles on her forehead, came over. "So what's the news?

Everybody set their tools down and listened to Cleddman's update, particularly the switchover of
command to the university president and his appointees. He made special mention of the data-bullet
problem and the phony letters of command-transfer that could not have been sent, let done received.

"But why is Porter doing this?* young Cae Murphy asked at the end of Cleddman's briefing.



"Because," Cleddman said, "the Auditorsthink that some of the students have been eavesdropping on
both them and the Enamorati. The same students supposedly violated the Enamoreti's sacred
Engine-extraction ceremony-which is probably why we've been ordered to go to Wolfe-Langaard 4 to
gandtrid.”

Everyone looked at Ben. Eve Silbarton prodded him. "I think you'd better tell the captain what you've
been up to.”

Which Ben did, rather contritely. He then.dug out the photographs the Bombardiers made from their
probes. "We were going to get these to you anyway."

Cleddman threw up his hands. "Jesus fucking Chrigt," he said.
"Sorry," Ben said. "It just came over us."

Cleddman glared. " Something seemsto have come over everyone. No wonder Porter wantsto grab the

"But you said that he had no concrete proof that anything was done. Right?' Ben asked.
"If hefindsthese photographs of yours," Cleddman said, "hell have al the proof he needs.”

Ben then said, "But held have to explain the damage in the corridor and the one Accuser killing the other
Enamorati. That cannot be normd for them, even if they are diens™

Dr. Isradl Harlin, standing tall and thinin stained coverdls, said, "Y ou know, thisis going to bein court
for yearsand years. It'll take forever to straighten it out.”

"Likel said,” Bentold him. "Something just came over us. The opposite of the Ennui, maybe.”

"Y ou remind me of me when | wasyour age," Cleddman said. "Reckless as hell and damn lucky no one
shot me every day of my life"

"If there is a battle going on insde the Enamorati quarters, then we're all in danger,” Ben said. "Wedon't
know what factions arein there or who isin power. For dl we know, the Kuulo's group could be on the
losng sde”

"Which could explain why the Kuulo wantsto get usto Wolfe-Langaard 4 in such ahurry,” Cleddman
sad.

"But thetrip isten monthslong,” Dr. Isragl Harlin said. "'l wouldn't call that ahurry.”

"But in that timethey can quash any sort of rebdlion, particularly if the Engine convoy isbringingin
reinforcements. That's why we're going to need your enginesin place as soon as possible,” Cleddman



sad. "The new Engine could arrive a any point during the next forty-eight hours.”

"What if Mr. Rausch fixesthe data-bullet system,” another tech asked. "If we can get word back to the
H.C.-"

Cleddman waved him off. "But that wouldn't help our Situation here. I've got the lives of forty-five
hundred people to think about.”

"What about our gondolas?' Ben asked. "Six or seven of them went planetside thismorning. Il take at
least aday to get them back.”

"I've put Mr. Rausch on that," Cleddman said. He then faced Eve Silbarton. "Our second problem isthat
| think Ted Fontenot is setting up a secondary command center in the Hollingsdae facility. We picked up
ascan from the facility about an hour ago. It was sneaky, but we picked it up.”

"So you want our drivein place as soon aswe can arrangeit,” Eve said.
"Sooner, if possible," Cleddman responded.
Eve rubbed her forehead. Everyone there was exhausted already.

"l need something in place, anything in place," Cleddman went on. "Even if we can only relocate afew
hundred thousand milesin this system, that would do.”

At that point, they al heard athump ! It seemed to come from out in the hallway.
"What wasthat?' Eve said.
Dr. Harlin turned to one of his students, standing beside the door. " Check that out, Wilson."

Wilson returned, darmed. "1... think someone's placed security locks on the doors and the two transit
portas have powered down. Their 'Not in Use signsare on.”

Ben edged past everyone. Severd faculty membersfollowed into the corridor.
Ben went one way, the engineersthe other.

"Locked!" an engineer shouted from hisend of the halway.

"Hesright," Ben said.

The corridor seals were locked and the overridesto the trangt portals wouldn't work.



Cleddman tapped his com. "Security! Thisisthe captain. | amin the physics wing, which has been seded
off. | want to know why."

Lieutenant Fontenot's voice appeared over the com. "1'm sorry, Captain. We have deemed it
necessary to remove all of you to the detention center. Since it will take us about two hours to
prepare the center, we have decided to keep you where you are for the time being."

"Areyou out of your fucking mind?' Cleddman said.

"No, Captain. President Porter's given us the authority to detain you. As soon as we are ready,
we will arrive to escort you down to the center.”

"Listen to me, you moron,” Cleddman snarled. ™Y ou have no such authority! The letter Nolan Porter got
fromthe H.C. isafakel The data-bullet system hasn't been functioning properly since the Engine accident
awesk ago!"

"- will be accompanied by several Enamorati armaz-paava. They will be witnesses -"
"Fuck you, Fontenot!" Cleddman shouted. "Didn't you hear what | just said? That letter-"

But the captain's voi ce became an empty echo in the hallway. The conversation had been terminated at
Fontenot's end.

"Shit!" Cleddman swore.

"Well then," Israel Harlin said, "if we're stuck here for the next two hours, we might as well make the best
of it'

CdeMurphy then said, "What's the use? If we can't ingal the units, why should we finish them?”

And Ben said, "If you finish just two of them, we might be able to ouitfit agondolathat could get back to
the H.C. A friend of mine here, George Clock, isan excdlent pilot."

"It won't matter if we'rein jail," someone else added.
"Wangberg and Sammons are on the case," Cleddman said. "'l know they'll be-"

Ben had not been listening. Instead, he had been staring at the far end of the corridor, to the trangit portal
with thered NOT IN USE sign blinking.

"What'sthat?' he asked, pointing.

Everyone stopped taking. Thewall near thetransit porta seemed to be alittle "fuzzy.”



It was amigt, agreenish blue miasmathat sent out tendrils and wisps. At the end of the tendrilswere
amall sparklesof light.

Themigt Sarted egting.

"It's happening again!" Eve Silbarton said. " Everybody back into the lab!"
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Ben stared increduloudy at the mist growing &t the far end of the corridor. It seemed innocent enough,
withitsbright sparkling lights and its gentle hissing. Y et the innocent mist had atomizing teeth. Alarms
began sounding throughout the hdll.

Captain Cleddman turned, facing the engineers. " Get back into the lab, close and sed al doors.™

The captain engaged his com. " Ship Security! Fontenot, you son of abitch! What in God's name are you
doing?'

A dreadful moment passed before Fontenot responded. When he did, anote of derisonwasin his
voice. "Can't you people keep quiet for twenty seconds? We need the com clear. If we're going to
have an orderly transition of power, we need to make sure that all parts of the ship -"

"Fontenot, you worthless piece of shit,” Cleddman snapped. "What the hell are you doing? Do you want
usdead? The mist iscoming right for udl Isthat what you want? Isthat what thisisal about?'

"The mist," Fontenot said. "What mist?"

"Fontenat, if you think you can get away with murder, think again!” Cleddman shouted. "There are
peoplein this room who have family and connections back in the H.C. Those people are going to ask
questions and someone's going to trace this back to you, you sniveding little sewer rat!"

"What are you talking about?" Fontenot asked. "You people started this. I'm only doing what |'ve
been sanctioned to do. Calm down."

Ben watched- everybody watched-as the captain shook with monumental rage.

"Ted, that letter Porter gaveyouis fake ! And evenif it was authentic, it wouldn't give you the authority
to nate usl Open the fucking doors on the physics wing before the disassembler killsug!”

Ben edged back from the mist, keeping an ear tuned to the captain's efforts. The deadly gaswith itsfairy
lights had now filled much of thefar part of the corridor-the whole wal having falen behind the thick,



Slent smoke

Dr. Israel Harlin stepped next to the captain and spoke loud enough to be heard by Fontenot. "It was
your people, Mr. Fontenot, who brought the disassemblers on board, wasn't it. And it would be so easy.
Nobody searches the luggage and stores of campus security. It'sreally quite beautiful. Thank you, Mr.
Fontenot, for being the death of usdll.”

"What?" camefrom campus security.

"I'll bet they fucked up therail system, too!" Cale Murphy shouted. "They have accessto the entire ship
and they answer to nobody. Hey, Ted! | hear your mommais so fat that when your daddy is done with
her, hehasto roll over twicejust to get off!"

"What are you - ? Who said that!"

Ben jumped in. "And, of course, your people were conducting the investigation into the dphalab's
destruction. No wonder they hadn't found out who did it. They didit.”

"Listen," Fontenot said, sounding genuindly perplexed. " This has nothing to do -"

Eve Silbarton clutched Cleddman's arm. "It makes sense, Al. They took out the aphalab because Gan
Brenholdt's engine was close to completion.”

"But then why not take out yours aswell?* Cleddman countered.

"Maybe that was the plan,” Ben said. "There are three stardrives being devel oped here. It was Friday
afternoon, the staff had gone home. Maybe it was meant to spread. It could have taken out the entire
department without killing any of our saff.”

Cleddman waved everyone quiet. "Ted, you hear the darmsin the background? They're going off for a
reason ! Open the goddamn doors!”

"Thisisn 't going to work," Fontenot said. "Fooling with the alarm systemis another felony count
against you -"

Cleddman stepped across the hal to acommand pand and popped it open. Fontenot had undoubtedly
cut off the power to the pands, but there was a default override that only a ship's captain knew about.
Everyone watched as Cleddman pulled the entire pand out, exposing a secondary unit within. He tapped
in his private code and spoke loudly into the spesker.

"Mr. Arendal, thisis Captain Cleddman. We have a Code Two emergency in the physics department!
The doors and transit portals have been deactivated by campus security and there are fifteen people
trapped in the physics department. We need all fire personne here fast !"



"Acknowledged,” came avoice from the ship's power plant. "We're on it."

Cleddman turned to everyone standing in the doorway to the physics department. "L et's hope that Mr.
Arenddl hasn't made a decision asto which sde he's going to be on."

Ben had been watching the mist est itsfill of molecules as Cleddman called for help. Then, quite
unexpectedly, the alarms braying overhead were suddenly cut off. Silence collgpsed around them.

But the mist kept coming at them.

Meanwhile, everyonein the physicslab was rushing to the fire extinguishers. They had extinguishersfilled
with water; extinguishersfilled with chemica foams; they even had extinguishers that wrapped avacuum
around the combustion source. All of these cameinto play.

Ben pulled alarge floor-modd extinguisher from its hidden cubby in the outer hall and dragged it down
the hdll, joining the others. He held up the wide nozzle to the deadly vapor asit approached. Severa
streams of water, choking chemicals, and bursts of oxygen-strangling vacuum flowersroared at the mist.

None of it worked. The mist disassembled everything cast at it and it seemed to operate perfectly wel in
avacuum, so that extinguisher was of no useto them.

"To hel withthis" Ben said in frudiration. He lifted the floor model and threw the entire unit into the gray
fog.

The red canister flashed once then disappeared. However, the sheer mass of the extinguisher had gouged
amassive holein the mist before it had been entirely dissolved. Ben stared, astonished. Through the hole
the extinguisher made, Ben had seen movement on the far sde of the fog. Someone was standing therein
the opposite hdlway, now visible though the gap in the gray migt.

Ben turned to Captain Cleddman beside him. "Did you see that?'
Cleddman said, "I certainly did."
"| think themistisdowing,” Dr. Israd Harlin said, coming up behind them.

The rapacious mist seemed to disspate into nothingness before their eyes, asif the extinguisher Ben
threw took dl of itsresidua energy.

Tother surprise, thefloor, celling, and supporting wallsto either sde of the hallway survived unscathed,
unlike the episode last week with the alphalab. Thisbomb was meant for the corridor sedl at the end of
the hallway: the one Fontenot had locked from his officesin campus security. The wal had been
completely disassembled. A big holein themeta hung there, mist trailing from its edges.

Through the large opening, they could seeinto the next corridor.



Fragments of the mist till remained, but that didn't stop Ben from getting a better look at the person on
the other side of the mist-the person who had clearly set off the disassembler.

"Bennett, wait!" the captain caled ouit.

Ben was out ahead of them now, and, fired up with the need to exact some sort of revenge, he smply
hurdled through the opening in the gone wall. Hefdt the ends of his ponytall sizzledightly asthey
encountered stray disassembler molecules. But he did not stop.

Captain Cleddman stepped through the newly eaten hole in the wall and followed Ben. The two reached
the end of the hdlway and they finaly saw their attacker.

It had been an Accuser.
Not someone from campus security.

The creature, wearing the ditinctive olive green body armor of the armaz-paava class, fled down the
adjoining hdlway, running aswell asit could in its environment suit. And the thing was fast, faster than
Ben thought an Enamorati could run. The Enamorati were used to a.9 Earth-norma gravity, and it should
have been encumbered by the extraweight of the humans gravity aswell asits bulky suit.

Ben turned to the captain. "I'm fagter than you are. Get everyone out of physicsand tell Mr. Rausch to fix
the goddamned bullet system. We've got to get word back into the Alley."

Cleddman hesitated, probably redlizing that under normal circumstancesthey could rely on ship's security
to chase down the saboteur. But campus security, it seemed, was part of the problem, not the solution.

"All right,” Cleddman said. "Report your position when you get him. But be careful. That thing isarmed
and dangerous.”

"Right,” Ben said.

Cleddman turned back to the physicswing as Ben raced off in pursuit of the Accuser.

Ben shot around the nearest corner. The Accuser waswell out ahead of him, dodging into Stairwells,
shooting through rooms that were unoccupied at that hour. The creature appeared to know exactly
whereit was going.

Moreover, thingsjangled at the dlien's belt. Were they wegpons? Were they tools? Ben had to be careful
as he ran because the Accuser could easily drop one of his disassemblers, and Ben, in his eagerness,
might round a corner and plunge right into a disassembler mist and never be seen again.

Though the cresature had a head start, Ben was catching up with it. Now the two were approaching the
student commons and more than just afew Eos students were | eft in their wake, mouths open,



completely surprised. Some students jumped out of the way, others screamed at the sight of an
absolutely new kind of Enamorati being.

Ben noticed that the Accuser did not take any of the trangit portals back to the Enamorati chambers.
They would have been the fastest means of flight, but the Accuser ran right on past them.

Ben then redlized why: Trangt portals had computer records and video scans. It could be recognized by
the system the humans had made just for an incident likethis.

So thisguy knew the system well, Ben redlized, and had thought through his escape. It had now become
afootrace.

The Accuser burst into the main causeway, past the student cinema. Students were filing out of
Mayberry Agonistes just in timeto fed the gusts of wind Ben made as he chased hiswould-be assassin.
Students fell backward; othersjust dove for cover. Someone punched an alarm and Ben thought he
heard awhistle blow.

But now he had the Enamorati on a straightaway where Ben knew he could catchiit.

Thethrill of the chase soared in hisveins. He was his old self again, the person he used to be, the young
man who used to play football and soccer, who felt thefires of pure testosteronein hisblood, pushing
him farther, faster. He couldn't recall being this charged up.

The creature only ran with more determination.

And Ben knew exactly the course the creature would take. It was headed aft in more or lessastraight
line, regardless of who saw him. It wastrying to reach the Auditors sanctuary, where, if it got therein
one piece, it would be safe.

But Ben knew these corridorsinside and out. He turned suddenly into acorridor to hisright. If hewas
fast enough, he could cut the creature off. But he had to be fast!

He put on extra speed, fedling his heart pound, hislungs burn. Anger and revenge soared in hisblood.

He overshot hisgod. He had origindly intended to have about five yards of space between him and the
Accuser, enough room to capture the alien in his arms before the Accuser could reach for the
disassembler globes at its belt, release one, and kill them dl. That was the plan.

Instead, Ben came bursting out of the last halway and collided head-on with the Accuser.

They made an ugly smacking sound, with Ben's nose flattening violently on the faceplate of the Accuser's
e-suit. Ben's momentum carried them both to the nearest wall, where they both struck hard-the glass
from the Enamordti's helmet falling about them both like stars.



The hdl ingtantly filled with toxic gases as the cregture's e-suit automatically started pumping more of the
Enamordti's bresthable air.

Death hissed around Ben and there was nothing he could do, for he was out of air himself and was
forced to take in the deadly fumes the Enamorati breathed.

Desgth from asphyxiation was just seconds away for both the pursuer and the pursued.
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Ben saw stars.

Hissght filled with phosphenes of intense, pain-generated light and the metdllic, putrescent fumes he
breathed left him dizzy, his head spinning. He had, perhaps, thirty secondsto live.

Ingtinctively, he pinched his com/pager, which sent out an emergency distress signd that would also give
ShipCom hislocation in the ship. He scrabbled away from the wreckage of the Accuser and its shattered
helmet. The dien, which had taken the brunt of the tackle, seemed just as disoriented. It, too, began
gasping for itsown air, horrified to discover that its helmet had been obliterated.

Severd students had witnessed this and gathered in the corridor but kept their distance. However, one
student approached them. Thiswas Mark Innella, chief reporter of the renegade student newspaper. It
did not take an ace reporter to see that they had awhopper of a story before them. His shouldercam
camedert at hisurging.

Ben held up hishand, stopping Inndlas approach.

"Get back!" Ben shouted. Glass from the dien's hamet crunched undernesth him asherolled over. He
admost vomited from the smell of the Enamorati‘s air, an odor somewhere between rotten mesat, burnt
rubber, excrement, and an Earthly camel'sreally bad breath.

Ben tweaked his com/pager. Physical plant, he thought. They have access to the ship's ventilation
grid...

"Thisis Benjamin Bennett on level twenty-one, corridor eight. Track my position and close dl filtration
ventsimmediately. Weve got Enamorati atmospherein here”

More students had gathered at the nearest corridor junction. Thistime, however, the Bombardiers were
among them. Tommy Rosales and George Clock apparently had been in the commons eating when Ben
and the dlien had shot past them.

Clock and Rosalesrushed to Ben's aid, but the other students stayed where they were. The Enamorati's



bresthing air was drifting toward the ceiling.
"Hey, man, what's going on?" Clock asked, lifting Ben to hisfeet, pulling him away from the Enamorati.

"What happened to this guy?' Rosales asked. Then he saw the broken helmet, the scattered bits of glass.
Thenhe smelled it.

"Well," Rosales muttered, cupping his nose and mouth. "Now we're gonnadie.”

The three backed away from the dien. "I broke open its environment suit,” Ben said. " Get those people
out of here"

Some of the students were already backing away, and overhead the air ducts began closing off. Seconds
later, the doorsto the adjoining corridors clamped shut. The message had gotten through to the physica
plant. Unfortunately, at least ten other curious students had remained with them in the corridor with the
Bombardiers, Mark Innellabeing one such.

The humans backed off like awave advancing in a pond. But the seconds went by, becoming minutes,
and the Enamorati atmosphere hadn't done any more than make the humans turn up their noses at the
ungodly stench. Curioudly, the alien on the floor didn't seem much bothered by their air ether. By the
twitching of its hands and feet, they could seethat it was il dive, and its respiration seemed normal.

"So how come we're not dead yet?' Clock asked.
"Begtsthe hell out of me" said Ben.

Mark Innella came over and the four of them stared at the creature, which lay severa yards off, back
turned to them, trying to Sit up inits olive green e-suit. The humanswouldn't go any closer.

"What the hdl kind of Enamordti is that?' Inndlaasked.

"It'scaled an 'Accuser,” Bentold him. "Theoretically, the Accuser caste has been flying with usfor
decades.”

"What's it supposed to do?" Innellaasked.
"It's supposed to be awitnessto events,” Ben said. "But | think it'sasoldier. It tried to kill us.”

The air ductswhistled overhead as newer, cleaner air was franticaly pumped into their section of the
corridor.

"But | still want to know why we're not dead yet," Clock stated. "That guy'sdive, too," Rosalessad,
pointing to the Accuser, now Stting up in the ruins of its e-suit.



The Enamorati supposedly found the air humans bresthed ten times more toxic than humans found theirs,
and the unfortunate Enamorati was supposed to perish if he ever chanced to breathe asingle
lung-bladder of the nitrogen-rich stuff. This apparently wasn't going to happen. Even more astonishing,
the dlien dowly began to climb to itsfeet, the glass of itshelmet faling like loose diamondsto the floor. It
rose awkwardly, like astunned insect. It then turned, facing them. The jagged splinters of itshelmet's
remainsjutted up from the suit's collar, and dark blue blood had emerged from aminor scratch, nothing
serious.

The Accuser faced its pursuers. But it did not reach for any of the various wegpons at its belt-indeed, if
they were weapons- and it did not perish from the air. In fact, the adlien seemed invigorated by it.

Ben stood speechless. Thiswasn't an Accuser. It was an Avatka. More specificdly, it wasthe Avatka
Viroo. Ben had spent plenty of time in detention studying the only Accuser he had any experience with.
That Accuser had a pronounced reddish crest rising from between its wide eyes over the top of its skull.
This being, though, was the Avatka Viroo. He never could have mistaken the two. Castes among the
Enamorati werelikeracid features among human beings.

The aien moved toward them. Ben, Tommy, and George spread out indinctively. Mark Inndlasmply
watched, dumbfounded.

"You arein great danger,” the Avatka Viroo saidin clear, dightly inflected English. He had raised up an
am asif to Sgnd amomentary truce.

So they breathe air and speak English fluently. What el se can they do? Ben wondered. "Werein
danger because you keep trying to kill us," Ben told him. The creature's voice sounded a bit wheezy,
dill. Thear had some effect on him. "'l was not trying to kill you. | wastrying to set you free.”

"That's not what it looked like to us," Ben said.

Thediensad, "A vehenta hasashort life span and was dying the moment | released it. None of you
would have been hurt. Y ou needed to be free."

"What'sthat guy talking about?" Rosales asked.

Ben sad, "l wasin the physics department until this guy here turned loose another disassembler. | chased
him from the physicswing to this spot.”

"That's about ahdf of amile" Clock said admiringly.
"l wasinahurry,” Ben said. "Thisisthe second time he'stried to kill me."
"It was not an attempt on your life, this second time," the Avatka said. "Y ou needed to be free."

Ben noticed how weak the creature had become from the chase ... or it could have been from the



humans regular atmosphere.

"Y ou want to explain that?' Ben demanded. He was keeping an eye out for any movement from the
alien's hands. There wasn't an object clinging to the creature's belt that couldn't be aweapon and he had
no ideawhat a vehenta was.

The creature said, "The Engine's breakdown propelled certain forces among the Enamorati to turn against
each other. Those who are now emerging asthe victors have dlied themsel ves with your president and
hisdlies"

"We know that," Ben told the Avatka.

"What you don't know ... isthat all of you arein danger. | was hoping that the ... nonaigned humans of
the ship would have seen thered struggle before now."

"We have seen the inside of your chamber,” George Clock said, pushing forward. "So you people are
fighting among yoursalves? All that wreckage we saw, it was recent?"

The Avatka's face was unexpressive, but veins were now beginning to appear on hisforehead. "We are
Landitis”

"Why areyou fighting?' Ben asked.

The creature said, "We arefighting over... something | did, amost deplorable act.”
"What wasthat?'

"l am the one who destroyed the Engine.”

"You destroyed the Engine?' Tommy Rosdes burst out. "Why?'

"Because alittle white bear died and | knew that it wastime,” the Avatkatold them.

The group of students|ooked to one another, uncomprehending. Even Ben was taken aback. ™Y ou did
this because Julias pet bear died?" . .

The Avatka’s breathing now was coming in uneasy gasps. He started to wobble where he stood-he was
very closetofanting.

"A vast deception is being played out on the ship and it would have led to your degth. The little bear was
just another casudty in ahorrible war which must now cometo an end.”

"A war?' Mark Innella asked, his shouldercam peering close.



But the Avatka collapsed before he could add any more to his cryptic pronouncement.

33

The protective shield generated by the archaeology team's field kit hunkering just inside the entrance to
the tunndl seemed to be holding up againgt the storm outside. At the very least, the Mound seemed solid
enough to take just about anything the planet had to throw at it. It would probably last through this
particular storm. Or so Julia hoped.

The semidarkness of the tunndl, the terror of the storm outside, and the sheer eeriness of being trapped in
an dien-dug tunnel begun to get to afew of the younger students, making them nervousin waysthey had
never experienced on any of their other ports of cal. But Juliahad done agreat deal of spelunking when
she was younger-caves had always been vitd to the native cultures of the Desert Southwest in
America-s0 she didn't fed as claustrophobic asthe rest of the students.

Instead, she considered Dr. Holcombe, who stood at the rear of the group. His shoulders hunched asiif
he felt the gravity of their Stuation and hisface, lit eerily by the floaters scattered in aline about fifteen
yardsinto the tunnel, sesemed haggard and drawn. Much was on the man's mind.

"Do you know what thisis about, Dr. Holcombe?" Juliaasked as thunder waked the world outside the
Mound. The other students|ooked on.

"l have anidea," he admitted.

"That lightstorm outside,” Juliasaid. "Isit responsblefor killing off the higher life-formsin thisregion?'
"Not at first," he said. "But it would have eventualy.”

The undergraduates looked at one another, mystified.

Holcombe paused for amoment, taking along, hard look to the darkness at the end of the tunndl. He
then said, "I think you ought to seewhat'sin there."

Most of the students remained huddled on the floor, their persond shields aglow. Only Marji Koczan and
Bobby Gessner had any interest in doing any more exploration. The rest only wanted to go home.

Holcombe led the way with Marji Koczan and Juliaright behind him. Bobby Gessner brought up the
rear, dropping the occasiond floater to light the way for the others, if they choseto follow.

"So, tell me," Holcombe said to Juliaas they edged dong. The tunnel now seemed to be narrowing. "Do
you believein fae?'



"Fate?' sheasked. "l haven't given it much thought. Why do you ask?'
Holcombe shrugged, flashlight held forward like abright crysta lance.

Juliaresponded amost cavdierly, Y ou couldn't have any kind of legal system if our liveswere fated. No
one would be responsible for anything they did. Wed be creatures of our desire.”

"I'm talking about the way things happen in our lives," Holcombe said. "Outsde factors. What some
people might call ‘acts of God." Y ou know, alightning bolt out of nowhere. That sort of thing."

Juliacouldn't quite read the expression on hisface and couldn't see where he wanted to go with thistrain
of thought. So she said, "Wadll, if God plans everything or at least knows how things are going to turn out,
then | would say, yes, our lives arefated." Thiswas an old Calvinist saw that few humansheld to
anymore. Certainly fate had no place in Ainge theology. They believed that once aperson "hears’ Godin
an Auditor box, he knowswhat to do for the rest of hislife.

Holcombe paused as they seemed to be near the end of the tunnd. Just behind him, beyond the range of
light, appeared to be some sort of obstruction on the floor.

"Let meask you this" he then proposed. "What are the odds that Eos would suffer an Engine breakdown
just afew light-hours from astar system with a human-habitable planet?’

Marji Koczan and young Gessner paused right behind them.

Severd of the other students had, by then, aso decided to follow. They listened raptly to the unusud
philosophical discourse.

Koczan said, "If pure randomness governed the universe, then the odds would be astronomical that wed
be anywhere near an Earth-like world."

Julialooked at Professor Holcombe. "Are you trying to suggest that our Engine was destroyed just so we
could find this particular planet?’

It took Holcombe afew long secondsto say so, but intheend he said: "Yes."
"Then what'sdl thistak about God and fate?' Juliaasked.

"Because humans have gotten lazy," Holcombe said. "We've taken too much for granted, we've gotten
used to asking far too few questions. We've lived too long on faith one, trusting that everything will turn
out for the best because it dways seemsto.”

"The Highest Auditor saysthat faith iswhat holdslife together,” young Gessner said.

Professor Holcombe nodded dowly. "The Ainge will tell you that God speaks only to those who listen.



But if the Auditors are the only people who can hear God, what does that say about the rest of us?’
"We don't have Auditor boxes," Marji Koczan said.

"Lieinan Auditor box just once, and you'll see," amae student in the rear said. "Ixion Smith was hearing
God move through the cosmos. I've heard Him. So has everyone ese here”

"Speak for yoursdf," Marji Koczan said.

"Up until Ixion Smith built the first Auditor box, the only way we've ever learned anything about ourselves
or the universeisthrough our mistakes, our failures,” Holcombe told them. "'I've been in an Auditor box
threetimesin my life. But I'll tell you one thing Ixion Smith never knew and that isthat successisagreater
enemy than failure. Success can deceive you, but your falureswill never lieto you.”

"Dr. Holcombe, what'sthisal about?' Marji Koczan asked. Juliaamost asked the same question.
"Comethisway, children," Holcombe said.

The tunnel had narrowed to awidth of three feet and aheight of about six. Most of the lingering students
had caught up with them by now, drawn to the resonance of his storytelling voice.

"Qur first order of business," Holcombe said, stopping at the very end of the tunnd, "isto determine how
this gentleman fitsinto the greet scheme of things.”

Professor Holcombe pointed to the desiccated remains of a humanoid being at their feet. Very old and
very deed, thisindividua clutched a crude pick, and a blunted shove lay beside him. Thisentity was nat,
however, aKiilmitian.

"Oh, my God," Marji Koczan gasped. "Thisisan Enamorati!" Juliaimmediately recdled that some of the
wall graffiti they had found at thefirgt ruins had stick-figure-like images of short, squat
humanoids-Enamorati?

Bobby Gessner knelt down and carefully turned the Enamorati over. Hewas aslight and asbrittle as
papier-méché. A grimace of terror was his death mask. Some of the underclassmen backed off. "What is
an Enamorati doing here ?' Bobby Gessner asked. He looked up at Professor Holcombe. "Didn't the
Kuulo say that the Enamorati had never explored thisworld?'

"Hedid," Holcombe said.
"Then, wha-"

The students stared, awestruck, by the body before them and the myriad questionsits very existence
posed.



Holcombe then said, "It would aso be an interesting question to ask why this character isn't wearing an
environment suit. The atmosphere, even in thistunne, should have killed him. Y et he madeit in thisfar,
digging and scrgping.”

"Maybeit did kill him," young Gessner suggested.

"No," Juliasaid. "Hewas digging when he died. It looks like he might have just broken through when he
collapsed.”

"Then," Gessner said dowly, "maybethisis an ancestor of the present-day Enamorati, someone who had
come here long ago before their planet's environment went bad and they had to use esuits.”

"Except," Juliasaid, "that the Enamorati destroyed their ecosystemn centuries before the Onesci Lorii was
even born. How could a civilization with dower-than-light technology have comethisfar from their home
world? Virr ismore than two thousand light-years from this planet.”

"I think it's safeto say that this gentleman got here after the Enamorati invented trans-space travel and
after they bred themsalvesto breathe their current atmaospheric mix," Holcombe told them.

The children of the Ainge looked confused. Juliaand Marji Koczan were aswell.
"That can only mean that some of them can bresthe our air,”" one of the male studentsin the rear said.

"Perhaps all of them can breathe our air," Holcombe responded. Upon further inspection, they found that
this creature dso had a pouch full of the same strange egglike objects they had come acrossin the grasp
of the second Kiilmigtian in the ivy-covered fidd. These, too, were dry and brittle and yielded nothing of

their purposes.

"| think you people should see this," Holcombe said in the darkness beyond the end of the tunnel. He was
now standing in what appeared to be an immense cavern-the goa of the hapless Enamorati grave robber.

Julia stepped over the Enamorati tunneler and entered the Mound's capacious interior. She dropped a
floater behind her, just inside the Mound. Marji Koczan camein behind her, and behind Koczan came
young Gessner. The other students followed.

They brought up their flashlights, filling the interior cavern with al manner of dancing beams. More
floaters were thrown about and the contents of the Mound were finally revealed to them.

"Ixion Smith!" young Gessner blurted out. "Look at that!"
"It isatemple,” Juliabreathed.

"Or something,” Holcombe added.



They had emerged onto aledge about four feet wide that seemed to be made of the same cobblestones.
It completely circled theinterior of the Mound, which was alarge pit perhaps thirty-five to forty feet
deep. A large dome made of the same glassy cobblestones arched over them at aheight of fifty feet.

However, it was the object in the pit that commanded their attention.

In the pit huddled a hemispherica structure like the giant shell of an Earth turtle. It was deek, the Size of
two or three houses, and out of its Sides, plunging into the ground below it, were numerous limbs
bunched together, giving the impression of armsor legs, though it was far too massve to be aonce-living

thing.
The students aimed ther flashlights at the imposing object.
"What isit?" Juliasaid in abardly audible whisper.

Professor Holcombe standing off to one side, said, "I don't think you want to know."
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Someone once said that idle hands were the devil's playground. They must have had Jm Veesin mind.

Asthe university entered the dow hours of the evening shift, the hals became quiet and Jim became
bored. Tommy and George had gone to the student commons while Ben had taken the probe
photographsto his advisor in the physics department. Jm was | eft to his own devices, gtting in hisdorm
room in Babbitt Hall.

Jm had dways admired Ben both for his sense of daring and hisinstinct for caution when caution was
required. Ben seemed anatural |eader that way. But Vees could not shake the images the probe
captured of the mayhem inside the Enamorati compound. Nor could he shake the strange sense of trust
the Auditors had for their alien neighbors-neighbors who had al manner of weapons disguised aswall
decorations.

A very violent civil war was under way insde the Enamorati compound, but the Ainge refused to
acknowledgeit. Why?

Vees had revised some of histhinking on his Auditor box locator that occupied the second suite of his
dorm room. It occurred to him that not only could he pick up the brain waves of individua Auditorsin
their holy box, but he might even be able to duplicate them if he could maintain astrong enough lock on
the Auditor box itsaf. The experiment with the probes showed that a nexus signal could be sent and
returned at much higher power gradients than heldd thought possible.

V ees soon reconfigured his nexus projector and plugged it into an amplifier that had been gathering
power in modest increments over the last few hours. He donned the headset, reclined in his specid chair,



and switched on his system.

Veeslet hismind drift with the thetarwave rhythms the nexus beam picked up asit probed the sacrosanct
world of the Auditors. The nexus probe drifted as light as adream through walls, down corridors, into
rooms-quiet as ashadow searching for the thetawavesin the main Auditor box. High Auditors and
bishops could spend as much time as they wished in the Auditor box, listening to Mazaru doing Hiswork
acrossthe galaxy. Lower Auditors had to wait their turn, but wait they did. Patience was an Ainge virtue.
Petience and obedience,

Veeswas neither patient nor obedient.

Within minutes he found an intense source of magnified thetawaves and knew that he had found it. The
box. The Auditors more commonly called it the "station,” and, to Jm's surprise, it wasn't a"box," but
ingtead a smple chair-comfortable and plush-with alarge headset. It was enclosed by four walls, giving it
the appearance of abox from the outside.

And the Auditor taking histurn at the station was Orem Rood, one of the most privileged Auditors. Vees
could fedl the man's solemn pride mixed in with the headset's peculiar effects,

To Jm, it waslike being in an opium den. Rood was hearly unconscious with the prolonged orgasmic
titillations of the machine.

Veesfocused on the endorphic charge Rood fdt, letting his mind expand far enough to grasp the
immense, impossible, energy-charged infinities of trans-space.

He saw God.
At least as Auditor Orem Rood saw Him. Mazaru.

He gasped with euphoric reveation, for he could actually sense God a work fifty light-years away in one
direction, four thousand light-yearsin another, five hundred light-yearsin il another. Dollops of joyful
pleasure lightly touching here, lightly touching there throughout the galaxy. And it was intelligent,
knowing, and all-powerful....

The mind of Orem Rood was caling out to God. A prayer. He was gently beseeching God to swing His
righteous wrath back to therr little corner of the Alley in thistime of crisis. Time was of the essence, the
Stuation deteriorating. ..

Crisis? What crisis?

A loud bang! dammed againgt the door to Veessroom, the sheer violence of it yanking him out of his
trance. Heripped off hishemet in timeto seelong, dightly curved swords tear through the door to the
second suite asif it were merely a paper partition. The swords, dender as those used by ancient

Japanese samural, had edges that were molecule-thin. And so did their axes. These came next and the



door was diced away from its hinges within seconds.

Alien soldiers came crashing in-four Accusersin then- dark-green battle chitin and shielded faceplates,
swords ready to dice up anything that got in their way.

"Jesus Christ!" Veessaid, leaping out of hischair.

For thefirgt timeterror, real terror, gripped him. They came at him likealine of fullbacks. They had
unexpectedly powerful hands and they snatched him from hischair asif he were athree-year-old.

"Help!" Vees shouted asthe battle-armored Enamorati dragged him to the nearest transit portal. Four
spiders. Onefly. And no witnesses.

In the hallway, filled with the disappearing vapors of deep gas, were the forms of six or seven
unconscious students, caught in the wrong place at the wrong time.

Jm and his captors vanished into the trangt ring.

Cutter Rausch stepped from his private gpartment into the ShipCom Arena, busily wiping his hands with
asmall towel. The fagtidiousness held learned from the monks of the Kobe Gardens had stayed with him
over theyears. He did not like messes. But it would take severa daysto wash away the oil and grease
from underneath hisfingernalls.

"Lisa, the diagnostics. What's the word?' Rausch asked his second-in-command.

LisaBenn and severa of Rausch's closest staff had been at their boards running a series of diagnosticson
the entire data-bullet system, now that the problem with the system had been identified and fixed.

LisaBenn sad, "Just camein. Thetest bullet we sent seventeen minutes ago to Vii Vihad 4 arrived intact
and returned intact. The system'’s back to specs.”

Rausch sat at his chair and pondered the strange device that had apparently caused dl of their
communications problems. Between histhumb and forefinger, he held agizmo about thesize of a
one-credit coin, three-fourths of an inch in diameter, an eighth of an inch thick. They had found no defect,
or sign of sabotage, in their bullet compresson software or in the magnetic suspension holding queue.
That left therail gunitsalf. Rausch had been on hiskneesfor the last hour or so, wending hisway through
the maintenance tunnelsthat their servicing robots couldn't get into. The device he had found had been
placed close to the center of therail gun, but outside the antimatter barrier that surrounded the gun
housing. It wasablind spot in therail gun's construction.

"Do you know what it iS?" Maree Zolezzi asked, pointing to the wafer-szed device in Rausch's hand.

Rausch nodded. "It'sacomputer chip designed to exert adight magnetic pull on the antimatter shield
surrounding therail gun. When the gun powered up, this guy here would tug on the shield, warping it,



causing the bullet to go into awild spin. By thetimethe bullet arrived at its destination, its cohesion would
have completdly failed. Dead bullets.”

Rausch passed it around the room.

Ms. Zolezzi pondered the little device. "I've never seen anything like thisbefore,” she said, passing it on
to TeeCee Spooner. "Isit... one of ours?"

"Isit human, you mean?1'm sure well find out when we take it apart,” Rausch said. "Unless an Enamorati
got ahuman to make it, then we'd bein for along and complicated investigation and | don't want-"

The door to the Arenasuddenly hissed open. Lieutenant Ted Fontenot, two of his associates, and the
Kuulo Kuumoottomaa appeared. The Kuulo, Rausch noted, was encased in akind of e-suit he had
never seen before. Battle armor, heredized. No more charades. No more fooling around.

Rausch turned to TeeCee Spooner and gave her the strange device that had fouled up their rail launcher.
"Scan thisand add it to your report, intern. Then proceed on that other matter we discussed.”

"Yes, gr," TeeCee said. She placed the small device on their molecular scanner and turned it on. All this
was done with a careful sense of honchal ance and business-as-usua regularity. Neither Mr. Fontenot nor
the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa seemed to have noticed the transaction.

However, Rausch's attention was on the distinctive chevrons on Mr. Fontenot's collar: they were those of
aship's captain. By university charter Rausch had to obey the ship's captain, regardiess of the particulars
of succession. He could do nothing but obey the man's commands.

Or pretend to obey.
"Mr. Rausch," Fontenot said perfunctorily.

"Y es, Captain Fontenot,” Cutter Rausch said, the words tasting funny on histongue. "What can | do for
you?'

"By direct order from the Plenary Council, | have been given command of the ship and am told to
oversee the ingtallation of the new Engine. We are then to proceed to Wolfe-Langaard 4, where Mr.
Cleddman, severd faculty, and afew studentswill stand trid for possibly violating the Enamoréti

Compeact.”
"l see" Rausch said. "And why are you telling me this?!

"Because," Fontenot said, "'l want atotal communicationslock-down, nothing in, nothing out until the new
Engine arrives and the Enamorati have completed their insertion ceremony. President Porter and | will
have, by then, composed several communicationsto the worlds of the H.C. Everything will go by
protocol from now on, because | will not let any of our actions further jeopardize our relationship with



the Enamorati."
"| ;2"

"In the meantime, | want al trangit portals switched off to human traffic and | want you to announceto the
students, staff, and faculty that they areto return to their living areas until further notice. The Engine escort
will be appearing soon and we don't want any interference thistime from anyone.”

Fontenot turned to walk away.
"Then shdl | keep the trangit portals open to Enamoreti?* Rausch asked dutifully.

Fontenot paused, looking at the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa. The Kuulo said, "We have no use for them. Y ou
may include usin the shutdown, if you wish."

"Asashow of good faith,” Fontenot interjected, "we will dlow the Kuulo full use of the portds, evenif he
does not avall himsdlf of them." He made adight bow to the chief Enamorati.

Rausch congdered alight, now blinking, on his board.
"Then what about members of the Avatka class?'

Fontenot stood puzzled. He looked at the Kuulo. The Kuulo said, "The Avatkas are busy. None would
be alowed anywhere until the Sada-vaaka is completed and the ship under way."

Rausch pointed to his data board. "Wdll, I'm showing that one of your Avatkas transited to the physics
wing, oh, about ten minutes ago. What about him?"

The Kuulo looked about as perplexed as an Enamorati could be. Fontenot looked at the Kuulo
Kuumottoomaa.

"Which Avatkawould thisbe?' the Kuulo asked Rausch.
"The Avatka Viroo," Rausch said. "At least that's what we registered from his pager/transit chevron.”

The Kuulo seemed surprised by thisinformation. "Thereisamistake in your tracking computer. Our
Avatkas are preparing for the insertion ceremony and arein secluson.”

Before Rausch could respond to the Kuulo's obvious fal sehood, Lisa Benn raised her hand. She had
been pondering anew series of lights on her board. "Sir, I've got four unregistered Enamorati in Babbitt
Hall. They'vejust arrived.”

Rausch came over. Even Fontenot was taken off-guard by the revelation.



But then Benn retracted her remark. "I'm sorry. My mistake. They just transited back to the Enamoréti
compound. Never mind."

Fontenot and the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa looked wordlessy at one another.

Benn kept on speaking, however. "Oh, but now it looks like they were accompanied by ahuman being, a
student. His com/pager is off but the transfer sgnal he I eft behind suggests the weight and mass of a
human being. Mde, I'd say."

"They transited back to the Enamorati compound with a human being?' Maree Zolezzi asked. She
looked at Cutter Rausch. "Isthat. .. allowed?"

Fontenot said, "The only way ahuman could trangit into the Enamorati compound would beif an
Enamorati dlowed it. And none would. Like the Kuulo said, you're mistaken.”

"Mr. Fontenot... Captain Fontenot,” Rausch said. "Four Enamorati entered Babbitt Hall afew moments
ago and returned with amae human student. Are you and the Kuulo trying to concedl the kidnapping of
ahuman being through the transit syslem? If you are, | am duty-bound to prevent it. | oversee the trangit
portas. You don't. Now what the hell are the Enamorati doing in Babbitt Hall?"

Fontenot considered the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa. "Were you aware of this?’

The Kuulo seemed hesitant. He then said, " Of these four Enamorati, yes, | was aware of this. | cannot
say for the Avatkain the physicswing.”

"What were the four doing in Babbitt Hall?* Fontenot asked.

"A minor matter, Captain,” the Kuulo said. "We are merely detaining those responsible for violating our
Makajaa ceremony of afew days past. Y ou and your agents have enough to do in securing the ship.”

Cutter Rausch then said, "Unless you have a different perspective on this, I'd say that at the very least
you'vejust earned a case of illegd entry, destruction of personal property, assault on a human being, and
possible battery. Then you've got acharge of possible kidnapping that could be thrown at you, if that's
what's happened.”

Rausch and Fontenot had their eyes locked, but the Kuulo stepped in between them. He said, "I know
this seems extreme to you, but we believe we are well within our rights to protect our privacy. The
student taken from Babbitt Hall is the only human we know who is now capable of eavesdropping on us.
Wewill return him when the insertion ceremony isover. Wewill detain him no longer than forty-eight
hours.”

"l don't think that'slegdl,” said theintern.

Fontenot faced the Kuulo. "1 ingst that | know at al timeswhat your people are doing. Do you



understand? We live by therule of law here. | can't have you acting on your own accord. Someone
might get hurt or killed."

"| understand perfectly,” the Kuulo said.
"All right, then," Fontenot said.

Heturned to Cutter Rausch. "The Kaks have cd culated that the new Enginewill arrive in less than fifteen
hours. One was much closer than they origindly thought. We want dl of the gondolas recaled
immediately and the ship secured. Thismeans studentsin their dorms, saff and faculty in their homes, and
crew a their stations. Send that message out to everyone immediately.”

"| can do that," Rausch said.
The Kuulo added, "It isaso advisable that al of your probes and mapping satellites be destroyed.”

"We can shut them down,”" Cutter Rausch said. "Their orbitswill eventually decay and they'll be
destroyed on reentry."

"I would prefer they be destroyed now-unless they can be captured and returned physicaly to the ship,”
the Kuulo said. "If theinbound crew escorting the Engine detects a satellite or probe nearby, they will
withdraw and take the Engine with them. Wewill be stranded.”

"Then those are your orders,”" Fontenot said to Rausch and his crew. "I want acommunications blackout
and every human accounted for in six hours. Do you understand?!

Rausch nodded. "And what about Captain Cleddman? Where is he?’

Fontenot said, "He has been ordered back to his quarters. He has demonstrated a willingnessto follow
this change of command, which will look very good for him, I'm sure, when we take thisto court.”

Thetwo then |eft.

Cutter Rausch shook his head. He looked at TeeCee Spooner. "Did you have an open channd ?'
Thetal young woman nodded. "Yes, r. The cgptain'swaiting.”

"Al, how much of thisdid you catch?' Rausch asked.

The voice of Captain Cleddman filled the room. "Most of it."

"What do you want usto do?' Rausch asked.



"Forget about Fontenot for the time being. Right now we've got to find out what those four
Enamorati did with that student.”

"His com/pager isn't sending out asignd,” Rausch said. "Unless he has a pager, we cantt track him."

"I'll figure out something. Right now get word down to the gondolas. We 're going to have our
own propulsion systemin place in the next eight hours or so. If we can do that, we'll be able to
relocate ourselves in space and deal with the Enamorati at our leisure. What's the progress on our
data-bullet system?"

"I have located the problem and fixed it," Rausch said. "We're set to go.”
"The 'package ?"
"It'sgoing out right now," Rausch said. "Aswe spesk.”

LisaBenn pressed the button on her console, opening up the rail queue and activating the launcher.
Seconds later, the bullets started going out-data packets that chronicled their Stuation-complete with
photographs, video records, and voice testimonies. The package also contained an exactly duplicated
version of the letters supposedly sent from Mason Hildebrandt, giving the university president theright to
hand over the ship to campus security. Added at the very last moment by TeeCee Spooner wasthe
molecule scan of therail saboteur's chip, which was clearly not of human manufacture. And al of thiswas
done under Lieutenant Fontenot's nose.

Those bullets, however, were very heavily compacted and would take days to reach the H.C.

And they didn't have days. They had perhaps hours.

No one could save them but themsalves. And even that now seemed like animpaossibility.
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If ever there wastrouble to be had, the Bombardiers had enough to last them severd lifetimes-or
consecutive prison sentences.

"Now what?' Mark Innella asked Ben as they stood above the nearly unconscious Avatkain the outer
hallway of the sudent commons.

"Let methink," Ben said, down on one knee cradling the injured dien.

As Ben's mind raced with athousand scenarios, most of them involving incarceration, Tommy Rosaes



and George Clock shooed away the onlookersin the hallway when the physica plant opened up the
corridors and halways.

"It lookslike you've got ahdl of agtory to print,” Ben said to Inndla
Rosaes sneered. "Y ou think campus security will let this story out? Not fucking likely."
"Weneed thisguy dive" Inndlasad.

The Avatka seemed to be breathing easily enough, but none of them there knew thefirst thing about
Enamorati physiology. For al Ben knew, the Avatka could very well have been dying. Its membranous
eydidsfluttered erreticdly.

"Tommy," Ben said, standing. "'Y ou're the strongest. Throw this guy over your shoulder and let's get out
of here. Mark-" He faced the reporter, who seemed stunned to have the story of alifetime on his hands.
"Y ou haveto get news of thisincident to every single person on the ship. Faculty, Saff-everybody.”

Innella's Adam's apple bobbed a couple of times as he swallowed nervoudy. "I know," he said. He took
off, threading through the gathered throng in the hall.

Ben turned to hisfriends. "I don't want campus security to catch uswith thisguy. Wed never leave
detention.”

Rosdes effortlessy dung the Avatkas over his shoulder. "Okay. Where to?"
"The Cloudman," Ben said. "He has to know about this."

They ran back to the physics department taking as many shortcuts and detours as possible, dways on the
lookout for eements of campus security. But with their com/pagersturned off, there wasllittle anyone
could do to track them.

When they arrived at the physics department, the Cloudman was dready orchestrating the dispersal of
the physicsteam. Since Eve's unique stardrive created no propulsion g ecta, there was no need to place
them in acluster at the rear of the ship. They chose, instead, the central shaft of the vessdl. There, the six
small units could operate around Eos's center of gravity without the physicsteam having to factor in
various equilibrium equations.

Most of Eve's people had left when Ben and hisfriends showed up. Curioudy, no one from either the fire
department or the physical plant had responded to the darms that the second disassembler wegpon had
st off or then: callsfor help. But that was al right with Ben. He wasjust happy to find the captain.

Ben related the Avatka's confession to the captain, who in turn told him of the "student” from Babbitt Hall
who had transited to the Enamorati compound in the company of four Enamorati-an apparent

kidnapping.



"Jm," Ben sad. "They wouldn't be after anybody dse.”
"They'll be coming after usnext,” Tommy Rosdessaid. "Just watch.”

"Not if thetrangit portals are shut down," the captain told them. "They'd have to travel haf amile on foot
and go through the student commonsto get to us. They wouldn't risk it."

"Unless," Clock said, "they knew they could get away withiit."

"They have enough swords," Rosales added.

"Y eah, but what do they want with Im?" Clock asked.

"After what he's done?’ Rosdes said. "Hell, for al we know they may decideto eat him."

"We haveto get Jm out of there," Ben said. "I don't want to wait for the Kuulo to decide what he wants
to do about this. It would involve the Auditors, President Porter, and God knowswho dll. It'd be the trial
of the century."

"Wheat about the air insgde the Enamorati compound? The smdll in there done could kill him. It might do
to himwhat ours did to thisguy here."

Cleddman, watching it al, ran ahand through his ash gray hair. "There are other mattersto consider
here"

"Likewhat?' Ben asked.

"I'm not quite sure yet just why Mr. Fontenot wants to take over the ship. He stands to lose as much as
therest of usif we haveto face the Enamorati High Council on Wolfe-Langaard 4."

"What about the Governors Council?' Ben asked. "Can't we get them on our Sde?

Cleddman shook his head. "Porter's got them by the short hairs. They'll do anything he saysif it will keep
the Enamorati Compact from falling gpart. Our first concern is getting Eos to safety, out of the reach of
the Enamorati ruling council.”

"But what about Jm?' Clock demanded.
Ben considered the Cloudman. "Let usgo inand get him."
"Beforethey eat him," Rosales added.

Their former pilot crossed his arms and considered them evenly. "Well, men, according to awhole bunch



of laws-somereal, some imaginary-1'm not captain of the vessel anymore. | can't give you permission to
do much of anything, let done go searching for your friend.”

"Would you try to stop us?' Ben asked.
"Youll get yoursdlveskilled," Cleddman Stated.
"I hadn't been planning on that,” Ben said.

"Then we never had this conversation,” Cleddman said. He turned and headed back to the remainder of
the physics personnd, just now getting down to the task of duplicating Eve Silbarton's stardrive parts.

"Okay, wise guy. How are we going to get in there?" Rosdles asked. "The Auditorsaren't going to let us
waltz past them."

"We're not going through the Auditors” Ben said.
"We?" Clock said.

"We are going to take alifepod and go in the back way. The pods have docking collarsthat will fit any
exterior arlock, and if we can't dock, then well use EVA suits. Well take cutting tools, anything well
need to get in there.”

"Jm's pager is off," Clock said. "How are we going to find him?"

Ben had thought of thisaready. "Firgt, wetrace Jm'sfracta signature from the trangt porta in Babbitt
Hall to the exit point in the Enamorati compound. Even if they moved on from there, that could be agood
placeto dart.”

"Then what?' Tommy Rosdes asked. "Jm would be aneedle in ahaystack. We'd be looking around for
hours. We'd be caught long before we could find him."

Ben pointed to the being at their feet. "That's why we're going to take this guy aong with us. If we can
get himinto his own amosphere, he might revive long enough to help us™

"Then what?' Clock asked.

"I haven't thought that far ahead,” Ben said. "But we have to do something and we haveto do it now."

Since Cleddman was supposed to coordinate the return of the planetside gondolas anyway, he went to
the EVA bays and made sure that Eoss main computer didn't notice alone lifepod pulling away from the
ship. Ben knew that the risks they were al taking could mean their desths. However, doing nothing and
giving in seemed both inconcelvable and unconscionable .. . and yet, one month ago doing anything



daring seemed impossible for Ben. Now, they were out in the middle of fucking nowhere, at a crossroads
in gaactic higtory, flying right up the Enamorati's rear end.

For thefirg timein along time, Ben felt alive.

Thelifepod eased dong, nudged by the gentle pulses of itsthrusters until it drifted aft of the main section
of the ship to the gigantic Engine nacelle section. No human had ever gotten this close to Enamorti
territory, not even for minor maintenance and repair. The Enamorati themsdves tended to dl matters
regarding their territory.

"l don't see any guards," Ben said, staring out the forward port of the lifepod. "And no shuttles.”
"No wakesprites,” Tommy Rosales said. "They must be adeep out there somewhere.”

Ben was gtting in the copilot's seet. "1'm not picking up any security monitoring scans. That's good. |
think.”

George Clock expertly guided the lifepod, itslights out, over the edge of the vast Engine exhaust funnd, a
forbidding, blackened cone more than a hundred yards wide. It was like floating over the edge of the
famous Grand Canyon on Earth.

The black cave of the exhaust shield rose around them as the lifepod descended into the Enamorati
abyss. Mr. Rausch in ShipCom had given them Jim Veesstrangt pattern, from trangit portal 61 in
Babbhitt Hal to trangt portal 72 deep insde the Enamorati compound. That meant that the lifepod would
be able to get quite close to Veess position. Had Eoss massive Engine still been in place, their rescue
plan would have been impossible.

As Clock ghosted the pod deep into the narrowing nacelle, Ben and Tommy Rosaes climbed into
e-auits. Though unconscious, the Avatka gppeared to be breathing, if abit shalowly. Thedien had
dtirred a couple of times during the trangit, eyes coming open, then closing again, but Ben didn't know
what that meant.

Risking discovery, Clock turned on the lifepod's lights. Here the nacelle had narrowed to just fifty yards
in diameter. However, ingtead of stedl bulwarks and structural supports for a stardrive of mechanica
design, this nightmare cavern bore rippled tubes and strangdly cdcified formations like tubers and roots.
It looked absolutdly alien to Ben, transformed by decades of chemical accretions and bizarre
technology.

"l seeadocking collar,” Clock announced in awhisper.
"Isit one of the origina locks?' Rosales asked as he pulled his gloves on and seded them.

"Well know inaminute," Clock sad.



Clock turned out al of the lifepod's lights again. He threw a couple more switches and the Bombardiers
saw the docking collar'stiny red guide lights come on. The collar's sensors had received the sgna from
the approaching pod and responded automatically.

"It looks like they haven't modified it much,” Clock said. "Let'sjust hope that thereisn't an army waiting
onthe other sde. If thereis, I'm heading home."

"When you pump atmosphere into the collar, George, keep itsinternal gravity at zero. It'1l makeit easier
to haul our guide over there" Ben said.

"What if we get him over there and he doesn't revive?' Rosales asked.

Ben shrugged in histight-fitting e-suit. "We might be ableto use him for atrade.”
"A trade?'

"Or ashield. | don't know. Quit nagging me."

Ben and Tommy wrestled the Avatka out of his seat. Asthey did, George Clock inflated the docking
collar. "Wereadl s&t," their pilot told them. "The collar's secure, the lock at the other end is open.”

"Did the computer over there ask for entry authorization?' Ben asked.
Clock shook hishead. "It did, but | ran a standard go-ahead from my computer. No problem.”

Their hdmeted e-suits were lightweight and very flexible, but guiding the unconscious body of the Avatka
through the narrow docking collar was avkward. However, the lock at the other end responded to their
touch and the door hissed open, alowing them entry.

Theairlock had its gravity setting at eighty percent Earth-norma, stlandard for the Enamorati's home
world, Virr. Ben carried the Avatka as they boldly stepped into adark and gloomy hallway from the
airlock and found themselves in what appeared to be amaintenance corridor. The yellowish green
Enamorati amosphere madeit al but unrecognizable. So did the gunk growing on the walls and the floor
and the celling. It was aleathery substance, clearly organic, very much aive. They placed the Avatkaon
thefloor.

"How long are we going to wait until he comes out of it?' Rosales asked.

"Don't know," Ben said. Both young men spoke in lowered voices which were projected softly over a
secured radio frequency.

Thelir suits had collar speakers, but using them might spell their doom. Enamorati supposedly had
excdlent hearing.



Ben bent over the dlien on the floor and placed his gloved hands on the creature's chest. Its armor was
barely flexible enough for Ben to attempt CPR. He didn't know what €lse to do. The Enamorati had one
central lung chamber and two hearts. Pressurein the center of the chest could theoretically stimulate the
upper and lower heartsinto action. Or perhapsit would just kill him.

It roused him. The creature coughed in avery human manner and opened his pupilless eyes. Ben sat
back.

The creature began gabbling in his strange clicking language as he stared up at the moldy ceiling. He then
saw the looming figures of the two Earth men standing over him.

"I have not been Trandated,” the Avatka Viroo said in perfectly intoned English.
Ben switched his collar speaker on. "If you mean that you're not dead, then, no. You'rein your quarters.”
They helped the creature to its feet. The atmosphere did appear to revive the Avatka somewhat.

"How did you get in here?' the Avatka asked, staring down the corridor at a closed sedl that led farther
into the compound.

"Wetook alifepod in the back way," Bentold him. "It was the only way we could think of gettingin."
The dien looked at hishands asif he were dreaming. "l see”

"Look," Ben sad. "One of our friendsis being held hostage here and we need your help in getting him
out. He doesn't have an environment suit and we don't know what a prolonged exposure to your air will
doto him. It'sevidently not astoxic as your people havetold us, but it's pretty thick. It could kill him."

"If your friendsdon't kill him first," Rosdes said.

"Thear would definitdly make himill," thedien said. "Hewould die eventudly, if he wereleft done. How
did your friend cometo bein here?'

"Wethink four Accusersgot him,” Ben said.

"They will do more damage to your friend than our atmosphere,” the Avatkasaid. "It will not bea
pleasant death.”

"We're going to prevent that from happening,” Ben said. "'Can you locate him for us?”
"Yes," thedien sad. "It should not betoo difficult. If you think it can be done.”

"We don't know if it can be done, but we're going to try,” Ben told him.



"That seemsto be acharacteristic of your race," the Avatkasaid. "It isquaintly admirable.”
"Why?' Tommy Rosales asked.

"Why? Because we learned along time ago that one cannot change one'sfate, either asan individua or
asagpecies. You haven't learned that yet."

"We probably never will," said Ben.

The Avatka gave Ben aseriouslook. "Then | hope you make the best of it while you can.”
"Why?

"You shdl soon see" the Avatka said. "L et us proceed.”

The Avatkaled them down the hallway, deep into the Enamorati living spaces.
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The damage caused by the Engine's explosion had blackened dl of the ports through which the Eos
lifepod might be seen. With lights out and radio silence maintained, Clock might yet go undetected. It was
gl eeriefor Ben to leave him there, docked so tenuoudy to the outer lock.

"We need to know wherewe are," Ben told the Avatka.
"And who were gong to run into,” Rosales added.

Wigps of the eerie, greenish ydlow atmosphere ghosted around them. Strange, guttural sounds came
from the wals and the floor, the sounds of fluids and liquids gurgling past them.

"We know that the kidnappers came back here, through trangit portal seventy-two. Where they went
from that point, we don't know. Can you tdll us?'

"I know of only one place he could be," the Avatka said. "Buit if it isbeing held sentry by too many
armaz-paava, therewill belittle we can do.”

"Let'sseewhat we can dofirgt," Ben said. "WEell figure out therest later."

Ben noticed how the Avatka gppeared to have gained back his strength. Their racid fear of the
atmosphere humans breasthed must have some basisin truth. Still, the ruse had worked all these years: the



fear humans had of Enamorati air had kept them from scratching the itch regarding Enamorati quarters,
and what went on in there.

The Avatkawaked out ahead of them in the preternatura light, guiding himsdlf with one hand dong the
wall and wobbling just alittle. They left the barely used maintenance tunnel and found themsdvesina
common passageway. There, they came across the definite signs of struggle, the same kind they had seen
through their probes. Debrislay everywhere-dices and ripsin the walls and celling. The peculiar wall
ornamentations had been knocked loose and scattered along the floor.

They soon came acrosstheir first Enamorati body. It lay intwo halves, neetly diced from left shoulder to
right hip. The blood that had pooled where it had falen was now adark, dried bluish purple on the
rawhidefloor.

"A Tagani," Ben said, recognizing the caste by the wizened, leathery look of the dead creaturés face.
"Friend of yours?' Rosales asked the Avatka.

"I would have thought not,” the Avatka said. "The armaz-paava do not kill their alies, usudly. If they are
doing so now, then matters have turned for the worse.”

"The Accusersare in control?' Ben asked in alow voice.
"They are now," the Avatka said.

The Avatka knegled down and removed the dead creature's belt. On the belt was what appeared to be a
smal handgun and arow of egg-shaped objects fixed to it. One of the eggs he locked in the barrel of the

weapon.
"| thought the Enamorati had no weapons,” Rosaes asked.

"We have wegpons,” the Avatka said. "Y ou would just not recognize them as such.”
"Swell," Rosdles muttered.

"What are those things?' Ben asked, pointing to the small, rounded |eather-encased objects.

"Vehenta, at various stages. Perhaps 'calibers is a better word to describe them,” the alien said. "Itisan
unconscionable way to use them, but they have become our most effective weapon.”

"Y ou mean the disassemblers you set off in the physics department?’ Ben asked.

"Yes'" the Avatkasad. "Both of them."



"Soyou are respongblefor thefirg attack in physics” Ben said. "But why?'

"Why? Because your resources were being wasted on Dr. Brenholdt's project,” the Avatka said. "'l had
to redirect your efforts. The mistake | made was overestimating the effects of the vehenta | used that first
time"

"Were you the one who tampered with Eve Silbarton's project?’ Ben said.

"l had to arrange it so that when reassembling the prototype, Dr. Slbarton would find amore efficient
way to harnessthe necessary energy for her machine.”

The Avatka stood upright asif ready to face afiring squad or walk the plank on apirate ship. He said, "If
you areto survive, you must do without Onesci Engines ... and you must do it without us."

Ben and Tommy |looked at one another, then shrugged.

The Avatka stared down the gloomy corridor. "We shdl try the captivity cdlsfirg. If they have not killed
him outright, your friend ismost likdly there."

"You havejals?' Rosdes asked.
"That, and more,” thedien said. "Youwill learn.”

Evidence of theinternd rebellion among the Enamorati was everywhere now. Bodies of onekind or
another lay rotting-or recently dead-at every juncture they took. The dead still clutched their swords.
They even found a sword sunk toits hilt in the floor: So thin wasits blade that when it was dropped
point-firgt, it had sunk through the floor's very moleculeslike aknife through soft pudding.

The Avatka approached alarge reflective plate on one wall. It could have been amirror. The Avatka
touched it until luminescent symbols gppeared.

"Thisway," hesad. "Wearevery close."

They had yet to see any other living Enamorati, friend or foe, but now sounds could be heard coming
from other regions of the compound: metal on metal, hissing gases, shrill screams, the desth voices of
warring Enamorati.

The Avatka plucked along shard of metal from thewall and hefted it expertly. "Stand back," he
whispered in English.

Ben and Tommy Rosales gave the dien awide berth asthe Avatka crept to the end of the
gloom-shrouded corridor. He saw something there that galvanized him into action, and shot around the
corner with eerie swiftness.



"Man, look at him go! That boy'sfaster than you are,” Tommy said to Ben.
"I hope he's a better sword-fighter," Ben responded.

The two eased around the corner to find Viroo standing over the halved body of one of his shipmates.
The Avatka had cleaved an Accuser from top to bottom. No sound had been made other than the
squishy ploop! of the two haves of the dien sentry falling to the floor.

The Avatkalaid his sword on the soft floor of the corridor. He then placed his pam on the lock of the
door, which opened very quietly, exposing along room, at the far end of which Jm Vees sat in acone of
intense light. Strgpped to achair and wheezing in the awful air, Jm was practicaly ddiriousfrom the

heady fumes.

Severa Accusers surrounded him, each holding an evil-looking sword or long graceful spear. There was
no way past the armed Enamorati to get at him.

Ben and Tommy both looked to the walls around them, contemplating the possibility of fighting these
beings with the super-sharp wesgpons. Ben had never killed anything more evolved than a pigeon before,
and even that had been an accident. In planning Jm's rescue, Ben had never thought beyond the logistics
of finding away into the Enamorati's world. Now he had to face avery brutd fact: their adventure was
about to turn ugly.

The Avatkatook the strange gun from his belt and snapped one of the globelike objectsinto its stunted
barrd. It looked like a popgun. Instantly, the leather leaves around the small globe sprang open like the
petals of aflower, reveding a sphere of sparkling energy.

The Avatka stepped into the room and said nothing. He merely held the weapon before him. The
Accusersturned to face him; then they saw the weapon in the Avatka's hand. Their swords settled gently
to the floor and the armored aliens started backing off, their black eyes fixed on the globe that contained
themist of desath.

Neither Ben nor Tommy had to be told to take advantage of the stand-down. They jumped into the room
and ran straight to Jm's chair. His bonds had been made of the same leatherlike mix that composed the
Enamorati compound. Ben lifted asword from the floor and severed the bonds holding Jim to the chair.
The blade was so sharp, Jm's shackles parted like pasta. Tommy, in turn, hefted the semiconscious Vees
over hisshoulder.

"We're outta here," Tommy said. He turned and ran for the door.

"Right," Ben acknowledged, facing the maevolent Accuserswith the sword in his hand, the Avatka
besdehim.

He and the Avatka Viroo backed toward the door of the long room. The Accusers made no moveto
stop them, making instead the muffled cluckings of their language. Were they summoning more of their
kind through hidden microphones or video lenses? Or were they communicating to the Avatka, who



continually aimed the weapon in ther direction?
"Let'sgo!" Ben said to the Avatka, letting his sword sink into the floor.

The Accusersin the room were not caught off-guard-Ben hadn't expected them to be-and they
immediately rushed for their swords. Ben and Tommy turned and ran.

The Avatka emerged in the doorway, turning quickly and firing hiswegpon. Screamsfilled the air,
drowned out by the hissing of the deadly mit asit unraveled every moleculeit came upon in the
interrogetion room.

However, the Avatka was now limping. Behind him dropped bright coins of Enamorati blood.
"Thereisnotimeleft,” theinjured Avatka said, limping up to Ben. "We haveto move quickly.”

But the halls were empty and no one chalenged them. No darms went off; no emergency personnel
camefrom their quarters. The Avatka, however, ran asif opposition were imminent.

They madeit to the airlock, but Ben had to support the Avatka. Blood had stopped flowing from the
dien'swound, but it still looked bad.

They got to the docking collar without incident. But the Avatka was dmaost unconscious now. That,
however, made it easier to coax him into the zero-g atmosphere of the collar. Tommy hauled Jmto
safety, then took the Avatka from Ben. Ben closed the lock and scrambled back into the waiting lifepod.

"Get usout of here. Fast!" Ben said, diding into the copilot's chair. Ben jettisoned the docking collar
manualy by pulling asmple disengagement lever. The pod lurched away, free.

That was when the opposition met them.

The pod rotated around and its bright guide lights caught severa space-suited Enamorati Accusers
drifting to meet them, each bearing a double-bladed axe. They camelike dow flakes of black ash-arain
of barbaric desath.

"Weve got timeto shoot through them!™ Ben said.
"If we do that, welll never have the power to get us back in orbit to dock with Eosl" Clock said.

The planet Kiilmist 5 filled their cockpit window. From al sides Accusers began to appear inthe
distance, pouring out exits the Bombardiers hadn't seen upon coming in.

A smdl thump! struck the pod.



"Waell," Clock said grimly. "Somebody hit usfrom therear. Wejust logt an engine.”

More thumps! struck the pod's walls. No gashes appeared from the super-sharp axes, but Ben didn't
want to wait around. "We can't have one of those wegpons penetrate the hull,” he said. " Just get us away
from herel"

"Where?'
"That way!" Ben pointed to the blue-white planet that now filled the entire forward window.

With amassive burgt of whatever power they had left, Clock plowed through the gathering Accusers,
scattering them hel plessly, and began a one-way tumble to the planet below.

37

"Now, thisisinteresting,” Cutter Rausch said as he considered his main consolein the busy ShipCom
Arena

Eventswere now unfolding in rapid order on the ship. Campus security and volunteers from Eos
University's ROTC program were marching throughout the ship, ostensibly to maintain order among the
increasingly restless students, among whom were unexpectedly-and unaccountably-rowdy students from
high-placed Ainge families. Rausch and Captain Cleddman both knew that the police and then- deputies
were redly searching for the origina three guards placed on the command deck, whom Rausch had
dismantled. Those guards were presently in amaintenance locker in Plumbing until the criss could be
resolved. Cleddman, inturn, claimed ignorance asto their whereabouts, aswell as the whereabouts of
most of the physics and engineering faculty. When Fontenot findly got around to searching the physics
department, dl he found there was Captain Cleddman and agaping holein onewall through which the

insurrectionists had apparently escaped.

Now Fontenot had his handsfull trying to quell the unrest caused by the editorid staff of The Alley
Revolutionary, who were running pernicious lies about the administration, campus security, and the
Enamorati. An editoria entitled "Mr. Fontenot's Hand Job" seemed to have been the cause of Mr.
Fontenot's enforcement zedl. Rausch was therefore doing everything he could to keep track of Mr.
Fontenot's progress throughout the ship.

Asif that weren't enough, Rausch now saw on his monitor that deep within the Enamorati compound
severd vital communications cable clusters had been severed. If optical and trangit-portal fiberswere
being severed, so too were the tubes and pipes carrying basic environmental necessities such aswater,
eectricity, and the like. Something terrible appeared to be unfolding deep inside the Enamorati
compound and there was a good possibility that only he knew abot it.

LisaBenn hovered over Rausch a hisboard. "What the hell are they doing in there? Tearing thewalls
out?'



Rausch opened the com. "Captain Cleddman, are you there?"

Captain Cleddman was back in his persona quarters under amild form of house arrest: a dour-looking
muscle-builder stood outside his door. Cleddman could come and go as he pleased, but his burly guard
would go with him.

"Yes, Mr. Rausch," came Cleddman'svoice. "I'm here."

"I've got indications on my board of some sort of massive mafunction happening on two decksin the
Enamorati compound. Water, power, and sewage has been severed and I've rerouted what | can from
here. Has Fontenot said anything to you?”'

"Thisisthefirst I've heard of it," the captain said. "Have you heard from the Kuulo? Protocol at
their end requires himto contact either me or President Porter if there is some sort of problem.”

"If he's spoken with anybody about it, Sir, they aren't talking to me. That'swhy | caled you. I'm not
showing any kind of communicationstraffic from the Enamorati compound.”

"Hmm," the captain mused. " Could be that Kuumottoomaa is dealing with it on his own."

Rausch's crew looked at one another gpprehensively. Rausch said, "' Sir, our instruments indicated that the
safety systemskicked in automatically. Our darm here was automatic. It's possible that nobody knows
what's going on in the Enamorati compound, not even the Kuulo. If that's the case, then the whole ship
could be endangered.”

"Contact Mr. Fontenot and see if he knows about this systems failure in the Enamor ati
compound. He won't talk to me, but he will talk to you. At least | think he will."

"All right," Rausch sad. "Stand by."

Rausch touched a command switch. Under norma ship circumstances, Lieutenant Fontenot would be
one of the mogt easily ble individuas on the ship. Rausch had adirect line to Fontenot's com on
his main board, but quickly discovered that Fontenot was inaccessible.

He touched another button. " Campus security. Thisis Ship-Corn," Rausch said. "'l wish to spesk with
Lieutenant Fontenot, please. It's an emergency.”

"Captain Fontenot is unavailable," said adeadman. "/ will take a message.”
"Take amessage? Thisis an emergency. | want an open channel to Mr. Fontenot now."

The late-shift deadman would have the Al enough to recognize Rausch's voice patterns, and it would, as
aconseguence, clear achannd to Fontenot.



"Please stand by."

Rausch had to wait only seconds for Fontenot to get back to him. He was available to campus security,
but was not available to ShipCom. To Rausch that could only mean that Fontenot was somewhere in the
ship where he did not want to be found.

"Mr. Rausch," camethe voice of Lieutenant Fontenot. "What can | do for you at this hour?"

"I am required to inform you that we have amgor systemsfailure deep insde the Enamorati living
quarters. Welve got loss of al environmenta servicesto two floors. Captain Cleddman wanted me to-"

"Mr. Cleddman's authority on this ship has been temporarily suspended,” Lieutenant Fontenot said.

"That'swhy he had me cal you," Rausch countered angrily. "He thought you'd want to know about this
snceyou're the captain now."

"Thank you for the information, Mr. Rausch. | will consult with the Kuulo and will get back to you
if it isnecessary."

"Shouldn't we notify the fire department and the physical plant about this? We may haveto go in there
and-"

"Yes, Mr. Rausch. We will handle it from here. Thank you. Out."
"Ix," Rausch muttered.

He quickly went over hisboard and traced the source of Fontenot's call. "He's operating out of the room
that houses the Hollingsda e discontinuity breeder reactor controls,” hetold his staff.

Cleddman, who had been listening in, said, " That's probably going to be the new command center
for the ship. His people have been in the process of rerouting all command functions to that
location for most of the day. | wouldn't be too surprised if the Kuulo isn't with him.”

"And you're going to let him get away with this?'
"/ have no say in the matter. Neither do you."
"Why wouldn't he just assume command on your deck?' Rausch asked. "That'swhat it'sthere for."

"/ have no idea," the captain said. "But it does locate his people closer to the Auditors and the
Enamorati compound. They would be within walking distance of one another, whereas the
command deck is two thousand linear feet in the opposite direction.”



"Makes sense," Rausch said.
"One other thing, you're going to have to be very careful to whom -" the captain started.

Bang! Something struck the outer door to ShipCom. LisaBenn jumped in her chair, and Rausch was on
hisfeet a the sound of it.

A long sword blade ripped an incredible gash in the metal of the door, tearing a seam straight down to
the floor. Another swipe, then another of the same sword, and the door fell away in razor-sharp shreds.
Boots kicked the remaining shards back in razor-sharp curls. Severa people camein through the gap.

The first two were not people. The otherswere, but not the first two. These were Enamorati. All wore
armor and all had swords at the readly.

Lisa Benn screamed and the other members of the crew fell back againgt the far wall.
"Captain, weve got company!" Rausch said into the still-open com.

Rausch sized up the Situation ingtantly. Two Enamorati. Two men from campus security. And two Ainge
Auditors, also carrying swords. Good heavens, Rausch thought, Ainge Auditors ready to do battle!

However, adifferent scenario appeared in Cutter Rausch's mind: Instead of these six invaders, he saw an
assassin breaching the walls surrounding the Kobe Gardens. Kendo master Yoshubi Takamitsu is
taken by surprise. Rausch, the novitiate from America, is meditating nearby. Rausch hears the
song of a ninja's sword blade. The eighty-year-old national treasure of Japan is dead. Thereis
only one thing left to do. It will mean exile, from the Kobe Gardens, from Japan, and possibly
even the Earth. But it is the only honorable thing left to do....

Rausch moved into the center of the room as his crew watched with undisguised terror. Two armored
Enamorati of acaste Rausch had never seen before. Two Ainge Auditors. Two men from campus
security. One man againgt Six.

"Cutter, don't!" LisaBenn shouted.

Cutter Rausch did then what he had done only once before in hislife, in the Kobe Gardens of Japan. He
acted.

It was how he got the nickname "Cuitter."

Of dl the Bombardiers, only George Clock had any sort of decent piloting skills. He came from afamily
whose wesalth had been derived from providing vehiclesfor space congtruction firms. Clock could fly
mogt kinds of EV A vehicles. In fact, snce he had bombed out of Eos University's aerid photography and
mapping program, he had been serioudy consdering a career in construction. The money was good and
it took him places. A Ph.D. from Eos University would have been anice shingle to hang in an office



somewhere, but congtruction wasn't abad life.

All of his piloting skills were needed now. Lifepod 27 was plummeting helter-skelter away from Eos,
down toward Kiilmist 5 with either a spear or axe of impossible sharpness stuck in adead starboard
gravity engine. Clock wrestled the pod away from Eoss giant Engine nacelle, but he needed the onboard
computer to help him land the small craft. He didn't know if lifepods could fly on one engine.

As Clock extruded the glide wings from the pod's oblong body and raised the tail assembly, Ben and
Tommy Rosales attended to Jm Vees and the Avatka. Jm gulped pure oxygen from an emergency tank
nearby and he was dowly coming around. Wisps of Enamorati atmosphere clung to hishair and filled the
pod with its stench.

The Avatka, unfortunately, wasn't doing nearly aswell. A human couldn't have survived adash such as
the one the Avatka had received. He was now drifting in and out of consciousness with every bregth he
took. It wasimpossible for any of them to tell how long the dlien had to live.

"Wherearewe going?' Jm asked, pulling away the oxygen mask,
"Down," Ben sad.
IIWMI

"Why?" George Clock shouted over his shoulder. "Because there's an axe in one of our engines, thanks
toyou."

"Me?' Veessad.

Ben looked at hisfriend. "I thought you said no one knew what you were doing with your machine.”
"l guess| waswrong," Vees admitted.

"Now you tell us," Tommy Rosdessad.

"Wereinred deep shit, pa," Ben said. Y ou know that?"

Rosales added, " Just think of the human race as all Bombardiers. The Enamorati Compact is about as
dead asyou can get."

Jm gave Ben alook he had never seen before. Revelation? Surprise? Fear?

"Ligten," hesaid to them. "I was in Orem Rood's mind. Mazaru is coming to usl The Auditors have been
taking turns, around the clock, caling out to him for months now. Rood bdieves heiscoming!”



"Look, stupid,” Ben said, edging close. "We found you in aroom surrounded by four of those Accusers
and each one of them had asword. | think they had every intention of killing you when they were done
withyou."

"So Mazaruisred?' Tommy Rosales asked.
"Who caresif Mazaru isred 7' Ben snapped. "This isred. Right here. Right now."

Jmlooked a Tommy. "l would have never believed it in athousand years. Maybe Ixion Smith was onto
something.”

Vees swiveled around in his chair and noticed that they had an Avatka with them-one that didn't look
well a dl.

"What's he doing here?' Vees asked.

"He helped usfind you,"” Ben said. "It turns out he's the guy who destroyed the Engine. It wasthisguy in
the photographs we took from the last probe we made.”

The Avatka was straggling to speak. Y ou should have left me back there. | might have been able... to
domore,..."

A bony claw of ahand seemed to reach for something the Avatka thought was attached to his belt, but it
came away empty. The strange "gun” that had been used to fire the vehenta had been dropped during
their retreat.

"Look," Bensaid. "Y ou never told us why you had to destroy the Engine. Wasit about to explode?”
"No," the Avatka said in avery strained voice.
"Thenwhy did you do it?' Ben asked.

"Because... you had to find this planet, this one planet,” the Avatka said. "The rest you would have
figured out on your own. But | had to get you here.”

"What are you talking about?' Ben asked.
"Thetruth,” the Avatka said. "The truth that will set you free."

With that, he lapsed once again into unconsciousness.
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The last time Eve Silbarton had gone tunneling, she had been eight years old, newly arrived a Tau Ceti 4
with her parents, who wanted to live in amore stable environment than was present on the Earth at the

time. On the balmy southern ide of Tood e grew immense trees with convoluted tunndsin which she and
her little friends played after school like woodpecker kin or squirrels. That sort of tunneling had been fun.

This sort most decidedly wasn't.

With the captain more or less under house arrest, Eve and her team had taken the initiative of setting up
the Sx stardrive units throughout the ship. Thisentailed crawling through ducts and tunnels no one,
outside of servicing robots, had been infor at least a century. Thiswasthe only way to reach the center
shaft of the giant vessel. But what was once fun to an eight-year-old was now aregrettable choreto a
woman in her Sxth decade. Besides, it was cold and filthy.

She, Dr. Harlin, and two graduate engineering students had just crawled fifty yards through a

mai ntenance shaft, trailing wires and opticd fibers behind them. A small antigravity float platform held the
sixth and last of the drive assemblies. Others of her group were setting the other drivesin place roughly
three hundred yards along the ship's core.

With Cutter Rausch's assistance, they had managed to circumvent the various security systems that
protected many of the tunnels, but that was the easy part. What they had to do now was bolt the drive
systemsto the ship's core and get them synchronized. If they could get that far, they might have a chance
of getting out of the Kiilmist system to a system closer to home, preferably one with facilities enough to
sort out the legal mess the various human factions had gotten into with each other, to say nothing of the
various charges the humans-united or not-were going to throw at the Enamoreti. For Eve's part, al she
wanted was to get back to the H.C. worlds of the Alley, and away from the Enamorati.

However, Eve quickly discovered thet this particular tunnel was occupied.

She came across two students, amale and afemale, bundled againgt the cold, working over various
machines. What they were doing, Eve couldn't quitetell.

Trailing wires over her shoulder, Eve appeared at the lock and found the two students sitting in the
semidarkness with laptop computers connected to what |ooked like a BennettCorp data-bullet
compresson unit. Several containment cubes, each holding a suspended microparticle data bullet, lay
stacked to one side. The two students were making queue-ready, and quiteillega, data bullets.

"What are you doing here?' Eve asked.

They might have asked her that, but she had more rank than they did. "Well, uh," started the young
woman.

Eve squirmed into the tunnd as Dr. Harlin camein behind her.



"Eve, what's holding us up?' he asked. He then caught sight of thetwo. "Oh, | see.”
The two students sagged as if they were bdloonswith theair just let out of them.

"I'm Elise," the young woman said. "Thisis Mark. We're the student newspaper. We were putting
together the next issue. Do you want to see our IDs?"

The two conspirators were surrendering, findly, after four days of being hounded by campus security. A
small food unit lay off to one side. What they were doing for bathroom facilities, Eve didn't want to
know.

"That'sdl right,” Eve said, stopping them asthey rummaged in their tunic pocketsfor their ID cards. Eve
pointed to the data-bullet compression unit "What are you doing with that?"

"We're making data bullets of the student newspaper. Or at least the Alley edition of it," Elisetold her.
"Mr. Rausch said that he would send them out as soon as we could get them made.”

"Does the captain know that you and Mr. Rausch are doing this?' she asked.
"I don't know," Rutenbeck admitted. " Probably not.”
"Why areyou doing it in here?' Dr. Harlin asked.

"It'sthe only place we could think of where campus security wouldn't [ook," Rutenbeck admitted. "Weve
had to relocate five times now. They've already shut down the journalism department and they've taken
Kevin Dobbsinto custody. Isit true that they're taking over the ship?’

"That appearsto bethe case," Silbarton said.
"You aren't going to report usthen?' Rutenbeck asked.

"No," Eve said. "Were hiding, too. But you will have to find another place to do your newspaper. Weve
got to have these tunnelsfree"

The prospect of not going to jail wasimmensaly more acceptable to the two students than having to
relocate. That, they would happily do.

"Are data bullets are going out now?" Dr. Harlin asked them from insde hisarctic parka.

"Every fifteen minutes,” Rutenbeck told them. "The Human Community isgoing to get an earful inafew
hours. The whole truth and nothing but the truth.”

One of the graduate students behind Dr. Harlin in the tunnel shaft asked, "Using therail launcher to send



unscheduled data bulletstakes alot of power, Dr. Silbarton. Will we have enough for our units?’
"We should,” she said. "But power to therail gunswill go offline once we get started.”
"Where arewe going?' Mark Inndllaasked hopefully.

"You are going somewhere dse," Evetold them. "And wherever it is, you will be sure not to mention the
fact that you saw usin here. Got that?"

"Yes, maam,” they said.

George Clock gripped the controls of the lifepod asit glided to the planet's surface. The one engine
disabled by the axe was causing some drag -- acowling more than likely was exposed -- and it took all
the physical strength Clock had just to keep the pod's glide path aimed at the right continent.

From what little they could see from the pod's windows, the place they chose to land was currently
suffering the rage of a massive thunderstorm. However, Clock had picked up adistress signd about three
hundred milesto the east of them and he was using that as ahoming beacon.

In the copilot's seat, Ben fiddled with the receiver, getting a better fix on the signal. "L ooks like there's
enough dectricity intheair to fry everything in sght. Radio trafficisimpossible.”

"Arewe near one of the gondolas?' Tommy Rosales asked.
"That's probably where the sgna is coming from,” Ben said.

"Butit'sadistress sgnd,” Rosdes pointed out. "We're in digtress, too. Don't you think we should go to
agondolathat isn 't in distress?'

"It'salittlelatefor that," Clock said, wrestling the controls. "One of the comsatswill relay the signd to
Eos, if they aren't dready receiving it. They can send down agondolato get us any time after that.”

"It won't matter if you turn usinto wreckage," Rosales quipped.
"Eat my shorts,” said Clock.

The storm seemed to be moving north-northwest of the beacon's signd. Ben gave George ingtructionsto
bank farther to the north of their glide path, and took them in the opposite direction of the storm.

However, within minutes the sgna suddenly got stronger and they sighted land through an unexpected
break in the clouds.

"Land, ho!" Clock announced. "Signa source dead ahead.”



" 'Dead," Rosdles said. "Don't like that word."

The wide front windows of the pod showed them alandscape covered in green for milesin dl directions.
Ben could aso make out the lines of ancient highways and the fractured ruins of acivilization.

"Cities" Rosdes said. "L ook, buildingd"
"Sit down," Clock admonished. "And strap yourselvesin!™

Clock eased the pod down and for the first time they could make out the Mounds. Every ten or twenty
milesin every direction were huge masses covered in deep greenish growth of some kind.

"Hey," Tommy Rosales asked, pointing through the window. "What's that?*

Clock leveled off the pod and extended the air brakes. All they needed now was a stretch of flat land
near the beacon where they could enter into a hover mode and set down. Or lumber down.

"lsn't that agondola?' Rosales asked.

They caught sight of what gppeared to be a crumpled gondola glinting in the afternoon sun. Theremains
of the gondolawere horribly battered, now smoldering and spitting fire, having been knocked out of the

ky.
"Can't seeany bodies," Clock said.

"The digtress Sgna wasn't coming from there,” Ben said, playing with the directiond finder on the
console.

"Maybethey got out,” Rosales speculated.

"Those structuresamile off," Clock said. "They could be there. Dead ahead.”

"That word again," Rosdes said.

"That'sthe sgna source,” Ben said. "Put the pod down as close asyou can to it and let's take alook.”

What appeared to be an artificid "plaza’ with a pyramid-shaped hill in the center of it rose before them.
George Clock dowed the lifepod into a hover, using dl the power the lifepod had |eft init for the
antigravity plates underneath.

"It'sgoing to be rocky!" Clock said.

Thelifepod came down on the surface of the "plaza’ adozen yards away from the Mound, landing gear
snking up toits hull. But they had landed in one piece and the storm seemed to be heading off to the



wes, to the far side of the sky.
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Thelast of Holcombe's archaeol ogy students had filed into the Mound'sinterior, carefully crowding aong
the ledge that circumscribed the enshrined object before them. The object had a deep blue sheen with
traces of green here and there. It could have been made of stone. It was hard to tell. It could just as
easily have been ossified chitin or skin or shell.

"What isit?" astudent behind Juliaasked in awhisper.
Thefloating lanterns provided sufficient light for them, but they still probed it with their flashlights.
"A Sphinx, maybe," Marji Koczan saidinalow voice.
"It'sorganic,” someonethen said. "And it's dead now."

"Maybe this was the biggest creature on the planet,” another student said. " The people here might have
worshipped them!"

"No," ingsted another. "Thisthing's made out of rock. Look at it! It'ssolid!"
Professor Holcombe remained slent through dl of this.

Bobby Gessner, who had been attending the field kit, returned to the chamber very excited. "The storm's
over!" he announced. "l think it's safe to go outside!" Then the Ainge boy caught sight of the Mound's
treasure. His beam went up like abrilliant rapier. "And we have got to tell someone about this.”

Professor Holcombe dowly sat down on the ledge, his boots extending just afew inches over the edge.
"I don't think were going anywherefor awhile" hetold them.

At the bottom of the abyss, they discovered, were more bones of Kiilmistians, highly ossified, covered
with aeons of dust. Juliawondered if these were the remains of sacrifices.

Some of the students, unsettled by the artifact's eeriness, turned and headed outside. Juliaremained with
Dr. Holcombe, who seemed profoundly depressed. He sat on theledge asif dl his strength, perhaps
eventhewill to live, had left him.

Holcombe closed his eyes and leaned back against thewall. He said, "I'd like to stay here for the rest of
my life"



"What?" Juliaasked, not quite understanding. Marji Koczan and severa other students looked on.

"Thewayhigh," hesaid. "It must be wearing off. I'm coming back to the real world and | don't likewhat |
seethere”

Even the sunny blue of his eyes seemed to be fading, like the onset of night.
"He's been on wayhighs?' Marji Koczan whispered to Julia.
"For years," Juliasad.

Holcombe dreamily pondered the artifact as severa students crouched close by. He said, "Children, try
to imagine a predator that has learned to disguise himself as something benign or better yet beneficid to
itsprey. He tellsyou he's good for you, he's your friend. Then he gobbles you. Or perhaps he doesn't
gobble. Perhapshejudt... Sps. HeE's even degant about it, civilized. The next thing you know, you're
working your way through hisintestingl tract, making him strong, happy. ... fulfilling his destiny, confirming
your fate."

Holcombe held them enthralled. "What do you think of that, boys and girls?"

"I don't undergtand,” Julia said, probably spesking for them dll.

He smiled weekly. ™Y our friend Benjamin ... hed know what I'm talking about.”
"Hewould?' she asked.

Holcombe nodded. The hovering lanterns on the ledge gave aspectra glow to the artifact. He stared at
it. "I guess| could rephrase the question and ask, "When is a predator not a predator? " he said.

No one knew what to say.
"When?' Juliaasked.

And he answered: "When he charms you to deep through your life as he consumesyou. Theart of it,
though, isthat he givesyou afeding of contentment... that thisisthe natura order of things, that heis
good for you ... until you're bone-dry and as dead as you're ever going to get. Sort of like the Church.”

A couple of studentsfrom Ainge families gasped at the blagphemous inginuation.

Holcombe looked at Julia. ™Y ou knew that | had been given awrit of excommunication when | was
young.”

Julianodded. "It was arumor. Nobody knew for sure.”



"Do you know why | got excommunicated?' he asked.
Juliashook her head. A dozen dimly illuminated faces |eaned in.

"When | wasin college, three friends of mine and | witnessed an Engine-insertion ceremony. Thewhole
thing, from beginning to end, and the Enamorati had no idea that we were there."

"You saw an insertion ceremony?’ Juliaasked. "When?"

"Fifty yearsago,” Holcombe said. "My friends were insde the shell of Bountiful Bound in orbit above
Tau Ceti 4. We had gotten permission to study its architecture for aclass project. The Bountiful wasthe
ship that brought Ixion Smith and hisfollowersto Tau Ceti 4 two hundred years ago.

"But we had forgotten to tell anybody when we were going to study it. We didn't think it was important.
So we | eft the dphamoon by shuttle, pulled into orbit, and docked with the Bountiful, whose orbit had it
on the night side of the planet. Asit turned out, the Enamorati had decided to move the Seka aso to the
dark side and they ended up about two hundred miles behind the orbit of Bountiful Bound."

"| thought they cleared space for thousands of miles before Enamorati ceremonies,” Juliasaid.

"Usudly," Holcombe said. "But thistime the Enamorati made alast-minute change and decided to tow
the Seka to the dark sde, where it met the Engine convoy.”

"Andyou saw it?" Juliasad.

"All of it. The Enamorati pulled the new Engine from the cargo ferry. We saw them insert it into the Seka.
It took just under three hours and we watched it through powered binoculars from ingde what was lft of
the Bountiful Bound."

"How did they catch you?' Juliaasked.
"They didn't."
"Then who did?' Juliaasked.

"My roommeate confessed. The four of uswere then pulled through a secret heresy court where they
decided not to tell the Enamorati High Council. Instead, the Very Highest Auditor, the number one man
himsdlf, had me excommunicated because | was the oldest and should have known better. The other
three were sent to Ross 244 3, which isamost al desert and the part that isn't isal swamps. Asfar as|
know, they're dtill there.”

One of thefemale Ainge students asked, her voicefilled with awe, " So you actudly spoke with the Very
Highest Auditor?"



"Had to," Holcombe said. "He was my father. And not only was | kicked out of the Church, | was
kicked out of my family. He never spoketo me again.”

"But you went on to college,” Juliasaid. "Youdid wel."

"I had adozen relatives who hated my dad, hated the Ainge, and helped me out, just to spite him. In fact,
my mother's youngest brother was aclose friend of Jack Killian. He was excommunicated, too. But that
was beforemy time."

"Y our family had aVery Highest Auditor and someone high up in the ranks of the KMA?" Julia asked.
"Stranger things have happened,” Holcombe admitted.

"No wonder you didike the Auditors so much,” Koczan said.

"Actudly,” hesaid dowly, "I thought | had gotten over it. Until today. Until now."

Heamed hisflashlight a the artifact.

A femde student suddenly appeared in the tunndl, pushing everyone aside. " Dr. Holcombe, theré'sa
lifeboat come to rescue us outside!”

"Weve got to get you back to the university,” Juliasaid, helping the aged professor to hisfeet.

"It doesn't matter," Holcombe said. He leaned unsteadily against the wall of the compacted glass
cobblestones. "Y ou haveto tell the Alley worlds about thisthing in here.”

Professor Holcombe fell heavily againgt thewal of the tunndl, alock of white hair drooping across his
face. It reminded Julia of the color of Jingle Bear'sfur... and how Jingles had looked in Ben'sarmsafew

days ago.

The one image was trangposed over the other and Juliafelt atremor of dread: AsJingle Bear had died,
S0, too, might Professor Holcombe. In fact, it seemed inevitable.

Desth filled ShipCom.

Of the six attackers Cutter Rausch had to face, only two now remained-the junior Ainge Auditors. Their
backs were againgt the wall and their swords were on the floor. They were dive, the otherswere
dead-and in several pieces.

Injust four seconds, Rausch had sidestepped thefirst Accuser's sword thrust, put an arm around the
creatureswaist, and spun it around, facing his armored comrade. The long sword diced off the arms of
that dien. Rausch then did a gavotte on onefoot, flinging the first alien into one of the campus-security



attackers. Rausch then grabbed the fallen sword, minus the forearms that had been previoudy gripping it,
and without hesitation drew adiagona dice down the chest and abdomen of the second campus-security
officid, who watched hisintestinesfal to the floor just seconds before he died. Thefirst dienthenlost his
head with a swift backswing of the sword, while the second campus-security man had his spine exposed
when he turned to run. He was blocked by the two astounded Auditors and fell facedown, his back split
open like a canteloupe. Blood carpeted the ShipCom Arenaand the stench of dien air leaked from the
suits of the dead Accusers.

The two Auditors dropped their swords and stood against the nearest wall, faces the color of chalk. One
had done something nasty in his pants.

"Ixion!" one Auditor said.
"Please!" begged the other.

Rausch lowered his sword, breathing hard. "Nothing would give me greeter pleasure than killing both of
you, especially when | have good reason to do so."

"We ... wewere only to secure ShipCom," the man said desperately. "We didn't plan... we never meant
to hurt you!"

"Y ou might not have," Rausch said. "But they were planning onit.”

The second man fainted away.

"What away to run aship,” Rausch said. Heturned to Lisa Benn. "Our security cameras get any of this?'
LisaBenn rushed back to her console and checked if their security equipment had been running.

It hadn't.

LisaBenn looked up. "Recording systems are dl shut down. That can only be done from campus
Security.”

The one standing Auditor looked asif he were standing before afiring squad.

Rausch glared at the last man. "Lisa, get the Rights Advocacy people up here. Tell them to bring an
Inquisitor machine." He stood just inches from the Auditor |eft sanding. "Because when thisisover, I'm
going to nail every one of you motherfuckersto thewall."

The Auditor trembled. "L ook, you don't understand! Thiswasfor the good of everyone! Were just
trying to securethe ship!"

"Since when do Ainge Auditorstell anyone on the ship what to do?" Rausch demanded.



"And with swords!" one of Rausch's crew added.

The Auditor left sanding said, "The Kuulo told usthat-"

LisaBenn jumped.

"Cutter!" shesad. "I'm getting an outsde hailing sgnd.”

"Whoisit?' Rausch asked.

LisaBenn looked at Cuitter. "Sir, it'sasignd from an Enamorati ship.”
"Bring it up on screen one," Rausch said.

The scenewas afidd of gars. Caught in the sarlight coming from Kiilmist was acovey of ships newly
emerged from trans-space. The readout at the bottom of the screen indicated that the ships bringing the
new Engine were about two thousand miles away and were now decelerating to an orbital velocity to
meatch that of Eos University.

Rausch stepped close to the screen. "Magnify this, Lisa™
His second-in-command did so.

Rausch yanked the one Auditor over to where he could get agood view of the image on the screen.
"Thissmdl ship here pulling the large one isthe tug and its Engine. But these four ships. Do they look like
your usud tug convoy?'

The Auditor stared at the screen. Lisa Benn raised the magnification once more. The Auditor's jaw hung
dack.

Rausch said, "I don't know whose side you're on, pal. But those are warships. See the flanges? See
those blisters underneath them? Those are cannons. And since when do Enamorati ships have cannons?

The other man said nothing, having gpparently just had amgjor revelation.

"They have swords and swordsmen,” Rausch said. "And they now have battleships. And what do we
have?' Rausch put an arm around the Auditor's shoulders asif he were a coach and the Auditor a star
quarterback. "We have agroup of humanswho've gpparently picked thewrong side.”

The Auditor looked asif he was going to faint. But Rausch wouldn't let him. Rausch said, "Lisa, seeif
you can get Mr. Cleddman out of early retirement.”

"Yes, dr," Benn sad.



40

As soon asthe lifepod's surviving engine shut down, George Clock got on the horn to let the nearest
gondolaknow of their situation. To everyonesrdief, the atmospheric chemistry gondolawas about 160
milesto the north and was now changing its course to rendezvous with them since the archaeol ogy
gondola had been destroyed by the bizarre ssorm and the lifepod was too small to get every one of the
students back to the university.

However, it would take the AtChem gondola awhile to reach them.

Ben and Tommy pulled the Avatka out of the lifepod. The remaining engine was smoldering and Ben
didn't want to take any chancesthat it might blow up on them. They moved a safe distance away, and
just to be even safer, Tommy and George sprayed the engine with foam from the fire extinguishers.

Viroo had managed to regain consciousness upon landing and did seem able to walk, but only because
his suit came equipped with sturdy servomechanismsin the legs and hips. Ben and Tommy had to hold
the alien up; otherwise, he would have falen to the leafy roof of the plaza

"Ben!" someone shouted.
The students parted and Ben's group saw Julia standing at the ivy-curtained opening of the Mound.
"We saw your gondolato the east,” Ben said. "It crashed. What happened to it?'

"The storm knocked it out of the sky," Juliasaid, pushing astrand of hair away from her face. "We had to
hide insde the Mound."

Ben looked around. "Where's Dr. Holcombe?'

"He's back ingde the Mound,” she said somberly. "Ben, | think something'swrong with him.”
"What?"

“I'm not sure.”

The storm that had just passed seemed to fill the Sky to the south and the west and |ooked asif it could
come back at any moment. Ben considered the Mound.

"Let's get everyone back in there and wait for the atmospheric chemistry group to pick usup,” hesaid. "'l
don't likeit out here.”



Julialed the group into the tunnel. Ben and Tommy supported the Avatka Viroo as George and Jm
walked ahead of the remaining archaeology students.

At the entrance to the main chamber, Ben noticed the dried-out body. "Isthis guy an Enamorati?*
Julianodded. "And he's been here avery long time."
"The Enamorati live on this planet?' he asked.

"Oh, no," Juliasaid. "Therewas atotaly different race of beings here. The continent seems covered by
their bones and the bones of their higher animals. ThisMound sits on agraveyard that goes on for miles.
Itsdl covered by theivy."

"But what's this guy doing here?* Tommy asked, pointing to the shriveled Enamorati miner.

"We don't know yet," Juliasaid. "But Professor Holcombe said the strangest thing. He said that you'd
know."

llMe?l

Julianodded, then stepped into the main chamber. Ben and Tommy, holding the alien between them,
followed.

Benjamin then received the shock of hislife: The hovering lanterns on the ledge and adozen flashlights
illuminated the hulk of amassive Onesci Engine.

"What is... what is this doing here?' Ben asked. "What is this place?"

Julialooked a him curioudy. "Y ou know whet thisthing is?"

Professor Holcombe, on his feet now, stood off to one side with two students close by.
"Sure" Ben said. "It'san Enamorati Engine.”

"How do you know?" Marji Koczan asked, stepping forward.

Ben had everyone's atention... and he was about to incriminate himsdlf. It was now impossble to
estimate just how much trouble he wasin. He swallowed. "Jim and Tommy and Georgeand |.... we saw
the Enamorati remove our Engine just the other day. It wastheir Makajaa ceremony. They took out the
Engine and sent it into the sun. It looked just like that"

He pointed to the artifact.



"That'simpossible,” Marji Koczan said. "Thisthing was organic a onetime. It'safoss| now. No way
wasit amachine.

Jm Veeswas standing &t the very lip of theledge. He said, "It looked just like this. It was this thing's
brother."

"Or cousin," said the Avatka Viroo.

The Avatka was being supported by Tommy Rosales, the strongest of the Eos Bombardiers, but had
found the strength to stand on hisown. His eyeswere barely open... hewasbardly dive.

In his hand he held one of the smdll globesthat had been attached to hisbelt. "They are the greatest
enemy your race-my race-has ever known. | killed the Eoss Engine with one of these."

Weakly, hewent on. "I turned loose avery smal vehenta because you ... because somebody needed to
seewhat we... what we let happen to this planet, Kiilmist, this poor world. | had... to bring you here.”

The Avatkaslegs gave out and Tommy Rosdes gently lowered him to the ledge. The students gathered
around and the cavern filled with only the sound of the Avatkas voice.

"I have waited decades for thismoment,” Viroo said. He looked back at the tunnd's mouth where the
dried-up Enamorati miner lay. "1 have so long wanted to do what he tried to do and failed.”

"What are you taking about?' Juliaasked.

But Ben was beginning tofit it al together in hismind. And by the expression Ben saw on Professor
Holcombe's face, the old archaeologist had it pieced together aswell.

Dr. Holcombe said, " Children, what the Avatkais suggesting isthat weve been a war for aslong aswe
have known the Enamorati. The enemy, however, has been these things"

"What?' Marji Koczan asked.

"The Engines which push our ships through trans-gpace are not mechanicd at dl. | didn't know that until
we found this one here," Holcombe said. "The Engines, in actudity, are arace of highly organic, highly
developed beings who can travel in and out of trans-space without mechanica means. They aren't
meachines, they're living beings, given to us by the Enamorati.”

Juliapointed at the artifact. "Are you saying thisis acreature that flies through trans-space?'

"Not thisone. It'sdead," Holcombe said. "It died when dl thelife had been sucked out from miles
around.”

"These Mounds cover this part of the continent,” Bobby Gessner said. "Our landsats picked up hundreds



of them. Areyou saying that thereés one of these thingsin every Mound?"

"Yes" the AvatkaViroo sad. "They draw life toward them, then they feed. Only the vehenta can stop
them.”

"Vehenta?" young Gessner asked.

Here, Holcombe responded. "1 believe that the 'cobblestones that compose this Mound are vehenta, or
their dead bodies. They areliving energy organismsthat travel in clouds, like the storm that attacked us...
like the storm that chased my clone-son on Kissoi 3. My guessisthat if found in their cocoon stage, they
can be carried in pouches"

"And used as hand grenades,” Ben said.

"They accreted around this creature long after it had fed and started to die anatural desth,” Holcombe
sad. "But some of itsfeeding force lingered and those Kiilmistians who had survived, and perhaps afew
Enamorati who came after them, tried to get in here and kill it off. Like our man right there." He indicated
the dead Enamorati miner.

The Avatka said, "Thousands of years ago, just as my people had begun to travel between the garsin
our sublight ships, we were beset by ... the Onesci." The Avatka swallowed with some difficulty. "They
come from aworld deep in the Perseus Alley. They heard us through our early trans-space
communication system, much the same way we had heard your Ixion Smith with hisprobing sgnds. The
Onesti areterrible eaters of life, creatures of a profound body design, the product of millions of years of
sophigticated evolution on their own planet, the first planet formed, we think, when the galaxy was very
young. Over the millennia, they consumed dl lifein the Inner Perseus Alley. That was when they moved
into the Sagittarius Alley and found us. And they would have consumed us had we not bargained with
them.”

"Y ou bargained with them?' asked Ben.

The Avatkasad, "Weare... we were arace of traders. Wetold them that if they would spare us, we
would find other life-forms upon which they could feed. Wewould put them in our sublight shipsand use
them asEngines.”

"The destruction of the Annette Haven" Professor Holcombe said. "That was a feeding. Wasn't it.”

"That, and dl of the other ship disasters,” the Avatka said. "The Onesci eat dowly, molecule by molecule,
with every trans-space transit. But some become impatient over time and will swallow aship whole,
killing themsdvesin the process.”

Ben had been standing very closeto Julia, not wanting ever to leave her side.

Juliaasked, "What happened to my little bear?’



The Avatka said, "Y ou have an expression, 'miner's canary.' Y our people used canaries along time ago
to warn coa miners of dangerous gases. | had been watching your bear for sometime. It was weakening.
The Engine that powered our vessal was about to gorgeitself. | recognized the Ennui in the little bear.”

"| thought s0!" Ben said. "Itisred!"
"The Ennui'sreal 7" George Clock asked.

"Oh, yes" the Avatkasaid. "We have no word in our lexicon for it, but you do. A century and ahaf ago
your people had sensed that the spirit was draining from humanity, but didn't know why."

Here, Albert Holcombe spoke. "But it only happened to that part of the Human Community who had
frequently traveled to other star systemsin ships powered by these... engines.”

"The Ennui," the Avatka said, "isthe cumulative effect in your population of the feeding Onesci.”
"What about this world?' Bobby Gessner asked.

The Avatka said, "The Onesci, on their own, had found thisworld centuries ago. They settled hereto
feed. The vehenta, their only natural enemy, came later. They are beings, parasites, redly, who follow
the Onesci wherever they go. They breed in the wake trailsthe Onesci leave.”

"Wakesprites?' Jm Veessaid. " Vehenta are the wakesprites?!

"Yes," the Avatkasad. "Some planets still have surviving vehenta who prowl the skiesfor Onesci. But
they will feed on any advanced life-form. They can live for hundreds of years."

Bobby Gessner came over and said, "We made amap of severa nearby star systemsthat have these
"'vehenta' moving about in their atmosphere. It looked asif they were part of a‘wave coming from the
inner part of the galaxy."

"That was the path the Onesci were taking when we met, when we were able to stop them, reason with
them,” the Avatka said.

"Soyou killed our Engine, on Eos" Juliasaid.

"My colleagues and |, the other Avatkas, decided that the Onesci as arace had to be stopped. Too
many beings have been consumed and you were about to join their ranks.”

"Then what was Ixion Smith listening to?' Bobby Gessner asked. "In trans-space, | mean.”

"The feeding songs of Onesci asthey moved through the Alley," the Avatka said. "The songs are very
pleasurable. Hypnotic. They lureyouin subtly.”



The students who belonged to the Ainge Church would have heard those songs. In the Ainge Church,
baptism, confirmation, and marriage dl come with the privilege of putting on an Auditor's helmet and
gtting at an Auditor's sation, just like the one Ixion Smith himsalf devised.

"Trans-spaceisjust an energy matrix," the Avatka said. "It's not God-not my God, not your God. Y our
man Smith brought down monsters upon your kind by accidentaly hailing one of our ships.” The Avatka
had to gasp for air and his onelung could be heard bubbling: he was drowning from hisinterna injuries.
"Y ou helped us postpone our own demise. We fed you to them and let your Ainge lead the way."

"But why are you doing thisnow?' Ben asked. "Why us?"

"Because of the thirty-eight civilizations we have fed to the Onesci, only yours has had the intellectua
ability to chalengetheir rule. But to do that, you needed to develop your own stardrive engines and you
needed to berid of the Ennui-your dow death at their hands. Once you become yourselves again, you
will be unstoppable, if what I've read from your historiesis correct. But first you have to sop them.”

With that the Avatkafdl slent. A moment later he was dead.
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Cutter Rausch lost track of the charges he and therest of the crew of Eos University would face when
they returned to the worlds of the Human Community, to say nothing of the chargesthey would face if
they made the long journey to Wolfe-Langaard 4 to stand before the Enamorati court. Either way, their
caregrs, if not their very lives, were a an end.

Rausch therefore decided that Cleddman needed to be at the hdm if they wereto survive the threat of
the warships escorting the new Engineinto orbit above Kiilmist 5. Only he could get them out of this.
Toward that end, Rausch faked an emergency call to the guard watching over Cleddman's apartment and
immediately summoned the cgptain to ShipCom.

Rausch apologized for the blood and dead bodiesin the Arena, and for the bound and gagged Auditors
agang afar wal.

"I had to take some rather dragtic action to secure ShipCom," Rausch said. "It involved swords and these
... people.”

"So | see" Cleddman said, lifting his boot up and inspecting the goo the blood had become.

Themainwall of ShipCom was active with its many screens. Cleddman considered these. Oneheld a
magnified view of the Engine escort, which was ftill severd thousand miles behind them.

"The escort will match our orbit in less than three hours,”" Rausch told the captain. "But that's assuming



they will il want to perform their insertion ceremony.”

"| don't recal them ever using warshipsin their Sada-vaaka ceremonies,” Cleddman said. "Where are
our planetside people?

"Four gondolas are nearly in orbit now," Rausch said. "But we've lost contact with archaeology. Theresa
hell of astorm down there blocking radio transmission. The sixth gondolais going to try to make contact
with them, to seewhat the story is."

"Good," Cleddman said. "Now, whereis Fontenot?"

"Campus security have turned off their com/pagers,” Rausch informed the captain. "But we have been
tracking them visualy through the ship with trangit-porta video cameras.”

"Fontenot's smart enough not to use the trangit portasto take over the ship.”

"Heisn't. But portals are on every floor and weve trained the cameras to scan for any sign of their

"Very good."

"Fontenot's people are physicaly securing the ship, closing off the student commons, isolating the dorms
and faculty gpartments. Mr. Arendal, though, has so far kept Fontenot's people away from the physical
plant."

Cleddman nodded at the report. "If | know Lewis Arendal, hell keep the ship's systems on-linefor as
long aspossble”

Rausch nodded. "'If Fontenot's going to take over the ship, hell haveto do it floor by floor by hand using
his own lock-code overrides. It will take him awhile, but when he's done, helll be the only man ableto
openthemwhen dl thisisover.”

"Where's Fontenot himself?"

LisaBenn said, "Wethink he'swith the Auditors. Therésalot of coded radio traffic going back and forth
from there"

"So you're keegping the com lines open,” Cleddman said.

"Haveto," Rausch told him flatly. "We don't know if any of our friends, whoever they may be, would
need to use the system. Unfortunately, Fontenot has as much accessto it as anyone.”

"l see" Cleddman pondered the screens before them.



Rausch said, "Captain, there's one other thing. The Hollingsdale deck is apparently abandoned. Weve
recorded no traffic from that location in the last two hours. Didn't you say that Fontenot was going to use
it to take control of the ship?'

Cleddman thought about this. He then pondered the gagged Auditors and the four diced-up bodies
underfoot. "For dl we don't know about the Enamorati compound on every Engine-run vessel, we aso
don't know about the Auditor facilities. We've historicdly granted them the same privacy asthe
Enamorati. It's possible they might be able to run the ship from there. A new Engine, after dl, will only be
afew yardsaway."

LisaBenn bent over her board. "Captain, Mr. Rausch,” she said. "I'm picking up a coded message
sequence. It'sbeing sent to usfrom the pilot vessel in the Enamorati escort fleet.”

"Coded?' Rausch said, looking at Captain Cleddman. "Why would they send amessage to us coded?'
"Becauseit's not meant for us,” the captain said.

LisaBenn nodded. "They'retrying to send it in atightbeam ather to the Enamorati chambersor to the
Auditors. The signd keeps wavering and they can't get alock onto it.”

TeeCee Spooner, Sitting at her station, perked up. "Sir! I've got Lewis Arendall ontheline. It'sapriority
cdl.”

Arendd Ts visage gppeared on one of the Side screens on the monitoring wall. He'd apparently been
roused from deep. " Captain, we're showing a diversion of power fromthe main electrical grid. The
tap had your release codes. My people and | were wondering if you knew anything about this."

"Wheré'sit coming from?" Cleddman asked.

Arendall reported, "Amidships. It's then dispersed along secondary linesto six areas, all
amidships.”

Cleddman gave Rausch aworried look. The people who ran the ship's physical plant were supposed to
be politicaly neutrd. They were never to take Sdesin university affairs. Their caling wasto keep the
ship'sfunctions going, no matter what.

"Lewis, weve got asituation,” Cleddman said. "The taps are coming from Eve Silbarton and a number of
engineerswho are ingtdling an experimentd stardrive which hasto be anchored to the ship's structurd
core. Eve saysthat the power use will take about ten percent from your system. That's probably what
your ingruments are showing."

Arendd| stared. "We've heard rumors,” hesaid.

"Rumors," Cleddman said.



"That we've been handed over to the Enamorati for trial and that we 'l be heading to the
Enamorati home worlds as soon as the Engineisinstalled.”

"That'strue,” Cleddman said. "Mr. Fontenot is acting on orders from President Porter and isin the
process of taking over the ship.

Porter was given authority to do this by the H.C. Council and Mason Hildebrandt himself.”

Rausch added, "But the authorization letter was bogus. No such |etter arrived because no such request
went out undamaged. All of our messages have been going out damaged since we emerged from
trans-space. It'saploy by Porter and campus security to remain on the Enamorati's good side.”

Cleddman had to use theright wordsiif they were going to include Mr. Arendal among their dlieson
board the ship. He said, "Lewis, President Porter believesthat some of our students may have violated
the Enamorati Compact, and he wants to put us before an Enamorati court, as a show of good faith. We
areto head to Wolfe-Langaard 4 as soon asthe new Engineisin place.”

Mr. Arendall, large and perhaps overly muscular, looked asif there was no roomin hisbody for an
origind thought. But he had one of the most practica brains on the ship. He said, "1 take it that you
don't want to do this thing that President Porter wants."

The Cloudman took adeep breath. "Not by along shot. Eve Silbarton and her team performed severa
field tests of her new stardrive at our last port of call. Remember those gravity perturbations you
registered? They were from one of those engines being tested on the far sde of the betamoon of Ala
Tule4. But | knew nothing about her work until she told me the other day."

"Captain,"” Arendal said, "/ can't produce the power to run a stardrive engine. We don't even know
how the Enamorati do it."

"These new unitswork on entirely different principles. Eve's assured me that you can easily provide
enough energy for her drive systems. And if you want to know the truth, my god indl thisisto get Eve's
systems on-line and get usthe hell away from the Enamorati escort now gpproaching us."

"Which appearsto be an armed escort,” Cutter Rausch added. "Take alook.”
Rausch immediately transferred the screen with the approaching warshipsto Mr. Arendal's board.
"1x," Arendal said, passing ahand over hisburr-cut hair.

Rausch then said, "I'm sure you've noticed that for the last severd hours we've been using our rail gun.
Weve been sending out bulletsinforming the H.C. about what has been happening to us out here,
Whatever happensto us, the rest of the Alley isgoing to know at the very least that Enamorati have
warships.”



Cleddman added, "Lewis, | believe that we are soon to be taken captive. We have proof the Enamorati
have been lying to us. They have soldiers, they have swords, and they have warships. I'm sorry, but
you're going to have to take sides on this one. I've got forty-five hundred peopleto think of. | need to
know. Areyou in or out?'

Arendd| had apparently been thinking the matter through asthey weretaking. "I'min. But you'd better
find Fontenot and his people. They've got guns.”

"I know," Cleddman said. "Meanwhile, | want you to block yourselves off. If he getsinto the physical
plant, it'sal over."

"Don't worry about me. Just find Fontenot."
"Well do our best," Cleddman said.

Theimage of Lewis Arendall faded from the screen, and Cleddman turned to Cutter Rausch. "Get word
to al the gondolas. | want them to get back to Eos as soon asthey can. When that happens, notify me.
I'm keeping my com/pager open, just in case.”

"What about Fontenot?' Rausch asked.

"He'sthewild card,” Cleddman admitted. "But if he hasn't taken the physical plant, were ill inthe
game”

"How are we going to fight the Enamorati, Captain?' Lisa Benn asked. The other ShipCom personnel
looked on.

"Werenot going to,” he said. "We're going to run like hdll and fight them later.”
"Where are we going to run to ?' Benn asked worriedly.

"Straight to Earth," Cleddman told them. "The Grays have no palitica clout in the Earth system. Not even
the Auditors. Tau Ceti 4 and Ross 244, yes. But not Earth. They'll be the ones standing trid, not us.”

"We haveto get therefirst,” Rausch said.

"Yes," Cleddman admitted. "That seemsto be the next order of business.”
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JuliaWaxwing was furious-furious as a Native American, furious as a human being. It seemed thet there



had never been atime when her people-once the Zunis but now the entire race of Homo sapiens
sapiens -weren't being subjugated by one party or another. Thistime, however, there was something she
could do abouit it. She could fight back.

"They killed my bear," Juliasaid to Ben asthe AtChem gondolarose steeply and swiftly from the
continent dolloped with the Mounds of the deceased Onesci.

"Not just your bear," Ben said. "Us."

They managed to get everyone on board the gondola with the exception of the Avatka. Professor
Holcombe said held take full responsbility for leaving him behind, but no one now believed thet relaions
with the Enamorati would ever be norma again. Not returning with the body of the Avatkawas the least
of their worries now.

"Vampires," Jm Vees said, Stting beside Jeannie Borland. She happened to be on board the gondola
with the rest of the AtChem students. She had seen Ben with Juliaand so had decided to sit beside Jim.
"That's what those motherfuckersare.”

"Which motherfuckers are you talking about?' George Clock asked. "Y ou've got the Ainge
motherfuckers, you've got the Enamorati motherfuckers, and you've got those redly big Engine
motherfuckers. Which ones?'

"All of them,"” Imsad.

The AtChem students, when they heard of the archaeology team's discoveries, sat in sSunned silence. But
once identified, the depredations of the Onesci on Kiilmist 5 had been confirmed by the AtChem team.
They, too, had seen the Mounds and the gridy accretions of bones surrounding them.

"They'redl dead men,” Juliasad. "This stops now."
Ben gave her ady smile. "Y ou sound like Jack Killian. Throw the bomb first; make accusationslater.”
"That'swhat Cleddman would do,” Tommy Rosdes said.

But as the gondolarose, much of the anger and vengefulness had seemingly gone out of them. At first
Juliathought it was merely her concern for Professor Holcombe. They had gotten the ederly scholar onto
the gondola, but he had remained strangely quiet asthey shot into the sky. But now everybody seemed
afflicted with it. Asthe gondolarose into orbit, everyone became silent.

Professor Holcombe suddenly lurched forward. "No!™ he burst out. "1t's happening again!™
That startled everybody.

"Professor Holcombe?' Juliasaid. "What's ..."



Holcombe gripped the armrests of his seat and his knuckles went white. "They're doing it to us again!
Can't you fed it? Can't you fed it?'

His outburst had been like a brick through awindow.
"Hesright," Bensad. "/ fed it, too. It just Started. Maybe ten minutes ago.”
"He'sright," George Clock said.

The head of the AtChem department, Dr. Reg Chassin, had been monitoring the flight from his sest,
following the same readings as their deadman pilot. He said, "Eosis reporting that the Engine has arrived.
There'sthe tug and four support vessals moving into orbit. I'm putting them on your seat screens.”

The screens showed merely a cluster of bright objects suspended in the distance, perhaps athousand
miles away. But in Julid'simagination, she envisoned the very sarswarping around thefleet. .. asif the
new Engine was sucking in the very light of the cosmos around the vessdls.

Holcombe struggling with his seet restraints. "The new Engine," he said, "isadready sarting to feed-"

Dr. Chassin, aman haf Holcombe's age, cdled out, " There's nothing we can do until we dock.
Everybody stay seated!"

Juliadidn't like the wide-eyed expression on the professor's face. She had never seen it before.
"Motherfuckers," he said. "They've sucked thelife out of usfor years...."

The minutes passed as the gondola findly entered the bay and locked itsdlf into place.

"Call for assstance!" Julia shouted out to their deadman pilot. " Professor Holcombe needs-"
Holcombe was out of his seat as soon as the bay doors had sealed themselves.

The main exit hatch opened and Professor Holcombe led the students out into the bay itself. Jm, Tommy
Rosdes, and George Clock were right behind him. The Bombardiers entered with clenched fists, doing
everything they could to fight the somatic call of the new Engine now gpproaching Eos.

Waiting for them in the gondola bay was Lieutenant Fontenot and as many of his men as he could muster.
They woreriot gear and held stunners, the only guns on the ship. In the rear, Julianoted, were about a
dozen of the Ainge Auditors, led by Orem Rood. They, too, were armed with crowd-control devices.

And behind them stood the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa and two of hisaides, so in body armor.

"What isthis, Ted?' Holcombe demanded.



"Stand aside, Holcombe," Lieutenant Fontenot barked, waving his stunner. "Bennett! Vees! Step forward
right now!"

Professor Holcombe, abig man, waked right up to Fontenot, in full face of the riot guns. Juliafollowed
behind him. Benjamin, though, had moved off to another part of the crowd.

"I have arrest warrants for Benjamin Bennett and James Veesissued by the H.C. High Council and
signed by Nelson Porter himsdlf. Therest of you will be detained for questioning.”

"Youll haveto get through mefirst, Ted," Holcombe said, apoplectic, hisright hand forming into afigt.
"And I'm not handing over anybody to those motherfuckers-" He pointed at Kuumottoomaa and two
armored Accusers standing beside him. " Or those motherfuckers" He pointed to Auditor Orem Rood
and hisjunior partners.

Rood stepped forward. "We can have you on charges of blasphemy aswell asfor harboring fugitives,
Brother Holcombe. Do you want to disgrace your family yet again?'

"What | want,” Holcombe said, "isfor little shitslike you to die forever.”

Auditor Rood's righteous smirk suddenly collapsed, asdid his jaw. Professor Holcombe broke the man's
jaw with ahaymaker backed by the full strength of hisbody. Rood lifted off the ground and fell
backward, knocked into blissful oblivion.

Holcombe turned to face Lieutenant Fontenot, both fists clenched, grim and determined. "What are you
going to do now, you worthless piece of-"

Fontenot raised his stunner and fired it point-blank a him. Almost immediately, the rest of the security
force brought their gunsto bear on the aged professor and balls of powerful lightning pummeled the old
man with athousand explosions of spectacular light. Julia screamed terribly as Holcombe bounced once
off anearby wall, hair flying wild. He struck the floor with eectrified violence.

He was dead before his body quit shaking.

This proved to be atactical error for campus security. They had emptied their wegpons on Professor
Holcombe and had nothing |eft for the tide of studentsthat came at them. Led by the Bombardiers, the
once-obedient Ainge students set upon Lieutenant Fontenot and his men for the crime they had just
committed againgt Professor Holcombe.

And JuliaWaxwing, shrilling the way her grandmother did on wild horserides acrossHart Prairiein the
moonlight, doveinto the fray in what became the historic opening moment in Eos University'sfirst
fully-fledged and properly executed student riot.

Ben had never played rugby with Bobby Gessner. He had never even known the boy existed before that
day. So he had no idea of the boy's physica giftsfor the quick moves necessary in sports. But the Ainge



youngster had executed one of the most efficient handoffs Ben had ever seen: to him.

Ben had been pushed to the rear by George Clock when Clock saw the searching look on Fontenot's
face. At the same time, Bobby Gessner spun around and passed a shouldercam video cartridge into
Ben's hands. It was the cartridge from Gessner's shouldercam, the one that had caught the Avatka's
dying words.

Ben took the cartridge and spun around just as Fontenot had called his name, then whipped under the
gondolasflanges and made for the nearest exit.

Behind him came the explosions of crowd-control stunners, and that was al the diversion Ben needed to
make his escape.

Ben shot down the nearest corridor, cartridge in hand, and ran to the nearet trangit portal. To hisrelief,
no campus guard stood sentinel before it. Fontenot must have used al of his peoplein his attempt to
corral the disobedient students.

"Command deck," he said to the porta's compuiter.

However, the portal did not power up. Instead, amechanica voice, somewhat female, said, " Security
override. Transmission to command deck prohibited.”

"Well, shit." He then turned on his com/pager and called out. "Com, open. Benjamin Bennett caling
Captain Cleddman.”

Cleddman's voice returned dmost immediately. "Where are you?"

"I'm standing before trangit portal saventy-two, which isn't working," he said. "Lieutenant Fontenot has
just killed Professor Holcombe in the gondola bay and now they'rekilling the rest of everybody else.”

"The portal is now activated,” Cleddman said. "Get to ShipCom immediately."

Thetrangt portd flashed, sent a euphoric jolt through his body, and moved Ben ingtantly to the trangit
portal closest to ShipCom. No guards blocked him; no armor-suited Enamorati waited with their deadly
swords.

Ben stepped through the gash in ShipCom's door to find bodies on the floor and alot of blood to go with
them.

Captain Cleddman was apparently controlling the ship from ShipCom.
"Bennett,” Cleddman said.

"Ligten," Ben said, holding out the cartridge from Bobby Gessner's shoulder camera. 'Y ou guys



absolutdy haveto seethis™

However, the entire ShipCom crew had patched into avisual and audio scan of the gondola bay, where
students were fighting Fontenot's men as well asthe Enamorati Accusers. Fists flew, noses flattened,
teeth exploded. The Kuulo Kuumottoomaa wobbled around the room, swordless, and with hishelmet
completdly fractured. Somebody had put afist through it, and most of the Kuulo's face.

"I think," said Cutter Rausch, "that the whole university needsto see our campus-security team hard at
work. Ms. Benn?"

LisaBenn touched a button. Since the university wasin the middle of the third shift, dmost everyone was
adeep. But gentle darms were now going off and every screen was now coming dive with theriot.
Cutter Rausch specificaly activated the screensin the dorms and the student commons, making sure that
all trangt portasled, by default, to the gondola bays where anyone who wanted to could respond to Mr.
Fontenot's violence againgt students. Many did.

While thiswas being done, Ben told the entire ShipCom staff what had happened down upon the planet,
especialy the discovery of the fossilized Onesti cregiure insde the Mound and the Avatka Viroo's
confession. Ben then told them the full story of their violation of the Enamorati's Makajaa ceremony,
concurring with what Professor Holcombe had seen as ayoung man when he had witnessed an insertion
ceremony.

"Every one of their ceremonies has been designed to prevent usfrom seeing that the Engines are actudly
newly born creatures’ Ben sad, "and not mechanica engines.”

"Sir," LisaBenn said, "I'm now showing the Engine escort fleet accelerating toward us. They're closing at
twelve thousand miles an hour. Is there something we should do?"

"That dl depends,” Cleddman said.
"Onwhat?' Benn asked.

"On whether or not Eve Silbarton's ready to try out her new stardrive,” Cleddman said.
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In Ben's mind, the greatest mistake the Ainge Church ever made was its indolence. For them to have
had-or to imagine that they had-a direct ear to God, through the use of a sophisticated machine, created
in the Auditors amisplaced belief that assumed that every human in the H.C. would, in time, come
around to their way of thinking. They werethe truth and the way, after al. Had more studentstraveling
with Eos University been of the Ainge Church, had more members of the staff and especidly the physical
plant been Ainge brethren, the Eosriots might not have broken out and Lieutenant Fontenot's forces



overcome.

As studentsrioted and faculty protested, Cutter Rausch activated every screen in the university and ran
the confession of the Avatka Viroo, as taped by Bobby Gessner, over and over and over again. Maree
Zolezzi and Lisa Benn, meanwhile, began compressing the Gessner video into data bullets. The enormous
amount of visua datawould take severa hoursto be compressed before they could start sending it.

The problem they had now wastime.

The gpproaching Enamorati convoy-the tug with the Engine, and four warships-was aready making its
presence felt. The Engine was young and the Ennui quickly started manifesting. As Ben rgjoined Eve
Silbarton's team, the rioting students were aready calming down. He just hoped that the rioters would
fight the Ennui as boldly asthey had fought the Graysin the gondola bay. The physicsteam needed time.

Ben got to work, finding himsalf crawling down a maintenance tunnel somewhere near the ship's core.
There were no temperature controls in the bulkhead compartments, and Ben was wearing only hisregular
tunic. It was colder in there than he thought possible for aship. But he had to get to his station asfast as
possible. Eve Silbarton was going to need dl the help she could get, and the only option |eft to the
dissidents now-besi des not responding to the calls of the gpproaching Enamorati fleet-wasto get Eve's
engines up and running.

Ben's com/pager was open and he listened to the traffic between Captain Cleddman in ShipCom with
Eve and her team strung adong the ship'sinner core.

The captain asked, "How much time until you're ready?"
"Twenty, thirty minutes, tops," Evesad.
"We may not have that kind of time," responded the captain.

Even deep insde afour-thousand-foot-long ship, Ben could fed the new Engine's pull. The convoy was
closng into amatching orbit at eight hundred miles out.

Halfway aong the beta spine of Eos, Ben found one of the drive units, manned by agrimy and greasy
Cade Murphy. The unit had been molecularly welded to the spine shaft, and next to it wasasmall
computer and communications unit al aglow.

"Glad you could makeit, Dr. Bennett," Murphy said. "We need you four doors down. That way. The
shaft is unsedled. When you get inside, lock yoursdf in. Y ou'l find the unit online and the computer set,
but we have to coordinate your unit and mine with Eve's. Wait for Eves signd. Do you understand?!

There was alook of undisguised desperation in the young physics professor's eyes.

"Right," Ben said.



Ben scrambled back the way he came and found the correct shaft sedl. Inside was a unit, aready
attached to the massive dloyed bulkhead but waiting for the proper synchronization commands from
Eve's gation about ahaf mile out ahead of him.

Ben put on earphones and got Eve Silbarton on theline.
"Jesus Chrig, it'scold in here!" Ben said as soon as he was plugged in.

"Good," Evereturned. "It'll keep you alert. On your screen, Ben, should be a graph with the bar
heading to the yellow area.”

"l seeit,”" Ben responded, shivering.

"Adjust the calibration carefully until the bar hits the yellow and make sure it doesn't go further
than that. My computer can't hold the position and factor in the power exponentials at the same
time. You will have to make the adjustments on your own, manually. But that's all you have to do.
The program I've just installed should keep us from flying into a thousand pieces.”

Ben heard the voices of several of the other members of Eve'steam asthey worked feverishly to
cdibrate their unitswith Eve's sation. Some were disgruntled; some were downright scared. Some were
evenfor giving up.

Alonein histunnd, sitting down againgt the cold stedl of the shaft, Ben knew what was going on and he
shouted into hismike: "It'sthe Ennui! It'sthe new Engine coming!”

But nobody on Eve'steam knew about the treacherous Engines and their effects on the human mind. So
Ben told them what he and hisfriends had learned, telling them not to givein. "We can do this" he said.
"Wecandoit."

Cleddman came on-line. "We're showing the Enamorati escort at seven thousand eighty-two miles.
What's your status?”

"We need moretime!" Evecaled out. "We're processing the trans-space tunnel to the C-graviton
separation point and we can't leap across it until the computers match our present real-space
location to the transfer's nexus-destination point. And for that, we need much moretime."

Dr. Israd Harlin came on-lineand said, "What we really need is a few weapons. Something we can
throw at them, keep them at bay -"

Ben watched his monitor asthe calibration graph kept readjusting itsdlf to the calculations Eve was
programming into her unit. Pushing aship nearly amile long through a nonexistent trans-spatid tubeto a
theoretical degtination point on the other side of the star-sun Kiilmist was going to be very tricky....

Then suddenly anew voice came over thecom. "This is the Very High Auditor Joseph Nethercott. In



the absence of Lieutenant Theodore Fontenot, | am asking that all students, faculty, staff, and
ship's crew stand down immediately. We will be docking with the new Engine in sixty-five minutes
and | want this time spent constructively in preparing for Engine insertion.

There is no need to panic. We are still governed by the rule of law."

"Nether cott, you boob," Captain Cleddman snarled at hisend of the com. "Haven't you been
watching your screens? The Enamorati are out to kill us! They 've been feeding usto their
goddamned Engines. The Engines are alien beings, you son of a bitch!"

"What?" came from Nethercott.

Ben said, "They hypnotize us, robbing our brains one molecule a atime! It'sthe Ennui! Y ou're probably
experiencing it yoursdf right now."

TheVery High Auditor said, "My children. The day will come when you will see -"

Nethercott's voice ceased in midsentence. Cutter Rausch or Captain Cleddman-Ben didn't know
which-had cut him off.

"Not enough time -" Eve Silbarton continued to mumble from deep in the bowels of the ship.
And Cleddman asked, "A question: Will we be able to move if the Engine docks with us?"

"If it isattached, yes," Evesaid. "Except that the added mass will throw off our settings and
shorten the trans-space leap."”

Ben quickly checked to see Eve's primary target. She was shooting for the same orbital position, but on
the opposite side of the sun. It didn't take ageniusto figure out that with the new Engine attached they
would emerge somewhere insde the sun or very closeto it. POOF!

Cae Murphy added: " And we could never outrun an Onesci Engine with the Hollingsdale. Our
acceleration would be too slow and if those are war ships, they'd shoot us out of the sky like we
were ducks or geese."

Ben sat up. "That'sit. That's our weapon.”
"What?" someone asked.

And Ben sad, "What if we use the Hollingsdal e to project adiscontinuity point somewhere behind the
approaching Enamorati convoy? If we can project amicroparticle somewhere in space behind the flegt, it
just might dow them down with its gravity well or destroy them outright. If the gammaradiation doesn't
kill them, it just might suck themin."



"You can't be serious,” Cae Murphy said, aghast.
"Now that | like," came Captain Cleddman'svoice.

Then Eve Silbarton came on-line. "But who's going to operate the Hollingsdal e breeder? All
qualified personnel are down here -"

Captain Cleddman said, "/'// handle it. But | want you to get us out of here the minute your systemis
ready. Don't wait for my signal. Once you're ready, go. Got that?"

"Yes," Eve Slbarton said. "Got it. Gentlemen, let's get this thing configured so we can go home."”

Juliahad never been in ariot before.

And it probably could have been fun if so many people hadn't been hurt or killed. The screaming and the
punching and the pounding managed to convince campus security that fighting the students wasn't agood
idea-particularly when the dorms emptied themsalves of students who came into the gondolabay with
baseball bats and enough ropeto tie their aggressors up.

The Enamorati, however, had taken the worst of it. The Kuulo Kuumottoomaa and his companions were
confused-and not alittle bit frightened-by the rampaging human beings, and they were set upon before
they could raise their deadly swords. The Kuulo died amost ingtantly when hisface was punched in; the
other diens perished when their fragile bones broke under arugby scrum started by Tommy Rosdles. A
dozen human males piling onto each of the Enamorati didn't leave much left, other than flexible insectlike
armor, which remained intact. Everything indde became mush.

Also among the human casudties was Orem Rood, who had jumped into the fray thinking that his
college-days boxing skillswould serve him well. They didn't. Somebody put an elbow into Rood's face
and the man fell backward, landing on the sword that the Kuulo Kuumottoomaa clutched in adeeth grip
where helay on thefloor.

Julia stood beside George Clock, who had ablack eye; Tommy Rosdes, who had atorn tunic; and Jm
Vees, who seemed unharmed but was bathed in a bright sheen of sweset. She hersdf had afistful of hair
and part of the scalp taken from Mr. Fontenot's head. But Fontenot himself was nowhere to be seen
among the subdued campus-security people. Apparently, he and anumber of others had managed to
retreat back to the Auditor compound, where, Julia presumed, the Very High Auditor Joseph Nethercott
waited to pronounce judgment on them all.

Suddenly, overhead came an authoritative voice. "This is ShipCom Chief Cutter Rausch. We are
preparing to leave orbit and we need everyone in their rooms and at their transit couches, now.
Captain Cleddman has evoked the Aniara Charter, taking back control of the ship, and will retain
control of the ship until it returnsto the H.C., at which time it will be turned over to the regents of
the university in Earth orbit. Get to your transit couches now!"

Then the hall screens changed. They had been showing Bobby Gessner's video cartridge results, but now



these were taken over with exterior shots of the approaching Enamorati convoy, magnified in the
distance.

Marji Koczan, who had abruised lip, pointed to the screen. "Look!" she said.

The Enamorati had released the new Onesci Engine from its confinesinsde the tug vessdl. The Engine
was abluish gray creature shaped like a giant dmond-a creature, not a piece of advanced

technol ogy-edging toward the ship. It was streamlined, its"legs' trailing from beneath it, waiting for their
anchoring pogts. And its mouth was an ova almost a hundred feet wide, utterly dark insde, avacuity
whose purpose was only to dram lifefor milesand milesin dl directionsaround it.

The escort vessals were now backing off.

"I don't think it has any plans on docking with us," George Clock said.

"Thething'sgoing to feed,” Tommy Rosdeswhispered. "Just like the Annette Haven."

It moved dowly, asif savoring the moment, getting nearer, nearer, nearey......
Thenthelightsdimmed inthe hdlway ... asif the ship had just lost about two-thirds of its power.
"What's that on the screen?' someone el se then asked.

The hdl screensran riot with static, but then came back on-line showing the giant Onesci creature moving
through orbital space toward them.

But behind the creature and its convoy awavering whirlpool of distorted light seemed to gppear-it was a
rend, a vacuity, gppearing at some distance behind the Enamorati vessdls. The phenomenon was only
visble by the swirling distortion of the arsbehind it.

"l think," Jm Vees said, squinting &t the screen, for it was difficult to make out, "that someone's thrown a
black hole somewhere behind the fleet. Look!"

The Enamoréti fleet seemed to waver in the distorted light of the discontinuity. One by one, the ships
started to break up and € ongate as the discontinuity's powerful event horizon sucked them in. They
exploded violently even before a single molecule was consumed by the black hole. Even then, the gamma
radiation of the discontinuity would have fried the Enamorati crew in their ships.

The entire convoy disappeared into the speck of darkly compressed matter.

The Onesti creature began to dow inits advance. It had been too far out ahead of the discontinuity to be
pulled gpart by its gravity wdl, but it was dowing down. Had the juvenile creature known that it was
now aone?Had it known for the first timein millions of years another intelligent race had found away to
hold off itskind?



There was no way for the humans to know because the screen suddenly burned white and everyone was
knocked to the floor. A massive wave of euphoriaswept through the sudents-awave similar to that of a
trangt-porta hop, but magnified a thousandfold.

"Whoa" Juliasaid. "What the hell wasthat?"

The screen came on with the answer: the planet of Kiilmist 5 was gone from view. So was the Onesci.
Eos had shifted its position in space by a hundred and eighty million miles-to the other Side of the sun.

Quiet IJm Veesfound himsef lying upon a heavily bregthing Jeannie Borland who, looking deep into
Veessdark eyes, said, "Boy, weve got to do that again real soon."

"I'dsay 0," Jm Veessad.

The trangt jump Eos Universty just made had awakened, and magnified, long-lost sensationsin dl of
them. Bigtime.

The studentsooked a one another-as undoubtedly everyone else on the ship was doing as well-and
quickly began dispersing, by twos, maeto femae, heading back to the dorms asfast asthey could.

And Juliawent looking for Ben. The new Silbarton drive, it seemed, had an unusua, unexpected, and
very deightful Sde effect.

Epilogue

Ben and Juliadid not surface for three days. Nor did most of the students and faculty, and many of the
gaff. Eosjust sat in space until everyone could catch their collective breath. Which was probably agood
thing asfar asthe captain and piloting crew were concerned.

They didn't need anyone underfoot in those historic first hours of the Silbarton drive. Their main interest
was to determine how well Eos had madeits jaunt to the opposite end of the Kiilmistian system and if the
Onesti creature had been able to follow them.

Which, gpparently, it hadn't. Whether it had been fried by the radiation of the dissolving black hole or
not, they didn't know. When later they crept back to Kiilmist 5, the creature's body could not be found.

What aso couldn't be found were the Enamorati of Eos University. Most had gpparently fled into space
just asthe Silbarton drive pushed Eos across the solar system. They were undoubtedly consumed by the
young Onesci. But the ranks of the Auditors were decimated by the rioting and, much to his surprise,
Lieutenant Fontenot was demoted and put in detention when his gpartment was found to be full of boxes
and boxes of theillegd Red Apple cigarettesaswell asjars containing severa thousand wayhighs.
Messrs. Wangberg and Sammons saw to that.



Ben had kept in touch with Eve and Captain Cleddman, but only when Juliawas napping. When she
awoke, Ben turned his attentions to more important matters: Julia. Then, after awhile, he dept, too. This
happened every time the captain engaged the Silbarton drive. Adults over the age of fifty did appear to
have some resistance to the drive. But when their shifts ended, they hurried hometo play catch-up.
Everyone had it; no one wasimmune.

Curioudy, the stock of prophylactics and birth-control devices were lying about unused in the student
hedlth center. The sudent hedlth center, in fact, was empty.

On the third day, Ben woke somewhere around noon with Juliaentangled in bedsheets, one arm and one
leg flung over him, holding him prisoner in her deep. He decided not to move from where hewas.

Instead, he turned on hisroom’'s main screen to see the news of the day. Students of the new student
newspaper, The Molotov Cocktail, were sending out bullets by the hour. New to the staff of The
Molotov Cocktail wasyoung Bobby Gessner, whose persona mission now wasto tell the entire H.C.
that organized religion was the bane of humankind, and that humansreally had atreat in store for them
when they traveled on shipswith the new Silbarton drive. He didn't eucidate.

Cleddman had a part in this. he made sure that the captains of every Onesci-powered vessa-many of
whom belonged, as did Cleddman, to the KMA-got word asto the nature of their giant Engines. They
were to get to nonaigned worlds as soon as possible and abandon their vessals. Help would arrive soon.

But a least the truth was out. .. and so were the schematicsfor the Silbarton drive, fully patented by
patent attorneys Wangberg and Sammons, formerly of the Eos University Rights Advocacy Office. Every
ship in the H.C. would soon have its own stardrive, and the Enamorati would either be put out of
business or, as Ben thought more likely, be consumed by the Onesci in afinal act of gluttony.

And hopefully before the humans showed up. In large numbers. With wegpons.
Juliarolled over and blinked deepily a Ben, who switched thewall screen off.
"Mmm," shewhispered. "What timeisit?"

"Timeto eat. Lunch, | think," Ben said. "Maybe dinner.”

Juliasat up and crossed her legs, pulling back her hair. Ben had been surprised at the fullness of Julias
breasts. The Ennui had prevented him from noticing- appreciating -them, even from the moment he had
first met her. He began to get aroused just thinking about them.

Juliasaw what was happening and leaned toward him on the bed, grasping the "littlerascal,” asshe cdled
it.

"l waswondering,”" she said, then kissed him.



"Wondering what?'

"What, exactly, doesKMA stand for?'

"Cleddman said-" He kissed her.

"Mmm?'

"The cgptain said-"

"What did the captain say?"

"... means'kissmy ass" he sad. "But we're not supposed to tell anyone.”
"Widl, | won't tdl if you won'."

Summer vacation had just begun.
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