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Disguised as afredance star freighter, the Exile Prince entered the Costamara System and made for
Conradé€™s World, the system&E™ s only habitable planet. Like any other freighter, it approached
Conrada€™s World with loaded holds and formal trade contracts, but was aso outfitted with weaponry
and defenses no freighter was ever authorized to carry, and passengers who would normaly never travel
onsuch aship.

Two days out from Conrada€™'s World, the Exile Prince transmitted its manifeté€”’ legitimate and
accurate, if incompleted€” along with encrypted registrations and certifications from the I ndependent
Traders Collective. The orbital docking station returned a preliminary authorization.

One day out, Captain Jan Olveg had two long conversations with the station master. After the second
conversation, the station master transmitted find authorization codes to dock and unload the Exile
Prince&€™s cargo.

Four hours out from the station, three combat fighters emerged in battle vectors from the shadow of
Ambrose, Conrada€™s larger moon, and attacked the Exile Prince.

Although they were dtill in zero gravity, Sidonie and Cale sat strapped into their accel eration couches, the
womanaE™s outstretched hand resting on Caed€™s arm. Just five years old, Cae did not understand
what was happening, did not understand why they were strapped in, but he felt safe with Sidonie.
Shed€™d been taking care of him since he could remember; sometimes he accidentally caled her

&€V other,&€+ and though she would gently correct him, she aways smiled and didné€™t seem to
mind. Now she softly squeezed hisarm and smiled at him, but it wasn&€™t her norma smile and he
wondered what was wrong.

The couchesjolted from an explosion, and Cale stared at her, eyeswide, but remained silent.

&Eadta€™s okay, Cale &€ Sidonie said in a hushed and soothing voice. 8£c8Nea€™II be okay.&€e
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The stateroom door did open and Caed€™ s father moved into the cabin, bringing with him the sharp
tang of burning plastic and distant electric cracks of sound.

&EodPapal &€+ Cale cried. &€caWhat&€™ s happening?&é€s

Hisfather wastal and stocky and histhick black hair was more than half gone to gray&€” ahandsome
man with lined skin. His clothing was arich indigo, undecorated except for the family crest of gold and
crimson just above his heart&€” a hooded falcon gripping aworld in each set of talons againgt a
background of stars.

&€0os50meoned€™ s attacking the ship,&€» he said.
&E0Why?5€.

&€ad don&€E™t know.&€ He turned to Sidonie and said, &€ceT ake Cale to the Kestrel. 1t&€™ s too
dangerous here.&€+» She nodded and immediately began unstrapping hersalf from the couch. &€od &€™II
have Captain Olveg launch decoys,&€s he muttered, more to himself than to her. &€ad &E€™II have him
do any damn thing | can think of &€

Sidonie pulled herself to Cdea€™s side, released the restraints, and hel ped him out of the couch.

a€EceThereB€™s only onered city on Conrada€™s World, &€+ Caed€™ s father said. &€caMorningstar.
The Kestrel isprogrammed with flight paths, evasive maneuvers, access codes. If anything happensto
the programming and you haveto fly the Kestrel manually, head for Morningstar. Doné€™t land
anywhere else on Conradé€™s World. The air space above Morningstaré€™ s restricted and
aggressively protected.&€s He wrote something on a pocket date and handed it to her. &€oav/ erbally
transmit these emergency access codesif necessary.&€e

Cdetried to move forward and tumbled through the air, limbsflailing until Sdonie caught and steadied
him; he ill wasn&€™t used to zero gravity.

€A rendE™t you coming with us, Papa?a€s

His father shook his head. &€od_ater,&€+ he told his son. &€ad have to stay with the ship and help.&€e
Helooked into Caea€™s wide, degp green eyes, then wrapped hisarms around his son, pulling the boy
tightly to him. &od&€™II follow as soon as | can,&€» he said. &€02Y ou go with Sidonie, al right?5€»
Caenodded, and his father looked back at Sidonie. &og0Once you get to Morningstar, find Adanka
Suttree. Remember that name. [t&€™simportant.&€e

aEoA danka Suttree.&€e

&EoHedE™s my brother. Thatd€™'s the name heB€™s using here. Find him, and stay with him.
He&E™I| protect you both. If | . . .&€* He stopped, released Cale, and straightened. &€oaVhen thisis
over, I&E™II comefor you and Cale. If | don&€™t come soon, Adankawill know what to do. Whatever
hetdlsyou, treat hiswords asif they come from me.&€»

Sidonie nodded, then took Caled€™'s hand in hers. Calea€™ s father looked once more at him.
aEcCae, you must remember something. ItA€™s very important.&€s Cale nodded, his brow furrowing.
&€aeDo not tell anyone your last name. Never mention the name &€ Alexandros, &E™ not until | seeyou
again. If someone asks you what your last nameis, say you dona€™t know. Y our last nameé€™'s
dangerous now. Do you understand, Cale?&€.

€Y es, Papa.&€ He paused and added, &€odMy name&€™ s Cale. Just Cale.&€»



&€ogGood. Now go, quickly.&€s
&€oBye, Papa.é€e

&€agGoodbye, Cale. 1&E™II see you soon, | promise.&€s Then, with ahalting voice said to Sidonie,
&€ceT ake care of him.&€»

a€ad will &€

She gripped Caed€™ s hand tightly and led him out into the passage, and Cale looked back at the tense
and hard face of hisfather, afraid he would never see him again.

Gusting winds and turbulence buffeted the Kestrel ; the wing-jet dipped and bucked, shimmied sdeways.
They could seelittle more than dark gray. Thick storm clouds engulfed them. Sidonieturned to Cde.
&EaeDOoN&E™t be afraid,&€» she said.

Cale shook his head, regarding her with complete confidence. &od &€™m not.&€»

But Sidonie seemed to be afraid. She turned back to the now nearly usaless controls, pulled and twisted
at the gtick, and punched light panelswith her fingers. Therailing clouds continued to rush past them, and
she said quietly and tautly, &ca/Ned€™re dropping too fast.&€e

A break in the clouds opened to their right. Cale craned his neck around and glimpsed the towers of tall
buildingsin the distance behind them: abig city, glassand meta reflectionslike flamesin therisng sun.
Far, far away and getting farther every second. He thought they were trying to get to that city and dl
those bright buildings. He thought hisfather was going to be there soon. But not his mother, shewas
back at their home and he hadn&€™t seen her in along time and he didn&€™t know when he would.
The clouds envel oped them again and they continued to hurtle farther from the city.

Suddenly they were beneath the clouds, and the land below them appeared. Mountains stretched
endlesdy in dl directions, broken by plainsand valeys, large tracts of blue-green forests; ariver snaked
through ajagged shadowed canyon then widened and meandered through golden flat grasdands; far
ahead and to the left sprawled avast dark blue lake like agiant gas nebula. All of it coming up at them
much too swiftly.

Sidonie struggled with the controls, hissing out words that Cale couldn&€™t quite understand. The
wing-jet passed over a peak of black rock and continued to drop. There was no place to land. They
cleared another peak, thistimewith afar smaler margin, and aflat and barren mesa spread out below
them, networked by gullies and ravines, pocked with dry and spindly scrub. Steep rocky dopesroseto
one sde, and the mesa dropped precipitousy away on the others. Sidonie worked at the controls, and
the Kestrel dropped toward the earth. &€od 8™ m going to try to land us here, &€« she told Cale.

Shetwisted around and checked once more to confirm that Cale was securely strapped in, tugging at the
harness clasps. &€ceHold on tight,&€+ she said, then returned her attention to the controls. Sand and
rock in striated reds and yellows rose up to meet them, mercifully flat and even. Mere seconds before
impact, the ground opened up and became a narrow and jagged ravine. The Kestrel bucked violently
twice and then dropped into it. Sidonie cursed and pulled at the controls. Calea€™'s stomach lurched as
apocket downdraft hammered the wing-jet to the earth and they were both thrown forward against their
harnesses asthe Kestrel tore aong the bottom of the ravine. Cale cried out, metal squealed, objects
crashed and shattered, the straps cut into his skin, something crushed away his breath, and hisvision
slvered. . . . The pilot&€™s chair broke free and tumbled past him, Sidonie screamed, the fingers of one



hand scraped Caled€™ s face as he spastically reached out for her. Everything dammed to ahalt, silver
went dark, and he blacked out.

They came over the ragged rise, boots scraping rock and scrub asthey shuffled their feet. They
numbered sevené€” five bearded men and two women&€” and the sky above them was a bright pale blue
with blossoming white clouds. The hot and gold sun beat down on them, baked the earth beneath them.

The lead man saw the wreckage, stumbled, then halted, holding up a hand. Charred and smoking meta
lay scattered aong the ravine, with the largest section wedged between a cracked boulder and an
uprooted tree. He worked hisway carefully down the unstable dope, and the others followed.

Cale watched them approach, standing shaky and nauseated and stunned amid shattered steelglass and
crumpled flooring, no memory of getting out of his seat. Blood ran from two gashesin hisforehead and
he blinked at the men and women; he opened his mouth, but closed it again without making a sound.
Sidonie was only semiconscious behind him. She was covered in blood streaked with viscous black
fluids, and she moaned, eydidsfluttering like thewings of adying insect.

The men carefully pulled him out of the wreckage, freeing him from atangle of blue fabric bands that
clung to his skin and clothes, and gave him into the care of the two women. Then they cut the fabric
bands from Sidonie and dragged her carelessly across jagged metd, ignoring her cries asthey scraped
fresh wounds across her side and legs. They laid her out on the ground beside the torn and twisted
wreck.

Discussion ensued over what to do with the wreckage. Cdelistened intently, asif their decision was
important. One of the men suggested they tie ropes to the main section of the wreckage and drag it back
to the village. The otherslooked at him, spat, and laughed. Another suggested they torch it. The leader
findly decideda€” they would shuttle back and forth over the coming weeks, routing by on their
scavenging runs, and take whatever was useful back to the village alittle bit a atime.

As Cde watched from between the two women, who held him in place, the men gathered around
Sidonie. They dragged her down the scraggy ravine until they cameto aflatter section of earth sparsely
covered with grasses. For aminute or so they stood wordlesdy over her, looking down at her motionless
form, then they stripped off her clothes, tossing them into the dirt asif she would never have use for them

again.

The men then lay atop Sidonie, humped and thrashed against her, one after another. One of the women
dug her fingers deeper into Caed€™'s shoulder, holding him back. At first Sidonie€™'s semiconscious
criesintengfied, and her hands and armsflailed weakly, usdesdy. But it wasn&€™t long before she
stopped moving; soon after that, afina wheezing gasp broke weakly from between her lips; then the only
sounds were the grunts and coughing sounds made by the men.

When they were done, and the last had fastened his belt tight around his wai <, the leader, who had gone
firgt, kicked Sidonie in the sde of the head. He found alarge, flat stone nearby, and with the help of two
of the others picked it up and carried it over toward Sidonie. They held it over her head and Cale cried
out, some awful and wordless sound. The men looked at him, then casudly released their grip and
dropped the stone onto her face.

The five men turned and, without a glance back at Sidonied€™ s body, made their way toward Cae and
the women. Cale&€™ s harsh cry had subsided, but his mouth remained open. He felt paralyzed, unable
to move hisfeet. The leader of the men smacked Caed€™ s ear and barked something. The men
climbed out of the ravine and the women followed, dragging Cale between them.



BOOK ONE
ONE

They came across the water at night. There was no moon, but the sky was cold and clear and the stars
were bright divers of shining ice. The strangers came in four boats, Six to each, and they rowed as quietly
aspossible; oars dipped gently into the cold black water, pulled deep and through, then carefully rose
and sivung forward, water dripping invisibly, dmost slently from the dull wide blades.

Shivering, the boy watched from the shelter of rocks. He wanted to warn them, but he was afraid of what
Petros and the others would do to him. They had beaten him regularly over the yearsa€” because he had
no father to do it, they said, no mother to scold him or dap hisface. He worked hard for them, did
whatever he wastold, but it never seemed to be enough.

The boats were headed for the short, narrow strip of sandy beach. The boy crouched out on a spit of
land that jutted into the lake, aclutter of rocks and driftwood and dead grasses. The boats would have to
pass by on their gpproach to the beach. He could hear the creak of wood, the faintest splash of water,
and he could see shards of starlight reflecting from metal and shining eyes.

The boy wastall for his ageé€” thirteen or fourteen, no one knew for surea€” and lanky. He crouched
lower behind alarge rock. Thefirst boat did past, so close he could have jJumped into it. He counted the
people&€” two rowing and facing backward, four staring fixedly forwarda€” and looked for wespons, but
the floor of the boat was too dark. It didn&€™1t matter. It wouldn&€™1t be enough for what they were
about to encounter.

The second and third boats passed, then the fourth. So quiet. Tiny splashes and flashesin the black of the
water. Ther gedth wasfutile.

Thefirst boat dowed as it neared the beach and the rowers pulled in their oars aswood hulls scraped
againg sand and gravel. Moments later the beach lit up with aburst of flames.

Petros and the others had ignited a string of fires just back from the water&€™'s edge, wood coated with
oilsand resins. Orange and scarlet flames roared and cracked and spit into the night sky like some grest
malevolent beast. Unable to stop in time, the second and third boats landed on the beach beside the first
asavolley of flaming arrows shot between thefires, across the open sand and into the midst of the
attackers. Some of the arrows missed their targets completely or deflected away and fell into the water
with loud hissing, but others dug deeply into thewood or clattered till aflame ingde the boats.

One arrow plunged into the back of an carsman. He lurched forward in stupefied amazement, then
jerked back with aharsh cry, the arrow tail lodging in the boat as hefell, the head driving up and through
him until the shaft broke apart as he rolled onto his side and dropped from view.

The boy remained motionless on the point, huddied in a coarse blanket, watching, listening to the screams
that tore the night. More arrows flew, now accompanied by shouts and burning spears and flaming,
oil-filled glass vessdl s that burst on impact and spread thin sheets of blue and orange flames, engulfing the
boats.

The fourth boat had managed to stop just before beaching, and now moved dowly in reverse, the rowers
franticaly and awkwardly shifting direction, pushing the carsinstead of pulling, struggling against the
resistance met by theflat stern. Go, the boy thought at them. Go!

The peoplein thefirst boats scrambled for wegpons, for clubs and blades, long staffs and bolas,
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stumbling into each other, unbalanced, panicked and confused. Leaping and howling, Petros and the
other men rushed through the gaps between the fires and attacked with spears and knives and cudgels.
Blades bit deep into flesh; knotted wood cut the air and crushed bones. The beach became an inferno of
smoke and screams and flames and blood, the bitter stench of burning flesh, and cries of victory; risng
aboveit, strings of burning embers climbed toward the sky like the dying swarms of lantern bugsin the
late summer nights. Sickened, the boy turned away.

But he watched the one boat that might still escape. A smal fire burned iniit, but was quickly
extinguished. When they were severa boat lengths away from the beach, the oarsmen, now composed
and synchronized, dug in on one side, turning the boat around, then began pulling desperately with the
oars. Severd more flaming arrows launched toward them, but only one made contact, and it bounced
harmlessly off the side of the boat and into the water.

The boy&€E™'s decision was dmost unconscious. Asthe boat neared the spit of land, he stood upright,
shrugged off the blanket, clambered onto the rock, and dove into the lake. The cold stunned him for a
moment, and he did through the water like adowly sinking statue. He opened his eyes, but was as good
as blind. For severa long moments he did nothing, nearly accepting the bottom of the lake as hisfinal
degtination. He had no will, no desire, no sense of loss. Then some spark of life returned and he
recovered; he pulled with hisarms and kicked with hislegs, and svam awkwardly for the surface.

Hisbootsfilled with water. One a atime he kicked them from hisfeet. Findly he began to rise through
the cold and dark. A driving achein his chest, strange inner glistenings of silver in hisvison. Hisarmsand
legs felt dead and useless, but he managed movement, upward progress until at last he broke the surface.

Water came with hisfirst breath, choking him. For amoment he couldn&€™t see the boat, and he was
afraid it had aready passed him by. Then he heard a splash, turned his head, and saw it no more than
fifteen feet away; but it was moving quickly now. He swam toward a point ahead of it, and in ten strokes
he was within reach.

The boy kicked hard, rising dightly out of the water, and grabbed the side of the boat with one hand. The
boat&€™s momentum continued, dragging him through the water, straining his arm and shoulder. He
pulled himself up enough to get agrip with the other hand and cried out. &€ceHelp mel &€»

The help he received was an oar cracked across his hands, then again across his skull. He fought the
indinct to let go, hisvison shifting dightly.

&€oHelp mel &€» he cried again.

The oar came down hard on hisleft hand and he released its grip, but held on with hisright. Hisface
smashed againgt the wet dark wood, the fingers of hisleft hand scrabbled for purchase somewhere,

anywhere.
&EcaWVait! &€ a voice whispered forcefully from inside the boat. &€ceHe&€™'s just a boy! &€

The boy couldn&€™t see anything but darkness; he craned his head around, tried to look above him,
saw something like moving shadows.

&€ad don&E™t care what heis.&€e A deep, scared voice of aman. &oHed€™ s one of them and
they&€™re daughtering us back there.&€»

You would have slaughtered them first if youd€™d had the chance, the boy thought. &€oeNo,&€
he choked out, &od &™m not one of them.&€»



The boat had dowed, and now there was amost no forward movement; it rocked dightly with the shifting
of people and water.

&EaePull himin or bash his skull &€+ athird voice said. &€ad don&€™t care. But do it quick, whatever
you do. We haveto get the hell out of here.&€»

&€l ease, &€ the boy cried desperately. &€oel ake me with you.&€e
&EoHedE™sjust aboy,a€e the first voice repeated.
He didn&€™t know which way it would go. Hisfingers were numb and started to dip.

Then the boy fdt alarge hand grip hisforearm, and he was pulled up and out of the water, the boat
tipping as he was dragged in over the Sde. He scrambled the rest of the way into the boat and sprawled
face up in the bottom, his breath ragged. The cold bright starsin the sky and the face of awoman |ooked
down at him. He began to shiver violently. The oars creaked and dipped into the water, pulling, and the
boat dowly picked up speed.

No one spoke for along time. The sounds of the daughter receded until he heard nothing but harsh
grunts, muttered curses, the steady splash of water. Still on the bottom of the boat, unable to move, he
sensed they were safe.

&€NVhataE™s your name?a€e the woman asked.

His mind tried to work through the cold and the shivering. Petros and the others had given him aname,
and they had called him other things; but he had aways kept his own name deegp inside his heart. Now it
was there for him to take on again, and he brought it forth.

aEoLae &€

The woman nodded. &€oeThatd€™ s a good name.&€» Shelaid a blanket over him, tucked it in tight.
&E0AA strong name.&€e

He didn&€™t fed strong. Hefelt very weak. But he was escaping, and he had his name back. The stars
seemed even brighter now above him, shimmering in the black sky. Eyes of the night, someone had once
told him. Cae closed his own eyes, and soon he was dreaming.

TWO

Rain had been falling for days and the village roads ran with rust-colored mud. Cale sat at the window of
his room watching the downpour in the gray afternoon light; mud and water flowed and swirled through
ruts and sinkholes, over river rock and crushed gravel, streaming toward the lower end of the village. He
was grateful for the respite from work that the storms provided. It had been dmost three years since the
night he dove into the water and convinced the fleeing attackers to take him with them, and sx months
since hed€™d arrived at thisvillage. He no longer suffered the beatings and abuse that Petros and the
others had inflicted, but the villagers worked him hard, and until the rain had come he had been
perpetualy exhausted. Scraping, sanding, and painting boat hulls; cleaning crustaceans and shellfish by
the hundreds; digging pits for new latrines, hauling rocks from the dry riverbed an hour awvay and then
working them into the roadways. Blisters, scrapes, and cuts; sore muscles, aching spine, and burning

eyes.

He looked across the road and up severd huts, hoping to catch aglimpse of Aglaia. Pdeydlow
candldight flickered in her bedroom window, then steadied. Shadows moved, and a dark shapefilled the
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window for amoment, then she put her head out into the rain and looked at him. Before, he would have
pulled back, but now he didn&€™t move and they stared openly and frankly at one another. She was
older than hewas, but that no longer intimidated him. Her hair waslong and dark, almost black; her eyes
werelarge, and as dark as her hair. Cae thought she was beautiful. Although they had been watching
each other for weeks, exchanging furtive glances, or more rarely the long mutua appraisals such asthis,
they had never spoken&€” the villagers kept him away from the older girls, the younger women.

A sound broke through the pouring rain, akind of sucking and splashing. Cale turned to seeaman
straddling the back of an enormous four-legged animal, riding steadily up the muddy road and into the
village. The man was clean-shaven and wore awide-brimmed hat and along, shiny black grestcoat that
repelled therain so intensdly that it seemed to leap away from him. Severd bulging leather satchels hung
acrossthe anima both behind and in front of the saddle. Surefooted despite the dick and uneven ground,
the great beast marched with its maned head held high, asif proud of both itself and itsrider. Asthe man
rode past, he turned and looked at Cdle, raised his hat in gregtinga€” revealing alarge, glistening shaved
head&€” and rode on.

Aglaiawas no longer in sight, the candle extinguished, the window dark and empty. Man and beast rode
steadily through the village, then pulled up just before they reached thelast of the dwellings. The man
glanced to the left, turned the animdl, and they disappeared between two huts. Caleremained at the
window along time, but the rider did not reappear.

Storms pounded them nonstop for three more days. No one mentioned the man until Cae asked. Marta,
the woman who provided hisroom and meals, said only that the man&€™s name was Blackburn and that
he was staying with Dextram, the village headman. Martad€™'s brother, a bitter and unhedthy man called
Walker, whose hair periodicaly fdl in patchesfrom his scalp, scowled a her and said, &€ceNot another
damn word.&€

On the fourth day after the man arrived, the rain let up and there was regular work again. Cale spent the
morning down at the lakeshore, cleaning, scraping, and sorting split blade-clam shdllsin alight drizzle.
Faint vibrationsin the ground beneath him. Regular beats. Cae looked up to see the man gpproaching
atop the great maned beast. He still wore the wide-brimmed hat, the black greatcoat that reached his
caves. The anima&€™s massive, metal-shod hooves kicked up mud with each step, and its head shook
and whipped the reins, which Blackburn held loosgly in his hand.

He kicked loose a stirrup extension and dismounted; he seemed small next to the animal, the top of his
hat only reaching midneck. He looped the reins around the branch of adead, fire-scarred log and came
forward. Cale rocked back on his haunches, bloody hands resting on his knees, and looked up & the
man.

&€oRough work, &€ the man said.

Cale shrugged, rubbed his nose with the back of his hand. Now that the man was on foot and away from
the huge animal, Cale could see that he wastall, though his build was obscured within the folds of the
coat, and his skin was westhered. The man sat on atree ssump; water dripped from the brim of his hat.
Cale thought he smelled tobacco smoke.

a€ceY ou werend€™t herethe last time | came through,&€e the man said. &€ceThey tell me youd€™ve
been herelessthan half ayear.&€» When Cde did not respond, the man said, &€celhey tell me your
nameis Cale.&€»

aEcWhatéE€™s yours?a€s Although he knew.



&€aBlackburn. Is your name Cale?a€e

Cale hesitated, then reluctantly nodded.
&EVhat&E™s your surname?a€s Blackburn asked.
Cale shook his head.

aEogCanaE™1t remember, or dona€™t have one?a€s Or wona€™t tell me? wasthe question unsaid
but understood by both of them.

&EaeDon&E™1t know,&€» Cale said. The drizzle had washed away most of the blood, but he still felt a
gting in the thin dices across his fingers and palms. Walker, Martad€™ s brother, stood on the crest of a
low dune back from the water&€™'s edge, wet stringy hair whipped by the wind; he stared at Cale with
his permanent scowl. &€ad need to get back to work,&€s Cale said.

Blackburn turned and looked at Walker. &E€cdté€™ s al right. No one will object if youd€™retaking to
me.&€e

a&€aduntil youd€™re gone, maybe.&€»

&€aeNo, not even then. Because they know 1&E€™I| be back.&€+ He returned his attention to Cale. &€od
understand your people live on the other side of the lake. That you left them afew years ago.&€»

&EceThey werend€™t my people.&€e
&EeN0?5€.

8€E0aN0.8€» Cale stopped, but Blackburn gazed intently at him, waiting to hear an explanation. There
was something about the man, the way he listened and watched, that invoked in Calethe desreto tel
him anything he wanted to know. Cale fought against that urge, determined to reved aslittle as possible.

&€oeThey found me &€+ Cae said. &€odVhen | was young.&€e
Blackburn smiled. &oeY ou&€™re young now.&€»

&€V ery young,&€ Cale replied.

&€od~ound you where?&€s

Cale shrugged. &od_ost. Up on Glass Mesa.&€e

&€caVhat were you doing up on Glass Mesa?a€e

&€od dond€™t know. | don&dE™t remember. | was hurt.&€» He almost said he had been in a crash of
some kind, but he managed to hold back.

Blackburn glanced at Caled€™sforehead. &€od saw the scars. | assumed they were more recent.&€»
&€EceThe only recent scars are on my back,&€+ Cale said without thinking.

&€aDo they beat you?a€e Blackburn asked. &€od- og you?&€e

&€odNo, not here.&€» He wished he hadn&€™t said anything. &€caWVhere | was before.&€»

€A hh, thatdé€™s why you fled.&€» Blackburn sighed heavily. &ceThey may not beat you, but you



arend€™t treated much better here. g€

Cdedidné&€™t reply. What could he say?

&EceY ou are little more than adave.&€»

Caevagudly understood the word, though he wasn&€™t sure why, or where he had heard it before.
aEceThatdE™s al youdE™II ever beif you stay,a€ Blackburn added.

That was probably true, Cale thought. But he did not see that there was anything he could do about it.
He leaned forward and reached into the sack of shells he had already scraped clean, then withdrew a
handful. He sorted through them, checking for size and shape, tossing afew into the crate on his|eft, the
othersinto the one on hisright.

Blackburn got to hisfeet, shaking the water from his coat and hat. He looked out over the lake and up
into the low gray clouds overhead, then returned to the large animal and unlooped thereins. He led the
beast afew steps closer to Cale, who scrambled to hisfeet as the two gpproached; the animal towered
over him and seemed to grow with each stride. Blackburn pulled up afew paces away, but even so, Cde
could fed the steam from the anima &€™'s bregth.

aEoDonaE™t be afraid,&€ Blackburn said. &€osShe won&€™1t hurt you.&€s He grinned. &€ceNot
unless| give her the command. Then she would tear you to pieces. She could stamp you to desth, then
rip out your throat just for pleasure.&€e

&EoeThat&€E™ s supposed to reassure me?a€s

Blackburn chuckled. &€osshed€™s awonderful animal. Have you ever seen adrayver before?a€s
Cae shook his head.

&€aEver seen an Earth horse? A picture of one, | mean.&€e

Again Cae shook his head.

8E0AA drayver islarger and meaner, but ité€™s about half horse. They used the genetic sequence of
Earth horses and combined it with awild anima thaté€™ s native to thisworld, and thisiswhet they
ended up with. A magnificent creature. Mostly what you see here on Conradé€™s World are those
small, scrawny creaturesthey cal ponies, but theya€™'re redly only half-assed horses. Failed
experiments, | think, but far more numerous. Drayvers are twice their Size, and alot better adapted to
this planet than the damn ponies.&€» Cale knew what the ponies wered€’ traders often rode them or
used them to pull their wagonsa€” but other than that he had no ideawhat Blackburn was talking about.
Blackburn ran his hand firmly dong the drayveré€™'s neck, tugging at itslong coarse mane. The drayver
bowed her head and nuzzled Blackburné€™ s face, breath steaming; when she pulled back, his cheek
was shiny with sdiva, which he gently wiped away. &odHer nameis Morrigan,a€s Blackburn said.
&€ogCome closer, she likesto meet new people.a€.

Cale hegitated, then took a couple of steps. Hewas still frightened, but he did not want Blackburn to
know. &€aceMorrigan?a€ he said.

Blackburn nodded. &€odt&€™ s an old Earth name. Means something like &€ Queen of the
Demons.a€™ Which she surely iswhen she gets angry. Rub her neck, she likesthat.&€e

Cdereached out tentatively; he had to stretch hisarm to run his hand aong her neck. The thick coat was



softer than he had imagined, the muscle beneath it warm but firm, twitching at the contact. She lowered
her head, nudged his brow, then nibbled at his hair. The drayver&€™ s breath was hot and moist and
amogt swest, astrangely comforting smell.

Morrigan snorted and stamped her hoof, and Cale stepped back. He eyed the drayver, but when she
made no other threatening movements, he turned back to Blackburn.

aEaVhataE™s the mystery about you?a€s Cale asked.
&€odVhat do you mean?a€»

&€ o one wants to talk about you. No one wantsto tell me why youd€™re here or how long. But
|&E™ve seen people going into Dextram&E™s house to see you.&€* He hesitated. &€aeThey go, but . . .
but they don&€™t like you.&€»

Blackburn smiled faintly. &odNo, they don&€™t. They dond€™t like me, but they would be extremely
unhappy if | left right now, or if | never returned.&€e

a€caWhy?5€.
&€ad have thingsthey want. Things they need.&€e
&EcaVhat things?a€s Cale asked.

But Blackburn just shook his head again. &€ceY ou don&€™1 need to know about that. Y oudE™II have
plenty of timein your lifeto discover the more depraved aspects of human character. No need to hurry
it.&€» He glanced at Walker, then turned back to Cale. &£caVea€™I| talk again, &€+ he said.

Cale nodded, but said nothing. He watched Blackburn walk away then purposefully climb the dune and
stop at Wakeré€E™s side, Morrigan snorting and tossing her head. Blackburn leaned close to Walker,
and hislips moved. Waker&€E™s | eft eye twitched, but he did not otherwise respond. Blackburn nodded
once, then walked on, descended the far side of the dune, and disappeared. Walker remained atop the
low dunefor afew moments, glaring at Cale, then he, too, turned and walked away. Cae reached for
another handful of shells.

Three nights|later, just after supper, Blackburn stopped by the hut and asked Cale to accompany him to
the village tavern. Cale declined, but Blackburn ingsted, grinning at Martaand Walker. &€oerlhe boy
needs to break l0ose oncein awhile, &€ he said. Neither Marta nor Walker returned the smile or
otherwise responded.

Outsde, the air was crisp and clear and the stars shone bright and crystalline above them. Cae sedled up
his coat and stuffed hisfistsinto the pockets.

&E0AA beautiful night,&€ Blackburn said. &€ceAutumn isfirmly arrived, and winter approaches.&€s He
sighed. &Ecdt&€™s going to be aterrible winter.&€e

&€oeHow do you know?5€

&E0d 8E™ve seen the omens, &€+ Blackburn replied with asmile that quickly faded. &€oelhey bodeill. It
will beterrible and cold, and violent sormswill batter the land.&€»

Asthey passed Aglaiad€™s home, Cale glanced at her window, but it was dark, the cloth panels drawn.



He realized he had not seen her since Blackburné€™s arrival.
&€oaVhat do you do during the winter?a€s he asked. &€oK eep traveling?a€s

€A slong as | can,&€» Blackburn answered. &€aeBut when the worst storms arrive, no one should be
unsheltered. | have several placesto go. Depends on where | am and what sort of company | want for
weeks on end.&€e

At thefar end of the village stood the tavern, astone building with two massive hearths, smoke rose from
both chimneys. Orange light flickered in the low windows. Cae had been insde only once, soon after he
had come to this place; he had not been alowed in since.

&E0eY oudE™re going to cause trouble for me, &€« Cale said.

Thistime Blackburn did not respond to Calead€™'s complaint except to open the tavern door and push
himingde. Thick and heavy heat overwhemed Cade for amoment, dizzying him. Blackburn steadied him,
chuckling softly. Ten or twelve men and women sat at tables throughout the large room, most of them
garing at the two newcomers. Quiet. The crackling of the two fires and someone coughing. The dide of a
boot. The smell of wood smoke and tobacco and lantern oil and the faint aromaof malt and yeast. A
tensonin theair, the sense of anticipation. Someone began to talk to his companions, and people
returned to their drinks and conversations, but the tension didn&€™1t break.

Blackburn led Caeto acorner table near the smaller fire. He gestured a Pig, the tavern owner, and held
up two fingers. Pig squinted and scratched his elbow; he was afat man with around face, his skin spongy
and mottled. He turned to alarge barrdl, drew two mugs of drink, and brought them over to the table.
When Blackburn tried to pay, Pig refused to take either barter chits or coins.

&€ceY ou know you drink free,&€» Pig said with afrown.

&€Eod &E™I| pay for Cale.&€e

Pig looked down at the floor, shook his head, and walked away.

Cale looked down at hisdrink. Steam rose from thick, russet foam. &€caVhat isit?a€.
&€ae0h, akind of milk stout nog. Y ou havena€™1t been in here before?a€e

&€aeNot to drink.&€e

&E0eY ou ever drink acohol 78€.

a€calust once.&€» Four years earlier, Petros had forced him to drink glass after glass of winethe clan
had made. They were cdlebrating something at night down on the lake shore, fires burning, everyone
drunk, Tanyaand Zarra pounding on drums and providing a beat for people to dance to. Petros made
Cdedrink until the faces and waving arms and leaping flames spun around him and then the others forced
him to dance, pulling himin circles, holding him upright when he could not stand on his own. Only when
he began vomiting did they let him go. Much later, Mosca, Petrosd€™ s brother, came into his bed and
tried to force himself on Cae. Fortunately M osca was so drunk he could barely control hislimbsand
Cale had sobered enough to fight, scratching and biting at Mosca until the man fell back and Cale
escaped into the night. The next day Moscawhipped Cae with arope until his back ran with blood.

&€aDrink up,&€- Blackburn said.

Caedpped at the drink. 1t was warm and sweet and bitter al a once, bubbling tartly on histongue, and



then adifferent kind of warm asit ran down histhroat and into his ssomach. He drank again.

By thetimethey started on their second mugs, Cde felt light-headed, yet suffused with anumb comfort
and sense of contentment. He watched the flames in the hearth, concentrated on the profound orange and
crimson glow of thewood and embers benesth the grate.

&€ceY ou don&€E™t talk much,&€» Blackburn said.
Caelooked at him, but did not reply except to shrug.

&EceY ou dondE™t say much, and you don&€™t reveal much about yoursalf,&€s Blackburn continued.
a€cesometimes that indicates depths of thought. A quiet but cautious and careful intelligence. &€
Blackburn paused. &€0sAnd sometimes it indicates stupidity.&€+ He cocked his head. &€aaVhichisit
with you?a€e

Cale dtill did not respond. He drank deeply.
&€ad think | know, &€+ Blackburn said.
&€ceY ou think you know alot,&€» Cae said.

&€ad know more than most people on this miserable world. | know more than the ignorant bastards in
this godforsaken village. But | also recognize how little that is, how much more thereisto know and to
learn. Which iswhy 1&€™m here on this backwater planet instead of on some more civilized world, or
traveling among the stars.&€»

&€od don&E™t understand.&€e

aEcd &€™m dill learning, especially about human beings, and thisis a better place for it. For now. Lessis
hidden by the veneer of civilization.&€»

Cdedill did not completely understand, and he wasn&€™t sure that what little he did understand made
sense, but helet it go.

&€ad sad once before that you were little more than adave here, &€ Blackburn reminded him. &osAnd
that it was al you would ever beif you stayed.&€e

&€ad remember.&€-

&€ceY ouaE™re better than that.&€e

&€odHow do you know?a€» Cale asked. &EceMaybe ité€™s all I1&E€™m good for.&€e
Blackburn shook his head. &€osCome away with me, &€ he said.

Caletipped his head to the side, and the motion dizzied him. &caNhat do you mean?a€s
&€0d4€™m leaving in acouple of days. I&E€™II take you with me.&€e

&€oeThey wona€E™t let me go.a€e

Blackburn nodded. &oelrhaté€E™s why you need to go with me. They probably wouldnd€™t try to stop
us, but wed€™II go at night. Thered€™s room on Morrigan.a€e

It was tempting. But it was dso frightening. Cale was not so much afraid of the villagers as he was of



something in Blackburn. He did not know what that was, but he knew he was afraid. Hewas aso
thinking about Aglaia

&€ceT hey offered to sall you to me, &€ Blackburn added.
a&€aBut you want me for nothing.&€e
Blackburn shook his head firmly. &€od don&€™t want you at al. | just want to help you.&€e

Cdedrank again, draining the mug. He wel comed the warm thrumming that coursed through hislimbs,
the heaviness. He wanted to lie down in front of the fire, close his eyes, bask in the heat. He wanted
Aglaiabeside him, wanted to be able to reach out and lay hishand upon hers.

&€ad guess maybe 1&E™I| just stay here, &€ Cale eventualy said.

Blackburn stared at Cale, his gaze unwavering, then finally nodded. &€ad see now that ité&€™s more
difficult for you than | redized. But someday you will decide that you have no choice. That you haveto
get out of this place or die.&€» Then he cocked his head, as though with some growing redlization.
&EceY ou don&E™t understand why most people live out here, do you? Out here in primitive conditions,
away from towns and cities. Y ou don&€™t realize that most of them have no choice, do you?a€s Cale
shrugged, and Blackburn continued. &€ceY es, that explains much. | am here by choice. | can go back
anytime | want. Most people out here cand€™1t.&€»

&€0e0 back where?a€e Cale asked.
&€oeAcross the Divide. &€
&€ceThe Divide, &€+ he said, not quite aquestion.

Blackburn nodded. &€odta€™ s inaccurate, but thatd€™s what it&€™s cdled. A divideisahighridge of
land, like amountain range, abarrier between two areas. The Divideisabarrier, too, but its&€™sjust the
opposite of aridgea€”’ ité€™s avad, incredibly deep crevasse that splitsthis continent from one end to
the other. A gresat crack in the earth. This part of the continent, west of the Divide, isaprison. Theworst
of the criminasin Morningstar and other parts of the Eastern Continent are exiled acrossthe Divide.
Murderers, rapists, men and women with multiple convictions for assault and other violent crimes.
Political dissdents. Unrepentant troublemakers. Drug dealerswho arend€™t executivesin the
pharmaceutical consortiums. Thelist goeson.

8EceET hey&E™re sent across with almost nothing. Clothes and food and rudimentary tools. No advanced
technology. No weapons. The airspace is rigorously monitored so no flights across can be made, and
there&€™ s heavy security at the Divide bridges. The authorities are very thorough. Nonprisoners are
allowed to crossto this side, go back and forth, though not many people want to. Traders, mostly.&€e

a&€od ike you.&€.

a€ad_ike me. A market has been established over the years. A somewhat |egitimate network, and an
illegal one aswdll. Contraband is smuggled acrossthe Divide. And there is ademand for trade goods
that exist only here. There are plantsthat grow wild on this side of the continent, vauable mineras. Exotic
foods, particularly aquatic.&€e

Calethought about dl the shellfish he had opened and cleaned, and wondered what was specia about it.
Something, apparently&€” the cleansed shellfish were processed and sedled into tiny containersthat were
then shipped out with traders.



&EceTwo bridges have been built across the Divide, and they are wondersindeed, as you will one day
certainly see. The only way back to the east and out of this pesthole, to Morningstar or any of the other
towns or settlements, is over the bridges. But to cross them, you must be tested.&€»

a€Ecelested how?a€e

aEcGenetic analyss. The authorities maintain the genetic records of everyone exiled to the west.
Firg-generation descendants, as well as the exiles themselves, are dl forbidden to cross.
Second-generation descendants are permitted to return to &€ civilizationa€™ if they wish.&€» He
stopped. &EceY ou don&€™t know what genetic analysisis, do you?a€e

&€adNo,5€° Cale said.

aEcaWVdl, | candE™t explain it to you. But they scrape some skin from you, take some hair and blood,
and andyzeit. They cantell if youd€™re a convicted prisoner sent into the west, and they can tell if
youa€™re a descendant of a prisoner, and what generation.&€e

&€caWhat if youd€™re not descended at al from any exile?a€« Cale asked.
&€aeDo you know that youd€™re not?a€e he asked him in return.
CaedidndE™t answer except to shrug.

Blackburn smiled dyly. &€ogY ouad€™'re not from thisworld at al, are you?a€e
Again, Cde didn&€™t answer.

&EcHered€E™s some advice for you,&€» Blackburn said. &€ca/Vhen you do eventudly leave here, head
east. When you reach the Divide, if you meet anyone nearby, ask them which way to the nearest bridge.
If you don&€™1t find anyone, head south. Get to abridge, and crossit.&€e

a€caWhat will 1 find?&€- Cale asked.

a&EaBetter placesthan this, thaté€™ s for damn sure.&€« Blackburn looked down into his own empty
mug. &EoBetter places than this.&€s He turned to Pig and gestured for two more drinks.

Two dayslater Cale stood beside a ruined boat he was dismantling for salvage, and watched Blackburn
depart. Blackburn rode tall astride the drayver, the grest beast holding its own head high and rigid asthey
passed between two lines of villagers watching them with envy and resentment. Cale expected Blackburn
to look for him, but the man did not once turn his head. Blackburn and Morrigan just kept riding out of
the north end of the village, then along the lake shore. Just past the last dock, Blackburn turned the
drayver away from the water; they marched into the trees and were gone.

THREE

Shewaited for him at the edge of the lake. When Cale came over the rise and saw her shadowed formin
the bright orange moonlight, surrounded by tranducent strands of pale migt, his bresth caught and he felt
afluttering degp ingde hischest.

It was an hour past midnight and the air was cold, damp from the mists drifting in from the lake like the
phantoms of long dead aquatic crestures. Burnished gold scales of light reflected from the laked€™s
surface. Water |apped quietly on rocks and pebbles; the docks creaked with amelancholy regularity.
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Behind him, the village was slent, and dark except for the light in Crazy Marya€™'s hut.

As Cale approached, Aglaia stepped toward him and they both stopped when they were an aama€™s
length apart. The moon was behind her and her face was in shadow, but her eyes shonein the darkness.

&€0e50 you understood,&€e she said.

Of course, he wanted to say. If he hadn&€™t understood her message, he wouldn&€™t be here. But he
remained silent and nodded once.

They walked dong the shore for atime. He was careful not to touch her, but her presencewaslike a
datic chargein theair, and he smelled an aroma he could not identify or name, except that he knew it
was her; hethought he could fed hest radiating from her skin.

They did not talk at first. He did not know what to say, and perhaps she didn&€™t, either. Something
splashed out on the lake, but when he turned to look, al he saw were quickly fading ripples. The moon
glowed like the low flames of afire, but it generated no warmth, and Cale shivered insde his jacket.

&EcaNVintera€™s coming,&€s Aglaiasaid.
Cale nodded, wondering if she expected aresponse from him, but he ill did not know what to say.

&E0d &€™d like to leave someday, like Blackburn,&€e she said, turning to him. &€oca/Nouldn&€™t you?
1&E™d like to get out of this rotten place.&€e

&€oaWhere would you go7a€e
a&EcaMorningstar, &€« shereplied.

Morningstar. Blackburn had mentioned it, too. The name sounded familiar, but he didn&€™t think he had
heard it from Petros or any of the others there. Not from anyone here, either.

&EVhat&€E™s Morningstar?a€e he asked.
8E0AA city. A redl city with millions of people.&€»

Millions. Cae could not conceive of how many people that truly was, and he could not imaginewhat a
city with that many would be like. He had vague recollections of cities, from hisinfancy, but those
memories were so fragmentary, and so actively suppressed, that they did not provide him with anything
concrete. He doubted Aglaiahad any red idea, either.

&€0oaVhy don&€™t you just go, then?&€e he asked her.

She shook her head. &€adt&€™ s not so easy to leave this place. | couldn&€™t do it on my own. And |
don&€™1t know whereit is or how to get there. Blackburna€™ s been there, though. | think he comes
from there.&€»

&EoHow often does he come through here?a€s
&EosTwice ayear.&€e

&EceHave you thought about asking him to take you with him?&€s Thinking of Blackburnd€™s offer
three weeks earlier.

She made asound that might have been alaugh, but there was something disconcerting about it.



&€0d &E™d be afraid,&€e she said. &€aeNot to ask him. 1&€™d be afraid hed€™d say yes and take
me.&€e

They stopped, and when he looked back he could not see any part of the village, not even Crazy
Mary&€™slight. Thetrees grew closeto the water here, and he looked at the dark forms rising above
them, listened to the hushed sounds of tiny animals within those shadowed woods. Did shewant him to
help her get away? Did she want him to leave and take her with him?

&€0caVhy would you be afraid of Blackburn?&€e he asked.
&€aDo you know what he brings?a€e
He shook his head. &oadNo. Do you?a€s

&EaaNo. But it makes some people scary for awhile. After they see him, you have to stay away from
them or they&€™I| do thingsto you.&€e

&€oaVhat things?a€.
Aglaiashuddered and shook her head.

&EcaVhat about one of the other tradersthat come through? Like that family that came through afew
weeks ago with the knives and coffee and tobacco?a€e

€M ogt of them are scarier than Blackburn,&€+ she said. &€oAnd that family, did you see the two
girls? They were sick and they had all those open sores and scars and | don&€™t want to know what
else was wrong with them.&€s She sighed and gazed out over the water, and her face was half hidden in
shadow. &oeCale &€+ she said.

aEEY es?5€.
She turned back to him. &€oKiss me.&€»

Cde could not move, he could not spesk. Hefdt his heart race, felt the thumping at hisribs and the throb
of the pulse up hisneck, rushing in his ears. She touched his hand with her cold fingers and leaned toward
him. Her eyesremained open, watching him. Findly he moved forward and brought hislips softly against
hers.

Lost and uncertain but strangely unafraid, he put hisarms around her and pulled her to him, reveling in her
warmth and smell and the moist heat of her mouth. He felt dizzy and short of breeth and weak. They
separated, cold air flowing between them, and sheled him into the darkness of the trees.

Cale could see nothing but shadows and darkness, misting dices of moonlight, but Aglaiaseemed to
know where she was going, so he followed.

a€oHere, &€ she said.

Faint moonlight filtered through the branchesto illuminate asmall, circular clearing with acloth mat and
blanketslaid out on flat ground. Aglaiaknelt on the edge of the mat and gently tugged a hishand. Cde
knelt beside her and they kissed again, but now he was scared. Maybe not scared, but anxious. Afraid
he would not know what to do. Certain he would not know what to do.

&€maWait,&€» he said. &od . . . | don&E™t . . &€
aEadté€™s dl| right,&€+ she said. She brushed her fingers softly dong his cheek. &€oalust lie here with



me. Just hold me, Cale.&€»

They lay together fully clothed under the blankets, hardly moving. He could not see her face, but he could
smdll her, could smell the damp and musky odor they both produced as they held each other, the odor
trapped by the blankets. He could hardly believe he was here with her.

&€V e can take off our clothes, &€+ Aglaiasaid.
Cadedid not move, he did not say aword.
&EoeCal e?a€

&€0aY es.&€.

aEcAreyou al right?a€e

He nodded. He helped her out of her jacket, then dowly, gently, he untucked her shirt and pulled it up
along her body; she twisted and raised her arms so he could dide it up over her head. Helaid it carefully
on the mat beside them, then put his arms around her once more, running his hands along her warm
smooth skin. His bresth caught again, and he thought his heart stopped for amoment. Lost, wonderfully
logt.

A cracking and awavering light stopped him. &€ca/Vhat?a€» she whispered. Bright light washed across
hisface, someone yelled; crash of footsteps, more shouting. Light danced crazily dl around them. Move!
Cdetold himsdf, but he held Aglaamoretightly to him. The blankets pulled away, cold air rushing in.
Aglaiacried out. Morelight, lanterns swinging in the darkness, shouts and cursing. Cale released her and
triedtorise.

Someone grabbed Caea€™'s arm and yanked him around and he sprawled onto hisback, jerking at a
grip that would not let him go. Shifting light and shadow and yelling figures dl around him. Two more
hands grabbed Caed€™ s free arm and then he was being dragged off the mat, across the ground, then
spun around and dragged over rocks and branches. He could not see faces. Lantern light flashed inches
away, blinding him. &€osCalel &€+ Aglaiad€™svoice.

He fought hisway to hisfeet, sood upright for amoment, but they threw him down again. Wherewas
she? What were they doing to her? &€ceCalel &€+ He pulled and jerked his arms, twisted and kicked
without success. He craned his head around, saw Aglaia huddled on her knees with the blankets
wrapped around her and her father standing just behind her, both hands holding her firmly in place.

When he redlized shewas al right, when he realized what was happening, Cale ceased struggling. The
men maintained their grip on hisarms and he hung between them on hisknees.

There were seven or eight men, including Aglaiad€™sfather, Dextram, and Walker. No women. Four
lanterns on the ground burned steadily now, casting long shadows up into the trees. Aglaiastared at Cde
with anguishin her eyes, in her trembling mouth. He saw hatred in the faces of the men around him,
hatred cut through with fear and guilt.

The two men holding Cale pulled him up to hisfeet and Waker gpproached with acudgd in hishand. It
occurred to Cdethat they might kill him.

Walker jabbed the cudgd into Caled€™'s chest; the cudgel was formed from athick branch, the blunt
end aknot that was twice the size of amana€™ s fist. Waker leaned in close, his breath yeasty and foul.
The sweat on hisface glistened in the lantern light. He put his cracked lips against Cdeé€™'s ear and
whispered. &€ceHea€™'s not going to help you now, that bastard. He cand€™1 do a damn thing, nothing



thistime. Y ou think about that.a€e

Waker stepped back, spat, then swung the cudgel against Calea€™ s ribs. Cale cried out, twisting
violently. The men released him and he dropped to the ground, holding his side. On one hand and knees
he backed dowly away from Walker only to be blindsided, kicked in the head, jolting hisvision. Then
came Waker and the cudgd again, thistime driven into his shoulder, collapsing him.

He curled up, pulled hisarmsin tight against his sides, tried to tuck his head down deep between his
knees, hisforehead pressed into the dirt. Another kick, something dammed across hisback. A dight
pause, then they all seemed to join in and soon the blows landed steadily and frequently&€” boots and
cudgd s and sticks and fists and rocks. Cae thought he heard Aglaia crying out, pleading with them to
stop, but perhaps he just imagined it because that was what he wanted to hear.

The beating stopped. Caleredized that it had actualy ended sometime earlier, but he had been solost in
amenta place of refuge, atrancdike state, that he had not noticed.

Hedid not move. Helistened. Y es, they were till there. Labored breathing. Shuffling footsteps. A
hacking cough. Whispering in the trees above him. Aglaiaweeping softly.

He hurt everywhere. He could not pinpoint particular areas of pain, and there was a strange numbness
laid over it dl, but there seemed no longer a distinction between his body and the steady driving ache that
coursed throughiit.

Cale opened hiseyes, but still did not move. He was afraid to move, afraid to raise hishead. Thelight
wavered about him, laced with shadow; dizzy, he fet he was dowly turning, and the light was rotating
around him in the opposite direction. He closed his eyes; the spinning grew worse, and he opened them
again. Theworld steadieda€’ afragile stability.

With along, deep, and painful breeth, Cae dowly raised hishead, fighting againgt the threatening vertigo.
Hisvisonwasdightly blurry, shifting in and out of focus. The men surrounded him, but back severd
paces now, faces almost empty of expression, eyes glazed and hardly seeing him. Heraised hishead
farther, hisvision clearing and holding steady, and he marked the lumined branches of the trees capped
by dark shadow, tipped his head back until he was staring straight upward through the ring of spiked
treetops, a the shining stars glittering brightly and peacefully in the night sky.

&€oLCalel &€- Aglaiacried.

He lowered his head and saw Waker stepping forward with the cudgel raised. For amoment he could
not move, then Walker swung the cudgd at hisface and in that instant Cale turned and ducked and the
cudgel smashed into the back of his skull with an explosion of light, and he pitched forward to the earth.

When he cameto, Cde wasng€™t sure hewas alive. All he could see was diffuse dark gray and brown;
and for afew moments he felt no pain.

Helay facedown in the clearing, the taste of dirt in his mouth. As soon as he turned his head, the pain
returned, knifing up his neck and driving in and behind his eyes. Cae dowly rolled onto hisback, the pain
returning al through his body, and stared at the gray sky above him, the treetops swaying gently ina
breeze he did not fed. Dawn or dusk? he wondered. Dawn, he hoped.

He sat up, then worked hisway to his feet, feeling a sense of accomplishment when he stood. He looked
and felt like one resurrected. Dried blood matted the hair on the back of his head, marked hisface and



hands like crusted birthmarks. He knew his skin was severely bruised under his clothing, and was glad he
could not seeit. A deep breath brought asharp, intense pain to his ribs and tearsto his eyes.

A few paces away, propped against achunk of rotting log, was arucksack. Cale looked at it, then
turned away and staggered to the nearest tree. He unbuttoned his trousers and pissed onto the rough
bark, fighting nausea and closing his eyes againgt the pain in hiskidneys; he was afraid to look, certain he
would see blood in the urine.

He returned to the rucksack and knelt beside it. Strapped to the bottom was an dmost new, insulated
bedroll; attached to the sides of the rucksack were four empty plastic water flasks. Calelooked through
afew of the bulging outer pockets and discovered two firestarters, aring of barter chits, asmall pouch
filled with coins, two knives, a hand-fishing kit. Next he ingpected the contents of thetwo main
compartments, searching carefully without unpacking them. There was a cooking kit, cold weather
clothesincluding gloves and acap, food, and aleather bag with hisfew persona beongings. Therewas
more, packed well inside, but acomplete inventory could wait.

Caewas surprised by their generosity. Or wasit guilt?

He stood and turned, and through the trees he could see divers of the lake, the water like floating pieces
of chipped stone. He would be glad to leave the lake behind.

The sky was alittle lighter now. Dawn, then. A faint breeze blew in under his coeat; he shivered, then
pulled the coat tight, sedling it. He remembered the warmth benegth the blankets and Aglaiagd€™s smell
and the fed of her warm smooth skin under hisfingers. Maybe this was better for both of them. He
shook hishead; it was something to tell himsdif. It might be better for him, eventualy, but he wondered if
shewould ever be able to get away now, if she would ever get to Morningstar.

The rucksack was heavy, but the straps were padded and did not cut much into his tender shoulders.
Cdelimped out of the clearing and headed south, away from the village and the lake and the last twelve
yearsof hislife.

He could have taken the roadway and trail, but he did not want to chance meeting any of the villagers, as
unlikely asthat was, so he stayed in the dense woods and hiked on without rest. The sun rose, and wide
shafts of golden light angled through the trees, lighting the way and providing afaint warmth. Caewas
only vaguely aware of his surroundings, he walked in atrance of dull pain and numbed thoughts, hisfeet
avoiding holes and loose rocks without conscious direction.

Near midmorning he came across anarrow stream of cold, clear water. Cale cleaned off the dried blood
and dirt, cuts stinging; he drank deeply, then filled the water flasks. Although he felt no hunger, he ate
some of the cheese that had been packed for him, and chewed painfully on apiece of dried fish. He sat
besi de the stream for some time, dizzy again. He watched the water flow past him, listened to it bubble
over stones and roots, breathed in the warm aroma of tiny pae blue flowersthat spread their petalsto
the sun. Then he shouldered the rucksack and continued on.

The sun was amogt directly above him when he encountered awell-traveled path through the trees. He
stood at the crossroads, fighting againgt the pain and weariness, looking aong the path in both directions,
trying to think. Deciding he was far enough from the village by now, he stepped onto the trail and
followed it south. For atime the land rose, though not steeply, and the trees grew taler and farther apart.
Theair cooled, most of the sunlight blocked by the dense branches, but the woods were peaceful and
quiet and the whisper of the breezes through the leaves high above him was comforting.



He crested the mountain and began to descend; the trail wound back and forth down the steeper
southern dope. The trees became sparser and the sun warmed the hillside. A flock of loud, cawing
terratorns flew by, casting dozens of moving shadows across his path. Unseen crestures scuttled benegath
the undergrowth as he walked pagt, leaves and twigs shivering as they sped away from him. The warmth
and the steady movement eased away some of the pain, soothed the ache in his muscles.

Thetrall emerged from the woods and intersected awide dirt roadway heading east and west, heavily
rutted by the whedls of carts and wagons. Here the roadway curved around the hillsde on an
outcropping of rock, and the view to the south was expansive, overwheming in its breadth. Cae
overlooked a mountaingde that descended to meet lower hillsin the distance, which in turn became
flatlands that extended asfar as he could see. To the east, the mountains continued and curved around to
the south, bordering the eastern reaches of the plains; the mountains continued to the west aswell, but
ran pardld to theflatlands. He could not make out where either of them ended.

The sun hung low in the sky, coloring the narrow strips of cloud with magenta and bloodred. Cale saw no
one on the roadway in either direction, and heard not even the faintest sounds of travelers. Blackburn had
told him to go east. He looked again in that direction, where, according to Blackburn, the Divide lay, and
presumably the city of Morningstar. Better places than this, Blackburn had said. He wondered.

He adjusted the pack on his shoulder, drank from one of the flasks, then turned to face the setting sun
and headed into the west.

FOUR

He was severa weeksin the mountains, gradualy making hisway west. The days grew cooler, the nights
often freezing; mornings now he woke up to frost, or puddles completely iced over. But no matter how
cold the nights were, theinsulated bedroll kept him warm and dry.

Thefirst snow found him atop aridge of uneven black rock, looking out over mountains that stretched
beyond the range of hissght. The flakes were light and cool and soft asthey landed on his skin; they
tasted fresh and dry, even asthey melted on histongue.

A shiver worked through him&€” not from the cold, but from a momentary touch of fear. A terrible
winter, Blackburn had said. Cae turned to the south, but could no longer see the end of the mountainsin
that direction, either. He should have headed south to begin with, he thought, or maybe even east, as
Blackburn had told him. Too late now. He dowly turned full circle, searching dl directions. He had to get
out of the mountains, and soon. For no reason that he could articulate, continuing to the west seemed his
best option; the south had once been, but no longer.

That first snow did not stick, the skies cleared, and for the next three days there was bright sun and mild
afternoons. More than that, it seemed that the highest mountains were now behind him, with the peaks
gradually declining before him. Then another icy front blew through with dark roiling clouds, and acold
heavy snow fell, and kept faling for two days, laying abed of hard and dirty ice upon the ground. Winter
hed findly arrived.

He came across another road, rutted and uneven and poorly traveled, and he followed it for severa days
asit wound through the mountains. Food grew scarcer, or more unrecognizableé€” he was rel uctant to
eat plants he had never seen before. Game, too, became more difficult to find, though he feasted one day
from apond well-populated with yellow, fat crawling creatures twice the size of hisfoot that were dow
to move and easy to catch. He spent the following morning and afternoon smoking as much mesat from
them as he could carry, then moved on.
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Two days later, in the cold early morning, he came upon a dead man hanging upside down from atree
beside the road. His shirt fell around his armpits and neck, exposing abelly crusted with thin ragged lines
of dried blood, and his swollen arms and hands hung down so that the broken fingers nearly touched the
ground. Black and brown stingflies crawled in and out of the man&€™ s blackened mouth and nogtrils,
and his eye sockets had been torn and gouged, though Cae could not determine whether that had been
done by scavengers or by those who had killed him; either possibility seemed equdly plausible.

An hour down the road, Cale passed another dead man hanging from atree. Perhaps the two dead men
were warnings, but for whom, and why? Travelers on the road, or those who might live around here?
Perhaps both. Better to be safe, he decided. Heleft the road, and continued on through the dense, cold
woods.

Snow fell for dayswithout letup. Cale soon found himsdlf struggling through driftsthat reeched histhighs
and occasiondly hiswaist. If therewas atrail or roadway anywhere, it wasimpossibleto locate. There
was no sun, the sky an dmost featurel ess gray and white above him, and helost dl sense of direction.
Downhill wasthe only direction he followed now. If he could get out of the mountains, if he could reach
the flatlands he had once been able to see, it might be warmer, there might be less snow or no snow at
al. Hethought often about Blackburnd€™'s warning about thiswinter&€’that it would be terrible, long,
and cold, that to surviveit hewould need to find shelter to wait out the worst of it. He should have been
prepared.

Time passed strangely, as though he had entered some aternate world where it stopped or became
nonexistent. Sound, too, seemed to vanish except for the huff of his breath and the crunch and diding of
snow as he pushed through it. The trees became brown and white skeletons, paralyzed by ice.

Cale came across ashdlow cave and camped inside for two days, drying out his clothes before afire
and trying to stay warm in his bedroll. His mind was numb with hunger. One morning, bundled in the
bedroll and looking at the cold ashes of thefire, aclear and certain thought formeda€” If | stay here,
I&E™II die.

He dressed in dry clothing, packed everything carefully, then |eft the cave and pressed on through the il
fdling snow.

The ground leveled and the sky brightened as he stepped between two trees and into aclearing. His
heart sank when he saw he was on the floor of anarrow valey, mountainsrising again on al sdes.

The snow wasnéE™t as deep here, bardly above his knees, but that was little compensation for the
despair he felt ashelooked at the ascending dopesal dong the valey. Then, far down the valey, athin
column of risng smoke caught his eye, its source athird of the way up the opposite hillsde. From this
distance he could not make out any details, but he thought he could see adwelling of some sort sheltered
by arock overhang.

An hour later he stood directly below the dwelling, watching the smoke rise from around metal chimney,
curl around the overhang, then continue to rise until it merged with the clouds above. A steeply roofed
cabin nestled againgt arock cliff face that angled out from the dope, providing some shelter. The
windows were shuttered. Off to the Sde was asmall shack.

It took him nearly an hour to climb up the hillside through the snow. Darknesswasfaling. Theflat shelf
upon which the cabin rested was larger than he had first thought. Cae listened intently, but &l he heard



was the snapping of abranch, the hiss of snow diding across stone, and afaint whistle of wind. The cabin
was nicely sheltered, protected from the wind and the worst of the snow, a pocket of quiet and cam.

He stepped up to the cabin door and knocked. No response. He knocked harder and called out.
&€aHdlo! Anyone here?a€s When there was still no response, he tried the door, but it was barred or
bolted. &€ad just need a place for the night,&€» he said loudly. &€od need somerest. I&E™II leave inthe
morning.&€+ Cale banged on the door one fina time, then turned away and approached the shack.

The shack wasn&€™t locked. Inside were gardening tools and shel vesfilled with boxes and two smdll
wheeled carts; adamp, earthy odor. Wood was stacked severa rows deep againgt the back wall. Cae
shut the door. In the dry and quiet darkness, exhaustion overwhemed him. He stood motionless, hardly
thinking, went back outside to rdieve himsdalf, then returned and laid out his bedroll. He undressed, hung
his clothes on the tools to dry, crawled into the bedroll, and dropped immediately into deep.

When he woke, it was light outside, but the storm had worsened, and even here in the shelter of the
overhang the wind whipped the snow in afrenzy of chaotic patterns, occasiondly twisting upward so that
the snow seemed to be returning to the clouds from which it had falen. Cale stood in the doorway and
watched the storm. The cabin was unchangeda€” windows shuttered, door secure, smoke rising from the
chimney. Someone was inside, hewas certain of that, but he couldn&€™t do anything about it. He dso
couldn&€™t do anything about the storm; he closed the door against it and retreated to the back, where
it was dightly warmer. He wasn&€™t going anywherein thiswesther.

Later that day there came a pounding on the shack door, and a voice shouting above the storm.
&€agCome on out! &€ A woman&€™s voice, he thought.

Cale pushed open the door and looked out. A figure bundled in a heavy coat, head wrapped in scarves,
stood afew paces away and pointed an object at him. Probably aweapon.

&€ceY oudE™re hardly more than a kid,&€» the woman said. She shook her head. &€oPack up your
things, then come on insde. But don&€™1 get too closeto me or 1&E™II burn aholeright through
you.&€e

Calebelieved she wouldn&€™1t hesitate. He quickly gathered his belongings, then walked ahead of her to
the cabin, opened the door, and stepped into the warmth of theinterior.

Asde from anumber of shelvesfilled with books, the cabin was surprisingly bare. Onelarge chair, two
smaler ones at aplain wood table, adeeping mat in the corner. A large wood stove, atop of which
steamed a kettle, abasin, afew basic cooking utensgls. Oil lamps, two now lit with al the windows
shuttered. A stack of wood. No decorations on the unpainted walls other than a single disturbing
icon&€” the figure of anaked man nailed with arms spread to two crossed pieces of wood.

The woman removed her coat and scarves, then tucked the weapon into her belt. She was much older
than he had expected, thin, with wrinkled, weathered skin. Hair short and coarse and dmost completely
white. Eyesthat now looked kindly upon him.

€A &E™|| make us some tea,a€ she said.

She was an anchorite, shetold him, and she had lived in the cabin for six years. It had been built long ago
by an old man who had given it into her keeping when he decided it wastimeto go off and die.

She had no name. Or rather, she had given up her name when she had I eft civilization and come here



to. .. wdl, what she came here to do was her own business, shetold Cale. When he asked her if she
had come from Morningdtar, she said she had come through Morningstar, but would not €l aborate.

a€Eod &E™ve left dl that behind,&€» shetold him.
aEaWhy?a€.
She shook her head.

Three days after Cade arrived, the woman announced what they both had aready silently
accepteda€” that he could stay until the worgt of the storms were over. That would be at least seven or
elght weeks, sheinformed him. Possibly much longer.

If he stayed, she told him, he would have to agree to certain conditions, though they were not many.
When she asked for silence, eveniif it wasfor an entire day, he would comply or leave. He would bring
wood from the shack each day and help with the cooking and keeping the cabin clean. He would not go
naked in her presence. Anything else she might ask of him&€E” and she did not expect there would be
much&€” he would comply or leave. Did he agree? He agreed.

&EceT he days will seem long,&€» she said. &€aeBut reading helps passthetime, and it is edifying aswell.
Y ou may read any of these books.&€+ She gestured at the bookshelves around the cabin. &€ceThe only
books you may not read, the books you will not touch, are those in this case.&€+ She stepped to the
small, three-shelf bookcase beside her chair, brushed her fingerslightly acrossthe dark, worn spines.
&€ceT hese are sacred texts.&€» She turned back to him. &oBut everything elseis open to you.&€e

&€ad cand€E™t read, &€+ Cale admitted.

The woman seemed surprised. &€ceNot at all 7a€

Cale shook hishead. &aod think | could once, alittle. A few words. When | was young.&€»
aEogCanaE™t write either, | suppose,&€e she said with asigh. &€odNot even your name?a€s
&€0eN0.&€°

She sat in the chair and looked at him, shaking her head to hersalf. Then she got up and paced back and
forth from one end of the cabin to the other, brows furrowed. Cae wondered what was distressing her.
He couldn&€™t read, but it didn&€™t trouble him much, and it was not her problem.

&€ad candE™t do it,&€- shefinally said, looking at him.
&€aDo what75€.

&€osTeach you to read.&€e

&€od didn&€E™t ask you to.&€e

&EoBut you should be ableto read. Y ouad€™re an intelligent young man, | can seethat. But | lack the
patience to teach you.&€»

aEoeThatéE™s dl right.&€e
The anchorite shook her head. &€odNo, its&€™s not all right.&€+ She sighed again, then nodded slowly.



&€caWhat | will do, though, isread to you,&€e she said.

The storms drove through the mountains, one after another. The valey, narrow with steep dopes, was
relatively sheltered, the cabin even more so, but still there were times when the wind shook the cabin and
rattled the stove pipe and screeched through the tiniest gaps in the walls. There was nowhere to go,
nothing to do.

She read to him, and new worlds opened up al around him. She read from books of stories, excerpts of
novels and epic poems; from books of science and history and art; from philosophica inquiriesinto the
nature of human beings, the redlity of the universe, and the meaning of existence.

She recited poetry by Sartorian, Emily Dickinson, Anwar Munif, T. S. Eliot, and the Widows of
Landsend.

She spent one evening singing the Hive Chants of Marker&€™'s Colony, swaying dightly with eyes
closed and arms outspread asif in supplication. Cale felt mesmerized, though the words made no sense,
jumbled together without logic, without meaning, yet flowing naturally from one to another with feding

and purpose.

History: &€0eAn Anaysis of the Insurrection of Cygnus 7,&€ by Bronso of Ox. Angels of Expansion,
by MiaMotono. Exiles, author unknown.

Archaeology: Two dender books speculating on the nature of the Jaaprana diens, who had apparently
become extinct long before human beings had begun their expansion outward from Earth, and whose
existence was evidenced only by scattered ruins on severa worlds humans had themsdves later
colonized.

Science: The Interrogatories of Samuel, questions about the nature of physical redlity answered by
other questions. Man, Machine, and the Sarakheen, concerning the biomechanical advances made by
the Sarakheen, human beings who turned themsdlvesinto cyborgs.

The old woman began to read from her sacred texts. She explained that they were the canonical texts
and authoritative commentaries of most of the mgjor religions, and some of the minor or obscure sects.
Over the next severd days she gave him an overview of the mgjor religions, read texts from each, but
athough it had become clear to him that she had chosen this solitary existence for religious reasons, she
never discussed her own beliefs, and Cale thought it would be rude to ask.

The rdigious booksinterested him less than the others she had read, however, and the woman appeared
to sense that, because after afew days she abandoned her sacred texts and returned to the other books
inthecabin.

She read adoud abook called Invisible Worlds, which at first appeared to be akind of travel guideto
other planets, filled with descriptions of exotic and wonderful places; but Cae gradually redized that few,
if any, of theworlds described in the book could actualy exist. Thisredlization did not diminish his
enjoyment of the book, nor dampen his desireto travel to those imaginary places.

One day she acted out the scenes from severa dramas, moving about the cabin, gesturing, modulating
her voice for each of the different characters. Another day she brought out severd large volumes of art
reproductions, and explained painting, sculpture, and other art formsto him as she leafed dowly through
the books.



Philosophy. Natura sciences. Sociology, which the anchorite said she read more for amusement than
ingght, but which Cae found fascinating for the descriptions of large numbers of peopleliving together in
citieson different worlds.

Agtronomy, cosmology, and physics, dl of which were so far beyond his comprehension asto be nearly
meaningless.

More novels and stories, which Caerdished most of all.

The anchoriteread, and Cde listened.

The day heleft, the sun was bright and the sky was clear, but the air was till cold with a crisp edge that
tightened the skin on hisface. The anchorite had presented him with severd giftsthe night before: a
water-testing kit, which sheinssted could save hislife; packets of dried meat and fruit; ahand light; and a
small Bible. &€020ne day you will be ableto read it,&€» she had said. &€odUntil then, it may provide
some small measure of protection. For your soul .&€e

Caestood at the edge of the rock shelf and studied the snow, which till blanketed the earth, though now
with athinner layer. His rucksack was heavier than when hed€™d arrived, but seemed lighter. He was
ready to leave, though he would miss the old woman and al those books.

He had learned much during his weeks with the anchorite. The biggest change was anew and growing
awareness of theworld . . . no, not just the world, but an entire universe that existed out there,
somewhere, auniversefilled with worlds and cities and people and technologies, beliefs and way's of
thinking and views of lifethat he could not yet truly imagine. The woman&E™s books had provided only
glimpses of that universe, but they were enough to ingtill in him ayearning to exploreit. But he wasnd€™t
sure hewas ready for that yet. For there was a so the fitful and incompl ete awakening of the memories of
hislife before the crash, which produced more confusion than anything e se.

&€oaWhere will you go now?&€s the woman asked.

Caeturned. She stood in the cabin doorway, watching him. He knew she was both glad and sorry to see
him go. &ad havend€™t thought about it, yet.&€e

&E050ing west from here you come out of these mountains pretty quickly, not more than four or five
dayson foot in good weather. But what you get to iswasteland. A barren desert that seemsto have no
end, at least not one you can see. | don&€™1t know that anyone can survive out there for very long.&€e

&E050 15€™ve come about as far west as| can.&€e

aEcalust about.&€+ She appeared concerned. &€ceThisis no place for you, Cale. If you want to live with
decent people, go east. Crossthe Divide. Y ou don&€™t have to go all the way to Morningstar, but at
least get to the other side.&€»

&€ad think 1&€™II go west,&€+ he said. &€od guess | want to see that endless wasteland first.&€e
&€oaWhy, Cae?a€.

He shrugged. &€adt feelsimportant, somehow.&€»

&€E0ANd after that 75€.



&EceThen 18E™I11 make my way east. To the Divide.&€»
She walked toward him, and suddenly seemedill at ease. &od will never see you again, Cae.&€e
&€od might come back.&€»

&€aeNo . . . you wona€™t.&€» She reached out with her hands, took his between her warm and gnarled
fingers. &aoeT ake care of yoursdlf, Cae. It&€™s aterrible world out there.&€» For amoment he thought
shewould step forward to embrace him, but she didn&€™1t move, and he sensed her discomfort. He
gently squeezed her hands.

&€ogGoodbye,&€- he said. &celhank you.&€e

She withdrew her hands, then turned and walked back to the cabin. She stepped inside, and closed the
door.

Timeto go. Caeturned from the cabin and started down the dope.

FIVE

For severa days on the lower dopes of the western foothills, Cale shadowed a caravan of families.
Ponies haf the size of Morrigan pulled wheded carts and wagons while the men and women and older
children walked beside the laboring beasts; afew eldersand small children rode in the carts, wedged
between crates and bundles and furniture and other belongings lashed securely to the vehicles. One old
woman cloaked in heavy folds of black cloth rode in achair mounted high atop a cart near the center of
the caravan, like some ancient matriarch guiding the remnants of aonce prominent clan. Cae counted
thirteen vehicles, closeto forty animas, and nearly seventy-five people&€’ asmdl village on the move.

The narrow road was rutted and muddy, and the animals strained at their harnesses, bresth sleamingin
the cool air asthey struggled with their footing on the dick earth. Severa times some of the men and
women would haveto join efforts with the animals, pushing at the cartsto free them from deep ruts or
heave them up and over aridge or hump in the road. The old woman lurched from side to Side, jolted up
and down, but never seemed disturbed by the motion.

In the afternoon of the fourth day, Cale emerged from the trees on arise above the caravan, and took in
hisfirst full view of the barren plains siretching westward. The anchorite3€™s description had not
completely prepared him for the utter desolation and vastness of the flatlands that now lay spread before
him like the basin of a colorless universe, or one of the anchorited€™s severd versions of Hell.

As he stood regarding that great expanse, however, he began to distinguish colors and features that had
at first appeared to be nonexistent&€” pal e rust-colored rocks; pockets of dry, spindly scrub; shallow and
shadowed depressions that might once have been stream beds; striated sands of bleached reds and
purples, far in the distance, a splotch of color that might have been asmall butte; and farther still acrater
of indeterminable size. But as the anchorite had said, no sign of hills or mountains asfar ashe could
secd€’ it seemed that thiswasteland truly stretched into astrange, lost infinity.

Three days|ater, the caravan reached the edge of the flatlands, and in the early evening camped at the
base of the foothills beside a spring. Cale remained in the brush on the dope above them and watched
their fires burn in the night; the drifting smells of cooking food made his cheeks ache. He chewed on a
piece of dried mest and drank cold tea, and reflected on the anchorite3€™s warning that no one could
long survivein that wasteland.

In the morning, after an hour spent filling enormous containers from the spring, the caravan set out,
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headed dmogt directly west, following their own long shadows across the sands. With no placeto hide
on that open expanse, Cale knew he would haveto reved himsdlf, or let them go. He hesitated,
consdering his options, then scrambled down the hillside. He stopped at the spring to refill hiswater
bottles, then stood and watched the departing caravan with asense of loss. He was certain the anchorite
wasright, and that out on that desert these people would find only their deaths.

He headed east. In the early summer he came upon a deserted town at the edge of adry lake bed.
Sixteen smd| dwellings built of stone and wood formed an irregular ring around alarger building near the
center. Nothing moved, and the sllence rose from the town like awarm, dense fog.

Cale sguatted on a hillock, looking down on the ruined dwellings. Roofs sagged, broken shutters hung
askew from their hinges, chimney rock lay scattered on the ground. He watched for along time, until
midday when the shadows nearly disappeared, then he clambered down the rocky dope and entered the
empty town.

Heat shimmered up from the ground, reflected off the walls. Cale blinked the swesat from hiseyes. No
breeze dtirred the air. He did not at first enter any of the dwellings, but circled severa of them and
searched the shadowed interiors through open doorways and windows. He coughed at the smell of
rancid dust, aharsh grit he kicked up with each footstep.

Three of hiswater flasks were empty, but there was no sgn of awell anywhere in the town. Although he
had little hope of finding water insde any of the dwellings, he dug the hand light out of hisrucksack,
squeezed the beam on, and entered one of the small buildings.

Therewas only oneroom; the air was dry but heavy and stifling, asif there had been no circulation inside
since the town had been abandoned. Bright motes of dust hung amost motionlessin the light. Scraps of
faded, curled paper hung on one wall, flanked by two chains of oxidized metal.

In the corner farthest from the doorway lay a human skeleton, the bones discolored by bits of dark and
desiccated muscle or sinew. The hands and arms were folded across one another atop the figured€™s
ches, asif theinhabitant had died peacefully, but its skull had been crushed in by ahuge mallet that ill
lay nestled within the shattered bones.

Once outside, he breathed freely again. He looked into afew of the other buildings, saw pieces of
broken furniture, scattered bones, two more nearly complete skeletons, and the smaller skeleton of a
sx-legged anima. He saw no signs of food or water, but even if he had he would not have dared to est
or drink.

Cale gpproached the larger centra building and studied it. There were anumber of large windows on
either Sde of itslength, and two open doorways at one end. Sunlight danted in through two holesin the
roof, irregular beams that illuminated rotting benches and a pedestal tipped onto its Side. He set the
rucksack on the ground, then stepped through the doorway.

The wooden floor was surprisingly firm beneath him, more solid than any of the other wood he had seen
inthistown. Hisfootsteps were loud but did not echo as he expected. He righted the pedestal; set into
the top surface was awide metal bowl. When he looked up, the sun shone through aragged holein the
roof and directly into hisface. Cale moved on.

He worked hisway among the rotting benches, stepping over broken candles, pieces of colored glass, a
black leather shoe. For some reason he was reminded of pictures of church sanctuaries the anchorite had
shown him. At the far end of the room, the floor stepped up twice and he stopped before along stone



structure that might have been an dtar. A strip of rich, deeply colored fabric lay acrossthe stone, dark
purple and indigo patterns lined in bloodred, the ends weighted with brass cubes. He stared at the fabric,
and gradualy made out the image of awoman holding up clasped handsin prayer.

The high ssonewall behind the dtar was etched with strange, dien glyphs unlike anything he had ever
seen. The anchorite had shown Cale severd alphabets, including the odd | etters she had said were
Greek, Arabic, Hebrew, and Cyrillic, aswdll asthe Asan ideographic systems, but nothing in any of her
books had even vaguely resembled these figures. He was reminded of the tracks of terratorns, and
patterned blades of grass. Standing before the wall, he felt a power in the glyphs, as though the words
they formed, when spoken, could conjure up the dead.

When hefindly turned away from thewall, he froze as he saw for thefirst time alarge painting at the
other end of the building, above the front doorway. The painting depicted atall, massive armored figure
emerging from the impenetrable darkness of a cave mouth surrounded by astar-filled night sSky. Shining
slver spines bristled from the arms and legs of the blue-black armor, gleaming in the starlight. Most of the
head was obscured by the caved€™s shadows, but a strip of reflected light illuminated the lower half of
the face&€” where there should have been a mouth there was only smooth pale skin. Cale glanced back at
thewall of glyphs, then looked back at the painting, sensing some kind of invisible connection between
the two.

He hiked out of the deserted town and onto the dry, gently doping lake bed. Large splotches of tiny
white crystals spread across the bottom of the dry lake like diseased skin; each step left adistinct
footprint, but he saw no tracks other than his own. He passed small white bones and the bleached ruins
of old boats. In the distance, storm clouds darkened the sky above the nearest foothills.

There wasasmall, shallow pool at the center of the lake bed, surrounded by afew clumps of reedsand
severd short, scraggly berry shrubs. Day-bats |ooked up a him from across the pool, green fleshy wings
shivering; they hopped back fluttering from the water&€™'s edge, but did not take flight.

Caekndt besde the pool and filled the water tester, then added the drops from the two small bottles.
The water in the tester column remained clear. Hefilled hisflasks, then drank deeply from the poal.

He considered staying the night by the pool, but when he looked up at the sky again, the storm clouds
were nearer and he could see the danted wall of dark rain descending from them. The clouds roiled with
the winds, and a breeze picked up around the pool, bending the reeds. The day-bats squawked and rose
with afrenzied flapping of wings and flew off toward the deserted town. Although he did not welcome
the thought of spending the night in one of those buildings, Cae decided he had better go back.

By the time he reached the town, a colder gusting wind swirled dust and dirt up from the earth, and he
could fed the storm at hisback. He put the rucksack inside the large centra building then went back
outsdeto secureit aswel as he could againgt the ssorm. He was able to cover many of the windows
with cracked or broken shutters, but he could close up only one of the two doorways, and there was
nothing he could do about the holes in the roof.

Minutes later the storm hit the town with atremendous downpour and bursts of lightning and thunder.
Cdecleared an areain the front corner of the building, on the side with the closed door and away from
the two celling holes, and set up camp for the night. He assembled the stove and cooked up a stew with
thelast of the smoked meat from alame buckbaby he had killed afew days earlier. While the stew
smmered, he went to one of the open windows and watched the storm.

The sky had darkened further, but Cae could not tell if that was from aworsening of the storm, or night
beginning to fal. When lightning flashed, the dwellings of the town seemed to momentarily cometo life, lit



somehow in those moments from within aswell as from without, sharpening their shadows, which now
seemed to move.

Watching the rain and the mud duicing between the buildings, Cae was reminded of the day he had first
seen Blackburn riding atop Morrigan through the downpour and into the village. He thought about Aglaia,
and theway he had watched for her each day, hoping to catch her eye, not suspecting how badly that al
would end.

A flash of lightning lit up adrenched and ragged figure sumbling among the dwellings. When the light
faded, Cde could gill make out the figure, though now as adim shadow moving among other motionless
shadows. The figure disappeared, either behind or into one of the dwellings, then regppeared running and
gplashing through mud, headed toward him.

Cderetreated into the corner, shut down the stove, then pulled the larger hunting knife from his rucksack
and crouched behind one of the rotting benches. The figure staggered through the doorway and stood
dripping and bresthing heavily just ingde the building. As he shook himself and stamped his boots,
another flash of lightning illuminated hisface, which glistened with moisture. Ropes of hair hung from
beneath the man&€™ s hat, and along thick moustache framed his open mouth and prominent jaw. He
wore a knee-length dick plastic poncho that dripped water steadily onto the wood floor.

In darkness again, the man stood amost motionless, his head turning dowly from sideto side. Therewas
just enough light for Caleto make out his outline, his movements, his eyes. The man sniffed once, then
twice more long and deep.

&€os50mebody €™ s here, &€ the man said. His voice was dry and cracked. &€od smell food. Good
eats, yeah?a€» Then he dowly lowered himsdlf into a crouch not unlike Caegd€™s.

A long wordlesstime passed, the rain producing the only sounds. splashing the mud, clattering on the roof
tiles, and spraying through the holes in the roof and onto the floor.

&€aeNot going to hurt no one &€+ the man said. &€calust need a dry place to deep. Wouldn&€™t mind
some of that food, though. Havena€™t eaten too much for awhile, yeah. Got no wegpons, just my knife,
that&€™s all .&€-

Another long silence passed. The man put his hands on the floor, then shifted from the crouch into a
gtting pogtion.

&EaeNot going nowhere, &€ he said. &€oeT oo damn wet and dark out there, and those other buildings
are too damn spooky. Just take my chancesin here. &€+ He removed his hat, hit it twice against the
pedestal. &€odNot giving up my knife, either. 1&€™m not stupid.&€» Then he gazed dowly around the
long room. &EceMaybe no oned€™ s here, maybe they cooked their food and ate and then left and

I&E€™m all done.&€» Cale thought he saw the man smile and shake his head. &EoeDon&€E™t think <o,
though.&€e

Either way, Cde thought, he wasn&€™t going to get much deep tonight. He got to hisfeet and he must
have made a noise because the man turned toward him.

&€asSomebody there, yeah?a€e the man said.
&€ad am,&€- Cale said.

&EceY ou going to kill me?&€.

&€0ceNO0.5€



&€odHow many are you?a€e
&€o0ne, &€ Cale replied. &EceBut oned€E™ s enough.&€e

&EceMeant what | said,&€» the man assured him. &€odDon&€E™t wanna hurt anyone. Don&a€™t wanna
be hurt.&€« He stood. &€osCould use some food, though, if you got any to spare.&€e

&€d guess| do,&€s Cdetold him.

The man&€™s name was Sproul and he had not eaten in two days. He was grateful for the offer of food,
but disappointed that Cae had no tobacco or &€oadistilled spirits.&€ They lit acouple of the broken
candlesfor light, then pried the meta bowl out of the pedestal, set it on the floor, and built afireinit for
warmth. Sproul hung his poncho before thefire to dry, then pulled off his boots and socks and set them
on one of the benches near the flames. Under the coat, he wore along vest with bulging pockets and
catches and loops too numerous to count; a canteen hung from aleather strap around his neck. &€ad can
carry just about everything | need in thisthing,&€s he said, patting the full pockets.

But he had lost his bedrall in the mountains, hetold Cale asthey ae. Logt his bedroll and hisanimal traps
and his pack with his pipe and tobacco and ameta flask of whiskey when he had dipped trying to cross
ariver. He had falen in and nearly drowned in the rapids. If it had been winter he would have died, but
he had managed to get out of the mountains, living on fruits and jawberries and the scraps of animd kills.

They broke and fed pieces of wood into thefire, and after awhile they didn&€™t talk anymore. Not
trusting Sproul, Cale determined to stay awake through the night. But sitting before the warmth of thefire
with his back againgt the wal and hisknifein his hand, surrounded by the soothing sounds of rainfal, he
soon fell adeep.

He was awakened by Sproul gently shaking his shoulder. Cale scrambled back, gripping hisknifetightly.
&€oHey, &€+ Sproul said. &€odNot going to hurt you. Just need your help is all .&€-
&EoeHel p with what 7&€.

&EceT hat.&€» He nodded his head toward the far end of the room. A candle burned near the stone dtar.
A diceof faintly glowing blue light emerged from the stone. &€caCan&E™1 get the top dab off, yeah? Too
damn heavy. Slid it alittle, but about broke my back doing that.&€»

Caelooked at Sproul, who shrugged and gave him aguilty smile. &€ceY ou think | ended up in this place
by accident?&€s He shrugged again. &oa/Ne can be partners.é€e

a€oPartners in what?a€e
&€oeThat, &€+ he said again, gesturing at the altar. &€oeTherea€™ s treasure in there.&€e
aEoaNVhat kind of treasure?a€s Cale asked.

&EoDon&E™t really know. Thaté€™swhat I&€™m trying to find out. But it&€™s something alot of
people have thought was worth killing or dying over.&€»

&€ceThen | suppose youa€E™!I! try to kill me after | help you.&€»

Sproul shook his head. &oaNo. DonaE™t want to kill no one. Been enough death aready.&€s He
paused, and his cheek twitched. &€od lost my brother in that goddamn river dong with everything ese.
Didn&€™t say anything about him before because | thought you might think | killed him.&€e



&€oAnd you didnad€E™t7a€.

&€odNo. | told you. Never killed anyone, and don&€™t plan to. Not for anything, not even for this crazy
treasure.&€e

Caebdieved him. He didn&€™t know why he should, but he did. He got to hisfeet and said, &€odAll
right, |et&€™s see about this treasure.&€»

The storm had abated somewhat, but wind and rain still gusted in through the open windows and the
holesin the roof. Cae followed Sproul to the dtar and the flickering candle. The rich fabric tapestry that
had covered the altar lay in a crumpled heap on the wooden floor. Sproul had moved the dab just
enough to alow the blue light to leak out through acrack no wider than Caed€™s smalest finger.

aEaStrange, yeah?a€+ Sproul said. &€odHow something could glow like that. But it&€™s not
radioactive. | checked.&€» He held up ablack meta disk with tiny windows and pulsing green figures.
a&€oeSee?a€.

Cdedidn&E™t, but he wasn&€™t going to let Sproul know hisignorance, so he just nodded. They took
hold of the dab, gripping thelip that extended from the altar on all sdes; Cale at one end, Sproul at the
other. The stone was smooth and cold on top, warm and rough below. Cale bent his knees, adjusted his
grip, then straightened his legs when Sproul said, &odNow.&€»

Muscles strained, pain knifed Caled€™ s back, and afinger joint popped loudly. The dab came up, and
more glowing blue light fanned out to the sides.

&€odDamn! &€« Sproul gasped out.

They shuffle-stepped to one side, then Sproul lost his grip and rel eased the dab. Asthe long great stone
dropped, Calelet go and leaped backward. The dab crashed to the floor, crushing and cracking the
wood, but remained intact.

Lambent azure light seemed to flow up and over the Sdes of the dtar like liquid, pouring down to the
floor and rising dowly upward to the celling above them. Cae wondered if he was hdlucinating, or if
some distracting trickery was involved, a protective device a work insgde the dltar.

Sproul stood transfixed in the gleaming blue radiance, his eyesweirdly luminescent.
&€ceTreasure, &€+ he whispered.

Then dl the strangeness faded, and dl that remained before them was aplain, faint glow of light. Cae
looked into the open dtar.

Blue faceted stones formed anest for alarge book bound with ashiny coppery materid. Sproul plunged
his hands into the stones, then withdrew them, holding one large stone in each upturned palm. He grinned
a Cae.

a€cdWhat are they?a€s Cale asked.

aEaeDon&€E™t know, but they must be rare, must be worth afortune, al the people searching for them.
Killing for them.&€»

Killing, again. Cde wondered how many people had been killed in the search for this. He picked up the
book, which was astonishingly heavy. He sat on the top step with it, near the candle, and held the book
in hislap. The candlelight flickered across the covers so that the coppery materia seemed to bein flux,



transmuting before him. There were no markings, no letters or designs of any kind. Tentatively holding the
corner between thumb and finger, he dowly raised the front cover.

The pages appeared to have been fabricated from incredibly thin sheets of metd rather than paper like
the anchorited€™s books. The markings, which looked disturbingly like the incomprehensible glyphson
the wall behind him, were etched completely through the metal sheets, so that each leaf waslike a stencil.
He diced hisfinger as he turned one of the pages, and blood dripped onto his pants, but heignored the
CUL.

Sproul&€™'s shadow fell acrossthe book. A rough, dirty hand held three large blue stones before
CaedE™sface.

&€ad_ook at them,&€« Sproul said. &€odMore than enough for both of us. Our liveswill never be the
same.a€e

When they |eft the next morning, Sproul carried dl of the blue stones himsdlf, distributed throughout the
numerous pockets and pouches of hisvest. Cde carried the book in his rucksack; the extraweight pulled
at the shoulder straps.

They set out under clear skies. They would traverse the dry lake bed, replenish their water supplies at the
pool, then head for the nearby foothillsto the east. Sproul said he knew the best way to the Divide and
the northern bridge. He wasn&€™t sure how they would get the gems across, but he said he had some
idess.

Asthey |eft the town, Cale stopped and looked back at the central building. He felt as though someone,
or something, was watching them. Observing and judging them, asif they had committed some foul deed.

Caethought that perhaps they had. Desecration. A word he had learned from the anchorite. He turned
away from the building, and followed Sproul out acrossthe dead dry lake.

S X

Sproul coughed up blood, bright red spattering the dry and dusty earth. His hands shook and he was
feverish. He drank deeply from his canteen, which seemed to provide little comfort. His curseswere
weak and hoarse.

They werefive days out from the deserted town, camped in the shelter of atilted stone dab. Crouched
with his back againgt the cool stone, Cae surveyed the barren expanse before them, watching the waves
of heat riselike visons of ddirium. He looked back at Sproul, who kndlt half in shade, hdf inthelate
morning sun, eyes nearly closed and dripping with swest.

&€EceY ou need to stay in the shade, &€+ Caletold him.

Sproul blinked severd times, nodded hafheartedly, and crawled back to lay beside the dab, dragging the
canteen with him. &oerlhis damn heat, &€+ he said.

&€ogCan | do anything for you?a€s

Sproul rolled hishead dowly from side to Sde and closed his eyes without aword. Oozing sores had first
appeared on his hands the second day out, and by the following morning had spread to hisarms and legs,
afew working their way up his neck. His skin became flushed and sensitive, and a painful fever coursed
through him. Sproul refused to stop and rest, however, and they struggled through the morning until they
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reached the shelter of adry riverbed, where they dept until sunset in the shade of afdlen tree partidly
buried in the crumbling bank.

Temporarily revived by deep and the cool darkness, Sproul resumed a steady pace. For most of that
night he had been lucid and seemed certain of the way, but before the first light of dawn had even
appeared he became ddlirious and disoriented, staggering chaotically from one direction to another until
Cale had spotted the large stone dab jutting up from the earth and guided Sproul to it. They had
remained here since, Sproul becoming more and moreill, their water supply dwindling.

&€aWhere do | go for water?a€s Cale asked. It was not the first time he had asked, but like the
previoustime, Sproul didn&€™t reply. Sproul had said he knew where water was, knew the way east to
the Divide, so Cale had followed. Now they werein the middle of a barren desert&€’ not as vast and
desolate as the wasteland the caravan had embarked upon, but hotter and drier, and at the moment
promising to be just as deadly&€” with no signs of water, and nothing hopeful in sight. The shortest way,
Sproul had said. The quickest. Acrossthis small strip of desert, north and east to the low hills barely
visible on the horizon. It would save severa days of travel, Sproul had said, and he knew where they
could find weter on theway if they needed it.

a€cWater,&€» Cale said again.

&€aeNot a problem,&€» Sproul findly replied. &od know whereit is.&€e But he did not open his eyes,
did not move, and said no more.

Cale squatted beside Sproul and regarded the fevered face, the trembling eyelids and cracked lips.
Sproul was dying; he probably knew it aswell as Cae did. They were both waiting for him to die.

Sproul opened his eyes, his gaze unfocused, or focused on something far beyond Cde. &€cd&€™m
being punished for my brother,&€+ he said.

&€EceY ou told me you didn&€E™t kill him.&€e

a&EcaMlight aswell have. He didn&€™t want to come here, he didné&€™t want any treasure. Hewas
happy with his zoologica studies and hisfossl collection, hisquiet life. But | couldné€™t doiit . . .&€»
He stopped, shutting his eyestightly against some spasm of pain. He gasped, coughed, then resumed.
&Ead couldn&€™1 do it alone, so he came with me, and now hed€™s dead.&€»

&Eadta€E™ s not your fault,&€ Cale said. He wasn&€™t sure that he believed that, but he wanted to
comfort Sproul, ease his suffering.

He opened Sproul&€™'s canteen and reluctantly trickled what was | eft into the dying man&€™s mouth.
Sproul&€™ s lips quivered, and his dark and swollen tongue convul sed, made a choking, sucking noise.

Caeglanced at hiswater bottles, wondering how much, if any, of hisown water he would sparefor a
man who would soon be dead. Two of the four bottles were empty, and athird was less than haf full. He
had no ideahow many daysit would take to find water; without Sproul&€™'s guidance, Cale did not
know where to begin looking. Turning back to Sproul, Cale redized he wanted the man to die quickly.
He understood why, but the thought <till produced aterrible ache of guilt degp insde him.

The afternoon sun had worked itsway around the large stone dab and now touched the top of
Sproul&€™'s head, highlighting his hair with a golden sheen. Cale remained motionless, locked in place by
an inertiaborn of despair, and watched the sun dowly, inevitably advance across Sproulé€™s hair until



at last it touched hisfeverish skin. Then Calefinally moved, took hold of Sproul&€™'s boots, and gently
dragged him back into the shade.

&€Wheredo | go for water?a€s Cae asked, barely able to keep from shouting it at him. Thenina
whisper added, &€ceDamn you, anyway.&€s He wasnd€™t sure why he bothered to ask. He had asked
Sproul the same question four or five times over the last two days, and never got an answer.

He could not wait any longer, or he would die, too. Cale set out from their camp in search of wateré€’a
Spring or pool, even aseep of some kind, anything at al. Hetraveled in aspird, working hisway
outward, searching the ground, the faint shadows of stones and scrub, shallow depressions and draws.

Caewas surprised when, three hourslater, he came across adeep, circular pit, at the bottom of which
lay asmall pool of water. He stood at the rim of the pit, looking down on the water. He had not redlly
expected to find any; he had expected to die adry and painful death.

On hands and feet, he did down the steep bank and crouched beside the pool. He didn&€™t bother
testing the water; he didn&€™t want to know if it wasna€™t safe, for he had no choice. Cale lowered
hisface to the pool and drank. The water wastepid and dightly acrid, but he drank and drank until his
belly felt bloated and nauseated. The pool was shallow, but maintained a congtant level even as hefilled
the bottles and Sproul&€™'s canteen. He sat beside it for afew minutes, letting the water settlein hisgut.
No stomach pain, no cramping. Maybe it would only kill him dowly. And maybe it was perfectly safe.
He secured the bottles and canteen, then climbed up out of the pit newly dive.

By the time he returned to their camp the western sky was a deep bloodred flowing into the darker
violet-blue of gpproaching night, the stars mutely coming to life. Sproul&€™'s breathing was labored, yet
strangely shalow, and his body radiated arank odor. Cale spoke to him, but he didn&€™t respond.

He splashed water over Sproul&€™ s face, and the dying man blinked his eyes and opened his mouth
with adry croak. Cale raised Sproul&€™'s head and dripped water into the open mouth, but he could
not manage to swallow any of it; the water dribbled out the side of his mouth and ran through the caked
dirt dong hisneck. After trying for some time without success, Cale lowered Sproul&€™ s heed, then sat
beside him to wait.

He dug the grave in the cool, predawn light. The stars above gleamed brightly in the dark blue sky, and
he was reminded of the stars that shone down upon him as he lay cold and shivering in the boat the night
he had escaped from Petros and the others. Such along time ago.

By thetime he finished, he wastired and sweaty. He tossed aside the rock he&€™d used, and stood.
The grave was shallow, but he didn&€™t have the strength or the toolsto dig any deeper. Cale dragged
the body to the grave and pulled it in face up; the limbs were just beginning to stiffen. Heleft dl of the
blue stonesin Sproul&€™ s vest. He wanted to keep the book, but it seemed somehow dangerous. With
some reluctance, he removed the book from his rucksack and laid it on Sproul&€™ s chest, then covered
the body with dirt and rock.

Cale stood over the mounded earth, wondering if there was someritua he should perform, words he
should speak. Wondering if anything like that mattered, and if so, for whom. The dead or the living?

He looked up and out at the sun, which hung just above the foothills. East . . . head east. It had become
like a chant, dmost inescapable. East. Where else was there for him to go? Nowhere. He shouldered his



rucksack, glanced onefind time at Sproul&€™'s grave, then set forth into the rising sun.

SEVEN

The following days seemed like an interminable fugue state; Cale wondered if he had contracted
Sproul&€™ sillness, and if he, too, would die.

Two days after he had buried Sproul, Cale completed the desert crossing and reached the low hills
Sproul had been guiding them toward. He was nearly out of water and weak from hunger, but just before
sunset he heard bubbling sounds, and followed them to asmall creek that emerged from atumble of
rocks, flowed above ground for severa dozen paces between clumps of grasses and low ferns, then
disappeared into rock again. The water tested clean; drinking revived him somewhat, and he made camp
for the night on the other sde of the hill.

By the light of Ambrose, which was not quite full, Cae returned to the stream and waited in ambush. As
he expected, animas cameto drink, in ones and twos, taking turns asif on aschedule. Eventudly alone
campobaré€’ adow and dow-witted anima half Caed€™ s size, with mottled fur and heavy-lidded
eyesa€’ lumbered to the edge of the stream, settled its heavy haunches on the aready crushed grasses,
and lowered its head to the water. Cale sprang from the shadows with knife drawn, wrestled the dazed
creature to the ground, and cut itsthroat.

Two mornings later, his rucksack filled with smoked mest, Cae set off over the dry hills. The heat here
was just as great as out on the open desert, but as he continued he began to sense moisture in both the
ground and the air, an impression confirmed by agradud increase in the variety and abundance of plant
life. 1solated clumps of grass became long strips and wide patches, spiny, skeletd brush gaveway to
succulents, and then to dense bushes dotted with green and violet berries. Near midday he came upon a
dark, clear pool in adegp stone basin; an hour later he crossed a shdlow stream running through a
jagged ravine. Both timesthe water tested safe.

By late afternoon the moisture in the air had become alight ground mist or fog, and a peculiar haze had
devel oped overhead, obscuring the sun and smearing its outline. He crested alow ridge and stopped,
gazing out upon an extensve marsh siretching far in al directions, its boundaries |ost in the denser fogs
that shrouded it.

The marsh was beautiful but disturbing, and too much to takein al at onceé€” stands of tal, drooping tree
ferns unlike any he had ever seen before; pockets of meshed leaves and branches that floated atop the
water, drifting with thefogs; idets of mud and grass and sguat trees whose roots rose above the surface;
aquatic creatures that reveded themsalves with ripples or tiny splashes, the occasiond flip of an
appendage, the surfacing of apair of tranducent eyes, and the broken limbs of dead trees reaching up
from the water asif in futile supplication.

Cale descended the other side of the ridge and approached the marsh. The haze and mists sucked the
light out of the air so that the marsh appeared to be in a state of perpetua dusk. A sour, pungent odor of
rotting vegetation wafted to him and the air was cool aswell as damp. He knelt on abed of blackened
moss and unpacked the water tester. When he added the drops from the second tiny bottle, a deep red
swirl gppeared in the tube of marsh wateré€” unsafe.

He headed north, keeping the water on hisright; he didn&€™1 like the marsh, didn&€™t like the chill it
produced, but one way or another he had to get around it. An unsettling silence hung over the till waters,
darknessfdl earlier than he expected.

That night, seated before afire hed€™d built for warmth both physica and psychological, he watched
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the sllent ground lightning arcing out across the black watersin thin filaments of golden fire. A haunting
cry from someinvisible creature caled throughout the night, each time from a different area of the marsh.
Hedept fitfully.

L ate the next morning, the faint disk of the sun barely visble in the haze above the marsh, Cale spotted a
boat far from shore, drifting between the idets and floating green mats, an open skiff manned by two
figures. He stopped and watched them for some time, confusedé€” they appeared to be drifting amlesdy
with unseen currents, for Cale did not see either of them paddle or otherwise attempt to control the boat.
He eventuadly called out to them, but there was no response. They drifted generally north and west, so he
kept pace with them, walking dowly aong the shore asthey gradually came nearer. Twice more he
beckoned, but they till did not respond.

The skiff disgppeared for severd minutes behind adensaly thicketed ide. At first Cae thought they might
have tied up, even disembarked, but eventually the boat reappeared; the bow swung around asit cleared
theide, caught in some current, and headed amost directly toward him. An older man and aboy not
much younger than Cae sat iffly upright in the skiff. Asthe boat neared, he saw why they had not
responded&€” they were both at least several days dead. They were propped up and bound to poles
mounted on the seets. Their clothes were torn and filthy, their exposed flesh dashed and punctured, but
their eyes, which were kept open by divers of wood, were hideoudy intact, and seemed to stare directly
a Cde.

Another invisible current caught the boat and spun it dowly around, the two figures now mercifully facing
away from him. The skiff drifted away from shore, now headed south and east. Cale shivered, then with
legs shaky and weak turned and resumed hisway north. He did not once look back.

After that, he stayed far from the shore, and didn&€™t make any more fires at night, though he kept the
marsh in Sght asalandmark. Two days later, he finaly reached the marsha€™s northern limits. The dark
waters and svampy ground ended at along stretch of uneven, rocky terrain, which in turn transtioned to
afied of waist-high grasses bending and hissing in agentle warm breeze. Cdewalked into thefield,
savoring the warmth of the sun that eased away the marsh&€™ s chill. The grasses parted before him with
each stride, then sprang back into place once he had passed.

For thefirst timein many days hefdt at ease and content. In the middle of the field he unshouldered the
rucksack, drank some water, then lay on his back, the grasses warm and soft. Bright blue sky above,
edged with puffs of white cloud; comforting whisper of the grasses surrounding him; solid earth benesath.
No hurry, hetold himself. No hurry to get anywhere, no hurry to end thiswonderful feding. He closed his
eyes, basking in the sun like alazy desert creature, and dozed, mentally drifting, haf awvake and haf

adeep, and fully at peace.

East again, and wondering how far he had to go, how many more days, or weeks. Cale had a destination
in mind&€” the Divide, or Morningstard€’ but it didn&€™t fed any more red than the days when he had
traveled in the mountains with no destination at al. Grasdands became rolling hills, then more grasdands,
then another barren wasteland, an arid expanse of what might once have been somevast inland sea. He
saw no way around it, o a dawn he set forth, bark-like layers of dried mud cracking and crumbling
under his boots.

Sometime later, adistant figure moved out on the eastern horizon, a speck in the midday sun, moving
from south to north. After two more hours of walking, the figure wasn&€™t much larger, but Cale now
changed his routeé€” toward the southeast&€” hoping to avoid the distant traveler. Almost immediately,
however, the figure changed course aswell, asif to intercept him; again Cale dtered direction, and again



the traveler changed course. Accepting the inevitability of their meeting, Cale gave up and marched on,
now with knifein hand.

Another two or three hours and the figure resolved into two&€” one man large and bent, pulling akind of
barrdl on whedls; another man, thinner and wearing a straw hat, crouched inside the barrdl. Just before
sunset, Caled€™s shadow long and thin across the barren earth, he met the two men.

The man pulling the cart was an imbecile. He squatted in the harness and turned his expressionless face to
Cde, hisjaw dack and hiswatery eyes dull. His clothes werefilthy rags, but his feet were shod with
finely worked leather boots. The other man, barefoot and wearing only shorts, scrambled out of the
barrel and waved gaily at Cde.

a€oaVdl met, fellow traveler.&€+ The man scuttled forward and shook Caled€™ s free hand. &€odMy
nameisAliazar. And yours?a€s

&EcCae.é€» He carefully sheathed the knife at hiswaist, within easy reach.

Aliazar nodded in approva. &€oelhat is my brother, Harlock. Y ou needn&€™1t say hello to him, for he
doesna€™1t speak.&€» Then he leaned forward and whispered in Caed€™s ear. &€ocHedE™' s an idiot,
but | don&€™1 like to say that before him. He probably wouldn&€™t understand, but he might, and |
don&€™t want to hurt hisfedings. Lifeisdifficult enough for him.&€e Aliazaré€™'s breath waswarm
and foul. He straightened and pointed to a bleached, leafless tree aways to the north. &€o0aNe were
going to make camp for the night there,&€« he said. &€caWill you join us?a€s

The tree was dead, though till upright. Aliazar built alarge fire againg itstrunk, and by the time darkness
fell, the entire tree was ablaze, aflaming beacon in the night. They had to move back from the intense
heat. Desert creatures appeared a the edge of the light, gazing at the burning tree as though worshipping
their preternaturd god. Harlock sat swaying before the fire, humming.

&€aPerhaps he will have avision,é€e Aliazar said. &€oeHe has them, sometimes.&€e
&€oHow do you know?a€e

&EoHe tells them to me.&€»

&€ceY ou said he didn&€™1 talk.&€e

&Eae0nly then. While he@€™s in the middle of avision he startsto speak and he tellsme what he sees.
Y ou would be fortunate to hear him.&€» Aliazar sighed and closed his eyes. &€ceSometimes | think
he&€™ s seeing the future.&€»

&€0eY es?5€.
&M mm. Hetold me we would be meeting you, for instance.&€s
&€aHe did?a€s Cae wasna€™t sure if he should laugh, or be distressed.

aEcaVdll, | think so,&€+ Aliazar said. &€ceSomeone that might have been you.&€s He vigoroudy
scratched his scalp under the straw hat. &€od 8€™ve been waiting for some days now to encounter a
solitary traveler. So | was not surprised to see you.a€e

&€oaVhat did he say about me?&€e Cale asked. &€0e0r about this solitary traveler.&€e



&EoNothing, redly. A king in disguise, he said. But | imagine that was some sort of riddle. Unlessyou
are aking.&€e

Cale smiled. &€odNo0.&€-

They ate, Aliazar retrieving food and cooking utensils from the barrel, which appeared to contain an
incredible assortment of goods. Harlock ate messily with hisfingersfrom abowl of stew that his brother
gave him. When the med wasfinished, Aliazar heated a pot of mulled wine and poured them each acup,
including one for Harlock, who gulped hiswine, draining the cup in seconds, and held it out to be refilled.
Aliazar obliged, grinning at Cale. &odHe likesto take adrink.&€» After drinking the second cup as
quickly asthefirgt, and having his cup refilled once more, Harlock returned his attention to the blazing
tree, Spping dowly now.

A few minutes passed, and Harlock stopped humming, though he continued to sway from sideto side.
He dropped his cup, then tilted his head back, eyes wide and rolling, and cried out, along, loud, and
mournful wall.

&€EoHere he goes, &€+ said Aliazar. He watched hisimbecile brother with rapt attention.

Harlock reached toward the flames, the wail continuing. Cae knew he had to beimagining it&€” an effect
of the firdight, perhapsa€” but Harlock seemed to grow, his arms and hands lengthening, neck and head
elongating as he stretched toward the hest and light. The imbeciled€™'s skin shone, taking on aglowing
golden cast, and he trembled before the blazing tree, mouth open and tongue moving in and out asthough
searching desperately for water. Then he began to speak.

&€aMetd burns. . . metal burns. . . metal burns. . .&€+ Hisvoicetrailed off, but he continued to repeat
the same two words, now silently mouthing them.

Harlock lowered hisarms, and his head came back down so that he gazed into the heart of thefire. His
eyeswere barely open now, and he appeared drugged or entranced or otherwise caught up into some
other level of awareness,

Cdeturned to Aliazar, but the man remained completely focused on his brother.
Harlock began to speak again, and though his voice was soft, the words were clear and distinct.

8E0eA screaming comes across the black and starless night. Fades. Night? Always night, ways day.
Artificid light . . . artificid darkness. . . artificid life. A jewe around adtar. Indgdethejewd. . . .

a€aSilence. Y ou enter, unmasked. The chamber has no end. Pale azure lights, the dense shadows of
immense forms, massive instruments of . . . ? Energiesto tear the universe, to break down the sars.
Or ... ?Resurrect the dead. Resurrect the living.

&€od am at your side.&€

He stopped speaking. Frothy saliva dripped down hisjaw. A hand rose, then fell again. He whimpered,
coughed, and resumed.

8E0eA great chariot awaits. Y ou carry the stone with you. Thekey.

8E0eT he screaming again. The earth opens, eternd fires come forth. Y ou ride within the chariat, lightnings
trall inyour wake.

&€ad am at your side. Sheisat your other sde. She hasno face.



&€EceY ou carry the stone.. . . you carry the stone.

&EceThe jewd . We enter unmasked . . . | leave masked. Y ou carry the stone and bring the great
machinesto life.

8€EceY ou tear my head from my neck.
&€EoaY ou carry the stone.&€»

Theimbecile cried out, arched his back with arms thrown out to the side, then collapsed and huddled
againgt the ground, eyes closed.

Aliazar turned to Cdle. &€odHedE™ s finished.&€»

When Cde woke the next morning, Aliazar and his brother were gone. Bewildered, he wondered briefly
if he had imagined them. The tree was ablackened, skeletd ruin, gray smoke rising into the pale blue sky;
whed rutsin the dried mud curved away from the tree and headed north. He felt drugged, and guessed
that Aliazar had put some narcotic in hiswine. He sat before the smoldering tree, till disturbed by the
imbeciled€™svison.

Caewondered if anyone could truly seethe future. It seemed unlikely. Glimpses, perhaps. A possible
future, maybe. He could not believe that the future was completely predetermined. Some of the
anchorited€™sreligious writers seemed to believe in such afuture, but just as many did not, so it
appeared to be an open question. For himself, he did not see much purpose in pressing on with life if
everything was predetermined.

Still, theimbecileB€™swords, the intendity of hisvoice, wereimpossibleto ignore. Cale would not forget
those visons, hedid not want to forget them. He felt they had some connection to thisworld, if not the
futureitsalf. He thought he could use them as guideposts or warnings. Something to keep him focused
and cautious, and help him through al the unknownsthat lay ahead.

Heroseto hisfeet and surveyed the land around him. No onein sight, no signs of human life anywhere
except ascattered cloud of dust far to the north, the wake of Aliazar and Harlock&€E™ s passage. Alone
again, but Cae was glad they were gone.

EIGHT

The village waslaid out aong the western bank of the river, about forty small dwellingsthat appeared to
be well-constructed and well-maintained. Nearby were severa large, cultivated plots striped or
otherwise patterned with various shades of green and yelow. From his vantage point in thefoothills, Cae
watched digtant figures moving about the village and plots. There was a safe, comfortable fed to the
place, but he was wary&€” he would observe for at least two days, maybe three, before approaching.

Early in the afternoon, Cae nodded off in the hegt, fragments of adream trying to gain hold. A noise
intruded, shattering the dream, and he jerked fully awake, scrambling to hisfeet while at the sametime
trying to identify the sound he3€™d heard. He froze, staring at ayoung woman who stood afew feet
away with awespon trained on him. The wesgpon looked like atiny bow rigged to a hand-held apparatus
with asmall arrow poised to befired fromit.

The woman seemed to relax dightly. &€ceY oud€™re younger than | thought,&€ she said.
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Caedidn&E™t move, and he didn&€™t say anything. He didn&€™1 think she was much older than he
was. The woman lowered her wegpon, and a hint of smile worked into her mouth.

€Y ouaE™ve been up here all day,&€» she said. &€osAlone. What are you looking for?a€s
&€oalust watching,a€e Caereplied. &€oeTo seeif it was safe.&€e

She nodded asif what he said made perfect sense. &€aeNot planning to attack us, then?a€s A bit more
of asmile, now.

&€od\o,4€- Cale said.
&€og500d, then, &€ shereplied. &Ecd_eté€™ s eat.&€e

From apack shed€™d stashed partway down the hill, she produced a variety of foods, more than
enough for both of them, and refused to let him share any of his. Her name was Lammia Sarko, and she
was taking her turn as one of the village sentries. Although dightly shorter than Cae, she was strong and
lean and he was certain she could overpower him even without her wegpon. They ate, drank some
diluted wine, and sat |ooking out on the village as the sun rose hot and bright above them. Lammiawas
talkative, and Cale was content to listen.

She explained to him that the village was acommunity of politica dissidents. They had been sentenced
acrossthe Divide, not for crimind acts, though most of them had committed their share of civil
disobedience, but for their political activities. Like most of those in the village, her parents were both
Resurrectionists, and had been exiled here more than thirty years earlier. Lammiahad been born here.

aEaNVhat are Resurrectionists?a€s Cale asked.
&E0eY ou donaE™t know about them?a€s
Cde shook his head.

&EceT he Resurrectionigts are trying to unearth and restore the remains of an dien civilization that used to
live here on Conrad&€™s World, long before we arrived. Morningstar is actually built on top of the
ruins. Some people think the first people here wiped out the diens and destroyed their city, then built
Morningstar over it to hide al traces of them, though my parents don&€™t think thaté€™s very likely.
The Resurrectionists just want to learn what the diens were like, and maybe learn what happened to
them.&€.

Cale thought about the desert village and thewall of glyphs, and the book now buried with Sproul.
&€0aVhy do you need to post sentries?a€s he asked.

a€caWVe work hard to make a decent life here. Most of the people on this side of the Divide don&€™t
give adamn about decent life, and would be happy to just take everything wed€™ve got, everything
wea€™ve worked for.&€e

&€cerhen why areyou tdling medl this? Maybe 1&€™m here to steal from you.&€»

&€od dona€™t think so,&€- she said. &€cd &€™m afairly good judge of people. | think youd€™re just
looking for aplaceto live. | think you&€™d like a community of your own, aplaceto call home.&€»

Maybe so, Cale thought, but it wasn&€™t that smple. &€od &™m headed for the Divide,&€» he told
her.



&E02Y ou can cross?a€s she asked.
&€ad think so.&€e

She nodded wistfully. &€cd &€™d like to be able to go with you. Morningstaré€™s aterrible placein
many ways, but this. . .&€+ She gestured expansvely at the village and the valey. &€ceThisisjust
exiging. I1&€™d liketo join the Resurrectionists, like my parents. 1&€™d like to bring my parents back,
and we could al be with the Resurrectionists.&€s She stopped and sighed. &€ceBut none of uswill ever
go back.&€.

A digtant, muted horn sounded. Lammiaturned and looked to the north, brows furrowing. The horn
sounded again. She turned back to Cale, studied his face, then shook her head. &€ceNot you,&€ she
said. &€ceY ou dona€™t know what thisis, do you?a€e

Confused, he had no response for her. The horn sounded athird time, and now they both looked in its
direction. At thefar end of the valey, agroup of twenty or twenty-five riders on ponies emerged from the
trees and bore down on the village.

&€odNo . . .&E» Lammiamoaned, drawing it out as she got to her feet. She ran down the dope toward
thevillage.

The villagers out in the cultivated plots hurried back to the town, while those aready there ducked into
buildingsto retrieve weapons, then gathered behind the barriers a the northern end of the village.
Lammiawas dready hafway to the village by the time Cde started hesitantly down the dope after her.

The riders neared the village, shouting now, arms raised and holding weapons Cale had never seen
before. Trailing them was asingle rider on amuch larger animal, the rider dressed in a greatcoat and
wide-brimmed hat&€” Blackburn. He appeared to be more observer than participant, riding steadily
toward thevillage but in no hurry.

Arrows flew toward the riders, and smaller bolts from crosshows like the womana€™s. The riders
responded with severa bursts of small explosions and crackling sounds, accompanied by puffs of smoke
and arcs of colored light not unlike the lightnings that had snapped across the surface of the marsh. A
crosshow bolt pierced the neck of one of the riders and he pitched from his mount. A thump shook the
air, followed by amuch larger explosion and screams as a section of the village barrier burst apart and
two bodies flew backward.

Six riders plit off from the main group and skirted the village to the west, cutting down two of the
villagerswho were till on their way in from the fields. Then they swung around and gpproached the
village from the south, where there were no defenders. They rode unimpeded into the village, and
moments later two of the huts had burst into flames.

Cale reached the bottom of the dope, and could no longer make out what was happening. He saw
flamesrising from the village, black smoke and the blurred motion of ponies and riders and men and
women running frantically; he heard shouts and popping explosions, more screams and loud cracks,
pounding hoofbeats and whigtling, and aterrible inhuman wailing sound that came from one of the
riders8€™ wegpons. He stopped at the foot of the hill, afraid, gazing with stupefaction through the
billowing smoke and swirling ash.

Off to the west, away from the fighting, Blackburn sat on the drayver and regarded the scene before him.
Without thinking, Cae threw his rucksack to the ground and ran toward man and beast. He was barely
aware of his surroundings. His atention was on the figure of Blackburn ahead of him, Blackburn atop
Morrigan, Blackburn who now turned toward the person running a him, raised awegpon, and aimed.



Cae kept running without pause or hesitation, because he did not know what else to do. Blackburn must
have recognized him, for he lowered the weapon and waited.

Breathing heavily, Cde staggered to a stop just afew paces away. The big man looked down at him and
smiled. &Eodt&€™s you.&€»

&EosStop them! &€« Cale shouted, his voice hoarse and dry. &€osStop them! &€
&€ad can&E™t.a€.

8EceT hey&€™'re daughtering them! &€ Wheezing, doubled over with painin hisside.
&€oeThered€™s nothing | can do.&€e

Caleturned back toward the village and dropped to his knees. He did not want to see, but he could not
avert hisgaze. Most of the dwellings were now ablaze, and the smoke was thick and black. Stresks of
red and golden fire lanced through the smoke, and afountain of emerad sparks shot up out of the village,
climbed in severd directions at once, then showered down and faded. Much of the activity was so
chaotic and obscured by smoke that he couldn&€™1t make out visua details, but the sounds were distinct
and horrifying&€” the pounding of the poniesd€™ hooves, so intense a timesit seemed asthough an
entire herd of them, sixty or seventy or more, raced through the village; the screams of terror and pain
from people and animals, tearing through the air; the crackling of burning wood, and the crashes of roofs
and walls collgpsing; and the popping explosions of gunfire. Then, dicing through the pervasive odor of
charred wood, came the smell of burning flesh and blood.

Asif to confirm this perception, one of the villagers staggered out of the smoke, hisleft arm hacked or
blown off at the elbow, blood pumping from the ragged stump and splattering across the earth. The man
stumbled, righted himsdlf for amoment, took one more step, then pitched forward and lay till.

Thefighting gradualy wound down. The screams abated, the gunfire became sporadic, and theterrible
wailing of the mysterious wegpon subsided until it slenced atogether. Theriders now moved deliberately
through the smoke and burning buildings. Cale saw no signs of the villagers except for the obscured
forms of bodies sprawled on the ground.

One of the attackers emerged from the village and rode toward Blackburn and Cae. When he reached
them, he thrust his bearded chin toward Cae and spoke to Blackburn in alanguage completdy unfamiliar
to Cae. Blackburn replied in the same tongue, and the two men spoke back and forth. Eventualy the
man turned his pony and rode back to the village.

aEdtéE™s over, &€ Blackburn said. &€oeThey won&€™t harm you.a€e
Cale got to hisfeet and arted toward the village.

&€E0Y ou don&€E™t need to see dl that, &€+ Blackburn said. &€cdWait here, wed€™II make camp
|ater.&€e

Cdeignored him and walked on.

The stench wasterrible; Cae could not identify al the acrid smells, nor did he want to know what they
were. Thefirst body he saw was the man who had staggered into view missing part of hisarm. The blood
pooled thick and dark beside the body, aready aswarm with fat black flies. Farther on, the barely
recognizable detached limb lay crushed and broken in aclump of blood-soaked grasses.

He wandered through the burning village like alost and troubled amnesiac. The dead lay everywhere, a



few partidly ingde buildingsthat still burned, the flesh blackening. Sound faded away, asif coming from a
great distance, replaced by aringing in hisears. Cde fet sick and weak, and his eyes stung from the
smoke.

Most of the attackers were on foot now, looting the dead and those buildings that had not yet been set
afire. They ether ignored Cale or grinned at him, pointing and making gestures he could not interpret but
which he felt certain were obscene. They dl gppeared somehow inhuman.

Hefound Lammiaat the river&€™s edge, face up with one arm and leg in the river; blood colored the
water with dissipating swirls of red. Most of her chest had been blown open. Her dead wide eyes
surprisngly held neither judgment nor condemnation. Cale kndlt beside her and gently tried to close those
eyes, but the lidswould not stay shut&€” her eyes remained open in silent witnessto al that had occurred.

After recovering hisrucksack, Cae hiked upstream and made camp beside theriver. Thevillage
continued to glow orange and red in the dark gray light of dusk, and occasiondly new flameswould
cometo life, springing up from the embers to consume some stray piece of wood. The attackers had set
up their own camp on the outskirts of the wasted village, gathering around two largefiresto eat and
drink; their laughter carried across the night air, and Cale wished he had gone even farther upstream.

He sat before his own fire, numb and unable to est, and wondered if he would be able to deep. He
wasnaE™t sure he wanted to deep, afraid of the nightmares certain to visit.

Blackburn appeared on foot after dark had completely falen, leading a saddled pony by a set of reins.
&€oCan | join you?&€.

Cadedidn&E™t ook up from the fire. &aeSeems to me you can do just about anything you want to do,
except stop amassacre. Unless maybe you were actudly directing it yourself.&€e

&Eadt had nothing to do with me,&€e Blackburn said.

Caelooked at him, started to say something, then shut his mouth and shook his head.
&€Ead €™ go if you want meto,a€ Blackburn said.

&€ad don&€E™t care.a€e

Blackburn tied the reins to a bush just back from the fire, then sat across from Cale. &€od&€™m
surprised to see you till on thisside of the Divide, &€ he said. When Cde didna€™1 reply, he went on.
&EceT he ponya€E™s for you. They lost afew men, and have a couple of extras. Shed€™s a good mount.
Y ou&E™re not that far from the Divide now, but thefirst bridgeis along way to the south. With the
pony, you can get there in a matter of days rather than weeks.&€»

&€0eY ou didn&€™t even try to stop them,&€ Cale said.

aEceHow could 1 74€+ Blackburn replied. &€o80ne man againgt al of them. They would have killed me,
t00.8€

&€ad doubt that. They seemed to come to you for counsel .&€e

&€ceNo. Arkon just wanted to know who you were, and what he should do with you. | told him you
were afriend. | saved your life.&€e



Cae gtared at Blackburn, then dowly shook his head. &€ceY ou&€™ re with them. If nothing else,
youa€™re with them.&€e

8E0d8E€™m just an observer. | told you that before. I&E™m out here trying to understand people,
watching them, studying the full range of human behavior, even the extremes.&€»

&EacEspecialy the extremes.&€»
&Eadt has nothing to do with me.&€e

ECEThatéE™ s shit, &€ Caeingsted. &€0eY ou know that. And if you don&€™t, if you redly believe
what you just said, then youg€™re asinhuman asthey are.&€e

&EceY oudE™re young,&€- Blackburn said, trying to control his anger. &€oa/Vhen youa€™'re ol der,
perhaps you will be wiser. Then youg€™I| understand.&€»

&€ad hope | don&€™t gain that kind of wisdom.&€s

Blackburn sighed heavily and nodded. &€oeT hen perhaps you will be wise enough to explain to me why
I&E€™m wrong.&€» He got to hisfeet. &€cStay here for aday or two, Cale. Don&€E™t follow us.&€e
He turned and walked back toward the smoldering village.

In the morning, Cae lay by the cold fire and listened to the sounds of the riders|eaving. When the
pounding of hooves faded away, he sat up in the gray light, listening to the murmur of theriver, and gazed
at the smoking ruins of the village. With the uneasy sensation of events strangely repeeting themsdlves, he
fet asif hisencounter with Aliazar and Harlock had been aharbinger of thisvery smilar morning.

The moving figures of the riders could be seen to the east, not too distant yet. Cale rode the pony back
to the village, following the river until he saw the hoofprintsin the mud marking where the riders hed
crosseda€” awide, shallow stretch of water. He urged the pony forward, and they entered theriver.

At midday the riders appeared to be nearer, and by midafternoon Cale was holding the pony back,
afraid to get any closer. He could identify Blackburn, who stood out from the others because Morrigan
was S0 much larger than the ponies. If they knew he was following, they gave no indication.

The land became uneven, pocked with burrow holes and covered by jagged pinnacles and cones of red
stone. The riders entered thislabyrinth of rock formations, and soon disappeared. Half an hour later,
Cdefollowed them into the maze, moving dowly and cautioudy, tracking the disturbed earth and
catching an occasiond glimpse of one of the riders ahead.

An hour or more passed, and he lost their trail asthe ground became rocky. He moved even more
deliberately, stopping often to listen; but the muted sounds of the riders echoed off the rocks so that
gauging distance or direction wasimpossible. He was afraid they had seen him, afraid they werelyingin
ambush.

He entered along, wide clearing that was empty and quiet. Acrossthe way wasalow ridge, and he
could see pony tracks zigzagging up the dope. Cae crossed the clearing and dismounted, tying the
pony&€™sreinsto aclump of thorny brush. He cautioudy climbed the dope, dropped to hishands and
knees, then came up dowly over the top of the ridge and stopped, awestruck.

Less than a hundred paces beyond the ridge, the land dropped away and the ground opened up asiif
some tremendous cataclysm had split the earth. Perhapsit had. The Divide was just what Blackburn had



said it wass€’ agreat chasméa€” but far wider than Cale had ever been able to imagine, and from where he
crouched no bottom could be seen. The walls were sheer rock spotted with clumps of vegetation and
desiccated treesthat grew at strange angles from the cliff face. Seeing it at lagt, he truly understood why
Blackburn had said it wasimpossible to cross.

Only now did he notice the riders below him. They had dismounted, unsaddled the ponies, and now
chased the animas away, driving them toward an open field to the north. Then the men gathered near the
edge of the Divide and looked out across that yawning gulf, waiting. Blackburn and Morrigan were
nowhere to be seen.

Nothing happened for fifteen, twenty minutes. Then a pod-shaped object roseinto the air from behind a
crag on the other side of the Divide, hovered for afew moments, then headed out across the chasm
toward the waiting men. As the object approached, Cale could make out akind of tail, and two angled
blurs of motion atop the pod. A deep thrumming reached him, punctuated by rapid whistling sounds.

By the time the pod had crossed the Divide, Cae redlized it was much larger than he had first thought. It
landed on dangling runners, its Side opened, and eight of the men climbed into the vehicle. It rosewith a
waliling not unlike the strange wegpon the riders had used against the villagers, then headed back across
the Divide.

Rock clattered behind him and Cale turned to see Blackburn riding Morrigan into the clearing. Hetied
Morrigan next to the pony, then climbed the dope to crouch beside Cale.

SEcEY oudE™re stubborn, Cale. | told you not to follow us.&€+ He pulled Cale back down behind the
crest. &€odf they seeyou . . .&€» Cae knocked his hand away, but did not stick his head back up
above the ridge. &€od-orget youd€™ve seen this, &€ Blackburn added. &€odDon&€E™t ever mention
what youg€™ve seen, or you might just end up dead.&€»

Cde gared hard at Blackburn. &€08Y ou said the bridges were the only way across the Divide. That the
Divide was patrolled so no one could fly acrossit.a€e

SECET hat&E™ s right. And what&€™ s happening out there right now isna€™t happening. You
understand?a€e

Cadedidn&E™1 reply. They sat crouched below the crest, silent and listening as the pod-shaped vehicle
returned two more times. After the third trip, there was no sound of areturn flight, and the day became
uneadily quiet and ill.

&EceT hat should take care of them,&€« Blackburn eventualy said.
&€aaWhy didn&€™t you go with them?&€e

&€ad don&€™t want to die.&€.

&€oaWhat do you mean?a€.

&EaeEvery one of them is dead right now, or soon will be.&€s
&€0d don&E™t understand,&€» Cale said.

&EceAnd 1&€™m not going to explain it to you. But you can take my word for it.&€» He clambered
down the dope. &odNow it&€™ s time for usto head for the bridge, for the Northern Crossing.&€» He
stood beside Morrigan, looking up at Cale. &€od_eta€™'s go.a€e



&€ad &E™I| go done &€+ Cale said. He remained squatting on the ridge dope above Blackburn, arms
resting on hisknees.

Blackburn shook his head. &ceNo, wed€™re traveling together.&€e

Cderemained motionlessfor along time, but gradudly redized he did not have a choice. Blackburn
wasnaE™t going to alow him one.

NINE

They rode south for six days, rarely speaking. The Divide was a constant presence on their |eft, usudly in
sght, and sensed even when not seen, asif it had its own specid gravity that tugged and pulled at them.
Cdedill felt numbed by what had happened in the village, and disturbed by Blackburn&€™'s company;
he rode on with his own thoughts, rarely saying aword to the man.

He caught hisfirgt glimpse of the bridge when they were dill two days out from the crossngé€’ asivery,
delicate network impossibly spanning the Divide. The western terminus was hidden, but he could see
where the bridge met the far Sde, ending in acomplex of variegated structures.

aEadncredible, isnaE™t it?a€ Blackburn said.

Two hours later, the bridge disappeared from view as amassive fog bank settled over the Divide, but
that night, asthey camped near the edge of the dliff, the fog dissipated and revealed crimson lights
delineating the bridged€™s path across the abyss like some mysterious constdlation of shimmering red
dars. Despite hisdistress and his pessmism, Caefelt asurge of something like hope; the bridge and the
lights seemed to hold a promise&€” the promise of better things to come.

Rainfdl al morning. When they reached the outskirts of the settlement clustered around the bridge, the
ground was muddy, and the gray light and dense drizzle cast apall over the people and buildings. The
huts and shacks were far more numerous here than anyplace Cale had ever seen on thisworld, but they
were just as primitive, and the inhabitants looking out into the rain from doorways and windows
appeared to be no better off than those he had encountered over the years.

&€E0eY ou won&E™t be permitted to take the pony across,&€» Blackburn said. &oeBut | know where
you can sell her.&€e

&€oaVhat about Morrigan?a€s

&€0d 8€™m authorized to go anywhere with her.&€s He confidently patted one of the saddle bags.
&€od &E€™ve got the permit.a€»

&€EoAnd for that weapon youg€™ve got hidden away ?a€e

Blackburn grinned and shook his head. &€ceNo one can get that kind of permit. And | don&€™t have
that weapon anymore.&€s

Blackburn led the way to a sparsaly patronized market area, the few customers dogging desultorily
among the booths and storefronts. Blackburn and Cale rode to the far corner where two women kept a
corra that held adecrepit pony, apair of longhaired zebra goats, a tannagar walowing in the mud, and a
covey of bedraggled summerhens. Blackburn did the negotiating, and when they |eft, Cale rode behind
him atop Morrigan, his rucksack heavier with asmall bag of coins.
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They attracted much attention as they headed for the officia crossing complex&€” men and women cdled
out offersto buy or sell asthey passed, or invited them into houses or taverns. Blackburn ignored them
al except for severd child beggars who huddled together againgt therain and silently held out plastic
cups, he stopped, dropped ahandful of coinsinto the cups, then pressed hiskneesinto Morrigané€™'s
flanks and they rode on.

They emerged from the buildings and entered awide strip of barren land that formed a buffer between
the settlement and the fenced perimeter of the security complex, which was built near the edge of the
Divide. Once they&€™d crossed the strip, Blackburn halted the drayver, who stamped her feet
impatiently in the mud. On the other Sde of the fencing were severa buildings constructed of metd, glass,
and stone. For Cale they brought back pieces of childhood memories&€’ fragmented images of buildings
and vehicles and citiesthat carried with them apainful sense of loss. Risng out from the center of the
complex wasthe bridge, still magnificent though dull and gray inthe misting rain.

&Eadf nothing else, &€+ Blackburn said, &€osyoua€™ || get a hot shower and your clotheswashed. Y ou
don&E™t pass, maybe you can buy back the pony.&€+ He turned around in the saddle and looked at
Caewith narrowed eyes. &oBut youd€™re going to pass, arena€™t you? | dond€™t believe you
have one solitary doubt.&€»

Cdedidnd€™1 reply. Blackburn nodded once, turned, and urged the drayver toward the first gate.

Blackburn seemed to be on friendly termswith most of the security personnel, so the searches and
processing were perfunctory. Morrigan was led away, the saddlebags and Caled€™ s rucksack were
searched and scanned, then Blackburn and Cale were escorted into the first building and aroom manned
by five security officers. Severd monitor panels glowed behind the low counter, and Cae became
disoriented as more pieces of memory were resurrecteda€” strapped into a couch, awoman beside him,
screens such asthis displaying text and images in the walls surrounding them; the same woman laughing,
holding him on her |ap as she squeezed a ball and changed pictures on atable screen. What was her
name?San...Sind...?No, something else.

Blackburn explained to the security officersthat this was Caed€™sfirg time through, that he was an
orphan, no ideawho his parents were, but that there was a strong possibility he was second generation,
or even further removed. The officers had obvioudy heard such stories before, but with Blackburn they
seemed more willing to go aong. The testswould make the find determination anyway, the senior officer
commented. Even Blackburn, who had his permits and certifications, had to be retested.

They were separated, and Cale was led down astark corridor to a series of rooms. He did everything he
was asked. He stripped, and his clothes and rucksack were taken from him. Next came a burning
shower with hot water and sprays of foaming soap, athorough rinsing, then a second shower. Still naked,
he was taken to asmdll cubicle where aman dressed dl in silver scraped some skin from hisear cand,
plucked severa hairsfrom his head and several more from his crotch, then finaly drew anarrow vid of
blood from hisarm. He had no ideawhat any of thiswasfor, but he submitted without aword. After
that, hisfreshly washed clothing and rucksack were returned to him; he dressed and wasled to a
windowless room furnished only with a chair and cot, and told he would have severd hoursto wait.

Ashelay on the cot, he struggled with the resurfacing memories, images and fedings he had worked for
s0 long to suppress, but which he could no longer keep locked away. What good were the memories? A
lifelong gone, never to be regained. The memories brought only pain and loss, sharp remindersthat he
had been abandoned here by hisfather, hisfamily. He did not know what had happened, or why, but that
onefeding remained. And hisfather&€™slast command, to never reved the family name. Alexandros.
What meaning did that name have here?



He had come from another world, he knew that, from acity perhapslike Morningstar; he had flown
through deep space with hisfather and the woman who cared for him and taught him. Sdonie. Y es, that
was her name. Sdonie. Hisfather had sent him off with Sdonie, who had piloted aflying craft that had
crashed. More images surfaced&€” men dragging Sidonied€™s body from the wreckage of the crash.
Intentionally or not, hisfather had sent her to her death, and had abandoned him here to peoplelike
Petros and Mosca and Walker and Blackburn. Lying on the cot, he asked himself again: what good were
any of those damned memories?

Cadedept fitfully. Dreams and memories broke gpart and merged with one another, harsh and
disressing. Hefdt relief when he was eventualy awakened by aman gently shaking hisarm.

&€ceY oudE™re authorized to cross, &€ the man said, handing him severa plasticized documents.

Outsde, darkness had fallen and therain il fell, aheavy drizzle that produced a hissing sound.
Blackburn waited for him with Morrigan. &€ceNot a doubt,&€ he said to Cale with asmile.

They mounted the drayver and rode through a gate, then set forth upon the bridge. The bridge waswide
enough for five or six people to walk side-by-side, steep at first asit curved upward and across the dark
chasm, but they were done. The crimson lights were regularly spaced on both sides, glowing clusters of
atificid lanterns mounted on metd posts. The surface was ahard gray material that absorbed
Morrigan&€™'s steps with only dull, muted thumps, and despite the steepness and rain provided the great
beast with enough traction so that her hooves never dipped.

&EceT hree miles across,&€ Blackburn said. &€od0ne of the narrowest points of the Divide. An
engineering and construction marvel &€+ Asthey rode on, he talked about materials and construction
methods, deflector fields and wind harmonics, al of which meant nothing to Cale. Evenif he could have
understood it, he didn&€™t care. It was beautiful, but it was just a bridge; more important wasthat it
was away acrossthe Divide, away to anew and better life.

Near the midpoint, they encountered two travelers headed west, an older man and woman pulling a
wagon loaded with goods hidden and protected by alarge tarp. The old woman grinned at them.

&€oaMlister Blackburn, &€ she said. &€cdt&€™s been along time.&€e
&€oHello, Rosdlie. Hello, Jack.&€»

The old man sighed heavily. &odUnfortunate,&€» he said.

&€EcaWVhat is?&€+ Blackburn asked.

&€EceThat you are till dlive.é€e

Rosalie chuckled and patted Jack&€™s arm with her gnarled fingers. &€ceDond€™1t mind Jack,&€+ she
told Blackburn. &oeHe holds grudges forever.&€» Then, still grinning, she pointed afinger at Blackburn.
&€ceY oudE™I| get yours, you bastard. And youg€™ I rot in hell with the rest of us.&€s She chuckled
again. Thetwo of them hoisted the wagon handles and moved on.

Asthey descended the far dope of the bridge, the town surrounding the terminus became visible, artificia
lights marking the streets and buildings, some flashing in bright colorsthrough therain. And yet, there was
aseedy, rundown fed to the place that only increased as they rode nearer, caused not by the steady rain

but by some other pervasive qudity that seemed to emanate from the buildings, from the streets, from the
shadowy figures Cae could now make out moving through the wet night.

Asthough reading his thoughts, Blackburn pulled Morrigan to ahdt just before they reached the end of



the bridge and the security gates.

a&EaeCivilization,&€» he said, then snorted. &ceT he town of Karadum. They&€™ve got power, hest,
running water and sewers and working toilets, motor vehicles and computers, and who knows what else,
but | haveto tdll you, Cae, Karadum is no better than what wed€™ve just come from. Not surprising,
when you think about it. Morningstar is one thing. But what kind of people want to maketheir lives here,
trading with the crimina s banished to the other side of the Divide? People like Jack and Rosdlie, two
poisoned and poi sonous human beings.&€e

&€odPeople like you?a€s Caesaid.

Blackburn tensed briefly, then dowly relaxed. &€ceVery clever, young Cae. Very clever.&€» He said no
more, and urged Morrigan forward.

Security passed them through after closaly inspecting their documents. Most of the soldiers here, too,
knew Blackburn, but they were not as friendly with him as those on the other side had been. Cale
wondered why, but he was not going to ask.

They rode through one final gate, crossed another buffer zone, and entered the town. They were greeted
by taverns and inns and other commercia establishmentsa€” Cae wasna€™t certain what they al were,
since he couldn&€™t read the signs. People hurried through the rain, crossing the streets, moving in and
out of buildings. The roadways were paved, but the surface was cracked, broken by irregular holesfilled
with water and mud. A four-wheeled, motorized vehicle bounced past them, engine growling.

&€ceThanks, &€+ Cale said. &€ceY ou can let me off here. I&E€™II be fine on my own, now.&€»

Blackburn shook his head. &€0eY ou don&€™t understand this place. It&€™s not safe for someone like
you, especidly at night. Youa€™re. . .&€+ He smiled, shaking his head. &€ceY ou&E™re an innocent.

Y ougE™II be robbed and beaten, and count yourself lucky to be divein the morning. At least for tonight,
gtick with me. | know a safe place to stay. Tomorrow, [&E€™II help you make arrangementsto get to
Morningstar, assuming thata€™s where you want to go. [&€™II help you get out of here, anyway.&€»

Cdewent dong for now, afraid of what Blackburn might do if defied. One thing he was sure of,
though&€” Blackburn was wrong about him. He had lost hisinnocence along time ago.

They rode away from the bright colored lights, through streetsthat grew increasingly dark and quiet, and
therain fell harder. Then they entered another commercial area, the colored lights returning, but more
subdued, flickering softly in windows and doorways. Blackburn pulled up in front of asmal, two-story
building with firdight warming its paned windows, and they dismounted. A young woman came oLt,
greeted them, then took Morrigana€™ s reins and led her around the corner of the building and toward
the back.

a€acTheya€E™ I take good care of her,&€+ Blackburn said. &€ceThey always do.&€s
a€caVhat about your bags, al of your things? My bag?&€.

&€ceThey&E™II be in our rooms, untouched. Even here in Karadum there are people and places that can
be trusted, and thisis one of them.&€»

Inside was warm and dry. Blackburn paid for two rooms, then took Cale into the taverné€” ten tables,
most of which were occupied. It was quiet, voices low and indistinct. Blackburn ordered the food, and
they ate in silence, ameal of soup, bread, and thick dices of meat soaked in aheavy, bitter sauce.
Afterward they went up the stairs to their rooms. With amusement, Blackburn showed Cae how the key



and lock worked, and the light switch, then remained in the open doorway, watching him.

The room was small, furnished with abed and nothing else. Caled€™ s rucksack was on the floor at the
foot of the bed. A window looked out onto the street below.

a€oMorningstar,&€+ Blackburn said. &€od s that where you want to go?a€.
Cale shrugged, then said, &€0eY es.&€+ Better to give him an answer, he thought.

&Eadn the morning wea€E™I| have breakfast, and then 1&€™ I hel p you make arrangements. | know some
people who can take care of it.&€e

€0l right.&€» He took hold of the door and stood looking at Blackburn until the big man nodded
once and stepped back into the hall. &€aeT hanks,&€» Cale added, then closed the door, and locked it.

Heturned off the light, then went to the window and opened it, letting in the cool fresh air of night and the
steady clatter of rain on the streets and rooftops. Two people ran stumbling across the street, laughing
and bumping into each other asthey tried to avoid the deeper water-filled holes. But once on the other
sde, they became silent, and walked carefully to a shadowed doorway. One of them opened the door,
alowing smoky light to saill out into the street, and they hurried insde, shutting the door quietly but firmly
behind them.

He stood at the window for along time and watched, studying the life of the Streets below. People,
wagons, carts, ponies, and afew motorized vehicles made their way through the rain; the smell of fish
cooked over afire, the aromaof burning incense very much like what the anchorite had used, and the
dank odor of rotting garbage al rose to him from below. Therain let up, but never completely ceased.

Helay inthe dark for an hour or more, listening to the sounds drifting in through the open window, then
got up from the bed, put on his coat and poncho, picked up hisrucksack, and left the room. He stood
motionlessinthe dimly lit hal, afraid Blackburn would appear; when he didn&€™t, Cale moved quietly
down the hall and descended the stairs. The clerk asked for hisroom key. Cale gaveit to him, then
stepped out into the humid night.

It was till dark when he reached the outskirts of the town. Here there were no longer clearly marked
Streets, just well-worn pathways meandering among sparse and dilapidated dwellings that smelled of
hope essness and decay. He picked up his pace, marching through the mud and rain, and soon |eft even
those ruins behind.

He had come dl thisway on foot&€” or at least most of the way; afew days on the pony hardly
counted&€” and he saw no reason to stop now. He didn&€™t need a pony, he didna€™t need
Blackburn&€™s &€omrrangements.&€e 1t might take weeks, or months&€” he had no idea how far it
wasa€’ but that didn&€™t matter. There was no hurry. He would walk to Morningstar.

It was night thefirgt time Cale saw the city. For more than an hour adistant glow had been visblein the
sky, flickering dightly like someimmense fire. When he eventudly crested arise, Morningstar cameinto
full view before him and the glow blossomed, dazzling him with lights that seemed more numerousthan
the stars above. Crimson lights like those on the bridge across the Divide, but dozens of them moving in
and out of darkness and other lights, green and blue lights flashing rhythmically to some unheard best;
gationary lights of gold pulsed in matching patterns; and thousands upon thousands of silver squares,
shimmering lightsthat seemed to hang weightless above the ground, marking thetall, massve buildings at
the heart of the city.



Excitement and wonder lifted his heart. Atop the rise he was exposed to a bitter wind, but he hardly
noticed it. He was five weeks from Karadum, five weeks from the Divide, but it felt like five years and
another world separated him from those places and those times. Smiling to himsdlf for thefirst timein
many, many days, Cale headed toward the city.

BOOK TWO

ONE

The moon came up off the dick surface of the canal in deep gold dices, reminding him of the night
hed€™d met Aglaiaat the lake shore. Cale stood on deck with both hands on the stern rail, watching the
reflectionsflip and turn and dide in the boatdé€™s wake. They&€™d just come into the Grand Candl
from theriver, and when he lifted his gaze he could see the river&€™s wide flowing current in the
moonlight, dowly receding from them asthey headed into Morningstar.

Terrel joined him at the stern and leaned againgt therail. &€ceY ou worried about something?a€s he
asked.

Cale shook his head, keegping his eyes on the water and the city reflections that now joined the
moon&E™sin a sparkling kaleidoscope of colors. Then helooked up to see the now familiar lamps and
sgnsand lighted windows lining the cand. HE&E™d been in Morningstar for more than ayear, but he il
felt asense of wonderment upon seeing the lights of the city at night. Near theriver it was mostly
resdentia, sngle homeswith private docks, patrolled by security drones, shidd-shimmersfaintly visble
in the darkness. Asthey neared the heart of the city, commercid establishments began to appear,
restaurants and retail shops, and the homes gave way to apartment buildings and day roomers. Message
sreamersfloated in the air, multicolored ribbons of neon text and images drifting from one street to the
next, afew even gliding out over the cand before tranamuting into different messages and reversing
course.

A small motorized skiff, lessthan athird the Sze of the Skyute and manned by a solitary figure, did past
them on the left, headed out toward the river, breaking up the wake and shattering the patterned
reflections. Cale watched the skiff recede from them, then turned to Terrdl.

&E0eY oudE™ve seemed nervous al day about something,&€» he said.

Terrel lowered hisvoice so0 that Cae could barely hear him. &ad have something specia going after we
make our regular deliveries. Need your hel pa€”if youd€™re willing.a€»

Cale closed hiseyes. Terrd &€™ s last &€oesomething special &€ got them beaten and robbed and pissed
on before they managed to crawl through awindow of the Serpent Club and get out onto the street. This
timeit dmost certainly involved the layer of thermoplast crates hidden under the false floor of the cargo
hold. He had no ideawhat was in them. But Terrel had done too much for him&€” gave him work, found
aroom for him, taught him how to make hisway in this city, as much as Feegan hadé€” so Cde
couldn&€™t refuse him. He opened his eyes and nodded in resignation.

Terrd grinned and wrapped an arm around Caled€™ s shoulders. &€oaKnew you would, &€ he said.
&€E0d &€™m going to go check on Mikki, make sure she doesn&€™t run us aground.&€« He rel eased
Cale and started forward, then stopped and turned back. &€ceMikki says you were asking about the
Resurrectionists.&€e

Cale shrugged and nodded. &€ceSomeoned€™ s got to know how to find them.&€e
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Terrel shook his head. &€ceY ou don&€™t want to find them. They&€™re crazy people, and youdE€™re
crazy looking for them. Sometimes | don&€™t understand you at al.&€+ Then he grinned again and said,
a€caWVdll, | guesswe dl have our own kind of crazy.&€» He turned and hurried forward, ducking into
thetiny pilothouse.

Asthey pulled into Delany Wharf, the canal swarmed with boats of al sizes, the water illuminated by
white and yelow running lights, the docks by silver-blue halo lamps, and the streets by long chains of red
and green dragon-lanterns. Dock workers waited for them at Pier 18, and Mikki maneuvered the Skyute
into the dip, reversed the engines, and cut back on the throttle, narrowly missing awater taxi and a
mosquito boat. Cale and Terrdl threw ropes onto the dock and the stevies quickly tied up the boat.

Mikki, Cale, and the three other crew members began unloading the star-labeled crates and bundles
from the hold&€” boxes of cold-packed fish, fruits, and tubers from towns along the river; baskets of
dried seed pods collected and trangported on foot by recluses who lived deep in thejungle far upstream
above a series of impassable cataracts; long garlands of shiny brown and orange riverweed especialy
prized by the Leungtchi communitiesin the southern districts of Morningstar; and carefully packed glass
vesHis of rare and highly desirable live mollusks some mad woman who lived in ahut by the seadways
managed to supply Terrd.

A cargo jit waited at the end of the dock, itslong wide bed now empty. The Stevies set up aloading
track between the deck and dock, started the motor, and the track began moving as Mikki swung the
first crate onto it. Asthe packages reached the other end of the track, the stevies began carefully stacking
them on thejit. Terrel jumped onto the dock and shook hands with his broker Manca, then the two of
them huddled afew pacesaway. Terrel had a contract with the man&€” so many crates of fish, so many
beds of riverweed, and so oné&€” but the cargo hold was now filled with far more than the contract
quantities, and he wanted to sell as much of the excessto Mancaas he could; the prices would be better
here than at most of the docksfarther in.

A woman pedaing a cart-bike pulled up beside the Skyute and offered cold bottles of Monkeypaw beer
for sde. Terrel broke off his conversation for amoment and bought beer for the crew and dl the stevies,
aswell as one each for himself and Manca. The crew took a break long enough to pop open the bottles
and take along drink or two, then returned to work.

As he helped unload the cargo, Cae watched the negotiations and wondered if they were discussing the
hidden cargo. Manca shook his head more than nodded, but Terrel kept at it, gesturing with his hands
and laughing. Finally they reached agreement, shook hands, then walked over to the bursaré€™'s
termind, where they completed the transaction, the two of them punching codes and ingtructionsinto
terminal panels. Part of the payment was apparently in cash, and Cale saw Manca pass athick packet of
currency to Terrdl.

By thetime Terrel had finished up and returned to the boat, all of the star-labeled cargo was packed onto
thejit bed. Terrel pointed out the extra crates and packages that Manca was taking&€” the excess
riverweed and live mollusks, as Cale had expected, as well as some of the fish and other foodsa€” and

hel ped them load it into the jit. The stevies broke down the loading track, swung it back into and under
the dock, and untied the Skyute. Terrel waved to Manca, who was snapping instructionsto the jit driver;
Mancawaved hafheartedly without pausing. Mikki started the engines, and they eased away from the
docks.



Not long afterward they approached Belladonna Cand, which opened up to aclear and striking view of
The Idand. Ablaze with lights, the towering skyscrapers of The Idand roseinto the night sky like beacons
of theworld. Terrd maintained the Skyute&€™'s speed as they passed the Belladonnad€™ s big
commercid docks, and Caelooked at him.

&€ad wona€™t deal with them anymore, &€ Terrel said, answering Caled€™s unspoken question.
&€ceY ou wonaE™t deal with them, or they won&€™t ded with you anymore?a€s Cale asked.
Terre grinned and shrugged. &€ceA h, it amounts to the same thing.&€»

Cae nodded. &€ceThatdE€E™swhat | thought.&€e

They left the Grand Canal and motored aong Gibson Channdl, asmaller waterway that was still bright
and noisy, though it was nearing midnight. Cale recognized the lights of Cutter&€™s Station, asmall but
busy commercial wharf that supplied alot of smaller shops and restaurants and cafA©sin the Basilisk
Digtrict. Calelived just afew blocks away, and he thought he could see acorner window of Junko&€™s
building, where he rented aroom. Mikki dowed the boat and angled in toward the main dock, which
was crowded with people; awoman stood in the lamplight waving at Terrdl, gesturing at a gap between
boats.

&EaShedE™I| take the rest, &€ Terrel said. &€aeEverything wed€™ve got | eft.&€e
Not everything, Cae thought.

They tied up and went to work. There was no loading track here, and no stevies, so they did everything
themsalves, hauling the cargo across the gangway and loading it onto stationary palets at the
womang€™s direction. Terrel and the woman went into the pilothouse, and when they reemerged afew
minutes later, Terrd &€™s eyes were wide and bright, the pupils dilated so that he blinked spasmodically
when he looked at the dock lights.

After offloading the last of the packed fish and leaving the cargo hold apparently empty, Terrel paid off
Mikki and the othersin cash, then went bel owdecks once they&€™d disembarked. When he emerged
ten minuteslater, he was wearing his stasi boots and handed another pair to Cae; now Cale knew there
would be trouble. The boots were cdf-length and armor-plated, with a charged lava knife tucked into
each, camouflaged but easly accessible.

a€aDond€E™t worry,&€e Terrel said. &€od just want to be prepared. We motor in, make a nice, quick
and quiet ddlivery, then leave. In and out in less than an hour. Ice.&€s He patted Caled€™s shoulder,
then helped untie the boat before he retreated into the pil othouse to guide the boat away from
Cutter&€™s Station.

By now it waswdl| after midnight, and the Skyute motored dowly and amost silently dong adark
narrow cand in the far western reaches of Morningstar. The moon had set, leaving behind an added
shade of darkness. Cale had never been in this part of the city before, and everything about it was
unfamiliar. Paelights hung in loopsfrom tal, flexible rods that dipped and swung about in some
intermittent breeze or other mysteriousforce, radiating dark aguamarine hues that seemed somehow
different from other lightsin Morningstar. Buildings were low and sparse, most surrounded by dense
vegetation, and from what little Cale could see of them appeared to have been designed and built by



people from some other world, some other erad€’ the walls and cornerswere dl sharp, jagged edges of
metd and glass webbed by sparkling sheets of wire mesh. Pained animal growls floated across the water,
and the air felt and smelled heavy with the odor of smoke from distant or unseen fires.

Caestood sllently beside Terrel as he guided the Skyute into achanne so tight that there would be
barely enough room to turn the boat around. On both sides, the banks were dark, with only an
occasiond lamp or sheltered fire casting faint illumination and shadows, just enough to hint a shantiesand
hulks of abandoned machinery, rotting persona docks and half-sunken boats, wavering lightsflickered
behind smoky windows. The air was till and quiet.

Ahead of them a stone quay had been built into the left bank. Two cool white lanterns burned at the end
of the desarted quay. Caleturned to ask Terrd if that was their destination, but seeing the man&€™s
intense concentration, he remained slent. Terrel had one hand on the throttle, the other on the whed, grip
tense, muscles standing out on hisforearms.

Terre shifted the enginestoidle, and the Skyute drifted dowly toward the quay. His skin wastight and
shiny with swest.

&€aWhereishe?a€» Terrel whispered with clenched teeth. He glanced up at the ship&€™ s clock,
nervoudy kicking one boot against the whed housing.

Cale searched the shadows aong the bank, but detected no figures, no signs of movement. The
Idand&€™ s lightsin the distance seemed incredibly far away, hovering above solid blocks of darkness,
so the buildings appeared to literdly float in the sky.

a&€osthit, &€ Terre said. &€agGot to get out of here.&€s He put the enginesinto reverse, increased the
throttle, and began to turn the whed!.

Theloud buzzing whine of motors exploded behind them, bursting in al directions as brilliant spotlights
flooded the Skyute with painfully bright illumination. Cale soun around to see half adozen small jetboats
zigzagging around them, two or three crouching figuresin each; the boats then dowed asthey formed a
ring around the bigger boat.

Terrel had dready cut the throttle, idling the boat once again, but kept his hands on the whed and throttle
as he glanced anxioudy in dl directions, taking in the boats and lights that had so quickly appeared.

a€aducking pirates, &€ he said, voice harsh and pissed. &€od-ucker sold me out, 1&E€™m gonnarip his
hole wide open when | catch up to him, goddamn . . .&€+ His cursing continued, but low and
unintdligible

A man&€™svoice called out from one of the jetboats. &oeDon&E ™1t need to see anyone hurt or killed.
You let ustake the stash, everyone leavesin one piece. All right in there?a€»

&EaaNot a chance &€ Terrel muttered.

&ceTerrd . . &€+ Cae started.

Terrel snapped his head around and glared at Cale. &€oeY ou don&€™t know anything about this, so
don&€™t say afucking word. Sorry, but it&€™stoo late now, so just shut it.&€+ He reached
surreptitioudy under the whed housing, something snapped, then he pulled out two guns, Spitzer jim+jim
automatics, and thrust one at Cdewith agrin. Cale reluctantly took it from him, then Terrel stuck the
other gunin hisbelt behind his back.

Terrel stepped to the Sde, where he stood in full illumination, and raised both hands. &€céAll right! &€ he



shouted, blinking againgt the glare. One of the jetboats moved forward and bumped against the stern of
the Skyute. A man reached out to pull himself aboard, and Terrdl made hismove.

He stepped back to the whedl, jammed the enginesinto full reverse, and cranked the whed hard to the
right. The boat bucked and swerved with the sudden backward accel eration and Cale went sprawling
across the deck, somehow hanging on to the Spitzer, then scrambled to his hands and knees. Glancing
out through the cabin&€™'s open doorway, he could see the jetboat rising and twisting up out of the
water asthe Skyute overran it; there was no sign of the man who had been trying to board.

Engines revved up again, more lights appeared from somewhere, and gunshots cracked. Terrel crouched
a thewhed, jerking it from sdeto Sde as they picked up speed. Cae stayed on his hands and knees,
gripping the doorframe for support. The cabin windows cracked and splintered, projectiles ricocheted
from the ship&€™s hull, and a muffled explosion sounded from up near the bow. The boat shuddered as
they scraped againgt the bank, and Terrdl twisted the wheel once more, freeing them.

Thejetboats were quicker than the Skyute, and Cale watched two of the boats pass them, swinging
around to cut them off. Terrd stayed focused and kept the boat in full reverse, congtantly zigzagging while
trying to get out to the wider cand, where they might have achance. Flashes and popping sounds came
from the jetboats, followed by acouple of smal explosions and splintering wood and plagtic acrossthe
Skyute decks. A shattered piece of railing hit Caein the head and he flattened himsdlf out on the deck;
when he touched hisforehead, hisfingers came away wet with blood.

He stayed down now, face pressed hard against the gritty surface of the deck, no longer trying to follow
what was happening. The boat miraculously continued to swerve backward aong the channel,
occasionally scraping againgt the banks, or possibly into one or more of the jetboatsa€’ it wasimpossible
to tell. The gunshots and cracks from other weapons increased, dong with shouts and criesfrom the
pirates. Cae turned his head and looked back at Terrel, who bobbed up and down trying to catch
glimpses of their position, the throttle locked full, one hand on thewhed and jerking it back and forth, the
other firing his Spitzer, swearing nonstop dl thewhile.

Suddenly they were out of the narrow channel and in the cand. Terrel swung the boat in awider,
sweeping turn, overrunning another of the jetboats. He cut the throttle as he took the engines out of
reverse, then engaged them full forward.

Caeroseto hishands and knees and nearly fell back again asthe boat accelerated, then pulled himself
up to hisfeet. He could seefour or five jetboats il giving chase, two adready pacing them. Then the boat
surged forward, asif Terrd suddenly found more power in the engines, and they began to dowly pull

away.

A flare of light appeared from the nearest jetboat, then another, and Cale heard burdts of shattering wood
and glass, but couldn&€™1 see the hits. The Skyute continued to dowly but steadily put more distance
between it and the jetboats. M ore shots, but no mgjor hits.

For severa |ong moments nothing changed. They appeared to be heading farther from the heart of the
city, into a deeper darkness, when suddenly Terrel dowed the boat, swung the whed hard right, and they
veered into another channd. Cae watched the jetboats follow them, gaining ground for afew moments.
Terrel accelerated once more as a series of brighter flares and screeching thumps burst around them.

The Skyute was rocked by aviolent explosion that nearly knocked Cale from hisfeet once again. A
terrible grinding roar erupted and the deck shuddered benegath them; then the boat dowed precipitoudy
as the engines sputtered twice, caught twice, then died dtogether.

a€ad-uck mel&€» Terrel shouted. He had his own gun in hand now and he turned to Cale, hisface shiny



with swesat and glowing with the flashing lights around them. &€osShoot as many as you can, &€ hetold
Cde.

aEcalust giveit to them! &€+ Cale shouted back. &E0eThey&€E™re going to get it anyway.&€»

Terrel shook his head and gave him acrazed smile. &odNo, they won&d€™t. I&E€™II burn the shit up
first.&€» Then he ducked out of the pilothouse, swung around, and dropped down into the cargo hold.

Everything became strangely quiet, no sounds other than the jetboat enginesidling as they surrounded the
now motionless Skyute. Cae saw figures standing aong the banks on both sides of the cand, men and
women holding wavering lanterns and watching the boats out on the water. The eyes of some animal
glowed red in the reflected light. Then helooked at the piratesin the jetboats, most of them armed and
wary now astheir own craft idled and drifted dowly toward the Skyute. He dropped the gun and held
out hisarms, hands open and facing outward, and cautiousy emerged from the pilothouse.

Surprisingly no one shot at him. The pirates seemed far more concerned with the figures on the banks
than they were with him or Terrd. He took afew more steps, and still nothing happened; it was only just
now sinking in that he had been, and might till be, in redl danger of being killed.

No one moved, no one spoke. Theidling jetboats rocked gently on the dark water, and the pirates paid
Caeno attention. Instead, they warily eyed the figures on either bank, who in turn watched the pirates
and the Skyute. Then the pirates dowly, carefully engaged their engines, turned the jetboats around, and
headed away.

Terrd 8™ s face gppeared at the entrance to the cargo hold, grinning. He started to pull himself up when
amuffled exploson shook the deck. Helost hisgrip and fell back into the hold; afew moments later
flames appeared from one of the vents. Cale ran to the cargo hold entrance and peered into the darkness
now being diced with wavering orange and red light. Heat rushed up into hisface and he put up his hand
inafutile gesture,

aEceTerrell &€

Another explosion knocked Cale onto hisside. Hetried to get to hisfeet, but dipped and fell to the
deck. He heard acry, and he sensed the heat in the deck, heat from afire that must now be raging
below.

Somehow mustering the necessary energy and will, Cale struggled to his feet once again, and searched
for some means of escape. Flames licked up through all the vents aswell asthe main hold entrance. Cale
heard a splash, then a scream and another splash, but the sounds told him nothing about what was redly
happening. All he knew was that he had to get off the boat.

He stumbled toward the stern; confused by the smokein his eyes and lungs and the spitting and popping
of burning wood, he somehow got turned around and found himsalf ingde the pilothouse again.
Reorienting himsalf, he pushed hisway back out. Get off the damn boat! he shouted to himsdlf.

The deck erupted before him in an explosion of flames and wood, oil splattering hisface and blinding
him. He screamed once, tried to cover hiseyeswith his hands, but it wastoo late. His eyes burned and
watered and he staggered back, legs shaky and unsure beneath him. Suddenly hewasfaling and he
threw out hishands. But he kept faling, for far longer than seemed possible.

He hit the surface of the cand, and the fetid water engulfed him. It cooled his burning face, but when he
opened his eyes as he dowly sank, he couldn&€™t see athing. Remembering it was night didn&€™t
reassure him.



Cale stopped moving. He didn&€™t try to swim, just drifted as he remembered that night al those years
ago when hed€™d plunged into the freezing cold lake in his attempt to escape Petros and his clan, when
hed€™d nearly let himsalf sink to the bottom, and he wondered if thiswas histimeto do just that&€”if he
was being offered another chance, another opportunity to leave thislife behind, and perhapsfind a
semblance of peace.

He held his breath and remained motionless, undecided. He felt himsalf dowly floating toward the
surface. Let someone else decide, he whispered silently to himself.

Someone did. When hefindly floated to the surface, he felt hands grab him and turn him over, and he
opened his mouth and choked and desperately sucked in the cool night air. But when he opened his eyes,
he could not see hissavior.

TWO

Helay swesating and feverish on a cot, not knowing whether it was day or night. The bandages and
compresses on hiseyesfelt hot and sticky, as though fused to his skin.

Hismemories of that night were fragmented by pain. He remembered being dragged blind and burning
from thefoul cana waters, though it now seemed the burning had been hisimagination&€” his skin
appeared to be generdly unharmed except for cuts and scrapes that were aready scabbing over, itching
wounds he fought against scratching. He remembered someone telling him that Terrel was dead,
drowned. The boat had burned and sunk, and by now, he imagined, the pirates or someone else had sent
diversto the bottom of the canal in an attempt to salvage what they could of cargo certainly not worth
someonea€™slife, though that was now the cost.

He had no idea how or when he3€™d ended up in thisroom. A physician had been brought to him, a
woman with cool dry hands and a coarse but comforting voice. SheA€™d cleansed his eyes and put a
salve in them which eased the burning, applied compresses, and wrapped bandages around his head to
hold the compressesin place. As shed€™d cleaned his eyes he had seen soft red flares of light and the
shadows of her face, her fingers, so that hed€™d known he was not yet completely blind. Would he see
again? hed€™d asked her. She couldn&€™t say.

Couldn&€™t say or wouldn&€™t say, he wanted to know, but he didn&€™t know if hed€™d asked
that question doud, or only in histhoughts. Either way, she was gone by then, and he was left donewith
delirious visons and fevered dreams, wondering if hewould ever see again.

Harlock stands swaying before the blazing tree, arms outstretched asiif to take the flamesinto a
final embrace.

a€aA screaming comes across the dark and starless sky! &€« he cries. &€odArtificial light . . .
artificial darkness. . . artificial life.&€e

Saliva rolls down his jaw, scatters as he resumes speaking.
a€mlewel around a star . . . resurrect thedead . . . resurrect theliving. . . .&€.

Then Harlock spins and stares at Cale with wild and glittering eyes seemingly devoid of
intelligence, but filled with pain and rage and a window into the future.. . . or the past. He reaches
out to Cale, who pulls back, then the imbecile turns and leaps into the roaring flames.
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The tree seemed to burn before him, hot and searing, then the tree transformed into the boat, and he
thought for amoment that he was on the bank of the cand, watching Terrd &€™ s boat burn in the night,
flames hissing in the water. Then he felt awarm, dry hand on hisarm, and hiswhole body jerked,
bringing him fully awake. Breathing hard, he redlized where he was.

&€ceHush,&€» awoman said softly to him, her voice soothing. Not the physician.

Why did she say that? he wondered. Had he cried out in hisdegp? Or wasit even degp? Delirium,
perhaps.

Shelaid acool wet cloth on hisforehead, another one across his chest and neck. &€aeNightmare,&€»
shesaid. &Eadta€™ s just a nightmare.&€»

The wet cloths felt wonderful, soothing him. &€caWVhere am | 74€» he asked.
&€E0Sit up,&€e the woman ordered. &€aeEat. &€
&€0aWho are you?a€e

She didn&€™t answer him. She fed him bitter congee soup, spooning chunks of fish and roots and
gringersinto his mouth, wiping clean the broth that dripped down his chin.

&€0eThe demons won&€E™1t find you here, &€« she said. &£0aNVea€™II hide you.&€e
&€EagFrom who?&€e

&€l he demons who killed your friend and burned his boat.&€»

a€adt was pirates. Just pirates, trying to steal our cargo.&€e

aEaeDemons,&€» the woman ingsted, then laughed deeply and heartily, and he wondered if she was
laughing a him or at some private joke. Maybe shewas crazy. Crazy or not, she fed him therest of the
soup.

a€aceYou ever been with some kinda woman?&€» Feegan asks. Feegan is old and fat and stinks,
but has taken a fatherly interest in Cale. On the outskirts of Morningstar, they sit huddled around
a ceramic firepot, warming their hands and feet. Hail clatters on the shed roof.

It takes Cale a moment to realize what Feegan means, then he shakes his head.
aEaN0?a€ Feegan says.

a€oNo.a€-

a€caVhy not?a€e

Cale shrugs.

a€adrou hank after a man instead?a€« Feegan asks.

a€oNo.4€-



a€athit, | can arrange it for you, you want. A woman, | mean.&€s
a€odThata€™s all right,&€+ Cale says. Then adds, &€celhanks anyway.a€e
Feegan sniffs and closes one eye. &4E€cA clean woman.a€.

Cale shakes his head. Feegan sighs and says, &€cesuit your self.a€e

They sit in silence, both of them hungry and without any immediate prospects for food, but Cale
feels strangely content.

a€oHow old are you, kid?&€. the old man asks.

a€obona€™t know, &€+ Cale answers. a€aSeventeen, eighteen. Maybe twenty?a€e
A snort and a nod. &€aKid, your eyeslook a lot older than the rest of you.&€e
a€odMly eyes?a€e.

a€ocTheya€™ve seen some things.a€e

Cale smiles faintly and sadly at that. &€oereah, theyd€™ve seen some things.a€s

He came dert with asudden, dmost painful inhaation of stifling air, and abruptly sat up in the darkness.
Or wasit truly darkness? He reached up and gingerly touched the bandages over his eyes.

Dream or memory or strange vision? Cale wasng€™t sure whether hed€™d been awake or adeep.
Yeah, theya€™ve seen some things. He remembered saying that to Feegan. That fat old man
who&€™d taken himin on hisarriva to Morningstar and taught him how to live in the city and who&€™d
falen while drunk onerainy night, falen and hit his head and gone into a seizure and died. Cae wondered
now if hiseyeswould ever see anything again. Maybe hed€™d end up with mek eyeslikethe
Sarakheen; ashudder rolled through him, a strange chill within the depths of hisfever. He&€™d never
see Feegan again, no matter what kind of eyes he had, and for some reason that saddened him more than
it ever had in the months since the old man had died. A strange thing&€” he missed Feegan, and he only
now redlized that he dwayswould.

Terrel stands shirtless and smiling on the riverbank, his dark, dark bronze skin shining with sweat.
His hair hangsin knotted cords to his shoulders. Cale climbs the steep, muddy slope to stand
beside him, and they look out over the dark green water, watching rings of flowers drift past from
some funeral upstream.

a€ad should introduce you to my sister,&€e Terrel says. &€oevou could share your grief. Maybe
eventually you could share more.a€e

a€oGrief?a€s Cale asks. &€aalhy grief?a€s Though he somehow under stands.

Terrel doesna€™1t reply. His smile widens and he spreads his arms and looks up at the hot sun
above them and then he leans out over the edge of the riverbank and falls toward the water. . . .



The woman led him down a hallway to the tailet, then back to the stifling room and his damp cot.

&EceY ou gtink, &€ shetold him. &€cd &€™1 see if we cand€™t arrange for a shower or bath for
you.&€e

&€aDo you know when the doctor&€™s coming again?a€s Cale asked.

&€ceT omorrow.&€» She handed him a cup of ice water. S£0e50meonedE ™ s been asking about you on
the streets.&€e

&€0Who?5€.

&EaeDon&E™1 know. Bestt thinks the Rakasha. She thinks they want you dead, because of the boat and
whatever it was went down to the bottom.&€e

Cdelay back on the cot, resting the cup on his chest. &€od don&€™1 think it was the Rakasha. Pirates
were after the cargo.&€e

€A h, | know it&€™ s not the Rakasha. They probably don&€™t give a shit about you. They dona€™t
give ashit about anyone who isn&€™t in their way. Besides, it was awoman with amessed-up face
asking about you. Didn&€™t look much like Rakashato me. More like one of their victims.&€e

The Rakasha were the dominant bloc of organized criminalsin Morningstar, and Cae had never had
anything to do with them, so they shouldn&€™t care what happened to him, let alone want him dead.

&€osGotta go,&€ the woman said.

&EWhat&€™s your name?a€s Cale asked for the third or fourth time.
There was along silence, then the woman eventually said, &€oKarimah.&€e
&€d4E™m Cale &€ he said.

&€Ead know,a€» Karimah said. &€ceY oua&€™ve told me more than once.&€e

Caenodded and said, &€ceThanks for everything.a€s Karimah didn&€™t reply, and he thought he
could hear her get up and move away from the bed. When he heard the door close, he sat up, drank the
rest of the cold water, and carefully set the empty cup by fedl on the table beside the cot. He sat without
moving for sometime, listening to the quiet soundsin the building, people moving about, talking to each
other, and wondered one moretimeif he would ever see again.

Hisright eye was healed, but the left would need more time. Now that he could see alittle, he discovered
that the doctor wastdler than hed€™d imagined, and big-boned. She rebandaged the lft eye, using a
different sdve and asmaler compress, her fingersfirm but comforting on hisforehead. Hisvision out of
the right eye was dmost normal except for adight blur around the edges and a strange hal o effect when
he looked at the lamp. She gave him atube of salve and asmall bottle.

&EaDon&E™t take off the bandage for three more days, &€+ she said. &€cel hen use the salve the way |
did, and five drops of this, three times a day. Keep the bandage on at all other times. Don&€™1 run.&€e
She smiled and said, &€odDon&E™1t let anyone hit you on the head, if possible. In afew days, ask for me,
or another doctor, especidly if you notice any pain or headaches developing.&€»

&€oANd it&€™II be okay?a€+ Cale asked.



a&EaProbably. If youd€™re careful and take care of it.&€+ She stood and packed up her satchel.
&€oeThanks, &€ he said. &€od don&€™t know how | can pay you. At least not for awhile.&€s
&EcEY ou don&€™t owe me anything. Terred &™s my brother.&€»

Caeregarded her sllently with his one eye, now seeing the resemblance; more than that, though, he noted
the tense she used.

&Eadt&€™s not your fault hed€E™s gone, &€« she went on. &€adf anything, ité€™ s hisfault you dmost
died. Theleast | can do is save your eyes.é€s

&€oaVhat do you mean by gone?a€e he asked.

She leaned forward and spoke quietly. &€ceHedE™ s not dead, but itA€™ s better that everyone thinks
heis. He made too many enemiesthistime, cost too many people too much money. He left Morningstar,
and | don&€™t know if heBE™II return. | doubt youd€E™II ever see him again. | don&€™t know if
[&E™I| ever see him again.&€»

He didn&€™1 know what el seto say, and neither, apparently, did she. Shelaid her hand briefly on his
shoulder, then turned and | eft.

As s00n as she was gone, another woman came into the room. She was short but sinewy, hair and eyes
dark, black shirt and trousers nearly as dusty as her boots. The whites of her eyeswere tinged with
ydlow, and Cale wondered if shewasill. Shelooked down a him, waiting for him to say something.

aEoK arimah?&€» he asked.

She nodded.

&€Where am | 76€»

&€ceY ou really dona€™t know?a€e she said. &€ceTerrell didn&€E™t tell you?a€s
Cale shook his head, confused. &€od don&€™1t understand.a€e

&€oHe was bringing you to us.&€.

a€odJs?a€.

She nodded. &€0eT he Resurrectionists.a€e

THREE

Hewalked dong the cand in the damp hest of early afternoon, waiting for a cooling breeze to wash up
from the water. Asusud, it didn&€™1t come. Market stalslined both sides of the road, which was
blocked off to vehicle traffic, but now, at the hottest time of the day, customers were few, and many of
the vendors napped in the shade of their stalls or sipped at iced drinks, tiny solar fans directed at their
faces. The sweet aromaof local spices and fermented brews hung in the air, laced with the occasiona
scent of harsh, inferior starweed smoke&€” most of the premium grade starweed was exported offworld.
Caewondered if he would ever go offworld. Everything seemed both possible and impossibleto him
right now; he could imagine himsdf aimlesdy wandering the city streetsfor months, even leaving
Morningstar and eventualy ending up back at the Divide. Then. .. ?He might just cross back over and
lose himsdlf again. Despair welled up in him at the thought, at the recognition that it was even possible.
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Karimah fell in beside him, on the sde of hisgood eye, and matched hislanguid pace. They werealong
way from the Resurrectionitsd€™ encampment, but this was where Karimah had told him to wait for
her. She nodded toward afishmongeré€™s stall as they walked past. &€oDon&E™1t ever buy from
him,&€» she said. &€oeThat Sign always says &€ River Fish,&E™ but he nets those stinkind€™ things
from the canals.&€+ Then, glancing at Cale, she said, &€08Y ouaE™ve been asking about us for some
time now.&€

He nodded, mouth drying and pulse quickening. He knew that they had saved him from drowning, that
they had saved his eyes and hislife, but he had no idea what to expect from them or her.

&€0d 8€™d guess we both have alot of questions,a€e she said to Cale. &Ecd_eté€™s get something
cold to drink.&€»

They sat alone on the second-floor balcony of acafA© overlooking the road, shaded by aroof of
cross-hatched strips of bark, and drank iced coffee sweetened with heavy cream. Below them a
one-legged woman in filthy rags crouched against the wall, calling out to passersby, begging for coinsand
chits; the cloying smell of unwashed flesh and infection was intensified by the heat, and wafted up to the
ba cony.

Acrossthe canad and a half-hour walk to the south rose the lofty towers of Theldand, tall and elegant
edifices he had yet to see up close, asinaccessible to him today asthey had been al those years ago
when the Kestrel had emerged from the clouds out of control and plummeted to earth on the other side
of the Divide&€’ he fill had avivid memory of the gleaming Morningstar towers receding from them as
Sidonie had struggled to keep them aoft.

aEoHowaE™ s the eye?a€+ Karimah asked.

&EaBandage comes off in a couple of days, itAE™II be fine.&€»

&€oaVhy are you looking for us?a€e She sat back in her chair, her gaze steady on him.
&€ad thought I might want to join you,&€e he said.

&€oadoin us.&€» And made a quiet sound that might have been alaugh. She produced astrip of pale
green cigarettes, popped one off, and lit it without offering oneto Cale. &oa/Vhat do you know about
us?a€e

&€aNot alot. Speculation and rumor.&€+ When she didn&€™t respond, Cale went on. &€cd &€™ve
heard that Morningstar was built on the ruins of an ancient dien city, and that youd€™ve been digging
underneath Morningstar for years, trying to find alien artifacts. No one knows what youd€™ve found,
and most people don&E™t really seem to care. Word isal youd€™ve found, if youd€™ve found
anything, are the ruins of an earlier human settlement.&€»

&€ceAnd what do you think ?&€e

Cade hesitated, afraid to go on. The cigarette smoke made him queasy&€’ or something did. He felt he
was at acrucia juncture, that it was hislast chance to back away and resume his own, normal way of
life. Y et what wasthat? He had no norma way of life. No place to go. His pulserate elevated, and he
felt astrange pressure behind his eyes.

&€od think you have found the remnants of an dien civilization,&€» hefindly sad.



&EcaWhat makes you think that?a€.

&EoBecause | think 1&€™ve seen dien artifacts mysalf.&€e
Karimah dowly sat up, regarding him intently. &€ca/Vhere?a€e
&E0a0n the other side of the Divide.&€»

A brief, intense silence followed. When Karimah spoke, her voice was quiet and steady. &€ceTell me
what you saw.&€e

Cae had gonetoo far now to hold back. He told Karimah about the deserted village hed€™d stumbled
across, about the main building and the disturbing painting above the doorway, and finaly about the
gtrange glyphs on thewall behind the altar. He did not mention Sproul, nor the blue gemstones, nor the
book now buried with Sproul&€™ s body. It seemed important to hold that secret, like the secret of his
last name.

Karimah stubbed out her cigarette, took a pen from her shirt pocket, rummaged in other pockets until
she found ablank scrap of paper, then handed both to Cale. &€ceDraw what you saw on the wall ,&€»
shesaid. &od know it won&€™1t be the same thing, but show me what the characters looked like.&€e

Cdeclosad hiseyefor amoment, envisoning firgt the building interior, light dashing in through holesin
the roof, the floor as he walked toward the dtar, then findly, as he climbed the steps, the etched figures
inthewadll. Like patterned blades of grass, he remembered thinking. Then they werein hismind, solid
and digtinct, just as he had seen them that day. Once again, even over dl that distance and time, he felt
the power in the glyphs.

Shaken, he opened his eye and scratched out afew random groupings of the marks, deliberately not
re-creating exactly what he remembered. He pushed the pen and paper back across the table and
looked at Karimah, who was staring at Caled€™'s drawing.

She nodded dowly, then with deliberate movements pocketed the paper and pen. &caNed€™ve heard
rumors of that place, just asyou describeit. Over the years afew of us have gone acrossthe Divide to
try to find it. Alwaysfailed.&€» She eyed Cale. &€caNould you be willing to guide one of us there?a€e

Cale shook his head. &€ad &€™m never going back across the Divide.&€e

Karimah shrugged asif it was of no consequence. &€caMaybe youdg€E™ Il change your mind
someday.&€e

a€050 what isit?a€e
Shefinished her iced coffee and stared at him. &€caCome with me.&€e

Two hours later they stood before askin parlor in one of the busiest and most congested digtricts of
Morningstar. The skin parlor was wedged between abar and a stunner arcade, the trio of businessesin
turn flanked by amusic store and a shock shop. Above ground levd, the concrete building rose another
four stories with what appeared to be apartments.

Severd blocks away, acrossthe ring of candsthat served as akind of moat, rose the gleaming edifices
of Theldand. Up close, the buildings appeared to rise into and above the clouds.



&E02Y ou seem confused, &€+ Karimah said.

Cde nodded, blinking at the glare of sunlight reflecting off the polished metd and glass, then turned back
to the skin parlor. The door opened and a fleshy woman emerged, hardly ableto walk. Her cheeks
twitched spadticaly, and her lipstrembled asif she were slently mumbling some prayer or other
incantation. Long thin scars striped both of her arms. She eyed Cde, gave him aghastly smile, then
winked a him before turning and staggering down the Street.

Cdeturned to Karimah. &€ca/Ned€™'re nowhere near where wed€™ve been staying, where you pulled
me out of the canal .&€¢

&EceT hatdE™s where we live, &€+ Karimah said. &€0aVe keep to oursalves, for lots of reasons. But the
ruinsare here. Beneath us. Morningstar was built right on top of them.&€» She shrugged. &€oeThis is
where we dig.&€

She led the way into the skin parlor, and Cale followed.

They began their descent from the third floor, in awide centra stairwell secured from the skin parlor and
the buildingd€™'s other establishments by two doors and three key codes. The stairwell was bare and
cool and quiet, the echoes of their footsteps strangely hushed and distant; the air smelled of damp clean
earth. Threefloors down they emerged into avast concrete-walled chamber with alarge freight lift,
several |oaders propped against the walls, and dozens of crates stacked or scattered about, some empty
and some filled with chunks of stone or bits of metal or strips of ragged and rotted wood. An older
woman squatted before a pile of rock and dirt that had been dumped from one of the crates, poking
through it with long thin tweezers, shelooked up and nodded at Cale and Karimah, then returned to her
task without aword.

Karimah led the way to anarrow stairwell in one corner and they climbed down to the next leve, which
was unoccupied. Here the lights were dim and tinged blue, and the cooler air smelled of oil and rusted
metal and ahint of scorched rubber. Cages marked the two shafts that led to the lower levels, and
Karimah pointed out the emergency shaft across the room, the top of ametal ladder visbleinits outlet.
She opened one of the cages and they stepped inside, then she closed the interior gate, pressed a button,
and they resumed their descent with aclunking jolt.

The cage devator shuddered asit dropped, like some ancient mechanism kept functioning with makeshift
parts and constant repairs. The shaft walls were shored with metal and wood scarred by the repested
passage of the cage, lit with moving patterns by the elevatoré€™'s overhead lamp.

They hadn&€™t descended more than thirty feet when the cage stopped before awide opening in the
dirt and rock; the gate opened and Karimah led the way into along passage lit by strings of gold and
slver angdl lights. The air was warmer and drier than he expected, and a hot breeze moved past them
carrying with it the smdl of cinnamon.

The passage angled off to the right and pale light washed over them. They stepped into an antechamber
carved out of the earth, the celling close to twenty feet above ground level. On the other side of the
antechamber was aglasswall and adoorway twelve feet high and three or feet wide leading into aroom
with more glasswalls. Cae and Karimah crossed the antechamber and entered.

Glasswalls surrounded them, and a ceiling of pandled glass curved overhead. Floor lampsilluminated the
large room, the soft white light penetrating the glass and revedling a sky of rock and earth only inches
beyond the glass. Not asingle pane of glass was cracked or otherwise marked.



Without aword Karimah led Cadeto aspira staircase that wound down from the center of the room,
and they continued their descent.

Onthe next level down they waked through a series of empty roomsfaintly helica in appearance, asif
upon completion the polished stone walls had been dightly twisted by the hand of some grest beast. The
high ceilings were faceted as though inlaid with enormous dark crystals, and an eerie glow reflected in
bluish hues from the facets, the glow punctuated by tiny pockets of darkness. Their boots trod upon large
tiles etched with diagrams of circles and arrowed lineslinking onetile to another.

Asthey exited the last room, they emerged from the building and stood on a bridge of wooden planks
laid across adeep fissure. Broken walls of stone and alarge network of scaffolding were visbleinthe
crevice below. The bridge led to an opening in another partialy excavated building, its upper reaches
disappearing into the earth above.

Caefollowed her acrossthe planks. He craned his neck and gazed up as he walked through the
doorway, which was twelve or thirteen feet high like al the other doorways they&€™d passed through.

They entered avast gdlery lit by angel lamps, the golden lights mounted in the corners of the high celling,
illuminating complex spirds carved into dozens of sonewadl panels, lighting shiny maroon disks affixed to
thefloor.

€0l this &€» Karimah said as they moved through the gdllery, &osand hardly anyone cares. An entire
civilizationa€” acivilization of intelligent diensa€” extinct for reasons wed€™ || probably never know. But
thered€™s so much they |eft behind, here and on other worlds, and most of it&€™slike this, buried
beneath our own cities, neglected, forgotten, dismissed.&€+ She shook her head in disgust. &€ceNobody
gives ashit.&€» She stopped and turned to him. &EceT haté€™s why wed€™re here, to unearth as much
aswe can, save as much aswe can, learn as much as we can. It probably sounds crazy, but some of us
feel we owe it to them.&€e

Cale shook his head. &odt doesn&€™1t sound crazy.a€e

Karimah snorted. &€ceThen youd€™re just as crazy as we are.é€+ Shetilted her head and gazed up at
the ceiling, which was painted adeep indigo so dark that gauging its height wasimpossible. &€ceThisis
just the beginning.&€«

He spent the next severa hoursin agtate of oversimulation, at times hardly aware of himsdlf. The
Resurrectionigts had strung al the rooms and chambers and passages with angel lamps, clusters of
luminous gossamer that cast aclean warm light and diminished the shadows so that the detailswithin
were clear and visibleif often incomprehensible. Asthey encountered people aong the way, Karimah
introduced Cae to them, and them to him, but their names dipped from hismemory as soon asthey
moved on.

... Doorways and cellings dl so much higher than expected, and Cale became certain that the aliens
must have been at least two or three feet taler than human beings. . .

... Channdls that might once have carried water or other fluids aong the floors of a series of
interconnected dome-shaped rooms, the oxidized metd celling/walls etched with intricate depictions of
lush plants and vague bipeda forms hidden behind the densefoliage.. . .

... A vast network of severed pipe and cable that emerged from walls and cellings of abuilding that
appeared to have had one side completely cut away so that itsinterior structure could be exhibited . . .



... Two women who carefully brushed and scraped away at awall of dirt and rock in aroom il
partialy buried; four shiny meta tubeslay in abasket behind them . . .

... A'long wide hal with tables on one side and sinks on the other and pipes entering and exiting the
walls, and racks of strangely shaped cutting instruments and gripping tools and implements whose
functions were indecipherable, yet dl organized and waiting to be put to useiif their ownerswere ever to
return. . .

&€0z0ne more thing to show you,&€+ Karimah said to him. &od~or now, anyway.&€»

By now Caewastruly captivated in some deep and terrible and wonderful way. He followed her along
another high and wide passage, then through a doorway of dangling vines of ddlicately carved wood, and
into an enormous vaullt lit by more angel lamps. He stopped, stunned and immobilized.

Hundreds or thousands of sheets of thin, coppery metal hung from wooden dowel s suspended from the
ceiling on nearly invisible wires, the sheets carved through and stenciled with markings like the tracks of
terratorns and blades of grass. They angled in different directions, yet hung above their headsin acurving
pattern so that Cale imagined that if he started here at the door and moved about the room, following
them, reading them over the hours or days it would take, he would in the end achieve some specia
ingght . . . or revelation.

&EceThisisthe writing you saw, isna€™t it?a€s Karimah said.

Cde nodded. More than she knew, he thought. He remained there along time, staring &t the metal
sheets, the pages of dien text he hoped he might someday understand.

FOUR

Cdelay beside Karimah on the mat, his damp skin touching hers. Breathing hard, he lifted hishand and
laid it gently across her belly, hisfingerslightly brushing dark coarse hair. Hefdt her own fingersfind his
and weskly curl around them.

Light wasadim ydlow glow hereinther private cell someforty or fifty feet below street leve, the glow
produced by a phosphor globe suspended from the shored-up celling above them. Two metal sheets of
the aien glyphs hung from copper wires and cast patterned shadows across the polished sonewalls.
Dark fabric draped across the doorway, muting the brighter lights of the adjacent passage aswell asthe
sounds of those working in the chambers and passages around and below them. The air waswarm and
heavy despite the Underneath&€™'s ventilation systems. They usudly dept back at themain
Resurrectionist encampment, and occasionally in a cubicle two floors above the skin parlor, but Karimah
ingsted their lovemaking take place down herein the Undernegth, surrounded by alien artifacts, lying
amid the ruins of the Jaapranad€™ s world. Sometimes the two of them stayed down herefor days,
working, deeping, esting food brought down by others from above.

A bell chimed just beyond the curtain, and awoman spoke, voice hesitant. &oK arimah? Cale?a€»
&€ceY es?aEs Karimah replied.

&EaCiceroa€™swaiting. He said you were going to help him at the markets today .&€»

She propped herself up on her elbows and looked at Cale. &€ceRemember?a€e
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Calenodded, closing his eyes and wishing he didn&€™t have to move.
&€ceT el Cicero wea€™I| be up in afew minutes.&€e

They climbed ladders and gtairs, the air becoming steadily cooler asthey came up into the building.
Outside, it was winter, something it was easy to forget in the Underneath with its pockets of stifling air.
They found Cicero dtting done in the main basement, drinking coffee and reading a pocket folio.

Cicerowasasmall, wiry, and kindly old man with sparse silver hair that seemed to float about his head.
He had been with the Resurrectionists for years, but he never did any of the excavation or exploration,
never descended into the Undernegath. He helped out with whatever needed to be done above ground,
and sometimes cooked huge mealsfor everyone back at the main encampment at the outer edge of
Morningstar, serving large quantities of hisfoul-tasting home-distilled a cohol that made people quickly
drunk and produced cramped bellies and painful hangovers. Cae didn&€™t know much about the man,
but he3€™d heard that Cicero had oncelived on The Idand; it seemed an unlikely story.

Cicero shook his head at them. &€odPut on some warmer clothes. Thered€™s snow out there. &€
a&EaBnow?&€» Karimah said. &€o0d/Vhen did that happen?a€.

Cicero shook his head. &0eY ou people lose touch down there. 1t&€™s been snowing for three
days.é&€e

The snow was knee-deegp, and there was a hushed fed to the city around them. Thiswas Caed€™s
second winter in Morningstar, but last year there had been no snow. The thinnest layer of gray cloud
hung above them, and the midday sun burned abrighter gray disk through the clouds, bringing aglitter to
the snow. A few vehicles skidded along the road, but most people were on foot. Bus nesses were open,
and there were nearly as many people out as usua, but the pace was dower, asif everyone wastaking
advantage of the snow to relax and ease up on their frantic lives.

Cicero led the way aong paths that had been dug out of the snow by others. The route to the markets
brought them near The Idand, within ahundred feet of its protective moat; its buildings appeared to grow
and dwarf everything surrounding it, and the metal and glass gleamed more brightly than seemed possible
from the clouded sun. Cale had been this close to The Idand afew times before, but had never entered;
it was more difficult to gain accessto The Idand than it wasto crossthe Divide. Hefelt the sameway as
he dwaysdid in its presenced€’ that this place was mysterious and magnificent, intimidating and

enticing . . . and malign.

They were till severd blocks from the first market, walking aong Gibson Channel toward afootbridge
spanning the waterway, when avoice caled out to them.

&€oeY oung Calel &€»

Cale stopped abruptly, struck with fear at the familiar voice. He forced himsdlf to turn and look across
the road. Blackburn sat with another man at an outdoor cafA© table, sheltered from the snow by an
opague canopy and surrounded by lush ferns and flowering plants. His shaved head was large and shiny
inthe light reflecting from dozens of faceted glass hangings. Cale couldn&€™t see much of the other man,
who was obscured by plants and shadows.

&€aaJoin us,é€+ Blackburn said with a sweep of hisarm. &oBring your companions and join us.a€e



Hissmile did not provide Cae any comfort.

Cdelooked hesitantly at Cicero and Karimah. Cicero nodded and said, &caWe should accept. The
other man at the table is a Sarakheen.&€» He turned to Cale. &€o0eY ou know who the Sarakheen
are?a€e.

a&EaeNot really. 1&E€™ve heard the name afew times, but I&€™ve never understood who they were.&€»
&€ad doné€™t likeit,&€» Karimah said with afrown.

&€ad don&€™t either,&€+ Cicero said. &€aBut it&€™ s impossible to know how the Sarakheen would
react if we decline. And your friend Blackburn,&€« he added, glancing at Cale, &€odhe definitely
doesn&€E™1 take rejection well &€

&€y ou know him?a€s Cale asked.

&€ad know who heis. | saw him severa timeswhen | lived on Theldand, but | never actualy met him. It
surprisesme, | haveto say, that you know him.&€e

&€oeThelast time | saw him,&€- Cale said, &€cave didna€™1 part as friends.a€»

Cicero nodded once. &osThat doesnd€™t surprise me. We redlly should accept, anyway. We
WOonaE™t stay, we wona€™t accept an offer of drink or food. We&€™!II make polite conversation, then
we can leave.&€»

Caelooked at Karimah, who shrugged, then turned back to face Blackburn. &€oAll right,&€e he said.

They crossed the road, and when they entered the cafA© the temperature immediately rose, became
mild and pleasant asif they had passed through an invisible barrier. Seated upright and expressionless
next to Blackburn, with alarge smoke-colored drink before him, was the Sarakheen. He wore ablack
bodysuit, and his right hand and fingers were perfectly formed and articulated like anatura hand of flesh
and blood, yet were constructed of metal and plasted and glass.

Caemadetheinitid introductions, snce he knew everyone except the Sarakheen. Therewas no red
introduction of the Sarakheen; his name was a private matter, Blackburn explained. Although the
Sarakheen didn&€™1 say aword, nor did his expression change, he shook each of their hands with his
own, artificid hand.

Blackburn stood and put his hand on Cae&d€™s shoulder, asif they were good friends. &Eodta€™'s
been along time, young Cde.&€» Cae just nodded without directly looking at him, and Blackburn
turned to the Sarakheen. &€ceT hisisthe young man | wastelling you about last year,&€+ he said.
&EceThe one | met on the other side of the Divide.&€»

The Sarakheen leaned forward and studied Cale, his eyeswidening dightly; yet hisface remained
unreadable, which Cde found intensdly disturbing.

&€05it down, &€+ Blackburn said. &€odHave adrink with us.&€

Cale could not pull his gaze from the Sarakheen, could not manage to decline Blackburn&€™ s offer.
Blackburn said something about getting extra chairs, Karimah responded, but their voices had become
faint and distant. The Sarakheend€™ s stare had shifted Cale into some other time or place.

a€ogCale?a€» Blackburn gripped his shoulder once more. &€ceY ougE™ I join us.&€e



Cicero took the opportunity to say, &caNe dona€™t want to interrupt anything, and we need to go
anyway.a€e

aEadUnderneath?a€» the Sarakheen said. His voice was surprisingly soothing, but that one word created
an ingant stillness and tension.

&€od\o,&€- Cicero answered calmly. &cel he markets.&€»

At that, the Sarakheen smiled. Y et even the smile disturbed Cale, for it seemed not quite human; or if
human then not quite normal. The Sarakheen turned to Cale, leaned forward, and shook hishand again,
garing intently at him. Cale thought the Sarakheen was going to say something, but if hedid intend to, he
changed his mind and sat back without aword.

&€caWhere can | get in touch with you?&€s Blackburn said.

8EceY ou cangE™t, &€ Cde replied, till frightened without quite knowing why. He turned from the table
and walked quickly out of the cafA© without waiting to seeif the othersfollowed.

Karimah and Cicero caught up to him on the other side of the Gibson Channel footbridge. Karimah took
hold of Caed€™s arm and forced him to dow his pace. He stopped and leaned againgt akiosk wall,
breeth ragged.

&€oaWhat are they?&€- he asked.

&EceT hey&€™re human beings,&€e Cicero began, &€agthough in some ways they seem hardly human at
al. They livein an atificid world called Sarakh, which they built for themselves. Each of them hasone
mek arm, one mek leg, and one mek eye, and every one of them hastheir reproductive organs surgicaly
removed immediately upon producing their second child.&€s He shook his head. &€cd &€™m sure there
are other things they do or don&€™t do that I&€™m not aware of, but those are the most well-known.
They come here to Conradé€™s World with some regularity, &€ Cicero went on, &€oeout they rarely
leave The Idand. | became acquainted with several when | lived there. | don&€™t think anyone ever
redlly getsto know any of them.&€e

a€EceTheya€™re freaks, € Karimah said. &€od &€™ve only seen one once before, but | tell you
there€™'s something very inhuman about them.&€s She visibly shuddered. &€od didn&€™1 like her at
al, theone | saw. Didn&€™t like this one, either. And they sure as hell don&€™t like us.a€e

&€Vhat?5€» Cale asked. &€ceThey don&€™t like normal humans?a€e

Karimah uttered a harsh laugh. &€ca/Vhat the hell are normal humans?a€s she said. Then she dowly
shook her head. &€adf anything, they have disdain for humans asawhole. No, | mean Resurrectionists.
They don&€™t like us.a€-

&€0aWhy not?&€.

&€caWe donad€E™t know,&€» Cicero replied. &E€ceThey&€™ve made indirect efforts over the yearsto
shut usdown. | dways had the impression that they were behind Idand Securitya€™'s periodic
harassment&€” |Idand Security would haul in one or more of us at atime with acharge of some political
crime or other, and then ship them over the Divide. We were in different locations before, and even had
our excavations sabotaged afew times, by people who had claimed to join us. Wed€™re alot more
careful about who we bring in, now.&€» Helooked at Cale. &€aeY oudE™ re the first new person in three
years.a€e



&€0sAnd you think they don&€™t know where you are now? Y ou must have been therefor years, as
extensive as the Underneath is.&€e

&EceT hey probably know,a€s Karimah said. &€acEither they&€™ve decided wea€™'re not worth the
trouble, or . . . or theyd€™re waiting for something.&€e

&€oaVaiting for what?a€»

a&EcaWaiting for usto find something,&€« Cicero said. &€ceMaybe something theya€™ ve been
searching for.&€e

a€ad &E™I tell you what | think about those bastards,&€s Karimah said. &€od think theya€™re
searching for something very specific, and | think they&€™ve got their own excavations here on The
Idand, and they havena€™t found it yet. They think it&€™s under Theldand, but just in case it isné€™t,
justin caseité€™swhere wed€™re exploring . . . | think they&€™reletting us go, and they figure if we
do find whatever it is, theya€™II get the word, and come and take it from us.&€s She gave Cadea
wicked grin. &€adf that day ever comes, theya€™re going to find that taking it will be alot more difficult
than they anticipate.&€e

FIVE

In the spring, Cicero found Cale standing at one of the windows in the attic above the skin parlor, looking
out across the adjacent buildings and up at the shining glass and polished stone towers of The Idand.
Cale heard the old man come up the stairs, and listened to his shuffling steps as he crossed the cracked
wooden flooring, but didn&€™t turn until Cicero was beside him.

&€ceY ou think you want to live in there?&€e Cicero asked.
&€dd likeit herejust fine &€ Caereplied.

&EceHmMm.&E» The old man sniffed. &€od was not particularly powerful when | lived there, but | did have
someinfluence. And afair degree of wealth. Enough to livein one of the more exclusve resdentia
complexes, in the upper levels. Enough to drink and eat well &€+ He smiled wryly. &€cd &€™II be
honesté€” | was wedlthy enough to drink and eat to excess. To engage not in the highest, but at least in
thehigher circlesof Idand society. To be aregular attendee of certain expensive and vulgar
entertainments. To pay for regular re-gen treatments.&€+ He turned to Cale. &od am over ahundred
and thirty standard years old. Though I&€™m now aging more naturally once again.&€»

&€oaWhat happened?a€s Cale asked.

Cicero chuckled. &oeY ou might imagine some spectacular fal, ascanda, perhaps, or some disastrous
businessfailure.&€+ When Cale shrugged, Cicero went on. &€od gave it up, thaté€™s what happened.
Quite voluntarily.&€e

A€W hy 23€s

The old man waved expansvely at thetall buildings. &€o08All that comeswith aprice. A price | wasone
day no longer willing to pay.&€e

&€oaWhat price?a€s Cale asked.

Cicero shook his head. &€ceThatd€™ s not for meto say. The price is different for everyone. For some
it&€™s not much of apriceat al. For others, the priceistruly terrible. Y ou will haveto learn for yourself
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what kind of price youd&€™d pay. And whether you can bear it.&€»
&o0nly if I livethere, &€ Cae said. &€ceAnd | doubt | ever will. | doubt that | can.&€e

Cicero sighed. &ceY ou will live there someday, Cae. Or someplace likeit. Someday youd€™II find a
way. At least for atime. | sense an unstoppable drivein you, adrive to experience and understand al
that this universe holds.&€+ He nodded more to himself than to Cale. &€ceY oudE™II go.&€» Then he
shrugged asif it was unimportant. 8€0eT here3€™s someone asking for you down by the cand. A
woman.&€.

&€ad don&€E™t understand. Who?a€e

€A woman. A woman with a damaged face. She waitsin a canoe. She spoke to the guards and asked
for you by name, and described you quite accurately. She said you would want to speak with her,
although she would not give her name. Do you know this woman?a€s

Cae shook hishead. Hefet a growing apprehension, remembering Karimah&€™swords al those
months ago about &€cea woman with amessed-up face&€s looking for him. Who could thiswoman be,
and what would she want with him?

&€ad think you should see her,&€+ Cicero advised him. &€ceY ou should find out who sheis and what
she wants with you. Then send her away if you wish.&€»

&€ad dond€™1t know who sheis,&€s Cale said. &€oBut | know | don&€™t want to see her.&€e
€Y es, &€+ Cicero replied, &€ceand that is why you should.&€»

Cale emerged cautioudy from the rear of the building, at the cand &€™'s edge; the two armed guards
looked at him with recognition, but remained silent. Tico tipped his head toward the water below them
where awoman sat alonein afindy crafted canoe. Her face was scarred and misshapen and her |eft eye
was clouded and rheumy. A wide swath of silver cut through her otherwise dark auburn hair. Cae did
not recognize her.

&EceY ou want to talk to me?a€s he asked.
The woman stood and regarded him, the canoe rocking dightly. &€oePrivately,a€ she replied.

Wary of her, he walked aways adong the cand, past the end of the building. The woman sat and paddied
back to him and tied up to agnarled root that broke through the concrete. Cale kept back, astrange
distress rising inside him as she disembarked and clambered up the bank on her own. She stood before
him, studying hisface as hein turn studied hers, searching for some sense of the familiar. He put her age
at around forty, though the damage to her face made it difficult to tell. Theleft side of her head appeared
to have been violently crushed and then poorly rebuilt; it was striped with scar tissue, and her mouth was
uneven, the corner pulled into akind of permanent grimace; he wondered if she could see anything at all
out of the clouded eye.

&Eadt is you,a€ she said quietly. He thought he could see tears welling in both eyes. &€od &€™ve been
looking for you for years, Cale. . . Cale Alexandros.&€»

CaedE™s chest tightened sharply, and anumb sensation spread through hislimbs, hisknees nearly
buckling. Not only from her words, but from her voice, some familiar and painful aspect of it.



&€0aWVho are you?a€e he asked.
&€osSidonie.&€e

Hefdt light-headed and paralyzed, unable to move or speak, asif something terrible would happen to
himif he did&€’ collgpse, or disintegration. He had to will himsdlf to bregthe.

&€oDo you remember me, Cale?a€»
€Y es, &€+ he said, voice hoarse and barely audible. &od remember you.&€»

Sidonie sat in therear of the canoe and paddied while Cale sat in front, facing her. She wastaking him to
her home. There was only one paddie, but Sidoniea€™ s strokes were deegp and smooth and propelled
them steedily through the water. They quickly moved from Marlowe Canal to wider, cleaner channdls,
joining heavier boat traffic. Neither spoke, but Cale wondered if Sidonied€™ s thoughts were as frantic
and chaotic ashisown.

Cde hardly noticed the city diding past them; he wastrying to hold himsdlf together. Confusion and degp
pools of emotion bubbled up in him, threatening to erupt and break him apart&€’ rage and bitterness and
an overwhelming despair that had been held down and hidden away for all these years. None of it
directed at Sidonie&€” for her, hefelt apainful affection and sorrow&€E” but certainly released by her
regppearancein hislife

An hour or so had passed when she pulled dong asmall dock southeast of The Idand. From the dock it
was only ashort walk aong an entertainment market to afour-story dagcrete building afew blocks off
the cand. Sidonieled the way up to her apartment on the third floor.

The apartment was small, but had alarge bacony filled with plantsin pots of dl sizes, long planters,
hanging baskets. Two chairswere set amid the lush foliage, and sheinvited Caleto St in one while she
went back inside to make something for them to drink. Still distraught and confused, Cale settled into the
chair and breathed in the damp and heavy aroma of the flowers, the pungent scent of herbs. The sun
warmed the bal cony, and the heat felt good on his skin, dmost cleansing.

Sidonie brought out a pot of a hot, spiced beverage called kuma, and she gave him acup and sat in the
other chair, setting the pot on an overturned clay bowl. They sat in sllencefor atime, Spping at the kuma
and occasiondly looking at each other, but not speaking. Cale reflected on old man Feegané€™swords,
telling him hiseyeslooked old. Y et right now, Stting with Sidonie, hefelt at the same time much younger
than hisage, and he did not know how to reconcile those two things. She sat watching him, asif waiting
for him to spesk first, to ask thefirst questions.

&€caVhat happened to you?a€« he asked. As soon as hed€™d spoken he regretted asking the
question, though unsure why.

&€ad don&E™t redlly remember.&€+ She looked away from him, but there was something in her
expression and in her voice that suggested to Cae that she remembered more than she waswilling to say.
It was then that his own memory returned, like apainful flash of light between his eyes: the men dropping
the massive stone on her head. &€o0d was unconscious for along time, dmost dead | guess, and when |
cameto, | wasbeing cared for by an old couple who lived in the mountains. They&€™d found me near
the wrecked flyer, and when they discovered | wasn&€™t dead they took mein and nursed me. | stayed
with them until | was recovered, then | made my way to the Divide, and eventudly hereto
Morningstar.&€+ She turned back to him. &€od was trying to find out what happened to your father.&€e



Sheléft it there, and he knew that she did not have good news about hisfather, yet he didné&€™t know
how hefelt about that. &€ad hardly remember him,&€+ he said, away of biding timeto sort out his
fedings, which he knew was an impossible task. &od remember my mother even less.&€e

&E0d&€™m sorry, Cale. It took me along timeto find out what happened. Thefamily ship, the Exile
Prince, was destroyed, with no survivors.é€e

&EodExcept for us.a€e

Sidonie nodded. She paused for amoment, then went on. &€ceY our father told methat if anything should
happen to him, | wasto go to hisbrother herein Morningstar. Adanka Suttree. | tried, but | never did
find him. | found where hed€™d lived, | found people who had heard of him, but he seemed to have
disappeared around the same time your father was killed. Some of the people | talked to thought Adanka
had died, but others thought hed3€™d gone offworld. No one | talked to knew for sure.&€e

&€E0ANnd youdE™ve been here ever since.&€e
&€oeY es.&€.
&€odDoing what?a€e

a€aeSearching for you.&€» She moved her mouth into a sad and distorted smile. &€caNVaiting for you to
return to life. &€

&E0aAll these years? Why 2&€e
&€od &E™m responsible for you.&€e
Cale shook his head. &€0d &€™m responsible for myself.&€»

&€ad was responsible for you. Y ou were five years old, and you were my charge. [&€™d been
responsible for you since you were born.&€s

&EoaMore than my mother, | think,&€+ Cale said, a numbed anger and resentment tightening his neck
and jaw.

&€aMaybe s0,5€+ Sidonie replied. &€ceBut you were my responsibility, and you till are asfar asthe
family is concerned.&€»

aEcaWhat family?a€s Cae asked, struggling to keep hisrising anger under control.

a€ceYour family. The Alexandrosfamily. Y ou may not know anything about them, but they are your
family, and now that 1&€™ve found you, it&€™stime for you to return to them.&€s She shifted her
position, her attention fixed intently on him. &€odor severd generations, your family was one of the most
powerful on two worlds, Cale. Things changed. A series of misfortunes, deliberate or accidental, some
poor businessdecisons. . . . Thefamily wasin decline a the time your father came here with us, and
since your father&€™ s degth that decline has steepened. They need you. Y our mother needs you.&€»

&EcaWhere were they when | needed them? When | was a child?&€.

She turned away from him, and he thought it was because she had no good answer. He was frustrated
and angry and confused, and felt guilty because he knew he was hurting Sidonie, but he did not know
what elseto say or do.

&€0aVhy wasthe Exile Prince attacked?&€s Cale asked.



&E0d&™m not sure, &€+ Sidonie said, still not looking at him. &€osSomething to do with the family
business. Competitors, probably. Trying to disrupt a specid undertaking of your father&d€™s, a
clandestine venture of his.5€»

&€0aWVhy was | on that ship?a€e hefinally asked her. &osAnd you? Why was afive-year-old boy put at
risk like that? Why did | grow up on the other side of the Divide aone and abandoned? Why did you
have to go through all this?a€.

&€ceY ou werend€™t abandoned, Cale. Y our father didn&€™t plan that to happen. No one intended
it.&€e

aEceExplain that to afive- or six-year-old boy being beaten and raised as adave for abunch of criminas
out in some godforsaken wasteland.&€e

When Sidonie finaly looked back at him, there were tears dripping down her face, streaming from the
bad eye and rolling across the scar tissue to hang and then drop from her chin. He ached for her,
knowing none of thiswas her faullt.

&€oBecause the family horoscoper told your father that your presence was required for hisventure to
succeed. A strange reason, maybe an insane reason, but thatd€™swhat it was, thaté€™s why you were
on the ship.&€.

Caefdt bewildered. A horoscoper? He&E™d heard a bit about horoscopers since hed€™d beenin
Morningstar, and he didn&€™t really know what they did or how, but they had sounded even less
reliable than Harlock and hisvisons. He could hardly imagine a powerful family depending on onefor
advice. Had hislife, dl those years on the other Sde of the Divide, been the result of some
charlatan&€™'s counsdl ?

Sidonie wiped the tears away, got up and poured them each fresh cups of the kuma, then sat back down.
a€caAll right, Cale. Tdl mewhat happened to you over dl these years.a€e

Tell me. Cde sat motionless and slent, feding pardyzed. He&€™d never spoken to anyone about his
pagt, not even Karimah. But as he sat there with a strange €l ectric buzz burning through him, he
recognized a powerful urge to speak, and he realized that Sidonie was the only person he could ever
imagine talking to about what had happened to him. He needed to talk to her.

He began with his earliest memories of life with Petros and the other villagers, and worked dowly and
deliberately forward. He told her everything. The sun moved downward until it finaly set and the sars
began to appear in the sky above them dong with the lights of Morningstar, holding back the night.
Sidonie heated a stew, which they ate with fresh bread, then made another pot of kuma. They remained
out on the bacony, Caletaking and Sidonie listening, until he reached the day of hislife when, while
living with the Resurrectionists, awoman with a scarred and mi sshapen face appeared, wanting to speak
tohim.

After along silence, Sidonie began to talk, telling her own story. There wasné€™t much toit, she said.
When she couldn&€™t |ocate Adanka Suttree, she decided to make her home in Morningstar and wait.
For the last two years sheB3€™d been working in anursery, growing native plants to produce seeds for
offworld shipment. Working and waiting and keeping her eye out for Cae. Shed€™d thought shed€™d
found him the previous summer, but hed€™d disappeared. Then severa weeks ago, shed€™d picked
up hints again of someone named Cale who was the right age. She followed up until shead€™d eventually
found the Resurrectionists.

When she was done, Calelooked up at the stars gleaming weakly above them. &Eodta€™ s surprising



wes€™re both aive,&€» he said. He turned back to her. Then, hesitant but unable to refrain from
asking, he said, &€oeCan . . . can surgery . . . 2a€+ He couldn&€™1 finish the question.

She nodded. &€osSomeday. But for now, | want the reminder.&€e
Hewinced, fedling guilty, though not surewhy.

She looked steadily at him and said, &€cdt&€™ s time to go home, Cale. Now that you&€™ re found,
itA€™stime for both of usto go home.&€»

&€aWhere do you think home is?&€« he asked, the anger rising once again.
&€ceT he Alexandros Egtates. On Lagrima.é€e

Cae shook hishead. &odMy homeis here. &€

&€0aWVith the Resurrectionists?a€e

€Y es.a€e

&EceThatdE€™ s not ahome, Cale. They&€™re not your family.&€e

&EceThey&€™re more family to me than my own has ever been. Except for you,&€» he added. Looking
at Sidonie, hisanger at his own family became washed away by the affection he fdlt for her, which arose
from the scared five-year-old boy that still resided within him. &€oa/Nhy did you wait for me?a€» he
asked. &€0a/Vhy did you keep looking for me? | could have been dead. | should have been dead.&€

&€ad knew you were till alive, &€ shereplied.
&EoHow75€.

She seemed embarrassed, and gave adight shrug. &€od found a horoscoper here. A genuine
horoscoper.&€e

&Y ou believe in that nonsense?a€s

&Eadt&€™s not nonsense. Astrology is nonsense, and most horoscopers are frauds, astrologerstrying to
camouflage themsal ves with respect, but those few horoscopers who are genuine possess great insight
into the directions of our lives.&€e

&EceY ou believe they can tell the future?a€s

Sidonie shook her head. &adNo. But the authentic ones are great seers of the forcesin our lives, the
forces that act upon us, and those we produce.&€e

€A Nd you found an &€ authenticaéE™ one.&€»
8€EceY es, and he said you were il dive. Influencing the world around you, affecting al of us.&€e

Which of course was just what she had wanted to hear. It was absurd. &€ceAnd the family horoscoper
who told my father that my presence was needed to ensure his success? What kind of successwas
that ?&€

&€ad don&€E™t know, Cale. Stygon was agood horoscoper. Y our father had previoudly ignored his
advice and paid aheavy pricefor it. He was determined not to make that mistake again.&€s She



breathed deeply once. &od don&€™t know,&€ she said again. &€odPerhaps Stygon was mistaken, or
your father misunderstood him, or there was something else we just cané€™t understand. | till have faith
in the true horoscopers.&€» She put her hand on his. &€caCome with me to see the horoscoper | found
herein Morningstar. He can help you, help you decide what to do.&€»

&€ad can make my own decisions.&€e

€050 youdE™ || stay with the Resurrectionists.é€e
&€0aY es.&€.

&€0And your family? Y our blood family?&€e

Cale looked away from her. &€oaG0 back to them without me, &€ he said. &€ceY oud&E™ve done more
than they could ever have expected from you. Tell them 1&€™m . . .&€+ He didn&€™t finish, but he
turned back to her and shook his head. &€oeT el them whatever you want.&€»

&€od wona€E™t go back without you,&€» she said, gazing intently at him. &€ceYou are my charge, Cale,
no matter what your age, you are fill my chargein someway, and 1&€™!I| stay herein Morningstar until
you decide to return.&€e

&€oAnd if | never go back?a€e

She smiled gently at him. &€aeThen | never will, either. 1&€™ve made agood life here for mysdlf. | can be
content with that.&€»

He stood up to leave. It waslate. Or early. He could see the first pale light of dawn and he shivered, just
now feding the chill intheair.

&€od hope you come to see me again, Cale.&€e
&Ead will, Sidonie. Often. And you? Will you come see me?a€»

She shook her head. &odNo. 1I&€™II be here for you, but | won&€™t go back to the Resurrectionists
again.a€e

Back to the Resurrectionists. Back to Karimah. Back to the Underneath. Back . . . home?

No, Cade admitted to himsdlf. He was not deluded. Thiswas not yet truly home, the Resurrectionists and
Karimah were not yet truly family, but he believed that in time they could be, and that would do for now.

S X

Cderodein thefront of the skiff, while Karimah operated the motor asthey set off shortly after dawn.
Over thefirgt haf hour, the skiff moved from Marlowe Cand out into larger channels until they reached
the Grand Cand, then they reversed the process, transferring into smaller and narrower waterways as
they moved farther and farther from the city center. Cale had no idea where they were going, and
Karimah wouldn&€™t tel him. Asthey reached the northern outskirts of Morningstar, the city rapidly
deteriorateda€” people and buildings dike. The canas were lined with dwellings of broken concrete,
cracked and rotting wood; shanties of meta and planks and brick held together by little more than hope;
rusting whedled carts, scoots, and planked wagons. An astonishing number of people moved among the
ruins, sat by cookfires, or squatted hunched-over on mounds of garbage; afew half-naked children
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gazed listledy at the skiff asit motored by. The stench and the misery were both undeniable and truly
gopalling.

Karimah turned into anarrow, deserted channd, and the skiff dowed, the motor idling quietly. Theair
seemed heavier, stagnant like the dark water which was scummed over with oil, gray clots of viscous
matter, and beads of fluorescent yellow pollen. The bloated carcass of asmal brown animd drifted past,
the dead creatured€™s head either submerged or missing dtogether. Along the banks of the cand wasa
no-man&E™s land, deserted and crumbling ruins choked and overgrown with diseased vegetation,
cloying scented flowers open to the sky abovea€” white and yellow engulfed by deep violets, yellows and
oranges spotted with an iridescent brown; wide blue petals so dark they were amost black, spiraling
around long creepersthat trailed over the concrete banks and lay dying on the oily surface of the water.

Ahead, awide stone bridge arched across the water. They passed into the shadow of stones, then
emerged from under the bridge and into alarge, artificid lagoon lined with tall, dark green spider trees;
strung between the trees was a network of wire, reflectors, colored strips of fabric, and gruesome
figurines, like some shaman&E™ s protective fetishes. Or something to scare off the birds and day-bats.
At thefar end of the lagoon, two canoes and a short, flat barge were moored to arotting, partially
sunken dock heavily canopied by the dense foliage of severd treesthat had been arched and tied
together overhead. A pair of slver ducks waddled aong the bank, but the dock was otherwise deserted.
The water was surprisingly clean and clear, somehow kept separate and secured from the foul waters of
the cand; it rolled away from them asthey traversed the lagoon, reflecting the sun, the spider trees, and
CdedE™sfacein rippling patterns.

Karimah tied up the skiff, then led the way into the trees, raising a section of the wire network out of their
path. In the shade of the trees, the air oppressed, warmer and heavier, and currents of heat swirled up
from the earth, mixing with unexpected tendrils of cold that seemed to curl out from the treesd€™
aboveground roots.

They emerged from the trees and stood before alarge, ruined building, severa stories of crumbling
stonework overgrown with mosses and sprouting ferns. Music played somewhere nearby, quiet string
jazz, and smoke rose from the far side of the building.

&€0d_ooks like Moma&E™sfiring,&€» Karimah said. 8€0es5hed€™'s got awood-fired kiln aswell asone
that runson fuel cells. She likesto use the wood-fired kiln when she can, even though ité€™sapainin
the ass, because she saysité€™s more basic and natura. Also produces more interesting colors and
patterns.&€ Shelooked at Cale and laughed. &€ceY ou have no ideawhat 1&€™m talking about, do
YOU?&€Ee

&€0NO0.&€

&M oma&E™s a potter. She makes just about anything you can imagine&€” bowls, plates, cups, vases,
pots. Anything practical, and lots of just plain beautiful stuff for decoration. Whatever she and Dad
don&E™1 need she gives away or trades at the markets. Thatd€™s one of the reasonsthey live out
hereé€’ theyd€™ re within walking distance of a good source of clay.&€+ She gestured to the side of the
building. &€od_et&€™'s go around. Day like today, Dad&€™s probably in the garden.&€»

When they came around to the south side of the building, Cae was taken aback at the size of the
aEogyarden.&€- It was more like asmdll agricultural field, various shades of green running the length of
the building and stretching severa hundred paces to the south until it ran up againgt a dense stand of
short, dark blue-violet trees. Rows of plants were divided by footpaths, and deep within the garden atall,
thin gray-bearded man with awide-brimmed hat waved at them. He bent over to dig at something in the
soil, then afew moments later walked toward them.



Her father&€™s name was Rusk, and he shook Caled€™ s hand with surprising vigor. He was bony and
his skin was weathered and wrinkled; he smiled with genuine warmth and looked a Cale with blue eyes
that shined.

&€aPleased to meet you, Cale, &€+ Rusk said. 8Eadt&€™ s been years since Karimah&€™'s brought
anyone to see the family.&€»

Cdefdt himsdf flush, and didn&€™t quite understand why. The old man just patted him on the shoulder
and said, &€od_et&€™s go see Mama.&€e

Karimah&E™s mother appeared to be much younger than Rusk, though her long dark hair was heavily
streaked with silver. Her name was Zaida and she was stoking the firebox of abrick kiln that had been
built on the eastern side of the house. Smoke rose from a chimney that was close to two storiestal. A
few paces away were severa huge stacks of firewood, sorted by size. Zaida peered into ahole at the red
crackling fire, then nodded once. She straightened, brushed her hands on her trousers, and shook
Caed€™s hand.

&€aShould be okay for awhile,&€e she said. &€ceY ou two are the first ones here. Let&€™'s have some
tea, and you can show Cale around the place.&€»

Karimah&€™s parents made Cale fed welcome, an unfamiliar but pleasant sensation. From outside, the
house appeared to bein ruins, but the walls were thick and solid, and the interior was well-maintained
and secure from the weather&€” dry and cool and comfortable. The ground floor consisted entirely of one
enormous room with ahigh celling, flooded with light from large windows. In addition to dozens of
ceramic pieces placed throughout the room, anumber of Rusk&E™s watercolor paintings hung on the
walls and post supports, redigtic dtill lifes of garden foods, and impressionistic lagoon landscapes,
reminding him of the anchorited€™s art books.

While Rusk made a pot of strong, smoke-scented tea, Karimah took Cale upstairs and showed him the
rooms on the second floor, then led the way up along and narrow flight of stairsto the vast open loft
areawhere Rusk painted. From asmall window in the south wall, Cale looked out over the enormous
garden, then across the stand of trees and onto the outlying areas of Morningstar, a patchwork of
multicolored flowers and greenery and blocks of buildings that graduadly became more stone, brick,
metal, and concrete, and less green, until theinner city was nothing but artificid structures, taler asthey
neared the center, broken only by roadways and canals. And at the center of it al, The Idand, which
from thisfar away looked much lessimpressive than it did from close-up.

&My brother and sister will be coming soon,&€« Karimah said. She stood next to him, her shoulder
gently pressing againgt his. &€aa/Netry to get together like this every two or three weeks.é€e

That explained the days she disappeared without saying anything to him. &€oeY oudE™ve never
mentioned your family before, &€ Cde said.

&€odNeither have you.&€.

Calenodded. He was reluctant to say anything at al to her. Too many years of keeping it to himsdlf, not
trusting anyone, not even Feegan or Junko or Terrel. Karimah, though. . . . Here shewas bringing him
into her family. Helooked at her, and though he knew he could not tell her hisfamily name, or how he
had come to thisworld, he redlized he could share at least some of his past with her.

&EcaMly father&€™s dead,&€» hetold her. &€odHe died when | wasfive. Asfar as| know, my mother,



t00.8€
&€Eod &E™m sorry,a€s Karimah said. &€adt&€™s not much to say, but | am.&€e

He shrugged and turned to her. &€cdet&€™s go have teawith your parents.&€e

They drank the teaoutside, Sitting beside asmall pond shaded by apair of fountainberry trees, near the
kiln so Zaida could keep an eye on the temperature. She was glaze firing two different sets of bowlsand
cups, along with anumber of vases, and explained the process to Cae. Karimah&€E™ s brother Jemal
arrived next, with hiswife Katya and daughter Faith. Faith was fourteen years old, and stayed only long
enough to give her grandparents and aunt a kiss, be introduced to Cale, then she was off to Zaidad€™'s
studio to &odhrow pots,&€s whatever that meant. Cale imagined her tossing pots across the room and
shattering them againgt the walls, but he was sure the reality wasn&€™t anything like that.

At midday, Karimah&€™s sster Mgjidah arrived, with her wife Toyaand their thirteen-year-old son
Max. Max spoke with avoice little more than awhisper, asked where Faith was, then, after wandering
among the adults for afew minutes, said he was going to watch Faith.

Therest of the day passed dowly and enjoyably for Cae. He learned that Jema was an analytics teacher
at asmall school near theriver, that Katyaworked as a med-tech in free clinicsin the poorer areas of
Morningstar, and that Mgjidah and Toyaran abarge cafA© on the Grand Cana 8€” they drifted up and
down the canal, mooring in different districts each day, so that their customers were different every night,
then cycled back to the same areas over time o that they got to know peoplein al parts of the city.
Rusk talked about the garden, which provided much of their food, and Zaida talked about the orchids
she was growing in a greenhouse sunroom on the second floor of the house&€” she pointed it out to Cale,
at the southwestern corner of the building; through the steamy glass he could see dense patches of green
and strings of brilliant colors. Gardening for pleasure was such a strange idea to him, but he thought he
was beginning to understand it.

No one asked Cale about his past, or what he was doing now; no one asked Karimah what she was
doing; no one ever mentioned the Resurrectionists, but Cae sensed that everyone knew. There seemed
to be an understanding to avoid the topic.

Asthe sun set behind the buildings of The Idand, Cale joined Rusk out in the garden while the others
went ingdeto start dinner. Rusk opened avavein alarge pipe and water flowed through a system of
hoses and pipes and sprayers, watering nearly the entire garden in asow and controlled fashion. A few
plants, however, needed hand-watering, and Cale helped carry watering cans out to a plot far from the
building where severa rows of tiny green plants were just beginning to emerge from the ground. Rusk
showed him what to do, and they watered the seedlings together, carefully pouring water into the
channds of each row, saturating the ground without harming any of the ddlicate plants. When they were
done, they brought the cans back to the faucets and sat together on abench with their backs against the
building, taking in the last of the sun.

Rusk took a gtrip of cigarettes from his pocket, offered them to Cale, and nodded in approva when Cae
shook his head. &€cdt&€™'s abad family trait,&€» he told Cale. He popped one free from the strip and
litit. He smoked in slence for atime, eyes closed, face turned toward the setting sun. Findly he turned to
Cale and spoke.

aEcaWe used to live near the center of Morningstar, not far from The Idand. For years. Decades.
Karimah grew up there, not here.8€» He smiled. &€0eShe&€E™'s an urban woman to her core. Aswe
grew older, though, it was taking too damn much energy just to live, to get through each day. Too much



noise, too many people, too much worrying about our own persona safety. We both redlized we
werenad€™t gppreciating life very much. Some do, in that environment, some peoplethriveinit.é€s He
shook his head. &oeZaidaand | don&€™1. Lots of other people dond€™t, either, but many of them
canéE™t ever get out. Some of those who do, well, they really get out, they retreat completelya€’ into
the jungleswherethey live like hermits, or other isolated placesfar from Morningstar. A few even fredy
choose to travel over the Divide and live there. &€

Cdenodded. &od met someone who did that. She was an anchorite, and shelived by herself in acabin,
and | don&€™t think shed€™ s ever going to leave.&€e

aEcaVdl, thatdE™s allittle extreme for us. We like the comforts of eectricity and running water.&€s He
chuckled. &ceThough | admit we had a hdll of atime getting those two thingsin place here.&€» He
crushed out his cigarette stub in the dirt with his shoe. &€ceAnd it&€™s important to be near our children
and grandchildren. This place has been perfect for us. A lot of work, but wed€™ve enjoyed dmost
every bit of that work, and wed€™re both alot happier.&€s He lit another cigarette and looked askance
at Cale. &0s50 youdE™ve been on the other side of the Divide?a€s It was barely a question.

Cale nodded, redlizing the dip hed€™d made. &€caNot by choice &€+ he replied.

Rusk smiled, then said, &€ceY ou don&E™t talk much. | noticed that today. | like that in you, though
[&E™m suspicious of it in most people.&€s

Thinking of Blackburn, Cale said, &oeSomeone el se told me that, several years ago.a€e

Rusk nodded, and went on. &€oeK arimah&E™'s our youngest child. We still think of her asthe baby of
the family, even though she can probably take care of herself better than any of the rest of us. So we
worry alittle about her.&€»

&EodAre you worried about me?a€s

Smiling, Rusk shook his head. &€odNot at all, Cale. Shed€™s avery good judge of character, and if she
likes you and trusts you&€” which she does, or you wouldn&€™t be here&€’ then we do, too. But we
worry about what you al are doing: The Idand Security Forces and the Sarakheen and canal pirates and
all the other crazy people who don&€™t seem to like what youd€™re trying to do, even if they
don&€™t really know what it iS.5€e

Cae didn&€™t know how to respond, but finally said, &€ad ta&€™s important to her.&€e
&€ceY es, | know that. Isit important to you?a€e

&Y es, itis.éEe

&NV hy 75€-

Caethought about it for awhile, and even though the only answer he had didn&€™t seem satisfactory,
he didn&€™1 have another. Besides, it was atrue answer.

&€ad don&€™1 have anything else,&€» he said.

Rusk nodded dowly, asif with areluctant or sad understanding. &€oeThat&€™s a shame, son. Thatd€™'s
adamn shame.&€»



Dinner was along and extravagant event, with everyone seated at atable by a high window looking out
onto the garden in the waning evening light. Food was plentiful, most of it provided by the garden,
supplemented with fish and braised mesats and bottles of homemade wine. By the time it was over, and
Rusk was serving coffee and brandy and kuma and tea, darkness had falen completely, and Cae
realized they were expected to spend the night.

Soon the two youngsters, after cleaning up the dishes and kitchen, went off to bed&€’ they were going to
deep on cots up in the attic roomsa€” but the adults remained at the table, drinking and talking for another
two or three hours, until the moonlight began to glisten asilver green off the tops of the highest plants out
in the garden. Karimah&€™ s brother and sister and their wives said their goodnights and went upstairs,
then Cde thanked Rusk and Zaidafor their hospitality, and Karimah led the way up to the second floor
and asmdl room that looked out on the pond and the kiln.

While Karimah went down the hall to the bathroom, Cale went to the window and |ooked out at the
quiet and peaceful night. After atime, Rusk appeared outside. Smoking a cigarette, he walked along the
outer rows of the garden, then went over to the pond and sat. Zaida came out, walked over to Rusk,
kissed him gently on the forehead, then went to the kiln and checked the temperature. She added more
wood to the firebox, then stood and watched the glowing heat through the narrow vents, watched the
smoke rise up from the chimney, alight gray cloud against the black evening sky.

Karimah returned and stood beside him, looking at his face. 808N hatd€™s wrong?a€e

He shook his head. &€aeNothing,&€« he said, knowing that they both knew he was lying. He wiped the
tears from hisface, put hisarms around her and pulled her to him, held her tightly, but it wasna€™t
enough to ease the deep and painful ache that drove though him, and hewondered if it ever would be.

SEVEN

In the early autumn, Cale was returning from avist to Sidoniein one of the Resurrectionitsa€™ skiffs
when he found the way into Marlowe Canal blocked by a makeshift rigging of cables and ropes and
patrolled by security launches. Cale pulled in toward the nearest launch and hailed the two-person crew.

aEcWhat&€™ s happening?a€s he asked.

The senior officer cameto the aft railing and leaned toward Cde. &€oelhered€™s abreach in the
cana &€+ she said. &€08A big whirlpool&€™s devel oped, sucking the water underground, and ita€™s
big enough to cause aproblem for boats. Y oud&€™d get pulled right in and end up drowned.&€»

Cale stood up in the skiff and tried to see through the ropes and cables, but al he could make out were
crowds of people on the banks, watching the water near the Resurrectionistsa€™ building.

&EWherea€™s all the water going?&€e he asked. But even as he finished, arush of panic flooded him
as the obvious answer came to him slent and unwanted.

a€o0Don&E™t know, &€ the officer said. &€od &€™ve heard word of some kind of tunnels.&€.

Calefdt momentarily paralyzed, then he quickly said, &€cel hanks &€+ and pushed off from the launch,
dropped to the bench seet, put the motor in gear, and jacked up the throttle. Moments later he pulled in
to the nearest dock, squeezing in between two water taxis, banging and scraping both hulls; he locked the
motor, tied up the boat, scrambled onto the dock, and ran.

As he neared the building, the cana bank was so crowded he had to cut over to the street for the final
two blocks. He was just about to enter the skin parlor when he saw the Sarakheen standing at the curb.


E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\RosettaCodex-toc.html

Despite the daya€™'s heet, he was wearing afull body-suit and thin gloves, which hid dl evidence of his
mek limbs.

Cale stopped afew paces away and stared at the Sarakheen, who gazed back at him with the same lack
of expression hisface had held that day hed€™d been with Blackburn. The silent tension between them
seemed to extend for along time, though Cale felt certain that only seconds passed. &€ceNo,&€ he
whispered to himsalf and broke his gaze from the Sarakheen and ran into the skin parlor.

Down the hall, barely able to punch the codes to unlock the door, then up the flights of stairstwo and
three steps at time, crashing out once as he caught a step and lost hisfooting, banging shins and knees
and forearms; then back to hisfeet and on up to the third floor. One more corridor, then around the
corner to the central stairwell. The door was propped open and he could hear shouting coming up from
bel ow. Breathing hard, he pulled himsdf through the door and started down the stairs.

He expected to meet people coming up, but didn&€™t. When he reached the main entrance to the
Undernegth, he saw whya€’ everyone was down here€” those who had been above ground when the
flooding had begun, and those muddy and wet or otherwise bedraggled who had obvioudy been below.
There were people lying on the floor and others squatting against the walls, afew coughing violently, and
gl others standing around the main lift shaft. Thelift to the level below wasjust coming up with Benka
and Hamzaaz, who were both filthy with mud; Benkad€™ s trousers were split open and blood flowed
from along gash in hisleg; Hamzaaz was bleeding from both arms, but she was able to help Benkalimp
off thelift asit stopped and other people moved forward to help.

Cicero spotted Cade and stepped in front of him, holding out hisarmsto block hisway.
&€Where is she?a€+ Cae demanded, nearly screaming it.

&EceY ou canaE€™t go down there, &€+ Cicero told him. &€oAll youg€E™ Il do is get yoursdf killed. That
place is adeath trap right now.&€»

&€aeNo! We cand€™t just let them drown.&€+ He tried to shove Cicero aside, but the old man was
stronger than heB€™d expected, and grabbed him by the shoulders, stopping him.

&EcCde, just hold on and listen to me. Listen to me! Y ou can go down to one of the next two levels and
help, dl right? Help the people coming up. The main lift isthe only one working, and none of therall
systems, everything is ladders and steps down there now. Powerd€™s gone below thefirst level, which
meansthe only lights are the emergency lanternsif anyone can find them. That breach ishuge, ité€™sa
torrent pouring in there right now, coming in at the third level. We cand€™t go below, or thereB€™ | just
be more dead. Y ou understand me? Cale? [t&€™s death down there. They&€™re on their own, and we
can&€™1t do anything elseto help them. Cale? Cade. . . understand?a€»

Cae nodded, stupefied and suddenly wesak, al energy leaking out of him, leaving him deadened and
incapable of movement. He felt dizzy and dropped to one knee, head bent down. He understood, and he
knew Cicero wasright, and he was overwhelmed by despair. Breathing was suddenly difficult, asif his
lungs had forgotten what to do. His eyes wanted to close, his entire body trying to shut down. Then he
found a new reserve of strength somewhere and got back to hisfeet, looking directly at Cicero.

&€od_et me go help.&€.
Cicero studied him, then nodded and said, &€ceAll right . . . al right. Be careful .&€»

Caehurried to the lift asit was headed back down and jumped onto the platform. It descended with
intolerable downess. When it finally reached the lower level and stopped, he hurried across the room to



the nearest shaft and started down the ladder.

As he emerged from the dark vertical passage into the lamp-lit second level, he could hear the roar of the
water below. Cicero wasright. Loud and powerful like the cataracts upriver, where Terrel had taken him
once. Five people sat on cots and stools near the two main shafts leading to the lower levels, watching
the openings and waiting. They looked up as he crossed the chamber, and one of them, awoman named
Jax, gestured for him to St beside her on her cot.

Hewent first to the shafts and looked down into them. Bright lanterns had been lowered on ropes; they
hung just above the streams of water that rushed out from the side passages and poured down the shafts
to the lower levels. The lanterns were ahope, he thought, beacons guiding any survivors up to the top
and safety.

He sat next to Jax and she handed him awater flask. Cae thanked her and drank, then handed the flask
to the next person.

€Y es,8€ Jax said, raising her voice to be heard above the wateré€™s roar. 8€ceShed€™s down
there. All we can do iswait.&€e

Cde nodded, not quite knowing why, and turned to the nearest of the shafts, fixing his gaze on the light
coming up from the lanterns, listening to the rushing flood. He waited.

Two hourslater they heard a strangled, choking cry from one of the shafts. Cae and Jax hurried to it and
looked down. Far below, partidly lit by the lamps, afigure clung to the ladder, deluged by the torrent of
water.

aEcaNVedE™reright herel &€+ Jax called down to the motionless figure. &€ceY ou havena€™t got
far! &€

There was no reply from the person below, nor was there any movement. Arms and legs appeared to be
wrapped tightly around the rungs, asthough afraid to let go.

&€asCan you keep climbing?a€s Jax caled.
Stll noreply.

aEaebhit, &€ Jax muttered. &€oaVhoever it is probably cand€™t make it any farther. Wed€™re going
to have to go get them.&€

&Ed&E™I| doit,&€- Caleyelled.
Jax nodded once and didn&€™t argue. She knew why he was volunteering.

Firg they tied arope under Caled€™s arms so he wouldn&€™t fall to his own death, then Jax gave him
the end of another rope to tie around the person below. &odNow go,&€e she said. &€ad don&€™t want
to lose them. Not when they&€™'re so close.&€

Cale climbed onto the ladder and descended through the shaft. The light below hurt his eyes so he kept
his focus on the rungs of the ladder before him. He passed through the collection of lamps and stepped
down and into the torrent, clinging tightly to the ladder. The force of the water emerging from the sde
passage was stronger than he expected and nearly knocked him from the ladder, but he hung on and
took it dowly and carefully, one hand at atime, onefoot a atime.



As he went lower, theforce of the water shifted direction and became all downward, pouring over him,
making it difficult to see anything. He continued to descend, trying to keep the figure below himin sight. It
was ether taking longer than hed€™d thought to reach the person, or his sense of time was distorted.

Then suddenly he was there, his boots just two rungs above the persond€™s head. He couldn&€™t be
sure, but he thought it was awoman. He took one more step down.

&€0d &€™m herel &+ he shouted over the rush of water.
The woman looked up, and Caed€™ s heart collapsed. It wasna€™t Karimah.

Her namewas Dirdre, and her face was overwhemed with exhaustion and panic as she managed to
choke out, &€aeHelp me.&€»

In despair, Cae worked hisway down dong the ladder until they were both clinging to the same rungs.
The pouring water made everything dow and difficult, but he managed to loop the rope tightly around
her, under her arms, then looped the extralength at the end down under her crotch and back up to the
first loop. It took him another long minute to securely tie off the rope, then he tugged once at it. The rope
became taut, but Dirdre wouldn&€™t move; he pried her hand from the ladder and helped her make the
first step. Findly she started to climb on her own. When she was severa rungs above him, hetugged at
his own rope, the dack was taken up, and he followed behind her.

The ascent seemed to take even longer than the climb down, and he could bardly bring himself to follow
Dirdre. He wanted to turn around and continue down to search for Karimah; but now that he was here
with the water pouring over him and draining his strength, he understood with complete certainty that
everything Cicero had said was trued€’ descending any farther would be certain deeth. He hated himself
for understanding that. Karimah, if by any chance she was till alive somewhere down below him, wason
her own. That redlization filled him with such despair that he could bardly find the will to keep climbing.

But he did; they both kept climbing, and at some point Cae noticed that Dirdre was no longer on the
ladder above him, and he realized they&€™d made it. Two more rungs, then he fell back into the
chamber and lay on the floor, looking up at Jax, who crouched beside him.

&€0d &€™m sorry, Cale,a€» she whispered. She took his hand in both of hers and squeezed. &€ceY ou
did good, and 1&€™m sorry.&€e

Some hourslater he found he could no longer wait with the others, and on shaky legs dowly made his
way up out of the Underneath. When he reached the main basement, Cicero convinced him to take a hot
shower and get something to eat. Cale nodded, but he had something elseto do firs.

He emerged from the central stairwell on the third floor, then staggered down the two flights of Sairsto
the skin parlor and went straight for the front door. But when he sumbled out into the street, the
Sarakheen was gone.

Thewhirlpool disappeared once the Underneath was completely flooded up to canal level and there was
nowhere else for the water to go. Marlowe Canal was opened to boat traffic once more, and on the
outside everything returned to normd.

Diverswere hired to find and repair the breach, then pumping equipment was brought in, installed, and
garted. The water leve in the Underneath began to dowly drop.



During the second day, Tico&€™s body was found in the glass-paneled chamber, and later that night the
body of awoman named Sarantinawas discovered in one of the ladder shafts, trapped under a hatch
blocked shut by acollapsed wall.

In the early morning of the third day, they brought Karimah&€™s body up from one of the degpest
accessible chambers. Hands shaking and legs so weak he could barely stay on hisfeet, Cale helped three
otherscarry her body up the shafts, the lift, then up the central stairway. He repeatedly glanced away and
then looked back at her, convinced each time that he would discover it was someone el sethey carried,
which would leave him with someinfinitely smal and infinitely irrationd hopethat shewas il dive. It
was never anyone but Karimah, however; there was never any red hope. Findly they brought her to the
third floor, where helaid her out on the degping mat in their room. The others withdrew, leaving him
aonewith her.

He sat hunched up beside her, helpless and numb. Coherent thought was impossible; random words and
images, bits of recalled sound and odors, scattered around his seemingly hollow mind. With one ear
turned toward her, he listened intently for aword from her purple-gray lips, awhisper, some hint of
breath. Nothing. He stared at the bruised and bloated face, attempting to superimpose over the paeflesh
animage of Karimah aivea€” her eyes open, her mouth turned up in awry smile, her skin flushed with
color ashelay with her on the pdlet in their private cell in the Underneath. But he could not maintain that
image, it kept bresking apart, and it was her inanimate and unchanging face that stared relentlessly back
at him. He knew, finally, that she was dead, and that she would never speak to him again.

With Cicero&€™ s help, Cale placed her cloth-shrouded body in the bottom of the skiff, then started the
motor and pushed away from the dock. Overhead, the sun was a hot, blurred disk of pale orange,
smeared out and discolored by athick haze. Staring at the obscured sun, Cale was overcome by a
peculiar sensation that he was doing something wrong. He should be taking her body not inthis
motorized boat, but in acanoe, taking her home with hisown physical efforts. Then, ashe moved out into
the Grand Cand, the feding intensgified, until it became an urgent demand. He swung the skiff around and
headed back toward the south.

Hetied up at the small dock near Sidonie&€™s apartment, against the bank so Karimah&€™s body
could rest in the shade. Walking along the dock, he felt asense of rdlief at seeing Sidonie&€™'s canoe.
He hurried dong the street and up the stairs of her building, and stood breathing hard before her door.
He hesitated, afraid she wasn&€E™t in, not wanting to take the canoe without asking her, but knowing he
would do it if he had to. Findly he knocked.

Sidonie cameto the door and smiled when she saw him, but the smile transformed dmost immediately as
shelooked into his eyes.

&€ocaWhat&€™s happened, Cale?a€.

Shetried to lead him inside, but he shook his head, opening and closing his mouth like adying fish. Then,
quite suddenly and dmost peacefully, the tension in histhroat disappeared, and he began to speak.

She put her hand to his cheek, gently brushed his skin, and listened.

Cale paddied the canoe through the midday heet, hardly aware of his surroundings, of the other boatsin
the water around him. The water&€™ s surface was shiny and choppy from the boat traffic, and the air
smdled of oil and old fish, grilling meat and rotting vegetation. Someone caled out to him from one of the



large commerciad cargo boatsjust before it nearly swamped him, and he heard the laughter of otherswho
were watching from shore.

Once heleft the Grand Canal, as each new channel became narrower and quieter than the previous, he
felt agrowing relief, dong with acurious sense of peace. He never looked at the shrouded body laid out
at hisfeet, but he was congtantly aware of its presence, aware of where he was headed and why. His
arms grew tired and he would occasondly rest, gliding dowly dong the water, coasting to astop, and he
would st motionlessin the canoe, surveying the water and the banks on either sde of him, searching for
something he would know only if he saw it. But the sense of recognition never came, and hewould dip
the paddle into the water and resume his progress.

Sometimein the late afternoon he approached the stone bridge at the lagoon&€™'s entrance, and passed
beneath it. After taking severa strong, deep strokes, he let the canoe drift across the lagoon, now
watching Karimah&€™'s shrouded body asiif he expected to see some movement or other change as she
neared her mother and father. The canoe dowed, until it was hardly moving forward at all. He sat with
the paddle across his thighs, water dripping dowly from the blade, and listened to the quiet sounds
around him&€”the flutter of wings, the gentle dap of webbed feet from awaddling duck; a high-pitched
clicking within the trees; afaint splash from somewhere behind him.

The canoe bumped against the small barge, then gradually swung around. Cale grabbed the barge and
pulled the canoe dong it until he was up againgt the dock. He sat there for along time without moving,
then climbed out and tied up. He left her in the canoe and entered the trees.

When he came around the side of the building, he saw Rusk and Zaidain the garden harvesting long,
green gtriped vegetables, picking them from thetall, gangly plants and placing them in awoven basket.
Zadalooked up firgt, puzzled, then straightened and put her closed hand up to her mouth when she saw
Caded€™sface and redized he was done. Rusk looked at Zaida, then at Cale, then turned back to his
wifeand put hisarms around her, pulling her tight against him.

In the morning, they buried her just beyond the far boundary of the garden, benesth ayoung spider tree.
Thewholefamily wasthere, the family Cae had met weeks earlier. Except for Cale, dl of them wept a
onetime or another, hard or soft, but al strangely quiet. Cde waited for his own tears, but they never
came,

When the last of the dirt was spread over her, Rusk and Zaida asked him to stay with them for the day,
for the night if he wanted. They seemed to understand when he said he couldn&€™t, or were so
overwhelmed with their own grief that it didn&€™1t matter. He said goodbye to them and returned to the

lagoon.

Cdesat inthe empty canoe for atime, staring at the clean dark waters, studying the reflections of the
hazy sky and the dark spider trees, and his own reflection rippling dightly as the canoe rocked gently
beside the dock. He picked up the paddie, plunged it into the water, and pulled.

EIGHT

He spent the following days on the waterways of Morningstar, paddling the canoe from one cand to
another, stepping on land only to relieve himsdaf and refill hiswater flask. He bought chegp food from
boat vendors, and large quantities of even chegper beer; but he found that the acoholic haze did nothing
to ease the grief, and discovered he preferred the sober numbness that otherwise enveloped him.
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In quieter waters he watched deek brown stennets swimming beside the canoein pairs, their tiny black
eyeswatching him with curiosity. Bulbous-eyed fish rose and splashed at dusk, sending out tiny wavel ets
inwidening circles. In the mornings he watched the sun rise and light up the water with silver and gold
reflections, and in the evenings he watched the sun set, coloring the water with darker hues, tinting the
slver and gold with deep orange and red.

He vidted familiar parts of Morningstar and areas hed€™d never seen before. One afternoon he paddied
past the narrow channel where the Skyute had been attacked, and later, near the Resurrectionits4€™
encampment, drifted over the spot where the boat had burned and gone down that night. He looked over
the side of the canoe, hoping to see some sign of the sunken wreck. He saw nothing but black murky
water, and eventualy he dug the paddle into the water with long, deep strokes, making sure he would be
nowhere near this part of the city when darknessfell.

At night he dept in the canoe, letting it drift on the water whenever the numbing weariness set in, ignoring
therisk of collisonswith other boats. One night, having drifted into the middle of one of the main cands,
he was awakened by the blaring horn of alarge cargo barge bearing down on him. Without panic, Cde
camly sat up, picked up the paddie, and pulled out of the bargeB€™ s path just in time, the corner of the
barge clipping the tail end of the canoe, the wake bobbing him up and down for along time afterward.

After eight or nine or ten days he found himsalf paddling toward Sidonie&€™s dock, and the day opened
up to him asif he were emerging from a coma, some trancelike state. The setting sun seemed intense,
colors became more vivid, the odors of fish and cooking fires and flowers intensified, and the sounds of
people and music and engines and splashing water al grew louder, sharper, and clearer.

Ashe pulled in to the dock, he noticed that the Resurrectionistsa€™ skiff was gone, hopefully returned
to them. Hetied up and stepped onto the wooden planks, then stood there for atime, listening to the city,
to the water, breathing in the scent of the deep orange lilies spilling over the banks. The dock moved
under him from the wake of apassng boat, and he knew it wastimeto return to land, even if it was only
to prepareto leave it once again.

He stood outside Sidonied€™s door, just as he had days before, once again hesitating, once again afraid
she would not be in. He knocked, and when she opened the door she did not appear surprised to see
him.

Cdewaked out onto the balcony and looked out at the sun just disappearing behind the highest building
milesto the west, agleaming stone structure he remembered seeing severa days earlier from much
closer. Sidoniejoined him on the balcony and gently put her hand on his shoulder.

Ecd €™ ve lost something, &€« he said.
&€ad know . . . Karimah.&€e

He nodded once, then shook his head. &ceM ore than that. Something that died with her. And not just
because she died.&€+ He paused, struggling to find the words. &od &€™m not sure | completely
understand. Because of why she died, | think.&€» He turned to Sidonie. &o0dt&€™s gone, whatever it
iS.8€

Shewas silent for atime, sudying him, then her own gaze logt itsfocus asif she werelooking into some

other place or time with sadness and utter certainty.

Caeturned and leaned againgt the balcony railing, then tilted his head back to ook up and toward the
eadt a the faint starsjust now becoming visible in the darkening blue and purple sky. Sidonie stood next
to him, her shoulder againgt his, watching the sarswith him.



&€ceT ake methere &€« he finally said. &€oelhered€™ s nothing left for me here.&€e

&EaeMaybe, &€+ she replied, sighing deeply. &€ad know 1&E€™ve encouraged you to go back, but |
canad€™1t make any promises about what will be there for you. Nothingd€™ s certain.&€e

He turned to her. &€ad learned that along time ago,&€« he told her, &€aebut | didn&€™1t remember.&€-

In the kitchen the kettle hissed and boiled and Sidonie went insde. Cale sat in one of the chairs and
looked off into the west, at the remnants of bloodred sky and the lights coming on al over the city.
Sidonie returned with the cups of hot steaming kuma, handed one to him, and sat in the other chair.

&€0d 3€™m not ready, &€ he said. &€od have no education, there are too many timeswhen | have no
ideawhat people are doing or what they&€™ re talking about.&€+ He shook his head. &€ad can barely
read. | can&€E™t go back to that kind of life like this. I&€™d be completely unprepared and
overwhelmed.&€»

&€ad understand,&€» Sidonie replied. &€od can find the places, the people who can teach you.&€e

Neither of them spoke after that. They drank their kumaand watched night fully envelop the city,
watched the stars glitter against the cobalt sky, and the red-white hazy tail of aspike ship risng from the
port and heading toward the station, astarlike coin in geosynch orbit high above them.

Helooked down and stared into his cup, at the diver of reflected light on the surface of the hot kuma,
and fdt his hands begin to shake. A rushing sound filled his ears from within his own body and he set the
cup on the floor, hands shaking even worse now. He couldn&€™t look at Sidonie. He couldn&€™t look
at anything. Cale bent hishead, pressed his pams againgt his eyes, and finaly wept.

INTERLUDE

After four years he did not fed ready, but rather finaly accepted that there wasllittle ese he could do to
prepare for what lay ahead. Sidonie made arrangementsfor their passage to Lagrima, but it would be
nearly ayear before they could leave.

He had onefind task, he told her, and she could go with him if she wished, but he would go doneif not.
He had to go back acrossthe Divide, to that part of the world that had wounded them both, and retrieve
something he had | eft behind. Y our innocence? she asked with a sad smile.

In early spring, after aweek of preparations, they left Morningstar in the back compartment of a
trader&€™ s van, and headed west.

They purchased two pack ponies and several weeks of provisionsin Karadum, crossed the Divide, then
headed north. He knew no other way back to Sproul&€™s grave, so they retraced the route he had
taken through this wasteland years before.

Eight days after the crossing, they rodeinto the ruins of the village by theriver. Little had changed, except
that the blood had long since been washed away and the corpses had become little more than bleached
bones clothed in shreds of faded fabric. Caleled the way to the place on the river where he had last seen
Lammia&€™s dead body, but there was nothing there except for athick patch of flowering plants that
was just beginning to bloom.

In the next stretch of desert, he saw no sign of the burned tree that had induced the visions of
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Aliazar&€™simbecile brother, but the impass oned words and conjured images of that night filled
CaedE€™ s thoughts as he and Sidonie rode across the parched and crackling earth.

Two daysfarther on, the vast, dark marsh appeared before them, gloomy and cold and somehow both
dead and un-dead, asif it existed in some indefinable state between the two, and had so for uncounted
centuries. They kept their distance from the marsh, using it only asalandmark. Cale occasondly glanced
Sideways a the mist-shrouded expanse, afraid aboat with two figures severa years dead would appear
drifting across the black waters, stark skeletons sitting upright on rotting wood with flaps of dried skin
dangling from their bones. No boat appeared.

Sixteen days later they crested the low hillock and looked down at the ruined dwellings of the deserted
hamlet. It was early afternoon, the day&€™'s hegt at its pesk&E”warm, but nothing like it wasthe first
time heA€™d come here. The empty dwellingslooked asif they had not been seen by human eyes since
hisown. Thear was quiet and still and smelled faintly of the aromatic blossoms on the nearby plants.

&€caWhat is this place?a€s Sidonie asked.

&Eod don&E™1t know, &€ Cae replied, searching the buildings for some sign of change and finding
none, not even afurther decay. Asif the town had been in a state of suspended animation since hed€™d
left it behind. &€ceSomething sacred, &€« he said.

&EosSacred to whom?a€e

Caedidn&E™t answer. He looked behind them and saw nothing but dry low hills and sparse brush and
afew spindly treeswith budding leaves. For severd days now hed€™d sensed they were being
followed, though he had never seen or heard anything to confirm it, and had said nothing to Sidonie. He
realized now that was part of why hed€™d decided to come here first before returning to Sproul&é€™s
grave.

a€oWhat isit, Cale?a€.
a€aeNothing.&€+ He turned and kneed the pony and led the way down and into the deserted village.

They dismounted and tied up the poniesjust outsde the large central building. A heavy sllence
surrounded them, gtifling somehow, the air stagnant. Inside the building, everything was unchangeda€’ the
pedestd 4ill lying onits Sde; the meta bowl on the floor with the cold black and gray ashes of thefire he
and Sproul had made; the rotting benches; the holes in the roof; the broken candles and shards of
colored glass scattered on the floor.

aENVhat&E™ s here?a€» Sidonie asked.

&€odNothing, &€+ Caereplied. He moved forward, making hisway toward the dtar, and Sidonie
followed.

The stone dab lay unmoved beside the dtar, the wood splintered and crushed benegth it, and the dtar
itsdlf was gill empty, emitting not even ahint of the animate azure light that had flowed from it that night dl
those years ago.

Cdelooked up at the high stone wall and stared a the alien glyphs, once more sensing the power in
them. Or perhaps he was only sensing their utter strangeness. Sidonie stood beside him and together they
studied the markings, neither speaking, until Cale felt entranced by them, asif he could amost understand
their message on some deep and unconscious level.



Solid footsteps broke him out of histrance, and he turned to see Blackburn in the doorway, aiming a
weapon at them. Hewore a hat again, but no jacket, and the weapon he carried appeared to be arifle of
somekind. Hisface hed little expresson. He studied the two of them carefully, periodicaly glancing
around the building, into the corners, never shifting his gaze from Cae and Sidonie for morethan a
moment, taking it al in until he was gpparently satisfied.

&€oDond€E™t move or say aword, &€« hefindly said. &€od won&€™t hesitate to shoot, not even you,
young Cale.&€»

Sidonielooked at Cale but didn&€™1 say anything. Blackburn came dowly forward, continuing to survey
his surroundings as though afraid someone or something would legp out of the shadows and attack him.
When he reached the dltar, he looked down into the empty stone container.

aEcArewe all too late, then?a€» he said. He looked at Cale. &€odt was already empty?a€e he asked,
intently observing Caea€™sface.

&EoeY es.&€.
&€ceY ou didn&€E™1 find something that youd€™ve aready stashed away somewhere?a€s
Cale shook his head. &od_ook around al you want,&€» he replied.

Blackburn nodded. &a0h, | will. | believe you, but I&€™I| search all the same.&€» He sighed heavily,
and something vital seemed to go out of him. &odDo you know what was in there?a€s

&€odNo. Do you?a€s Cale asked.
Blackburn didn&€™t answer. His eyes seemed unfocused.

&EoAre you alone?a€s Cde asked, trying to distract Blackburn, afraid of where the big mana€™s
thoughts were going.

Blackburnd€™s eyes came back into focus and he gave Cae a puzzled smile. &0g0f course. I&€™m
always alone.&€

&Ead thought the Sarakheen might be with you. Arend€™t you working for him?&€e

Blackburn&€™s expression hardened and his eyes narrowed, and he said, &€ad don&€™t work for
anyone except myself, young Cale.&€» He cocked his head and regarded Sidonie for atime, asthough
just now noticing her. &0a/Nho are you?a€e

&€oSidonie.&€.

After looking back and forth between the two of them severd times, Blackburn smiled with amusement.
&€osSurely not lovers?a€s

Cale snapped out, &€0a/Nhy not?a€s

Blackburn was unfazed and his smile only widened. &€oaNo, | think not, &€+ he said. &€ceMore like
surrogate mother and son, 1&€™d say.&€» The smile quickly faded and Blackburn said to Cale, more
serioudy, &0eY oudE™ve been here before, havena€™t you? Thaté€™s why youa€™'re here
NowaE” youdE™ve come back.&€e

Better to stay with the truth, Cale thought. &€ceY es, &€ he admitted.



a&EaBut thiswasna€™1t empty then, wasit?a€s Blackburn asked, nodding toward the dtar.

&€0aN0.8€ True enoughé€’ it wasné€E™t empty until hed€™d left with Sproul. He pointed to the dab
on the floor. &€ceT hat was il on top of it.&€+ Finally, he gave Blackburn one last piece of truth. &€cdt
was too heavy for me to move.&€e

&€0caWhy did you come back?a€» Blackburn asked. &odf you don&€™t know what was in there, why
did you comedl thisway? Take al the risks?a€»

It was the question Cale had been afraid of, but now hed€™d had time to prepare an answer. &€odt had
to be something valuable, &€+ he said. &EodGemstones or precious metd's, maybe some exotic drug,
something. When | was on this side of the Divide before, 18€™d met people who were searching for
some kind of incredible treasure, people who were willing to dietrying to find it.&€» Thinking of Sproul,
he added, &odPeople who did dietrying to find it.&€e

Still watching him steadily, Blackburn nodded&€” nodded in di sappointed acceptance of some wonderful
thing now lost. He turned to the wall of glyphs and appeared to be reading them. &ad wonder who did
findit. And | wonder . . .&€ He didn&€™t finish. Still studying the glyphs, he resumed speaking ina
thoughtful and puzzled tone. &€od &€E™ I tell you astrange thing, Cae. 1&€™vetraveled for yearson this
sde of the Divide, I&€™ve spent much of that time searching for this place, but I&€™ve never found it
before. I&€™ve been by that dry lake out there more than once, but 1&€™Vve never seen these buildings
until today.&€+ He turned back to Cale. &oa/Nhat do you think? Does this place only appear on certain
days?Isit only manifest when the moon and sun and planets move into some specid alignment?a€e

Facing Blackburn&€™ s intense gaze, Cae did not have to pretend confusion, for he had no ideawhat
Blackburn was talking about.

&€ceY ou redly dond€™t know anything about that,&€+ Blackburn finally said, shaking hishead in
dismissal. &od thought you were going to lead meto it. Well, you did, but to no purpose.&€»

&EcaVhat is this place?a€» Cale asked, repeating Sidonied€™s question.

Blackburn smiled again and shook his head. He gestured with the wegpon. &€0eOn the floor,
facedown.&€.

&EaAre you going to kill us?a€s Sidonie asked.
Blackburn laughed. &odDon&€E™t be melodramatic.&€» He pointed to the floor again.

Caeand Sidonie lay down beside the altar and Blackburn bound their ankles, then bound their wrists
behind their backs. He left the building, and a short while later, through the open doorway, Cae saw
Blackburn return atop Morrigan, the big anima shaking its head and kicking up dust and chunks of dried
mud, as strong and feisty as ever. Cale watched Blackburn dismount, remove the bags from their ponies,
and begin searching through them.

aEaaWill hekill us?a€s Sidonie asked in awhisper.
&€ad don&€E™t think so.&€e

Over the next hour Blackburn went through dl of their bags, then undertook athorough search of the
building, finding nothing. He squatted beside Cale, therifle resting across his knees, and sighed heavily.

&€dt really was empty.&€e



Cae didn&€™t bother to respond. Blackburn rocked dightly on his haunches, looking past him at the
wall of markings once again. &€ca/NVoulda€™ve changed my life,&€s he said. &oadMlight have changed
al our lives.&€»

Thaté&€™swhat Sproul believed, too, Cae thought, and he supposed that in away it wastrue.
Blackburn got to hisfest, then turned and started to walk away.
&EcArend€™t you going to untie us?a€e Cale asked.

Blackburn stopped and turned. &€ceCana€™1 do that. | dond€™1t want you coming after me. Morrigan
can outpace those pathetic pack ponies of yours, but | dona&€™t want the trouble. Y ou and your
surrogate mother or lover or whatever sheis, youa€™ || free yourselves eventuadly. Be thankful I1&€™m
leaving you the ponies.&€+ He raised and tipped his hat to them, and the sun coming in through the hole
in the room gleamed brightly off the shaved head. Blackburn replaced the hat, turned, and left. Outside,
he mounted Morrigan, and galloped away.

In the cool and cloudy early morning hours three days | ater, after taking a circuitous route, Cae and
Sidonie approached the tall, solitary stone and Sproul&€™ s grave. The terrain was unbroken for great
distances dl around them, and Cae was certain they had not been followed.

They hobbled the ponies on the other side of the stone, then set to work together to open up the grave.
The clouds thickened, and a cold and damp breeze kicked up, but no rain fell. Asthey scraped and dug
away the earth, exposing Sproul&€™s remains, Cale was surprised that there was only adry, musty
odor. Thefleshlessribcage and skull appeared; nothing remained but the dirt-covered skeleton and
clumps of hair, the bones stripped clean by whatever subterranean crestures or microorganisms dwelled
inthe ground.

The dien book wastilted and wedged between the pelvic bones, while glimpses of the blue stones could
be seen among the scraps of stained cloth that were dl that remained of Sproul&€E™s vest. Caelifted the
volume out of the grave and st it on the ground before Sidonie. He raised the cover and turned it over,
then very carefully lifted one of the meta pages so she could see the markings etched throughiit.

He went to the ponies, and from his persona rucksack he removed a bag of thick heavy leather. He
returned to the grave, kndlt besideit, and as he dug out the blue stones and placed them in the bag, he
explained his plan to Sidonie.

&€0d 8€™m going to pack the book uncovered in among all my other supplies, &€ hetold her.
aE0d&E™m not going to try to disguise it or hideit. But | want to bring these with us, because | want the
guards at the Divide crossing to think that the stones are what wed€™re trying to get across. | think
they&€™ I react just as Sproul dida€” fixate on the stones and ignore the book.&€e

aEaBut if the stones killed Sproul, arend€™t you risking the same thing?&€e

Cde shook hishead. &aod8€™m going to keep them in thisbag and let it drag aways behind us. That
should be safe enough. | was with Sproul for severa days, usudly closeto him, and | never got sick.&€»

&€0And when we get to the Divide?a€e

aEd &E™II have to keep them in the rucksack for ashort time, but IA&€™m willing to take that risk. The
guardswill focus on the stones, | think. My guessistheya€™!|| take some of them as &€ payment.a€E™
And | hope they won&€™t even notice the book.&€e



When the bag was three-quartersfull, he stood, leaving the rest of the stoneswith Sproul&€™sremains,
then he and Sidonie refilled the grave. He packed the book in his rucksack, tied along cord to the bag of
stones, tossed the bag to the ground, then tied the other end of the cord to the back of his pony&€™s
packsaddle.

&€0d_etd€™s go,&€- he said. &€Ead want to be asfar from here as possible before we make camp for
the night.&€-

Sidonie nodded her agreement. They unhobbled the ponies, mounted, and rode away from the grave as
thefirst dropsof rainfell.

Severa dayslater, just after midday, they arrived once again at the burned village. Despite the painful
images and memories the place conjured up for Cale, they decided to spend the night near theriver inthe
only hut that was reasonably intact. They were both exhausted from the days of travel and welcomed the
chanceto rest, grateful for shelter from the damp night air.

After helping Sidonie clean the hut, Cale went out to wander about the ruins. He walked among the
charred remains of the huts and other buildings that had once comprised thisvillage, ddliberately studying
the skulls of the dead and reminding himself that these skeletons of bleached and scorched bones had
once been living men and women. The evidence was there even amid al the devastation: a smoke-stained
necklace of polished stones; a charred boot; agold ring around the stripped finger bone of a detached
hand.

Eventualy he made hisway upstream to where he3€™d made camp that night. Someone €l se had made
use of the site since then, for there were far more half-burned branches, dead coals, and ashin the
makeshift fire pit than he had produced that one night. He poked through the ashes with a tick; they
were clumped with moisture, and patches of black moss grew benegth them.

Hefollowed the river back downstream until he reached the flat patch of grassthat had once held
Lammia&€™s dead body. Nothing at al remained; perhapsif he were to walk out into the water and
wade downstream and search among the rocks and the riverbed, he would find her bones. Cae knelt on
the grass and watched the water rushing past, rippling over stones and dead branches. He had known
her for only afew hours, but the ache of her loss till resided within him, adding itsdlf to the much larger
ache of Karimah, so that both were linked in death.

The scent of the flowers blooming around the edges of the grass was strong and comforting. Calelay on
his back, breathing deeply, and watched the high scattered clouds drift by above him.

The sun was setting when he returned to the hut, and Sidonie was seated at atable with the alien book
before her. Two thin wooden sticks protruded from it, like page markers. The coppery covers reflected
aswimming, burnished light from the oil lamp she€™d found somewhere,

&€ceY ou never looked closdly at this, did you? Looked through it, page by page?a€s

a€aeNo. | didn&€™t haveit long. | didna€™t think there was any point. | couldn&€™t read back then,
but evenif | could have, | couldn&€™1 have read that. &€+ He pointed at the book and sat across from
her.

Sidonie nodded once and said, &€ceY eah, it&E€™ s Jagprana writing. But you could haveread it. Or a



part of it. You didn&€™t redlizeit, but its€™snot all in the Jaapranad€™ s language.&€+ She opened

the book, carefully turning the metd leaves afew a atime until it lay open where it was marked by the

first stick. There, the page was no longer like astencil; etched onto the metdl lesf in black were rows of
figures, ideographs he couldn&€™1t read but which hedB€™d seen in some of the anchorited€™s books
and on 9gnsin severd digricts around Morningstar.

&€ad think thatd€™s Chinese, &€+ she said. &caVe can find out for sure later.&€+ She turned another
batch of pages until she came to the second marker, where the figures changed once again&€” thistime to
the Roman dphabet. &odReform English, more or less &€+ she said.

Cale sat stunned, confused about what to think, with no ideawhere to begin, no ideawhat it might mean.
&€oHave you read it?a€« he asked.

&€aeNo, only thefirst page. | wanted to wait for you.&€+ She got up and knelt by the camp stove, where
apot of kuma steamed and brewed with a gentle hiss. &€ad thought we should read it together.&€»

Cale nodded absently, staring at the words on the page upside down before him. He was both excited
and afraid. Excited about the possibilities, and afraid that the text would turn out to be mundane and
pointless, making this entire excurson awagte of time.

Sidonie brought the pot and cupsto thetable. Cae did his chair around so that they sat Side by side, and
they begantoread. . ..

| was already a revenant when you arrived. A ghost from your future and our past.

Also from your past and our future.

| have been waiting for years, for decades, and now for centuries.

Here.

Now.

The initial waiting ended decades ago with your arrival on thisworld. | watched you build a city,
the one you call Morningstar, watched you build it atop the rubble which in turn lay atop the ruins
of our own ghost cities, which in our deaths we had deliberately sunk into the earth where they lay
in hiding, waiting as | waited. And where they still lie, hiding and waiting.

Waiting for you, and for us. For our return.

Waiting for you.



Who are we? You name us the Jaaprana, from the city where some of your people first discovered
remnants of our lives. What we name ourselves cannot be tranglated into any of your languages
without confusion and misunderstanding, so | refer to us as the Jaaprana even though that is not
who we are.

We are a peoplein away similar to the way in which you are a people.

| lived among you, invisible, though sensed by a few who had no notion of who or what | was. |
learned your ways, your languages, until | could create this manuscript, which holds the keys to
our return.

Not my return, however, for | sacrificed my life to become the revenant for this world, the keeper
and the maker of this manuscript.

There followed many pages providing abroad overview of the history of the Jagprana, from their earliest
appearancein cities on their home world, to their first venturesinto space, and to their subsequent
colonization over many decades of fourteen other worlds. References were made to conflicts, to wars, to
catastrophes natura and sdlf-inflicted, to great technologica advancements and socid achievements, to
scientific successes and failures.

Not so different from human history, Cale thought. This entire section had thefedl of an obligatory
recounting of the Jaapranad€™s story as acivilization, and perhaps that was just what it was. But he and
Sidonie kept on, and soon the tone changed again, intriguing him oncemore. . . .

Then came the time of our death.
But not our end.

We wer e dying as a people. No new generations arose, and no understanding or solution despite
the greatest of efforts.

Extinction loomed.

Re-genesis became the only option.

Willing our deaths, willing the destruction of our cities, willing our entombment in the Graveyard
of Saints.

Centurieswill be needed for our re-genesis, and now you are needed to initiate the final steps, to



revive the Emissary and release us.

You are the one who can bring us back, the one who can unite your past and ours, your future and
ours.

We have much to offer you, as you have much to offer us. The wisdom of lives that can only come
from those who have lived them.

We learned a great lesson from our coming deaths. A value to life that cannot be understood
unless lost and regained.

A lesson your people have not yet learned.

Thereis a gate to where we lie entombed, to the Graveyard of Saints. A gate to a place out of
time, a gate to a place that is not a place. You must take this manuscript through that gate and to
the shrine in the Graveyard.

The gate will be found near a star of solitude, an inner world that is not a world but a portal
where no other worlds exist. The star&€™s own special satellite.

This volume contains within it the map to the star of solitude, and the gate. When it is opened to
the end page, you will find a tab laid into the binding. Press the tab and a chart will manifest to
guide you. Thisisyour destination.

The gate lies near the star, fixed in its position. You enter the gate by a straight path, the path
through the gate and toward the star, the two aligned before you. The gate will take you not to
the star, but to the place that is not a place, which is named Graveyard of Saints.

Our mausoleum and our home.

In the Graveyard of Saints you will find a shrine: the processor of this manuscript.

Lay this manuscript in its place atop the shrine, and revive the Emissary. When the process has
begun, take it back and keep it with you. For if the Emissary does not awaken or does not
function, you must find the next and you must have the manuscript with you to begin again.

When the Emissary awakens, you will pass on this manuscript when requested.



Thiswill be your final task, for it shall be the Emissary who will set in motion our re-genesis.

And our return.

Those were the fina words. Calelooked up at Sidonie.
&€oaWhat do you think?&€e he asked.

&€Eadt would be incredibleif it&€™s true.&€» She breathed in deeply, then dowly let it out. &€oaVhat |
can understand of it. | don&€™t know, Cale, it sounds trueto me. It fedls true.&€e

Cale nodded in agreement. There was something about the words, afeding of power to them that was
much like the power hed€™d fdt in the village when he€™d first seen the alien markings on thewall
behind the dtar. He could not have explained what that power was, or what produced it, but he felt
certain of its presence.

aEceTry it, &€ Sidonie said. &€ceA ctivate the star chart the way it says. If nothing happens. . .&€+ She
shrugged.

Cale opened the book to the last page, ametal sheet blank and thicker than the others, then held the
page straight up and looked at the binding. He saw adull black tab at the edge of the binding, laid the
final page atop the others, and did the tab to one side.

Panelsfolded out from the spine, hinged to the book and angled dightly up and toward each other. A
faint whirring sounded, then crimson glowing matrices gppeared in the air before them. Thered lines
glistened, then brightened and expanded until they filled dl the shadowed reaches of the hut. The matrices
faded, replaced by gold and siver stars, anight sky surrounding them, shining brightly so that it seemed
that he and Sidonie had become suspended in space. Near the center, asingle star appeared asalarger

pulsng greenlight.

&EoeCal e?8€

&€ceY es?a€» he said quietly, regarding the shining stars, the pulsing green star at their center.
€A re we going there?a€« Sidonie asked.

Caelooked at her and nodded. &€ce0h yes. Someday. Wea€™ Il find away, Sidonie. Wea€™I| find
it.5€» He reached toward the oil lamp and turned down the wick until the flame went out, and they sat in
the darkness, surrounded by stars.

Eleven days later, skies clear and bright and hot above them, Cale and Sidonie rode into the dusty
settlement of the Northern Crossing. They sold the ponies and whatever provisions they couldn&€™t
carry, then approached the border station on foot, the bag of blue stones now tucked into Calea€™s
rucksack. Severa hourslater, when Cale had been cleansed and tested and was dressed once again, one
of the security officers handed his rucksack to him with apoorly hidden smirk. Cae knelt and glanced
through his belongings; the bag of stoneswas definitely smaller, and the senior officer stood to the Side,
watching Cde with asteady gaze as though daring him to complain. But Cae had seen the corner of the
strange book, and that was al that mattered. He opened his mouth asif to protest, then closed it without



aword. It was understood by al&€” the missing stones were the price for passage, and Caefet only a
twinge of guilt that the security officers might soon be paying their own far higher price.

When Sidonie emerged from the building afew minutes later and joined him, Cade said nothing, and they
Set out together across the bridge.

They logt half of the remaining stones to the security officers on the other side of the bridge, but entered
Karadum with the alien book intact. As soon asthey were out of sight of the station, Cale pulled the bag
of stonesfrom hisrucksack and tossed it into a pile of trash on a side street behind agambling house.
They walked on.

The next morning they bought aride in atrader&€™'s van not unlike the one in which they&€™d cometo
Karadum. They would bein Morningstar in afew more days, and then after that they would soon be
leavingé&€’ leaving Morningstar, Conrada€™s World, this star system. They were returning home, Sidonie
said. Cdewasna€™t so sure. But now, at last, he waswilling to seeif it was possibly true.

BOOK THREE
ONE

Lagrima Home?

They began their descent in artificid twilight, then emerged from the orbital sation and into the
unexpected blinding glare of the sun. Cae shaded his eyes, blinking, just asthe stedlglass before him
polarized and eased the glare. Seated beside him, Sidonie put a hand on hisarm. &osSorry, | forgot to
warn you about that.&€e

The passenger ring continued its drop down the outer rim of the space el evatora€™s cargo shaft,
rotating dowly, while the sun gppeared to be setting in fast-motion, the skya€™s colorstrangitioning
from lighter huesto darker, from the palest turquoise blue to wide swaths of deep ydlow and fiery
orange. Then, asthe sun disappeared and their view dowly spiraed toward the south, the sky became a
dark rose that blossomed into arich bloodred. Disoriented, fedling asif they were descending through
time aswell as space, Cde watched thefind trangitions through darkening violet and then cobdt and
indigo until, asthey entered complete night, stars appeared both above and bel ow them.

The thousands of shining points below and steadily approaching were not starsat al but the lights of
Lagrima. The city lay spread out beneath them for milesin dl directions, its boundaries delineated by a
band of darkness blacker than shadow.

The seacameinto view, strangdly lit from beneath the water near the shore, the shallows abright agua
that darkened toward date as the water degpened, and eventually became nearly black. Severa thin
appendages of the citya€™s eastern perimeter extended out over the surface of the water, buildings and
avenues gleaming with light and movement. Tiny sparkling shapesrose and fell with gentle swellsout on
the deeper darker waters. Tranducent cloud-like forms drifted above the seg, trailing gold Streamers.

Their rotation and descent continued, revealing aragged, sparsaly lit coadtline that tretched far away
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from Lagrima, somehow separate and independent of the city, and which then disappeared into darkness
and heavy migts. Then the main city reappeared, vaster and nearer now, brighter and more dive though
they were till milesaboveit. Multicolored lights of flying vehicles wove chaotic patterns above the city.

Sidonie pointed to aglistening structure of gold and crimson lights near the distant edge of the city, the
lightsforming the three-dimensiond shape of a glowing-eyed fa con with taons outstretched as though
reaching for its prey. Theimage was familiar to Cdein avague and unsettling way, so that he wanted to
turn away from it and yet stare harder &t it at the sametime.

&€odHome, &€+ she said. &€ceT he Alexandros Family Estates.&€s She shook her head. &€odt used to
be more than three timesthat size, before you were born. The largest on thisworld, the largest on two
worlds. It was till nearly twice that size when we left, and much nearer to the core of the city. Things
change so fast here.&€

She gestured at avast and sparkling emerald enclave shaped like a pyramid, and an enormous tower of
dlver and blue lattices rising two or more miles above the city. Both were sgnificantly larger than the
Alexandros Estates, denser and higher, aswell as covering far more territory, and both gave off ablazing
luminescence that pulsed into the night like the beating of gigantic and primevd hearts.

&€l he Saar Family Consortium, and the Titan Consortium,&€e Sidonie explained. &€oeT hey used to be
weak competitors, much smaller than what you see. Now they&€™re leaving you far behind, and mostly
warring with each other. Before long theya€™ |l try to completely diminate you.&€e

&€ceT hat might be a good thing,&€+ Cale said.

&EoLCae &€ she sad, looking sternly at him. &€ael he Consortium is your inheritance. Y our
heritage.&€

Cdedidna&E™t reply, and soon they were again facing the sea. Shadowy forms looped through the
water, thin white lines of waves duiced up the long expansive dopes, never quite reaching the clusters of
people and shelters scattered a ong the beaches. Smoke rose from dozens of outdoor fires; a scattering
of black disks shot out over the water; an el ongated balloon drifted above the docks.

When they came around to face the city once more, farther down the shaft, Caefinaly began to
appreciate how extensve Lagrimawas. Structures that were clearly severd hundred stories high till
seemed quite small, and he now realized that the city boundaries were Sixty or seventy or more miles
distant. Lagrimawould completely dwarf Morningstar if they were to be set Sde by sde.

Onefind dow rotation and he could make out swimmersin the seaand diners a outdoor tables on long
floating docks, distinct roadways and smaller individua buildings, and the throngs of people in the streets
around the port facilities.

The passenger ring dowed, and eventually came to astop far above the Street, at afeatureless platform
that extended severa hundred feet from the elevator and hid the streets below. Severad hovering vehicles
waited at the edge of the platform, deek and expensive in appearance.

The seat restraints remained in place, and Cale glanced at Sidonie. &€ceNot for us,&€ she said with her
amused and crooked smile. &€oaNe get off at street level. Thisisfor the dites. Would have been us, |
suppose, if we werend€™t coming in unannounced and under different names.a€»

Two women and a man emerged first from the inner elevator compartments and stepped out onto the
platform. Bodies enclosed in elaborate coppery exoske etons, they walked leisurely across the platform
toward the waiting vehicles. They werefollowed by afamily of two adults and severa children dll



dressed in smple hooded brown robes; behind them trailed three salf-propelled carts stacked with crates
and metal tubes and elaborate yellow baskets, guided by an old man with two tufts of white hair
gprouting just above hisears. Last to emerge were four masked and helmeted figures wearing what
gppeared to be military uniforms, dark green shock suits with inggniaon their upper ams.

Asthefirg three did their exoskeletoned formsinto the rear compartment of along blue and silver
vehicle with blacked-out windows, the elevator resumed its descent. It dropped into adark shaft, then
emerged with aburst of light into avast termina swarming with people and vendor carts and jinrickshes.

The seat restraints unlatched and retracted. Cale and Sidonie stood and retrieved their bags from the
locked cubicles behind their seatsA€” rucksack and duffel bag for Cde, two duffels for Sidonie.
Everything they owned. &odHang on tight to your bags,&€s Sidonie warned him. &€oa/NVhat security
they&€™ve got down hereisjust about worthless.&€s They stood in front of their seats, and after an
unintelligible digitized voice sounded, the steel glass before them rolled up into the ceiling, letting in an
incredible rush of noise. They stepped out into the terminal.

The heat washed over him, heavy and damp and enervating, and he stopped and swayed, momentarily
dizzy. &EcaWVait until midday,&€» Sidonie said. &€oeY oudE ™Il see why so much of the city is climate
controlled.&€e

&€Where to now?a€» Cale asked.
aEcaWeaE™I| walk. It isn&€™t far.&€ She pushed her way into the crowd and Cale followed.

Sidonie had decided not to go to the Alexandros Estates right away, to wait until daylight when people
were more likely to be awake. She knew of an inn that at one time had been run by one of her cousins,
and they would stay thereif it till existed. If not, there was no shortage of placesto stay herein the port
sector.

Cdefdt overwhdmed by the unfamiliar smells and sounds and lights of the streets. Music and barked
orders and the aroma of cooking foods and sputtering signs and a blaring klaxon and squawking animals
and the stench of burning plagtic al became mingled so that he could barely distinguish one from another.
Hetightly gripped his bags and tried to stay focused on Sidonie asthey walked past jinku parlors and
taverns and stunner arcades and day spas and neural hook-ups, soup sdllers and street preachers and
ratpacks and pedal cart cabbies and two barking dogboys crawling past them on dl fours.

Fifteen minuteslater they discovered that the inn had changed names and ownership severd timesin
recent years. Now it was astunner arcade. They stood for awhile and watched the jerking formsin the
stunner booths through the front window, then turned away. They&€™d have to find some other place to

day.
A straw hat bobbing in the mass of people across the roadway caught his eye. Something very familiar
about that hat . . . not just the hat but the way it moved, something about the gait it implied.

&EcaWhat isit?&€s Sidonie asked.

&EaDon&€E™1t know, &€+ Calereplied. &€oeThat hat. | thought it . . .&€+ He pushed forward through the
crowd and stepped into the street, weaving hisway through the vehicles and pedestrians, trying to keep
the straw hat in sight. He followed it around a corner and across another street, steadily gaining onit.

As Cdegot closer, he could make out the figure benegath the hat. In one hand the man held a string sack
filled with two bottles and severa paper-wrapped parcels. As Cae saw the skinny bare arms and legs
and the ragged shorts, memory rushed through him and he thought he knew who it was, even though the



old man was by himself. Cale pressed forward, squeezed hisway between two people, and put his hand
on the man&€™sarm.

The old man cried out and spun, holding hisfree hand up asif to defend himsdf or deflect ablow. It was
the face Cale remembered.

a€oAliazar, &€ he said.

Aliazar lowered his hand and looked up at him with squinting eyes. He straightened a bit and the tension
in hisface eased. He regarded Cale intently, then dowly nodded once.

&€0aAh, young sre. | know you. From another time and another world, yes?a€s

&€ceY es &€+ Cale answered.

&€EceY oudE™ve grown up. A young man now. But . . . | don&€™t remember your name.&€s
&EoCale.a€.

€A, yes. Cae. | remember now.&€» He leaned to the side, looking behind Cale. &osAnd
who&€E™s this with you?a€e

Cale turned, then stepped to the Side, introducing Aliazar and Sidonie to each other. &€caNVe met on the
other side of the Divide, &€+ Cale explained to her.

The old man laughed, gesturing at the crowd and the buildings around them. &€ceA little different, this
place, don&€™t you think? Where we first met was alittle quieter.&€» He sighed. &€aeA ot more
peaceful .&€e

&€caWVhat about your brother?a€» Cale asked. &€ad s he still with you?a€s

&€aeHarlock? Of course. Until one of us dies.&€» He held up the string sack. &€ad was getting supper
for us. He&E™s with the menagerie.é€»

&M enagerie?a€e

&E00nly amanner of speaking. My idiot brother and | Sgned on with atraveling festival of sortsafew
years ago. Wea€™'re staying on the beach for two or three weeks, performing. Why don&€™t you join
us for supper? Thered€™ s plenty here. And if you need a place to deep, our tenté€™'s big enough,
easy.a€e

Cdelooked at Sidonie, who shrugged in reply. He turned back to Aliazar. He was drawn to the old
man, even though he suspected Aliazar had drugged him that night al those years ago. Something to do
with Harlock and hisvisions. Still, Aliazar hadn&€™t taken anything from him, hadn&™t done anything
but leave without aword in the morning.

&€oDkay,a€ Cale said. &EceThanks.&€e

The beach was less crowded than the streets, but not by much. Few people were in the water, but
hundreds wandered among the fires and booths and distilleries, or strolled out onto the floating docks
lined with bars and restaurants and dance pavilions.

Thetraveing festival was set up far back from the water, aroped-off encampment of fifty or sixty tents of



various sizes and shapes, though al were made of the same green and red wave-patterned fabric.
Aliazaré€™ s tent stood on the perimeter, the smallest in sight, its open flap facing the sea. Aliazar asked
Cdeand Sidonieto wait, then ducked under the rope and clambered through the tent opening. He
emerged afew moments later, cursing.

&€ad told him to stay here, &€+ Aliazar said. &€ceHe doesné€™ realize how easy itisfor himto get lost.
Hdf thetime he doesn&€™1t evenredize he is lost. The hours| spend looking for him . . &€

They stood together and surveyed the beach, the festival grounds, the streets behind them, searching for
some sign of Harlock.

Cae saw himfirgt. Harlock stood hunched and misshapen out near the end of the closest floating dock,
garing intently at something in the sea. The dragonlights from the restaurant behind him gave hisfacea
strange flaming glow and cast along shadow across the water. His clothes were drab rags and hisfeet
were bare.

Aliazar shook his head. &ceHe better be careful not to fdl in. He cand€™1t swim, he knowsthat. Hah.
Neither of us can.&€» He turned to Cale and Sidonie. &od almost drowned once, fell off my boat into a
swimming hole. Harlock stood on the shore and bawled. Didn&€™t have enough senseto go get
someone. | was lucky enough to get hold of the boat and hang on until someone found us.&€« He started
across the sand toward the dock.

Cae and Sidoniefollowed the old man. They hadn&€™t quite reached the dock when Harlock lifted his
head, stepped forward, and dropped into the water. He sank quickly with no sign of struggle.

aEoHarlock! &€e Aliazar cried.

Without thinking, Cale shucked hisbags at Sidoniea€™ s feet, then broke into arun, taking the last few
steps across the sand, up the stone ramp, and onto the floating dock. He ran along the edge of the dock,
amostly clear path ahead of him, jumping over aseries of planters, aspringboard, and a purging trough,
hardly bresking stride.

When he reached the end of the dock he looked down through the clear water and saw Harlock on the
bottom, his body upright, feet and hands and arms drifting like thick pale kelp. The water wasné€™t
very deep, lessthan fifteen feet and illuminated by drifting underwater lamps. Cale kicked off hisboots,
took along deep breath, and dove.

The water waswarm, and so clear and well-lit it seemed he was looking through hazy air. A flat orange
creature with two bulbous eyes swam toward him, only veering away at the last second so that Calefelt
thetickleof itstallson hisankle.

Cae swam down at an angle to come around in front of Harlock, kicked and stroked twice more as he
reached the big man, and drifted down to the bottom, looking into Harlock&€™s open eyes.

Harlock&€E™s eyes widened briefly, then softened, remaining open. Cale was certain those eyes
implored him to leave, to swim back to the surface a one and leave Harlock to his new-found pesce.

For amoment Cale thought about granting Harlock&€™s wish, but he just couldn&€™t do it. He swam
behind Harlock and wrapped one arm around his chest, crouched, then kicked off the sandy bottom.
Harlock didn&€™t resst, didn&€E™1t struggle, but didn&€™t help. Cale pulled with hisonefree arm,
kicking fiercely, legswhipping the water again and again, thrusting them dowly but steadily upward.

They broke the surface and hands grabbed them, dragging them up and onto the dock. Cale crouched on



his knees, coughing, and watched as two med-techs carried Harlock away from the edge, laid him out on
apad, then bent over him asthey pulled out their rescue equipment. Aliazar hopped from one foot to the
other, gazing down &t his brother and moaning.

A short time later Sidonie arrived, struggling with al the bags. She dropped them onto the wooden
planks and sat beside Cde, putting her arm around him.

&€ceY ou al right?a€e

He nodded. Histhighs shook, even though he waswarm, and his breath still came hard and fast. He felt
incredibly tired; not al of it was physical. &€od don&€™t know about Harlock, though.&€e

&€ad heard one of the med-techs say he was going to be fine.&€e
Caelooked at her and said, &€oeHe might live, but Harlock will never be fine.é€e

Harlock dept ingdethetent, snoring. Cale, Sidonie, and Aliazar sat at atable near the tent flap, drinking
gpiced wine from stone cups and listening to the snores and the hushed sounds of the beach at night.

&€oHe wanted to die, didn&€™t he?a€» Aliazar said. &€oHe . . .&€+ Hisvoicetrailled away. He
looked out at the dark waters decorated with the shape-shifting jewe ry of reflected lights.

After awhile Cale answered. &€od cand€™1 really know.&€»

a€ad think heB€™s wanted to stop living for along time.&€+ He breathed in deeply, then released it
with aquiet moan. &ceThevisons. . . theyd€™re hard on him, they take everything from him, but
theyd€™re all he has.&€e

&€oHe has you,&€» Sidonie put in.

Aliazar looked at her. &€od &€™m his brother, and |1&€™m to take care of him, but | don&€™t know
what that means anymore.&€+ He turned to Cale. &€acaMaybe that means you should have let him
die.&€-

&€ad couldn&€™t, &€ Cale said.
Aliazar nodded. 4€0eAnd | can&€™t, either.&€e

TWO

Cae hardly noticed the city moving slently past the hired air sedan&€™ s windows as they traversed
Lagrima, and only afew specificimages registered: atransparent fountain that floated thirty feet above
the ground, two spouts of fluorescent green water arcing out and down and then flowing back into the
central core of the fountain; the roada€™ s surface liquefying and bubbling as two conversing men sank
into the street, then smoothing out as they disappeared; a building shaped like an upside-down teardrop
with solid wallsin which windows and doors materidized and demateridized with astounding frequency.
He was conscious only of avague impression of traveling through atechnologica wonderland, acity and
people of adigtant future that existed only in the imagination of some mad visionary like Harlock. None
of it wasfamiliar, nothing evoked even afleeting pull or twist of emotion. Sdonie felt much the same.

aEad_agrimaisin congtant flux,&€e she said. &€oBuildings and neighborhoods change, they grow and
shrink, new ones sprout into existence while others disappear. Even the streets and walkways sometimes


E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\RosettaCodex-toc.html

change direction or level. Only the port and the searemain relatively constant.&€+ She sighed heavily.
&Eadt&€™s been more than twenty years, Cale.&€»

The sedan glided into view of the main entrance to the Alexandros Estates, though it remained some
distance away. Those who had business with the Family, or hoped to, waited on floating platforms before
metd and glass latticed gates. Crystaline walls rose and curved above the platforms toward amassive
falcona€™ s head that stared down at them with open beak and glowing black and red eyes.

A pand in one of the gates became transparent, and an armored and hel meted figure stood in the
opening, behind the faint shimmer of an active Metzen Fidd. A floating platform with two women drifted
toward the open panel, and the women bowed.

Sidonie tapped codes onto the guide screen and the sedan veered away from the entrance and dipped
toward ground level. They skirted the perimeter of the Estate: the lower wallsformed of featurel ess black
stone, the upper walls a dense network of beautiful figures carved in dark red woods, shining webs of
coppery cable, and waterfals emerging from unseen sources and pouring over massive clumps of giant
ferns

The boundary of the Estate stretched on and on, and it was hard for Cae to imagine that the Estate had
once been two or threetimeslarger. Asthey came around to the rear of the Estate several milesfrom the
main entrance, the black stone gave way to stretches of rough-hewn dark wood and light brown rock
broken by black meta gates, thewallsthirty feet high and dl giving off the pae yelow glow of Metzen
Fedds.

Theair sedan set down in a clearing surrounded by bronze trees, and Cale and Sidonie disembarked.
The vehicleroseinto the air behind them and flared away, headed back to its tation.

The heat was oppressive, without abreath or hint of a breeze. Sdonie led the way through the bronze
trees, the metd leaves chiming gently when touched, across a stretch of broken ground, then dong a
grave path to one of the meta gates. Stone falcon heads with open beaks flanked the gate. Sidonie
approached the one on their right, leaned forward, and whispered into its beak. A few moments later the
Metzen Field faded and the gate swung open.

They entered and walked along awinding, high-walled passage that took them deeper into the Edtate.
Eventudly they reached another gate, another set of falcon heads, and once more Sidonie whispered into
an open beak. A heavy contented sigh whispered around them, Sidonie pushed the gate and went
through, and Caefollowed.

They entered a courtyard overgrown with flowering stalks and shrubs and dense hedges choked with
creepers awash in beautiful pale violet and white blossoms. A swest, cool perfume hungintheair.
Grasses hid the legs of three benches and awooden table. Pieces of flagstones were visible, enough to
hint at ameandering path that eventudly led to amassive wooden door that glowed with its own Metzen
Field. The door led into an immense building that rosein terraced fashion and extended as far as he could
seeto both sides.

SEWedE™|| wait here, &€+ Sidonie said. &€oaAfter dl thistime, the House won&€™t let usinside. Into
my courtyard, yes, but no farther. It cand€™t be sure wed€™re actualy ill dive. Meytawill comeif
shed€™s here.5€.

aEceMeyta?a€e



&€oeThe Keeper of the House.&€»

They sat on one of the benches, the rotting wood giving under their weight. Sidonie turned her head
dowly, surveying the courtyard.

a€EceThiswas my place &€ she said. &€ad loved it here, when it was cared for. It was my placeto be
alone, even fromyou. | only brought you here once, when you were atiny baby.&€e

Nothing wasfamiliar. Hefdt strangely empty. . . numb.

A long time passed, an hour, maybe more, the heat growing. The city noises did not penetrate here, but
the courtyard had its own quiet sounds: the rustling and clicks and whirring of unseen creatures moving
through the dense foliage, and the dripping of water from severd different directions, the water as hidden
asthe creatures.

The large wooden door dowly and hatingly opened with cracking sounds and abrief squed. The aroma
of sweet cooking spices emerged from the doorway aong with two armed soldiers, weapons held at
ready. The soldiers were followed by abent old woman leaning on a cane as she stepped into the deep
grasses, her head tipped to one side as she stared at Sidonie. She stopped afew feet away from the
bench, but remained silent.

&€odMeyta, &€+ Sidonie said.
The old woman closed one eye and her cheek twitched. &€adsit really you?a€e
Sidonie nodded, and Cale could seetears forming in her eyes. &€ceY es, Meyta.é€e

Meytad€™ s lips trembled and she straightened dightly, then came forward and brushed adark and
gnarled finger lightly along SidonieB€™ s ruined face. When she spoke, her voice was choked and quiet.
8€ceY es, Sidonig, it is you.&€+ She turned to Cale. &€0eAnd . . .&€+ She halted, swallowed visibly.
&€0ANnd who isthis?5€.

&EoLCde e Sidonie sad.

&€ad thought you might say that.&€« She appeared to shiver. &€od_etd€™s go inside.&€» She gestured
dismissively at the two soldiers, then turned back to Cale. &oa/Nel come home.&€e

They moved through a series of windowless corridors, celling lights brightening as they approached and
dimming asthey passed, then entered along wide hall with glasswallsthat echoed their footsteps and
looked out onto more gardens.

&€odDo you remember me?a€s Meyta asked.
&€oaNo,&€+ Cale answered. &€0d &8€™m sorry.&€e

Meyta coughed out a harsh laugh. &€ceDon&E™1 gpologize, young man. Y oudE™II have plenty of other
things to be sorry for.&€e

&€caWhere are we going?&€e he asked.

&€ceY oudE™II want to see your mother.&€» When Cale didn&€™1t reply, Meytaturned to him and said,
&€0eY es?5€.



Unnerved, he glanced at Sidonie, but there was no help from her. He breathed deeply and said,
€Y es.&€.

She nodded once. &aod don&€E™t blame you for being unsure.&€»
&€osShould we wait?&€» Sidonie asked. &€aeShould we prepare Elizabeth?a€.

8€E0aN0,8€° Meytareplied firmly, turning back and continuing. &€ceY ou&E™ || see, it doesnd€™t meatter.
The shock might even be good for her.&€»

Sometime later they passed through awide doorway and avast atrium opened before them, bright with
sunlight and awash in brightly colored plants. Birdsflew high above, moving among the upper branches of
trees that pressed against the glass pandls. Water flowed over rocks in adozen small brooks and pools,
dripped from wide-leafed plants and down dopes of stone and moss. Paths of white crushed shell wound
among the plants and waterways, leading to akind of idand near the center of the atrium.

Atop arise on theidand, awhite-robed woman sat in awide-backed wicker chair, looking out onto the
largest of the atrium&E™'s pools where two bright green serpents carved their way across the surface of
the water in complicated patterns around one another. The woman&€™s hair was quite long and straight
and very dark but for severa wide streaks of silver. On the table beside her was a black tegpot and cup,
and a plate with pastries. As Cale and Sidonie and Meyta approached on one of the paths, the woman
turned and faced them.

Caed€™s breath and forward motion ceased abruptly and al sound became arushing in hisears. He
knew that face. It wasthefirst truly familiar sght on thisworld and it made him dizzy and week, and he
wondered if he could remain standing. Breath returned and he tried to take astep forward, but hislegs
wouldn&€™t move.

He hadn&€™1 expected this. He didn&€™t know what he had expected . . . perhaps nothing.

Meytaand Sidonie had stopped afew feet ahead and looked back at him. Meytad€™s expression had
softened. &€oeCd e, &€ she said quietly yet firmly. Hearing his name, he was able to move again and they
resumed walking toward theidand and his mother.

They crossed athick wooden plank that spanned atiny stream, then continued up aset of shallow stone
steps.

&€agGood morning, Meyta,&€s Caled€™'s mother said as they approached.
&EoeElizabeth.&€.

&€E0aVho have you brought to me today?&€+ She glanced briefly at Sidonie, then regarded Cale with a
steady gaze. &€0aVho isthis person?a€e

&E02Y our son, Elizabeth.&€»
She smiled. &€0aNhich sonisit thistime?a€.
aEoLCale &€

His mother&€™s smile faltered for amoment, then returned. She sipped from her cup, then gestured to
him with her hand. &€osCome closer.&€»

Cae cameforward until she could have touched him had she chosen. She stared at hisface, into hiseyes,



and nodded once,
&EceY es, you could be Cale grown into ayoung man. But youdg€™re still dead.&€»
&€odNo, Elizabeth,4€» Meytasaid. &od\ot dead. This is Cale. He&E™ s survived.&€e

Sheturned to Meyta. &€od appreciate your efforts, Meyta, but ité€™s no use. All of my children are
dead.&€

&€aeNo, Elizabeth,&€» Sidonie repeated, stepping forward. &€oa/Ne escaped from the Exile Prince.
We survived. He&E™s your son, and hed€™s alive.&€»

Elizabeth looked at her with disdain. &oa/Nho are you?a€s
&€osSidonie.&€.

&€aSidonie.&€» Shetipped her head from one side to the other. &€c8Vhat happened to your face? Y ou
should get it reconstructed. Yes, | can seeit could be you. [t&€™s a shame youd€™re dead, t00.&€¢

&€kl izabeth! &€« Meytad€™ s voi ce was sharp and loud. &€ceThey are not dead. Elizabeth, listen to
me. Thisisyour son Cale, and hed€™s dlivel &€»

Elizabeth&€™ s face tightened, she glared a Meyta, then violently swept the pot and cup and plate from
the table and across the rocks, where they shattered. She stood abruptly. &€ceNever do thisto me again,
Meyta.&€Es Without looking at either Cale or Sidonie, she turned and walked off the idand, striding
quickly along one of the paths, not dowing until she reached the far end of the atrium and disappeared
through adoorway.

Cade stared after her, at the empty doorway, once again unable to move, unable to speak. To hisgreat
aurprise, hefelt hisheart bresking.

THREE

Cde spent thefollowing daysin exploration, sometimes with Sidonie but more often done. An air of
dissolution permeated the House and Estate, becoming outright decay in some of the less-frequented
rooms and tracts.

The House itsdf waslarger than any of the villages he€™d grown up in on the other Sde of the Divide,
asprawling web of single- or multileveled wings and individual rooms, passages and stairway's, bright
open sunrooms and windowless underground chambers. One hundred thirty-seven rooms, Meytatold
him. At one time there had been over three hundred.

... A cavernous room filled with rotting wood furniture so heavily coated with dust and mildew that Cale
hardly dared to breathe.

... Two narrow adjoining rooms with tiled floors in mosaic patterns depicting fanged creatures engaged
in combat. Five floor drainsin each room, but no fixtures of any kind, no clue to what the rooms had
been used for&€” nothing but blank windowless walls and shining metal doors.

... Facing north, asmall worship kiosk constructed of pale wood with windows open to the outside,
where severd of the House staff came to pray or meditate every morning before sunrise.

... Anentirewing of steelglasswallswith a southern exposure, cellingsfilled with skylights, but every
room empty and silent and ill, the walls absorbing any hint of echo, abandoned sunrooms waiting futilely
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to berevived.
Outside of the House, the Estate itself seemed to have no organization, no coherence.

... Onthe eastern perimeter, alarge tract of overgrown forest that Sidonie said had once been the site
of weeklong treasure hunts organized by the Alexandros Family and attended by hundreds of
Lagrima&E™s elite. Now Cale would have needed defoliants to penetrate more than ten feet into those
woods.

... A vineyard that was still well-tended and grew imported grapes and sarlets that were harvested and
made into winesfor the House.

... Two cryga quarrieslong abandoned, one haf-filled with water that had become the home of floating
plants and nests of bright yellow birds, the other dry and dusty yet sparkling with thousands of tiny dots
of color.

... Stablesfor llamas and poylets and musk goats, al of which were meticulously groomed and cared
for, ridden by the children of the servants.

And findly, at the main entrance to the Edtate, the ConsortiumaE™ s offices, ahigh narrow building of
polarized glass where more than a hundred people worked daily running the Family enterprises, executing
the trades and investments and daily business dedlings that kept the Alexandros Consortium from going
under. Barely.

Then, too, there were the encounters with hismother. . . .

In the main kitchens one morning, the air filled with the warmth and aroma of the yeasty spice bread that
was baked fresh every day for the House, his mother stood by awindow, drinking tea. Cale approached
her.

aEoMother . . .5€.

She glared at him and raised her hand, saying, &EceDon&€™1t dare say that to me again. I&€™II speak to
Meyta, and you will be dismissed from service immediately. Do you understand?a€s When he
didn&€™t respond, she repested hersalf, louder and with aharsher edge. &€0dDo you under stand?a€.

&€EY es, &€ hereplied.

Her expression softened. &€ad know youg€™re new here, so I1&E™II let it go. Still . . . Mother?a€s A
faint samile of amusement. &00An odd salutation, dona€™1t you think ?a€e

€Y es, &€ Cade said again.
She turned from him and left the room, shaking her head.

&E0aVho are you?a€» she asked him. They stood in one of the House&€™'s glass corridors, looking
into an abandoned greenhouse. Through the cracked and dirty glass panes they could see networks of
pipes and hoses dangling from the celling, dirt and rock scattered about the floor, and dusty tables and
shelves and the desiccated remnants of once-flowering plants and shrubs.



&€oLCale. &€
&€EceT hat was my sona€™s name. Did you know that?a€e
&€ad am your son.&€e

&€ceY ou look very much as | imagine he would have looked had he lived to be your age. Has anyone
told you that?a€e

€Y es.&E.

&€aHe died when he was quite young,&€« she went on. &€ceA child.&€» Her gaze was far away now,
looking past him and into the greenhouse. &€08All of my children are dead, dl eleven of them.&€« She
paused, as though recounting al those deathsin her mind. &€ceT hisfamily is cursed.&€e

&€oCursed, maybe, &€ Cade said. &€od won&€E™1 disagree. But your children are not all dead. | am
dill dive, Mother. 1&€™m alive.a€e

a€EcaAll dead.&€ Her voice was quiet, and she didn&€™t look at him. &€od.ike the gardens. Our family,
barren. When | die, it ends.&€-

&€aaMother,&€ he said firmly. &od am your son, and | am aive.&€e

&€ad tried.&€» She went to the glass door and opened it. &€od gave him six daughters and five sons,
and they all died.&€+ She stepped out onto the cracked earth. &€ceEvery one. . . every . . .&€* Her
voice faded as she wound her way among empty pots and planter boxes, dry and leafless branches,
upturned roots, brown clumps of dead grass. Cae stood in the doorway, watching her. Besde adry
pond was a plant with one flowering stem. She knelt before it and plucked the stem. The dried petasfell
away and dropped silently to the brown earth.

His mother sat in the shade by an artificid waterfal that emerged from the wdll of the House and fell in
three stages over rocks and into apool at her feet. A dense cluster of tiny yellow flowers floated atop the
water, encircling aspray of bright green stalks topped by buds that were just about to bloom.

Cale sat inawooden chair afew feet away o that, while he was not directly in front of her, hewas sure
hewasin her field of vision. The day was hot, but the waterfall&€™ s fine mist helped cool the air,
especidly in the shade.

aEadViother.5€e

She didn&€™t respond. She continued to watch the water moving in ripples across the pond, her hands
folded in her lap.

a€ad know youa€E™ve been through alot, the deaths of al of my brothers and sistersa€” your children.
The desth of your husband. My father. | guessyoud€™re afraid, afraid of believing, maybe, and then
finding out it isn&€™t true. Or maybe afraid of having to grieve again, | don&€™1t know.

aEaBut 1&€™m not dead, Mother. 1&€E™m your son. Cde. Sidonie and | survived the attack on the
Exile Prince, we survived a crash on Conrada€™s World, we survived yearsof ... of. ... We
survived, Mother. We are dive, both of us. I1&€™m alive. Y our son.&€»

She stood, took a couple of steps, then knelt at the edge of the pond and dipped her hand into it. When



she raised her hand she kept her fingers cupped, holding alittle of the water, then brought it to her
forehead and et the water drip down her face.

a€oaMother . . &€
She set her handsin the thick moss on either side of her legs and leaned forward, staring into the pond.

Cale couldn&€E™t stand it anymore. He got up from the chair and cried out, &€odMother! &€« When she
gtill did not respond, he closed his eyesfor afew moments and breathed deeply, trying to hold himself
together, then opened them, took one last ook at her, and walked back into the House.

Caed€™s mother had requested snow, and snow had fallen over the House and much of the Estate all
day. The snow continued to fal into the evening, alight emerald green in the bioluminescent lights that
hung about the House.

Shesat inthelibrary before afirethat burned in afireplace of transparent bricks set in the corner where
two glasswals met, topped by a half-domed glass ceiling. The snow fell onto the dome, melted, ran
along the curved surface, then dripped to the ground. Cale sat in the back of the room by the two high
walls of ancient bound books that had not been opened or read in centuries, and watched his mother
watch the snow and fire.

With both hands she pulled her long hair together at the nape of her neck and held it there. Cale thought
her hands were shaking, but he couldnd€™t be sure. Gradually uncurling her fingers, she released her
hair so that it draped across the back of the chair. Shetilted her head back and watched the snow falling
directly toward her.

After aseemingly interminable silence, her head tilted forward so that she was once again looking into the
fire, into red and orange and blue flames that waved listlessly above glowing lengths of scaled wood, at
embersthat pulsed with some great creaturea€™ s hibernating heartbest.

Then, so quietly he was certain she could not hear him, Cale whispered, &€oaViother &€

He sat slent and ill, and watched.

At sunrise Cale sat in arooftop garden atop the highest level of the House, ten floors up and atop a
tower that rose from the kitchens. From this vantage he could look out over the entire Alexandros Estate
and discern dl the perimeter wallsthat surrounded it. The risng sun was hidden behind one of thetaler
city buildingsto the east, and long shadows lay acrossthe Etate.

Thiswasdl his now. Thatd€™swhat everyone kept telling him. Sidonie, Meyta, the managers who had
been running the Family business as his mother had retreated from active participation. They dl waited
for him to take control, give them direction. It was absurd.

Sidonie came up the stairway in the center of the roof and joined him. &od &€™ve been looking for you
since lagt night.&€+ She stood at his side, looking out over the Estate. &€oeSurveying your domain?a€s

&€od don&€E™t want it.&€e

&€ad know,&€» she said, &€oebut that doesna€™t matter. ItAE™s yours. Still, you can just wak away
fromit, if youwant. It will go on as before.&€»



&€0A dow and steady decline until the whole thing completely collapses. My mother might be right.&€»
&€EoA bout what 7&€e
&€ceThisfamily is cursed.&€e

The edge of the sun came out from behind atall building near the heart of Lagrima, forcing them to squint
and turn so that they were facing south toward a copse of diseased spine trees set back a hundred feet
from the House.

&€aShe till doesn&€E™t acknowledge me &€ he said.
Sidonie nodded. &Ecdt&€™ s possible she never will .&€»

Cae dosad his eyes, focusing on the warmth of the sun and the morning aromas. the fresh spiced bread,
incense from the worship kiosk, the perfume of starflowers opening up on the roof around them.

&€aWVhy were you looking for me?a€s he asked.

&EaeDo you want to know what your father was doing? Why we were going to Conrada€™s
World?&€

Cale opened his eyes and turned to her. &o0f course | do.&€»

&€od &€™ve found the person who knows.&€e

&E€0Who?5€.

&€oeThe Family horoscoper.a€»

&€a0h, yes, the Family horoscoper. No wonder wea€™'re dying.&€e

aEaCae, dl of the consortiums use horoscopers. | tried to explain to you before, the real ones,
they&€™re not the charlatans you think they are.&€e

Cae shook his head. &€cdAll right, where is this horoscoper7&€»

&E0StygondE™s in exile. HeBE™sliving in West RiverRun, on the Tze Kang River.&€»
&€mWVhy exile?a€.

&EceY our mother exiled him when she heard that our ship had been destroyed.&€»

Cde amiled. That might have been the last rationa decision his mother had made.
&€odVe can go today, &€+ Sidonie said. &EoHedE™ s expecting us.a€e

Cale hestated, suddenly fearful. He breathed deeply and looked out over the Estate, his domain.
a&€od_eté€™s go.a€e

FOUR

Prolastaya piloted them to the edge of Lagrimaand set the sedan down &t the perimeter wall, where he
would wait for their return. Cale and Sidonie disembarked and passed through one of the citya€™s
gates, entering West RiverRun on foot.
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Theair was hot and sticky and reeked of garbage and stagnant water and rotting meet. Lining the dirt
roads and the river were shacks and |lean-tos on the verge of collapse. Crowds of people milled listlesdy
in the streets, making their way among food and merchandise vendors, among diseased beggars so weak
they could barely sit upright, among smoking cods and chanting monks and screeching birds perched
atop ten-foot-high wooden poles. A few children with bloated sscomachs ran squealing through the
crowds, but most were aslethargic as the adults. The thick muddy river flowed duggishly toward the city,
its surface mottled with filthy yellow foam. Cale had seen the Tze Kang within the walls of

Lagrima&€’ clean and clear and dive with colorful fish asit meandered through the city and eventudly
flowed into the sea. People swam in theriver insde Lagrima; the closest anyone cameto that here was
two men on the bank pissing into the water.

After weeks of Lagrimawith al itswedth and sophistication and seemingly endlesswonders, Cdefet as
if hed€™d been suddenly transported to some other placed€’ back to Conrada€™s World and the other
Sdeof theDivide.

Sidonie led the way off the main streets, across abarren field and through clusters of thorny brush, then
up agentlerise away from theriver. A smal but clean and well-maintained house sat at the edge of alush
stand of trees. A tall graying man stood in the open doorway, wearing sandals and aloose tan shirt and
trousers. The man&€™ s face tightened as Cde and Sidonie approached, his atention on Sidonie. He
said nothing, just bowed dightly and shook her hand. Then he bowed toward Cale and took his hand as
well. &€0d &€™m Stygon. Y ou probably dond€™t remember me, Cae.&€»

Hisface was familiar, though, and his smell, and those two things made hislegs weak and his scomach
turn. &€ad think | do,&€» he managed to say.

&€og500d,&€ Stygon said with a smile. &€oePlease, come in.&€e

They sat in cane chairsin thetiny garden behind the house, under the shade of treeswith intertwining
branches and enormous leaves broader than Caewastall, and lush blue and white flowers that wafted
their heavy scent upon them. A small oasisthat denied the poverty and decay dl around them. The
clouds had burned away here, and the air was hot and damp, even in the shade, but Cale could hear the
rush of anearby stream, and afaint breeze made its way through the trees like the hushed breath of some
water deity, hinting at the possibility of cooling comfort withheld.

A young man served them iced fruit teaand thin crackers, then returned to the house. Stygon got up from
hischair, lit ajoss stick, then kndlt and placed it in aholder before astone figure of asquat anima with a
human face. Slent and motionlessfor atime, he eventually rose with a creaking of joints and returned to
the chair; his gaze moved back and forth between Sidonie and Cale.

&€ad did not believe | would ever see either of you again. | had some small hopeswhen you firgt left all
those years ago, but when we learned of the Exile Prince&€™ s destructiong€” &€

&€acaWVhy did he take me?&€« Cale asked, cutting him off. &€od wasjust achild. A young child.&€.
Stygon paused and breathed in very deeply before answering.

&EceA s part of his preparations he asked mefor areading, of course. We discussed it a length, aswe
alwaysdid, and | told your father that your presence was required for his ventured€™s success.&€s He
paused, looked away. &ad aso told him that the venture would likely result in his death.&€»

&€oHe would die, but the venture would be a success?5€s



€Y es.&E.
aEoHow could that be?a€.

&€ad dondE™1 know. The readings dona€™t explain, they dona€™t interpret. They reved influences
and directions and probable outcomes. Y our father chose to go despite knowing he would probably
die.&€-

Cale shook his head. &€ceHe died, and yet it wasné€™1 a success, was it?a€e

&€ad could not say,a€» Stygon replied with ashrug. &€adt may well be that the venture was a
success.&€» Helooked at Cde asif Cae himsaf might know how that could be.

&€aWhat was the goal of this venture?a€.

Stygon hesitated, as though afraid to reveal something he had kept secret for decades, which he amost
certainly had. He studied the back of hishand, asif it could tell him what to say. &odHe was attempting
to acquire the Rosetta Codex.&€»

Calea€™ s chest and stomach tightened. &€0a/Vhat&€™'s the Rosetta Codex?a€.

8E08A book of sorts. An old manuscript whose existence has been claimed some small number of times
over the years, but never reliably confirmed. Reported more than once as found, but dwayslost. A
manuscript in the language of the Jagprana diens, yet dso in saverad human languages. All the sametext,
so that it would provide a means of deciphering the dien language. It would give usaway to trandate all
those alien texts and documents that have been discovered over the decades.é€e

&€caWVhy isit called the Rosetta Codex?a€+ Cale asked.

SEcAA fter an ancient artifact called the Rosetta Stone, from Earth at atime long before spaceflight. 1t was
astone tablet with the sametext in three or four different languages, one of which had never before been
deciphered. It provided the necessary cluesfor deciphering awritten language that had long been
dead.&€» Then quietly, more to himsalf than to Cale and Sidonie, he muttered, &osCoptic? Or Egyptian
hieroglyphics?a€e

Cale nodded his understanding. &ocaNhy did he want the codex?&€« he asked. &€caVhat did he plan to
do with it?&€.

&€ad don&€E™t know,&€+ Stygon replied. &€ceHe wouldnd€™t tell me. | assumed he would sl it,
which would have turned the Familyd&€™ s fortunes around. The Sarakheen would have paid avast
fortunefor it.&€e

&E0eThe Sarakheen?a€s Caled€™s voice was strained and hoarse.

8€ceY es. They bdlieveinits existence more than anyone. Y our father and | conducted a great dedl of
research on the codex, or rather on the stories surrounding the codex. The Sarakheen kept coming up.
Do you know anything about them?a€s

SECAA little.5€e

€M ost people will never see a Sarakheen in their lifetimes. They are forbidden from entering any star
system with their own ships, and the Aligned Worlds have been diligent about enforcing that ban. Now
they are only dlowed in human star systemsindividualy, in ones and twaos as paying passengers on
human ships.&€.



&E0eThe Sarakheen are human, &€+ Cadle said.

&EaPerhaps, &€+ Stygon said with a shrug. &€oeThey have no regard for the lives of those who
arena€™t Sarakheen. Or regard them as little more than animal s.&€¢

CadewasnaE™t sure that was so different from most other human beings, but he kept that thought to
himself. &€ceAnd their interest in the codex?&€« he asked.

&EceT hey apparently have quite a number of Jaaprana manuscripts,aé€s Stygon said, &€osand have been
attempting for decades to decipher them. They believe the Jagprana held some secret for the integration
of mind and machine&€” the ultimate goal of the Sarakheen.&€e

The Rosetta Codex and the Sarakheen. Could that really be what hisfather had planned to do with the
codex? Sdll it to the Sarakheen? Somehow Cale doubted it. It didn&€™1t matter. He had it now, and he
would not sdll it to the Sarakheen. Hewould not sdll it to anyone. No one else might know it, but the
codex was more than just ameans to trandate other texts, and he had his own ideas about what to do
withit. It wastime.

&€oCae. &€ Stygon gazed steadily at him. &€oeCan you tell me, then?a€e he asked.

&€ceTdl you what?&€s Cale asked in return.

&€caWas your father&€™s venture a success?a€e

Cdedidn&€™t answer. He kept his gaze steady on Stygon, and the silence carried asense of gravity.
Stygon nodded. &€od aways trust the readings.&€»

They left Stygon&€™'s house and walked dong the river once more, returning to Lagrima.
&€aeNow what?&€+ Sidonie asked.

&€od-ind out what the codex redlly is,&€s Cale said. &€od-ind away to go to the gate.&€» He turned to
her. &od have control of the Family resources, right?a€e

&ENVhataE™ s left of them, yes.&€e

&EaVeaE™I| outfit a starship and find the gate.&€»

&€osSounds simple.&€s

aEaeNo, it wona€™t be smple, but thaté€E™s what wed€™re going to do. Are you with me?a€s
&€0eY ou should know the answer without asking, Cale.&€»

Helooked at her with both affection and appreciation. &€ceY es, | do.&€e

FIVE

Cdewaked with Sidonie among the phosphor-lit trees and the pulsing lights of bioluminescent nightflies
asthe buildingé€™ s interior and exterior switched places and melded with each other, confusing him. He
half expected night to become day with asimilar caprice, but night remained night whether viewed
directly in the open sky above him with its stars and the occasiona cloud infused with the lights of


E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\RosettaCodex-toc.html

Lagrima, or viewed through the high and wide windows of the Titan Consortium Garden Pavilion. The
celling with itsfaint halo lamps seemed to appear and disappear at random, much like the people who
stepped out from the trees and greeted them in passing, many of whom were complete strangers but
some of whom had over time become familiar and, with each event like this, more friendly and open. ..
and willing to do business. Which was, Sdonie continualy reminded him, the purpose of being invited to
and attending these affairs.

Asthough sensing his discomfort, Sidonie put areassuring hand on his shoulder. When he turned to look
at her, he was again taken aback by the transformation of her face: a complete reconstruction, with
rebuilt bone structure, newly grown skin, even aprosthetic eye, though it functioned only margindly

better than the damaged eye had. The only remaining evidence of the old injuries was the inch-wide band
of white hair on the opposite side of her head, and atiny crooked scar on her upper cheek that shed€™d
inssted be retaineda€” she wanted areminder every time she looked in the mirror, shea€™d told him.

&€E0eY oudE™re doing just fine, &€« she said.

Hedidn&E™t fed fine, but kept on asif he did. An androgynous figure in ablack body suit approached
and wordlessy held out atray of drinksin varioudy shaped glasses. Cde had learned enough by now to
know what most of them were, and he picked up atal fluted glassfilled with dark brown alewhile
Sidonietook aglass of golden wine.

A dight change in the Familya€™s status had occurred dmost immediately upon Caed€™s assumption
of the Consortium leadership and role of primary decision-maker for al commercid and financial matters.
In the months since, the actudity of aFamily member in charge after so many years of his mother&é€™s
indifference and neglect changed Lagrimaé&€™ s perception of the Alexandros Family, and the Family
was taken at least somewhat serioudy again. Profitable bus ness transactions were once again possible,
agreements and contracts could be made, and invitations to some of the more prestigious socia
occasions, like tonighta€™s Sol sticeEve Fete, began to materidize.

Of course, Cale depended heavily on the advice and counsel of the Family brokers and managers,
comptrollersand financiers, al the other professionals on retainer. But he also discovered that hisown
intuition and common sense, ong with Sidonied€™ s, were more val uable than anyone expected. He
was afast learner, yet unafraid to admit hisignorance. Little by little, the Family was dowing itsfinancid
dide

An dderly gray-haired woman in along smple black robe approached them and put out her hand, eyes
on Cale. Her face was heavily wrinkled, either from extreme age or because shed€™d chosen not to
have standard re-gen treatments.

aEodWe havendE™t met, &€ she said, &€odbut 18€™ve wanted to for some time, Cale Alexandros.
[&€™m Indira Y oussaf.&€e

Cdetook her hand in his; it was warm and dry, and though her grip was strong he felt asif her bones
would snap if he twisted her hand with any force. &€cd &€™m glad to meet you,&€ he said. &€ad know
of you, | think.&€»

8€0d 8€™m the Jericho Family matriarch,&€e she said with awry smile. &od knew your father quite
well. Our families executed innumerable mutualy beneficia commercia transactions over theyears,
athough they unfortunately came to ahdt sometime ago. | think aresumption of that relationship might
now be quite workable. Perhaps we can discuss the possibilities.&€e

&€00f course, &€+ Cale said uncertainly. &€aceMaybe in the next few days we can get together . . .&€»



&0d wasthinking of now, &€ she said, and with that she moved to his side and turned and hooked her
arm through his. &celhered€™s a privacy grove not far from here, &€ she added. She stepped toward
ashadowed path leading into thetrees, gently but firmly pulling him.

Cde held back and looked around for Sidonie, but she was nowhere in sight. Heimagined her voice
whispering inhisear, saying &€od50 with her . . . thisis an opportunity not to be missed.a€+ He
turned back to IndiraY oussaf, and let her guide him forward.

A year |ater, when the persond invitations began to come to Cae from the daughters and younger
widows or divorcees of some of the more prominent families and consortiums, Sidonie knew they had
begun to turn things around, at least in the eyes of Lagrima&€™ s upper echelons. Cae, however, turned
them al down as politely as possible, and Sidonie suggested he accept at |east some of them.

&Ed &E™m not interested, &€+ he told her.

&EaeNot in any of them?a€» she asked. &Y oudE™ re not making any commitments by accepting,

Cde. Youé€E™re just opening doors. Y ou must find some of them attractive. Enjoy yourself. It&€™s
expected. Y ou might even be able to conduct business with one or two of them, put together amore
profitable transaction. Thaté€™s the way it works here.&€»

Cale shook his head. &EceThat&€™ s not me, &€+ he said, then repeated, &€cd €™ m just not
interested.&€.

&€ad know, &€+ she said. &EceT haté€E™s why you worry me, sometimes, Cale.&€»
&€E0eThered€E™ s no reason to worry, Sidonie.&€e

&€EceT here are always plenty of reasons for meto worry.&€s She hesitated, then asked, &€adsit
Karimah?&€» When he didn&€™t answer, she said, &€ceT hat was along time ago, Cde. Y ou need
to&€” &€

&EceY ou dondE™t know, &€+ he said sharply, cutting her off. He regarded her with defiance, daring her
to contradict him.

She returned his gaze, unwavering, then nodded once. &€oeY oud€™reright, Cae. | don&€™t know.
[&E€™m sorry.&€+ She sighed deeply, turned, and walked away, leaving him aone with his enduring

pain.

Caehired Dondlo Brazzi, the premiere transport broker on Lagrima, to find aship for them, but even
after months of inquiries and offers and bribes, none of the working interstellar ships were available for
purchase. He hadn&€™t given up, however, and now Cale and Sidonie were with Brazzi in orbit around
Lagrima&E™s moon Santa Maria, approaching astarship freighter that had been out of service for
severd decades and orbiting Santa Mariaever since. Brazzi piloted the shuttle, and he pointed at asmall
dot of light on the view screen.

&oeThere sheisé€e Brazzi said. &EcaNed€™re lucky this ship even exigts. Lucky twice that ité€™s
here, in thissystem. | don&€™t know if they&€™re being built anywhere right now.&€« Brazzi
shrugged. &€08A hundred years ago, a manufacturing combine on Thrax built them, putting out one every
Sx or seven years, and another combine back on Earth did the same. What | know, they&€™ve both
been shut down for decades.&€-



He made a dight adjustment to the shuttle controls, then resumed spesking. &€oeY ou know the Huckel
Family?a€s He went on without waiting for aresponse. &€cd_oanda Hucke &€™ s the head of the
Family, near to ahundred years old and looks every bit of it. Small Family, big ambitions. They bought
this ship to go into the interstellar trangport business, hoping to get very rich very quickly.&€e Brazzi
laughed unpleasantly. &€oeThey got very broke very quickly. Loanda Hucke made some lousy decisions
on what to buy and sell. Didn&€™t quite bankrupt the Family, but close enough. They Hill own thisthing,
hoping for who knows what, but | think they&€™ve about given up.&€e

&€0ANnd youdE™ve ingpected it?a€e Cae said.

Brazzi nodded. &€od nside and out, one end to the other. Spent severa days with ateam of engineers
going over every hit of it.&€e

aEWill it serve?a€s Cale asked.

Brazzi gave a sort of swaying half-nod, turning down hismouth. &€oeNot like sheisright now. Shea€™s
sructuraly sound, but near to haf obsolete. With the time and money, though, you can make her right.
Maybe two yearsto retrofit her. Expensive, but alot cheaper and faster than going to Thrax or wherever
and ordering up anew one.&€e

They taked finances for the next several minutesa€’ estimates on the cost of retrofitting the ship and hiring
acrew, and what it would take to convince the Huckelsto sdll. Brazzi grinned. &€oeThat&€™ s what
negotiatingg€™s all about, isnaE™t it?a€+ Then he gave a confident nod. &€caNeadE™II be able to
work something out.&€+ Then he cocked his head at them. &€ceBut | hope you make better decisions
than Huckel made.&€+ He made another minor course adjustment, and they closed in on the derdlict
ship.

Three months|ater, the Alexandros Family Consortium took ownership of an obsolete but
aEoestructurally soundé€s interstellar freighter. It had been previoudly, and pretentioudy, christened the
Sar of Destiny, but Cale and Sidonie renamed it, and had decided on the Night Traveler. It seemed a
neutral enough name to Cale, which wasimportant. He wanted nothing to do with signs or omens,
portentous names, horoscopers, or discussions of fate or predictions of the future.

Tugs moved the ship into orbit around Lagrima, and the long months of work began.

Cde sat with Sidonie in the abandoned greenhouse, drinking coffee and listening to the morning rain on
the recently repaired glassroof. He gazed out into the gray gardens, almost afraid to look at her. &€ceThis
isgoing to be hard, but it&€™simportant.&€»

There must have been something in hisvoiced€” how could there not be, he had to admita€” because he
sensed her stiffen beside him, sensed held breath and suspended movement. He findly turned to her, and
it was obvious she was not going to ask him, she was going to wait in silence. She dill looked strange to
him when they were a one together, like someone e, or asif she were wearing amask. He&€™d
become accustomed to her reconstructed face when they were among others, but when they were alone
he forgot, or somehow expected her face to revert to what he had known since their reunionin
Morningdtar.

&€ad want you to go back to Conrada€™s World,&€« he told her. &€ad cang€™1t go myself, or |
would. I&E€™ve got to stay here and continue rebuilding our business assets. | cand€™t stop now.&€e



&EoAgreed,&€+ Sidonie said. &€ceY ou cana€™1t.&€» She sighed heavily. &€caNVhat do you need meto
do?a€.

a€ad-ind the Resurrectionists, those ill remaining, and bring them here.a€»
&E0AAll of them?&€.

&€E0aNo. Thered€™s aman named Cicero. Tell him what wed€™re doing, and hed€™!Il know who to
bring.&€.

&€oANd if Cicero&€™s dead?a€e

Cale shook his head. &€odHea€E™ s not. Or at least he wasna€™t afew months ago&€”’ | got a message
cubefrom him. But if something happensto him before you get there, then youg€™!1 find awoman
named Beatt. If not Bestt, then awoman called Springer.&€»

&EceThey&€™re going with us?a€s Sidonie asked.
&€0aY es.&€.

&€0caVhen do you want me to go?a€s

&€00A S SOoN as we can arrange passage.a€e

&€ad &E™I| be gone along time, &€« she said.

a€ceY es &€+ hereplied. &EadProbably more than ayear. | think | can do okay with the socia eventson
my own now.&€e

A subtle smile appeared. &€ceY es, Cale, you can.&€» Then the smile was gone. &€0a/NVhy ?a€e
&EcaVhy the Resurrectionists, you mean?a€s

€Y es.aEe

&€ad oweit to them.&€»

She nodded as though she understood, or at least understood itsimportance to him.

&€0d 4E™II go,&€+ she said.

The only sounds were the rustle of creatures crawling among the dead plants and the clatter of rain on
glass.

S X

A river inmidair carved itsway around the corner of agreen obelisk-shaped building of glass and flowed
past high above Cale, severa meters deep and twice aswide, nearly as wide as the thoroughfare he
strode along. He dowed and stopped to stare at the clean flowing river overhead. V ague shapes
undulated within the dark blue water, aguatic creatures, perhaps, or shadows of flying animals above.
Two women sat drinking on abalcony ten or twelve stories above the street with fishing rods, and cast
baited linesinto the water; achain dangled from the bacony rail, and hooked by the mouth at the end of
the chain was amoittled, shiny-skinned four-legged creature with limp finsand a stubby mass of a
vedigid tall.
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After nearly three years here, Cdewas il struck with wonder at seemingly impossible phenomenalikea
river gppearing in the air above him, unlike the people around him who continued on their way hardly
noticing this manifestation, or not noticing it at al. Cae dill felt that wonder . . . but also unease and
unredlity and a sense of displacement.

Cdeleft the main thoroughfare, crossed a cluster of bubbling hot springs, then climbed alow grassrise.
He descended the dope on the other side and stopped at the edge of an anima park, leaning against the
vine-covered railing. Horned marboks sprinted past him in both directions across the rocky trails, asif
they were fleeing from some unseen or imagined predators.

Someoneto hisright leaned againgt therail, alarge and dynamic presence, and afamiliar voice said,
&€oHello, young Cale.&€»

Cadedidn&E™t turn, but he stared at Blackburnd&€™s shadow stretching out before them, at the familiar
outline of the hat he&€™d worn on Conrad&€™s World.

&€ceY ou never told me you came from afamous family,&€+ Blackburn said.

Still not looking at him, Cale said, &EceY ou never asked,&€» trying to keep hisvoice under control. His
stomach and chest and throat strained with the tension.

aEaeNot true, Cae. When we met, | asked if you had alast name, and you told me you couldn&€™t
remember.&€.

Cde nodded ddiberately, recdling the first time he&€™d seen Blackburn: a powerful figureriding into
the village atop Morrigan in the pouring rain, tipping hishat to Calein greeting. Then Caerecdled the last
time he€™d seen Blackburn, the big man walking out of the building in the abandoned town at the edge
of thedry lake bed while Cae and Sidonie remained bound and helplessinside.

&€EceY ou aso never told me youd€E™d found the codex.&€e
Cae dowly turned to him, furrowing his brow. &€osCodex?a€.

Blackburn smiled. He wore black and gray clothes, and heavy black boots, dressed more for
Conrada€™s World than for Lagrima. &€oaNo, | don&€™t imagine youd€™ ! admit to that, will
YyOu?a€.

&€aVhat are you talking about?a€e

He put his hand on Caled€™ s shoulder. &€0eY ouaE ™ ve been struggling to keep the Family Consortium
solvent. Y oud€™ve done well to prevent acomplete collapse, but ité€™s aways going to be astruggle,
and you may gill loseit dl intheend. | have an offer for you. The Sarakheen have an offer for you. For
the codex. Enough wedlth to guarantee the Alexandros Family will never worry about its finances
again.a€e

&€ad Hill dond€™t know what youg€™ re talking about,&€» Cale said. &€oelThered€™ s nothing the
Family has that you or the Sarakheen would want that much.&€e
&€ceY oudE™ve acquired an interstellar freighter,&€+ Blackburn said.

Caekept his expression fixed, surprised once again at what Blackburn knew and afraid of what
Blackburn might guess. What was he getting at? Cae was dmost afraid to speak, but with steedy voice
he replied, &€ceY es, we have. &€



aEaeExpengve, &€+ Blackburn said, releasing Calea€™'s shoulder and taking a step back. &€0sA small
fortune to acquire, months and another smal fortune to retrofit, and athird small fortune to stock it with
worthwhile cargo. Three smal fortunes, only one of which you have&€’ or | should say had, since
youaE™ve spent it to acquire the ship. Y oud&E™ve been doing better with the Familya€™s commerce,
but youd&€™Tre overleveraging it and youdg€™re in the process of mortgaging most or dl of the
Family&€™s assets to finance this venture. An enormous risk.&€e

Cdefdt acam spreading through him, relief that Blackburn misunderstood. &€oa/Nith enormous potentia
rewards,é€s Cae answered. &€ca/Ve used to own and operate interstellar freighters directly, severa
generations back. Thata€™s how the Family originally built up its wedlth and power. But you know that,
since you seem to know so damn much about my family.&€e

a€ceY es, | know that, and | know they divested the line once they&€™d acquired the bulk of their wealth
so they wouldn&€E™t have to take those risks.&€e

&EcaNow we have to again,&€» Cale said with ashrug.

Blackburn shook his head. &ceBut you don&€™t, young Cale.&€» He stepped toward Cale and
gripped his shoulder once more. &€0eSell the codex to the Sarakheen, and you won&€E™t have to take
therisk. Y ou won&€™t have to risk everything, which iswhat youd€™re doing now.&€»

&€E0d don&€E™t have achoice, &€ Caetold him firmly. &od don&€™1t have this codex you keep
talking about.&€»

A smile dowly worked itsway onto Blackburn&€™sface, but there was no smilein hiseyes, no
friendlinessin theway hisfingers gripped Caed€™s shoulder.

€0l right,&€» Blackburn said. &€od hope you don&€™t have any plansfor the next few hours,
because |&€™m going to take you with me. Wed€™re going to see a performance of sorts.é€e

Cale pushed back from the railing. &€od &™m not going anywhere with you.&€»
&EceY es, &€ Blackburn insisted.

Cale heard someone approach from his|eft and turned to see the nameless Sarakheen hed€™d met on
Conradd€™s World, the Sarakheen hed€™d last seen standing on the street asthe
Resurrectionitsd€™ tunnels flooded and Karimah drowned. The Sarakheenéd€™ s face held no
expression, but hiseyesradiated a disturbing intensity in their hard shine. He wore ablack single-piece,
and glovesthat hid hismek arm and hand.

&€aeNo.5€» Cde stared at the Sarakheen. A cold and hard anger knotted up inside him, seared through
with apain he had thought long forgotten.

&€0aY es, &€ Blackburn said once more, pressing something warm and metallic against Cae&€™ s neck.
Cdefdt an dectricjolt arcing into his skull, hisvision became awash of slver, and he collapsed.

When he cameto, hefound himsdlf strapped into a seet inside a dragoncub, the engine thrumming.
Blackburn sat relaxed in the seat beside him, while the Sarakheen piloted the craft, his metal hand and
arm embedded in the control console. Cale sat up, the sest restraints flexing to alow the movement.
Blackburn glanced at him, said, &€ceAwake, are you?a€s

CaedE™s neck was stiff and painful, and he rubbed it, tried to stretch it out. &€0aNhat was that ?&€e



&€oeNeurd disruptor.&€ Blackburn paused. &€ceMultiple charges can cause permanent damage, so
|&E™d rather not have to use it on you again.a€e

Cale shook his head. &€ogY ou won&€™t have to.&€+ He looked out through the dragoncub&€E™'s
window and saw they were above the northern edge of Lagrima, where the industrial and warehouse
digtrict began. Rectangular buildings of dl sizes spread out below them, set within agrid of trangport lines
that eventualy curved and converged asthey headed toward the ports. Steam rose in columnsfrom
some of the buildings, dark smoke from others, while till others seemed abandoned.

The dragoncub dowed, then dropped toward one of thetaller buildings that appeared deserted: rusting
meta stairways clung to its outer walls, windows had been boarded over, pieces of twisted meta and
broken machinery lay scattered about the roof. They veered toward a clearing amid the debrisand
ettled to the rough surface with surprising gentleness.

Cadewas il shaky as he stepped down from the dragoncub and onto the rooftop. They were outside
Lagrima&E™s climate-controlled zone and the heat was intense. Blackburn led the way to arooftop shed
and pulled the door open, revealing a shadowed stairway descending into the building. He started down
firgt, followed by Cde, then the Sarakheen.

They descended two long flightsin near total darkness, more by fed than by sght, then emerged onto a
landing about thirty feet abovethe floor. A warehouse, Cae thought, nearly empty and dimly lit by afew
lights that hung from crossbeams severa feet below them. Thelights were shielded and directed toward
the ground so that Cale and the others remained in darkness. Any windows or other openings were
boarded over or covered so no light entered from the outside. The air was hot and stifling and smelled of
dust and stale smoke.

They stood at the landing rail and looked down on acircular section of the dirt floor that Cale now
realized wasthe focus of thelights. Thiscircular areawas swept smooth and surrounded by piles of
sawdust. Farther back were two sets of raised seets, five on one side of the circle and six on the other.
Like the rest of the warehouse, the seats were empty.

&Ecelhe audience will arrive shortly, &€ Blackburn said.

A few minuteslater aman in dark coverals appeared and walked about the cleared circle, looking at the
sawdust piles, counting the seats. Apparently satisfied, he l€ft.

Findly afew people began to slently appear, escorted by the man in the coverals who directed them
toward the seats. Cale recognized one of the men&€” Enol Darfund aar, one of the top executives of the
Saar Family Consortium&€” and the woman&€” Kati Shinchosha, an independent trade broker hed€™d
negotiated severd dedswith during the past two years.

Over the next few minutes the rest of the &€osaudienced€ camein and took their seats. Cale recognized
more than half of them, al top executives or other ditesin Lagrima&d€™'s business and socid circles.

a&€od-riends of yours,&€e Blackburn said. &oeSome of them.&€»

Cale shook his head and whispered, afraid to be heard by those below. &€ad just know afew, thatd€™s
all &€

&EceThey cand€E™'t hear us,&€+ Blackburn assured him. He gestured vaguely below them. &€aosOne-way
sound baffles. They won&€™t have any ideawed€E™re up here watching.&€e

When everyone was seated, the coverdled man left again, then returned shortly carrying alarge coil of



rope and abundle of metal blades, followed by three men barefoot and otherwise dressed only in
caf-length trousers. One of the men wastdl and bulky with weathered skin, while the other two were
thinner, lanky, both with much darker skin. All three were ready sweating.

The coveraled man pointed, positioning the three men around the circleé€™'s perimeter, then dropped
the blades to the ground and uncoiled the rope. It was actually three lengths joined so they looked like
the arms of a sea-creature, with leather bands at their free ends. He strapped one band around the right
wrist of each man so that dl three were now connected to each other by the rope. Then he picked up the
long and heavy knives like miniature swords, and placed one each into the mena€™ s eft hands.

aEcaVhat the hdll isthis?a€s Calefinaly asked, turning to Blackburn.

The big man gave him agrim smile. &€cA competition. The winneré€™ s prize is a huge amount of
money, ahomein Lagrima, and ajob.&€e

a€ceThe winner ?a€e
&€l he one who can walk out of that circle alive.&€s
&€0d 8E€™m not watching this, &€ Cale said, and stepped back from therailing.

Blackburn grabbed his arm and squeezed, then pulled him back, forcing his chest painfully againgt the
railing. &€ceY ou are.&€»

Cdeturned his gaze back to the scene below. The three men were now on their own in the circle, eyeing
each other, taking cautious diding steps, pulling tentatively at the rope, testing the strength of their
opponents. Their awkward |eft-handed swings and jabs with the knives confirmed that al three were
probably right-handed, which somehow added to the horror in Caleg€™s mind.

For the first couple of minutes there was mostly tugging and feinting and s destepping, and an occasiond
al-out lunge that caught empty air. Shallow dices appeared on al three men, seeping blood, but no one
appeared serioudy wounded yet. The bigger man began to yank and tug more forcefully at the rope,
using his bulk and strength, twice nearly pulling one of the other men off hisfeet. He stepped up his
efforts, gaining confidence.

Too much confidence, perhaps, for hetook to swinging his right arm back and forth as he leaned back,
trying to jerk one or both of the other men off their feet. Helost his own baance, tried to adjust, then his
left foot dipped on the dirt and hefell onto hissde with apained grunt. Hisfal pulled the other men
toward him, and they each swung their blades as they sstumbled closer, one nearly severing the large
mandE™s arm at the shoulder, the other dicing across the mana€™sthigh.

Thelarge man howled and twisted on the ground, driving hisfaceinto the dirt asif that might take away
the pain. The two smaler men eyed each other in abrief but slent communication. At nearly the same
time they launched themselves at the fallen man and began hacking and dashing away a him with their
knives. Blood spattered and sprayed with each stroke and poured onto the dirt, pooling and thickening.
The larger man lay Hill, dark gashes bleeding heavily, pieces of flesh and guts scattered about.

The other two men staggered to their feet, panting heavily and bleeding from their own fresh

woundsa€” theya€™d each taken afew swings at each other while daughtering the man who now lay at
their feet. They tried to step back, but both were brought up short after only a couple of stepsby the
rope still strapped to the dead man&d€™swrist; the wrist and fingers now flapped grotesquely afew
inches above the blood-soaked earth as the two men pulled at their own ropes, trying to maintain asafe
distance from one another.



&€od_ook at your friends,&€» Blackburn said. &€oeThe watchers.&€e

Cdedid, and though the light was dim, there was enough to make out their faces. He was nearly as
sickened by their expressions as by the violence they so eagerly watched. One or two seemed genuindy
appalled by what they witnessed, though why they chose to be here was an unanswered question. The
others, however, appeared engrossed, even fascinated, and twoa€” Kati Shinchoshaand a man who was
only vaguely familiar&€’ seemed to actudly relish the carnage, leaning forward with eyes wide and mouths
dightly open. There was something carnd in their faces.

Blackburn chuckled beside him and Cale pulled his attention away from the &€cevatchersa€s and
returned it to the two men till on their feet. Both men panted heavily, weaving and staggering, their
bodies practically painted with blood and dirt and bits of flesh. Cae was certain it wouldn&€™t last much

longer.

One of the men pulled back, not tugging, smply stretching the rope, and while keeping his gaze on the
other began to saw at the rope with hisknife. When the second man saw what the first was doing, he
heaved himsdf forward to attack. Ashe did, the first man switched the knife from hisleft hand to hisright
and swung it with rope gtill trailing up and across, dicing adeep gash across the other mand€™sface,
dicing through his nose and one eye. The other man howled, dropped hisknife as he inginctively covered
hisface, and the first man lunged forward, knocking the other onto his back across the already dead
man. Chest heaving, the first man straddled the second and drove hisknife into the man&€™ s throat.

Cdefinaly turned away as he saw the man pull the knife out, releasing a pulsing stream of blood, and
bring it back down to strike again. Cale stepped back and pressed himself againgt the wall, eyes closed
but unable to shut out the warm odor of blood cut through with some acrid stink that burned his nose.

Blackburn offered a quiet commentary, asif certain Cale wanted to be kept informed of everything that
trangpired below them. &cel he winner can bardly stand, &€ Blackburn said. &€ceNot surprising.
He&€E™ s being released from the rope, after dropping the knife, of course. .. and. . . hed€™sbeing led
away.&€» He paused. &€caNow wedE™ve got a couple of extraaides to help with the bodies. And a
wheeled cart, so no one hasto work too hard.&€s Another pause, longer. &odNow the bodies are
gone, the ropes and knives and the scattered body parts al cleared away. Theringmaster is spreading a
nicethick layer of fresh sawdust to soak up the blood, so we can be ready for the next one.&€e

Cale opened hiseyes and stared at Blackburn. &€ceThe next one?&€.

Blackburn nodded. &ceThere will probably be two more bouts, maybe three. Likely only two
contestantsin each, but you never . . .&€e

Caleturned and shoved Blackburn aside to get to the stairwell doorway, then started up, haf running and
haf sumbling, scrabbling with hands and feet up the two long flights.

He emerged from the warehouse and sucked in the outside air which, though hot, seemed cool and fresh.
The dragoncub was gone, the roof deserted. He staggered to the edge and kndlt, looking down at the
trangport tracks below. An old man crouched before a brazier beside the tracks and fanned asmall
clump of smoking coals. Footsteps sounded behind Cale, but he didn&€™t turn around even when
Blackburn and the Sarakheen had flanked him at the roof&€™'s edge.

&€oaWhat was that supposed to be?a€e Cale asked. &€ceA threat of some kind?&€s
&E0AA threat? In what way ?&€e

&€ad | you this codex thing, whatever it is, or 1IZE€™II end up in therefighting to survive.&€s



Blackburn laughed. &€ceY ou think the victors actudly survive?a€s he said. &€ceY ou think theya€™re
allowed to live? Not for more than afew hours, anyway.&€* He paused. &€odNo, that wasné€™t a
threat. | wastrying to show you something about the people you do business with. Something about
those at the apex of &€ civilized society. €™ &€»

Cae shook hishead. &€ceY ou think youd€™'re showing me something 1&€™m not aready aware
of 7&€e

&€acaVaybe not.&€» With a shrug he said, &€ceThen think of it asareminder. More evidence to help you
understand why you should help the Sarakheen, why you should sdll them the codex.&€»

Cale glanced at the Sarakheen, then looked at Blackburn. &€oeY ou dona€™t make any damn
sense, &€« he said.

Blackburn turned toward the city, toward the rising towers and tree-covered floating archipelagoes and
the drifting airborne fountains and the rivers that flowed in midair. &odProgress,a€+ he said. &€caNe can
create wonders and marvels of al sorts, we can do dmost anything we can imagine. We were ableto
leave Earth and spread out among the stars.&€+ He dowly nodded. &od_agrimais agood
representative of al that, a center of commerce and technology.&€e

He lowered his gaze, brought his head around to look at Cale. &osSocialy, however, psychologically,
wed€™ve been stagnant since we walked out of the African savannas and began to build our cities.&€e
He pointed afinger at the rooftop under their feet. &€caVe just witnessed that. As human beings
interacting with one another, wed€™re no better than we were ten thousand years ago.&€+ He paused.
&E00n its most important level, humankind is an evolutionary dead end.&€e

Cale pushed himself up from his knees and stood between the two men. Helooked out at Lagrima, the
warm coppery smell of blood and waste till lingering in his nose. &€caVhat does that have to do with the
Sarakheen?a€» he said, not looking at either one of them.

aEoEverything,&€» Blackburn said. &€oel he Sarakheen are the next evolutionary step.&€e
Caleresisted the urge to make a snide remark. &odn what way ?a€e

&Ecel hey are moving toward the full and complete integration of man and machine. Intellect without the
contamination of hormones or chemica imbalances or genetic modification.&€e

a€E0aVhy doesndE™t the Sarakheen tell me all this?a€» Cale asked, turning from Blackburn to the
blank-faced figure on hisright.

The Sarakheen&€™s mouth moved into what might have been atouch of amusement. &€ceBlackburn
does an exemplary job of speaking for us,&€+ he said. &€odf he says something | dona€™t agree with,
or that might give rise to misapprehension, 1&€™II let you know.&€»

&€aDo you understand?&€e Blackburn said. &€oelhe desire to become machines. Machines guided by
individuas, individua persondities, individua and undying minds. Close to immortdity, | imagine.é€s He
cocked his head at Cale. &€aeDo you understand?&€« Blackburn repested.

&M aybe. What | don&€™t understand, though, iswhat any of that hasto do with this codex you keep
referring to.&€e

a€caAl right, &€+ Blackburn said. 8€od &€™I1 pretend you really don&€™1 know what the Rosetta
Codex is, |1&E€™I| pretenda€” for the moment&€” that you don&€™t haveit.a€e



He then proceeded to explain, and though his description was brief, it matched most of what Stygon had
said about it.

Blackburn glanced at the Sarakheen, then continued. &€oeT he Sarakheen have an extensive collection of
Jaaprana manuscripts, texts that have been recovered from the saven worlds where archeological sites
have been discovered. | dond&€™1 understand it al&€” something to do with Jagpranaillustrations, the
remains of machinery, the design and proximity of certain equipment&€” they have determined that the
Jaaprana had in fact acquired the knowledge that the Sarakheen themsalves seek. They believethe
Jaaprana had the knowledge and the meansto carry out the complete integration of the organic mind and
inorganic machines. They believe the Jagprana carried out thisintegration, this transformation, and in
doing o |eft thisgaaxy or even this universe, or in some other way vanished, abandoning their now
irrdevant cities. And finally the Sarakheen believe the texts and manuscripts they have, once deciphered
and trandated, will provide them with that same knowledge. | don&€™t know how they&€™\ve reached
this conclusion, but they are certain of itsvalidity.&€e

The Sarakheen |leaned toward Cale and broke in for the first time. &€ceVery certain,&€e he said.
€A nd the Rosetta Codex will make the trandations possible, &€+ Cale said.
&€ceY es, &€ answered the Sarakheen.

Caeturned away and looked down at the old man below. The old man squatted beside the brazier and
drank from adark red bottle. Cae could not help but think of thick warm blood diding down hisown
throat, sickening him. He pushed back from the edge of the roof and turned toward the Sarakheen,
dainga him.

&€caWVhy did you flood the tunnels?&€« Cale asked.
&EcaWVhat tunnels?&€» Blackburn asked.
Caeignored Blackburn and repeated his question. &€caNhy 7€

aEcaVe reached the conclusion that it was unlikely that the Resurrectionists would find the codex,
extremey unlikely that the codex had ever been in those ruins. We salvaged those Jagprana texts they
had recovered, then flooded the tunnels. The Resurrectionists.. . .&€+ He made a sound that had a
strange rasp. &€celhey had served their purpose, and they were troublesome. Wea€™d had enough of
them. &€

Caletilted his head, stunned and shaken. &€ceY ou don&€™1t care what | think about that, do you?a€e
The Sarakheen shook his head. &€aaNo, it&€™ s of no concern to me.&€e
&EaBut you think | have this Rosetta Codex, whatever it is, and you want meto sell it to you.&€e

aEadtd€™s acommercia transaction,&€e the Sarakheen replied. &oaNVe are offering you enough
wedlth to become the dominant consortium in this system, dominant once again over both worlds.&€e

Cadedowly nodded. The next step in human evolution. We need to find a different next step, he
thought.

&€ad don&€™t have the codex, &€+ he said, looking directly and steadily at the Sarakheen.

Blackburn snorted and started to speak, but the Sarakheen held up ahand, cutting him off. He studied
CaeadE™sface, and the two men regarded one another.



&€0d&€™m leaving, &€+ Cde said, and only then did he look away from the Sarakheen.

As he started toward the outer staircase, Blackburn grabbed his shoulder.

&€od_et him go,&€- the Sarakheen told Blackburn. &€odHe said he doesn&€™t have the codex.&€e
&od don&€E™t believe him.&€.

a&€od_et him go.&€»

Blackburn momentarily tightened his grip, then released Cae and stepped back. Cale amost felt sorry
for the big man, for the sense of powerlessness he must fed right now. But he was far more concerned
about the Sarakheen. Cale was certain that the Sarakheen did not believe him about the codex, which

meant he would be seeing the Sarakheen&€E” and Blackburn&€” again.

&€E0Cale &€ the Sarakheen called. Calelooked at him. &oaNVhen wefirst met, Blackburn told you my
name was a private matter. Do you remember?a€»

€Y es. &€

&€ad reved it to you now. Youa€E™ve earned it.&€» He bowed his head dightly. &odMy nameis
Justinian.&€e

Cde didn&€™t respond. What did it matter? It was just aname, Sarakheen or not. He turned away from
the two men, walked to the edge of the roof, stepped over and onto the metal framework of stairs, and
started down.

SEVEN

Caewas awakened in the crystal garden just off the northeastern corner of the House, near the
abandoned quarry. He&€™d spent the night on a bed of dead mosses beside abrook that wandered
through the garden, and had watched the faint and flickering stars aove him until, long after midnight, he
drifted off to deep. Now, lying in the shade of ahedge wall, with therising sun lighting up the crystaline
leaves and flowers around him, he came awake to the gentle touch of Losatto, one of the House
retainers, who tugged at Cale3€™ s bare | eft foot.

&€0d &€™m sorry to wake you, sire, &€ L osatto said.
Cale sat up and brushed dead plants from his clothes. &oaNVhat isit, Losatto?a€e

&E0A summons put out by Con Dotzick from the front gates.&€s Con Dotzick was the master
gatekeeper and interviewed everyone who came to the front gates requesting an audience with any of the
Consortium&E™s commercia representatives or Family members. He was skilled at discriminating
between those petitioners who should be granted access and those who shouldn&€™t. &€ceTwo men
wishing to seeyou, sire. They claim to know you, and said you would want to see them.&€» L osatto
smiled. &oeThe guards wanted to turn them away, but Con Dotzick insisted on hearing them out.&€e

&€0aWho are they?&€+ Cale asked.
&€oeTheyad€E™re called Aliazar and Harlock,&€ L osatto replied. &€oeBrothers.&€e

Cale nodded. &0eCon Dotzick was right, as usua .&€+ He stood, brushed at his clothes again. &ceHow
did you find me?&€e
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&aeMeyta, sSire. Sheinquired of the House. It told her where you were.&€s He hesitated. &€ceDo you
want me to request a transport?a€s

a€aeNo, 1&E™I1 walk. It will help me wake up. Thank you, L osatto.&€e

L osatto nodded dightly once, and retreated.

An hour later Cale arrived at the Estate entrance and was led by Con Dotzick to an antechamber where
Harlock and Aliazar sat on a cushioned bench againgt the far wall. The walls were bare dull stone, devoid
of windows, and no door other than the one Cae came through&€” it occurred to him that the
antechamber was as much acdll asit wasawaiting room.

Harlock raised his head and vaguely acknowledged Caea€™ s entrance, eyes not quite focused on him.
Aliazar sood and shifted hisweight from one leg to the other, pressing his hands together.

&€aNVe have to go with you,&€» Aliazar said. There was desperation and fear in hisvoice.
&€05G0 with me where?a€e

&ECET 0 the star.&€»

&EcWhat?a€.

&€EceThata€™s what Harlock said,&€ Aliazar replied. &€od\ot &€ stars.&€™ He said you were going
to the &€ star.&€™ &€+ He looked at his brother, whose face held no expression at al. Harlock&€™'s
mouth hung open and dack, eyesvoid of affect. Aliazar then turned back to Cae. &€ceHe said if we
didn&€™t go, there would be disaster. Death and disaster. | believe him, | believe there will be
someoneé€™ s death, someoned€™ s disaster, if we don&€™1t go with you.&€ He paused and tipped
his head to the sSide. &€08Y ou are going to this star Harlock referred to, arend€™t you?a€e

&€aWhen did hetell you this?a€e Cale asked.

&€cd_adt night. Hisvision . . . avison that woke him up out of hisdeep . . . never before. . . |
couldn&€™t quiet him, | couldn&€E™t cam him. . . .&€»

Caelooked at Harlock, but there was no indication that he understood what was being said.
€Y es, &€ Cdefindly said, &ad &€™m going to that star.&€e

&€cANnd youa€E™I| take us with you?a€s

Heturned back to Aliazar, searching for any sign of betraya in the old man&€™s eyes, wondering if he
could even recognize such asign. Was there a connection to Blackburn, to the Sarakheen? He returned
his attention to Harlock, who rocked and hummed while he listlessly scratched behind his ear.

€Y es,&€+ Cale said without looking at Aliazar. &€od &€™ 1 take you both with me.&€»

Three weeks later, when next he went into orbit to check on the Night Traveler &™'s progress, it had
thelook of avehiclethat could one day actudly take them to the stars, no longer a usel ess agglomeration
of metal lost and adrift in an orbit that would soon decay and send it to afiery death. Sections of the ship
were laid open or stripped bare, sheets and beams of metal and parts of machines strung together with
cable hung motionless about the ship, but it al looked to be in the service of restoration and repair,



preparetion for flight.

Overshadowing the sense of progress, however, were severa thingsthat continued to bother him:
Sidonied€™s ongoing absence; his encounter with Blackburn and the Sarakheen; and Aliazar&€™s
distress and fear of hisbrother&€™svisons.

Press on, hetold himsdf, move forward. There was no other choice.

Another seven months passed. Cde stood outside, shivering in the snow theat fell heavily on the House
and Egtate, observing the sunlit buildings and flying vehicles of Lagrimain the distance. His mother hed
been requesting snow more often lately, and he wondered if that was evidence of her further dissipation.

A door opened, clattering. Caeturned and saw Cicero standing in the doorway looking out at him with a
touch of asmile. Behind him stood Sidonie.

aEoComein, Cae,a€s the old man said. &€adtaE€™s too cold out there for me.&€e

Cale remained motionless, paralyzed by the unexpected pain that poured forth upon seeing Cicero, the
pain of memory and grief hewas gtill unableto put to rest, the pain of carrying Karimah&€™ s cold and
lifeless body up from the Underneath. The pain of irretrievable loss.

aEoCale?a€.

Wasthat Cicerod€™svoice, or Sidonied€™s? He couldn&€™ 1t tell, his hearing had become suddenly
hazy, dl soundsfaint and distorted.

aEaLCale?a€.

He nodded, but didn&€™t otherwise move. The snow was wet and the chill froze dl feding for a
moment, and he at last understood why his mother caled for it o often.

Outside the snow continued to fall, but insde afire warmed him. Cale was relieved to see Sdonie again
after all thistime, and heartened to see Cicero, but he was extremely disappointed that none of the other
Resurrectionists had come, and stated so.

aEdtéE™s different there now, &€« Cicero said. &€aeT he Resurrectionists are different. Most of those
you knew are gone, moved on to different lives. Thosethat remain . . .&€+ He sSighed. &€oaVe cleaned
out the Undernegth, and wed€™ve continued to excavate over the years, but progressis dow and for
many . . . their heartsare no longer init. It feelslike an obligation they&€™!| never be free from.&€» He
paused. &€0sAnd to be honest, | didn&€™t trust that many of them, not even to discussthis. Of thefew |
did trust, nonewerewilling to . . .&€+ He smiled. &€ad don&€™t even know what wea€™!| be doing,
or wherewed€™I| be going, only that it has something to do with the Jagprana, and that it will probably
be dangerous.&€.

€T hatd€™s <till al we can tell you,&€» Cale said.
&Edt&E™ s enough,&€» Cicero said. &€odt was enough to get me here.&€e

Caleregarded Cicero with appreciation, and affection. &€cd &€™m glad you are.&€e



Later, when she and Cale were adone, Sidonie spoke with him, uncertain and upset. &€oeBlackburnd€™s
here. | saw him at the port.&€»

Cale nodded. &€aeDid he see you and Cicero?a€s

&€Ead don&E™t know, maybe, but it wouldn&€™t matter. I&€™m pretty sure he wouldn&€™t recognize
me now.&€e

&€ceY eah, thaté€™ s true.&€» He smiled at her, thinking he sometimes hardly recognized her himsdf.
&€02Y ou don&E™t seem surprised, &€+ she said. &€oeHave you seen him?a€s

&E0WedE™ve seen each other. And a Sarakheen. The same one 15€™d met on Conrada€™s
World.&€

aEceY ou talked to him? To Blackburn?a€e
&Eo0nce.5€.

He hestated at firgt, stedling himsdlf, then finally told her about his encounter with Blackburn and the
Sarakheen. Every detall dill etched in hismemories, theimages that sometimes brought him instantly
awake and sweeting in the middle of the night. He told her about the final conversation on the rooftop.

&EceY ou don&€ ™1t think Blackburn believed you about the codex.&€e

Calelaughed nervoudly. &€ceNo. The Sarakheen didn&€™t, either.&€+ He sighed. &€oeHea€E™ s just
waiting. Watching and waiting. One day hed€™s going to come after me. . . after the codex.&€+ He
nodded. €050 | guess wed€™re waiting, t00.5€»

EIGHT

The Night Traveler hung againgt the star-filled sky, dive and dight and ared ship at last: along and
slver cylinder that sent out a dozen shining threads and pods as the various crewsfinished up the last of
the work, preparing the ship for its new &oamaiden&€s voyage.

Calewatched the ship grow larger as Sidonie piloted the shuttle toward its forward docking station. They
were to meet Captain Bol-Terraand Myrok, the navigator. They had not yet told Bol-Terraand Myrok
about the codex, the star chart it contained, or their ultimate destination. Only now, with their scheduled
departure just eight days away, did Cale and Sidoniefed they could risk the secret accidentaly or
purposefully being revealed to someone e se; now, they had no choice.

a&€oNo onefollowing us?a€e Cale asked.

&€od\ot that | can tell &€« Sidonie replied, studying the readouts and data feeds. &€odNormal station
traffic, no onein the vicinity other than the authorized work crews, no one headed in thisdirection. All
clear for now.&€e

a&€od-or now, &€+ Cale repeated.

aEodor now will do,&€+ Sidonietold him with asmile.

They met on the bridge, the main view screens displaying a dense splash of stars across the blue-black
sky. Bol-Terraand Myrok expected aroutine meeting: areview of the manifests and travel itineraries and
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supply logidtics, discussion of details and any last-minute changes. Cae looked at the two men. They
wouldn&€™t have imagined the kind of last-minute changes they were about to receive.

Captain Bol-Terra, stocky and bearded, wore faded blue coverdls that vaguely resembled an outdated
uniform: frayed gold stripes cut at an angle across his upper arms, atarnished metal star dangled from
one cuff, and the Alexandros Family crest had been sewn to his breast pocket. Myrok was probably the
same height as Bol-Terra, but so thin and gaunt he looked taller, and wore smilar coveralls but without
the stripes or dtar.

They dl pulled themsdavesinto chairs around acircular table and strapped in, each with their own data
terminals embedded in the bevel ed surface before them. Bol-Terra8€™s eydidslowered to give an
appearance of boredom, while Myrok looked at Cale and Sidonie with no expression at all.

&EceT histrip isgoing to be more than just amundane trade run, &€« Cale told them. When neither
Bol-Terranor Myrok showed any reaction, he went on. &€cdn fact, after the first leg to Wintera€™s
Eye, wed€™re going to have achange of destination.&€» There was still no reaction, and Cale said,
&€E0Y ou don&€E™t seem surprised.&€e

Bol-Terrashrugged, picking at his ear, but remained silent. Myrok nodded and said, &0a/Ve never did
think it waswhat you told us. Well, at first, maybe, but not for long.&€e

&€0aWhy not?a€« Sidonie asked.

&€oaNothing obvious, &€ Myrok replied. He grimaced dightly. &€od don&€™t know . . . alittle too
well-planned, maybe. Never second guessing the cargo, never any substitutes, never any changes. Just
too damn quiet and tidy.&€»

Bol-Terranodded, till picking at hisear. He rubbed hisfingers on histrousers. &€oeT haté€™ s about
right.&€e

&€caVhy didn&€™t you say anything?a€s Cale asked. &€08A sk us about it?7a€e

Now it was Myrok&€™s turn to shrug. &€oaNe figured youd€™d tell us when you wanted, when we
needed to know. Which | guessis now.&€»

&EoDid you ever consider pulling out because we hadn&€™t told you everything?a€e

a€ceNot redly. Our job isto get this ship where you want it to go, and to get it there in one piece. |
don&€™t think either of us cares where that is. And | don&€™t know about Oswell, but | figured it
would be alot more interesting than a conventional trade run.&€»

Bol-Terraleaned back in his seat. &oelrue for me, t0o.&€¢
Cale breathed in and looked at both of them. &od don&€™1 think youg€™ || be disappointed.&€e

Hetook the codex out of his bag, set the volume on the table, and held it in place with one hand. Sidonie
fingered her termina and dimmed the bridge lights. Cale opened the codex to the back, letting Bol-Terra
and Myrok watch the metal pages asthey fell from one side to the other. Once past the last of the pages,
he unlatched and unfolded the shimmering metal panels, then activated them.

The glowing matrices manifested in the air before them and the sars cameto lifein gold and silver above
thetablein their dense and complex pattern. As before, on Conradé€™'sWorld, in the village where
Lammiaand her family and friends had been daughtered, one star near the center pulsed green and
bright. Cde pointed.



&osThata€™s where wed€™re going,&€» he said.

Myrok had taken the codex into the next cabin to attempt synchronizing the chart with the shipa€™s
navigationd systemsin the hope of identifying the star. He&€™d been in there for more than four hours,
and gtill there was no luck. Captain Bol-Terrahad gone to meet another loading crew checking in,
leaving Cadle and Sidonie donein the bridge to wait.

Now Bol-Terrareturned and sat at the table, strapping into the seat and glancing toward the cabin door.
&€aaNothing from Myrok?&€e

a&€oeNot yet.&€e
Bol-Terranodded. &od have afew more questions.&€»
&€ogG0 ahead, &€+ Calereplied.

&€caVhat about all the cargo?a€« He picked at his ear again, over and over, a habit that had become
irritating to Cale. &€cdté€™ s red freight, and thered€™salot of it. | oversaw some of the loading
myself.&€e

aEaVeaE™I| be making thefirst leg,é€» Cdetold him. &€ca/Ve don&€™t want people here to think
it&€™s anything but anormal freight run.&€e

The captain reflected on that, then asked, &€osAre you coming with us?a€.
&€ceY es, &€+ Sidonie answered. &€caNe both are.&€»

a€caill you tell mewhy wed€™re going to this as yet unidentified star?a€e
Cale shook his head. &€ceNot yet. Not until we get there.&€e

Bol-Terrad€™s mouth moved briefly down and up in akind of facia shrug, then moved into the
suggestion of asmile. &caWill there be extra pay ?a€e

&EeY es. For everyone. Will the crew be okay with the changes?a€.

The captain nodded. &€0a/Ned€™re asmall crew, and a good crew. Wed€™ve worked together for
years. Treat them right, pay them fairly, and they&€™I| do everything you ask.&€+ He tipped his head
forward, haf closing his eyes. &o0sAnd theya€™I| keep it to themselves.&€e

&€ceThank you, Captain,&€» Sidonie said.

&€aWVhat happensif Myrok cand€™t ID the star?a€s Bol-Terra asked.

&€oDon&€E ™1t know,a€» Calereplied. Z€od €™ take it somewhere that has greater resources.a€e
&€ad ike Lagrima&dE™s Academy of Astronomy?a€s

€Y es, someplace like that.&€e

a&EcaVhich would be the end of any secrecy. Word would get out, not just about that &€ star chart,a€™
but about the book as well &€

&E02Y ou know what it is?a€s Cae asked.



&€ad can guess, &€ Bol-Terrareplied. &€od &€™ve heard the stories. Never believed them before.&€e
Hetugged at his ear. &€ad guess| do now.&€e

Myrok came in then, face flushed with relief and excitement.

aEodGot it,a€ he said.

Before they returned to Lagrima, Cale and Sidonie took the codex with them to one of the loaded cargo
holds. Just inside one of the ingpection hatches, a series of cubicles had been built into the bulkhead for
the storage of smdler delicate or vauableitems. All of the cubiclesin thishold were empty. Cde placed
the codex into one of them, programmed and locked it with a code he and Sidonie had agreed on earlier,
and activated the gel-foam that would surround and protect it.

Heturned to Sidonie. &€asSomething happensto either one of us, the other will go on, bring the codex
through the gate. No turning back. Agreed?&€e

&E0Agreed,&€- she replied.
Cadefdt suddenly exhausted. His eyes wanted to close, hiswhole body wanted to shut down.

aEceSometimes ité€™ s hard to believe ita€™ s finaly happening,&€s he said. &€ceAll these
years. . .&€e

Sidonie nodded. &€osSomehow it feels more unreal to me now than it did two or three years ago, or even
ten years ago. Y et wea€™re only afew days away from heading out.&€»

&€ceY ougE™ve stuck with me dl thistime. Even when you didné€™t like or agree with what | was
doing.&€-

aEceThatdE™s how it iswith us, Cale. Thatd€™s how it awayswill be.&€»

They regarded one another silently, then started back to the shuittle.

Cdefound hismother at the Family cemetery, which until today he had not even known existed. Wearing
aloose and flowing robe of pale green decorated with sprays of golden leaves, she kndlt beforea
polished black stone marker. Stripes of shade and evening sun lay across her, bronzing her skin.

The cemetery was Situated in asmall grove of low, scraggy trees, acarpet of thick mosses dotted with
black or white or gray stone markers of various shapes and sizes, some newer, but many worn and aged.
The only soundswithin the grove were the dry rustle of leaves and the gurgle of water tumbling over
rocks from somewhere nearby.

Cale approached his mother, then stopped and stood afew feet behind her and to one side. He could
read hisfather&€™s name on the marker before her&€” Faulkner Alexandrosa€” but he couldn&€™t
make out the smaller inscription and dates.

&EadtaéE™sjust a cenotaph,&€e she said. &€odHis body was never recovered.&€s Shetook asingle,
long-stemmed violet flower from within the folds of her robe and laid it before the marker. She bowed
her head and closed her eyes, perhapsin silent prayer.

The stripes of sun narrowed while those of shadow widened, the sun now touching only the top of her



hair. Cade watched his mother and wondered if he would see her again, and wondered whether it
mattered to either of them. But as soon as he asked that of himsdlf, he redlized that it did matter to him,
evenif it held no meaning for her.

Sheraised her head, glanced briefly at him, then gestured toward another black stone marker to her left.
&€oeThat one isyours,é€e she said. &€adt, too, isacenotaph . . . for the same reason.&€e

&€oeY ou know me, then.&€e

His mother dowly shook her head from side to side. &od only know the dead.&€» Then, not looking at
him, she added, &oeY oud&E™re leaving.&€e

€Y es, &€+ hereplied. &€ad don&€™1t know when [&E™II be back.&€e

&€aodNo one ever knows. . . and too many never come back at all.&€e

&Ed &E™I| be back if | can,&€» hetold her.

She smiled faintly. &€o00At least you said &€7if. &€™ None of the others ever did.&€»

Sheroseto her feet, took afew steps toward the left and forward, then kndlt before Caed€™'s
cenotaph. She laid another violet flower gently before the polished black stone with Caeg€™'s name
carved acrossitsface.

&€ogGoodbye, Mother,&€ he said.

When he was certain she would not respond, he turned away and left her there with her memories and
her grief.

Cdeand Sidonie rose into the shadow of Lagrima&€™ s night, dowly spirding upward in the space
elevator toward the docking station. They carried even less than they had brought with them when they
hed first arrived nearly five years ago. Cale shouldered the rucksack hed€™d kept since hisdays on the
other side of the Divide, and Sidonie held only asmall satchel. A few persond items. Everything ese had
been loaded aboard the Night Traveler days or weeks ago. The crew, too, had been aboard for days,
aong with Cicero, Aliazar, and Harlock.

Bdow them, thelights of Lagrimaglistened within an uncomfortable silence, the gold and crimson falcon
near the outer edge dowly diminishing. The hovering and flying multicolored lights above the city looked
like bits of shining color unattached to anything substantiad, blown about by chaotic breezes.

Home?

It was gill aquestion for Cale. He had never felt at home anywhere, and didn&€™t redly know what that
felt like. He turned and looked down once more at the receding lights, at the city and world that fell
dowly and steadily away from them. They continued their ascent in silence, each one with their thoughts
asthey headed toward a place and atime unknown, toward afuture that il hid from them al itsinfinite
and unknowable sif.

BOOK FOUR
ONE



E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\RosettaCodex-toc.html
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\RosettaCodex-toc.html

The Night Traveler [jumped] . ..

... and remerged into the universe.

Adrift, the garsinnumerable, the night sky thick with them, like blackcloth sprinkled with the dust of
gemstones.

Calelay back in an observation lounge segt, the steel glass domea€™s metd canopy fully retracted to
reveal the deep skies of space. He sensed movement, like gentle rocking on the water, though he knew
he was stable and motionless. He recalled that night nearly twenty years past (or wasit even longer?)
when hed€™d been pulled out of the freezing lake and lay shivering on the floor of the boat, looking up
at aclear night sky. So many stars, heB€™d thought at the time, but it was nothing like this.

He could lose himsdlf in this vast and empty expanse, and he thought it might not be so bad to remain
log.

A dight vibration derted him, and the floor hatch opened. Myrok pulled himsdf up and into the lounge,
sedled the hatch, then settled into the control seat as Cale sat up. Myrok nodded in greeting.

aENVedE™ve got what we hoped for,&€ he said. &€odHold on.&€+ He manipulated the seat controls
and the lounge began to dowly rotate around the circumference of the ship.

Cdefought the vertigo that washed over him asthe starstrailed silver arcs overhead; he clutched the seat
arms and closed hiseyes until the lounge smoothly cameto rest.

aEosSorry, &€ Myrok said. &€ad forget not everybodya€™ s used to this.a€e
Cale opened hiseyeswhen he fdlt relatively steady. &€od&€™m dl right.&€»

Two sets of glowing crosshairs appeared on the clear glass dome, one green and one red. They movedin
tandem, just centimeters gpart.

&€EceY oursisthe green,&€s Myrok said. The crosshairs came to astop low on the dome&€™ s horizon.
Centered in the green crosshairs was alarge bright star that stood out againgt the others. &€caNed€™ve
confirmed it,&€« Myrok added. &€oelThat&€™ s the star in the codex chart.&€e

aEoHow far?a€e

&Eadt would take us more than ayear under conventiona propulsion to reach theinner orbits where the
gate should be.&€+ He made a huffing sound. &oeThisiswhat happens when youd€™re thefirst to go
somewhere.&€+ He shrugged. &E0aNed€™'re going to make atertiary [jump] which will bring usalot
closer. Thered€™'s something which actudly makesit easier for us, though. All the incoming data
indicates that there isné€™1t a single planet orbiting.&€»

&Ead\ot one?a€e Cde asked.

&EcaNot one. Nothing of significant mass. Maybe wea€™|| find what amountsto agiant hunk of rock or
ice, but nothing big enough to cause us any trouble when we remerge. We should be ableto get in close
enough to start searching for the gate right away &€

&€0cA ny chance we could remerge with the gate and destroy it?5€e
Myrok grinned. &aSure, thered€™'s a chance. But thered€™ s probably a better chance yougE™ |



spontaneoudy combust in the next five minutes.&€+ He got up from the seat. &€0eY ou should head back
to your cabin. Coordinates are set, and the launch sequence is on to make the [jump] in six hours.é€e

Cderemained in the observation lounge for atime, however, losng himself again in the stars. So far from
Lagrima, from Conradd€™'s World, from everything in hislife. In some other time aswell as some other
place.

They had made the first leg of their registered itinerary, transuding to Winter&€™s Eye and docking a
the orbiting trangit station. There they&€™d sold and offloaded the cargo dated for saleto that world,
but instead of arranging for the purchase of replacement cargo, theya€™d sold off the rest of what they
dtill carrieda€” intended for other worlds and better prices&€” trimming the ship substantidly. Three weeks
later, with no signs of a Sarakheen or other ship trailing them, they&€™d |eft the system and made the
[jump] which had brought them here.

Thislast [jump] would bring them near the gate. Until now, hed€™d tried not to think of the possibility
that the gate no longer existed, or never had. Or that they had not accurately read the codex&€™'s
holographic chart and the gate was located at some other star that they would never find. He shook his
head at himsalf&€” it was far too late for doubts or second thoughts.

He got up from the seat, opened the floor hatch, and lowered himself through it.

The ship [jumped] again . ..

... and once more remerged into real space.

The sun blazed before them as the sar&€™simagefilled thewall screeninthe bridge. A bright slvery
light tinged with . .. red. .. orange. . . Cade sensed movement from Myrok&€™s hand and the image
shrank, the sun pulled away from them until it was no more than afourth of itsorigina sze, letting the
surrounding night and stars gppear on the screen.

€N ot much to see, really,&€» Myrok said. &o2A sun. Nothing unusua about it, nothing new for us.
Wea€™re just alot closer now.&€e

&€oAnd the gate?a€e Cale asked.

&€V eaE€™re searching for it. Nothing yet. It doesna€™t hel p that we don&€™1t know what wed€™re
looking for. If the Jagpranawanted usto find it, youd&€™d think they would have been more specific
about just what it was.&€» He snorted. &€osGate. What the hel|&€™'s that supposed to mean?a€e

&€ad don&€E™t think they were interested in making it easy for us. Or for anyone else.&€»

&EceMaybe s0. 1&8€™d settlein for awhile, if | were you. We might find it in aday or two, or it might
take us weeks, even months.&€»

&€Ea0r we might never find it, &€+ Cale admitted.
&€ad &E™I| just pretend you didn&€E™t say that,a€ Myrok replied.



Cdedreamt of Harlock and Cicero. Harlock had leathery wings tipped with feathers, one of the wings
broken and dragging in the sand, and Cicero swayed and chanted out visionsto his enraptured
companion asthey crouched before a burning shack. Cdefelt dissmbodied, asif he were only observing
from nearby but not actudly present in any rea way. He knew somehow that Cicero was having visons
and relating them to Harlock through the chants, but Cale couldn&€™t make out any of the words.

A bell chimed and Cdelooked around, searching for the source of the sound, but the area around them
was awasteland, flat and empty and uninhabited except for the three of them&€” or the two of them, since
he wasn&€™t redly there. The bell chimed again. Neither Harlock nor Cicero responded.

Then Cderedized that he was dreaming, that the chiming came from outside his dream, and that he
needed to waken. But Cicero&€™s chanting held him, and now Harlock turned to him, acknowledging
his presence. Harlock&€™s expression told Cale to stay, that Cicero had messages for him, messages
from some other place and time that were meant for him and him aone.

The bell chimed again, and Cade sensed an ingstenceto it. He forced himself to pull away from Harlock
and Cicero and dragged himsdlf up and out of deep, struggling until at last he was able to open hiseyes
to the darkness of his cabin and the chiming of hisdoor.

Weariness weighed him down, but he managed to get out of the cot and stagger to the door, pressing the
square pand that opened it.

Myrok stood in the pale blue corridor light that marked night on the ship. &aogFound the gate,&€» he
sad.

TWO

a€aWVell,&€» sad Myrok abit later when they&€™d gathered in the bridge, &€oanve think it&€™sthe
gate.&€e

There wasn&€™t much to see at first. They were ill days away from reaching it, and dl that appeared
on thewall screen, even magnified by the shipd€™ s tel escopes, was avaguedly hexagonal shape
surrounded by aglistening hao.

&EceT hat thing isimpossible,a€s Myrok said.
Captain Bol-Terranodded his agreement, tugged at his ear, but didnd€™1t speak.
&€oaVhat do you mean?a€s Sidonie asked.

&Ecdta&€E™ s not orbiting the star. No orbit, no angular momentum, it&€™sjust holding a static position
approximately thirty-three million kilometers away. The mass of the star should have sucked that thing in
as soon asit got there.&€»

&€ad don&€™t understand, &€ Cale said. &€oeCouldn&€™ 1t it have some kind of propulsion to keep it
in position?a€.

Myrok shook his head. &€adt could, but it doesn&€™t. It would need acceleration, maybe not much
because of its small mass, but some. And we cand€™t pick up any traces of propulsion, no indication of
any kind that an engineisfiring. We do, on the other hand, get impossible mass readings from the thing.
Fuctuating around a quantity you might expect from an object of itssize, but risng to nearly ashighasa
smdl planet and going al the way down to zero.&€» He shrugged. &€ceAt least thatd€™ s what we think
wed€™re reading. And before you ask, no, we have no ideawhat could produce those kinds of
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fluctuations, or what they mean, or if they have anything to do with the gate being ableto maintain its
position.&€e

&€050 what do we do now?a€» Cicero asked.
Myrok and Captain Bol-Terralooked at Cale with raised eyebrows.

a&€odNothing,&€+ Cale said. €A pproach, and see what happens as we get closer.&€s He paused,
looking around the cabin. &adJnless someone has another idea or suggestion.&€e

No onedid.

Myrok led Cae slently through the ship to one of the cargo holds, this one now empty like dl the others,
and shut the door behind them. They stood on anarrow platform of grillwork and looked out over the
dark and empty hold lit only by afew firefly lights that barely kept complete darkness at bay. Thewadls
were covered with huge bundles of meshed cable, long coils of rope, collapsed meta bands.

&€ad think wed€™ve got a serious problem,&€s Myrok told Calein alow voice, asif someone might
hear him even in this empty room. Cale waited, and Myrok went on. &€ceA few hours ago a message
pod was launched from the ship.&€»

&EWhat&dE€™s a message pod?&€.

&E0A miniature rocket, in essence. Nothing but asmal conventiona enginefor initia thrust, a
scaed-down Barlis drive to make a[jump], and atransmitter. The closest thing we haveto interstellar
communication. They contain recorded messages, and they have specific [jump] coordinates
programmed to take them to their destination system. Once they remergeinto real space, they begin
trangmitting their message.&€»

&€0A nd someone launched one from this ship?a€s

Myrok nodded and breathed deeply. &€od only discovered it by accident. Then | did some system
searching and found that thereB€™d been another launch severa days ago, soon after we made thefirst
[jump].&€.

&€caWhat does it mean?a€» Cale asked.
&Ead was hoping you might have some idea, &€+ Myrok answered.

Cdedidn&E™t reply for sometime, his gaze sweeping the darkness and faint lights of the cargo hold asif
some answer lay within the shadows. &€oeThereB€™s no way to learn what the messages were, is
there?a€e

a&€odNo, but | can guess. So could you.&€»

Cdelooked at him. His stomach tightened and he felt ahdting flutter in his chest. He was afraid to voice
histhoughts.

&EceThis staré€™'s coordinates,a€s Myrok finally said. &€oelhat would be the first message. Maybe
confirmation in the second, or confirmation of the gated€™ s existence. Something like that.&€» He
paused, looking steadily at Cale. &€od &€™m thinking you might at least have some ideawho the
messages are for. Who is being informed of where we are. Maybe even what wea€™'re doing, although



| don&€™1 even know that.&€+ He gave Cale ahaf-amile.
&EceT he Sarakheen, &€+ Cale said.

aEcAww, shit,a€» Myrok said with a sweeping turn of hishead, nearly closing his eyes. &€oAre we
going to have those freaks on our asses, then?a€e

a€odProbably.&€.

Myrok made a choking laugh. &€ca/NVell, you warned us. Y ou told us there would be alot of risks.&€e
Helooked at Cale. &€o0eAre the Sarakheen looking for this gate, too?a€e

Cale shook his head. &aceNo. They want the codex, the book. Not for the star chart. For the text.&€e
aEcaWVhataéE™sin it? The secret of eternd life?a€s He laughed again.

&€EceThey don&€™t want what it says. They want what it can do.&€» He told Myrok about the four
different languages, including one of the Jagprana, and the Sarakheen&€™ s belief that the codex would
alow them to trandate dl the alien manuscripts theya€™d acquired over the decades.

a&EceAnd what are we doing with the book and the gate?a€s Myrok asked.

&€0d 3€™m taking the codex through the gate. I&€™m taking it to them, to the Jaaprana. €.

&€ad thought they were al dead.&€e

&€oAsfar as| know, they are.&€e

Myrok shook his head dowly. &€ceY oudE™re as crazy as the Sarakheen.&€»

&€odMaybe &€+ Caereplied.

They remained sllent for atime, both leaning on the platform rail and regarding the empty hold.
&EasSomeone on this ship isworking for them,&€s Myrok declared.

&€0aY es.&€.

&€E0CanaE™1 believe it&€E™s one of the crew.&€» He turned to Cale. &€ag0ne of your friends?a€s

Caereluctantly nodded. &€osCould be.&€» Hea€™d been considering that possibility, and couldna€™t
rgectit.

&€ad don&€™t think we should tell anyone about the message pods,&€s Myrok said. &€od &E™II do
some more digging. | might be able to figure out who&€™s burning us.&€e

€A ny way to estimate how long before the Sarakheen get here, if thatd€™s who the messages were
for?a€e

&€aeNot a chance, &€+ Myrok answered. &€0eT 00 many variables, no way to even guess. Two days,
two months. Two years, if wed€™re lucky, but | know wed€™re not.&€e

&€oaNo,&€- Cale agreed, &€caved€™re not.&€e



Caetold Sidonie about the message pods while they sat in her cabin, drinking hydip tea. She got up
from her cot, paced the cabin severa times, then sat back down, taring into her cup.

aEceThey&E™I| be coming after us,é€» she said at last, looking up at him.

&€ceThey are coming after us,&€e he corrected. &€oeThey&€E™re on their way.&€e

&€osAnd Blackburn with them.&€.

Cale shrugged. &€acaMaybe, maybe not. He doesnd€™t worry me.&€e

&€Eadt doesné€™1 really change anything, though, doesit? Thered€™s nothing we can do about it.&€e
&€ceNO0.5€

Sidonie sighed heavily. &adt would help to know who sent the messages. Might make a difference what
we do from now on, when we reach the gate.&€+ She paused looking at him. &oa/Nho we take with us
when we go through.&€»

€Y es, but we might never know.a€»

She gave him ahard, wry smile. &o0s0h, wed€™I| find out, eventualy. Maybe when ité€™stoo late, but
wedE™I| find out.&€* Then, &EceHave you considered the possibility that ité€™s me?a€e

a€0ceNo0.&€
Her smile disappeared. &€0eY ou shouldn&€E™1 be so trusting, Cale.&€e

Cale dept poorly now. Anticipation, he supposed. Anxiety . . . doubt . . . fear . . . Hetook to wandering
the ship&€™s corridorsin the dim blueillumination of shipboard night, exploring the distant reaches of the
ship, the cabins and passages and holds he€™d never before seen. One night, in the dining cabin, he
encountered Harlock standing before the cabind€™ s single window, though it was covered by the
exterior panel so Harlock could not see athing.

a&€aHarlock, you want me to open that for you?a€s
Harlock dowly turned his head until he faced Cale, expression vacant.

&EceY ou can hear us, cand€™t you?a€e Cae said. &odDo you understand? Do you understand any of
what we say?a€e

Harlock&€™s expression didn&€™t change, but his attention remained fixed on Cde, asif he were
waiting for him to say the right words, and that when he did, Harlock would reply, would spesk to him as
though he€™d been speaking dl hislife.

&€ad wish | knew what you were thinking,&€+ Cae said. &€ceSomethinga€™'s going on in that mind of
yours, something worth understanding.&€»

Harlock remained silent, eyes blinking infrequently, watching Cae. Cale stepped forward and reached
past him to activate the exterior panel, which did aside so that the star-filled night appeared through the
clear glass, slver againg black.

Harlock looked out the window for amoment, then turned and ambled off, no longer interested in the



window now that it was open, no longer interested in Cale.

Five dayslater they maneuvered into position some two hundred kilometers from the gate, digned asthe
codex instructed so that the gate was centered in the disk of the sun. Surprisingly, they discovered they
had settled into what Captain Bol-Terra called a&€oggravity trough,&€e which meant that once
they&€™d positioned themselves before the gate, they, too, required no more energy to avoid being
drawn toward the gate or the sun behind it.

On the bridge&€™s main view screen, Sx metdlic satellites formed ahexagon againgt the reddish Slver
of the sun. A faint haze of luminescent particles surrounded the satellites, flickering and flowing between
them.

&€EoeThatdE™s a gate?a€e Aliazar said. &€od don&€™1t understand.&€e
The haze brightened and the particles coruscated with heightened intengity.
&€aWhat . . . 75€- Aliazar began.

THREE

The gate opened like some great and monstrous yet mechanical eye.

The six satellites spread dowly outward from the center, and the luminous particles codesced into
slvered ribbonslinking the metd orbs even asthey moved farther away from one another.

The sun darkened, or rather anew and solid darkness manifested within the gate, filling in the space
between the satellites and the ribbons of force, adeep and utter blackness so completeit blotted out the
sun, obliterated the ar that al knew shone directly behind the opened gate, that al knew should have
shone through the open gate. A blackness absolute like the path of banishment from thisuniverse.

Around the gate, the sky appeared warped and dightly out of focus. Starlight lengthened and distorted
and took on a sense of movement againgt the deep blue and black of interstellar space.

Just as unexpectedly asit had opened, the gate closed. The silvered ribbons of force twisted and became
seemingly taut, and the satellites drew inward once more toward one another until they were as before.
The ribbons fragmented, then dissolved, reverting to theinsubstantial haze of glowing particlesé€’ the gate
hung dormant, aluminous hexagon with the sun shining behind it once again.

&€NVed€™re supposed to go through that?&€e Aliazar said.

&EceY ou insisted on coming, &€+ Cae replied with asmile. &€ceRemember?a€e
&€0eNo,&€- said Aliazar.

&€ccA liazar has apoint,&€« Cicero put in. &€ad wonder myself what you have in mind.&€e

&€0d 8E™m not sure, to be honest, &€+ Cale said. &€oBut | never intended to go in blindly. Wea€™l|
send probes through first, see what happens. After that . . .&€+ He finished with ashrug. &ceTheplanis
to go through in alander, not the entire ship. Weg€™I| have plenty of timeto think about it.&€e

Cicero smiled hafheartedly. &€ceT he less we think about it the better.&€e
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aEcaVorried?a€s Sidonie asked. They were done on the bridge, looking at the cluster of satellites on
the view screen.

a€od\ot yet, &€+ Cale answered.

&€od am.&é€-

Cde put hisarm around her and felt the tension shivering through her.
&€0d 8€™m supposed to be comforting you,&€e she said.
&EceThatsE™s silly.a€»

&€oNo itéE™s not, Cale.&€»

He breathed deeply once and nodded. &€ceY oudE™re right, it&€™s not.&€+ He silently regarded the
shining formation that was a gate to some other place, perhaps some other time. &€oeY oudE™!1 go with
me?a€e

&€o0f course. Being scared wona€™t stop me.a€s

&€ad wouldnd€™t mind if you stayed,&€« he said. &€od might even . . .&€°
&€E0aNo,&€» was all she said.

&€0aNVho else do you think will go?&€s Cale asked.

a€odA liazar and Harlock.&€»

&€aNot Cicero?a€e

Sidonie shook her head. &€oBefore we left Lagrimal would have said &€yes,8€™ but he seemsto
have aged, lost interest somehow. | don&€™t know. | just don&€™1 think so.&€e

He wasnd€™1 sure why hed€™d asked the question. It didn&€™t seem to matter anymore, even though
he still didn&€™t know what waited for him . . . for them. Hefelt very much alone. He knew he would
have felt even more aone without Sidonie, but he no longer thought the presence of others would make
much difference. Thiswas his task, hiscommission, and in theend it was hisalone.

Thefirst probe emerged from the bay doors and floated away from the ship. Oblong and shiny and
sprouting antennae, the probe wobbled dightly until the attitude rockets fired, tiny silent bursts of flame,
and it gabilized. They watched from the bridge as afew more brief ignitions gppeared and the shining
meta probe headed directly toward the gate.

Asthe probe neared, the gate opened as before, the satdllites dispersed uniformly, the haze of particles
once again codescing and forming the more substantia ribbons of light and force between the satdllites
and in turn engendering that deep and yawning blackness within their boundaries.

Readouts and tracking graphslit up one of the smdler view screens off to the side, displaying the data
being transmitted to them by the probe. The gate seemed to welcome the probe, laying itself open and
shining brightly though at the sametime it had once again blotted out dl signs of the sun behind it.

The probe flew directly toward the center of the gate, the center of that black emptiness. For along time



there was no change but for the diminishing appearance of the probe asit moved farther from them and
nearer to the gate; even the displays on the view screen pulsed with regularity.

Everything stopped for amoment, the readouts froze, all motion seemed to cease as the probe reached
the gate and encountered the darkness. Cale3€™ s bregth, too, stopped, long enough for him to wonder
if hisheart had ceased to beat before the readouts came back to life with aburst of color and then
immediately died, darkening completely as the blackness swallowed the probe.

aENedE™ve got another problem,&€» Myrok said to Cale later that day.

Cae had been lying down in his cabin, trying to deep but unable to dow his thoughts enough to do more
than fitfully doze. He sat on his cot and regarded Myrok with exhaugtion.

&EcaWVe get atransmission from the probe?a€s Cale said.

&€odNo, nothing. Not even ahint of asigna. [t&€™s gone for good.&€» Myrok shook his head. &caVe
have vigtors. Lessthan fifty million kilometers away and headed straight for us.a€e

a€oebhit.a€e

Myrok nodded. &od_ooks like you were right about who the message pods were bound for. The
propulsion signature indicates ita&€™'s a Sarakheen starship.&€e

a&€aHow long before they get here?a€e

&EceT hat ship&€™s damn fast. Five days, maybe four.&€e

Cdesat inslencefor atime, staring a the floor and thinking. He looked up at Myrok.

&€aeNo more probes,é€+ he finally said. &odProbably wouldn&€™t learn anything useful, anyway.&€e
&EceY oudE™re going through the gate?a€s Myrok said.

&€aeNo choice, &€ Calereplied. &€ceNever redly was. But we cand€™1t put it off any longer. |1&E€™ve
got to go before the Sarakheen get here. I&€™ve got to go now. €.

Cadeand Sidonie sat sde by sidein the lander&€™s two pilot seats, Sidonie running through the systems
checkswith him, reviewing the contrals, trying to teach him as much as possible so he could assist her or
take over if necessary.

&€ad told Myrok and Bol-Terrato get asfar away from the gate as possible once we leave, &€ Cade
said, &€aebut | dona€™t think they&€™Il go anywhere.&€e

Sidonie smiled. &€oBetter for us, isNGE™t it?4€e
&€ad suppose. | worry about what the Sarakheen might do to them.&€e

a€od_ikely nothing,&€e she said. &€oelhey want the codex, and they&€™Il know it&€™s gone with
us.&€e

&€E0aY oudE™re probably right.&€e



The ship&€™ s intercom snapped, and Myrok&E™'s voice sounded inside the lander.
&€o2Y ou there, Cale? Sidonie?5€.
Sidonie switched on the mikes. 808N e3€™re here. &€

€050 are the Sarakheen,&€» Myrok said, voice tight yet controlled. &€oeThey made two tertiary
[jumps], both alot more directed than we could ever manage. | don&€™t know how the hdll they did it,
but they did, and now they&€™re less than aday away.a€e

Thelander moved dowly and carefully toward the open gate with minimal thrugt, little more than a
controlled drift, the view screens swelling with that dark blank emptiness where the sun should have
been. The satellites and ribbons of force and the stars still visible at the edges of the screenswere
incredibly bright againgt that hole in the universe that was the darkness looming before them.

Captain Bol-Terrad€™s voice came through the com system, clear and distinct. &€odHowa€™s
everyone doing? You look good from here, right on course.a€e

&ENedE™refine &€ Sidoniereplied. &osSo far nothing unexpected.&€e

Caelooked around the lander cabin, glancing briefly at each of his companions, everyonein shock suits
but with their Metzen Fields deactivated. All were slent and motionless, gazes fixed on the view screens.
Only Harlock appeared relaxed, though he, too, watched the screens with surprising intensity.

Caefdt asoft bump and turned back to the view screens. Nothing had changed, and he looked at
Sidonie. She atended to the instrument pands, making dight adjustments.

&€calWhat was that?a€ Cale asked.

&EaeDon&E™1t know. Wed€™ve got some resistance. The probe never ran into any, but wed€™ve sure
got it, and wed€™re not moving forward anymore. I&€™m increasing the thrust.&€e

The lander&€™ s vibration became more noticeable, but the sense of forward progress returned, the gate
growing larger on the screens.

a€cVhata€™s happening there?a€- Bol-Terraasked. &€0aNVea€™ re picking up ignitions from
you, and gravitational fluctuations from around the gate.a€.

8E0aA fidd of somekind isgiving usresstance . . . maybe gravitationd from what youd€™re saying. But
wed€™re countering it.&€+ As she spoke, though, sheincreased the thrust again.

Caewatched her, ressting the urgeto talk, to interrupt her, and he was grateful that the othersin the
lander remained slent. There wasn&€™t anything they could offer her.

Sidonie increased the thrust again only to have the resistance do the same. It was not quite a standoff,
however, for they continued to move closer and closer to the gate, though their progresswas barely
noticeable. Sidonie ignited the two emergency boosters, and the lander shook with the added force.

a€odMaybe you should abort,a€« Bol-Terrasuggested. His voice carried more concern and urgency
than the words did, while a the same time the transmission began to falter.

&€aNot a chance, &€+ Sidonie said. &€0a/Ned€™re pushing through, and wed€™re doing it now.
What&€™ s the status on the Sarakheen ship?a€e



a€oelen hours out,a€« Myrok responded. &€aeThatad€™ s assuming deceleration. Ita€™s. . .
occurredtom. .. that ... might decidetofoll .. . through the gate. If they do they . . . just
maintain . . .tion...afewhours. . .&€°

Thefront screenswere now completdly filled with the blackness, no hint of light. The enginesroared at
full thrust and the lander shook, and though it felt asif they were held immobile, the Side screens and the
tracking graphs showed their painfully dow but steady progress forward. Sidonie glanced a Cale and
shrugged, trembling hands on the controls. There was nothing more to do.

a€e . . losing you.a€« Bol-Terrad€™s voice was now barely audible, distorted and broken. &€ce . .
luck . . .&€°

The nose of thelander broke the plane of the gate and the black emptiness before them seemed to ripple
with alighter or darker blackness. . . perhaps adifferent kind of blackness. . . something not exactly
seen but rather felt or otherwise sensed. Harlock cried out, aloud and desperate wail. The lander pitched
and shuddered, and Caefdt it was on the verge of coming apart. The resistance disappeared altogether
and the lander hurtled forward.

FOUR

*k*

FIVE

...whee...?

... what happened . .. ?. .. what happenedto...?

<non>

S X

Cde awakened in an unnatural darkness, an uneasy silence. He could see nothing, not even his own hand
ashehddit just inchesfrom his eyes. He could hear nothing, not even the dightest whisper of movement
or breath. Were the others here with him? He wondered briefly if hed€™d become deaf and blind.

Hetried to it up, and lost consciousness once again.

The lander shook, asthough buffeted by a storm.

Complete darkness again or still. Then either hisvision returned, or the landeré€™'s power (some of it),
for the dim blue cabin lights came on and the instrument pands cameto life and Cale could see the others
around him. ..

Sidonie at the main controls unconscious, eyes closed and face dack and head |olling to one side.

Behind her, Cicero with eyes blinking, murmured uninteligibly.
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Aliazar dumped in his seat, also unconscious.

Only Harlock seemed unaffected, gazing mutely at the black view screens before them as though seeing
something imperceptible to the rest of them.

The lander continued to buck and shimmy, but with the view screens dark it was impossible to know
what was happening. Cale adjusted the screen controls without success. He pressed the switchesto
move the two screensto the left and the right and requested the protective shieding be retracted from the
gedglass forward windows. The safety authorization sounded and the shielding did back from the high
and wide windows.

The view through the glass was as featureless and dark asthat on the view screens.
&€caWhat . . . what isthis?&€e It was Sidonied€™ s voice, quiet and bewildered.

Cdeturned to see her ditting upright and aert, moving her hands uncertainly toward the controls, her
attention shifting back and forth between the screens and the view through the windows. She activated
the exterior lights, but nothing changeda€” either the lights didn&€™t work, or they had no effect on the
darkness surrounding them.

&€oAreyou al right?&€s Cale asked.
&€EceT here€™ s nothing out there, &€+ she said. Then, in awhisper, &od\othing.&€e

The shaking eased, gradudly became little more than aresonant vibration, and finally ceased atogether.
The view remained black.

Thelander hovered completely motionless, asif they were suspended outside the universe.
Just asthe lander hovered, Sidonied€™s hands, too, hovered not quite touching the controls.
&€ad don&€E™1t know what to do,&€« she said.

a€oEngines?a€s Cale asked. &€od don&€E™t hear or feel anything.&€»

Sidonie shrugged. &€od nstruments indicate the engines are running, everything go. But there8€™s no
acceleration, no fuel consumption.&€s She shrugged again.

A heavy gifling quiet, astiliness that encased the lander. Cde sensed the void pressing in on them, yet he
felt no fear, no concern that the pressure and the void would overwhelm and crush the lander and al of
their liveswith it. There was an assurance to this pressure, a security to the grip in which the void held
them. Without knowing why, he felt certain that they were safe.

Time passed strangdly, with an extreme downess that somehow dispelled any possibility of tedium or
impatience. They remained in their seets, watching for something to appear within the black and
featureless view before them, rarely spesking.

Thewindows and screens it up with ablazing white flare, abright wash like sheet lightning. Cale jerked,
gartled by the flash, and pulled out of the trancelike state into which he had falen. He sat upright asthe
light faded and the screens and windows went dark again. Then dark blue color agppeared, and hints of
distant lights, and suddenly the |lander&€™s engines resumed their roaring, the sudden acceleration



shoving him back and deep into his seat asthe craft blasted forward into the darkness.

Aliazar cried out, awordless shout harsh and frightened. Gravity manifested itself and the lander
dropped, faling suddenly, then dammed into something with a crash and caromed upward as Sdonie
gaveit aburg of lift.

&€od_ights! &€ she called out.

Cale searched the panels before him, trying to remember, then recognized the switches and hit the
lander&€™ s exterior floodlights as the vehicle crashed into something above them.

&€oShit . . . shit. . . shit. . .&€+ Sidonie muttered, hands moving frantically acrossthe controls asthe
lander fell once more, now listing and pulling to the right.

The windows and screens came to life with the shadowed images of rock spread out before them, though
overhead and to the sides loomed only darkness. What had they hit overhead? They hurtled aong over
blackened stone, broken and jagged, the ground coming up at them once more.

Cde glanced down at the instrument panels, then returned his attention to the uneven terrain, fegling
utterly helpless. The lander bucked and swerved and rose in alooping arc, pulling up and away from the
rocks. Thefloodlights beamed e ongated cones away from the craft that vanished into blackness,
illuminating nothing.

The lander dowed and dipped again, faling to theright. Cale watched Sidonie at the controls, trying to
follow her efforts, remembering now that the engines had been at full thrust when they&€™d broken
through the gate. Shewastrying to cut back on the thrust while compensating for damage that must have
occurred when they&€™d first bottomed out. They pulled up, hung for amoment weightless, then
pitched forward and descended, thistime dightly more smoothly and less precipitoudy, though still pulling
s0 hard to the right that Sidonie could barely keep them close to astraight course.

The lights showed arocky plain that abruptly ended several hundred meters ahead. They hurtled forward
and passed the boundary, the ground dropping away and becoming one with the darkness above and
around them. Thelander continued to list, but Sidonie gradually brought it under control, nearly leveling
the flight and easing back on the velocity.

Darkness surrounded them again. It was not black and empty like the void of the gate, however, and
Caethought he could detect distant glimmers of light or vague shapes beyond the reach of the
lander&€™sfloodlights.

The forward thrust engines died, and the lander dropped. Sidonie cursed and hit all the vertical thrusters,
jolting the lander but hdting their descent. Varying the power to the verticals, she brought the craft
around in awide bouncing turn and headed dowly and awkwardly back toward the rocky ground
they&€™d left behind. Asthe solid ground approached, Cale could see that the cliff edge was straight
and even and stretched unbroken and without apparent end in both directions, and the wall that fell into
the deeps was smooth and featurel ess, reflecting the floodlights like polished metd.

Despite the damage and the pronounced list, Sidonie managed to set down as more rough landing than
crash, the craft bouncing and scraping and diding before coming to rest. The cabin became profoundly
quiet except for the harsh whisper of ragged bregaths.

aEceEveryone okay?a€« Sidonie asked, surveying theinterior. Cicero and Aliazar nodded, while
Harlock smply blinked at her without expression.



&EcaVhat&E€™s the chance of making it back out in this condition?&€s Cale asked.

Sidonie shook her head. &€caMight be able to limp it dlong back to where we came from, but we
don&€™t even know if this gate istwo-way, do we? Or if it would take the same kind of thrust to get
through going back, in which case we wouldn&€™t have a chance. We shouldn&€™t even think about it
now. Wetry to do what we came here to do, deliver the codex, and then we worry about getting back
afterward.&€»

&€oHow do we do that?a€e Cicero asked.
&EaDo what?a€e
a€oDdiver the codex.5€e

Sidonie just shrugged, and Cale said, &€caVe go outside. | assume wedE™ I be able to figure out where
to go once wed€™re out there.&€e

Cicero smiled. &celhatd€™ s optimistic of you.a€e

Sidonie returned her attention to the lander controls. &€os0utside temperature is cold, but not bad,
hovering around freezing. Atmosphere andysisis running, but wed€™I| be using the Metzen Fidds
anyway.&€* The Metzen Fidds would enclose each persond€™'s head like an invisible helmet, providing
ar and insuletion.

Sidonie reached across the control panels and switched off the exterior and interior lights. Harlock
moaned quietly, but graduadly the surrounding environment became dimly visible through the windows,
illuminated by afaint ambient light of background radiation. The lander rested on rocky plain that paled
into astrange and utter darkness in the direction from which theya€™d entered this place, ended
abruptly at acliff in the opposite direction, and stretched unending for milesto their right and left.

€Al right, letd€™ s activate the Metzen Fields, &€+ Sidonie said.

Caetwisted the flange on his suit collar . . . and nothing happened. He worked at the switch, resetting it
and twisting again. He looked at Sidonie, who shook her head a him in dismay.

&EoCicero?a€e Sidonie said.

&€aMy field doesnd€E™t seem to be working.&€e

a&€aeNot mine neither, &€+ Aliazar said from the darkness behind them. &€caVhat&€™'s wrong?a€s
&€oaNone of them are working?a€e Cale asked. &€ogHow can that be?a€e

Before Sidonie could think of an answer, or could tell him she had none, aringing darm sounded and red
light flashed on the control panel.

&EcaWhat the hell . . . ?5€+ Sidonie switched on the interior lights and got to her feet, turning around
toward the rear. &oel he outer door . . . Harlock! &€

Theinner airlock door at the rear of the cabin was open, and Harlock had worked the manual override
for the outer door, which now did open as he turned the whed. Cold air rushed in astheir own air rushed
out, and when the opening was wide enough Harlock stepped through the doorway and dropped to the
ground outside. After abrief hestation, Aliazar ran out after him, calling his brother&€™s name.

&EaeDamn it'&€» Sidonie snapped. She ran to the main panel to sedl off the interior door and flipped the



switch. The door did shut and the alarm ceased.

Therewaslittle to be done or said. Cale and Sidonie and Cicero remained in the lander, watching Aliazar
and Harlock. Cale switched on one of the exterior floods, which illuminated their two companions and
cast long shadows across the rocky ground. Harlock seemed quite content and worked hisway to the
cliff edge, where he stood and looked out into the yawning darkness. Aliazar joined his brother and
tugged at hisarm and appeared to plead with him, but Harlock would not budge.

It was only amatter of time before they joined those two, Cale thought, certain Sidonie and Cicero
recognized the same thing. Unless the atmosphere outside held certain death for them, they had no choice
but to risk it. They could not stay here indefinitely, and returning the way they had come did not appear
to be aviable option.

Fifteen minutes later Sidonie glanced a a set of readouts that had begun to blink and said,
a&EaPrdiminary andysisindicates a breathable atmosphere. Harlock and Aliazar will be glad to hear
that.&€e

Cicero chuckled and got up from his seat. &€osShoul dn&€™1t we go tell them?a€e

Cderetrieved the rucksack with the codex and worked his arms through the shoulder straps, adjusting
them. Sidonie activated the lander&€E™ s rooftop beacon&€” adowly pulsing orange lantern that cast an
eerieillumination about the vehiclea€” and switched off the exterior floods and the interior lights.

&€oHarlock&€E™s walking off,&€» Cicero said as he stood at the window.

Cdeand Sidoniejoined him, and observed Harlock making hisway acrossthe plain, angled dightly
away from the edge of the abyss. He hiked steadily, but in no hurry, and Aliazar followed.

Sidonie opened the interior door, and the three of them disembarked.

SEVEN

They followed Harlock for no reason other than that he seemed to have an actua destination in mind, or
was guided by some hovering cynosure recognizable to none but him: his own persona Star of
Bethlehem. Intentionally or not, he led them on, shambling across the broken and yet unnatura terrain,
hunched forward asif still harnessed to the cart Cale had seen him pulling al those years ago acrossthe
desert. Aliazar followed hisbrother asin those days, but hatless and on foot, now.

Theway wasdimly lit by an ambient slver blue light. Ce waked behind Aliazar, the rucksack with the
codex on his shoulders; Cicero came next, and Sidonie last. Pilgrims on their way to aholy shrine.
Disaster survivorslooking for rescue. A little of both, Cale supposed.

Sidonie shone a powerful hand light into the darkness on al sides, casting long shadows and illuminating
blocks of quarried stone, shattered glass, and spiky shrubs of oxidized meta that had never lived and
never would, yet would endure for centuries. No hills, no cavern walls, an endlesslifdessplain.
Whenever the light shone ahead of Harlock, he would stop and turn back to her with agrimace, and
would not resume until she had aimed thelight in another direction. Eventually she switched it off and
followed inthedimillumination.

They marched on in thisway for hoursin silence, and Cae wondered if they were dl afraid that any
question, any word at al might bring them to a hdt, might engender some discussion of whether or not to
go on, might result in their turning back when they al knew there waslittle or no hopein that.
Occasiondly heturned around and searched for the tiny pulsing beacon atop the lander, and he dways
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found it, but each timeit was smaller and dimmer. Soon he would not be ableto seeit at all.

At one point during their march they heard amuted roaring and crashing and screeching from far behind
them. When they turned to look, there was a dulled flicker of light in the distance, back from the direction
of thelander.

&€E0eT he Sarakheen?&€+ Sidonie wondered aoud. No one replied, probably because there was no one
elseit could be. They stood watching and listening, but when they saw and heard no more they turned
and went on, hurrying to catch up with Harlock, who had not paused in his private and resolute march.

Sometime later, ahigh wall rosein the distance ahead of them, a solid darker shadow blotting out al
other shadows. Asthey neared it, the wal loomed over them, amassive presence, the demarcation
between one unknown place and another.

Harlock kept on without pause, and walked purposefully toward an opening in thewall, ahigh arched
doorway. He stopped before it and leaned forward, reaching hesitantly toward it, then pulling back his
hand as the others came up beside him.

The open doorway revea ed the same thorough and pal pable darkness as that which had waited for them
beyond the gate. Cale moved to the side of the opening and put his gloved hand against the wall. Hefelt
asurprisng warmth through the glove. He stared into the darkness of the doorway, but it had no
dimension, asif thewal wasinfinitely deep or had no depth at dl. Harlock swayed and hummed before
it, head cocked as though trying to make adecision. Caelooked at Aliazar.

&€ceNo, heBE™s not going to have avision,&€s Aliazar said, answering the unspoken question. &€cerhis
istoo quiet.&€» He reached up and gently laid his hand on his brother&€™s shoulder, but Harlock did
not seem to notice, and continued to hum and sway.

Cicero spoke, lightly but serioudy. &adf Harlock goes through, we follow.&€e

Aliazar glanced at Cicero, then looked back at Cale. &€odHea€™sright,&€s Cale said. &EceThatdE™ s
what we do.&€e

They remained like thisfor sometime, watching and listening to Harlock. He stopped humming, stood
straighter. He appeared to focus on something on the other side of the darkness, something again
imperceptible to the rest of them. He sighed deeply, stepped forward and into the doorway, and
vanished.

Aliazar hestated only afew moments, then followed his brother and he, too, disappeared.

Calelooked at Sidonie and Cicero, and they both returned his gaze without questions spoken or
unspoken. They were waiting to follow him. He turned back to the doorway, gripped the straps of the
rucksack to hold the codex tight against his back, then stepped through.

One step, was dl. He stood on the floor of avast and wondrous chamber, an immense cylinder that
appeared to be severa miles across and far more than that high, the upper reaches disappearing into a
darkening mist. A steady vibration emanated from the floor, gently penetrating his bones, and adeep and
low thrum enveloped him. There was more light here than back on the plain they&€™d marched across,
though here, too, it infused the air itself, pae and blue. Thewallsheld row upon row of wide horizontal
metal lockers of aglver-bluish cast set within niches of polished black stone&€” thousands, tens of



thousands. . . probably hundreds of thousands or more, Cale thought.
The Graveyard of Saints?

Harlock sat cross-legged on the floor, head tilted back, gazing up raptly at the endless curved wall, at the
innumerable meta vessdls. Aliazar Sood beside him, sllent and awestruck, mouth open.

Cicero stepped through the doorway and stopped at Caled€™s sde, and afew momentslater Sidonie
followed. Cale expected the doorway to disappear or transform, but it remained unchanged, an arched
darkness reveding no sign of the unnaturd plain they had waked upon for hours.

aEcaNVhat is this place?&€s Cicero whispered, but with nothing in his voice to suggest that he expected
an answe.

&€EceThe Graveyard of Saints.é€e Cale approached the wall and touched one of the metal lockers. The
surface was so smooth his gloved fingers dipped across it without traction. The container, likeal of the
others, was about three feet high and at |east ten feet wide. He had the distinct feding that if there had
been ahandle on it&€” and he were strong enough&€” he could have pulled the locker out of thewall like
the drawer of someimmense and indestructible cabinet.

&€V hered€™s the light coming from?&€» Sidonie asked.

&Eadt was dark when we first came through,&€e Aliazar replied. His voice wastentative, asif he were
afraid to speak aloud. &€ceThe light kind of poured in from thewalls, it . . .&€ Hetrailed off.

a€aNow what?&€- Cicero asked. Thistime it was clear that he did expect an answer to his question.
&€caWe look for the shrine.&€e
&EosShrine?a€e Aliazar asked.

aEceThatdE™s what the codex says. We cometo the &€ Graveyard of Saints,&€™ and look for the
shrine. When we find it, we place the codex inside.&€»

&€0oANd then what&€™'s supposed to happen?a€s

&€EceT he re-genesis of the Jagprana.&€s Cale shook his head. &€0aVe dond€™1t know what that means.
Some kind of creation, perhaps. Or resurrection.&€»

&€EceThen maybe it&€™'s not such agood ideato do it,&€ Aliazar said.
aEadtéE™swhy wed€™re here, &€ Cale told him.

&EoBut that sound, | fed it going al through me, that hum . . . thisisaterrible place. . . we should just
leave. .. weshould go back . . .&€e

&€EceY ou pleaded with me to come aong, remember?&€e

Aliazar nodded. &€aceMaybe it was so we could stop you, maybe thaté€™s what Harlock meant, we had
to be here to keep you from doing it.&€»

Cdeanmiled. &Eadté€™II be dl right, Aliazar. Whatever happens.é€e
&€oHow do you know?a€e



&EodHe knows, &€ Sidonie said to him, her tone certain and somehow reassuring.

Aliazar looked at her, then at Cale, then finally turned back to his brother, who appeared entranced by
his surroundings, hands pressed againgt the floor before him asif he were actively taking in the vibrations
and letting them work their way through his body. &€o2Y ou mean even if we dl die, it&€™I1 somehow be
all right,&€ Aliazar said to Cale.

€Y es, &€+ Calereplied. &€ad suppose that iswhat | mean.&€e

&€ceY ou sound like some kind of crazy holy man.&€s

&Ed&E™m not, Aliazar. 1&€™m just someone who found the codex.&€»
Aliazar nodded, still looking at his brother. &€o80kay. We find the shrine.&€e
&€odMaybe there,&€- said Cicero.

He pointed to asection of the wadl in the distance that gave off afaint rosy hue. Cae, Sidonie, and
Cicero darted toward it, and afew moments|later Aliazar followed, leaving Harlock behind, still seated
with hislong arms stretched out to elther Sde and his hands pressed againgt the floor, humming quietly.

The ground benesath their feet appeared to be adark bronzed metd, textured with tiny bubblesand
pockets, and each step seemed to add to the vibration that came up from the rough surface. The
thrumming continued without interruption, and now Cale thought he could sense asubtle oscillation toit,
perhaps even some complex rhythm.

Thelight came from within adeep acove, the only irregularity other than the doorway in the cubicled
rows of meta containers. A diffuse pinkish light emanated from an opaque panel on the back alcove wall.
A shdf a chest height ran along one side wall, while the opposite wall consisted of dulled rectangles of
various szesthat might have been dormant lights or other displays. On the back wall, amid the rosy light,
was anarrow ledge, and at its center an angled platform with a shallow recessthat looked asif it would
hold the codex.

&€ad hate this place, &€+ Aliazar said, hisvoice dmost pleading.

Cae sensed fear coursing through him with its own persona and intimate vibration, but it was
accompanied by excitement and anticipation that overpowered it and allowed him to act asif he was not
frightened a dl.

He removed the codex from the rucksack and carried it into the alcove. The air was colder and drier and
the skin on hisface tightened. Breathing became difficult, asif he wasforced to conscioudy direct his
lungs to work, to expand and contract. He approached the platform and examined it. The metal surface
was dark and shiny with swirls of reflective burgundy hues. The recess appeared to be the same size and
shape as the codex. Cale lifted the codex, and st it into the depression.

The codex sank immediately into the platform with asmooth low whirring sound, then did back into the
wall, disgppearing completely. The whirring intensified, resounding from the walls and insgde his head, and
therosy light brightened. Tempted to back away, but remembering the words of the codex, Cale stood
waiting for its regppearance, though now he was doubtful.

A grinding rumble sounded, echoing within the acove, like theroar of machinery coming to life. He took
one unconscious step backward, then stopped himself. The codex reappeared, and rose up out of the
depression, and continued rising until the depression was flush with the surface. The metal-bound volume
did down the angled platform and dropped over the edge. Cale reached out and caught it, held it away



from his body, and quickly backed out of the acove.

They al stepped back from the shrine, then asthe grinding roar grew louder, they retreated even farther
and watched from what seemed a safe distance. Cale put the codex back in the rucksack. They stood
and waited for whatever was to come.

Hours passed. Cale suspected that if there had been anywhere else to go, the others might have lft this
place. Asfor himself, he was determined to see it through no matter what happened.

They ate sparingly from their nutrition packets and sipped at their water tubes. They listened to the
background thrumming asif it were somekind of celestid music, and they listened to the steady machine
rumble emanating from the shrine. They watched the rosy light of the alcove, preparing themsdvesto
witness the emergence of . . . something. Presumably the Emissary, whoever or whatever that was. They
paced and stretched their limbs and sat, then rose and paced again. They didn&€™1t speak.

Sudden quiet. All sounds ceased. When the background thrum resumed, they ingtinctively backed away
abit farther, but the grinding machine roar remained silenced. Therosy light faded until the rear of the
acove became dark and heavily shadowed. A harsh diding sound reached their ears, adoor opening
perhaps, and an even deeper darkness momentarily filled the acove. Then came the sound of heavy and
uncertain footsteps.

Anincredibly tall and imposing figure stepped out of the shadows, eight and ahdf, perhaps ninefeet in
height, with massive arms and legs and wearing armored clothing and gloves, face and head covered by a
shielded helmet with caged eye holes and scales of brightly colored metd layered dong itssde. Thedien
staggered dightly, asif unsure of itsfooting, then firmly planted the heavy black boots, straightened, and
stood till, hemeted head facing Cale and his companions. He was enormous, and reminded Cale of the
high doorways in the ruins on Conrada€™s World.

He? Caewondered why he thought of the dien asmae, and wondered if it was alabd that even made
any sense. Because he saw no signs of mammaries? Which, even if they existed, could be easily
obscured by the armored clothing?

Wasthis then the Emissary mentioned in the codex? It had to be.

No skin or hair or eyesor any other evidence of organic life wasvisible, everything covered or
shadowed by helmet and armor, clothing and tinted shields. Cale wondered if it was possible the dlien
was not aliving creature a al, but an animated construct. He quickly dismissed the notion as he
registered the harsh breathing he now realized had been manifest since the aien had first appeared, the
sound obscured by the ever-present thrum al around them.

The dien stepped forward and Cale and his companions backed away once again, keeping their
distance. Cdetold himsdlf he shouldn&E™1 be afraid, but hed€™d reacted unconscioudy. The dien, the
Emissary, stopped. It deliberately reached one hand toward them, then lowered it. It came no farther.

They remained thus for long moments, no one moving, no one spesking. Then Cale, remembering his
ingtructions, took severa stepstoward the dien. He held up the rucksack, showing it to the dien, then set
it on the ground, preparing to remove the codex. He knelt, his movements dow and deliberate, and
worked at the fabric bindings, keeping his gaze on the Emissary.

Thedlien put its massive gloved handsto the helmet, asif preparing to removeit, but beforeit could, the
quiet was broken by along and anguished wail. Cae turned to see Harlock on his feet, howling ashe



faced the mysterious doorway through which they had al entered this place.

The doorway was unchanged, black and dimensionless, but Harlock continued to wail, head swinging
from sdeto sde, hands clawing the air before him. He howled out afind, harsher cry and dropped to his
knees, covering hisface with his hands as the doorway took on anacreous sheen that imbued the
darknesswith akind of life.

Blackburn stepped through the arched darkness and halted. He was soon followed by the Sarakheen
cdled Judtinian, then moments later by three other figures. Cale looked back at the dien, who had
lowered his hands without removing the helmet and now faced the newcomers, standing straight and
dert.

Blackburn and Justinian and the otherstook sometimeto get their bearings, breething heavily asif they
had just climbed a steep hill. They ignored Harlock, focused on Cae and his companions and the
Emissary, and started toward them. Asthey approached, Cae saw that the three others were Sarakheen
aswdl&€” two women and one man, artificial limbs and plated skin exposed. The mae Sarakheen lagged
behind the others, bleeding heavily from agash across hisforehead. All of them carried

weaponsaE” tone-burners, laser rifles, hand pistols. Blackburn carried a multicharge shattergun under his
arm, held loosdly but till pointed generally toward Cae and the others.

The group stopped when it was only twenty feet away, and the bleeding Sarakheen dropped to his
knees, pressing his one flesh-and-blood hand againgt his forehead.

Blackburn smiled. &€caNel met again,&€+ he said to Cale, followed by anod to Sidonie and another to
Cicero. Hegave Aliazar aquizzica look, then turned to regard the alien. &od_ook at that,&€« he said.
8E0eA Jagpranadien. Alive.&€« He shook his head in wonder. &oeHowever did you manage that,
young Cale?a€.

EIGHT

The dien did not move except to occasiondly turn its head from one group of humansto the other; once
it looked out a Harlock, who sat upon the ground with hands and arms outstretched as before.

&EcaWe didna€™t expect this, | will admit,&€s Blackburn said. He looked at Justinian. &€oeDoes this
change anything?a€s

The Sarakheen processed the question, then dowly shook his head.
Blackburn looked at Cale and stretched out his free hand. &odNow. The codex.&€»
&€oHow do you plan to get out of here?a€e Cale asked.

&EceThatdE€™ s not your concern,&€» Blackburn replied. &€od &€™ve always admired your courage,
Cale, but thistime it&€™Ss carried you too far. Thistime it won&€™t be enough, and | don&€™t believe
youa€E™II be coming back.&€+ He adjusted his hold on the shattergun. &€ceT he codex, &€ he repeated.

&€0ceNO0.5€
Blackburn nodded once. &ad thought it would come to this.&€e

A quiet strained tension took hold. No one spoke, no one moved. Cae held Blackburnd€™s stare and
wondered if the man would redly kill him. Probably.

Surprising them dl, it was the Emissary who moved first, taking two long and heavy stepsforward. The
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aien held out its gloved hands palms up, brought them together and closed them in a prayer-like position,
then opened them. The hands remained open for atime, then the alien repeated the motions, and Cae
redlized it was miming the opening of abook.

&€0d 8E™1 be damned, &€+ Blackburn said with aharsh laugh. &€ceT hat creature wants the codex, too.
But what for? The Jagprana wrote the damned thing, didn&€™t they7a€.

&EcRe-genesis, &€ Justinian said. The Sarakheen fixed his gaze on Cale. &€EceThatd€™ s the word,
Isn&€™t it? The word they use in the codex?a€e

&€caWVhat the hell are you talking about?&€« Blackburn asked.
€Y es, &€ Cale said, returning the Sarakheen&€™ s gaze. &€oelThaté€™ s exactly the word.&€e

Justinian gave a brief nod of acknowdgement, then dowly shook his head. &oaNe candgE™ et that
happen, Cale. Y ou cand€™t give it to them.&€s He gestured toward the alien. &€od_ook at it. Look.
Can you imagine that race loosed upon the gdlaxy? Millions of them, descending on our worldswith their
advanced technology and their physica superiority? Disaster. Give them afew decades, maybe less, and
they&™II turn the human race into their daves. . . or make it completely extinct.&€e

Caeregarded the Emissary, who had lowered its open hands and now took a step back. Wary,
perhaps, Cale thought. With good reason.

&€caWVe dondE™t know that,&€+ he said. &EceT he codex says we would live together, learn from each
other.&€.

&E00f coursethatd€™swhat it says. They need us, at least afew of us, to bring it to them. They&€™'re
not going to reveal the truth.&€e

Sidonie moved to Caed€™s side. &EceT hatd€™ s why you want the codex, &€+ she said to the
Sarakheen. &€ceT o keep it from the Jagprana, to prevent them being revived.&€»

&€adt&€™s more than enough of a reason.&€»

Blackburn shook his head in confusion. &caNVhat about the trandation of al the Jagpranatextsyou
have?a€e

&Eod&E™m sureit will do that, &€+ Justinian said. &€ceThat will be an added benefit, no doubt. But no,
that&€™s not the real reason wea€™re here.5€»

&€oHow do you know about this?&€e Cale asked.

&E00ne of our people found it, many decades ago. Or another version of it. Not on Conrad&€™'s
World, on Vox Romanus. | wouldn&€™t be surprised if there8€™s more than one, written by a number
of different Jagpranawho stayed behind on each of their worlds. Thiswoman found it, and read it, and
lost it. Later she became one of us and brought with her the tale of the codex.&€»

€A nd youadE™ve been searching for it ever since, &€+ Sidonie said.
&Ead-or each and every one that might exist, &€+ Justinian corrected her.

Blackburn stepped in front of Justinian and glared a him. &€ceY ou told me that the trandationswould
allow the complete integration of man and machine. Thaté€™s alie?a€.

aEcdVe have no ideawhata€™s in the texts we have, &€+ Justinian admitted. &€oBut 13€™m sure



wed€™I| learn agreet deal from them. That&€™'s not what&€™s important, however. Whatd€™'s
important is preventing the Jagprana from being revived.a€e

Cale could fed the sense of betraya and anger building in Blackburn, and sensed a so that Blackburn
didn&€™t know how or whereto direct it. Blackburn wanted to survive this, and believed the Sarakheen
were hisbest hope for that. Cae once again dmost felt sorry for Blackburn. Almost. He couldn&€™t
afford to let sympathy or pity affect any action or decision right now. He glanced at the Emissary without
turning his head; the dien seemed to be intently observing the interaction among the humans, asif
deliberating before making ajudgment. Caewas afraid of what that judgment might be.

&€0aVho betrayed us?a€s Sidonie demanded to know.

&€oDona€E™t tel them,&€» Blackburn said with bitterness. &€od_et their suspicions eat away at
them.&€-

&€EceThere3€™s no need for that sort of thing,a€e Justinian said. He looked at Sidonie. &oeNo great
&€ betrayal .&€™ Y our Captain Bol-Terrakept usinformed. His cooperation was easily acquireda€” a
combination of asense of duty to the human race, and asubstantia sum of money to reinforceit. Nothing
complicated, nothing mysterious.&€»

Cicero spoke up for the first time since Blackburn and the others had arrived. &€oeY ou have no regard
for the human race, &€« he said to Justinian. &€ceY ou know the Jagprana are not a threat to us. Y ou see
them as athreat to your superiority, your plansto dominate all non-Sarakheen humans.&€e

&€0aAt this moment,&€e Justinian replied, &€osour &€ trued€E™ motives dond€™t matter. We are taking
the codex, whatever our reasons may be.&€»

a&€adt matters, &€« Cicero inssted. &€adt determines who will get the codex.&€»

Justinian shook his head with afaint smile. Before the Sarakheen could say anything else, however, Cde
caught aflicker of movement off to the sde and turned. Aliazar had dowly and quietly made hisway to
the rucksack, and had opened it. With smooth and quick movements he pulled the codex from the
rucksack and hurried with it toward the dien.

Blackburn raised the shattergun and aimed it a Aliazar and the dien.

Jugtiniané€™s artificial hand lashed out and grabbed the barrel of Blackburn&€™ s weapon and pushed it
skyward.

Aliazar held out the codex, and the dien reached forward and down and took it reverently but firmly
from Aliazar&€™s hands.

Blackburn stepped back and tried to wrench his shattergun out of the Sarakheend€™ s grasp. Justinian
would not release the barrel, however, and they stood with the weapon between them like somerigid
and inorganic umbilica, and neither man would give way.

&€E02Y ou used me, &€+ Blackburn said. &€0eY ou used me and you lied to me.&€e

aEcaAll true, &€ Justinian agreed. He cut his eyestoward hisfellow Sarakheen and nodded once.
&€oBut wea€™re done using you.&€e

The wounded Sarakheen rose and came up behind Blackburn. Blackburn did not see him. When the
Sarakheen raised his artificia arm and hand, Cale called out awarning. Blackburn turned, but it was too
late. The Sarakheen swung his hand and arm down like a club and crushed Blackburn&€™s skull. Blood



spattered from the big man&€™'s head and he released his grip on the gun. Blackburn collapsed and
pitched forward without uttering aword, surely dead by the time he hit the ground.

Feding sick, Cale stared at the dead man, at the crushed head and pul ped skin matted with blood and
bits of bone and gray matter, at the deep red blood pooling thickly around his head and neck. Blackburn.

Blackburn, who had comeriding into Caeg€™slife that rainy day nearly twenty years ago, and who had
at times shown agenuine liking and concern for him.

Who had been able to watch with equanimity the daughter of Lammiad€™ s village.

Who had bound Cae when searching for the codex, yet did not kill or even harm him.

Who had forced him to watch three men butcher one another before offering to buy the codex.
Who would havewillingly left them dl hereto die.

Who had seemed invincible, evenimmortal.

Blackburn, whose death now engendered in Cale a surprising sense of loss.

Blackburn.

No one moved. Cde wondered what the dien thought of what had just occurred. He finally turned to
Justinian and stared into the Sarakheen&€™'s cold and shining eyes, wondering if either of them was
dive
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aEcalust what | said. He&E™d fulfilled his purpose, and we were done with him. He was going to create
problems, soon if not right now.&€+ He gestured toward the alien while keeping his gaze fixed on Cale.
a&EaeNow retrieve the codex from that thing, and bring it to us.é€e

&€caWhy didna€™t you let Blackburn fire?a€e

Justinian looked at the dlien and said, &0aNe may yet haveto do it oursalves, but only if it becomes
absolutely necessary. Firing aweapon in here might produce unwanted results.&€» He turned back to
Cale. &€ceT he codex.&€»

&EoGet it yourself.&€e
&€cahat happened to Blackburn can happen to any one of you . . . or al of you.&€e

&€caVhat kind of threat isthat?a€s Cale asked. &€0eY ou plan to strand us here, so wed€™re dead
either way. Now or later, and now might be alot easier on us.&€»

aEddf youd€™re il alive you have a chance to find your way out. If youd€™redead . . . then

youaE™re just dead.&€» He took his stone-burner and aimed it at Cale. &€ad &€™ 1 kill you one at a
time, and seeif that doesn&€™1t become aviable threat to those ill dive. | think [&€™d better start with
you, Cale.&€e

Without hesitating, Justinian pressed the stone-burneré€™ s igniter. Cale tensed with aquick intake of air,
squinting his eyes. Nothing happened. Justinian glanced down at the burner and pressed the igniter again.
Stll nothing. Cde hed hisbreeth, afraid to move. Justinian looked up, then shifted his gazeto the dien.



Cdeturned to look. The Emissary set the codex at its feet and withdrew a pair of coppery tubesfrom a
banded pocket on the side of hisarmored suit, the tubes linked in severa places by wire mesh. Thedien
held them so the tubes pointed at Justinian, and pressed them together. The wire mesh glowed in the
aliend€™s hands, then agolden stream of particles flared from the coppery tubes. Calefelt and heard an
electrica buzz, and watched Justinian and the closer of the two Sarakheen women crumple to the ground
like animatrons that had been suddenly deprived of dl power.

The other Sarakheen woman raised her laser rifle, amed it at the dlien, and pulled the trigger. Just aswith
Justiniana€™'s weapon, nothing happened. In desperation she threw therifle at the dien, who deflected it
deftly with one arm. The Sarakheen who&€E™d killed Blackburn stood motionless, asif parayzed. The
alien squeezed the two linked tubes together once more. Again the golden stream flared, an electric
vibration washed over Cae, and the two remaining Sarakheen crumpled to the ground.

Cdeturned to the dien Emissary, wondering if they were next. But the alien returned the tubesto their
place, then turned its masked head toward Cale and the others. It didn&€™1 otherwise move, asthough
waiting for something, the codex dill at its feet.

Cicero walked over to the four Sarakheen, and knelt by Justinian. &€ceHe&€™ s breathing,&€ Cicero
said. &EoHedE™s dtill dive.€» He rose and checked on each of the others. &€ceTheya€™re dl il
aive. Apparently the dien isné€™t quite aswilling to kill asthe Sarakheen were.&€»

Harlock was on his feet now, and shuffled toward them. Although he seemed in no hurry, he appeared to
be focused and intent. When he reached them he went by Cicero, then Cae and Sidonie, and then finally
walked past Aliazar without even the dightest acknowledgment. He continued on and stopped only when
he stood directly in front of the dien Emissary, lessthan afoot avay. Though Harlock waswell over six
feet tall, hewas dwarfed by the massive figure before him.

Thedien put itshandsto its helmet asit had earlier, but thistime completed the action and removed i,
revealing head and face. Its skin was dark and leathery, and its large golden eyes were protected by
clear lensesthat appeared to be embedded in the sockets. Instead of hair, layers of large and curved
dark multicolored scales covered its head and brow, whorled into structures on either sdethat Cale
assumed were ears. Segmented folds of skin formed awide mouth.

Harlock straightened, raised his head as high as possible, then bowed it dightly forward. The dien turned
the masked helmet around, lifted it, and lowered it over Harlock&€™'s head.

&EcaVait!&€- Aliazar ran afew steps toward the two and stopped, shifting from one foot to the other.
&€caVhat are you doing?a€s

Thedlien looked a Aliazar, itslarge and golden eyes never blinking, but did not otherwisereact. Then it
returned its attention to Harlock and pressed the helmet more firmly over his heed, adjusting it dightly.

&EasStop! &€+ Aliazar cried, though he did not step any closer. &€oeThaté€E™smy . . .&€ Hisvoice
trailed off, and then hefindly finished in awhisper, &odMly brother.&€» He glanced frantically from Cale
to Sidonieto Cicero, to his brother and the alien, then back to Cale. &€0aVhatéE™ s it doing to him?a€s

Cde could only shake his head. When Aliazar looked back at his brother, the alien gestured with itshand
for him to come forward. Aliazar hesitated, and the alien gestured again.

&€0550,8€° Sidonie said quietly.

Without looking back, Aliazar nodded and hesitantly approached the dien and his brother. Movements
dow and ddliberate, the alien gently took hold of Aliazar&€™s hands, then guided them to Harlock&€™s



arm, pressing hands and arm together. Aliazar stared with fear at the helmet covering Harlock&€™s face
and gripped his brotheré€™s arm.

The aien made some adjustments to the helmet, snapped a band tight around Harlock&€™ s neck. It
knelt beside the codex, opened it, and removed a shining and complexly patterned strip of metal from a
pocket insde the front cover. The dien stood, inserted the Strip into adot just above the helmet eyes,
then pressed a flange on the side of the helmet and stepped back.

Harlock snapped his head back and cried out, the scream muffled by the helmet. Hefell forward to his
knees, pulling Aliazar down with him, arching his back and howling.

&EceHarlock! &€ Aliazar grabbed his brother&€™ s shoulders, trying to hold him still, but Harlock
twisted and jerked, howling out a distorted wail of anguish. Then he pitched forward and onto hisbelly,
pressing his hands againg either side of the helmet, moaning. Aliazar held on to his brother&€™s arm,
rocking from side to side and making akeening sound.

Harlock&€™s moaning gradually eased, and after atime ceased completely. He freed hisarm from
Aliazar&€E™ s grip, then rolled onto hisback and lay ill, only his chest and ssomach moving, risng and
fdling with each harsh and heavy brezath.

Aliazar scrambled to hisfeet and lunged at the dien, swinging hisfists as he struck the dieng€™ s body.
&EcaVhat have you doneto him? What haveyou . . . 74€+ Hiswords choked away as he pummeled
the alien without gpparent effect.

Cdefdt utterly helpless. He thought the alien intended Harlock no harm, but saying so wasné€™t going
to comfort either Aliazar or Harlock.

Thedien was surprisingly gentlewith Aliazar. Gloved handstook Aliazar&€™s shoulders and eased
them back, and Aliazar took to punching at the diend€™s arms. The aien bent down to one knee,
bringing itsface level with Aliazar&€™ s, and il holding his shoulders, looked directly into Aliazaré€™s

eyes.

Aliazar returned the dlien&€™'s gaze and stopped flailing &t it. They remained like that for atime, asif
some wordless communication was taking place between them: the alien somehow reassuring Aliazar. Or
at least that was the message Cale imagined came from the diena€™s eyes.

Aliazar pulled back and the dien released him. He knelt by his brother&€™s side and placed ahand on
his chest. Harlock&€™ s breathing had eased, deep and dow and regular now.

The dien leaned over, took Harlock&€™'s hand, and with Aliazar&€™s aid helped him to hisfeet. It
turned to Cale and the others and began to spesk, its voice a string of deep, melodic phrases broken by
long harsh gutterals. Moments later Harlock, too, began to talk, speaking in his own language the words
of theEmissary. . ..

NINE

&EaHe is damaged,&€- the dlien said through Harlock&€™s voice. &€ceThe damageisof a. . . quality
that more easly dlowsthe. . . functioning of thetrandator . . . whichiswhy | sdlected him. More critica
matters wait, but it is aso important to prevent further violence. | must proceed unimpeded.&€s The
alien stopped, apparently waiting for aresponse.

&EcaNVhat critical matters are waiting?a€e Cale eventually asked.
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The dien turned to Harlock, but after several moments the only sounds that emerged from him were two
or three unintelligible noises. Then nothing more.

The dien motioned at Cale with its hand, and Cale concluded he was being asked to repeat himsdlf, so
he did. Once again Harlock could only produce afew harsh sounds. The dien spoke again.

8EceT here are difficulties with the trand ator, &€+ the alien said through Harlock&€™ s voice. &€ae0r
perhaps the damage. | need to know if you understand me since | cannot understand you. Do you have
a...gedure. .. toindicate the affirmative?a€e

Cde nodded deliberatdly, with some exaggeration.
&€ceT hen you understand me when | speak.&€e
Cadenodded again.

€A Nnd the gesture for negative.&€e

Cale shook his head.

a€EceThiswill have to suffice, &€ the alien said with Harl ock&E™ s voice. &€ceY ou brought the
manuscript with you, you delivered it to us, so you have read it.&€e

Cale nodded.
&€EceT hen you understand what is to next occur.&€e

Firgt Cale nodded, then he shook his head, then shook his head again. The alien hesitated, then resumed
speaking, followed once again by Harlock&€™svoice.

&€0d am the Emissary, and | am charged with initiating the re-genesis of our people. It ismy duty first to
determine whether or not it is secure to begin. If itisnot secure, or if | would perish before the re-genesis
could begin, then al would walit for another Emissary to be awakened by another of the manuscripts such
as the one you brought&€” for there are others to be found, othersto be awakened.

&Eo0nce re-genesis has begun, the processis. . . salf-sustaining and will continue until al ared€«&€’a
long hesitation by Harlock, then the alien spoke briefly again, and findly after another hesitation Harlock
completed the sentenced€” &€ogrevivified. Thiswill be followed by our return to our worlds. Our worlds
and yours. Our people and your people will meet at last. We hope the interactions will proceed without
violence, or with minima violence, for some probably cannot be avoided, aswe have dready
witnessed.&€.

The Emissary paused and motioned expansively toward the walls surrounding them. &€odHerewe are,
within our vessdls, waiting for rebirth. Waiting for resurrection: for we have died and been disintegrated
and been entombed and then re-created in this place outside of time that is not a place.

Revivified . . .&€» the Emissary/Harlock repested, &€0eso that we may once again procreateand . . .
continue.&€»

At this point the alien stopped and looked at the still unconscious Sarakheen. It strode over to them, took
them by the arms one by one and laid them together, then took severa flexible bands from one of the
pocketsinits suit and strapped one around each of their heads.

&€ceY ou need beinformed of no more,&€» the alien said, returning to them. &€ceY ou may observe, but
you must not interfere or you will be incapacitated also. When the shipsleave, you may accompany any



of them and return to one of your worlds. Y ou need not remain hereto die.&€» After along pausethe
alien resumed, itswords again spoken by Harlock. &€ceHave you understood all that | have said? Do
you agree not to interfere?a€s

Cde and the others dl nodded.
&€od begin.&€e

The Emissary picked up the codex and carried it to the alcove, set it on the long shelf dong the left wall,
and opened it again. Thistime the dien manipulated the binding so that the entire Spine came away from
the leaves, then picked up the top metal sheet with the stenciled markings and held it up, studying it.
Apparently satisfied, the alien crossed to the opposite wall of the acove and inserted the sheet into a
narrow dot, holding it flat. An internal mechanism took up the sheet and pulled it steedily into the wall
until it had completely disappeared. The Emissary returned to the codex, picked up the second metal
shest, carried it to the dot, and fed it, too, into thewall. The alien stepped back and studied the inert
wadl.

Thewal cameto lifewith apulsing hum and brightly shining strips of ruby light. The dien intently
observed the lights as severd flashed on and off, some brightened or dimmed, while others glowed with a
sustained radiance. Then a some change in pattern or frequency or some other indication, the dien
returned to the unbound manuscripta€™s stack of meta leaves. One by one the Emissary fed the
stenciled sheets of metal into the wall until it reached a sheet that was not stenciled but etched with black
ideograms of a human language. The Emissary laid the sheet back onto the stack and turned to the wall.

A great rumbletook hold of the vault, aheavy vibration and a deep penetrating sound, and the lower
rows of lockers became suffused with a phosphorescent violet light from within the walls. The Emissary
appeared to take satisfaction from this development, for it exited the acove and walked past the group of
humans, continuing severa hundred feet out from the curved chamber wall. The dien stopped and dowly
turned afull circle, surveying the chamber, the glowing rows of lockers, the beginningsof . . . re-genesis.

Aliazar took his brother&€™'s arm and gently eased him to the floor. Harlock sat and cocked hishead as
if listening to this miraculous event aswell aswatching it. Cale regarded the two brothers with both
sadness and affection.

Caelooked a Sidonie and Cicero, who stood transfixed, then he walked over to Blackburn&€™s body
and knelt beside it. The pooled blood was thick and dark and in the bluish light appeared unreal. One
sde of Blackburn&€™s head was completely crushed; hisface was relatively unmarked, however,
though his open eyes were glassy and lifeless. Cale was bewildered by the sense of grief hefdt for
Blackburn, for this man who done so many terrible thingsin hislifeg€’ certainly far more than Caewould
ever know.

Blackburn. Cale remained at the dead man&€™'s side and looked up and al around that vast chamber,
studying the bands of violet light encircling them, listening to the deep and resonant thrum, and waited for
the future to change.

Severd hourslater, alambent azure light issued forth from the upper wals like athick yet ghostly fluid
and flowed down and over the lighted lockers, reminding Cale of the blue light that had flowed up and
out of the stone altar that had held the codex. The light coated the lockers like a protective film, glowing
more brightly now asif to Sgnify burgeoning lifewithin.

A new tenson charged the air, and the Emissary stood dert now, attention shifting al around that



immense chamber as though uncertain where the next stage in the process would begin.

It seemed to begin everywhere a once. A new sound added itself to the deep rumbling, adiding
electrical hissasthelockers on the bottom row emerged not quite smultaneoudly, extending severd feet
from thewall so that the corners of one nearly touched the next. Within two or three minutes it appeared
that al those on the bottom row had emerged, severa thousand polished metal casketsforming a
miles-long ring around the interior of the chamber. The containers began to open in near unison, hundreds
upon hundreds of lidsrising al around them, hinged at the rear so the metd platestilted up and back
againg the walls and the lockers above them, revealing thousands of pale spectra forms.

Lit by the surrounding blue light, large tal figures much like the Emissary rose uncertainly fromthe
lockers, stiff and awkward and naked, though whether a distinction of sexes existed among them Cale
gtill could not determine. Their skin was dark and mottled, with strips of fur or thick hair aong their
torsos and upper legs. The massive scaled heads twitched and jerked, huge eyes blinking spasmodically.
One by onethey leaned over to retrieve bundles of dark cloth, and al around the vault the dliens pulled
loose robes over their heads before carefully climbing out and standing barefoot on the chamber floor.

Three or four thousand robed diens now stood around the perimeter of the vault, most of them facing the
Emissary, others studying the humans with indeterminate express ons and unfathomable intentions. They
stepped away from the lockers, their movements still stiff and weak and unsure.

The lockers dimmed and drew back into the walls, until they were flush with the other lockers above
them. They did not stop there, however, they kept receding, forming dark and empty hollowsin the
walls. The next row of lockerslowered dowly and smoothly into the new vacancies, and al the rows of
lockers above them dropped one row aswell, filling in dl around the vault. Those lockers now on the
floor leve did out from the wal as had thefirst, with that dectrica hissthat filled the air and washed
acrossthe floor, surrounding them. The lids opened, and severa thousand more adiens rose unsteadily
from their coffin-like drawers, pulled on robes, and climbed out onto the vault floor, joining the others.

Over thefollowing hours, this entire procedure repeated itsdlf Six, seven, eight more times until
twenty-five or thirty thousand robed aiens stood gathered in an enormous circle and the rows of lockers
ceased their movements. The diens appeared stunned, bewildered, yet one by one, throughout the
chamber, they turned their attention to the vast empty ground before them as though waiting for
something. The Emissary, too, stood looking out toward the center of that great vault, and Cae was
certain they dl waited for the samething.

Thewait soon ended. A loud and terrible noise sheared the air, like the wail of some massive and
wounded beast. The chamber floor began to open, at first along rectangular dit through the center and
running nearly from one wall to the other, not quite reaching the circle of diens. It widened in sections as
aseries of panels pulled away, diding back and under the floor, the opening now vagudly ova in shape
with its rectangular edges, becoming wider and wider as more floor panels did away.

No light appeared from the opening, and from where he stood Cale could not even guess how deep the
darkness went. The wailing faded, and soon was gone or so faint it was obscured by the deep
background rumbling that never ceased. A new sound soon took its place, however, aresonant
drumming that shook the floor, shook Caled€™'s bones, and seemed to presage the coming of . . . of
whatever it wasthe dlienswaited for. Cae sensed the increased anticipation among the thousands of
waiting figures.

A huge and hulking form outlined with starlike gleams appeared in the floor opening, indistinct &t first and
risng dowly. The ambient bluish light of the vault was absorbed in some places, but in others reflected
from polished metd, from glass, from projections like antennae and from projections like enormous



weapons and from others that bore no familiar shape at al but in Sze and prominence appeared critica
and essentid to the workings of the great starship that now rose within the chamber.

Cdefdt overwhemed by theimmensty of the ship, which dwarfed the Night Traveler and any other
human starship he had ever seen or heard of. Shaped like some monstrous creature of the deeps, it had
the form of a hunched leviathan with massive gppendages, squat legs that supported its bulk on the
platform that now settled into place with aresounding boom, shaking the vaullt.

The entire ship now stood visbleto them dl. At least amilein length, and nearly haf that in height and
width, with huge cylinders arrayed around its stern. Massive serpentine cables lay draped acrossthe
ship&€™s midsection, and great gouts of smoke or steam or other vapor issued forth from long
horizontal vents on both sides, rising toward the upper reaches of the chamber.

[lluminated openings appeared in the shipd€™s bdly, like cavernslit by smoldering fires. Platforms
emerged, dowly lowered, and came to rest on the chamber floor. Within moments the aliens began to
move toward the ship. They waked deliberately toward the platforms, most still wesk and awkward. A
few lagged behind, asif unsure of what to do or where they were, perhaps even unsure of who they
were; but others spoke to them and urged them dong, and eventudly dl followed and joined in the
boarding.

The Emissary spoke, and Harlock&E™'s voi ce said, &€08Y ou may join them. Y ou may board the ship
and travel back to one of our worlds, which will likely be one of your worlds aso. Y ou will not be
harmed, and you will be provided for.&€e

&EcaVhat about Harlock?8€» Aliazar said, scrambling to hisfeet and looking up at the dien, who was
nearly twice his height. &€oa/Nhat about my brother?a€e

Harlock made afew gurgling sounds, then stopped.
&€ad do not understand your meaning,&€e the Emissary said.

Aliazar pointed to his brother, then leaned over and attempted to remove the masked helmet. The
Emissary put its hand on Aliazar&€™ s shoulder and gently pulled him back, speaking once more.

&€E0eT he mask cannot be removed, &€+ Harlock&€E™ s voice said. &odHe would immediately perish.é€e
The dien made an odd scooping motion with its hand that must have had some meaning but which was
indecipherableto Cale. &oeThereis great benefit. He will accompany me, and he will serve usdl, he will
aid in the communication between our people, he and others like him.&€e

aEcHedE™I| die anyway!&€» Aliazar said with anguish. &€odHea€™ I die of third, or Sarve.a€s He
meade drinking motions, then brought his hand to his mouth and chewed imaginary food and made an
exaggerated swallow, tracing apath with hisfinger down histhroat to his ssomach.

&€aeHe can take food and drink, &€« the Emissary said. Thedien kndt in front of Harlock and pushed a
depression on the right side of the helmet. An opening at Harlock&€E™s mouth appeared and the
Emissary pointed toward it.

Aliazar dug into Harlock&€™'s suit and found the end of the liquids tube, then stretched it and brought it
to his brother&€™s mouth. Harlock sucked greedily at it, leaning forward. When Harlock had finished
drinking, and ate one of the nutrition packetsthat Aliazar fed to him, the Emissary eased Aliazar to the
side and pushed the depression again, closing the mask.

&EceY ou have a strong attachment to this person, &€« the dien said. When Aliazar nodded, the dlien



continued. &€ceY ou may stay with us and help care for him, and help with our effortsto interact with your
people.é€e

Aliazar nodded again. The Emissary turned back to Cale and the others.

&€oDo you not wish to board the ship?&€. the dlien asked. &€oEventualy we dl will leave and there
will be no one here. Thereisno way to survivein this place. Aswdll, you cannot leave this place the way
you entered. Do you understand this?&€e

Cale nodded and held up ahand, hoping the dien would understand the gesture. He glanced at the ship,
saw that more than haf of the aliens had boarded, then turned to Sidonie and Cicero.

&€ad want to see more, &€ Cicero said. &€0d 8€™d like to stay at least for the next ship, 1I&€™d like to
see what happens with this one.&€e

&€Eddf thereis another ship,&€s Sidonie said.

&€EceThe dien implied there would be others, &€+ Cicero replied. He gestured at the walls where row
upon row of lockers il rose up into the darkness. &€oeT here are going to be alot of other diens, and a
lot of other ships.&€+ He breathed deeply once. 808N edE™ I never have the chance to see anything
likethisagainin our lives. We can aways go with Aliazar and Harlock when the alien takes them.&€e

Cdelooked at Sidonie. &od&€™m with Cicero,&€» he said. &€od want to experiencethisasfully as
possible.&€.

She nodded. &oelThen 1&€™II stay, t0o.&€¢

Cdeturned to the Emissary and tried to mime as Smply as possible the launch of the ship, the
resurrection of more aiens, the gppearance of another ship with more aiens boarding it, and then himself
and Sidonie and Cicero boarding.

&€ad understand,&€» the Emissary said. &€ceY ou wish to stay and board one of the other ships. Isthat
accurate?a€e

Caenodded.

8E0eY es,&€» the Emissary said. &€oeThere will be many other ships and you may board any of
them.&€» The alien joined them, then dowly looked around the vault and added, &€ceT hisiswondrous
to behold.&€-

They stood together and watched the remaining diens board the starship. When the last of them had
stepped onto the platforms, railings came up and surrounded them, then the platforms ascended and
delivered them into the shipa€™sinterior.

More time passed with little change, then another rumble disturbed the air and the far wall seemed to
crack and split. The crack widened, and Cale realized that somehow the walls were moving and
separating from one another, the entire vast chamber opening to whatever lay outside. A stab of fear
gpiked through him as the gap widened and stars appeared against the blackness of space and he
imagined dl the air rushing out of the vault and sucking them out with it. But he felt no changeto their
atmosphere, and the fear eased as he redlized that some invisible force maintained the integrity of the
chamber.

Thewalls continued to move, sections on either side of the widening gap overlgpping the remaining walls.
Before long the gap was large enough for the ship to pass through, and the walls gradudly cameto a



Sanadtill.

Cale could not stop staring at the stars glittering in the blackness of space somehow kept at bay, the stars
shining through that expansive opening, the stars beckoning to him, calling him to whatever might be
home.

The starship began to move, the platform beneath it diding forward asif on atrack leading to the
opening. Asthe bow of the ship reached the gap in the walls, ashimmering ripple appeared in the air
around it, and Cale imagined that the ship was now passng through an energy barrier of somekind,
whatever barrier protected the vault from the vacuum of deep space.

The ripple expanded as the ship moved through it, surrounding the craft with an incandescent corona.
The ship was along time moving through that barrier, partidly outsde and partidly insde, but steadily
progressing until at last the starship&€™ s stern with its huge cylinders passed through the barrier and the
rippling corona dwindled and disappeared.

The platform supporting the ship fell away asthough hinged at the vaulta€™ s perimeter and the starship
drifted free, cut loose from any kind of mooring. It drifted with dmaost no motion until dozens of tiny
thrustersfired, slent and strangdly insubstantia flickering streams of light pushing the immense ship away
from the chamber with amost painful downess. Some minutes later the thrusters cut out and the starship
continued to move dowly away.

Brilliant and slent explosions of swirling light appeared in the massive cylinders at the shipa€™s gtern.
The sky around the engines seemed to twigt, stretching out the light of the surrounding stars. The swirling
flames of blue and white and deep red brightened and flared so that soon the ship itself was hidden, and
there was nothing to be seen but the flames and the Sars.

The starship acce erated, picking up speed and growing smaller in apparent size. Asit did, the platform
that had dropped away came up and retracted and the walls began to move again, thistime advancing
toward each other, dowly but steadily closing the gap. When the walls had completely closed, cutting off
al sgnsof the great starship and the stars outside, Cale felt a sense of loss, despite knowing he would
seitdl agan.

The Emissary turned away from them and looked at the nearby wall. Once again the lower rows of
lockers became outlined with aglowing light from within the walls, once again the degper and louder

rumble began.

Cade stood side by side with Sidonie and Cicero, Aliazar and Harlock just afew feet away, and watched
the next stage of the resurrection begin. Nothing would ever be the same for human beings again.

EPILOGUE

Monthslater, after making their way back to Lagrima, Cae and Sidonie found his mother working in the
greenhouse that had been so long abandoned but now showed afew tentative signs of new life: acleared
worktable; amound of fresh dirt on the floor nearby; half adozen smal plantsin ceramic potslined up on
ashdf. Caed€™s mother stood at the table with a gardening trowel, asoil-filled pot, and a seedling that
she carefully worked into the soil, carving out aplacefor it with the trowe . Sidonie placed her hand
gently and briefly on Cae&€™'s shoulder, then without aword retreated into the House, leaving him
aonewith hismother.

Neither spoke at first. Cale waited for her to turn toward him or acknowledge him in some other way.
Shefinished with the seedling, then seemed to studly it. Though she did not look at him, she did finaly
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Speak.

&€0d &E€™ve been told youd€™re respongible for all the . . . what? Distress? Consternation?a€s She
paused, thoughtful. &€odPerhaps panic is the best word. Releasing millions of diens upon the various
worlds of human beings.&€» She shook her head. &0a/NVho would ever have imagined such athing?a€e

&Eod-ather started it,&€+ Cale said.
His mother looked at him with afrown. &oa/NVhat do you mean?a€e

&Eca/Vhen he took mewith him, he was searching for what | found years|later, searching for what
became the key to resurrecting the Jagprana. He started it, and | suppose | finished it. Of course, in one
senseité€™s only just begun.&€e

His mother was silent, then she turned away and poked absently at the dirt in the pot before her. She set
the trowel beside the pot and gazed out through the broken panes and acrossthe still barren garden.
&€aHow did you know they wouldn&€E™t try to destroy us?a€e

&€ad didna€™t,&€» Cale answered. &od believed they would be well-intentioned, but | couldna€™t
be sure.&€e

€A nd you revived them anyway 7a€e

a€Eadt felt like theright thing to do.&€»

&EoeT heright thing for who?a€» she said with astrange smile, till not looking at him.
&€ador us. For them.&€e

She nodded. &€ceT here has been bloodshed, of course, but most of it seemsto be our own doing. The
Jaaprana are showing remarkable restraint.&€+ She turned to him. &€ceY es, Cale, it was theright thing
to do.&€» Then sheturned away as though unable to look at him for very long.

She went to the outer door of the greenhouse and opened it, stepped outside, and sat on the old wooden
bench next to the weed-choked path.

He walked through the greenhouse and out through the open door, and sat next to her, leaving awide
space between them. The air was warm, and a breeze rustled the dead |eaves on the ground and rattled
thefew dry branchesthat still sprouted from the dirt. Y et he a'so smelled the subtle odor of damp earth
from his mother&€™s new plantings and the faint aroma of a few young buds and blossoms.

&€ad should get to know you, Cae.&€« She pulled at the fabric of her trousers just above the knee, then
released and smoothed it, pressing hard with her fingers.

a€EoTheredE™s time, now, &€ he said.

She nodded, but said no more. They sat beside each other in silence, the skies clear and the sun shining
down on them with warmth and light.
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