file:///F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt

[ 04- 04-2002: version 1.0 - scanned, ocr'ed, spell-checked, and formatted in .rtf]
ENDYM ON

Copyright (c) 1995 by Dan Sinmons.

We nust not forget that the human soul
however independently created

our philosophy represents it as being,
i s inseparable

inits birth and inits growth
fromthe universe into which it is born.
-teilhard de chardin

G ve us gods. Onh give them us!

G ve us gods.

We are so tired of nen

and not or - power.

-D. H lawence

1

You are reading this for the wong reason

If you are reading this to learn what it was |like to nake | ove to a nessi ah-our nessi ah-then you
shoul d not read on, because you are little nmore than a voyeur

If you are reading this because you are a fan of the old poet's Cantos and are obsessed with
curiosity about what happened next in the lives of the Hyperion pilgrins, you will be

di sappointed. | do not know what happened to nost of them They lived and died al nost three
centuries before | was born

If you are reading this because you seek nore insight into the nessage fromthe One Wo Teaches,
you may al so be disappointed. | confess that | was nore interested in her as a wonan than as a

t eacher or messiah

Finally, if you are reading this to discover her fate or even ny fate, you are reading the wong

docurent. Although both our fates seemas certain as anyone's could be, | was not with her when
hers was played out, and my own awaits the final act even as | wite these words.
If you are reading this at all, | would be anazed. But this would not be the first tine that

events have amazed ne. The past few years have been one inprobability after another, each nore
marvel ous and seenmingly inevitable than the last. To share these nenories is the reason that | am
witing. Perhaps the notivation is not even to share-knowi ng that the document | amcreating

al nrost certainly will never be found-but just to put down the series of events so that | can
structure themin nmy own m nd.

"How do | know what | think until | see what | say?" wote sone pre-Hegira witer. Precisely.

must see these things in order to know what to think of them | nust see the events turned to ink
and the enotions in print to believe that they actually occurred and touched ne.

If you are reading this for the same reason that | amwiting it-to bring sonme pattern out of the
chaos of the last years, to inpose sone order on the essentially random series of events that have
ruled our lives for the past standard decades-then you may be reading this for the right reason
after all.

_:O:-***-:O:_

Where to start? Wth a death sentence, perhaps. But whose-ny death sentence or hers? And if nine
whi ch of mine? There are several fromwhich to choose. Perhaps this final one is appropriate.
Begi n at the ending.

I amwiting this in a Schrodinger cat box in high orbit around the quarantined world of
Armaghast. The cat box is not much of a box, nore of a snpboth-hulled ovoid a nmere six neters by
three neters. It will be nmy entire world until the end of ny life. Most of the interior of ny
world is a spartan cell consisting of a black-box air-and-waste recycler, nmy bunk, the food-

synt hesi zer unit, a narrow counter that serves as both my dining table and witing desk, and
finally the toilet, sink, and shower, which are set behind a fiberplastic partition for reasons of
propriety that escape me. No one will ever visit ne here. Privacy seens a holl ow j oke.

I have a text slate and stylus. Wien | finish each page, | transfer it to hard copy on nicrovell um
produced by the recycler. The I ow accretion of wafer-thin pages is the only visible change in ny
environnent from day to day.

The vial of poison gas is not visible. It is set in the static-dynam c shell of the cat box,
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linked to the air-filtration unit in such a way that to attenpt to fiddle with it would trigger
the cyani de, as would any attenpt to breach the shell itself. The radiation detector, its tiner,
and the isotope elenent are also fused into the frozen energy of the shell. | never know when the
randomtinmer activates the detector. | never know when the sane randomtim ng el enment opens the

| ead shielding to the tiny isotope. | never know when the isotope yields a particle.

But | will know when the detector is activated at the instant the isotope yields a particle. There
shoul d be the scent of bitter alnmonds in that second or two before the gas kills ne.

I hope that it will be only a second or two.

Techni cally, according to the ancient enigna of quantum physics, | am now neither dead nor alive.

I amin the suspended state of overlapping probability waves once reserved for the cat in
Schr odi nger's thought experinent. Because the hull of the cat box is little nore than position-
fused energy ready to explode at the slightest intrusion, no one will ever look inside to see if |
am dead or alive. Theoretically, no one is directly responsible for ny execution, since the

i mmut abl e | aws of quantum theory pardon or condemm nme from each nicrosecond to the next. There are
no observers.

But / am an observer. / amwaiting for this particular collapse of probability waves with
sonet hi ng nore than detached interest. In the instant after the hissing of cyanide gas begins, but
before it reaches nmy lungs and heart and brain, 7 will know which way the universe has chosen to
sort itself out.

At least, | will know so far as | am concerned. Wich, when it comes right down to it, is the only
aspect of the universe's resolution with which nost of us are concerned.

And in the neantinme, | eat and sleep and void waste and breathe and go through the full daily
ritual of the ultimately forgettable. Wiich is ironic, since right now !l live-if "live" is the

correct word-only to renenber. And to wite about what | renenber.

If you are reading this, you are alnost certainly reading it for the wong reason. But as with so
many things in our lives, the reason for doing sonething is not the inportant thing. It is the
fact of doing that remains. Only the imutable facts that | have witten this and you are reading
it remain inportant in the end.

Where to begin? Wth her? She is the one you want to read about and the one person in ny |ife whom
I wish to renmenber above everything and everyone el se. But perhaps | should begin with the events
that led me to her and then to here by way of much of this gal axy and beyond.

| believe that | shall begin with the beginning-with nmy first death sentence.

2

My nane is Raul Endymion. My first name rhymes with Paul. | was born on the world of Hyperion in
the year 693 a. d. c. on our local calendar, or a. d. 3099, pre-Hegira reckoning, or, as nost of
us figure time in the era of the Pax, 247 years after the Fall. It was said about ne when

traveled with the One Who Teaches that | had been a shepherd, and this was true. Alnmost. My famly
had made its living as itinerant shepherds in the noors and neadows of the nobst renpte regi ons on
the continent of Aquila, where | was raised, and | sonetinmes tended sheep as a child. | remenber
those cal mnights under the starry skies of Hyperion as a pleasant tinme. Wien | was sixteen (by
Hyperion's calendar) | ran away from hone and enlisted as a soldier of the Pax-controlled Home
GQuard. Mdst of those three years | renmenber only as a dull routine of boredomw th the unpl easant
exception of the four nmonths when | was sent to the Claw Iceshelf to fight indigenies during the
Ursus uprising. After being nustered out of the Honme Guard, | worked as a bouncer and bl ackj ack
deal er in one of the rougher Nine Tails casinos, served as a bargenmaster on the upper reaches of
the Kans for two rainy seasons, and then trained as a gardener on some of the Beak estates under
the | andscape artist Avrol Hume. But "shepherd" mnust have sounded better to the chroniclers of the
One Who Teaches when it cane time to list the former occupation of her closest disciple.

"Shepherd" has a nice biblical ring to it.

| do not object to the title of shepherd. But in this tale | will be seen as a shepherd whose
flock consisted of one infinitely inportant sheep. And | | ost her nore than found her

At the tine ny Iife changed forever and this story really begins, | was twenty-seven years old,
tall for a Hyperion-born, notable for little except for the thickness of calluses on ny hands and
my | ove of quirky ideas, and was then working as a hunter's guide in the fens above Toschahi Bay a
hundred kil ometers north of Port Romance. By that time in my life | had learned a little bit about
sex and rmuch about weapons, had di scovered firsthand the power greed has in the affairs of nmen and
wonen, had | earned how to use ny fists and nodest wits in order to survive, was curious about a
great many things, and felt secure only in the know edge that the remainder of ny life would

al rost certainly hold no great surprises.

I was an idiot.
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Most of what | was that autumm of ny twenty-eighth year night be described in negatives. | had
never been off Hyperion and never considered that | night travel offworld. | had been in Church
cathedral s, of course; even in the renpte regions where ny famly had fled after the sacking of
the city of Endymion a century earlier, the Pax had extended its civilizing influence- but | had

accepted neither the catechismnor the cross. | had been with wonen, but | had never been in |ove.
Except for ny grandnother's tutelage, ny education had been self-directed and acquired through
books. | read voraciously. At age twenty-seven, | thought that | knew everything.

I knew not hi ng.
So it was that in the early autum of ny twenty-eighth year, content in my ignorance and stolid in

my conviction that nothing of inportance would ever change, | committed the act that would earn ne
a death sentence and begin ny real life.

- =O-*** . =O=-

The fens above Toschahi Bay are dangerous and unheal t hy, unchanged since | ong before the Fall, but

hundreds of wealthy hunters-many from of fworl d-cone there every year for the ducks. Mst of the
protonmal | ards died off quickly after their regeneration and rel ease fromthe seedship seven
centuries earlier, either unable to adapt to Hyperion's climate or stalked by its indigenie
predators, but a few ducks survived in the fens of north-central Aquila. And the hunters cane. And
| guided them

Four of us worked out of an abandoned fiberplastic plantation set on a narrow t hunb of shale and
mud between the fens and a tributary to the Kans River. The other three guides concentrated on
fishing and bi g-game hunting, but | had the plantation and nost of the fens to nyself during duck
season. The fens were a semtropical marsh area consisting nostly of thick chal ma growh, weirwood
forest, and nore tenperate stands of giant pronetheus in the rocky areas above the floodplain, but
during the crisp, dry cold snap of early autum, the mallards paused there on their mgration from
the southern islands to their lakes in the renptest regions of the Pinion Plateau

| woke the four "hunters" an hour and a half before dawn. | had fixed a breakfast of janbon

toast, and coffee, but the four overweight businessmen grunbled and cursed as they wolfed it down.
I had to remind themto check and clean their weapons: three carried shotguns, and the fourth was
foolish enough to bring an antique energy rifle. As they grunbled and ate, | went out behind the
shack and sat with |lzzy, the Labrador retriever I'd had since she was a pup. |zzy knew that we
were goi ng hunting, and | had to stroke her head and neck to cal m her down.

First light was coming up just as we left the overgrown plantation grounds and polled off in a
flat-bottomed skiff. Radiant gossaners were visible flitting through dark tunnels of branches and
above the trees. The hunters-M Rolnman, M Herrig, M Rushonin, and M Poneascu-sat forward on the
thwarts while | poled. lzzy and | were separated fromthem by the heap of floathlinds stacked

bet ween us, the curved bottonms of the disks still showing the rough matting of the fiberplastic
husk. Rol man and Herrig were wearing expensive chanel eon-cl oth ponchos, although they did not
activate the polymer until we were deep in the swanp. | asked themto quit talking so loudly as we
approached the freshwater fens where the mallards would be setting in. Al four men glared at ne,
but they lowered their voices and soon fell silent.

The Iight was al nost strong enough to read by when | stopped the skiff just outside the shooting
fen and floated their blinds. | hitched up my well-patched waterproofs and slid into the chest-
deep water. lzzy |l eaned over the side of the skiff, eyes bright, but | flashed a hand signal to
restrain her fromjunping in. She quivered but sat back

"G ve me your gun, please," | said to M Poneascu, the first man. These once-a-year hunters had
enough trouble just keeping their balance while getting into the small floatblinds; | did not
trust themto hang on to their shotguns. | had asked themto keep the chanber enpty and the safety
on, but when Poneascu handed his weapon over, the chanber indicator glowed red for | oaded and the
safety was off. | ejected the shell, clicked the safety on, set the gun in the waterproof carrier
strapped across ny shoul ders, and steadied the floatblind while the heavyset nman stepped fromthe
ski ff.

"1"l'l be right back," | said softly to the other three, and began wadi ng through chal ma fronds,
pulling the blind al ong by the harness strap. | could have had the hunters pole their floatblinds
to a place of their own choosing, but the fen was riddled with qui cknud cysts that would pull down
both pol e and pol er, popul ated by dracula ticks the size of blood-filled balloons that liked to
drop on noving objects from overhead branches, decorated wi th hangi ng ri bbon snakes, which | ooked
precisely like chalma fronds to the unwary, and rife with fighting gar that could bite through a
finger. There were other surprises for first-time visitors. Besides, |I'd | earned from experience
that nost of these weekend hunters would position their floats so that they woul d be shooting at
each other as soon as the first flight of mallards appeared. It was ny job to keep that from
happeni ng.
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| parked Poneascu in a concealing curl of fronds with a good view fromthe south nmudbank of the
| argest body of open water, showed himwhere | was going to place the other floatblinds, told him
to watch fromwithin the slit of the floatblind canvas and not to begin shooting until everyone
was pl aced, and then went back for the other three. | placed Rushom n about twenty neters to the
first man's right, found a good place closer to the inlet for Rolman, and then went back for the
man with the idiot energy weapon. M Herrig.

The sun woul d be up in another ten mnutes.

"About crossdamed tine you fucking remenbered ne," snapped the fat man as | waded back to him
He'd already got onto his float; his chanel eon-cloth trousers were wet. Mt hane bubbl es between
the skiff and the nmouth of the inlet indicated a |large nmudcyst, so | had to work ny way close to
the nudflat each tine | came or went.

"We're not paying you to waste your crossdamm tine like this," he grow ed from around a thick

ci gar.
| nodded, reached up, plucked the lighted cigar frombetween his teeth, and tossed it away from
the cyst. W were |ucky that the bubbles had not ignited. "Ducks can snell the snoke," | said,

i gnoring his gaping nouth and reddeni ng face.

| slipped into the harness and pulled his float into the open fen, ny chest cutting a path through
t he red-and-orange al gae that had covered the surface again since ny last trip.

M Herrig fondled his expensive and useless energy rifle and glared at ne. "Boy, you watch your
crossdamm nmouth or |1'Il crossdamm watch it for you," he said. H's poncho and chanel eon-cloth
hunti ng bl ouse were unseal ed enough for ne to see the gl eam of a gold Pax double cross hangi ng
around his neck and the red welt of the actual cruciformon his upper chest. M Herrig was a born-
again Christian.

| said nothing until | had his float positioned properly to the left of the inlet. Al four of
these experts could fire out toward the pond now w thout fear of hitting one another. "Pull your
canvas around and watch fromthe slit," | said, untying the line fromny harness and securing it
around a chal ma root.

M Herrig nade a noise but left the canouflage canvas still furled on the done wands.

"WAit until I've got the decoys out before shooting," | said. | pointed out the other shooting
positions. "And don't fire toward the inlet. I'Il be there in the skiff."

M Herrig did not answer.

| shrugged and waded back to the skiff. lzzy was sitting where | had commanded her to stay, but I
could see from her straining nuscles and gl eami ng eyes that in spirit she was boundi ng back and
forth like a puppy. Wthout clinmbing into the skiff, | rubbed her neck. "Just a few ninutes now,
girl," 1 whispered. Released fromher stay command, she ran to the bow as | began dragging the
skiff toward the inlet.

The radi ant gossaners had di sappeared, and the skystreaks of neteor showers were fading as the
predawn light solidified into a nmilky glow The synphony of insect sounds and the croak of

anphi sbands al ong the nudflats were giving way to norning birdcalls and the occasi onal gronk of a
gar inflating its challenge sac. The sky was deepening to its daytinme lapis in the east.

| pulled the skiff under fronds, gestured for lzzy to stay in the bow, and pulled four of the
decoys out fromunder the thwarts. There was the slightest filmof ice along the shoreline here,
but the center of the fen was clear, and | began positioning the decoys, activating each one as
left it. The water was never deeper than ny chest.

| had just returned to the skiff and lay down next to |zzy under the concealing fronds when the
ducks arrived. 1zzy heard themfirst. Her entire body went rigid, and her nose cane up as if she
could sniff themon the wind. A second later there cane the whisper of wings. | |eaned forward and
peered through the brittle foliage.

In the center of the pond the decoys were sw mring and preening. One of themarched its neck and
called just as the real nallards becane visible above the tree line to the south. A flight of
three ducks swept out of their pattern, extended wings to brake, and came sliding down invisible
rails toward the fen.

| felt the usual thrill | always encounter at such nonments: ny throat tightens and ny heart

pounds, seens to stop for a nonent, and then pal pably aches. | had spent nost of my life in renpte
regi ons, observing nature, but confrontation with such beauty always touched sonething so deep in
me that | had no words for it. Beside ne, lzzy was as still and rigid as an ebony statue.

The gunfire started then. The three with shotguns opened up at once and kept firing as quickly as
they could eject shells. The energy rifle sliced its beamacross the fen, the narrow shaft of
violet light clearly visible in the norning msts.

The first duck nmust have been hit by two or three patterns at once: it flew apart in an expl osion
of feathers and viscera. The second one's wings folded and it dropped, all grace and beauty
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bl asted out of it. The third nmallard slipped to its right, recovered just above the water, and
beat its wings for altitude. The energy beam sl ashed after it, slicing through | eaves and branches
like a silent scythe. Shotguns roared again, but the nallard seemed to anticipate their aim The
bird dived toward the | ake, banked hard right, and flew straight toward the inlet.

Straight toward |zzy and ne.

The bird was no nore than two neters above the water. Its wings were beating strongly, its entire
formwas bent to the purpose of escape, and | realized that it was going to fly under the trees,
right through the inlet opening. Despite the fact that the bird' s unusual flight pattern had taken
it between several shooting positions, all four nmen were still firing.

I used nmy right leg to push the skiff out of the concealing branches. "Cease fire!" | shouted in a
command-voi ce that |1'd acquired during ny brief career as a sergeant in the Hone Guard. Two of the
men di d. One shotgun and the energy rifle continued firing. The nallard never wavered as it passed
the skiff a neter to our left.

lzzy's body quivered and her nmouth seened to drop farther open in surprise as the duck flapped | ow
past us. The shotgun did not fire again, but |I could see the violet beam panning toward us through
the rising msts. | shouted and pulled Izzy down between the thwarts.

The mal |l ard escaped the tunnel of chal ma branches behind us and beat its wings for altitude.
Suddenly the air snelled of ozone, and a perfectly straight line of flane slashed across the stern

of the boat. | threw nyself flat against the bottomof the skiff, grabbing |lzzy's collar and
tuggi ng her closer as | did so.
The violet beamm ssed nmy curled fingers and lzzy's collar by a mllinmeter. | saw the briefest

glinrer of a quizzical ook in lzzy's excited eyes, and then she tried to |l ower her head to ny
chest the way she had as a puppy when she acted penitent. At the novenent, her head and the
section of neck above her collar separated from her body and went over the side with a soft

splash. | still held the collar and her weight was still on me, her forepaws still quivering

agai nst my chest. Then bl ood geysered out over nme fromarteries in the cleanly severed neck, and I
rolled aside, pushing the spasning, headl ess body of ny dog away from me. Her bl ood was warm and
it tasted of copper.

The energy beam sl ashed back again, cut a heavy chal ma branch fromits trunk a neter away fromthe
skiff, and then switched off as if it had never existed.

| sat up and | ooked across the pond at M Herrig. The fat man was lighting a cigar; the energy
rifle lay across his knees. The snmoke fromhis cigar mingled with the tendrils of mst stil

rising fromthe fen.

I slipped over the side of the skiff into the chest-deep water. lzzy's blood still swirled around
me as | began wading toward M Herrig.

He Iifted his energy rifle and held it across his chest in port arns as | approached. \Wen he
spoke, it was around the cigar clenched between his teeth. "Well, are you going out there to
retrieve the ducks | got, or are you just going to let themfloat out there until they ro-"

As soon as | was within arms length | grabbed the fat man's chanel eon poncho with ny |eft hand
and jerked himforward. He tried to raise the energy rifle, but | seized it with my right hand and
flung it far out into the fen. M Herrig shouted sonething then, his cigar tunbled into the
floatblind, and | pulled himoff his stool and into the water. He came up spluttering and spitting
algae and | hit himonce, very hard, squarely in the nouth. | felt the skin on ny knuckles tear as
several of his teeth snapped, and then he was sprawl i ng backward. His head hit the frame of the
floatblind with a holl ow bang, and he went under again.

I waited for his fat face to rise to the surface again like the belly of sone dead fish, and when
it did, I held it down, watching the bubbles rise while his arns flailed and his pudgy hands
batted uselessly at ny wists. The other three hunters began shouting fromtheir shooting
positions across the fen. | ignored them

Wien M Herrig's hands had dropped away and the stream of bubbles had thinned to a weak trickle, |
rel eased himand stepped back. For a moment | did not think that he was going to come up, but then
the fat man expl oded to the surface and hung on the edge of the float. He vomted water and al gae.
| turned nmy back on him and waded across to the others.

"That's all for today," | said. "Gve ne your guns. W're going in."

Each man opened his mouth as if to protest; each man took a | ook at my eyes and bl ood-spattered
face and handed me his shotgun

"Retrieve your friend," | said to the | ast nan, Poneascu. | carried the weapons back to the skiff,
unl oaded them seal ed the shotguns in the watertight conpartment under the bow, and carried the
boxes of shells to the stern. lzzy's headl ess corpse had already begun to stiffen as | eased it
over the side. The bottom of the skiff was awash with her blood. | went back to the stern, stowed
the shells, and stood | eaning on the pole.
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The three hunters returned eventually, awkwardly paddling their own floats while pulling the one

in which M Herrig was sprawl ed. The fat nman was still hanging over the side, his face pale. They
clinbed into the skiff and began trying to pull the floats aboard.
"Leave them" | said. "Tie themto that chalma root. I'Il come back for themlater."

They tied off the floats and pulled M Herrig aboard |i ke sone obese fish. The only sounds were
the birds and insects of the fen conming alive and M Herrig's continued retching. Wen he was
aboard, the other three hunters seated and nmuttering, | poled us back to the plantation as the sun
burned through the I ast of the norning vapors rising fromthe dark waters.

And that shoul d have been the end of it. Except, of course, it was not.

_:O:_***_ZO:_
I was making lunch in the primtive kitchen when M Herrig cane out of the sleeping barracks with
a stubby military flechette gun. Such weapons were illegal on Hyperion; the Pax all owed no one

except the Home Guard to carry them | could see the white, shocked faces of the other three
hunters peering fromthe barracks door as M Herrig staggered into the kitchen anid a fog of
whi skey funes.

The fat man could not resist the inpulse to give a short, nelodramati c speech before killing ne.
"You crossdamed heat hen son of a bitch.... "he began, but |I did not stand around to listen to the
rest. | threw nyself down and forward even as he fired fromthe hip.

Si x thousand steel flechettes blew apart the stove, the pan of stew | had been cooking on the
stove, the sink, the wi ndow above the sink, and the shelves and crockery on the shelves. Food,

pl astic, porcelain, and gl ass showered over ny legs as | crawl ed under the open counter and
reached for M Herrig' s |l egs, even as he | eaned over the counter to spray nme with a second burst
of flechettes.

| grabbed the big nan's ankles and jerked. He went down on his back with a crash that sent a
decade's worth of dust rising fromthe floorboards. | clanmbered up over his legs, kneeing himin
the groin as | clinbed, and grabbed his wist with the intention of forcing the gun out of his
hands. He had a firmgrip on the stock; his finger was still on the trigger. The magazi ne whi ned
softly as another flechette cartridge clicked into place. | could snell M Herrig' s whi skey-and-
cigar breath on ny face as he grinmaced triunphantly and forced the weapon's nuzzle toward ne. In
one novenent | slanmed ny forearm against his wist and the heavy gun, squeezing it tight under M
Herrig's fleshy chins. Qur eyes met for the instant before his struggles made himconmplete his
squeeze of the trigger

-=0=-***.=0=-

I told one of the other hunters howto use the radio in the conmon room and a Pax security

ski mer was setting down on the grassy lawn within the hour. There were only a dozen or so worKking
skimers on the continent, so the sight of the black Pax vehicle was sobering, to say the |east.
They banded ny wists, slapped a cortical cone-along to ny tenple, and hurried nme into the hol ding

box in the rear of the vehicle. | sat there, dripping sweat in the hot stillness of the box, while
Pax-trai ned forensic specialists used needle-nosed pliers to try to retrieve every shard of M
Herrig's skull and scattered brain tissue fromthe perforated floor and wall. Then, when they had

interrogated the other hunters and had found as much of M Herrig as they were going to find,

wat ched t hrough the scarred Perspex wi ndow as they | oaded his body-bagged corpse aboard the
skimer. Lift blades whined, the ventilators allowed me a bit of cooler air just as | thought |
could no |l onger breathe, and the skimer rose, circled the plantation once, and flew south toward
Port Romance.

_:o:_***_:o:_

My trial was held six days later. Ms. Rol man, Rushonmin, and Poneascu testified that | had
insulted M Herrig on the trip to the fen and then assaulted himthere. They pointed out that the
hunti ng dog had been killed in the nmelee that | had begun. They testified that once back at the

plantation, | had brandished the illegal flechette gun and threatened to kill all of them M
Herrig had tried to take the weapon away fromme. | had shot himat point-blank range, literally
bl owi ng his head off in the process.

M Herrig was the last to testify. Still shaken and pale fromhis three-day resurrection, dressed

in a sonber business suit and cape, his voice shook as he confirned the other nen's testinony and
described ny brutal assault on him My court-appointed attorney did not cross-exam ne him As born-
again Christians in good standing with the Pax, none of the four could be forced to testify under
the influence of Truthtell or any other chemical or electronic formof verification. | volunteered
to undergo Truthtell or fullscan, but the prosecuting attorney protested that such gi mickry was
irrelevant, and the Pax-approved judge agreed. My counselor did not file a protest.

There was no jury. The judge took | ess than twenty minutes to reach a verdict. | was guilty and
sentenced to execution by deat hwand.
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| stood and asked that the sentence be delayed until | could get word to nmy aunt and cousins in
north Aquila so that they could visit ne one last tine. My request was denied. The tine of
execution was set for sunrise on the follow ng day.

3

A priest fromthe Pax nonastery in Port Ronance cane to visit nme that evening. He was a snall
somewhat nervous nman with thinning blond hair and a slight stutter. Once in the w ndow ess
visiting room he introduced hinself as Father Tse and waved the guards away. "My son," he began
and | felt the urge to snle, since the priest |ooked to be about nmy age, "ny son... are you
prepared for tonorrow?"

Any urge to smile fled. | shrugged.

Fat her Tse chewed his lip. "You have not accepted Qur Lord...," he said, voice tense with enotion.
I had the urge to shrug again but spoke instead. "I haven't accepted the cruciform Father. It

m ght not be the sane thing." H's brown eyes were insistent, alnost pleading. "It is the sane
thing, my son. Qur Lord has revealed this." | said nothing.

Fat her Tse set down his nissal and touched ny bound wist. "You know that if you repent this night
and accept Jesus Christ as your personal Savior, that three days after... tonorrow. .. you wl]l

rise to live again in the grace of Qur Lord' s forgiveness.
know t his, do you not, my son?"

| returned his gaze. Sone prisoner in the adjoining cell block had screaned nost of the last three
nights. | felt very tired. "Yes, Father," | said. "I know how the cruciformworks."

Fat her Tse vigorously shook his head. "Not the cruciform my son. The grace of Qur Lord."

| nodded. "Have you gone through resurrection, Father?"

The priest glanced down. "Not yet, my son. But | have no fear of that day." He |ooked up at ne
again. "Nor nust you."

I closed ny eyes for a nmonent. | had been thinking about this for al nost every m nute of the past
si x days and nights. "Look, Father," | said, "I don't nean to hurt your feelings, but | nmade the
deci si on sone years ago not to go under the cruciform and | don't think that this is the right
time to change ny mnd."

Fat her Tse | eaned forward, eyes bright. "Any tine is the right tine to accept Qur Lord, my son

H s brown eyes did not blink. "You do

After sunrise tonorrow there will be no nore tinme. Your dead body will be taken out fromthis

pl ace and di sposed of at sea, nmere food for the carrion fish beyond the bay...."

This was not a new inmage for me. "Yes," | said, "I know the penalty for a nurderer executed

wi t hout converting. But | have this-" | tapped the cortical conme-al ong now pernanently attached to
my tenple. "I don't need a cruciformsynbiote enbedded in me to put ne in a deeper slavery."

Fat her Tse pulled back as if | had slapped him "One nere lifetinme of conmitnment to Qur Lord is
not slavery," he said, his stutter banished by cold anger. "MIIlions have offered this before the
tangi bl e bl essing of imrediate resurrection in this life was offered. Billions gratefully accept
it now" He stood up. "You have the choice, ny son. Eternal light, with the gift of al nost

unlinmted life in this world in which to serve Christ, or eternal darkness."

| shrugged and | ooked away.

Fat her Tse bl essed ne, said good-bye in tones comingled with sadness and contenpt, turned, called
the guards, and was gone. A mnute |later pain stabbed at my skull as the guards tickled nmy come-
along and led nme back to ny cell.

-:O:-***-:O:-

I won't bore you with a long litany of the thoughts that chased through ny mnd that endl ess
autumm night. | was twenty-seven years old. | loved life with a passion that sonetinmes led nme into
trouble... although never anything as serious as this before. For the first few hours of that

final night, | pondered escape the way a caged ani mal nust claw at steel bars. The prison was set

hi gh on the sheer cliff overlooking the reef called the Mandi ble, far out on Toschahi Bay.
Everyt hi ng was unbreakabl e Perspex, unbendable steel, or seanl ess plastic. The guards carried
deat hwands, and | sensed no reluctance in themto use them Even if | should escape, a touch of a
button on the cone-along renmote would curl ne up with the universe's worst mgraine until they
foll owed the beacon to ny hiding place.

My [ ast hours were spent pondering the folly of my short, useless life. | regretted nothing but
also had little to show for Raul Endym on's twenty-seven years on Hyperion. The dom nant thene of
my life seened to be the sane perverse stubbornness that had led ne to reject resurrection

So you owe the Church a lifetine of service, whispered a frenzied voice in the back of ny skull

at least you get a lifetinme that way! And nore lifetinmes beyond that! How can you turn down a dea
like that? Anything's better than real death... your rotting corpse being fed to the anpreys,

coel acant hs, and skarkworns. Think about this! | closed ny eyes and pretended to sleep just to
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flee fromthe shouts echoing in ny own nind

The night lasted an eternity, but sunrise still seemed to conme early. Four guards wal ked ne to the
deat h chanber, strapped nme into a wooden chair, and then sealed the steel door. If | | ooked over
my |left shoulder, | could see faces peering through the Perspex. Sonehow | had expected a priest-
maybe not Father Tse again, but a priest, some representative of the Pax-to offer ne one fina
chance at imortality. There was none. Only part of nme was glad. | cannot say now whether | would
have changed ny nind at the | ast nonent.

The nmet hod of execution was sinple and nechani cal -not as ingenious as a Schrodi nger cat box,
perhaps, but clever nonethel ess. A short-range deathwand was set on the wall and ained at the
chair where | sat. | sawthe red light click on the small comog unit attached to the weapon.
Prisoners in adjoining cells had gl eefully whispered the nmechanics of nmy death to nme even before
the sentence had been passed. The conml og conputer had a random nunber generator. \Wen the nunber
generated was a prinme snaller than seventeen, the deat hwand beam woul d be activated. Every synapse
in the gray lunmp that was the personality and nenory of Raul Endym on woul d be fused. Destroyed.
Melted down to the neuronic equival ent of radioactive slag. Autononmic functions would cease nere
mlliseconds |ater. My heart and breathing would stop al nost as soon as ny m nd was destroyed.
Experts said that death by deathwand was as painless a way to die as had ever been invented. Those
resurrected after deathwand execution usually did not want to tal k about the sensation, but the
word in the cells was that it hurt like hell-as if every circuit in your brain were expl oding.

I looked at the red light of the com og and the business end of the short deathwand. Sonme wag had
rigged an LED display so that | could see the nunmeral s being generated. They flicked by Iike floor

nunbers on an el evator to hell: 26-74-109-19-37... they had programmed the conl og to generate no
nunbers | arger than 150... 77-42-12-60-84-129-108-14-
| lost it then. |I balled ny fists, strained at the unyielding plastic straps, and screaned

obscenities at the walls, at the pale faces distorted through the Perspex wi ndows, at the fucking
Church and its fucking Pax, at the fucking coward who'd killed ny dog, at the goddammed fucki ng
cowar ds who. .

I did not see the | ow prinme nunber appear on the display. | did not hear the deathwand hum softly
as its beamwas activated. | did feel sonething, a sort of hem ock col dness starting at the back
of my skull and w dening to every part of ny body with the speed of nerve conduction, and | felt
surprise at feeling sonmething. The experts are wong and the cons are right, | thought wildly. You
can feel your own death by deathwand. | would have giggled then if the nunbness had not fl owed
over me |like a wave.

Li ke a bl ack wave

A bl ack wave that carried ne anay with it.

4

I was not surprised to wake up alive. | suppose one is surprised only when one awakens dead. At
any rate, | awoke with no nore disconfort than a vague tingling in ny extremties and lay there
wat chi ng sunlight crawm across a rough plaster ceiling for a mnute or nore until an urgent

t hought shook ne full awake.

Wait a minute, wasn't |... didn't they... ??

| sat up and | ooked around. If there was any lingering sense that ny execution had been a dream
the prosaic quality of my surroundings dispelled it imediately. The room was pie-shaped with a
curved and whi tewashed outer stone wall and thick plaster ceilings. The bed was the only piece of
furniture, and the heavy off-white linen on it conpl enented the texture of plaster and stone.
There was a nassi ve wooden door-cl osed- and an arched wi ndow open to the el enments. One gl ance at
the I apis sky beyond the window told nme that | was still on Hyperion. There was no chance that |
was still in the Port Romance prison; the stone here was too old, the details of the door too
ornamental, the quality of linen too good.

I rose, found nyself naked, and wal ked to the wi ndow. The autumm breeze was brisk, but the sun was
warmon nmy skin. I was in a stone tower. Yellow chal ma and the thick tangle of |ow weirwod wove a
solid canopy of treetops up hills to the horizon. Everblues grew on granite rock faces. | could
see other walls, ranparts, and the curve of another tower stretching away al ong the ridgeline upon
which this tower stood. The walls seenmed old. The quality of their construction and the organic
feel of their architecture was froman era of skill and taste | ong predating the Fall

I guessed at once where | nust be: the chal ma and wei rwood suggested that | was still on the

sout hern continent of Aquila; the elegant ruins spoke of the abandoned city of Endym on

| had never been to the town fromwhich ny famly took its surname, but | had heard nmany
descriptions of it from Gan-dam our clan storyteller. Endym on had been one of the first
Hyperion cities settled after the dropship crash al nost seven hundred years earlier. Until the
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Fall it had been fanous for its fine university, a huge, castlelike structure that towered over
the old town below it. G andam s great-grandfather's grandfather had been a professor at the
university until the Pax troops commandeered the entire region of central Aquila and literally
sent thousands of people packing.

And now | had returned.

A bald man with blue skin and cobalt-blue eyes cane through the door, set underwear and a sinple
daysuit of what | ooked |ike homespun cotton on the bed, and said, "Please get dressed."”

| adnmit that | stared silently as the man turned and went out the door. Blue skin. Bright-blue

eyes. No hair. He... it... had to be the first android that | had ever seen. If asked, | would
have said that there were no androids left on Hyperion. They had been illegal to biofacture since
before the Fall, and al though they had been inported by the | egendary Sad King Billy to build nost
of the cities in the north centuries ago, | had never heard of one still existing on our world.

shook nmy head and got dressed. The daysuit fit nicely, despite my rather unusually |arge shoul ders
and | ong | egs.

I was back at the wi ndow when the android returned. He stood by the open door and gestured with an
open hand. "This way please, M Endym on."

| resisted the inpulse to ask questions and followed himup the tower stairs. The roomat the top
took up the entire floor. Late-afternoon sunlight streamed in through yell ow and-red stained-gl ass
wi ndows. At |east one wi ndow was open, and | could hear the rustle of the |eaf canopy far bel ow as
a wind cane up fromthe valley.

This roomwas as white and bare as ny cell had been, except for a cluster of nedical equipnment and
comruni cation consoles in the center of the circle. The android left, closing the heavy door
behind him and it took ne a second to realize that there was a human being in the | ocus of al

t hat equi pnent.

At least | thought it was a human bei ng.

The man was lying on a flowfoam hoverchair bed that had been adjusted to a sitting position.

Tubes, 1V drips, nonitor filaments, and organic-looking unbilicals ran fromthe equipnent to the
wi zened figure in the chair. | say "wi zened,” but in truth the man's body | ooked al nost nunmi fi ed,
the skin winkled Iike the folds of an old | eather jacket, the skull nottled and al nbst perfectly
bald, the arnms and | egs enmaciated to the point of being vestigial appendages. Everything about the
old man's posture nade ne think of a winkled and featherl ess baby bird that had fallen out of the
nest. H s parchment skin had a blue cast to it that nade ne think android for a nmonent, but then
saw the different shade of blue, the faint glow of the palnms, ribs, and forehead, and realized
that I was | ooking at a real human who had enjoyed-or suffered-centuries of Poul sen treatnents.

No one receives Poul sen treatnments anynore. The technology was lost in the Fall, as were the raw
materials fromworlds lost in tine and space. O so | thought. But here was a creature at | east
many centuries old who nust have received Poul sen treatnments as recently as decades ago.

The ol d man opened his eyes.

| have since seen eyes with as much power as his, but nothing in ny life to that point had
prepared ne for the intensity of such a gaze. | think | took a step back

"Conme closer, Raul Endymion." The voice was |like the scraping of a dull blade on parchnent. The
old man's mouth noved like a turtle's beak

| stepped closer, stopping only when a com consol e stood between me and the mummified form The
old man blinked and lifted a bony hand that still seemed too heavy for the twig of a wist. "Do
you know who | anP" The scratch of a voice was as soft as a whisper.

I shook ny head.

"Do you know where you are?"

I took a breath. "Endym on. The abandoned university, | think."

The wrinkles folded back in a toothless smile. "Very good. The namesake recogni zes the heaps of
stone which nanmed his fanmily. But you do not know who | night be?"

"No. "

"And you have no questions about how you survived your execution?"

| stood at parade rest and waited.

The old man sniled again. "Very good, indeed. Al things come to himwho waits. And the details
are not that enlightening... bribes in high places, a stunner substituted for the deat hwand, nore
bribes to those who certify the death and di spose of the body. It is not the 'how we are
interested in, is it, Raul Endym on?"

"No," | said at last. "Wy."

The turtle's beak twitched, the nmmssive head nodded. | noticed now that even through the damage of
centuries, the face was still sharp and angul ar-a satyr's countenance.

"Precisely," he said. "Why? Wiy go to the trouble of faking your execution and transporting your
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fucki ng carcass across half a fucking continent? Wy indeed?"

The obscenities did not seemespecially harsh fromthe old man's nouth. It was as if he had
sprinkled his speech with themfor so long that they deserved no special enphasis. | waited.

"I want you to run an errand for ne, Raul Endymion." The old nman's breath wheezed. Pale fluid
flowed through the intravenous tubes.

"Do | have a choice?"

The face snmiled again, but the eyes were as unchanging as the stone in the walls. "W always have
choi ces, dear boy. In this case you can ignore any debt you mght owe ne for saving your life and

sinply leave here... walk away. My servants will not stop you. Wth luck you will get out of this
restricted area, find your way back to nore civilized regions, and avoid Pax patrols where your
identity and | ack of papers might be... ah... enbarrassing.”

| nodded. My clothes, chrononeter, work papers, and Pax ID were probably in Toschahi Bay by now.
Wrking as a hunting guide in the fens made ne forget how often the authorities checked IDs in the

cities. I would soon be reminded if | wandered back to any of the coastal cities or inland towns.
And even rural jobs such as shepherd and guide required Pax ID for tax and tithe forns. Wiich |eft
hiding in the interior for the rest of ny life, living off the I and and avoi di ng peopl e.

"Or," said the old man, "you can run an errand for ne and becone rich." He paused, his dark eyes
i nspecting me the way | had seen professional hunters inspect pups that nmight or mght not prove
to be good hunting dogs.

"Tell me," | said.

The old man closed his eyes and rattled in a deep breath. He did not bother to open his eyes when
he spoke. "Can you read, Raul Endym on?"

"Yes. "

"Have you read the poem known as the Cantos?"

"No. "

"But you have heard sonme of it? Surely, being born into one of the nomadi ¢ shepherd clans of the
north, the storyteller has touched on the Cantos?" There was a strange tone in the cracked voice
Modesty, perhaps.

| shrugged. "I've heard bits of it. My clan preferred the Garden Epic or the d ennon-Hei ght Saga
The satyr features creased into a smile. "The Garden Epic. Yes. Raul was a centaur-hero in that,
was he not ?"

| said nothing. Grandam had | oved the character of the centaur named Raul. My nmother and | both
had grown up listening to tales of him

"Do you believe the stories?" snapped the old nan. "The Cantos tales, | nean."”

"Believe then?" | said. "That they actually happened that way? The pilgrins and the Shrike and al
that?" | paused a minute. There were those who believed all the tall tales told in the Cantos. And
there were those who believed none of it, that it was all nyth and naundering thrown together to
add nystery to the ugly war and confusion that was the Fall. "I never really thought about it," |

said truthfully. "Does it matter?"

The old man seened to be choking, but then | realized that the dry, rattling sounds were chuckl es.
"Not really," he said at last. "Now, listen. I will tell you the outline of the... errand. It
takes energy for ne to speak, so save your questions for when | am finished." He blinked and
gestured with his nottled claw toward the chair covered with a white sheet. "Do you wish to sit?"
I shook ny head and renmi ned at parade rest.

"All right," said the old man. "My story begins al nost two hundred seventy-sonme years ago during
the Fall. One of the pilgrins in the Cantos was a friend of nmine. Her nane was Brawne Lami a. She
was real. After the Fall... after the death of the Hegenmony and the opening of the Tine Tonbs...
Brawne Lami a gave birth to a daughter. The child's nane was Diana, but the little girl was
headstrong and changed her nane al nost as soon as she was ol d enough to talk. For a while she was
known as Cynthia, then Cate... short for Hecate... and then, when she turned twelve, she insisted
that her friends and famly call her Tenmis. Wien | |ast saw her, she was called Aenea.... "l heard
t he nane as Ah-nee-a.

The ol d man stopped and squinted at ne. "You think this is not inportant, but nanes are inportant.
If you had not been naned after this city, which was in turn nanmed after an anci ent poem then you
woul d not have cone to ny attention and you could not be here today. You would be dead. Feeding
the skarkworns in the Great South Sea. Do you understand, Raul Endym on?"

"No," | said.

He shook his head. "It does not matter. Were was |?"

"The last tine you saw the child, she called herself Aenea."

"Yes." The old nman cl osed his eyes again. "She was not an especially attractive child, but she
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was. .. unique. Everyone who knew her felt that she was different. Special. Not spoiled, despite
all the nonsense with the name changes. Just... different." He smiled, showi ng pink guns. "Have
you ever met someone who is profoundly different, Raul Endym on?"

| hesitated only a second. "No," | said. It was not quite true. This old man was different. But |
knew he was not asking that.

"Cate... Aenea... was different," he said, eyes closed again. "Her nother knewit. O course,

Brawne knew that the child was special before she was born...
enough to squint at nme. "You' ve heard this part of the Cantos!"

"Yes," | said. "It was foretold by a cybrid entity that the woman named Lamia was to give birth to
a child known as the One Who Teaches."

| thought that the old man was going to spit. "A stupid title. No one called Aenea that during the
time | knew her. She was sinply a child, brilliant and headstrong, but a child. Everything that
was uni que was unique only in potential. But then..."

H s voice trailed off and his eyes seemed to filmover. It was as if he had |lost track of the
conversation. | waited.

"But then Brawne Lamia died," he said several mnutes later, voice stronger, as if there had been
no gap in the nonol ogue, "and Aenea di sappeared. She was twelve. Technically, | was her guardian
but she did not ask nmy permission to disappear. One day she left and | never heard from her again.
"' Here the story paused again, as if the old nan were a nachi ne that ran down occasionally and
requi red sonme internal rew nding.

"Where was | ?" he said at |ast.

"You never heard from her again."

"Yes. | never heard fromher, but | know where she went and when she will reappear. The Tine Tonbs
are off-limts now, guarded from public view by the Pax troops stationed there, but do you
remenber the names and functions of the tonbs, Raul Endym on?"

He stopped and opened his eyes

I grunted. Grandamused to grill ne on aspects of the oral tales in rmuch this way. | used to think
that Grandam was old. Next to this ancient, w zened thing, G andam had been an infant. "I think I
remenber the tonbs,” | said. "There was the one called the Sphinx, the Jade Tonb, the belisk, the

Crystal Monolith, where the soldier was buried..."

"Col onel Fedmahn Kassad," nuttered the old nman. Then his gaze returned to ne. "Go on."
"The three Cave Tonbs..."

"Only the Third Cave Tonb | ed anywhere,"” interrupted the old man again.
wor| ds. The Pax sealed it. Go on."

"That's all | can renmenber... oh, the Shrike Pal ace.™

The old man showed a turtle's sharp smle. "One nustn't forget the Shrike Palace or our old friend
the Shrike, nmust one? Is that all of thenP"

"l think so," | said. "Yes."

The munmi fied figure nodded. "Brawne Lam a's daughter di sappeared through one of these tonbs. Can
you guess whi ch one?"

"No." | did not know, but | suspected.

"Seven days after Brawne died, the girl left a note, went to the Sphinx in the dead of night, and
di sappeared. Do you renenber where the Sphinx |ed, boy?"

"According to the Cantos,"” | said, "Sol Wintraub and his daughter traveled to the distant future
t hr ough the Sphinx."

"Yes," whispered the ancient thing in the hoverbed. "Sol and Rachel and a precious few others

di sappeared into the Sphinx before the Pax sealed it and closed off the Valley of the Tinme Tonbs.
Many tried in those early days-tried to find a shortcut to the future-but the Sphinx seened to
choose who might travel its tunnel through tine."

"And it accepted the girl," | said.

The old man nerely grunted at this statement of the obvious. "Raul Endynion
"do you know what | am going to ask of you?"

"To | abyrinths on other

he rasped at | ast,

"No," | said, although once again | had a strong suspicion

"I want you to go after ny Aenea,"” said the old man. "I want you to find her, to protect her from

the Pax, to flee with her, and-when she has grown up and becone what she nust becone-to give her a
message. | want you to tell her that her uncle Martin is dying and that if she wi shes to speak to

hi m agai n, she nust come hone."

I tried not to sigh. |I'd guessed that this ancient thing had once been the poet Martin Sil enus.

Everyone knew the Cantos and its author. How he had escaped the Pax purges and been allowed to
live in this restricted place was a nystery, but one | did not choose to explore. "You want nme to
go north to the continent of Equus, fight ny way past several thousand Pax troops, sonehow get
into the Valley of the Time Tonbs, get into the Sphinx, hope it... accepts ne... then chase this
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child into the distant future, hang around with her for a few decades, and then tell her to go
back in tine to visit you?"

For a nonent there was a silence broken only by the soft sounds of Martin Silenus's |ife-support
equi pnment. The nmachi nes were breathing. "Not exactly," he said at |ast.

| waited.

"She has not traveled to sonme distant future," said the old man. "At |east not distant fromus
now. When she stepped through the entrance of the Sphinx two hundred forty-seven years ago, it was
for a short trip through tinme... two hundred sixty-two Hyperion years, to be exact."

"How do you know this?" | asked. Fromeverything | had read, no one-not even the Pax scientists
who had had two centuries to study the seal ed tonbs-had been able to predict how far into the
future the Sphinx would send soneone.

"I know it," said the ancient poet. "Do you doubt ne?"

I nstead of responding to that, | said, "So the child... Aenea... will step out of the Sphinx
sonmetime this year."

"She will step out of the Sphinx in forty-two hours, sixteen ninutes,
| admit that | blinked.

"And the Pax will be waiting for her,’
energe..."

| did not ask how they cane by the information

" and capturing Aenea is the single nost inportant thing on the Pax's agenda," rasped the old
poet. "They know that the future of the universe depends upon this."

I knew now that the old poet was senile. The future of the universe depended upon no single
event... that | knew. | held ny silence.

"There are-at this nonent-nore than thirty thousand Pax troops in and around the Valley of the
Time Tonmbs. At least five thousand of themare Vatican Swiss CGuard."

I whistled at this. The Vatican Swiss Guard was the elite of the elite, the best-trained, best-
equipped mlitary force in the far-flung expanse of the Pax. A dozen Vatican Guard troops in full
regalia could have beaten the entire ten thousand troops of Hyperion's Hone Guard. "So," | said,
"I have forty-two hours to get to Equus, cross the Sea of Grass and the nountains, sonehow get
past twenty or thirty thousand of the Pax's best troops, and rescue the girl?"

"Yes," said the ancient figure in the bed.

I managed not to roll ny eyes. "What then?" | said. "There is nowhere we can hide. The Pax
controls all of Hyperion, all spacecraft, the spacel anes, and every world of what used to be the
Hegenony. If she is as inportant as you say, they will turn Hyperion upside down until they find
her. Even if we could sonehow get offplanet, which we can't, there would be no way we could
escape. "

"There is a way for you to get offplanet,"” the poet said in a tired voice. "There is a ship."

| swallowed hard. There is a ship. The idea of traveling between the stars for nonths while
decades or years passed back hone took ny breath away. | had joined the Home Guard with the
childish notion of soneday belonging to the Pax mlitary and flying between the stars. A foolish
noti on for a youngster who had al ready deci ded not to accept the cruciform

"Still," | said, not truly believing that there was a ship. No nenber of the Pax Mercantilus woul d
transport fugitives. "Even if we make it to another world, they would have us. Unless you see us
fleeing by ship for centuries of time-debt."

"No," said the old man. "Not centuries. Not decades. You will escape by ship to one of the nearest
worl ds of the old Hegenobny. Then you will go a secret way. You will see the old worlds. You will
travel the River Tethys."

I knew now that the old man had | ost his reason. When the farcasters fell and the Al TechnoCore
abandoned humanki nd, the Worl dWeb and Hegenony had died that sane day. The tyranny of interstellar
di stances had been rei nposed upon hurmanity. Now only the Pax forces, their puppet Mercantilus, and
the hated Qusters braved the darkness between the stars.

said the old satyr.

he continued. "They al so know to the m nute when she wll

"Cone," rasped the old man. His fingers would not uncurl as he gestured nme closer. | |eaned over
the I ow comconsole. | could snell him.. a vague conbi nation of nedicine, age, and sonething |ike
| eat her.

- =O-*** . =O=-

I did not need the nmenories of Grandanis canpfire tales to explain the River Tethys and to know
why | now knew that the old nman was far gone into senility. Everyone knew about the River Tethys;
it and the so-called G and Concourse had been two constant farcaster avenues between the Hegenony
wor | ds. The Concourse had been a street connecting a hundred-sonme worlds under a hundred-sone
suns, its broad avenue open to everyone and stitched together by farcaster portals that never

cl osed. The River Tethys had been a |l ess-traveled route, but still inportant for bulk comerce and
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the countl ess pleasure boats that had floated effortlessly fromworld to world on the single
hi ghway of water.

The Concourse had been sliced into a thousand separate segnents by the Fall of the Worl dwWb
farcaster network; the Tethys had sinply ceased to exist, the connecting portals useless, the
single river on a hundred worlds reverted to a hundred smaller rivers that woul d never be
connected again. Even the old poet seated before me had described the river's death. | renenbered
the words from Grandanis recitation of the Cantos:

And the river that had flowed on

For two centuries or nore Linked through space and tine

By the tricks of TechnoCore

Ceased fl owi ng now

On Fuji and on Barnard's Wrld

On Acteon and Deneb Drei

On Esperance and Never nore.

Everywhere the Tethys ran,

Li ke ri bbons through

The worl ds of nman,

There the portals worked no nore,

There the riverbeds ran dry,

There the currents ceased to swirl.

Lost were the tricks of TechnoCore,

Lost were the travelers forevernore

Locked the portal, |ocked the door,

Fl owed the Tet hys, nevernore.

-:O:-***-:O:-

"Come cl oser," whispered the old poet, still beckoning me with his yellowed finger. | |eaned
closer. The ancient creature's breath was like a dry wind out of an unseal ed tonb-free of odor
but anci ent, sonehow redol ent of forgotten centuries-as he whispered to ne:

"A thing of beauty is a joy forever: Its loveliness increases; it will never Pass into

not hi ngness. . ."

| pulled ny head back and nodded as if the old man had said sonething sensible. It was clear that
he was mad.

As if reading ny mind, the old poet chuckled. "I have often been called insane by those who
underesti mate the power of poetry. Do not decide now, Raul Endymon. We will neet later for dinner
and | will finish describing your chall enge. Decide then. For now. .. rest! Your death and

resurrection nust have tired you." The old nman hunched over, and there cane the dry rattling that
I now understood as | aughter

-:O:-***-:O:-

The android showed me back to my room | caught glinpses of courtyards and outbuil di ngs through
the tower wi ndows. Once | saw anot her androi d-al so nmal e-wal ki ng past clerestory wi ndows across the
courtyard

My gui de opened the door and stepped back. | realized that | would not be locked in, that | was

not a prisoner

"Eveni ng cl ot hes have been set out for you, sir," said the blue-skinned nman. "You are, of course,
free to go or wander the old university grounds as you wi sh. | should warn you, M Endymni on, that
there are dangerous animals in the forest and nountains in this vicinity."

I nodded and snil ed. Dangerous animals would not keep ne fromleaving if | wished to | eave. At the
moment | did not.

The android turned to | eave then, and on inpulse | stepped forward and did sonething that woul d
change the course of nmy life forever

"Wait," | said. | extended a hand. "W haven't been introduced. |'m Raul Endymi on."

For a |l ong nonment the android only | ooked at ny extended hand, and | was sure that | had comitted
sonme breach of protocol. Androids had been, after all, considered sonmething | ess than hunman
centuries ago when they had been biofactured for use during the Hegira expansi on. Then the
artificial man grasped nmy hand in his and shook firmy. "I amA. Bettik," he said softly. "It is a
pl easure to make your acquaintance."

A. Bettik. The nane had sone resonance for me that | could not place. | said, "I would like to
talk to you, A Bettik. Learn nore about... about you and this place and the old poet."

The android's blue eyes lifted, and |I thought | glinpsed sonething |ike anmusenment there. "Yes,
sir," he said. "I would be happy to speak with you. | fear that it nust be later, since there are

many duties | have to oversee at this nonment."
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"Later, then," | said, and stepped back. "I look forward to it."

A. Bettik nodded and descended the tower stairs.

I wal ked into ny room Except for the bed being nade and a suit of el egant evening clothes laid
out there, the space was just as it had been. | went to the wi ndow and | ooked out over the ruins
of Endymion University. Tall everblues rustled in the cool breeze. Violet |eaves tunbled fromthe
wei rwood stand near the tower and scraped across the flagstone pavenent twenty meters bel ow

Chal ma | eaves scented the air with their distinctive cinnanon. | had grown up only a few hundred
kil ometers northeast, on the Aquila moors between these nountains and the rugged area known as the
Beak, but the chill freshness of the nmountain air here was new to ne. The sky seenmed a deeper

| apis than any | had seen fromthe noors or lowl ands. | breathed in the autum air and grinned:
what ever strangeness |ay ahead, | was dammed glad to be alive.

Leaving the wi ndow, | headed for the tower stairs and a | ook around the university and city after

which ny fanmily had taken its nane. However crazy the old nan was, dinner conversation should be
i nteresting.

Suddenly, when | was al nbst at the base of the tower stairs, | stopped in my tracks.

A. Bettik. The nane was from Grandanis telling of the Cantos. A Bettik was the android who
piloted the pilgrins' levitation barge Benares northeast fromthe city of Keats on the continent
of Equus, up the Hoolie River past Naiad River Station, the Karla Locks, and Doukhobor's Copse to
where the navigable river ended in Edge. From Edge the pilgrins had gone on al one across the Sea
of Grass. | renmenbered listening as a child, wondering why A Bettik was the only android naned,
and wondering what had happened to himwhen the pilgrins | eft himbehind at Edge. The name had
been lost to ne for nore than two decades.

Shaki ng ny head slightly, wondering whether it was the old poet or | who was nmad, | went out into
the late-afternoon light to explore Endym on
5

At the sane nonent that | amtaking ny |leave of A Bettik, six thousand light-years away, in a
star system known only by NGC nunbers and navi gati on coordi nates, a Pax task force of three fast-
attack torchships led by Father Captain Federico de Soya is destroying an orbital forest. The
Quster trees have no defenses agai nst the Pax warships, and the encounter mnight be described nore
accurately as slaughter than battle.

I nmust explain something here. | amnot specul ati ng about these events: they occurred precisely as
| describe them Nor am | extrapolating or guessing in the scenes | am about to share when | tell
you what Father Captain de Soya or the other principals did when there were no w tnesses present.
O what they thought. O what enotions they felt. These things are literal truth. Later, | wll
explain how | canme to know these things... to know them w thout hint of distortion... but for now
| ask that you accept them for what they are-the truth. The three Pax torchships drop from
relativistic velocities under nore than six hundred gravities of decel erati on-what spacefarers for
centuries have called "raspberry jamdelta-v"- neaning, of course, that if the interna

containnent fields were to fail for a microsecond, the crews would be little nore than a | ayer of
raspberry jamon the deckpl at es.

The containnment fields do not fail. At one AU, Father Captain de Soya brings up the orbital forest
in the viewsphere. Everyone in the Conbat Control Center pauses to glance at the display: several
thousand of the Quster-tailored trees, each at least half a kiloneter |ong, nove in an el aborate
choreography along the plane of the ecliptic-gravity-clustered copses, braided strands, and subtly
shifting patterns of trees, always noving, their | eaves always turned toward the Gtype sun, their
| ong branches shifting to find the perfect alignment, their thirsty roots deep in the vaporous fog
of noisture and nutrients provided by the shepherd conmets noving anong the forest clusters |ike
giant dirty snowballs. Flitting between the branches of these trees and between the trees

t hensel ves, Quster variants are visible-hunanoi d shapes with silver-reflective skin and nicron-
thin butterfly wi ngs extendi ng hundreds of nmeters. These w ngs catch the sunlight fromnonent to
nmonent as they open and blink Iike brilliant Christmas lights within the green foliage of the
orbital forest.

"Fire!" says Father Captain Federico de Soya.

At two-thirds AU, the three torchships of Pax Task Force MAG open up with their Iong-distance
weapons. At that distance even energy beans would seemto crawl toward their targets like

I'i ghtni ng bugs on a bl ack bedsheet, but the Pax ships carry hypervelocity and hyperkinetic
weapons: essentially small Hawking-drive starships in their own right, some carrying plasna

war heads, which are spun up to relativistic velocities in mcroseconds to detonate within the
forest, others designed sinply to drop back into real space, their nass enlarged, and to pl ow
through the trees |like cannonballs fired through wet cardboard at point-blank range. Mnutes |ater
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the three torchships are within energy-beam di stance, and the CPBs | ance out in a thousand
directions simultaneously, their beans visible because of the riot of colloidal particles now
filling space like dust in an old attic.

The forest burns. Tail ored bark, oh-two pods, and self-sealing | eaves burst from viol ent
deconpression or are sawed through by beans and shaped plasma bl ast-tendrils, and the escaping

gl obul es of oxygen fuel the fires am d the vacuumuntil the air freezes or burns away. And the
forest burns. Tens of millions of |eaves fly away fromthe exploding forest, each |leaf or cluster
of leaves its own blazing pyre, while trunks and branches burn agai nst the bl ack background of
space. The shepherd conmets are struck and then volatilize in an instant, blasting the braided
strands of forest apart in expanding shock waves of steam and nolten rock fragnents. Space-
tailored Qusters- "Lucifer's angels" as the Pax forces have contenptuously called themfor
centuries-are caught in the explosions like translucent moths in a flame. Sone are sinply bl own
apart by the plasma expl osions or comet bursts. OQthers are caught in the path of CPBs and becone
hyper ki neti c objects thensel ves before their delicate wi ngs and organs are flung apart. Sone
attenpt to flee, expanding their solar wings to the maximumin a vain attenpt to outrun the

car nage.

None survive

The encounter takes less than five minutes. Wen it is done, the MAG task force decel erates
through the forest at a dininished thirty gravities, the fusion-flane tails of the torchships
igniting any tree fragnments that have escaped the initial attack. Were the forest had floated in
space five minutes before- green | eaves catching the sunlight, roots drinking the spheres of conet-
wat er, Quster angels floating |ike radi ant gossaners anong the branches-now there is only a torus
of snoke and expanding debris filling the plane of the ecliptic along this arc of space.

"Any survivors?" asks Father Captain de Soya, standing along the edge of the C3 central display,
hi s hands cl asped behind his back, balancing easily, with only the balls of his feet touching the
sticktight strip around the display rim Despite the fact that the torchship is still decelerating
under thirty gravities, the Conbat Control Center is held at a constant one-fiftieth standard-g
m crogravity. The dozen officers in the roomsit and stand with their heads toward the center of
the sphere. De Soya is a short nan in his nidthirties, standard. H's face is round, the skin dark
and friends had noticed over the years that his eyes reflected priestly conpassion nore frequently
than military ruthl essness. They are troubl ed now

"No survivors," says Mdther Commander Stone, de Soya's executive officer and another Jesuit. She
turns fromthe tactical display to shunt into a blinking comunit.

De Soya knows that none of his officers in the C3 are pleased by this engagenent. Destroying
Quster orbital forests is part of their nission-the seemngly innocuous trees serve as refueling
and refitting centers for conbat Swarns-but few Pax warriors take pleasure in wanton destruction.
They were trained as knights of the Church, defenders of the Pax, not as destroyers of beauty or
murderers of unarned life-forns, even if those life-forns were tailored Custers who had
surrendered their souls.

"Lay in the usual search pattern,” de Soya orders. "Tell the crew to stand down frombattle
stations.” On a nodern torch-ship the crew consists of only these dozen officers and half a dozen
others spread throughout the ship

Suddenly Mot her Commander Stone interrupts. "Sir, a Hawking-drive distortion readi ng up-angle
seventy-two, coordinates two-twenty-nine, forty-three, one-oh-five. Cplus exit point at seven-oh-
oh-poi nt-five-thousand klicks. Probability of single vehicle, ninety-six percent. Relative

vel ocity unknown.™

"Full battle stations," says de Soya. He smiles slightly w thout being aware of doing so. Perhaps
the Qusters are rushing to the rescue of their forest. O perhaps there was a single defender and
it has just launched a standoff weapon from sonewhere beyond the systemis Cort cloud. O perhaps
it is the vanguard of an entire Swarm of Quster fighting units and his task force is dooned.

What ever the threat, Father Captain de Soya prefers a fight to this... this vandalism

"Vehicle is translating," reports the acquisition officer fromhis perch above de Soya' s head.
"Very good," says Father Captain de. Soya. He watches displays flicker before his eyes, resets his
shunt, and opens several virtual-optic channels. Now the C3 fades away and he stands in space, a
giant five mllion klicks tall, seeing his own ships |like specks with flamng tails, the curved
col um of snoke that is the destroyed forest bending past at belt height, and now this intruder
flicking into existence seven hundred thousand klicks and an arnreach above the plane of the
ecliptic. Red spheres around his ships show external fields at conbat strength. Qher colors fill
space, displaying sensor readings, acquisition pulses, and targeting preparation. Wrking on the
mllisecond tactical |evel, de Soya can | aunch weapons or unleash energies by pointing and
snappi ng his fingers.
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"Transponder beacon," reports the comofficer. "Current codes check. It is a Pax courier

Archangel class."

De Soya frowns. What can be so inportant that the Pax Command is sending the Vatican's fastest
vehicle-a craft so swift that it is also the Pax's greatest secret weapon? De Soya can see the Pax
codes surrounding the tiny ship in tactical space. Its fusion flane reaches scores of kil oneters.
The ship is using al most no energy on internal containnent fields, and the gravities involved are
beyond raspberry-jaml evels.

"Uncrewed?" queries de Soya. He desperately hopes so. Archangel -class ships can travel anywhere in
known space within days-real-tine days!-rather than the weeks of ship-tinme and years of real tine
demanded by all other craft-but no one survives archangel voyages.

Mot her Commander Stone steps into the tactical environment with him Her black tunic is al nost

i nvi si bl e agai nst space so that her pale face seens to float above the ecliptic, sunlight fromthe
virtual star illuminating her sharp cheekbones. "No, sir," she says softly. Her voice can be heard
only by de Soya in this node. "Beacon indicates two nmenbers of the crew in fugue."

"Dear Jesus," whispers de Soya. It is nore prayer than curse. Even in high-g fugue tanks, these
two people, already killed during C-plus travel, will now be nore a mcrothin |ayer of protein
paste than healthy raspberry jam "Prepare the resurrection creches," he says on the comobn band
Mot her Commander Stone touches the shunt behind her ear and frowns. "Message enbedded i n code.
Human couriers are to be resurrected priority al pha. D spensation | evel Orega."

Fat her Captain de Soya's head snaps around and he stares at his executive officer for a silent
monment. The snoke fromthe burning orbital forest swirls around their waists. Priority
resurrection defies the doctrine of the Church and the rules of Pax Command; it is al so dangerous-
the chances for inconplete reintegration go fromnear zero at the usual three-day rate, to al nost
fifty percent at the three-hour level. And priority level Onmega neans Hi s Holiness on Pacem

De Soya sees the knowl edge in his exec's eyes. This courier ship is fromthe Vatican. Either
sonmeone there or someone in Pax Command, or both, considered this nmessage inportant enough to send
an irrepl aceabl e archangel courier ship, to kill two high-ranking Pax officers-since no one el se
woul d be trusted with an archangel -and to risk inconplete reintegration of those same two

of ficers.

In tactical space de Soya raises his eyebrows in response to his exec's questioning | ook. On the
command band he says, "Very well, Commander. Instruct all three ships to nmatch velocities. Prepare
a boarding party. | want the fugue tanks transferred and the resurrecti ons conpl eted by oh-six-
thirty hours. Please give nmy conplinments to Captain Hearn on the Ml chior and Mot her Captain
Boul ez on the Caspar, and ask themto join me on the Balthazar for a neeting with the couriers at
oh-seven- hundred. "

Fat her Captain de Soya steps fromtactical space to the reality of the C3. Stone and the others
are still |ooking at him

"Quickly," says de Soya, and kicks off fromthe display rim flying across the space to his
private door and pulling hinself through the circular hatch. "Wake nme when the couriers are
resurrected,” he says to the white faces watching himin the seconds before the door irises shut.
6

| wal ked the streets of Endynmion and tried to come to grips with my life, ny death, and ny life
agai n.

I should say here that | was not as cool about these things-ny trial, my "execution," ny strange
meeting with this nythic old poet-as this narrative would suggest. Part of ne was shaken to its
core. They had tried to kill ne! | wanted to blanme the Pax, but the courts were not agents of the
Pax-not directly. Hyperion had its own Home Rule Council, and the Port Ronance courts were set up
according to our own local politics. Capital punishnent was not an inevitable Pax sentence,
especially on those worlds where the Church governed via theocracy, but was a hol dover from

Hyperion's old colonial days. My quick trial, its inevitable outcone, and ny sumary execution
were, if anything, nore expressions of Hyperion's and Port Ronance's business | eaders' terror of
frightening anay Pax of fworld tourists than anything else. | was a peasant, a hunting guide who

had killed the rich tourist assigned to ny care, and an exanpl e had been made of me. Not hing nore.
I should not take it personally.

| took it very personally. Pausing outside the tower, feeling the sun's heat bounced fromthe
broad paving stones of the courtyard, | slowy raised ny hands. They were shaki ng. Too nuch had
happened too soon, and ny enforced calmduring the trial and the brief period before ny execution
had dermanded too nuch from ne.

| shook ny head and wal ked sl owly through the university ruins. The city of Endym on had been
built high on a brow of a hill, and the university had sat even higher along this ridge during
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col oni al days, so the viewto the south and east was beautiful. Chalnma forests in the valley bel ow

gl owed bright yellow. The | apis sky was free of contrails or airship traffic. |I knew that the Pax
cared nothing about Endymion, that it was the Pinion Plateau region to the northeast that their
troops still guarded and their robots still mned for the unique cruci form synbiotes, but this

entire section of the continent had been off-limts for so nmany decades that it had a fresh

wi | derness feel to it.

Wthin ten minutes of idle walking, | realized that only the tower where | had awakened and its
surroundi ng buil di ngs seenmed occupi ed. The rest of the university was in absolute ruins-its great
halls open to the el enents, its physical plant ransacked centuries before, its playing fields
overgrown, its observatory done shattered-and the city farther down the hillside | ooked even nore
abandoned. | saw entire city bl ocks there reclained by wei rwod tangle and kudzu

| could see that the university had been beautiful in its day: post-Hegira, neo-Gothic buildings
were constructed of the sandstone bl ocks quarried not far fromthere in the foothills of the

Pi nion Pl ateau. Three years earlier, when | had worked as an assistant to the fanpus | andscape
artist Avrol Hunme, doing nmuch of the heavy work as he redesigned the First Fanm |y estates al ong

t he fashi onabl e coast of the Beak, much of the demand then had been for "follies"-ersatz ruins set
near ponds or forest or hilltop. | had becone sonmewhat of an expert in setting old stones in
artful states of deconposition to sinulate ruins-nost of them absurdly ol der than humankind's
history on this Qutback world-but none of Hume's follies had been as attractive as these rea
ruins. | wandered through the bones of a once-great university, adnmired the architecture, and
thought of ny famly

Addi ng the name of a local city to our own had been the tradition of nost indigenie fanm|lies-for
my fanm |y was indeed indigenie, descended fromthose first seedship pioneers al nbst seven
centuries earlier, third-class citizens on our owmn world: third now after the Pax offworlders and
the Hegira colonists who cane centuries after my ancestors. For centuries, then, mnmy people had
lived and worked in these valleys and nountains. Mstly, | was sure, mny indigenie relatives had

| abored at menial jobs-rmuch as ny father had before his early death, when | was eight, nuch as ny
nmot her had continued to until her death five years later, much as | had until this week. M
grandnot her had been born the decade after everyone had been renpoved fromthese regions by the
Pax, but Grandam was ol d enough actually to renmenber the days when our clan famlies roaned as far
as the Pinion Plateau and worked on the fiberplastic plantations to the south of here.

I had no sense of homecomi ng. The cold noors of the area northeast of here were ny hone. The fens
north of Port Romance had been my chosen place to |live and work. This university and town had
never been part of ny life and held no nore relevance to ne than did the wild stories of the old
poet's Cantos.

At the base of another tower, | paused to catch ny breath and consider this last thought. If the
poet's offer was real, the "wild stories" of the Cantos would hold every rel evance for nme. |

t hought of Grandami s recitation of that epic poemrenmenbered the nights watching the sheep in the
north hills, our battery-driven caravans pulled in a protective circle for the night, the | ow
cooking fires doing little to dimthe glory of the constellations or neteor showers above,
remenbered Grandanmis slow, neasured tones until she finished each stanza and waited for nme to
recite the Iines back to her, renenbered ny own inpatience at the process-1 would nuch rather have
been sitting by lantern reading a book-and smled to think that this evening | would be dining
with the author of those lines. Mre, the old poet was one of the seven pilgrins whomthe poem
sang about .

I shook ny head again. Too nmuch. Too soon

There was sonething odd about this tower. Larger and broader than the one in which I had awakened,
this structure had only one wi ndow an open archway thirty neters up the tower. Moire interestingly,
the original doorway had been bricked up. Wth an eye educated by ny seasons as bricklayer and
mason under Avrol Hume, | guessed that the door had been cl osed up before the area had been
abandoned a century ago- but not that |ong before.

To this day | do not know what drew ny curiosity to that building when there were so many ruins to
expl ore that afternoon-but curious |I was. | remenber |ooking up the steep hillside beyond the
tower and noticing the riot of leafy chalma that had wound its way out and around the tower |ike
t hi ck-barked ivy. If one scranmbled up the hillside and penetrated the chal ma grove just..

there... one could craw out that vining branch and just barely reach the sill of that |one

wi ndow. . . .

I shook ny head again. This was nonsense. At the l|least, such a childish expedition would result in
torn clothes and skinned hands. At the nost, one could easily fall the thirty neters to the
flagstones there. And why risk it? What could be in this old bricked-up tower other than spiders
and cobwebs?
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Ten minutes later | was far out on the curled chal ma branch, inching nmy way along and trying to
hang on by finding chinks in the stones or thick-enough branches on the vines above ne. Because
the branch grew against the stone wall, | could not straddle it. Rather, | had to shuffle al ong on
my knees-the overhanging chalma vine was too lowto allow nme to stand- and the sense of exposure
and of being pushed outward toward the drop was terrifying. Every tinme the autumm w nd cane up and
shook the | eaves and branches, | would stop noving and cling for all | was worth.

Finally I reached the wi ndow and began cursing softly. My cal cul ations-so easily made fromthe
paverment thirty neters bel owhad been off a bit. The chal na branch here was al nost three neters
bel ow the sill of the open wi ndow. There were no usabl e toehol ds or fingerholds in this expanse of
stone. If | was to reach the sill, | would have to junp and hope that ny fingers found a grasp
there. That woul d be insane. There was nothing in this tower that could justify such a risk

I waited for the wind to die down, crouched, and | eaped. For a sickening second ny curved -fingers
scrabbl ed backward on crunbling stone and dust, tearing nmy nails and finding no hold, but then
they encountered the rotted remants of the old windowsill and sank in. | pulled nyself up

panting and ripping the shirt fabric over nmy el bows. The soft shoes A Bettik had laid out for ne
scranbl ed agai nst stone to find | everage.

And then | was up and curling nyself onto the w ndow | edge, wondering howin the hell | would get
back down to the chal ma branch. My concerns in that area were anplified a second |ater as

squinted into the darkened interior of the tower.

"Holy shit,"” | whispered to no one in particular. There was an ol d wooden | andi ng just bel ow the
wi ndow | edge on which | clung, but the tower was essentially enpty. The sunlight stream ng through
the window illumnated bits of a rotting stairway above and bel ow t he | andi ng, spiraling around
the inside of the tower nuch as the chal ma vines wapped around the exterior, but the center of
the tower was thick with darkness. | glanced up and saw speckl es of sunlight through what may have
been a tenporary wooden roof some thirty neters higher and realized that this tower was little
more than a glorified grain silo-a giant stone cylinder sixty meters tall. No wonder it had needed
only one wi ndow. No wonder the door had been bricked up even before the evacuation of Endym on
Still maintaining my balance on the windowsill, not trusting the rotted | anding inside, | shook ny
head a final time. My curiosity would get nme killed soneday.

Then, still squinting into the darkness so different fromthe rich afternoon sunlight outside,
realized that the interior was too dark. | could not see the wall or spiral staircase across the
interior. | realized that scattered sunlight illum nated the stone interior here, | could see a
bit of rotted stairway there, and the full cylinder of the inside was visible neters above ne-but
here, on ny level, the majority of the interior was just... gone.

"Christ," | whispered. Sonething was filling the bulk of this dark tower.

Slowy, careful to hold nost of ny weight on nmy arns still balanced on the sill, | |owered nyself
to the interior I|anding. The wood creaked but seened solid enough. Hands still clutching the

wi ndow frame, | let some of ny weight on ny feet and turned to | ook

It still took ne the better part of a minute to realize what | was | ooking at. A spaceship filled
the inside of the tower like a bullet set into the chanber of an ol d-fashioned revolver. i

Setting all my weight on the |anding now, alnpbst not caring if it held ne, | stepped forward to
see better.

The ship was not tall by spacecraft standards-perhaps fifty neters-and it was slender. The neta

of the hull-if netal it was-looked matte bl ack and seened to absorb the light. There was no sheen
or reflection that | could see. | nmade out the ship's outline nostly by |ooking at the stone wall
behind it and seeing where the stones and reflected |light fromthem ended.

I did not doubt for an instant that this was a spaceship. It was al nbst too nmuch a spaceship. |

once read that small children on hundreds of worlds still draw houses by sketching a box with a
pyram d on top, snoke spiraling froma rectangular chimey- even if the kids in question reside in
organically grown living pods high in RNA'd residential trees. Sinilarly, they still draw
mount ai ns as Matterhorn-like pyram ds, even if their own nearby nountains nore resenble the
rounded hills here at the base of the Pinion Plateau. I don't know what the article said the

reason was-racial nenory, perhaps, or the brain being hardwired for certain synbols.

The thing | was |ooking at, peering at, seeing nostly as negative space, was not so nmuch spaceship
as SPACESHI P.

| have seen imges of the oldest O d Earth rockets-pre-Pax, pre-Fall, pre-Hegenony, pre-Hegira...
hell, pre-Everything al nost-and they | ooked Iike this curved bl ackness. Tall, thin, graduated on
both ends, pointed on top, finned on the bottom | was |ooking at the hardw red, racial-nenoried,
synbolically perfect inmage of SPACESH P.

There were no private or m splaced spaceshi ps on Hyperion. O this | was sure. Spacecraft, even of
the sinple interplanetary variety, were sinply too expensive and too rare to |leave |ying around in
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old stone towers. At one tinme, centuries ago before the Fall, when the resources of the Worl dWb
seenmed unlinmited, there may have been a plethora of spacecraft-FORCE military, Hegenony
diplomatic, planetary governnment, corporate, foundation, exploratory, even a few private ships
bel ongi ng to hyperbillionaires-but even in those days only a planetary econony could afford to
build a starship. In ny lifetine-and the Iifetime of nmy nother and grandnother and their nothers
and grandnot hers-only the Pax-that consortium of Church and crude interstellar governnent-could
af ford spaceshi ps of any sort. And no individual in the known universe-not even His Holiness on
Pacem coul d afford a private starship.

And this was a starship. | knewit. Don't ask ne how | knewit, but | knewit.

Payi ng no attention to the terrible condition of the steps, | began descendi ng and ascendi ng the
spiral stairway. The hull was four nmeters fromne. The unfathonabl e bl ackness of it nade ne dizzy.
Hal fway around the interior of the tower and fifteen nmeters bel ow nme, just visible before the

curve of blackness blocked it off, a |anding extended alnmobst to the hull itself.

I ran down to it. One rotted step actually broke under ne, but | was noving so fast that | ignored
it. The landing had no railings here and extended out |like a diving board. A fall fromit would

al nost certainly break bones and leave ne lying in the bl ackness of a sealed tower. | gave it no
thought at all as | stepped out and set ny pal magainst the hull of the ship.

The hull was warm It did not feel like nmetal-nore |ike the snooth skin of sonme sleeping creature.
To add to that illusion, there was the softest novenent and vibration fromthe hull-as if the ship

were breathing, as if | could detect a heartbeat beneath my palm

Suddenly there was true notion beneath my hand, and the hull sinply fell and fol ded away- not
rising nechanically like sone portals |I had seen, and certainly not sw nging on hinges- sinply
folding into itself and out of the way, like lips pulling back

Li ghts turned on. An interior corridor-its ceiling and walls as organic as a glinpse of sone
mechani cal cervi x-gl owed softly.

| paused about three nanoseconds. For years ny life had been as cal mand predictable as nost
people's. This week | had accidentally killed a man, been condemmed and executed, and had awakened
in Gandamis favorite nyth. Wiy stop there?

| stepped into the spaceship, and the doors fol ded shut behind ne |ike a hungry nouth closing on a
nor sel .

-:o:-***-:o:-

The corridor into the ship was not as | would have imagined it. | had always thought of spacecraft
interiors as being like the hold of the seagoing troopships that transported our Home Guard
reginment to Ursus: all gray nmetal, rivets, dogged hatches, and hissing steam pi pes. None of that
was evident here. The corridor was snooth, curved, and al nost featureless, the interior bul kheads

covered with a rich wood as warm and organic as flesh. If there was an air lock, | hadn't seen it.
H dden lights cane on ahead of me as | advanced and then extingui shed thensel ves as | passed,
leaving ne in a small pool of Iight with darkness ahead and behind. |I knew that the ship coul dn't

be nmore than ten nmeters across, but the slight curve of this corridor made it seemlarger on the
inside than it had appeared on the outside.

The corridor ended at what nust have been the center of the ship: an open well with a centra
metal staircase spiraling upward and downward into darkness. | set my foot on the first step and
Iights came on sonmewhere above. Guessing that the nore interesting parts of the ship lay upward,
began to clinb.

The next deck above filled the entire circle of the ship and held an anti que hol opit of the kind I
had seen in old books, a scattering of chairs and tables in a style | could not identify, and a
grand piano. | should say here that probably not one person out of ten thousand born on Hyperion
could have identified that object as a piano-especially not as a grand piano. My nother and
Grandam both had held a passionate interest in music, and a piano had filled nuch of the space in
one of our electric caravans. Many had been the tine | had heard nmy uncles or grandfather
conpl ai ni ng about the bul k and weight of that instrunment-about all of the jules of energy used to
trundl e that heavy pre-Hegira apparatus across the noors of Aquila, and about the commnsense

ef ficiency of having a pocket synthesizer that could create the nusic of any piano... or any other
instrunment. But nother and Grandam were insistent-nothing could equal the sound of a true piano,
no matter how many tines it had to be tuned after transport. And neither grandfather nor uncles
conpl ai ned when Grandam pl ayed Rachmani noff or Bach or Mzart around the canpfire at night. |

| earned about the great pianos of history fromthat old woman-the pre-Hegira grand pi anos

i ncl uded. And now I was | ooki ng at one.

Ignoring the holopit and furniture, ignoring the curved wi ndow wall that showed only the dark
stone of the interior of the tower, | wal ked to the grand piano. The gold lettering above the
keyboard read steinway. | whistled softly and let ny fingers caress the keys, not yet daring to
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depress one. According to Grandam this conpany had ceased naking pi anos before the Big M stake of

' 08, and none had been produced since the Hegira. | was touching an instrunent at |east a thousand
years old. Steinways and Stradivarii were nyths anong those of us who |oved nusic. How could this
be? | wondered, ny fingers still trailing over keys that felt like the | egendary ivory-tusks of an

extinct creature called an el ephant. Human beings like the old poet in the tower m ght possibly
survive from pre-Hegira days-Poul sen treatnments and cryogenic storage could theoretically account
for that-but artifacts of wood and wire and ivory had little chance of making that |ong voyage
through time and space.

My fingers played a chord: GE-GB flat. And then a C-nmjor chord. The tone was flaw ess, the
acoustics of the spaceship perfect. Qur old upright piano had needed tuning by G andam after every
trip of a fewnles across the noors, but this instrunent seened perfectly tuned after countless
light-years and centuries of travel

| pulled the bench out, sat, and began playing Fur Elise. It was a corny, sinple piece, but one
that seemed to fit the silence and solitude of this dark place. Indeed, the lights seened to dim
around ne as the notes rilled the circular roomand seened to echo up and down the dark staircase
well. As | played, | thought of Modther and G andam and how t hey woul d never have guessed that ny
early piano | essons would lead to this solo in a hidden spaceship. The sadness of that thought
seened to fill the nusic | was playing.

When | was finished, | pulled nmy fingers back fromthe keyboard quickly, alnost guiltily, struck
with the presunption of ny poor playing of such a sinple piece on this fine piano, this gift from
the past. | sat in silence for a nonment, wondering about the ship, about the old poet, and about
my own place in this mad schene of things

"Very nice," said a soft voice behind ne.

| adnmit that | junped. | had heard no one clinb or descend the stairs, sensed no one entering the
room My head jerked around.

There was no one in the room

"l have not heard that particular piece played in sonme tine," canme the voice again. It seened to
emanate fromthe center of the enpty room "M previous passenger preferred Rachmani noff."

| set ny hand on the edge of the bench to steady nyself and thought of all the stupid questions
coul d avoi d aski ng.

"Are you the ship?" |I asked, not knowing if this was a stupid question but wanting the answer.

"Of course," cane the reply. The voice was soft but vaguely masculine. | had, of course, heard
tal ki ng machi nes before- such things had been around forever-but never one that mght actually be
intelligent. The Church and Pax had banned all true Als nore than two centuries before, and after
seei ng how the TechnoCore had hel ped the Qusters destroy the Hegenobny, nost of the trillions of
peopl e on a thousand devastated worlds had agreed whol eheartedly. | realized that ny own
programming in that regard had been effective: the thought that | was talking to a truly sentient
devi ce nade ny palnms moist and ny throat tight.

"Who was your... ah... previous passenger?" | said.

There was the hint of a pause. "The gentl enan was generally known as the Consul,
| ast. "He had been a diplomat for the Hegenony for nmuch of his life."

It was my turn to hesitate before speaking. It occurred to ne that perhaps the "execution" in Port
Romance had only scranbl ed ny neurons to the point where | thought | was living in one of

G andani s epi c poens.

"What happened to the Consul ?" | asked.

"He died," said the ship. There may have been the slightest undertone of regret in the voice.
"How?" | said. At the end of the old poet's Cantos, after the Fall of the Wrl dWb, the Hegenony
Consul had taken a ship back to the Web. This ship? "Were did he die?" | added. According to the
Cantos, the ship the Hegenony Consul had | eft Hyperion in had been infused with the persona of the
second John Keats cybrid.

said the ship at

"I can't remenber where the Consul died," said the ship. "I only renenber that he died, and that I
returned here. | presunme there was sone programmi ng of that directive in ny cormmand banks at the
time."

"Do you have a name?" | asked, mildly curious as to whether | was speaking to the Al persona of
John Keats.

"No," said the ship. "Only ship. ''"'" Again there canme sonething nore pause than sinple silence.

"Al though | do seemto recall that | had a nane at one point."

"Was it John?" | asked. "O Johnny?"

"I't may have been," said the ship. "The details are cloudy."

"Whay is that?" | said. "lIs your nmenory nal functioni ng?"

"No, not at all," said the ship. "As far as | can deduce, there was sone traunatic event about two
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hundred standard years ago which deleted certain nmenories, but since then ny nenory and ot her
faculties have been flaw ess.™
"But you don't renenber the event? The trauma?”

"No," said the ship, cheerily enough. "I believe that it occurred at about the sane tine that the
Consul died and | returned to Hyperion, but I amnot certain."

"And since then?" | said. "Since your return you' ve been hidden away here in this tower?"

"Yes," said the ship. "I was in the Poet's City for a time, but for nost of the past two |oca
centuries, | have been here."

"Who brought you here?”
"Martin Silenus," said the ship. "The poet. You net himearlier today."

"You're aware of that?" | said.

"Ch, yes," said the ship. "I was the one who gave M Silenus the data about your trial and
execution. | helped to arrange the bribe to the officials and the transport of your sleeping body
here."

"How did you do that?" | asked, the inage of this massive, archaic ship on the tel ephone too

absurd to deal with.
"Hyperion has no true datasphere,” said the ship, "but | nmonitor all free microwave and satellite
communi cations, as well as certain 'secure' fiber-optic and maser bands which | have tapped into."

"So you're a spy for the old poet," | said.
"Yes," said the shinp.
"And what do you know about the old poet's plans for me?" | asked, turning toward the keyboard

agai n and begi nning Bach's Air on a G string.

"M Endymion," said a different voice behind ne.

I quit playing and turned to see A Bettik, the android, standing at the head of the circular
staircase

"My nmaster had become worried that you were lost," said A. Bettik. "I came to show you the way
back to the tower. You just have tine to dress for dinner."

I shrugged and wal ked to the stairwell. Before follow ng the bl ue-skinned man down the stairs, |
turned and said to the darkening room "It was nice talking to you, Ship."

"It was a pleasure neeting you, M Endymion," said the ship. "I will see you again soon."

7

The torchshi ps Balthazar, Melchior, and Caspar are a full AU beyond the burning orbital forests
and still decelerating around the unnanmed sun when Mt her Conmmander Stone buzzes at Fat her Captain
de Soya's conpartnment portal to informhimthat the couriers have been resurrected. "Actually,
only one was successfully resurrected,"” she anends, floating at the opened iris-door

Fat her Captain de Soya wi nces. "Has the... unsuccessful one... been returned to the resurrection
creche?" he asks. "Not yet," says Stone. "Father Sapieha is with the survivor."

De Soya nods. "Pax?" he asks, hoping that this will be the case. Vatican couriers bring nore
problems than nilitary ones.

Mot her Commander Stone shakes her head. "Both are Vatican. Father Gaw onski and Father Vandrisse
Both are Legi onaries of Christ."

De Soya avoids a sigh only by an effort of will. Legionaries of Christ had all but replaced the
nmore |iberal Jesuits over the centuries-their power had been growing in the Church a century
before the Big Mstake-and it was no secret that the Pope used them as shock troops for difficult
m ssions within the Church hierarchy. "Wich one survived?" he asks.

"Fat her Vandrisse." Stone glances at her conmlog. "He should be revived by now, sir."

"Very well," says de Soya. "Adjust the internal field to one-g at oh-six-forty-five. Pipe Captains
Hearn and Boul ez aboard and give them ny conplinents. Please escort themto the forward neeting
room |'Il be in with Vandrisse until we convene."

"Aye, aye," says Mther Conmander Stone, and kicks off.

The revival roomoutside the resurrection creche is nore chapel than infirnmary. Father Captain de
Soya genuflects toward the altar and then joins Father Sapieha by the gurney, where the courier is
sitting up. Sapieha is older than nmobst Pax crew at |east seventy standard-and the soft hal ogen
beanms reflect fromhis bald scal p. De Soya has al ways found the ship's chaplain short-tenpered and
not very bright, much |ike several of the parish priests he had known as a boy.

"Captain,"” acknow edges the chapl ain.

De Soya nods and steps closer to the man on the gurney. Father Vandrisse is young-perhaps in his
|ate twenties standard -and his dark hair is long and curled in the current Vatican fashion. O at
Il east in the fashion that had been coming in when de Soya had | ast seen Pacem and the Vatican: a
ti me-debt of three years had already accrued in the two nonths they had been on this mssion
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"Fat her Vandrisse," says de Soya, "can you hear ne?"

The young man on the cot nods and grunts. Language is hard for the first few mnutes after
resurrection. O so de Soya has heard.

"Well," says the chaplain, "I'd better get the other's body back in the creche. He frowns at de
Soya as though the captain had personally brought about the unsuccessful resurrection. "It is a
waste, Father Captain. It will be weeks-perhaps nonths- before Father Gaw onski can be
successfully revived. It will be very painful for him"

De Soya nods.

"Would you like to see him Father Captain?" persists the chaplain. "The body is... well... barely
recogni zabl e as human. The internal organs are quite visible and quite..."

"Go about your duties, Father," de Soya says quietly. "D smissed."

Fat her Sapieha frowns again as if he is going to reply, but at that nonment the gravity Kl axon
sounds, and both men have to orient thenselves so that their feet touch the floor as the interna
contai nnent field realigns itself. Then the gravity slowy clinbs to one-g as Father Vandrisse
sinks back into the gurney's cushions and the chaplain shuffles out the door. Even after only a
day of zero-g, the return of gravity seens an inposition

"Fat her Vandrisse," de Soya says softly. "Can you hear ne?"

The young man nods. Hi s eyes show the pain he is in. The man's skin glistens as if he has just
received grafts-or as if he is newborn. The flesh | ooks pink and raw to de Soya, al nost burned,
and the cruciformon the courier's chest is livid and tw ce normal size.

"Do you know where you are?" whispers de Soya. O who you are? he nmentally adds. Postresurrection
confusion can last for hours "or days. De Soya knows that couriers are trained to overcone that
confusion, but how can anyone be trained for death and revival? An instructor of de Soya's at the
sem nary had once put it plainly-"The cells renenber dying, being dead, even if the m nd does
not."

"I remenber," whispers Father Vandrisse, and his voice sounds as raw as his skin |l ooks. "You are
Capt ai n de Soya?"

"Fat her Captain de Soya. Yes."

Vandrisse tries to lever hinself up on his el bow and fails. "d oser,'
lift his head fromthe pillow

De Soya | eans closer. The other priest snells faintly of formal dehyde. Only certain nmenbers of the
priesthood are trained in the actual nysteries of resurrection, and de Soya had chosen not to be
one of these. He could officiate at a bapti sm and admi ni ster Comuni on or Extreme Unction-as a
starship captain he has had nore opportunities for the latter than the fornmer-but he had never
been present at the Sacrament of Resurrection. He has no idea of the processes involved, beyond
the miracle of the cruciform in returning this man's destroyed and conpressed body, his decaying
neurons and scattered brain mass, to the human form he now sees before him

Vandri sse begi ns whi spering and de Soya has to | ean even closer, the resurrected priest's |lips

al rost brushing de Soya's ear.

he whi spers, too weak to

"Must... talk...," Vandrisse nanages with great effort.

De Soya nods. "I've scheduled a briefing in fifteen mnutes. My other two ship captains will be
there. We'll provide a hoverchair for you and..."

Vandri sse is shaking his head. "No... neeting. Message for... you... only."

De Soya shows no expression. "All right. Do you want to wait until you are..."
Agai n the agoni zed shake of his head. The skin of the priest's face is slick and striated, as if

the nuscle were showi ng through. "Now...," he whispers.
De Soya | eans cl ose and waits.
"You are... to... take the... archangel courier... ship... imediately...," gasps Vandrisse. "It

is programmed for its destination."

De Soya remai ns expressionless, but he is thinking, So it is to be a painful death by

accel eration. Dear Jesus, could you not let this cup pass from nme?

"What do | tell the others?" he asks.

Fat her Vandri sse shakes his head. "Tell them nothing. Put your executive officer in conmmand of

the... Balthasar. Transfer task force command to Mdther Captain Boulez. Task Force MAG will...
have... other orders."
"WIIl | be informed of these other orders?" asks de Soya. His jaw hurts with the tension of

sounding calm Until thirty seconds ago the survival and success of this ship, this task force,
had been the central reason for his existence.

"No," says Vandrisse. "These... orders... do... not... concern you."

The resurrected priest is pale with pain and exhaustion. De Soya realizes that he is taking sone
satisfaction in that fact and i medi ately says a short prayer for forgiveness.
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"I amto leave imedi ately," repeats de Soya. "Can | take my few personal possessions?' He is
thi nking of the small porcelain sculpture that his sister had given himshortly before her death
on Renai ssance Vector. That fragile piece, locked in a stasis cube during high-g naneuvers, has
been with himfor all of his years of spacefaring.

"No," says Father Vandrisse. "CGo... immediately. Take nothing."

"This is upon order of...," queries de Soya.

Vandri sse frowns through his grinmace of pain. "This is upon direct command of Hi s Holiness, Pope
Julius XIV," says the courier. "It is... Omega Priority... superseding all orders of Pax Mlitary

Command or SpaConC-Fleet. Do... you... understand... Father... Captain... de... Soya?"

"I understand," says the Jesuit, and bows his head in conpliance.

_:O:_***_:O:_

The archangel -cl ass courier ship has no name. De Soya had never considered torchships beautiful -
gour d- shaped, the command and weapons nod dwarfed by the huge Hawki ng drive and in-system fusion-
thrust sphere-but the archangel is actively ugly in conmparison. The courier ship is a nass of
asynmetrical spheres, dodecahedrons, |ash-ons, structural cables, and Hawki ng-drive nounts, with
the passenger cabin the nerest of afterthoughts in the center of all that junk.

De Soya had net briefly with Hearn, Boul ez, and Stone, explained only that he had been called
away, and" transferred conmand to the new and amazed-task force and Bal t hasar captains, then took
a one-person transfer pod to the archangel. De Soya tried not to | ook back at his bel oved
Bal t hasar, but at the | ast nonment before attaching to the courier, he turned and | ooked | ongingly
at the torchship, sunlight painting its curved flank into a crescentlike sunrise over sonme |ovely
worl d, then turned resolutely away.

He sees upon entering that the archangel has only the crudest virtual tactical command, nanua
controls, and bridge. The interior of the command pod is not nuch larger than de Soya's crowded
cubby on the Bal thasar, although this space is crowded with cables, fiber-optic |eads, tech

di skeys, and two accel eration couches. The only other space is the tiny navigation room cum
war dr obe cubby.

No, de Soya sees at once, the acceleration couches are not standard. These are unpadded stee
trays in human form nore |ike autopsy slabs than couches. The trays have a lip-to keep fluid from
sl oshi ng under high-g, he is sure-and he realizes that the only conpensating containment field in
the ship would be around these couches-to keep the pul verized flesh, bone, and brain matter from
floating away in the zero-g intervals after final deceleration. De Soya can see the nozzles where
wat er or sone cl eansing solution had been injected at high speed to clean the steel. It had not
been totally successful

"Accel eration in two mnutes," says a netallic voice. "Strap in now. "

No niceties, thinks de Soya. Not even a "pl ease."

"Shi p?" he says. He knows that no true Als are allowed on Pax ships-indeed, no Als are all owed
anywhere in Pax-controlled human space-but he thinks that the Vatican ni ght have nade an exception
on one of its archangel -class courier ships.

"One mnute thirty seconds until initial acceleration,” comes the netallic voice, and de Soya
realizes that he is talking to an idiot machine. He hurries to strap hinself in. The bands are
broad, thick, and al nost surely for show. The containnment field will hold himor his remains-in
pl ace.

"Thirty seconds," says the idiot voice. "Be advised that the C-plus translation will be lethal."
"Thanks," says Father Captain Federico de Soya. H's heart is pounding so fiercely that he can hear
it in his ears. Lights flicker in the various instrunments. Nothing here is neant for human
override, so de Soya ignores them

"Fi fteen seconds," says the ship. "You might wish to pray now "

"Fuck you," says de Soya. He has been praying since he left the courier's recovery room Now he
adds a final prayer for forgiveness for the obscenity.

"Five seconds," cones the voice. "There will be no further comunications. May God bl ess you and
speed your resurrection, in Christ's nane."

"Amen, " says Father Captain de Soya. He closes his eyes as accel erati on conmences.

8

Evening cane early in the ruined city of Endymion. | watched the last of the autum I|ight di mand
die fromny vantage point in the tower where | had awakened earlier on this endless day. A Bettik
had | ed nme back, shown ne to ny room where stylish but sinple evening clothes-tan cotton trousers
tightening just bel ow the knees, white flax blouse with a hint of ruffled sleeves, black |eather
vest, black stockings, soft black | eather boots, and a gold wistband-were still laid out on the
bed. The android al so showed me to the toilet and bathing facilities a floor below and told ne
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that the thick cotton robe hanging on the door was for mnmy use. | thanked him bathed, dried ny
hair, dressed in everything that had been |aid out except for the gold band, and waited at the

wi nhdow while the |ight grew nore gol den and hori zontal and shadows crept down fromthe hills above
the university. Wien the light had died to the point where shadows had fled and the brightest
stars in the Swan were visible above the nountains to the east, A Bettik returned.

"I's it time?" | asked.

"Not quite, sir," replied the android. "Earlier you requested that | return so that we night
talk."

"Ahh, yes," | said, and gestured toward the bed, the only piece of furniture in the room "Have a
seat . "

The bl ue-ski nned nan stood where he was by the door. "I amconfortable standing, sir."

| folded ny arnms and | eaned agai nst the windowsill. The air coming in the open wi ndow was cool and
smel l ed of chalnma. "You don't have to call me sir," | said. "Raul will do." | hesitated. "Unless
you're programmed to talk to... ah... "I was about to say "humans," but did not want to rmake it
seemas if | thought A Bettik was not human. "... to talk to people that way," | finished |anely.
A. Bettik smiled. ' "No, sir. | amnot progranmed at all... not |ike a nmachine. Except for severa
synthetic prostheses-to augnment strength, for instance, or to provide resistance to radiation-|I
have no artificial parts. | was nerely taught deference to fulfill my role. | could call you M
Endymion, if that would be preferable.”

| shrugged. "It doesn't matter. I'msorry |I'mso ignorant about androids."

A. Bettik's thin-lipped snmle returned. "There is no need to apol ogize, M Endym on. Very few
human bei ngs now alive have seen one of ny race. '

My race. Interesting. "Tell me about your race," | said. "Wasn't the biofacture of androids
illegal in the Hegenmony?"

"Yes, sir," he said. | noticed that he stood at parade rest, and wondered idly if he had ever
served in a mlitary capacity. "Biofacture of androids was illegal on AOd Earth and many of the

Hegenony honewor| ds even before the Hegira, but the Al Thing all owed biofacture of a certain
nunber of androids for use in the Qutback. Hyperion was part of the Qutback in those days."
"It still is,"” | said.

"Yes, sir."

"When were you bi of actured? Which worlds did you Iive on? Wiat were your duties?" | asked. "If you
don't mnd ny asking."

"Not at all, M Endymion," he said softly. The android' s voice had the hint of a dialect that was
newto ne. Ofworld. Ancient. "I was created in the year 26 a. d. c. by your cal endar.”

"In the twenty-fifth century, a. d.," | said. "Six hundred ninety-four years ago."

A. Bettik nodded and sai d nothing.

"So you were born... biofactured... after Od Earth was destroyed," | said, nore to nyself than to
t he andr oi d.

"Yes, sir."

"And was Hyperion your first... ah... work destination?"

"No, sir," said A Bettik. "For the first half century of nmy existence, | worked on Asquith in the
service of H s Royal Hi ghness, King Arthur the Eighth, sovereign lord of the Kingdom of Wndsor-in-
Exile, and also in the service of his cousin, Prince Rupert of Mnaco-in-Exile. Wen King Arthur
died, he willed nme to his son, His Royal Hi ghness, King Wlliamthe Twenty-third."

"Sad King Billy," | said.

"Yes, sir."

"And did you cone to Hyperion when Sad King Billy fled Horace d ennon-Hei ght's rebellion?"

"Yes," said A Bettik. "Actually, ny android brothers and | were sent ahead to Hyperion sone
thirty-two years before His H ghness and the other colonists joined us. W were dispatched here
after Ceneral d ennon-Height won the Battle of Fomal haut. Hi s Hi ghness thought it wise if an
alternate site for the kingdons-in-exile were prepared.”

"And that's when you net M Silenus,” | pronpted, pointing toward the ceiling, imgining the old
poet up there within his web of |ife-support unbilicals.

"No," said the android. "My duties did not bring me into contact with M Silenus during the years

when the Poet's City was occupied. | had the pleasure of neeting M Silenus later, during his
pilgrimage to the Valley of the Tine Tonbs two and a half centuries after the death of H's

H ghness. "

"And you' ve been on Hyperion since," | said. "Mre than five hundred years on this world."
"Yes, M Endynion."

"Are you inmmortal ?" | asked, knowi ng the question was inpertinent but wanting the answer.

A. Bettik showed his slight smle. "Not at all, sir. | will die fromaccident or injury that is
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too serious for me to be repaired. It is just that when | was biofactured, ny cells and systemns
wer e nanoteched with an ongoing form of Poul sen treatnents so that | amessentially resistant to
agi ng and di sease. "

"I's that why androids are blue?" | asked.

"No, sir," said A Bettik. "W are blue because no known race of humanki nd was blue at the time of
my biofacture, and ny designers felt it inperative to keep us visually separate from humans."

"You do not consider yourself human?" | asked.
"No, sir," said A. Bettik. "I consider nyself android."
I smiled at nmy own naivete. "You still act in a service capacity,”" | said. "Yet use of slave

androi d | abor was outl awed throughout the Hegenobny centuries ago."
A. Bettik waited.

"Don't you wish to be free?" | said at last. "To be an independent person in your own right?"

A. Bettik walked to the bed. | thought that he was going to sit down, but he only fol ded and
stacked the shirt and trousers | had been wearing earlier. "M Endym on," he said, "I should point
out that although the laws of the Hegenony died with the Hegenony, | have considered nyself a free
and i ndependent person for sone centuries now. "

"Yet you and the others work for M Silenus here, in hiding," | persisted.

"Yes, sir, but |I have done so frommny own free choice. | was designed to serve humanity. | do it
well. | take pleasure in nmy work."

"So you've stayed here by your own free will," | perseverated

A. Bettik nodded and smled briefly. "Yes, for as nuch as any of us has a free will, sir. "'

| sighed and pushed nyself away fromthe window It was full dark out now | presuned that | would
be sunmoned to the old poet's dinner party before long. "And you will continue staying here and
caring for the old man until he finally dies," | said.

"No, sir," said A Bettik. "Not if | amconsulted on the matter."

| paused, nmy eyebrows lifting. "Really?" | said. "And where will you go if you are consulted on

the matter?”
"If you choose to accept this mssion which M Silenus has offered you, sir,

sai d the bl ue-

ski nned man, "I would choose to go with you."

- =O=-*** . =O=-

When | was led upstairs, | discovered that the top floor was no |onger a sickroom it had been
transformed into a dining room The flowfoam hoverchair was gone, the nedical nonitors were gone,
t he conmmuni cati on consol es were absent, and the ceiling was open to the sky. | glanced up and

| ocated the constellations of the Swan and the Twin Sisters with the trained eye of a forner
shepherd. Braziers on tall tripods sat in front of each of the stained-glass w ndows, their flanes
addi ng both warnth and light to the room In the center of the room the com consol es had been
replaced with a three-meter-long dining table. China, silver, and crystal glimered in the Iight
of candles flickering fromtwo ornate candel abra. A place had been set at each end of the table.
At the far end, Martin Silenus awaited, already seated in a tall chair

The ol d poet was hardly recogni zabl e. He seened to have shed centuries in the hours since |I had

| ast seen him From being a nmunmy with parchnent skin and sunken eyes, he had transformed into
just another old nman at a dining table-a hungry old nan fromthe look in his eyes. As | approached
the table, | noticed the subtle IV drips and nonitor filanments snaking under the table, but
otherwi se the illusion of someone restored to life fromthe dead was al nost perfect.

Si | enus chuckl ed at nmy expression. "You caught me at ny worst this afternoon, Raul Endymi on," he
rasped. The voice was still harsh with age, but rmuch nore forceful than before. "I was stil
recovering fromny cold sleep." He gestured me to ny place at the other end of the table.
"Cryogeni ¢ fugue?" | said stupidly, unfurling the linen napkin and dropping it to my lap. It had
been years since | had eaten at a table this fancy-the day that | had denobilized fromthe Hone
Guard, | had gone straight to the best restaurant in the port city of Gan Chaco on South Tal on
Peni nsul a and ordered the finest neal on the menu, blowing my last nonth's pay in the process. It
had been worth it.

"OfF course cryogenic fucking fugue," said the old poet. "How el se do you think | pass these
decades?" He chuckled again. "It nerely takes ne a few days to get up to speed again after
defrosting. I'mnot as young as | used to be."

| took a breath. "If you don't mnd ny asking, sir," | said, "how old are you?"

The poet ignored ne and beckoned to the waiting android- not A Bettik-who nodded toward the
stairwell. Other androids began carrying up the food in silence. My water glass was rill ed.

wat ched as A Bettik showed a bottle of wine to the poet, waited for the old nman's nod, and then
went through the ritual, offering himthe cork and a sanple to taste. Martin Sil enus sloshed the
vintage wi ne around in his nouth, swallowed, and grunted. A Bettik took this for assent and
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poured the wi ne for each of us.

The appetizers arrived, two for each of us. | recognized the charbroil ed chicken yakitori and the
tender Mane-rai sed beef carpaccio arugula. In addition, Silenus hel ped hinself to the sauteed foie
gras w apped in nmandrake | eaves that had been set near his end of the table. | lifted the
ornanent ed skewer and tried the yakitori. It was excellent.

Martin Silenus nmight be eight or nine hundred years old, perhaps the ol dest human alive, but the
codger had an appetite. | saw the gl eam of perfect white teeth as he attacked the beef carpaccio,
and | wondered if these new additions were dentures or Arnied substitutes. Probably the latter

| realized that | was ravenous. Evidently either ny pseudo-resurrection or the exercise involved
in clinbing to the ship had instilled an appetite in ne. For several mnutes there was no
conversation, only the soft sound of the serving androids' footsteps on stones, the crackle of
flanmes in the braziers, an occasional hint of night breeze overhead, and the sounds of our

chewi ng.

As the androids renmoved our appetizer plates and brought in bow s of steam ng black mussel bisque,
the poet said, "I understand that you net our ship today."

"Yes," | said. "It was the Consul's private ship?"

"OfF course." Silenus gestured to an android, and bread was brought still hot fromthe oven. The

smell of it mingled with the rising vapors fromthe bisque and the hint of autumm foliage on the
breeze.

"And this is the ship you expect me to use to rescue the girl?" | said. | expected the poet to ask
for ny decision then.

I nstead, he said, "What do you think of the Pax, M Endym on?"

I blinked, the spoon of bisque halfway to nmy nmouth. "The Pax?"

Si | enus wait ed.

| set the spoon back and shrugged. "I don't think much of it, | guess."

"Not even after one of its courts sentenced you to death?"

Instead of sharing what | had been thinking earlier-how it had not been the Pax influence that
sentenced nme, but Hyperion's brand of frontier justice-l said, "No. The Pax has been nostly
irrelevant tonmy life."

The ol d poet nodded and sipped his bisque. "And the Church?"

"What about it, sir?"

"Has it been largely irrelevant to your |ife?"

"I guess so." | realized that | was sounding |like a tongue-tied adol escent, but these questions
seened | ess inportant than the question he was supposed to ask ne, and the decision | was supposed
to give him

"I remenber the first time we heard of the Pax," he said. "It was only a few nonths after Aenea

di sappeared. Church ships arrived in orbit, and troops seized Keats, Port Ronance, Endym on, the
university, all of the spaceports and inportant cities. Then they lifted off in conbat skinmers,
and we realized that they were after the crucifornms on the Pinion Plateau."”

I nodded. None of this was new information. The occupation of the Pinion Plateau and search for
cruciforns had been the | ast great ganble of a dying Church, and the beginning of the Pax. It had
been al nbst a century and a half before real Pax troops had arrived to occupy all of Hyperion and
to order the evacuation of Endym on and ot her towns near the Pl ateau

"But the ships which put in here during the expansion of the Pax," continued the poet, "what tales
they brought! The Church's expansi on from Pacemthrough the old Wb worlds, then the CQutback
colonies..."

The androids renoved the bisque bows and returned with plates of carved fowl w th pormery nustard
sauce and a gratin of Kans River manta with cavi ar nousseli ne.

"Duck?" | said.

The poet showed his reconstituted teeth. "It seened appropriate after your... ah... trouble of the
| ast week."

| sighed and touched the slice of fow with ny fork. Mist vapors rose to ny cheek and eyes.

t hought of lzzy's eagerness as the ducks approached the open water. It seened a lifetine ago.

| ooked at Martin Silenus and tried to i magi ne having centuries of nenories to contend with. How
coul d anyone stay sane with entire lifetines stored in one human ni nd? The ol d poet was grinning
at me in that wild way of his, and once again | wondered if he was sane.

"So we heard about the Pax and wondered what it would be Iike when it truly arrived," he
continued, chewi ng while he spoke. "A theocracy... unthinkable during the centuries of the
Hegenony. Religion then was, of course, purely personal choice-|I belonged to a dozen religions and
started nore than one of nmy own during nmy days as a literary celebrity." He | ooked at ne with
bright eyes. "But of course you know that, Raul Endynion. You know the Cantos."
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| tasted the manta and said not hing.

"Most people | knew were Zen Christians," he continued. "Mre Zen than Christian, of course, but
not too much of either, actually. Personal pilgrimges were fun. Places of power, finding one's
Baedecker point, all of that crap... "He chuckled. "The Hegenony woul d never have dreaned of
getting involved with religion, of course. The very thought of nixing governnent and religious
opi nion was barbaric... sonething one found on Qom Ri yadh or sonmesuch Qutback desert world. And
then came the Pax, with its glove of velvet and its cruciformof hope...."

"The Pax doesn't rule," | said. "It advises."

"Precisely," agreed the old man, pointing his fork at me while A Bettik refilled his w negl ass.
"The Pax advises. It does not rule. On hundreds of worlds the. Church adnministers to the faithfu
and the Pax advises. But, of course, if you are a Christian who wi shes to be born again, you wll
not ignore the advice of the Pax or the whispers of the Church, wll you?"

| shrugged again. The influence of the Church had been a constant of life as long as | had been
alive. There was nothing strange about it to ne.

"But you are not a Christian who wi shes to be born again, are you, M Endym on?"

| looked at the old poet then, and a terrible suspicion forned in the back of nmy m nd. He sonehow
finessed ny fake execution and transported nme here when | shoul d have been buried at sea by the
authorities. He has clout with the Port Romance authorities. Could he have dictated my conviction
and sentencing? Was all this some sort of test?

"The question is," he continued, ignoring ny basilisk stare, "why are you not a Christian? Wy do
you not wish to be born again? Don't you enjoy life, Raul Endyni on?"

"l enjoy life," | said tersely.

"But you have not accepted the cross," he continued. "You have not accepted the gift of extended
life."

| put down ny fork. An android servant interpreted that as a sign that | was finished and renoved
the plate of untouched duckling. "I have not accepted the cruciform" | snapped. How to explain

the suspicion bred into nmy nomadi c clan through generations of being the expatriates, the
outsiders, the unsettled indigenies? Howto explain the fierce i ndependence of people |ike G andam
and ny nother? How to explain the | egacy of philosophical rigor and inbred skepticismpassed on to
me by nmy education and upbringing? | did not try.

Martin Silenus nodded as if | had explained. "And you see the cruciformas sonething other than a
mracle offered the faithful through the miracul ous intercession of the Catholic Church?"

"I see the cruciformas a parasite,"” | said, surprising nyself by the vehemence in ny voice.
"Perhaps you are afraid of losing... ah... your masculinity,” rasped the poet.

The androids brought in two swans scul pted of nocha chocolate and filled w th highland branch-
truffles and set themat our places. | ignored mine. In the Cantos the priest pilgrimPaul Dure-

tells his tale of discovering the lost tribe, the Bikura, and |earning how they had survived
centuries by a cruciformsynbiote offered to them by the | egendary Shrike. The cruciform
resurrected themnmuch as it did today, in the era of the Pax, only in the priest's tale the side
effects included irreversible brain damage after several resurrections and the di sappearance of
al | sexual organs and inpul ses. The Bi kura were retarded eunuchs-all of them

"No," | said. "I know that the Church has sonehow sol ved that problem"

Silenus smiled. He | ooked like a munm fied satyr when he did that. "If one has taken Comuni on and
if one is resurrected under the auspices of the Church," he rasped. "Qtherwi se, even if one has
sonmehow stolen a cruciform his fate remains that of the Bikura."

I nodded. Generations had attenpted to steal inmortality. Before the Pax sealed off the Plateau
adventurers snuggl ed out cruciforns. O her synbiotes had been stolen fromthe Church itself. The
result had al ways been the sane-idiocy and sexl ess-ness. Only the Church held the secret of
successful resurrection

"So?" | said.

"So why has allegiance to the Church and a tithing of every tenth year of service to the Church
been too high a price for you, ny boy? Billions have opted for life."

| sat in silence for a nmonent. Finally | said, "Billions can do what they want. My life is
important to ne. | want to keep it... nine."

This made no sense even to nme, but the poet once again nodded as if | had explained matters to his
satisfaction. He ate his chocolate swan while | watched. The androi ds renoved our plates and
filled our cups with coffee.

"All right," the poet said, "have you thought about ny proposition?"

The question was so absurd that | had to stifle the urge to laugh. "Yes," | said at last. "I've
t hought about it."
" And?"
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"And | have a few questions."

Martin Silenus waited.

"What is in this for ne?" | asked. "You talk about the difficulty of nmy going back to a life here
on Hyperion-lack of papers and all that-but you know I'mconfortable in the wlderness. It would
be a hell of alot easier for ne to take off for the fens and avoid the Pax authorities than it
woul d be to chase across space with your kid-friend in tow. Besides, to the Pax, |I'mdead. | could
go hone to the noors and stay with ny clan with no problem™

Martin Sil enus nodded.

After another nonent of silence | said, "So why should |I even consider this nonsense?"

The old man sniled. "You want to be a hero, Raul Endynion. '

| blew out ny breath in derision and set ny hands on the tablecloth. My fingers | ooked blunt and
clumsy there, out of place against the fine linen

"You want to be a hero," he repeated. "You want to be one of those rare human bei ngs who nmake
history, rather than nerely watch it flow around themlike water around a rock."

"l don't know what you're talking about.” | did, of course, but there was no way he could know ne
that well.

"I do know you that well,'
| ast statenent.

| should say here that | did not think for a second that the old man was telepathic. First of all

said Martin Silenus, seeningly responding to ny thought rather than ny

I do not believe in telepathy- or, rather, | did not at that tine-and secondly, | was nore
intrigued by the potential of a human being who had |ived al nbst a thousand standard years. Wy,
even if he were insane, | thought, it was possible that he had | earned to read facial expressions

and physi cal nuance to the point where the effect would be al nost indistinguishable from

t el epat hy!

O perhaps it was just a |lucky guess.

"I don't want to be a hero," | said flatly. "I saw what happens to heroes when ny brigade was sent
to fight the rebels on the southern continent."”

"Ahh, Ursus,"” he nuttered. "The south polar bear. Hyperion's nbst usel ess mass of ice and nud. |
remenber some runors of a disturbance there."

The war there had | asted ei ght Hyperion years and killed thousands of us | ocal boys who were
stupid enough to enlist in the Home Guard to fight there. Perhaps the old poet wasn't as astute as
I was maki ng himout to be.

"I don't nmean hero as in the fools who throw thensel ves on plasma grenades,” he continued, |icking
his thin lips with a lizard' s flick of tongue. "I mean hero as in he whose prowess and beneficence
is so |l egendary that he conmes to be honored as a divinity. | nmean hero in the literary sense, as
in central protagonist given to forceful action. | nean hero as in he whose tragic flaws will be
hi s undoing." The poet paused and | ooked expectantly at ne, but | stared back in silence.

"No tragic flaws?" he said at last. "Or not given to forceful action?"

"I don't want to be a hero," | said again.

The ol d man hunched over his coffee. Wien he | ooked up, his eyes held a mischievous glint. "Were
do you get your hair cut, boy?"

"Pardon me?"

He licked his Iips again. "You heard nme. Your hair is long, but not wild. Were do you get it
cut?"

| sighed and said, "Sonetinmes, when | was in the fens for a long period, 1'd cut it myself, but
when I'min Port Romance, | go to a little shop on Datoo Street.”
"Ahhhh," said Silenus, settling back in his tall-backed chair. "I know Datoo Street. It's in the

Ni ght District. More of an alley than a street. The open market there used to sell ferrets in
gi |l ded cages. There were street barbers, but the best barber-shop there belonged to an old man
naned Pal ani Who. He had six sons, and as each cane of age, he would add another chair to the

shop. '' The old eyes raised to ook at ne, and once again | was struck by the power of
personality there. "That was a century ago," he said.

"I get ny hair cut at Wo's," | said. "Palani Wo's great-grandson, Kal akaua, owns the shop now.
There are still six chairs. '

"Yes," said the poet, nodding to hinself. "Not too nuch changes on our dear Hyperion, does it,

Raul Endyni on?"

"I's that your point?"

"Poi nt?" he said, opening his hands as if showing that he had nothing so sinister as a point to
hide. "No point. Conversation, my boy. It anuses ne to think of World Historical Figures, nuch

| ess heroes of future myths, paying to get their hair cut. | thought of this centuries ago, by the
way... this strange di sconnection between the stuff of nyth and the stuff of life. Do you know
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what ' Dat oo’ neans?"

I blinked at this sudden change of direction. "No."

"Awind out of Gbraltar. It carried a beautiful fragrance. Sone of the artists and poets who
founded Port Romance nust have thought that the chal ma and wei rwood forests which covered the
hills above the bog there nmust have snelled nice. Do you know what G braltar is, boy?"

"No. "

"A big rock on Earth," rasped the old man. He showed his teeth again. "Notice that | didn't say
ad Earth."

| had noti ced.

"Earth is Earth, boy. | lived there before it disappeared, so | should know "

The thought still nade me dizzy.

"I want you to find it," said the poet, his eyes gl eam ng

"Find... it?" | repeated. "Od Earth? | thought you wanted ne to travel with the girl... Aenea."
H s bony hands waved away ny sentence. "You go with her and you'll find Earth, Raul Endynion."

I nodded, all the while pondering the wi sdom of explaining to himthat AOd Earth had been
swal | owed by the black hole dropped into its guts during the Big M stake of '08. But, then, this
ancient creature had fled fromthat shattered world. It made little sense to contradict his

del usi ons. Hi s Cantos had nentioned sonme plot by the warring Al TechnoCore to steal Od Earth-to
spirit it away to either the Hercules Cluster or the Magellanic C ouds, the Cantos were

i nconsi stent-but that was fantasy. The Magell anic O oud was a separate galaxy... nmore than 160,
000 light-years fromthe MIky Way, if | renmenbered correctly... and no ship, neither Pax nor
Hegenony, had ever been sent farther than our small sphere in one spiral arm of our gal axy-and
even with the Hawki ng-drive exclusion to Einsteinian realities, a trip to the Large Mgellanic
Cloud woul d take many centuries of shiptinme and tens of thousands of years' time-debt. Even the
Qusters who savored the dark places between the stars woul d not undertake a voyage |ike that.
Besi des, planets are not ki dnapped.

"I want you to find Earth and bring it back," continued the old poet. "I want to see it again
before I die. WIIl you do that for ne, Raul Endym on?"
I looked the old man in the eye. "Sure," | said. "Save this child fromthe Swiss Guard and the

Pax, keep her safe until she becones the One Who Teaches, find Od Earth and bring it back so you
can see it again. Easy. Anything else?"

"Yes," said Martin Silenus with the tone of absolute solemity that cones with denentia, "I want

you to find out what the fuck the TechnoCore is up to and stop it."

I nodded again. "Find the mssing TechnoCore and stop the conbi ned power of thousands of godlike

Als from doi ng whatever they're planning to do," | said, sarcasmdripping fromnmny tongue. "Check
WI1l do. Anything el se?"

"Yes. You are to talk with the Qusters and see if they can offer ne imortality... true
imortality, not this born-again Christian bullshit."”

| pretended to wite this on an invisible notepad. "Qusters... immortality... not Christian

bull shit. Can do. Check. Anything el se?"

"Yes, Raul Endym on. | want the Pax destroyed and the Church's power toppled. "

| nodded. Two or three hundred known worlds had willingly joined the Pax. Trillions of hunans had
willingly been baptized in the Church. The Pax military was stronger than anythi ng Hegenony Force
had ever dreanmed of at the height of its power. "OK" | said. "I'Il take care of that. Anything
el se?"

"Yes. | want you to stop the Shrike fromhurting Aenea or w ping out humanity."

| hesitated at this. According to the old man's own epic poem the Shrike had been destroyed by
the sol di er Fedmahn Kassad in some future era. Knowing the futility of projecting logic into a
denented conversation, | still mentioned this.

"Yes!" snapped the old poet. "But that is then. MIlennia fromnow | want you to stop the Shrike
now. "

"All right," | said. Wiy argue?

Martin Silenus slunped back in his chair, his energy seem ngly dissipated. | glinpsed the ani nmated
munmy again in the folds of skin, the sunken eyes, the bony fingers. But those eyes still blazed
with intensity. | tried to imagine the force of this nman's personality when he'd been in his
prine: | could not.

Si | enus nodded and A Bettik brought two gl asses and poured chanpagne.

"Then you accept, Raul Endyni on?" asked the poet, his voice strong and formal. "You accept this

m ssion to save Aenea, travel with her, and acconplish these other things?"
"Wth one condition," | said.
Si | enus frowned and wait ed.
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"I want to take A. Bettik with me," | said. The android still stood by the table. The chanpagne
bottle was in his hand. H's gaze was ainmed straight forward, and he did not turn to |l ook at either
of us or register any enotion.

The poet showed surprise. "My androi d? Are you serious?"

"I am serious."

"A. Bettik has been with ne since before your great-great-grandnother had tits," rasped the poet.
H s bony hand sl anmmed down on the table hard enough to nake ne worry about brittle bones. "A
Bettik," he snapped. "You w sh to go?"

The bl ue-ski nned man nodded wi t hout turning his head.

"Fuck it," said the poet. "Take him Do you want anything el se, Raul Endym on? My hoverchair,
perhaps? My respirator? My teeth?"

"Not hing else," | said.

"And so, Raul Endynion," said the poet, his voice formal once again, "do you accept this m ssion?
W1l you save, serve, and protect the child Aenea until her destiny is fulfilled... or die

tryi ng?"

"I accept," | said.

Martin Silenus lifted his wineglass and | nmatched the notion. Too late, | thought that the android

shoul d be drinking with us, but by then the old poet was giving his toast.

"To folly," he said. "To divine madness. To insane quests and nessiahs crying fromthe desert. To
the death of tyrants. To confusion to our enenies."

| started to raise the glass to nmy lips, but the old man was not done.

"To heroes," he said. "To heroes who get their hair cut." He drank the chanpagne in one gulp.

And so did I.

9

Born again, seeing-literally-with the wondering eyes of a child, Father Captain Federico de Soya
crosses the Piazza San Pietro between the elegant arcs of Bernini's col onnade and approaches St
Peter's Basilica. The day is beautiful with cold sunlight, pale-blue skies, and a chill in the air-
Pacem s single inhabitable continent is high, fifteen hundred neters above standard sea | evel, and
the air is thin but absurdly rich in oxygen-and everything de Soya sees is bathed in rich
afternoon light that creates an aura around the stately colums, around the heads of the hurrying

people; light that bathes the marble statues in white and brings out the brilliance of the red
robes of bishops and the blue, red, and orange stripes of the Swiss Guard troopers standing at
parade rest; light that paints the tall obelisk in the center of the plaza, the fluted pilasters
of the Basilica's facade, and ignites into brilliance the great done itself, rising nore than a

hundred neters above the level of the plaza. Pigeons take wing and catch this rich, horizonta
Iight as they wheel above the plaza, their w ngs now white against the sky, now dark agai nst the
gl owi ng donme of St. Peter's. Throngs nove by on either side, sinple clerics in black cassocks with
pi nk buttons, the bishops in white with red trimrming, cardinals in blood-scarlet and deep nmagent a,
citizens of the Vatican in their ink-black doublets, hose, and white ruffs, nuns in rustling
habits and soaring white gull wings, male and fermale priests in sinple black, Pax officers in
dress uniforns of scarlet and bl ack such as de Soya hinself wears this day, and a scattering of
lucky tourists or civilian guests-privileged to attend a papal Mass-dressed in their finest
clothes, nost in black, but all of a richness in cloth that makes even the bl ackest fiber gl eam
and shinrer in the light. The nultitudes nove toward the soaring Basilica of St. Peter's, their
conversation nmuted, their demeanor excited but sonmber. A papal Mass is a serious event.

Wth Father Captain de Soya this day-only four days after his fatal |eave-taking from Task Force
MAG and one day after his resurrection-are Father Baggi o, Captain Marget W), and Mnsignor Lucas
Qddi : Baggi o, plump and pleasant, is de Soya's resurrection chaplain; W), lean and silent, is aide-
decanp to Pax Fleet Admiral Marusyn; and Qddi, eighty-seven standard years old but still healthy
and alert, is the factotum and Undersecretary to the powerful Vatican Secretary of State, Sinbn
Augustino Cardinal Lourdusany. It is said that Cardinal Lourdusany is the second nost powerfu
human being in the Pax, the only nenber of the Roman Curia to have the ear of His Holiness, and a
person of frightening brilliance. The Cardinal's power is reflected in the fact that he also acts
as Prefect for the Sacra Congregatio pro Gentium Evangelizati one se de Propaganda Fi de-the

| egendary Congregation for the Evangelization of Peoples, or De Propaganda Fi de.

To Father Captain de Soya, the presence of these two powerful people is no nore surprising or

ast oundi ng than the sunlight on the facade above himas the four clinb the broad steps to the
Basilica. The crowd, already quiet, stills to silence as they file through into the vast space,
wal k past nmore Swiss Guards in both ornamental and battle dress, and nove into the nave. Here even
the silence echoes, and de Soya is noved to tears at the beauty of the great space and of the
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timel ess works of art they pass on the way to the pews: Mchelangelo's Pietd visible in the first
chapel to the right; Arnolfo di Canbrio's ancient bronze of St. Peter, its right foot polished to
the point of being worn away by centuries of kisses, and-lit brilliantly from beneath-the striKking
figure of Guliana Falconieri Santa Vergine, sculpted by Pietro Canpi in the sixteenth century,
nore than fifteen hundred years earlier

Fat her Captain de Soya is weeping openly by the tine he crosses hinself with holy water and

foll ows Father Baggio into their reserved pew The three male priests and the fenal e Pax officer
kneel in prayer as the last scuffling and coughing dies in the vast space. The Basilica is in near
darkness now, with only pinpoint hal ogen spots illuninating the art and architectural treasures
glowing like gold. Through his tears de Soya | ooks at the fluted pilasters and the dark bronze
baroque colums of Bernini's Bal dachi no-the gilded and ornate canopy over the central altar where
only the Pope can say Mass-and contenpl ates the wonder of the last twenty-four hours since his
resurrection. There had been pain, yes, and confusion-as if he were recovering froma particularly
disorienting blowto the head- and the pain was nore general and terrible than any headache, as if
every cell in his body renenbered the indignity of death and even now rebell ed agai nst it-but
there had been wonder as well. Whnder and awe at the snmmllest things: the taste of the broth

Fat her Baggio had fed him the first sight of Pacem s pal e-blue sky through the rectory w ndows,

t he overwhel ni ng hunanness of the faces he had seen that day, the voices he had heard. Father
Captai n de Soya, although a sensitive nan, has not wept since he was a child of five or six
standard years, but he weeps this day... weeps openly and unashanedly. Jesus Christ had given him
the gift of life for the second tine, the Lord God had shared the Sacrament of Resurrection with
him-this faithful, honorable man froma poor famly on a backwater worl d-and de Soya's i ndividua
cells now seemto renenber the sacranment of rebirth as well as the pain of death; he is suffused
with joy.

The Mass begins in an explosion of glory-trunmpet notes cutting through the expectant silence |ike
gol den bl ades, choral voices raised in triunphant song, ascending organ notes reverberating in the
great space, and then a series of brilliant lights switching on to illum nate the Pope and his
retinue as they energe to cel ebrate Mass.

De Soya's first inpression is of how young the Holy Father is: Pope Julius XIVis, of course, a
man in his early sixties, despite the fact that he has been Pope al nost continuously for nore than
250 years, his reign broken only by his own death and rebirth for eight coronations, first as
Julius VI-follow ng the eight-year reign of the antipope, Teilhard I-and again as Julius in each
succeedi ng incarnation. As de Soya watches the Holy Father cel ebrate Mass, the Pax captain thinks
of the story of Julius's ascendancy-|earned through both official Church history and the banned
poemthe Cantos, which every literate teenager reads at the risk of his soul, but reads
nonet hel ess.

In both versions Pope Julius had been, prior to his first resurrection, a young nan named Lenar
Hoyt, who had cone to the priesthood in the shadow of Paul Dure, a charismatic Jesuit

ar chaeol ogi st and theol ogi an. Dure had been a proponent of St. Teil hard's teachings that humanki nd
had the potential to evolve toward the Godhead-indeed, according to Dure when he ascended to the
Throne of St. Peter after the Fall, hunmans coul d evolve to the Godhead. It was precisely this
heresy which Father Lenar Hoyt, after beconing Pope Julius VI, had worked to wi pe out after his
first resurrection.

Bot h accounts-Church history and the forbidden Cantos- agreed that it had been Father Dure, during
his exile on the Qutback world of Hyperion, who had di scovered the symbiote called the cruciform
There the histories diverged beyond reconciliation. According to the poem Dure had received the
cruciformfromthe alien creature called the Shrike. According to the Church's teachings, the
Shrike-a representation of Satan if ever there was one-had nothing to do with the di scovery of the
cruciform but had later tenpted both Father Dure and Father Hoyt. The Church's history reported
that only Dure had succunbed to the creature's treachery. The Cantos told, in their confused m x
of pagan nythol ogy and garbl ed history, of how Dure had crucified hinself in the flane forests of
Hyperion's Pinion Plateau rather than return the cruciformto the Church. According to the pagan
poet, Martin Silenus, this was to save the Church fromreliance on a parasite in the place of
faith. According to the Church history, which de Soya believed, Dure had crucified hinself to end
the pain the synbiote caused himand, in alliance with the Shrike denon, to prevent the Church-

whi ch Dure considered his enemy after having excomunicated him for falsifying archaeol ogi ca
records-fromregaining its vitality through the discovery of the Sacrament of Resurrection
According to both stories, Father Lenar Hoyt had traveled to Hyperion in search of his friend and
former nmentor. According to the bl asphenpbus Cantos, Hoyt had accepted Dure's cruciformas well as
his own, but had later returned to Hyperion in the |ast days before the Fall to beg the evi

Shrike to relieve himof his burden. The Church pointed out the fal seness of that, explaining how
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Fat her Hoyt had courageously returned to face down the denon in its own lair. Watever the
interpretation, facts recorded that Hoyt had died during that |ast pilgrinmge to Hyperion, Dure
had been resurrected carrying Father Hoyt's cruciformas well as his own, and had then returned
during the chaos of the Fall to becone the first antipope in nodern history. Dure/Teilhard |I's

ni ne standard years of heresy had been a | ow point for the Church, but after the fal se pope's
death by accident, Lenar Hoyt's resurrection fromthe shared body had led to the glory of Julius
VI, the discovery of the sacranmental nature of what Dure had called a parasite, Julius's

revel ation from God -still understood only by the innernpst sancta of the Church- of how the
resurrections could be guided to success, and the subsequent growh of the Church froma m nor
sect to the official faith of hunmanity.

Fat her Captain Federico de Soya watches the Pope-a thin, pale man-lift the Eucharist high above
the altar, and the Pax comrander shivers in the chill of sheer wonder.

Fat her Baggi o had expl ai ned that the overwhel mi ng sense of newness and wonder that was the
aftereffect of Holy Resurrection would wear off to some extent in the days and weeks to cone, but
that the essential feeling of well-being would always |inger, growing stronger with each rebirth
in Christ. De Soya could see why the Church held suicide as one of its nbst nortal sins-punishable
by i medi at e exconmuni cati on-since the glow of nearness to God was so much stronger after tasting
the ashes of death. Resurrection could easily becone addictive if the punishnment for suicide were
not so terrible.

Still aching fromthe pain of death and rebirth, his nmind and senses literally lurching from
vertigo, Father Captain de Soya watches the papal Mss approach the climax of Comruni on, St
Peter's Basilica filling nowwith the sane burst of sound and glory with which the service began

and- knowi ng that in a nonment he will taste the Body and Bl ood of Christ as transubstantiated by
the Holy Father hinself-the warrior weeps like a little child.

-:O:-***-:O:-

After the mass, in the cool of the evening, with the sky above St. Peter's the color of pale
porcel ain, Father Captain de Soya wal ks with his new friends in the shadows of the Vatican

Gar dens.

"Federico," Father Baggio is saying, "the neeting we are about to have is very inportant. Very,
very inportant. |s your nind clear enough to understand the inportant things that will be said?"
"Yes," says de Soya. "My mind is very clear."

Monsi gnor Lucas Oddi touches the young Pax officer's shoul der. "Federico, ny son, you are certain
of this? W can wait another day if we nust."

De Soya shakes his head. His mind is reeling with the beauty and solemity of the Mass he has j ust
wi tnessed, his tongue still tastes the perfection of the Eucharist and the Wne, he feels that
Christ is whispering to himat this very nonent, but his thoughts are clear. "I amready," he
says. Captain Wi is a silent shadow behi nd Oddi .

"Very good," says the Mnsignor, and nods to Father Baggio. "W wll need your services no |onger
Fat her. Thank you."

Baggi o nods, bows slightly, and | eaves wi thout another word. In his perfect clarity, de Soya
realizes that he will never see his kindly resurrection chaplain again, and a surge of pure |ove
brings nore tears to his eyes. He is grateful to the darkness that hides these tears; he knows he
nmust be in control for the nmeeting. He wonders where this inportant conference will be held-in the
fabl ed Borgia Apartnent? In the Sistine Chapel? In the Vatican Ofices of the Holy See? Perhaps in
the Pax Liaison offices in what had once been called the Borgia Tower.

Monsi gnor Lucas Oddi stops at the far end of the gardens, waves the others to a stone bench near
where another man waits, and Father de Soya realizes that the seated man is Cardi nal Lourdusany
and that the conference is happening here, in the scented gardens. The priest goes to his knee on
the gravel in front of the Mpnsignor and kisses the ring on the extended hand.

"Ri se," says Cardinal Lourdusamy. He is a large nman with a round face and heavy jow s, and his
deep voice sounds |like the voice of God to de Soya. "Be seated,"” says the Cardinal

De Soya sits on the stone bench as the others renmain standing. To the Cardinal's left, another man
sits in the shadows. De Soya can nmake out a Pax uniformin the dimlight but not the insignia. He
is vaguely aware of other people-at | east one seated and several standing-within the deeper
shadows of a bower to their left.

"Fat her de Soya, " begi ns Si non  Augusti no Car di nal Lourdusamny, nodding toward the seated
man on his left, "my | present Fleet Admiral WIIliam Lee Marusyn."

De Soya is on his feet in an instant, saluting, holding hinself at rigid attention. "M apol ogi es,
Admral," he nmanages through clenched jaws. "I did not recognize you, sir."

"At ease," says Marusyn. "Be seated, Captain."

De Soya takes his seat again, but gingerly now, awareness of the conpany he is in burning through
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the joyous fog of resurrection Iike hot sunlight.

"We are well pleased with you, Captain," says Adm ral Marusyn.

"Thank you, sir," munbles the priest, glancing around the shadows again. There are definitely
others watching fromthe bower.

"As are we," runbles Cardinal Lourdusamy. "That is why we have chosen you for this mssion."

"M ssion, Your Excellency?" says de Soya. He feels dizzy with tension and confusion

"As always, you will be serving both the Pax and the Church," says the Admiral, |eaning closer in
the dimlight. The world of Pacem has no nmoon, but the starlight here is very bright as de Soya's
eyes adapt to the dimlight. Sonewhere a small bell rings nonks to Vespers. Lights fromthe

Vati can buil dings bathe the donme of St. Peter's in a soft gl ow

"As always," continues the Cardinal, "you will report to both the Church and the mlitary
authorities." The huge man pauses and gl ances at the Adniral

"What is ny nission, Your Excellency? Admiral ?" asks de Soya, not know ng which nan to address.
Marusyn is his ultimte superior, but Pax officers usually defer to high officials of the Church.
Nei t her man answers, but Marusyn nods toward Captain Marget WI, who stands several neters away
near a hedge. The Pax officer steps forward qui ckly and hands de Soya a hol ocube.

"Activate it," says Admiral WMarusyn.

De Soya touches the underside of the snall ceranmic block. The inmage of a female child nmists into
exi stence above the cube. De Soya rotates the inmage, noticing the girl's dark hair, |arge eyes,
and i ntense gaze. The child's di senbodi ed head and neck are the brightest things in the darkness
of the Vatican Gardens. Father de Soya | ooks up and sees the glow fromthe holo in the eyes of the
Cardi nal and the Adnmiral

"Her nane... well, we are not sure of her nane," says Cardi nal Lourdusamy. "How ol d does she | ook
to you, Father?"

De Soya | ooks back at the inmage, considers her age, and converts the years to standard. "Perhaps
twel ve?" he guesses. He has spent little time around children since he was one. "El even?

St andard. "

Cardi nal Lourdusany nods. "She was el even, standard, on Hyperion, when she di sappeared nore than
two hundred sixty standard years ago, Father."

De Soya | ooks back at the holo. So the child is probably dead -he could not remenber if the Pax
had brought the Sacranent of Resurrection to Hyperion 277 years ago-or certainly grown and reborn
He wonders why they are showing hima holo of this person as a child fromcenturies ago. He waits.
"This child is the daughter of a woman named Brawne Lania,"” says Admiral Mrusyn. "Does the name
mean anything to you, Father?”

It does, but for a noment de Soya cannot think why. Then the verses of the Cantos cone to mnd
and he remenbers the female pilgrimin that story.

"Yes," he says. "I renenber the nane. She was one of the pilgrinms with H's Holiness during that
final pilgrimge before the Fall."

Cardi nal Lourdusamny | eans closer and folds pudgy hands together on his knee. His robe is bright
red where the light fromthe holo touches it. "Brawne Lam a had sexual intercourse with an

abomi nation," runbles the Cardinal. "A cybrid. A cloned human construct whose mnd was an
artificial intelligence residing in the TechnoCore. Do you renmenber the history and the banned
poenf"

Fat her de Soya blinks. Is it possible that they have brought himhere to the Vatican to punish him
for reading the Cantos when he was a chil d? He confessed the sin twenty years ago, did penance,
and never reread the forbidden work. He bl ushes.

Cardi nal Lourdusany chuckles. "It is all right, nmy son. Everyone in the Church has conmmtted this
particular sin.... Curiosity is too great, the appeal of the forbidden too strong.... W have all
read the banned poem Do you renmenber that the wonan Lania had carnal relations with the cybrid of
John Keat s?"

"Vaguel y," says de Soya, then hurriedly adds, "Your Excellency."

"And do you know who John Keats was, ny son?"

"No, Your Excellency."

"He was a pre-Hegira poet," says the Cardinal in his runble of a voice. Hi gh overhead, the blue-
pl asma braking tails of three Pax dropshi ps cut across the starfield. Father Captain de Soya does
not even have to glance at themto recognize the make and armanment of the ships. He is not
surprised that he had not remenbered the details of the poet's nane fromthe forbidden Cantos;
even as a boy, Federico de Soya had been nore interested in readi ng about machi nes and great space
battles than anything pre-Hegira, especially poetry.

"The wonan in the bl asphenous poem Brawne Lami a- not only had intercourse with the cybrid

aboni nation," continues the Cardinal, "but she bore the creature's child."
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De Soya raises his eyebrows. "I did not know that cybrids... |I mean... | thought that they were..
well..."
Cardi nal Lourdusany chuckles. "Wre sterile?" he says. "Like androids? No... the Al obscenities

had cloned the man. And the nman i npregnated this daughter of Eve."

De Soya nods, although all this talk of cybrids and androids night as well be about griffins and
unicorns for all he is concerned. These things existed once. To his know edge, none coul d exi st
today. Father Captain de Soya's mind races as he tries to imagine just what in God' s universe al
this tal k of dead poets and pregnant wonen mnight have to do with him

As if answering de Soya's nental query, Admiral Marusyn says, "The girl whose image floats in
front of you is that child, Captain. After the cybrid abom nati on was destroyed, this child was
born to Brawne Lanmia on the world of Hyperion."

"She was not fully... human," whispers Cardinal Lourdusany. ' 'Although the body of her..
father... the Keats cybrid... was destroyed, his Al persona was stored in a Schron Loop shunt."
Admiral Marusyn also leans closer, as if this information is for just the three of them "W
believe that this child communi cated with the Keats persona trapped in that Schron Loop even
before she was born," he says softly. "W are alnobst certain that this... fetus... was in touch
with the TechnoCore via that cybrid persona.”

De Soya feels and ignores an inpulse to cross hinself. H's reading, instruction, and faith have
taught himthat the TechnoCore had been evil incarnate, sinply the nost active manifestation of
the Evil One in nodern human history. The destruction of the TechnoCore had been the sal vati on of
not only the bel eaguered Church, but of humanity itself. De Soya tries to inmagi ne what an unborn
human soul would learn fromdirect contact with those di senmbodi ed, soulless intelligences.

"The child is dangerous,"” whispers Cardi nal Lourdusany. "Even though the TechnoCore was bani shed
by the Fall of the farcasters, even though the Church no |onger all ows soulless nmachines to have

true intelligence, this child has been progranmed as an agent of those fallen Als... an agent of
the Bvil One.”
De Soya rubs his cheek. He is suddenly very tired. "You speak as though she is still alive," he

says softly. "And still a child."

Cardi nal Lourdusany's silken robes rustle as he shifts position. His voice is an om nous baritone.
"She lives," he says. "She is still a child."

De Soya | ooks back at the young girl's holo as it floats between them He touches the cube and the
i mge fades. "Cryogenic storage?" he says.

"On Hyperion there are Tinme Tonbs," runbles Lourdusamy. "One of thema thing called the Sphinx,

whi ch you may renenber fromthe poem or Church history-has been used as a portal across tine. No
one knows how it works. For nost people, it does not work at all." The Cardinal glances at the
Admiral and then back to the priest-captain before him "This child disappeared in the Sphinx sone
two hundred sixty-four standard years ago. W knew at the tinme that she was dangerous to the Pax,
but we arrived days |late. We have reliable information that she will emerge fromthat tonb in |ess
than a standard nonth... still a child. Still lethally dangerous to the Pax."

"Dangerous to the Pax...," repeats de Soya. He does not understand.

"H s Holiness has foreseen this danger," runbles Cardi nal Lourdusany. "Al nbst three centuries ago
Qur Lord saw fit to reveal to H's Holiness the threat this poor child represents, and the Holy

Fat her has now noved to deal with this danger."

"I don't understand," confesses Father Captain de Soya. The holo is off, but he can still see the
i nnocent face of the child in his mnd. "How can this little girl be a danger... then or now?"
Cardi nal Lourdusany squeezes de Soya's forearm "As an agent of the TechnoCore, she will be a
virus introduced into the Body of Christ. It has been revealed to His Holiness that the girl wll
have powers... powers that are not human. One of these powers is the power to persuade the
faithful to leave the light of God's teachings, to abandon salvation for service to the Evil One."
De Soya nods, although he does not understand. His forearm aches fromthe pressure of Lourdusany's
power ful hand. "Wat do you wi sh of me, Your Excellency?"

Adm ral Marusyn answers in a |loud voice that shocks de Soya after all of the soft tones and

whi spering. "As of this nonment," snaps Marusyn, "you are detached fromyour Fleet assignnent,

Fat her Captain de Soya. As of this nonent, you are assigned to find and return this child... this
girl... to the Vvatican."

The Cardinal seenms to catch a glint of anxiety in de Soya's eyes. "My son," he says, his deep

voi ce soothing now, "are you afraid the child might be harned?"

"Yes, Your Excellency." De Soya wonders if this admission will disqualify himfrom service.
Lourdusany's touch |ightens, becones a friendlier grip. "Be assured, ny son, that no one in the
Holy See... no one in the Pax... has any intention of harming this little girl. Indeed, the Holy
Fat her has instructed us... has instructed you... to make it your second-highest priority that no
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harm shall cone to her."

"Your first priority," says the Admiral, "is to return her here... to Pacem To Pax Command here
in the Vatican."

De Soya nods and swal l ows. The question forenbst in his mnd is Wiy nme? Al oud, he says, "Yes, sir.
| understand."

"You will receive a papal-authority diskey," continues the Admiral. "You nmay requisition any
materials, help, Iiaison, or personnel it is in the power of local Pax authorities to provide. Do
you have any questions about that?"

"No, sir." De Soya's voice is firm but his mnd is reeling. A papal-authority diskey would give
hi m nore power than that bestowed on Pax planetary governors.

"You will translate to Hyperion systemthis very day," continues Admral Marusyn in the sane

bri sk, no-nonsense voice of conmand. "Captain W?"

The Pax nmilitary aide steps forward and hands de Soya a red action portfolio disk. The father-
captain nods, but his mind is screanming, To Hyperion systemthis day... The archangel courier
ship! To die again. The pain. No, sweet Jesus, dear Lord. Let this cup pass from ne!

"You wi Il have comand of our newest and nobst advanced courier ship, Captain," Marusyn is saying.
"It is simlar to the one which brought you to Pacem system except that it can hold six
passengers, it is arnmed to the level of your former torchship, and it has an autonated
resurrection system"

"Yes, sir," says de Soya. An automated resurrection systen? he thinks. Is the sacrament to be
admi ni stered by a machi ne?

Cardi nal Lourdusany pats his arm agai n. ' The robot systemis regrettable, nmy son. But the ship
may carry you to places where the Pax and the Church do not exist. W cannot deny you resurrection
simply because you are beyond the reach of God's servants. Be assured, ny son, that the Holy

Fat her hinmself has blessed this resurrection equi pnent and ordained it with the same sacranenta

i nperative a true Resurrection Mass would offer.”

"Thank you, Your Excellency," de Soya munbles. "But | do not understand... places beyond the
Church... Did you not say that | was to travel to Hyperion? | have never been there, but | thought
that this world was a. nenber of..."

"I't belongs to the Pax," interrupts the Admiral. "But if you are unsuccessful in capturing..." He
pauses. "lIn rescuing this child... if for sonme unforeseen reason you nmust follow her to other
wor | ds, other systems... we thought it best that the ship have an automated resurrection creche

for you."

De Soya bows his head in obedi ence and conf usi on.

"But we expect you to find the child on Hyperion,"” continues Adniral Marusyn. "Wen you arrive on
that world, you will introduce yourself and show your papal diskey to G oundforce Comrander Barnes-
Avne. The Conmander is in charge of the Swiss Guard Brigade that has been prepositioned on
Hyperion, and upon your arrival you will be in effective command of those troops."

De Soya blinks. Command of a Swiss Guard Brigade? | ama Fleet torchship captain! | wouldn't know
a groundforce maneuver froma cavalry charge!

Adm ral Marusyn chuckl es. "W understand that this is a bit out of your regular line of duty,

Fat her Captain de Soya, but be assured that your command status is necessary. Conmander Barnes-
Avne will continue day-to-day conmand of ground-forces, but it is inperative that all resources be
bent to the rescue of this child."

De Soya clears his throat. "Wat will happen to... You say that we do not know her name? The
child, I nmean."

"Before she disappeared,” runbles Cardi nal Lourdusany, "she called herself Aenea. And as for what
will happen to her... again, | reassure you, ny son, our intentions are to prevent her from
infecting the Body of Christ in the Pax fromher virus, but we will do so w thout harming her

I ndeed, our mission... your mission... is to save the child' s imortal soul. The Holy Fat her
hinself will see to that."

Sonmething in the Cardinal's voice makes de Soya realize that the conference is over. The father-
captai n stands, sensing the resurrection displacenment shifting inside himlike vertigo. / nust die
again within the day!. Still joyous, he nonetheless feels |ike weeping.

Admiral Marusyn is also standing. "Father Captain de Soya, your reassignnent to this missionis
effective until the child is delivered unto me, here at the Vatican mlitary |iaison office."
"Wthin weeks, we are sure," runbles Cardi nal Lourdusany, still seated.

"This is a great and terrible responsibility," says the Admiral. "You nust use every ounce of your
faith and your abilities to carry out H's Holiness's expressed wish to bring this child safely to
the Vatican-before the destructive virus of her progranmed treachery is spread anong our Brothers
and Sisters in Christ. W know that you will not |et us down, Father Captain de Soya."
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"Thank you, sir," says de Soya, and thinks again, Wiy ne? He kneels to kiss the Cardinal's ring
and rises to find that the Admral has stepped back in the darkness of the bower where the other
shadowy figures have not stirred

Monsi gnor Lucas Oddi and Pax Captain Marget Wi nove to either side of de Soya and act as escorts

as they turn to |l eave the garden. It is then, his mind still lurching in confusion and shock, his
heart pounding with eagerness and terror at the inportant service set before him that Father
Captai n de Soya gl ances back just as a rising dropship's plasma tail lights the done of St
Peter's, the rooftops of the Vatican, and the garden with its pulse of blue flame. For an instant
the figures within the arched shadow of the bower are clearly visible, illumnated by the strobe

of blue plasma |ight. Admral Marusyn is there, already turned away from de Soya, as are two
standi ng Swiss Guard officers in conbat arnmor, their flechette weapons raised at port arns. But it
is the seated figure illunmnated for that instant who will haunt de Soya's dreams and thoughts for
years to cone.

Seated there on the garden bench, his sad eyes |locked firmy on de Soya's retreating form his
hi gh brow and nournful countenance painted briefly but indelibly in blue plasna glow, is Hs
Hol i ness, Pope Julius XV, the Holy Father to nore than six hundred billion faithful Catholics,

the de facto ruler of four hundred billion nore scattered souls in the far-flung Pax, and the nan
who has just |aunched Federico de Soya on his fateful voyage.
10

It was the norning after our banquet, and we were in the spaceship again. That is, the android A
Bettik and | were in the ship, having wal ked there the convenient way, through the tunne

connecting the two towers; Martin Silenus was present as a hologram It was a strange hol ographic
i mage, since the old poet chose to have the transmtter of the ship's conputer represent himas a

younger version of himnmself-an ancient satyr, still, but one who stood on his own | egs and had hair
on his sharp-eared head. | | ooked at the poet with his maroon cape, full-sleeved bl ouse, balloon
trousers, and floppy beret, and realized what a dandy he nust have been when those cl othes had
been in fashion. | was |ooking at Martin Silenus as he must have appeared when he had returned to

Hyperion as a pilgrimthree centuries earlier

"Do you just want to stare at me |ike sonme fucking yokel," said the hol ographic inage, "or do you
want to finish the fucking tour so we can get on with business?" The old man was either hung over
fromthe previous night's wine or had regai ned enough health to be in an even nore vicious nood

t han usual . "Lead on," | said.

From our tunnel we had taken the ship's lift up to the lowest air lock. A Bettik and the poet's
holo I ed me through the ascending levels: the engine roomwth its indecipherable instruments and
webs of pipes and cables; then the col d-sleep | evel- four cryogenic-fugue couches in their

super cool ed cubbi es (one couch mssing, | discovered, since Martin Silenus had renoved it for his
own purposes); then the central air-lock corridor | had entered by the day before-the "wood" walls
concealing a nultitude of storage |ockers holding such things as spacesuits, all-terrain vehicles,
skybi kes, and even sone archai c weapons; then the living area with its Steinway and hol opit; then
up the spiral staircase again to what A Bettik called the "navigation rooni-there was indeed a
cubby with sone el ectronic navigation instruments visible-but which | saw as the library with
shel f after shelf of books-real books, print books-and several couches and daybeds next to w ndows
in the ship's hull; and finally up the stairs to the apex of the ship, which was sinply a round
bedroomwith a single bed in the center of it.

"The Consul used to enjoy watching the weather fromhere while listening to nusic," said Martin

Si |l enus. " Ship?"

The archi ng bul khead around the circular roomwent transparent, as did the bow of the ship above
us. There were only the dark stones of the tower interior around us, but from above there fell a
filtered light through the rotting roof of the silo. Soft nusic suddenly filled the room It was a
pi ano, unacconpani ed, and the nel ody was anci ent and haunti ng.

"Czerchyvi k?" | guessed.

The ol d poet snorted. "Rachmani noff.'
light. "Can you guess who's playing?"

I listened. The pianist was very good. | had no idea who it was.

"The Consul ," said A Bettik. The android' s voice was very soft.

Martin Silenus grunted. "Ship... opaque.” The walls solidified. The old poet's hol o di sappeared
fromits place by the bul khead and flashed into existence near the spiral stairs. He kept doing

The satyrish features seened suddenly nmellow in the dim

that, and the effect was disconcerting. "Well, if we're finished with the fucking tour, let's go
down to the living roomand figure out howto outsmart the Pax."
- =O=-*** . =QO=-
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The maps were the old kind-ink on paper-and they were spread out across the top of the gl eam ng
grand piano. The continent of Aquila spread its wi ngs above the keyboard, and the horse head of
Equus curled as a separate map above. Martin Silenus's holo strode on powerful legs to the piano
and stabbed a finger down about where the horse's eye should be. "Here," he said. "And here." The
massl ess finger nade no noi se agai nst the paper. "The Pope's got his fucking troops all the way
from Chronos Keep here"-the weightless finger jabbed at a point where the Bridle Range of
nmount ai ns cane to their easternnost point behind the eye-"all the way down the snout. They have
aircraft here, at Sad King Billy's cursed city"-the finger pounded silently at a point only a few
kil ometers northwest of the Valley of the Time Tonbs-"and have massed the Swiss Guard in the
Valley itself."

| |l ooked at the map. Except for the abandoned Poet's City and the Valley, the eastern fourth of
Equus had been enpty desert and out of bounds for anyone except Pax troops for nore than two
centuries. "How do you know the Swiss Guard troops are there?" | asked.

The satyr's brows arched. "I have ny sources," he said.

"Do your sources tell you the units and armanent ?"

The hol o nade a noise that sounded as if the old man were going to spit on the carpet. "You don't
need to know the units," he snapped. "Suffice it to say that there are thirty thousand sol diers
bet ween you and t he Sphinx, where Aenea will step out tonorrow. Three thousand of those troops are
Swi ss Guard. Now, how are you going to get through thenP"

I felt like laughing aloud. | doubted if the entire Home Guard of Hyperion, with air and space
support, could "get through" half a dozen Swiss Guard. Their weapons, training, and defensive
systens were that good. Instead of |aughing, | studied the nap again.

"You say that aircraft are staging out of the Poet's City.... Do you know the type of planes?"
The poet shrugged. "Fighters. EMVs don't work worth shit here, of course, so they've brought in
thrust-reaction planes. Jets, | think."

"Scram ram pulse, or air breathing?" | said. | was trying to sound as if | knew what | was
tal ki ng about, but nmy mlitary know edge gl eaned in the Hone Guard had been centered on
fieldstripping nmy weapon, cleaning nmy weapon, firing my weapon, narching through nasty weat her

wi t hout getting my weapon wet, trying to get a few hours' sleep when | wasn't narchi ng, cleaning,
or fieldstripping, trying not to freeze to death when | was asl eep, and-upon occasi on-keepi ng ny
head down so that | wouldn't get killed by Ursus snipers.

"What the fuck does it matter what kind of planes?" growed Martin Silenus. Losing three centuries
i n appearance certainly had not nellowed him "They're fighters. W' ve clocked themat... Ship?
VWhat the fuck was the speed we cl ocked those |ast blips at?"

"Mach three," said the ship.

"Mach three," repeated the poet. "Fast enough to fly down here, firebonb this place to ashes, and
be back to the north continent before their beers get warm"

| looked up fromthe map. "I've been neaning to ask," | said. "Wiy don't they?"

The poet's head turned ny way. "Wiy don't they what?"

"Fly down here, firebonb you to ashes, and be hone before their beer is warm" | said. "You're a
threat to them Wy do they tolerate you?"

Martin Silenus grunted. "I'mdead. They think |I'm dead. How could a dead man be a threat to
anyone?"

| sighed and | ooked back at the map. "There has to be a troopship in orbit, but | don't suppose
you know what kind of craft escorted it here?"

Surprisingly, it was the ship who replied. "The troopship is a three-hundred-thousand-ton Akira-
cl ass spinship," canme the soft voice. "It was escorted by two standard Pax-cl ass torch-ships-the
St. Anthony and the St. Bonaventure. There is also a Cthree ship in high orbit."

"What the fuck is a Cthree ship?" grunbled the poet's holo.

I glanced at him How could anyone live for a thousand years and not |earn such a basic thing?

Poets were strange. "Command, comunications, control," | said.
"So the Pax SOB who's in charge is up there?" asked Silenus.
| rubbed nmy cheek and stared at the nap. "Not necessarily," | said. "The conmmander of the space

task force will be there, but the head of operations nay be on the ground. The Pax trains its
commanders for conbi ned operations. Wth so many of the Swiss Guard here, soneone inportant is in
conmand on the ground."

"All right," said the poet. "How are you going to get through themand get ny little friend out?"
"Excuse nme," said the ship, "but there is an additional spacecraft in orbit. It arrived about
three weeks ago, standard, and sent a dropship to the Valley of the Tine Tonbs."

"What kind of ship?" | asked.

There was the briefest hesitation. "I do not know," said the ship. "The configuration is strange
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to me. Small... perhaps courier-sized... but the propulsion profile is... strange."

"It probably is a courier,” |I said to Silenus. "Poor bugger's been stuck in cryogenic fugue for
nmont hs, paying years of tinme-debt, just to deliver sone nmessage Pax Central forgot to give the
comander before he or she left."

The poet's hol ographic hand brushed at the map again. "Stick to the subject. How do you get Aenea
away from these not her hunpers?'

| stepped away fromthe piano. My voice held anger when | spoke. "How the hell should |I know?
You're the one who's had two and a half centuries to plan this stupid escape." | waved ny hand,
indicating the ship. "I presune this thing is our ticket to outrunning the torchships." | paused
"Shi p? Can you outrun a Pax torchship to Cplus translation?" Al Hawking drives provided the sane
pseudo-vel ocity above |ight-speed, of course, so our escape and survival, or capture and
destruction, depended upon the race to that quantum point.

"Ch, yes," said the ship inmmediately. "Parts of ny nenory are mssing, but | amaware that the
Consul had nme nodified during a visit to an Quster colony."

"An CQuster colony?" | repeated stupidly. My skin prickled, despite logic. | had grown up fearing
anot her Quster invasion. Qusters were the ultinate bogeynen.

"Yes," said the ship with something like pride audible in its voice. "W will be able to spin up
to C-plus velocities al nbost twenty-three percent faster than a Pax torchship of the line. '

"They can lance you at half an AU," | said, not convinced.
"Yes," agreed the ship. "Nothing to worry about... if we have fifteen m nutes' head start."
I turned back to the frowning holo and silent android. "That's all great,"” | said. "If it's true

But it doesn't help ne figure out howto get the girl to the ship or the ship away from Hyperion
with that fifteen-m nute head start. The torchships will be in what's called a COP-a conbat
orbiting patrol. One or nore of themw ||l be over Equus every second, covering every cubic neter
of space froma hundred light-mnutes out to the upper atnosphere. At about thirty kil oneters, the
conbat air patrol -probably Scorpion-class pulse fighters, able to scraminto low orbit if need be-
will take over. Neither the space nor atnospheric patrol would allow the ship fifteen seconds on
their screens, much less fifteen mnutes.” | |ooked at the old man's younger face. "Unless there's
sonmething you're not telling ne. Ship? Did the Qusters fit you with sone sort of nmgical stealth
technol ogy? An invisibility shield or sonething?"

"Not that I'maware of," said the ship. After a second it added, "That woul dn't be possible, would
it?"

| ignored the ship. "Look," | said to Martin Silenus, "I'd like to help you get the girl-"
"Aenea," said the old man.

"I"'d like to get Aenea away fromthese guys, but if she's as inportant as you say she is to the
Pax... | nean, three thousand Swi ss Guard, good Christ... there's no way we can get within five
hundred kiloneters of the Valley of the Tinme Tonbs, even with this nifty-keen spaceship."”

| saw the doubt in Silenus's eyes, even through hol ographic distortion, so | continued. "I'm
serious,"” | said. "Even if there were no space or air cover, no torchships or fighters or airborne
radar, there's the Swiss Guard. | mean"-1 found that | was clenching ny hands into fists as
spoke-"t hese guys are deadly. They're trained to work in squads of five, and any one of those
squads could bring down a spaceship like this."

The satyr's brows arched in surprise or doubt.

"Listen," | said again. "Ship?"

"Yes, M Endynion?"

"Do you have defensive shiel ds?"

"No, M Endymion. | do have CQuster-enhanced contai nnent fields, but they are only for civilian
use."

I didn't know what "OQuster-enhanced contai nment fields" were, but | went on. "Could they stop a
standard torchship CPB or |ance?"

"No," said the ship.

"Coul d you defeat C plus or conventional kinetic torpedoes?"

"No. "
"Coul d you outrun then?"

"No. "

"Coul d you prevent a boarding party from entering?"

"No. "

"Do you have any offensive or defensive abilities that could deal with Pax warshi ps?"

"Unl ess one counts being able to run like hell, M Endym on, the answer is no," said the ship.

| |l ooked back at Martin Silenus. "We're screwed," | said softly. "Even if | could get to the girl,

they'd just capture ne as well as her." i
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Martin Silenus snmiled. "Perhaps not," he said. He nodded to A. Bettik, and the android went up the
spiral stairway to the upper level and returned in less than a nminute. He was carrying a rolled
cylinder of sonething.

"If this is the secret weapon,” | said, "it had better be good."

"It is," said the poet's smrking hologram He nodded again and A Bettik unrolled the cylinder

It was a rug, a bit less than two nmeters long and a bit nmore than a nmeter wi de. The cloth was
frayed and faded, but | could see intricate designs and patterns. A conplex weave of gold threads
were still as bright as..

"My God," | said, the realization hitting me like a fist to the solar plexus. "A hawking nat."

The holo of Martin Silenus cleared his throat as if preparing to spit. "Not a hawking mat," he
grunbl ed. "The hawki ng mat."

| took a step back. This was the stuff of pure |egend, and | was al nost standing on it.

There had been only a few hundred hawking nats in exi stence, ever, and this was the first one-
created by the A d Earth | epidopterist and | egendary EM systens inventor VI adimr Shol okov shortly
after the destruction of AOd Earth. Shol okov- already in his seventies, standard, had fallen nmadly
inlove with his teenage niece, Alotila, and had created this flying carpet to win her love in
return. After a passionate interlude, the teenager had spurned the old nan, Shol okov had killed
hinsel f on New Earth only weeks after perfecting the current Hawki ng spin-drive, and the carpet
had been lost for centuries... until Mke OGsho bought it in Carvnel Marketplace and took it to
Maui - Covenant, using it with his fellow shi pman Merin Aspic in what woul d becone another |ove
affair that would enter |egend-the Iove of Merin and Siri. This second | egend, of course, had
beconme part of Martin Silenus's epic Cantos, and if his tale was to be believed, Siri had been the
Consul's grandnother. In the Cantos the Hegenony Consul had used this very sane hawki ng nat
("hawki ng" here with a small h because it referred to the Od Earth bird, not to the pre-Hegira
scientist named Hawki ng whose work had led to the C plus breakthrough with the inproved
interstellar drive) to cross Hyperion in one final |egend-this being the Consul's epic flight
toward the city of Keats fromthe Valley of the Tine Tonbs to free this very ship and fly it back
to the tonbs.

I went to one knee and reverently touched the artifact.

"Jesus H Christ," said Silenus, "it's only a fucking rug. And an ugly one at that. | wouldn't
have it in ny house-it clashes with everything."

I 1 ooked up.

"Yes," said A Bettik, "this is the same hawki ng mat."

"Does it still fly?" | asked.

A. Bettik dropped to one knee next to ne and extended his blue-fingered hand, tapping at the
curled and conplicated design. The hawking nat grew as rigid as a board and hovered ten
centinmeters above the floor.

| shook nmy head. "I never understood.... EM systens don't work on Hyperion because of the weird
magnetic field here...."

"Big EM systens don't," snapped Martin Silenus. "EMVs. Levitation barges. Big stuff. The car pet
does. And it's been inproved."

| raised an eyebrow. "I nproved?"

"The Qusters again," cane the ship's voice. "I don't renmenber it well, but they tinkered with a

I ot of things when we visited themtwo and a half centuries ago."

"Bvidently," | said. | stood and nudged the | egendary mat with nmy foot. It bounced as if on firm
springs but remained hovering where it was. "Okay," | said, "we have Merin and Sin's hawki ng mat,
which... if | remenber the story... could fly along at about twenty klicks per hour...."

"Twenty-si x kilonmeters per hour was its top speed,”" said A Bettik.

| nodded and nudged the hovering carpet again. "Twenty-six klicks per hour with a good tailw nd,"
| said. "And the Valley of the Tine Tonbs is how far from here?"

"One thousand six hundred eighty-nine kilometers," said the ship.

"And how nuch time do we have before Aenea steps out of the Sphinx there?" | said.

"Twenty hours,"” said Martin Silenus. He nust have tired of his younger inmage, because the holo
proj ection was now of the old nman as | had seen himthe night before, hoverchair and all

I glanced at ny wist chrononeter. "I'mlate,"” | said. "I should have started flying a couple of
days ago." | wal ked back to the grand piano. "And what if | had? This is our secret weapon? Does
it have sone sort of super defense field to protect me ... and the girl . . . from Swiss Guard

| ances and bul | et s?"

"No," said A Bettik. "It has no defensive capabilities whatsoever, except for a containnent field
to deflect the wind and to keep its occupants in place."

| shrugged. "So what do | do ... carry the rug to the Valley and offer the Pax a trade-one old
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hawki ng mat for the kid?"

A. Bettik remained kneeling by the hovering carpet. His blue fingers continued to caress the faded
fabric. "The Qusters nodified it to hold a charge |onger-up to a thousand hours."

| nodded. |npressive superconductor technol ogy, but totally irrel evant.

"And it now flies at speeds in excess of three hundred kil oneters per hour,'
androi d.

I chewed my lip. So | could get there by tonorrow. If | wanted to sit on a flying rug for five and
a half hours. And then what . . . ?

"1 thought we had to pluck her away in this ship," |I said. "Get her out of the Hyperion system and
all that ..."

"Yes," said Martin Silenus, his voice suddenly as tired as his aged imge, "but first you have to
get her to the ship."

| wal ked away fromthe piano, stopping at the spiral staircase to whirl back toward the android,

conti nued the

the holo, and the hovering carpet. "You two just don't understand, do you?" | said, my voice
| ouder and sharper than | had i ntended. "These are Swiss Guard! |If you think that damed rug can
get ne in under their radar, notion detectors, and other sensors, you're crazy. |'d just be a

sitting duck flapping along at three hundred klicks per hour. Believe ne, the Swiss Guard grunts-
much [ ess the pulse jets in conbat air patrol-nuch less the orbiting torchships- would lance this
thing in a nanosecond."

| paused and squinted at them "Unless . . . there's sonething else you're not telling nme ..
"Of course there is,” said Martin Silenus, and nmanaged a satyr's tired smle. "OF course there
is."

"Let's take the hawking mat out to the tower window, " said A Bettik. "You have to learn howto
handle it."

"Now?" | said, ny voice suddenly small. | felt nmy heart begin to hamer.

"Now, " said Martin Silenus. "You have to be proficient at flying it by the tinme you | eave at oh-

t hr ee- hundred hours tonorrow. "

"l do?" | said, staring at the hovering, legendary rug with a growing sense of THHS IS REAL. ... |
MAY DI E TOMORROW

"You do," said Martin Silenus.

A. Bettik deactivated the hawking mat and rolled it into a cylinder. | followed himdown the neta
stairs and out the corridor to the tower staircase. The sunlight was bright through the open tower
wi ndow. My God, | thought as the android spread the carpet on the stone | edge and activated it
again. It was still a long drop to the stones below. My God, | thought again, ny pul se pounding in
my ears. There was no sign of the old poet's holo.

A. Bettik gestured ne onto the hovering hawking mat. "I1'lIl go with you on the first flight," the

android said softly. A breeze rustled the |eaves atop the nearby chal ma tree.
My God, | thought a final tinme, and clinbed onto the sill and then onto the hawking mat.
11

Precisely two hours before the child is scheduled to enmerge fromthe Sphinx, an alarm sounds in
Fat her Captain de Soya's conmmand ski nmer.

"Ai rborne contact, bearing one-seven-two, northbound, speed two-seven-four klicks, altitude four
nmeters,"” cones the voice of the COP defense-perineter controller fromthe C3-ship six hundred

kil ometers above. "Distance to intruder, five hundred seventy klicks."

"Four neters?" says de Soya, |ooking at Comander Barnes-Avnhe where she sits across from him at
the CI C consol e anidships in the skinmer.

"Trying to come in |ow and sl ow under detection," says the Conmander. She is a snall worman with
pal e skin and red hair, but very little of either skin or hair is visible under the conbat
headgear she wears. In the three weeks de Soya has known the Conmander, he has not seen her snile.
"Tactical visor," she says. Her own visor is in place. De Soya |l owers his.

The blip is near the southern tip of Equus, nmoving north fromthe coast. "Wy didn't we see it

bef ore?" he asks.

"Coul d have just |aunched," says Barnes-Avne. She is checking conbat assets within her tactica
display. After the first difficult hour in which de Soya had to present the papal diskey to
convince her that command of the Pax's nost elite brigades was to be handed over to a nmere ship's
captain, Barnes-Avne has shown total cooperation. O course, de Soya has left the mnute-to-mnute
operation to her. Many of the Swiss Quard Brigade | eaders believe de Soya to be a nere papa
|iaison. De Soya does not care. The child is his concern, the girl, and as |long as the groundforce
is being well conmanded, the details are of little concern

"No visual," says the Commander. "Dust stormdown there. It'll be here before S-hour."
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"S-hour" is what the troops have been calling the opening of the Sphinx for nonths now Only a few
of ficers anong them know that a child has been the focus of all this firepower. Swi ss Guards do
not grunble, but few could appreciate such a provincial posting, so far fromthe action, in such
sandy and unconfortabl e surroundi ngs.

"Contact renmins northbound, one-seven-two, velocity now two-five-nine klicks, altitude three
nmeters," says the C3 controller. "Distance five hundred seventy kil ometers."

"Time to bring it down," says Commander Barnes-Avne on the comrand channel linmted to her and de
Soya. "Recommendati ons?"

De Soya gl ances up. The skimer is banking to the south. Qutside the mantis-eye blisters, the
horizon tilts and the bizarre Tine Tonbs of Hyperion pass a thousand nmeters beneath them The sky
to the south is a dull brown-and-yellow band. "Lance it fromorbit?" he says.

Bar nes- Avne nods but says, "You're faniliar with the torch-ships' work. Let's put a squad on it."
Wth her god-glove she touches red pips at the southern tip of the defensive perinmeter. "Sergeant
Gregorius?" She has switched to the tactical -channel tightbeam

" Conmander ?" The sergeant's voice is deep and gravel ed.

"You're nonitoring the bogey?"

"Affirmative, Conmander."

"Intercept it, identify it, and destroy it, Sergeant."

"Affirmative, Conmander."

De Soya watches as the C3 caneras zoomtoward the southern desert. Five human formnms suddenly
appear rising fromthe dunes, their chanel eon polynmer fading as they rise above dust cloud. On a
normal world they would be flying by EMrepul sors; on Hyperion they wear the bul kier reaction
paks. The five fan out so that several hundred nmeters separate themand hurtle southward into the
dust cl oud.

"IR " says Barnes-Avne, and the visual shifts to the infrared to follow themthrough the

thickening cloud. "Illuninate target," she says. The image shifts south, but the target is only a
heat bl ur.
"Smal | ," says the Commander

"Pl ane?" Father Captain de Soya is used to spaceborne tactical displays.

"Too small, unless it's sone sort of notorized paraglider," says Barnes-Avne. There is absolutely
no stress in her voice.

De Soya | ooks down as the skinmer passes over the south end of the Valley of the Tine Tonbs and
accel erates. The dust stormis a gold-brown band al ong the horizon ahead of them

"Di stance to intercept one hundred eighty klicks," cones Sergeant G egorius's |laconic voice. De
Soya's visor is slaved to the Commander's, and they are seeing what the Swiss Guard sergeant sees-
not hi ng. The squad of troops is flying on instrunents through blowi ng sand so thick that the air
is as dark as night around t hem

"Reaction paks are heating up," comes another calmvoice. De Soya checks the readout. It is
Corporal Kee. "Sand's foulin' up the intakes," continues the corporal

De Soya | ooks through his visor at Commander Barnes-Avne. He knows she has a tough choice to make-
another mnute in that dust cloud could send one or nore of her troops falling to their deaths;
failure to identify the bogey could |lead to trouble |ater

"Sergeant Gregorius," she says, her voice still rock calm "take out the intruder now "

There is the briefest of pauses on the comine. "Comrander, we can hang in here a few nore .

," begins the sergeant. De Soya can hear the howl of the dust stormover the nan's voice.

"Take it out now, Sergeant," says Barnes-Avne.

"Affirmative."

De Soya switches to the wide-range tactical and | ooks up to see the Commander watching him "You
think this mght be a feint?" she says. "A distraction to pull us away so that the real intruder
can infiltrate el sewhere?"

"Coul d be," says de Soya. He sees fromthe display that the Conmmander has raised the alert al
along the perinmeter to Level Five. A Level Six alert is conbat.

"Let's see," she says, just as Gregorius's troops fire

The dust stormis a rolling cauldron of sand and electricity. At 175 kilometers, their energy
weapons are unreliable. Gregorius chooses a steel rain dart and | aunches it hinself. The dart
accel erates to Mach 6. The bogey does not divert fromits path.

"No sensors, | think," says Barnes-Avne. "It's flying blind. Programed."

The dart passes over the heat target and detonates at a distance of thirty nmeters, the shaped
charge propelling the twenty thousand flechettes directly downward into the intruder's path.
"Contact down," says the C3 controller at the sane second that Sergeant G egorius reports, "Got
him™"
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"Find and identify," says the Commander. Their skinmer has banked back toward the Vall ey.

De Soya gl ances through the visor display. She has taken the kill at a distance but is not
renmoving the troops fromthe storm

"Affirmative," says the sergeant, and the stormis wild enough to add static to a tightbeam

The skimrer flies | ow over the valley, and de Soya identifies the tonbs for the thousandth tine:
here, in reverse order fromthe usual pilgrinms' approach-although there have been no pilgrins for
nmore than three centuries-conmes first the Shrike Palace, farther south than the others, its barbed
and serrated buttresses rem niscent of the creature that has not been seen here since the days of
the pilgrins; then the nore subtle Cave Tonbs-three in all-their entrances carved out of the pink
stone of the canyon wall; then the huge centrally placed Crystal Mpnolith; then the Obelisk; then
the Jade Tonb; and finally the intricately carved Sphinx with seal ed door and outflung w ngs.

De Soya gl ances at his chrononeter.

"One hour and fifty-six mnutes," says Conmander Barnes-Avne.

Fat her Captain de Soya chews his |lip. The cordon of Swiss Guard troops is in place around the

Sphi nx-has been in place for nonths. Farther out, nore troops are placed in a broader perineter
Each tonb has its detail of waiting soldiers, just in case the prophecy m ght have been m staken
Beyond the Vall ey, nore troops. Above them the torchships and comand ship keep watch. At the
entrance to the Valley, de Soya's private dropship awaits, its engines already powered up, ready
for immediate liftoff as soon as the sedated child is aboard. Two thousand klicks above, the
archangel -cl ass courier ship Raphael waits with its chil d-sized accel erati on couch

First, though, de Soya knows, the girl whose nane night be Aenea nust receive the sacranment of the
cruciform This will-happen at the chapel in the torchship St. Bonaventure in orbit, nonments
before the sleeping child is transferred to the courier ship. Three days after that, she will be
resurrected on Pacem and delivered to the Pax authorities.

Fat her Captain de Soya licks his dry lips. He is as worried that an innocent child will be hurt as
he is that sonething will go wong in the detention. He cannot inmagine how a child- even a child
fromthe past, one who has communi cated with the TechnoCore-can be a threat to the far-flung Pax
or the Holy Church

Fat her Captain de Soya throttles back his thoughts; it is not his place to inmagine. It is his
place to carry out orders and serve his superiors, and through them to serve the Church and Jesus
Chri st.

"Here's your bogey," conmes Sergeant Gregorius's rasp. The visual is hazy, the dust stormis still
very wild, but all five troops have nade it to the crash site.

De Soya raises the resolution on his visor display and sees the shattered wood and paper, the
riddl ed, twisted netal that mnmight have been a sinple solar battery-pul se reacti on outboard.
"Drone," says Corporal Kee.

De Soya flips up his visor and smiles at Commander Barnes-Avne. "Another drill fromyou
"That's five today."

The Conmander does not return the smile. "Next time it may be the real thing," she says. To her
tactical mke she says, "Level Five continues. At S-mnus sixty, we go to Level Six."
Confirmations ring on all bands.

"I still don't understand who might want to interfere," says Father Captain de Soya. "Or how they
could do it."

Commander Bar nes- Avne shrugs. "The Qusters could be spinning down from C plus even as we speak."
"Then they'd better bring a full Swarm" says the father-captain. "Anything I ess and we'll handle
themeasily."

"Nothing in life is easy," says Commander Barnes-Avne.

The ski mrer touches down. The |l ock cycles and the ranp |lowers. The pilot turns in his seat, slides
his visor up, and says, "Conmander, Captain, you wanted to land at the Sphinx at S-minus one hour
and fifty minutes. W're a minute early.”

De Soya di sconnects hinself fromthe skimer console. "I'"mgoing to stretch nmy |egs before the
stormarrives," he says to the Commander. "Care to join me?"

"No." Barnes-Avne |owers her visor and begi ns whi speri ng conmands.

Qutside the skinmer, the air is thin and charged with electricity. Overhead, the sky is still the
pecul i ar deep lapis of Hyperion, but already the southern rimof the canyon has a haze hangi ng
over it as the storm approaches.

De Soya gl ances at his chrononeter. One hour and fifty mnutes. He takes a deep breath, vows not
to look again at the tinepiece for at |least ten mnutes, and walks into the | oom ng shadow of the
Sphi nx.

12

he says.
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After hours of talk, | was sent to bed to sleep until three a.m O course, | did not. | always
have had troubl e sl eeping the night before a trip, and this night | did not sleep at all

The city after which | was nanmed was quiet after mdnight; the autum breeze had dropped and the
stars were very bright. For an hour or two | stayed in ny sleep shirt, but by one a.m | rose,
dressed in the sturdy clothes they had given ne the night before, and went through the contents of
my pack for the fifth or sixth tinmne.

There was not nuch for so daunting an adventure: a change of clothes and underwear, socks, a
flashlight laser, two water bottles, a knife-1 had specified the type-in a belt scabbard, a heavy
canvas jacket with thermal lining, an ultralight blanket to use as a bedroll, an inertial guidance
conpass, an old sweater, night-vision glasses, and a pair of |eather gloves. "Wat else would you
need to explore the universe?" | nuttered.

| had al so specified the type of clothing I would wear on this day-a confortable canvas shirt and
an overvest wi th numerous pockets, tough whipcord trousers of the sort |I'd worn while duck hunting
in the fens, soft high boots-what | thought of as "buccaneer boots" fromthe description in
Grandam s stories -that were only a bit too tight, and a soft tricorn cap that would fold away in
a vest pocket when | did not need it.

| clasped the knife to nmy belt, set the conpass in ny vest pocket, and stood at the w ndow

wat chi ng the stars wheel over the nountaintops until A Bettik canme to wake ne at two forty-five.
-:O:-***-:O:-

The ol d poet was awake and in his hoverchair at the end of the table on the highest |evel of the
tower. The canvas roof had been pulled back and the stars burned coldly overhead. Fl anmes sputtered
in the braziers along the wall, and actual torches were set higher on the stone wall. There was
breakfast laid out-fried nmeats, fruits, neal patties with syrup, fresh bread-but | took only a cup
of coffee.

"You'd better eat," grunbled the old nman. "You don't know when your next neal will cone."

| stood |looking at him Steamfromthe coffee rose to warmny face. The air was chill. "If things
go according to plan, I'Il be in the spaceship in less than six hours. |I'll eat then."

Martin Silenus made a rough noise. "Wen do things ever go according to plan, Raul Endym on?"

| sipped coffee. "Speaking of plans, you were going to tell nme about the sort of mracle that's
going to distract the Swiss Guard while | whisk your young friend away."

The anci ent poet peered at ne for a silent nmonent. "Just trust nme on that, will you?"

| sighed. | had been afraid he would say that. "That's a lot to take on trust, old man."
He nodded but renai ned silent.
"All right," | said at last. "W'|l| see what happens.” | turned to where A Bettik was standi ng

near the stairway. "Just don't forget to be there with the ship when we need you."

"I will not forget, sir," said the android.
| wal ked to where the hawking nat was laid out on the floor. A Bettik had set ny pack on it. "Any
| ast instructions?" | asked, not know ng which person | was speaking to.

The old man floated cl oser on his hoverchair. He | ooked ancient in the torchlight: nore w zened
and mumm fied than ever. His fingers were |like yellowed bones. "Just this,” he rasped. "Listen-
"In the wide sea there lives a forlorn wetch
Doormed with enfeebled carcass to outstretch

H s | oat hed existence through ten centuries,
And then to die alone. Wo can devise

A total opposition? No one. So

A mllion times ocean nust ebb and fl ow,

And he oppressed. Yet he shall not die,

These things acconplished. If he utterly

Scans all depths of magic, and expounds

The meani ngs of all notions, shapes and sounds;
If he explores all forns and substances

Strai ght honeward to their synbol -essences;

He shall not die. Mreover, and in chief,

He nust pursue this task of joy and gri ef

Most piously-all |overs tenpest-tossed,

And in the savage overwhel ming | ost,

He shall deposit side by side, unti

Tinme's creeping shall the dreary space fulfil:
Whi ch done, and all these | abours ripened,

A youth, by heavenly power |oved and | ed,

Shal | stand before him whom he shall direct
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How to consummate all. The youth el ect
Must do the thing, or both will be destroyed.
"What ?" | said. "I don't ..."

"Fuck it," rasped the poet. "Just get Aenea, take her to the Qusters, and get her back alive. It's
not too conplicated. Even a shepherd should be able to do it."

"Don't forget |andscape apprentice, bartender, and duck hunter," | said, and set ny cup of coffee
down.

"It's alnmost three," said Silenus. "You need to get going."

| took a breath. "Just one mnute," | said. | clattered down the stairs, went into the |lavatory,
relieved nyself, and | eaned agai nst the cool stone wall for a nonent. Are you nmad, Raul Endym on?
It was my thought, but | heard it in Grandam s soft voice. Yes, | answered.

| wal ked back up the stairs, amazed at how shaky ny | egs were and how rapidly ny heart was

beati ng.

"All set,"” | said. "Mdther always said to take care of these things before |eaving hone."

The thousand-year-old poet grunted and hovered his chair near the hawking mat. | sat on the rug,

activated the flight threads, and hovered a neter and a half above the stone floor.

"Remenber, once you're in the Ceft and find the entrance, it's programmed,"” said Silenus.

"I know, you told nme all about "

"Shut up and listen," he rasped. Ancient parchment fingers pointed to the proper thread designs.
"You renenber howto fly it. Once in, tap in the sequence there . . . there . . . there . . . and
the programw |l take over. You can interrupt the sequence to fly manually by touching the

i nterrupt design here. " His fingers caressed air above the ancient threads. "But don't try to

fly it yourself down there. You'll never find your way out."

| nodded and licked dry lips. "You didn't tell ne who programmed it. Wwo did this flight before?"
The satyr showed new teeth. "I did, ny boy. It took nme nmonths, but | did. A npbst two centuries
ago."

"Two centuries!" | alnobst stepped off the mat. "What if there have been cave-ins? Shiftings due to
eart hquakes? What if sonething's got in the way since then?"

Martin Silenus shrugged. "You'll be going over two hundred klicks per hour, boy," he said. "I

guess you'll die." He slapped ne on the back. "Get going. Gve ny love to Aenea. Tell her that
Uncle Martin is waiting to see O d Earth before he dies. Tell her that the old fart is eager to
hear her expound the neanings of all notions, shapes, and sounds."

| raised the hawki ng mat anot her half neter

A. Bettik stepped forward and extended a blue hand. | shook it. "Good |uck, M Endym on."

I nodded, found nothing else to say, and flew the hawking nat up and out of the tower in rising

spirals.

_:O:_***_:O:_

To fly directly fromthe city of Endynion in the nmiddle of the continent of Aquila to the Valley
of the Tinme Tonbs on the continent of Equus, | should have headed al nbst due north. | headed east.

My test-flying the day before-it was the sanme day to ny tired nmind-had shown how easy it was to
handl e the hawki ng nat, but that was at speeds of a few klicks per hour. Wien | was a hundred
nmeters above the tower, | set the direction-the pen-light clanped in ny teeth illum nating the
inertial conpass, lining up the mat along that invisible line, checking it against the topographic
map the old poet had given ne-and held the pal mof ny hand on the acceleration pattern. The mat
continued to speed up until the gentle containnent field activated to shield me fromthe wi nd
blast. Too late, | glanced back to catch a last glinpse of the tower-perhaps to see the old poet
wat ching froma w ndow but already the ruined university town was lost to sight in the nountain
dar kness.

There was no speed indicator, so | had to assune the nat was flying at its top speed as it soared
toward the high peaks to the east. Starlight reflected on snowfields higher than my own altitude,
so to be cautious, | stowed the penlight, pulled on the night-vision glasses, and continued to
check nmy position against the topo map. As the land rose, so did I, holding the hawking mat at a
hundred neters above the boul ders, waterfalls, aval anche chutes, and icefalls all glowing green in
t he enhanced starlight fromthe night-vision goggles. The mat was perfectly silent inits flight-
even the wi nd noi se was hushed by the deflective contai nment field-and several tines | saw | arge
animals leap to hiding, surprised by the sudden appearance of this wi ngless bird above them |
crossed the continental divide half an hour after |eaving the tower, keeping the mat in the center
of the five-thousand-neter pass. It was cold there, and though the containnment field held some of

my own body heat in the traveling bubble of still air, | had | ong since pulled on ny thernal
j acket and gl oves.
Beyond the nountains, descending quickly to stay close to the rugged terrain, | watched the tundra

file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt (44 of 238) [1/15/03 6:05:43 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt

give way to fenfields, the fenfields to low lines of dwarf everblues and triaspen, and then saw
these high-mountain trees trail off and di sappear as the glow of the tesla flane forests began to
light the east |ike a fal se dawn.

| stowed the night-vision glasses in ny pack. The sight ahead was beautiful and sonewhat
frightening-the entire eastern horizon snapping and crackling with electricity, ball Iightning

| eapi ng between the hundred-nmeter-tall tesla trees, chain lightning rippling through the air

bet ween tesla and expl odi ng promet heus, phoeni x shrubs and random ground fires burning in a

t housand pl aces. Both Martin Silenus and A Bettik had warned ne about this, and | took the
hawki ng mat hi gh, accepting the risk of detection at this altitude as preferable to bei ng caught
in that electric nael strom bel ow.

Anot her hour and there was a hint of sunrise to the east, beyond the flane-forest glow, but just
as the sky paled and then deepened into daylight, the flame forests fell behind me and the O eft
cane into sight.

| had been aware that | had been clinbing for the past forty nminutes as | checked ny route above
the Pinion Plateau on the creased topo map, but now | felt the altitude as the depth of that great
crevice in this part of Aquila became visible ahead. Inits own way, the Ceft was as frightening
as the flame forests- narrow, vertical, dropping three thousand neters in a straight fall fromthe
flatl ands above. | crossed the southern edge of the great split in the continent and dived toward
the river three kiloneters below The deft continued east, the river beneath ne roaring al ong at
nearly the sane speed as the mat as | slowed. Wthin nonents the norning sky darkened above nme and

the stars reappeared; it was as if | had fallen into a deep well. The river at the base of these
terrifying cliffs of fall was wild, clogged with bergs of its own ice, |eaping over boul ders the
size of the spaceship | had left behind. | stayed five neters above the spray and sl owed even
further. | must be close.

I checked ny chrononeter and then the map. It should be sonewhere ahead in the next two klicks .
t her e!

It was |larger than they had described-at least thirty meters to a side-and perfectly square. The

entrance to the planetary |abyrinth had been carved in the formof a tenple entrance, or a giant

door. | slowed the hawking mat further and then banked left, pausing at the entrance. According to
my chrononeter, it had taken just under ninety mnutes to reach the Ceft. The Valley of the Tine
Tonbs was still a thousand klicks north of here. Four hours of flying at high cruising speed. |

| ooked again at ny chrononeter-four hours and twenty minutes until the time the child was
schedul ed to step out of the Sphinx.
| edged the hawking nmat forward, into the cavern. Trying to renenber the details of the Priest's

Tale in the old man's Cantos, | could remenber only that it was here-just within the labyrinth
entrance-that Father Dure and the Bi kura had encountered the Shrike and the cruciforns.

There was no Shrike. | was not surprised-the creature had not been sighted since the Fall of the
VWor | dWeb 274 years ago. There were no cruciforms. Again, | was not surprised-the Pax had harvested

them |l ong ago fromthese cavern walls.

I knew what everyone knew about the Labyrinth. There had been nine known | abyrinthine worlds in
the old Hegenony. All of those worlds had been Earth-like-7.9 on the ancient Sol nev Scal e-except
that they were tectonically dead, nore Mars-like than Earth-like in that respect. The |labyrinth
tunnel s honeyconbed t hose ni ne worl ds-Hyperi on included-and served no known purpose. They had been
tunnel ed tens of thousands of years before humankind had left Add Earth, although no clue to the
tunnel ers had ever been found. The | abyrinths fuel ed numerous nyths-including the Cantos-but their
mystery remai ned. The Labyrinth of Hyperion had never been mapped-except for the part | was ready
to travel at 270 klicks per hour. It had been nmapped by a mad poet. O so | hoped.

| slipped the night-vision glasses back on as the sunlight faded behind me. | felt the skin on the
back of ny neck prickle as the darkness closed around. Soon the gl asses woul d be usel ess, as there
woul d be no light to enhance. Taking tape fromny pack, | secured the flashlight |aser to the

front of the hawking mat and set the beamto its w dest dispersal. The light would be faint, but
the goggles would amplify it. Already | could see branchi ngs ahead-the cavern remai ned a great,
holl ow, rectangular prism thirty nmeters on a side, with only the snmallest signs of cracks or

col | apse-and ahead, tunnels branched to the right, then left, then downward.

| took a breath and tapped in the programmed sequence. The hawki ng mat | eaped ahead, accel erating
to its preset speed, the sudden lurch making ne |ean far backward despite the conpensating effect
of the containment field.

That field would not protect nme if the carpet took a wong turn and smashed into a wall at this
speed. Rocks flashed past. The hawki ng mat banked sharply to make a right turn, leveled itself in
the center of the |l ong cavern, then dived to follow a descendi ng branch

It was terrifying to watch. | took the night-vision glasses off, secured themin nmy coat pocket,
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gripped the edge of the |eaping, lurching mat, and closed ny eyes. | need not have bothered. The
dar kness was now absol ut e.
13

Wth fifteen nminutes until the opening of the Sphinx, Father Captain de Soya paces the valley

floor. The stormhas |long since arrived, and sand fills the air in a rasping blizzard. Hundreds of

Swi ss Guard are depl oyed here along the Valley floor, but their arnmored CTVs, their gun

enpl acenents, their mssile batteries, their observation posts-all are invisible due to the dust

storm But de Soya knows that they would be invisible at any rate, conceal ed behi nd canoufl age

fields and chanel eon polyner. The father-captain has to rely on his infrared to see anything in

this howing storm And even then, with his visor down and sealed, fine particles of sand nake

their way down his combat suit collar and up into his mouth. This day tastes of grit. H s sweat

|l eaves tiny trails of red nmud, |ike blood fromsone holy stigmata, on his brow and cheeks.

"Attention," he says over the all-call channels. "This is Father Captain de Soya, comanding this

m ssi on under papal inperative. Comander Barnes-Avne will repeat these orders in a nonent, but

right now!| want to specify that there will be no actions taken, no shots fired, no defensive acts

initiated that will in any way endanger the life of the child who will be stepping fromone of

these tombs in ... thirteen and a half mnutes. | want this understood by every Pax officer and

trooper, every torchship captain and space-navy sailor, every pilot and airborne flight officer
this child nmust be captured but unharnmed. Failure to heed this warning will result in court-

martial and sunmary execution. May we all serve our Lord and our Church this day. ... In the nane

of Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, | ask that our efforts be successful. Father Captain de Soya, Acting

Conmander Hyperion expedition, out."

He continues wal king as the chorus of anmens comes in over tactical channels. Suddenly he pauses.

" Commander ?"

"Yes, Father Captain." Barnes-Avne's voice is calmin his earphones.

"Would it screw up your perineter if | asked for Sergeant Gregorius's squad to join ne here at the

Sphi nx?"

There is the briefest pause, which tells himhow little the ground Conmander thinks of such |ast-

nm nute changes in plans. The "reception conmittee"-a squad of specially chosen Swiss Cuard, the

doctor with the sedative ready to be administered, and a nmedic with the living cruciformin its

stasis container-are even now waiting at the foot of the Sphinx's stairs.

"Gregorius and his troops will be there in three mnutes," says the Commander. De Soya can hear

t he commands goi ng out over the tactical tightbeamand the confirmations conmng in. Once again he

has asked these five nen and wonmen to fly in dangerous conditions.

The squad touches down in two minutes forty-five seconds. De Soya can see themonly on infrared;

their reaction paks are gl ow ng white-hot.

"Shed the flying paks," he says. "Just stay near ne no natter what happens. Watch ny back."

"Yes, sir," cones Sergeant Gregorius's runble through the wind howl. The huge noncom steps cl oser

his visor and conbat suit looming in de Soya's IR vision. Qoviously the sergeant wants a vi sua

confirmati on on whose back he is watching.

"S-minus ten mnutes," says Commander Barnes-Avne. "Sensors indicate unusual activity in the

antientropic fields around the tonbs."

"l feel it," says de Soya. Indeed, he can. The shifting of the tine fields in the Valley creates a

sense of vertigo in himnot too dissimlar fromnausea. Both this and the ragi ng sandstorm nake

the priest-captain feel unattached to the ground, |ightheaded, al nost drunk. Planting his feet

carefully, de Soya wal ks back to the Sphinx. Gegorius and his troopers followin a tight V.

The "wel coming conmittee" is standing on the steps of the Sphinx. De Soya approaches, flashes his

infrared and radio ID, talks briefly with the doctor carrying the sedative anpul e- warns the woman

not to harmthe child-and then waits. There are thirteen fornms on the steps now, counting

Gregorius's team De Soya realizes that the conbat squads do not | ook especially welconming with

their rai sed heavy weapons. "Step back a few paces," he says to the two squad sergeants. "Keep the

squads ready, but out of sight in the storm"

"Affirmative." The ten troopers take a dozen steps back and are totally invisible in the bl ow ng

sand. De Soya knows that nothing living could break through the perineter they have established.

To the doctor and his nedic aide carrying the cruciform De Soya says, "Let's get closer to the

door." The suited figures nod and the three slowy clinb the stairs. The antientropic fields are

i ntense now. De Soya renenbers once, as a young boy, he had stood up to his chest in a vicious

surf, the tide and undertow trying to pull himout into an unfriendly ocean on his homeworld. This

is abit like that.

"S-mnus seven mnutes,’

says Barnes- Avne on the conmon channel. Then, on the tightbeamto de
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Soya, "Father Captain, would you like the skimer to |land and get you? There's a better overview
up here."

"No, thank you," says de Soya. "I'Il stay with the contact team" He sees on his display that the
skimer is clinbing for altitude, finally pausing at ten thousand neters, above the worst of the
dust storm Like any good comander, Barnes-Avne wants to control the action while not being
caught up init.

De Soya keys the private channel to his dropship pilot. "H roshe?"

"Yes, sir?"

"Be ready to lift off inten mnutes or less."

"Ready, sir."

"The stormwon't be a problenP" As with all deep-space conbat captains, de Soya is nore

di strustful of atnosphere than of al nost anything el se.

"No problem sir."

" CGood. "

"S-minus five mnutes," comes Comander Barnes-Avne's steady voice. "Orbital detectors show no
space activity for thirty AUs. Northern hem spheric airwatch shows no vehicles airborne. G ound
detection shows no unauthorized novenent fromthe Bridle Range to the coast."

"COP screens clear," cones the C3 controller's voice.

"CAP clear," says the lead Scorpion pilot. "It's still a beautiful day up here."

"Radi o and tightbeam silence fromthis point on until Level Six goes to standdown," says Barnes-
Avne. "S-minus four mnutes and sensors show maxi mum antientropic activity throughout the Valley.
Contact team report in."

"I"'mat the door," says Dr. Chatkra.

"Ready," says the nedic, a very young trooper naned Caf. The trooper's voice is shaky. De Soya
realizes that he does not know if Caf is male or fenale.

"Al'l set here," reports de Soya. He gl ances over his shoul der through the clear visor. Even the
bottom of the stone stairway is invisible in the howing sand. Electrical discharges crackle and
pop. De Soya switches to IR and sees the ten Swiss Guards standing there, weapons literally hot.
Even in the midst of stormnoise, a terrible quiet suddenly descends. De Soya can hear his own
breathing within the helnet of his conbat suit. The unused com channels hiss and pop with static
More static |lashes his tactical and IR visors, and de Soya slides themup in exasperation. The
seal ed portal of the Sphinx is less than three meters in front of him but the sand now conceal s
it, nowreveals it, like a shifting curtain. De Soya takes two steps closer, and Dr. Chatkra and
her medic foll ow.

"Two m nutes," says Barnes-Avne. "All weapons to full hot. Hi gh-speed recorders to autonatic.

Medi cal dustoff teams stand by."

De Soya closes his eyes to fight the vertigo of the tine tides. The universe, he thinks, is truly
wondrous. He is sorry that he has to sedate the child wi thin seconds of nmeeting her. Those are his
orders-she woul d sl eep through the attachment of the cruciformand the fatal flight back to Pacem
and he knows that he will, in all probability, never hear the girl's voice. He is sorry. He would
like to talk to her, ask her questions about the past, about herself.

"One minute. Perinmeter fire control on full auto.”

"Commander!" De Soya has to slide the tactical visor down to identify the voice as belonging to a
science lieutenant on the interior perinmeter. "The fields are building to max along all the tonbs!
Doors opening on the caves, the Mnolith, the Shrike Pal ace, the Jade Tonb ..."

"Silence on all channels,"” snaps Barnes-Avne. "We're nonitoring it here. Thirty seconds.”

De Soya realizes that the child is going to step into this newera only to be confronted with
three hel neted, visored figures in conbat arnor, and slides all of his visors up. He nmay never get
to talk to the girl, but she will see his human face before she sl eeps.

"Fifteen seconds." For the first tine de Soya hears tension in the Commander's voice

Bl owi ng sand claws at Father Captain de Soya's exposed eyes. He raises a gloved hand, rubs, and
blinks through tears. He and Dr. Chatkra take another step closer. The doors of the Sphinx are
opening inward. The interior is dark. De Soya w shes he could see in IR but he does not flip the
visor down. He is deternined that this child will see his eyes.

A shadow nobves within darkness. The doctor begins to step toward the form but de Soya touches her
arm "Wait."

The shadow becones a figure; the figure becomes a form the formis a child. She is smaller than
de Soya expected. Her shoulder-length hair blows in the wi nd.

"Aenea," says de Soya. He had not planned on speaking to her, or calling her by namne.

The girl looks up at him He sees the dark eyes, but senses no fear there-just . . . anxiety?
Sadness?
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"Aenea, don't worry . . . ," he begins, but the doctor noves forward qui ckly at that nonent,
injector raised, and the girl takes a quick step back
It is then that Father Captain de Soya sees the second figure in the gloom And it is then that
t he screani ng begins.
14

I hadn't known that | was claustrophobic until this trip. The flying at high speeds through pitch-
bl ack cataconbs, the encircling containnment field blocking even the wind of ny passage, the sense
of stone and darkness all around-twenty nminutes into the wild flight | disengaged the autopil ot
program |anded the hawking nmat on the labyrinth floor, collapsed the contai nnent field, stepped
away fromthe mat, and screaned.

| grabbed the flashlight laser and played it on the walls. A square corridor of stone. Here,

out side the containment field, the heat struck nme. The tunnel nust be very deep. There were no

stalactites, no stalagmtes, no bats, no living things . . . only this square-hewn cavern
stretching to infinity. | played the |ight over the hawking mat. It seemed dead, totally inert. In
my haste | mght have exited the programincorrectly, wiped it. If so, | was dead. We had jinked

and banked on a score of branchings so far; there was no way | would ever find ny own way out.
screanmed again, although it was a bit nore of a deliberate, tension-breaking shout than a scream

this time. | fought the sense of walls and darkness closing in. | willed away the nausea. Three
and a half hours left. Three and a half hours of this claustrophobic nightmare, barreling al ong
t hrough bl ackness, hanging on to a leaping flying carpet . . . and then what? | wi shed then that

had brought a weapon. It seened absurd at the tinme; no handgun woul d have given nme a chance

agai nst even a single Swiss Guard trooper-not even against a Home Guard irregul ar-but now | wi shed
| had sonething. | renoved the small hunting knife fromits |eather scabbard on ny belt, saw the
steel gleamin the flashlight beam and started | aughi ng.

This was absurd.

| set the knife back, dropped onto the mat, and tapped in the "resune" code. The hawki ng nmat
stiffened, rose, and lurched into violent nmotion. | was goi ng sonmewhere fast.

_:o:-***-:o:_

Fat her Captain De Soya sees the huge shape for an instant before it is gone, and the scream ng
begins. Dr. Chatkra steps toward the retreating child, blocking de Soya's view, there is a rush of
air tangible even within the wind roar all around, and the doctor's helneted head is rolling and
bounci ng past de Soya's boots.

"Mt her of God," he whispers into his open nicrophone. Dr. Chatkra's body still stands. The girl -
Aenea-screans then, the sound al nost |ost under the howing sandstorm and as if the force of the
scream has acted upon Chatkra's body, the corpse falls to the stone. The nedic, Caf, shouts

sonmet hing unintelligible and unges for the girl. Again the dark blur, nmore sensed than seen, and
Caf's armis separated fromthe nmedic's body. Aenea runs toward the stairway. De Soya | unges at
the child but collides with some sort of huge, netallic statue made of barbs and razor wre.

Spi kes puncture his conbat arnor- inpossible!-but he feels the blood pouring fromhalf a dozen

nm nor wounds. -

"No!" screans the girl again. "Stop! | conmand you!"

The three-meter netal statue turns in slow nmotion. De Soya has a confused inpression of blazing
red eyes staring down at the girl, and then the metal scul pture is gone. The father-captain takes
a step toward the child, still wanting to reassure her as well as capture her, but his left |eg
goes out fromunder him and he goes to his right knee on the broad stone step

The girl cones to him touches his shoul der, and whi spers- sonehow audi bly above the wind how and
the worse howing of people in pain coning over his earphones-"It will be all right."

Fat her Captain de Soya's body is suffused with well-being, his mind is filled with joy. He weeps.
The girl is gone. A huge figure |oons over him and de Soya clenches his fists, tries to rise,
knowing that it is futile-that the creature has returned to kill him

"Easy!" shouts Sergeant Gregorius. The big nan hel ps de Soya to his feet. The father-captain
cannot stand-his left leg is bleeding and usel ess-so Gregorius holds himin one giant armwhile he
sweeps the area with his energy | ance.

"Don't shoot!" shouts de Soya. "The girl ..."

"CGone," says Sergeant Gregorius. He fires. A spike of pure energy |lashes into the crackling swrl
of sand. "Dam!" Gegorius lifts the father-captain over his arnored shoul der. The screans on the
net are growing wilder.

_:O:_***_:O:_
My chronometer and conpass tell me that | am al nost there. Nothing el se suggests that. | amstil
flying blind, still hanging on to the lurching hawking mat as it selects which branch of the

file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt (48 of 238) [1/15/03 6:05:43 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt

endl ess Labyrinth to hurtle down. | have had little sense of the tunnels clinbing toward the
surface, but, then, |I have had little sense of anything except vertigo and cl austrophobi a.
For the last two hours | have worn ny night-vision glasses and illumnated our flight path with

the flashlight laser at its widest setting. At three hundred klicks per hour, the rock walls rush
by with alarming rapidity. But rather that than darkness.

| amstill wearing the goggles when the first |ight appears and blinds me. | sweep off the

gl asses, stow themin a vest pocket, and blink away afterinages. The hawking mat is hurtling ne
toward a rectangle of pure light.

I renenber the old poet saying that the Third Cave Tonb had been closed for nore than two and a
hal f centuries. Al of the Tinme Tonbs on Hyperion had their portals sealed after the Fall, but the
Third Cave Tonb actually had a wall of rock sealing it off fromthe Labyrinth behind the cl osed
portal. For hours now | had half expected to barrel into that wall of rock at al nost three hundred
klicks per hour.

The square of light grows rapidly. | realize that the tunnel has been clinbing for sone tine,
rising to the surface here. | lie full-length on the hawking mat, feeling it slow as it reaches
the end of its programmed flight plan. "Good work, old man," | say aloud, nearing nmy voice for the

first time since the shouting interlude three and a half hours ago.
| set my hand over the acceleration threads, afraid to let the mat slow to a wal ki ng pace here

where | ambound to be a sitting duck. | had said that it would take a mracle to keep from bei ng
shot by the Swiss Guard; the poet had promised me one. It is tine.

Sand swirls in the tonb opening, covering the doorway like a dry waterfall. Is this the mracle?
hope not. Troopers can see through a sandstormeasily enough. | brake the mat to a stop just

within the doorway, pull a bandanna and sungl asses fromny pack, tie the scarf over ny nose and
mouth, lie full-length on ny belly again, set ny fingers over the flight designs, and punch the
accel eration threads.

The hawking mat flies through the doorway and into open air

I jink hard right, rising and dropping the mat in a wild evasive pattern, knowi ng even as | do so
that such efforts are usel ess agai nst autotargeting. It does not matter-ny urge to stay alive
overrides ny |ogic.

I cannot see. The stormis so wild that everything two neters beyond the | eading edge of the mat
is obscured. This is insane . . . the old poet and |I never discussed the possibility of a
sandstorm here. | can't even tell ny altitude.

Suddenly a razor-sharp flying buttress passes |ess than a nmeter beneath the hurtling carpet,
imediately | fly under another barbed netal strut, and | realize that | have al nost just collided

with the Shrike Palace. | am headed precisely the wong direction-south-when | need to be at the
north end of the Valley. | look at ny conpass, confirmny folly, and sw ng the hawki ng mat around.
Fromthe glinpse | had of the Shrike Palace, the mat is about twenty neters above ground | evel.

St oppi ng the carpet, feeling it rocked and buffeted by the wind, | lower it like an elevator unti

it touches wi ndswept stone. Then | raise it three nmeters, lock in that altitude, and nove due
north at little nore than a wal ki ng pace.

Wiere are the sol diers?

As if to answer my unspoken question, dark forms in battle arnmor hurtle by. | flinch as they fire
their baroque energy | ances and stubby flechette guns, but they are not firing at nme. They are
shooting over their shoulders. They are Swiss Guard and they are running. | had never heard of
such a thing.

Suddenly | realize that beneath the wind howl, the Valley is alive with human screans. | don't see
how this is possible- troopers would keep their helnets fastened and visors down in such a storm
But the screans are there. | can hear them

A jet or skinmer suddenly roars overhead, no nore than ten meters above me, its autoguns firing to
either side-l survive because | amdirectly beneath the thing-and | have to brake suddenly as the
storm ahead of ne is illunminated by a terrible blast of light and heat. The skinmer, jet,

what ever, has flown -directly into one of the tonbs ahead of nme. | guess that it is the Crysta
Monolith or the Jade Tonb.

More firing to nmy left. | fly right, then northwest again, trying to bypass the tonbs. Suddenly
there are screans to nmy right and directly ahead. Bolts of lancefire slash through the storm This
time someone is shooting at ne. Shooting and nissing? How can this be?

Not waiting for an answer, | drop the hawking mat |ike an express elevator. Slamming into the

ground, | roll aside, bolts of energy ionizing the air not twenty centineters above ny head. The
inertial conpass, still on a lanyard around nmy neck, punches ne in the face as | roll. There are
no boul ders to hide behind, no rocks; the sand is flat here. | try to dig a ditch with ny fingers

as the blue bolts crisscross the air over ny head. Flechette clouds flash overhead with their
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characteristic ripping sound. If | had been airborne now, the hawking mat and | would be in snall
tatters.

Sonet hi ng huge is standing not three neters fromne in the whipping sand. Its |legs are planted
wide. It looks Iike a giant in barbed conbat arnor-a giant with too nmany arns. A plasnma bolt
strikes it, outlining the spiked formfor an instant. The thing does not nelt or fall or fly
apart.

| mpossi bl e. Fucki ng i nmpossible. Part of nmy mind coolly notes that | amthinking in obscenities the
way | always have in conbat.

The huge shape is gone. There are nore screans to ny |left, explosions straight ahead. How the hel
am | supposed to find the kid in all this carnage? And if | do, howcan | find ny way to the Third
Cave Tonb? The idea-the Pl an-had been for ne to swoop Aenea up in the mracle distraction the old
poet had promised, nake a dash for the Third Cave again, and then punch in the final bit of
autopilot for the thirty-klick run for Chronos Keep on the edge of the Bridle Range, where A
Betti k and the spaceship would be waiting for me in ... three minutes.

Even in all this confusion, whatever the hell it is, there is no way that the orbital torchships
or ground-based AA batteries can mss sonething as big as the ship if it hangs around for nore
than the thirty seconds we'd allotted for it to be on the ground. This whole rescue nission is
screwed.

The earth shakes and a boomfills the Valley. Either sonething huge has bl own up-an amo dunp, at
| east-or something nmuch | arger than a skinmer has crashed. Awld red glowillum nates the entire
northern part of the Valley, blossons of flame visible even through the sandstorm Against that
glow I can see scores of arnored figures running, firing, flying, falling. One formis smaller
than the rest and is unarnored. The barbed giant is standing next to it. The snaller form stil
sil houetted against the fiery glow of pure destruction, is attacking the giant, pounding smal
fists agai nst barbs and spikes.

"Shit!" | crawl toward the hawking mat, cannot find it in the storm rub sand out of my eyes,
craw in a circle, and feel cloth under ny right palm In the seconds | have been off the mat, it
has become al nost buried beneath the sand. Digging like a frenzied dog, | unearth the flight

designs, activate the mat, and fly toward the fading glow. The two figures are no | onger visible,
but | have kept the presence of mnd to take a conpass reading. Two | ance bolts scorch the air-one
centinmeters above ny prone body, one mllinmeters under the nat.

"Shit! Goddamm!" | shout to no one in particular.

-=0=-***.=0=-

Fat her Captain De Soya is only sem conscious as he bounces al ong on Sergeant G egorius's arnored
shoul der. De Soya hal f senses other dark shapes running through the stormw th them occasionally
firing plasma bolts at unseen targets, and he wonders if this is the rest of Gegorius's squad.
Fadi ng in and out of awareness, he desperately w shes he could see the girl again, talk to her
Gregorius alnost runs into sonething, stops, orders his squad to close up. A scarab arnored
fighting vehicle has dropped its canmouflage shield and is sitting askew on a boulder. The left
track is mssing, and the barrels of the rear m niguns have been nelted like wax in a flanme. The
right eye blister is shattered and gapi ng.

"Here," pants Gregorius, and carefully |lowers Father Captain de Soya through the blister. A second
| ater the sergeant pulls hinself through, illumnnating the interior of the scarab with the torch
beam on his energy lance. The driver's seat |ooks as if sonmeone has spray-painted it red. The rear
bul kheads seemto have been spattered with random colors, rather |ike some absurd pre-Hegira
"abstract art" Father Captain de Soya once saw in a museum Only this netal canvas has been daubed
with human parts

Sergeant Gregorius pulls himdeeper into the tilted scarab and | eans the torchship captain agai nst
the | ower bul khead. Two other suited figures squeeze through the shattered blister

De Soya rubs blood and sand out of his eyes and says, "I'mall right." He had neant to say it in a
command tone, but his voice is weak, alnost childlike.

"Yessir," grows Gegorius. The sergeant is pulling his nmedkit from his beltpak

"I don't need that," de Soya says weakly. "The suit . . ." Al conbat suits have their own seal ant
and sem -intelligent doc liners. De Soya is sure that for such minor slash or puncture wounds, the
suit has already dealt with it. But now he | ooks down.

Hs left |eg has been all but severed. The inpact-proof, energy-resistant, omi polyner conbat
arnmor is hanging in shreds, like tattered rubber on a cheap tire. He can see the white of his
femur. The suit has tightened into a crude tourni quet around his upper thigh, saving his life, but
there are half a dozen serious puncture wounds in his chest arnor, and the nedlights on his chest
di splay are blinking red.

"Ah, Jesus," whispers Father Captain de Soya. It is a prayer
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"It's all right," says Sergeant G egorius, tightening his own tourniquet around the thigh. "Wl
be getting you to a nedic and then liftin' you to the ship's hospital in no tinme, sir." He | ooks
to the two suited figures crouched in exhaustion behind the front seats. "Kee? Rettig?”

"Yes, Sergeant?" The snaller of the two figures |ooks up

"Mellick and Ort?"

"Dead, Sergeant. The thing got them at the Sphinx."

"Stay on the net," says Sergeant Gregorius, and turns back to de Soya. The noncom renoves his
gauntl et and touches huge fingers to one of the |arger puncture wounds. "Does that hurt, sir?"
De Soya shakes his head. He cannot feel the touch

"Al'l right," says the sergeant, but he | ooks displeased. He begins calling on the tactical net.
"The girl," says Father Captain de Soya. "W have to find the girl."

"Yes, sir," says Gregorius, but continues calling on different channels. De Soya |istens now and
can hear the babble.

"Look out! Christ! It's coning back.
"St. Bonaventure! St. Bonaventure! You are venting into space! Say again, you are venting into

"Scorpion one-niner to any controller . . . Jesus . . . Scorpion one-niner, left engine out, any
controller . . . can't see the Valley . . . wll divert "

"Janmi el Jamie! Ch, CGod ..."

"CGet off the net! Crossdammit, maintain comdiscipline! Get off the fucking net!"

"Qur Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be Thy name ..."

"Watch the fucking . . . oh, shit . . . the fucking thing took a hit but ... shit ..."
"Multiple bogeys . . . say again . . . multiple bogeys . . . disregard fire control . . . there
are multiple ..." This is interrupted by screans.

"Conmand One, cone in. Conmand One, cone in."

Feel i ng consci ousness draining fromhimlike the blood pooling under his ruined | eg, de Soya flips
down his visors. The tactical display is garbage. He keys the tightbeam com channel to Barnes-
Avne's command skinmrer. "Commander, this is Father Captain de Soya. Conmander ?"

The Iine is no | onger operative.

"The Conmander is dead, sir," says Gregorius, pressing an adrenaline anpul e agai nst de Soya's bare
arm The father-captain has no nenory of his gauntlet and conbat arnmor being renoved. "I saw her
skimer go in on tactical before it all went to hell," continues the sergeant, wiring de Soya's
dangling leg to his upper thighbone |ike soneone tying down | oose cargo. "She's dead, sir. Col one
Bri deson's not responding. Captain Ranier's not answering fromthe torchship. The C-three ain't
answerin'."

De Soya fights to stay conscious. "Wat's happeni ng, Sergeant?"

Gregorius leans closer. H's visors are up, and de Soya sees for the first tine that the giant is a

bl ack man. "W had a phrase for this in the Marines before |I joined Swiss Guard, sir."
"Charlie Fox," says Father Captain de Soya, trying to smle.
"That's what you polite navy types call it," agrees Gregorius. He gestures the other two troopers

toward the broken blister. They crawm out. Gregorius lifts de Soya and carries himout like a
baby. "In the Marines, sir," continues the sergeant, not even breathing heavily, "we called it a
cluster fuck."

De Soya feels hinself fading. The sergeant sets himdown on the sand.

"You stay with ne, Captain! Goddammit, you hear ne? You stay with nme!" Gegorius is shouting.
"Wat ch your | anguage, Sergeant," says de Soya, feeling hinself sliding into unconsciousness but
unable and unwilling to do anything about it. "lI'ma priest, renmenber. . . . Taking the nane of
God invainis a nortal sin." The blackness is closing in, and Father Captain de Soya does not
know i f he has said the | ast sentence al oud or not.

15

Since | was a boy on the noors, standing apart to watch snoke fromthe peat fires rise fromwthin
the protective ring of circled caravans, waiting for the stars to appear, then seeing themcold
and indifferent in the deepening lapis sky and wondering about ny future while waiting for the
call that would bring me in to warnth and dinner, | have had a sense of the irony of things. So
many i nmportant things pass quickly w thout being understood at the tinme. So many powerful noments
are buried beneath the absurd. | sawthis as a child. | have seen it throughout ny life since

t hen.

Flying toward the fading orange Iight of the explosion, |I suddenly canme across the child, Aenea.
My first glinpse had been of two figures, the snall one attacking the huge one, but when | arrived
a nmonent l|ater, sand how ing and rasping around the bobbi ng hawki ng mat, there was only the girl
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This is the way we | ooked to each other at that nonent: the girl with an expression of shock and
anger, eyes red and narrowed agai nst the sand or fromher fury at sonething, her small fists

cl enched, her shirt and | oose sweater flapping like wild banners in the wi nd, her shoul der-Iength
hai r-brown but with blond streaks that | would notice later-nmatted and bl owi ng, her cheeks
streaked with the nuddy path of tears and snot, her rubber-soled, canvas kid's shoes totally

i nappropriate to the adventure upon which she'd enbarked, and her cheap backpack hangi ng from one
shoul der; | nust have been a wilder, |ess sane sight-a bul ky, muscled, not-very-bright-1ooking
twenty-seven-year-old lying flat on ny belly on a flying carpet, my face largely obscured by the
bandanna and dark gl asses, ny short hair filthy and spiked in the wind, my pack al so | ashed over
one shoul der, ny vest and trousers filthy with sand and gri ne.

The girl's eyes widened in recognition, but it took only a second for me to realize that she was
recogni zi ng the hawki ng nat, not ne.

"Get on!" | shouted. Arnored forns ran by, firing as they went. O her shadows |ooned in the storm
The girl ignored ne, turning away as if to find the shape she had been attacking. | noticed then
that her fists were bl eeding. "Goddamm him" she was shouting, al nost weeping. "God-danm him"
These were the first words | heard our messiah utter

"Get on!" | shouted again, and began to disnobunt fromthe hawking nmat to seize her

Aenea turned, |ooked at me for the first time, and-sonehow clearly over the rasping sandstorm
sai d, "Take that mask off."

| remenbered the bandanna. Lowering it, | spit sand as red nud.
As if satisfied, the girl stepped closer and junped onto the mat. Now we were both sitting on the
hovering, bobbing carpet -the girl behind nme, our backpacks squeezed between us. | tugged the

bandanna back up and shouted, "Hang on to ne!"

She ignored nme and gripped the edges of the mat.

| hesitated a nonent, tugging ny sleeve back to study my wist chrononeter. Less than two m nutes
remai ned before the ship was scheduled to performits touch-and-go at Chronos Keep. | couldn't
even find the entrance to the Third Cave Tonb in that tine-perhaps | could never find it in this
carnage. As if to underline that point, a tracked scarab suddenly plowed over a dune, al nost
grinding us under its treads before it wheeled left, guns firing at sonething out of sight to the
east .

"Hang on!" | shouted again, and keyed the mat to full acceleration, gaining altitude as | went,
wat chi ng ny conpass and concentration on flying north until we left the Valley. This was no tine
to crash into a cliff wall.

A great stone wi ng passed under us. "Sphinx!" | shouted back to the girl huddling behind nme. I
realized in an instant how stupid this comment was-she had just come fromthat tonb.

Guessing our altitude to be several hundred meters, | leveled off and increased our speed. The
deflection shield cane on, but sand still whirled around us within the nacelle of trapped air. "W
shouldn't hit anything at this altitu-" | began, shouting over ny shoul der again, but was
interrupted by the | oom ng shape of a skinmer flying directly at us in the stormcloud. | did not
have tine to react, but sonmehow | did, diving the mat so quickly that only the containnment field
held us in place, the shape of the skinmer passing over us with less than a neter to spare. The
little hawking mat tunbled and twisted in the nonster machine's |ift-wake.

"Heck and spit," said Aenea behind me. "Hell and shit."

It was the second utterance | heard from our messiah-to- be.

Leveling off again, | peered over the edge of the mat, trying to nmake out anything on the ground
It was folly to be flying so high-certainly every tactical sensor, detector, radar, and targeting
imger in the area was tracking us. Except for the taste of chaos we had |left behind, | had no

i dea why they hadn't fired at us yet. Unless ... | |ooked over ny shoul der again. The girl was

| eaning close to nmy back, shielding her face fromthe stinging sand.

"Are you all right?" | called

She nodded, her forehead touching nmy back. | had the sense that she was crying, but | could not be
sure.

"I'"'m Raul Endymion," | shout ed.

"Endym on," she said, pulling her head back. Her eyes were red, but dry. "Yes."

"You're Aenea . . ."I| stopped. | could not think of anything intelligent to say. Checking the
conmpass, | adjusted our direction of flight and hoped that our altitude was sufficient to clear
the dunes here beyond the Valley. Wthout nuch hope, | |ooked up, wondering if the plasma trail of
the ship would be visible through the storm | saw not hi ng.

"Uncle Martin sent you," said the girl. It was not a question

"Yes," | shouted back. "We're going . . . well, the ship ... I'd arranged for it to neet us at

Chronos Keep, but we're |ate.
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A bolt of lightning ripped the clouds not thirty neters to our right. Both the child and

flinched and ducked. To this day | do not knowif it was a |ightning discharge or someone shooting
at us. For the hundredth tinme on this endless day, | cursed the crudeness of this ancient flying
devi ce-no speed indicators, no altimeter. The wind roar beyond the deflection field suggested that
we were traveling at full speed, but with no guidepoints except the shifting curtains of cloud, it
was inmpossible to tell. It was as bad as hurtling through the Labyrinth, but at |east there the
aut opi | ot program had been dependable. Here, even with the entire Swiss Guard after us, | would
have to decelerate soon: the Bridl e Range of nmountains with their vertical cliffs [ay somewhere
dead ahead. At al nost three hundred klicks per hour, we should reach the nountains and the Keep
within six mnutes. | had checked ny chrononeter when we accel erated, now | glanced at it again.
Four and a half minutes. According to maps | had studied, the desert ended abruptly at the Bridle
Ciffs. | would give it another minute.

Thi ngs happened simul t aneously then

Suddenly we were out of the dust storm it did not taper off, we just flew out of it the way one
woul d emerge fromunder a blanket. At that second | saw that we were pitched slightly down -or the
ground here was rising-and that we were going to strike some huge boul ders within seconds.

Aenea shouted. | ignored her, tweaked the control designs with both hands, we lifted over the

boul ders with enough g-force to press us heavily against the hawking mat, and at that instant both
the child and | saw that we were twenty nmeters fromthe cliff face and flying into it. There was
no tine to stop

Theoretically, I knew, Shol okov's design for the hawking mat allowed it to fly vertically, the

i nci pi ent contai nnent field keeping the passenger-theoretically, his beloved niece-fromtunbling
of f backward. Theoretically.

It was tine to test the theory.

Aenea's arms canme around ny midsection as we accelerated into a ninety-degree clinb. The nmat took
all of the twenty neters of free space to initiate the clinb, and by the tine we were verti cal

the granite of the rock face was centineters "beneath" us. Instinctively, | leaned full forward
and grabbed the rigid front of the carpet, trying not to |ean on the flight-control designs as |
did so. Equally instinctively, Aenea |eaned forward and increased her bear hug on nmy nidsection
The effect was that | could not breathe for the minute or so it took the carpet to clear the top
of the cliffs. I tried not to | ook back over ny shoul der during the duration of the clinb. A
thousand or nore neters of open space directly beneath ne m ght have been nore than my overworked
nerves coul d stand.

W reached the top of the cliffs-suddenly there were stairs carved there, stone terraces,
gargoyles-and | |evel ed the carpet.

The Swi ss Guard had set up observation posts, detector stations, and antiaircraft batteries here
along the terraces and bal conies on the east side of Chronos Keep. The castle itself- carved out
of the stone of the nountain-looned nore than a hundred nmeters above us, its overhanging turrets
and hi gher bal conies directly above us. There were nore Swiss Guard on these flat areas.

Al of themwere dead. Their bodies, still clad in inperneable inpact arnor, were sprawled in the
unm st akabl e attitudes of death. Sone were grouped together, their lacerated forns |looking as if a
pl asma bomb had expl oded in their mdst.

But Pax body arnor could withstand a plasma grenade at that distance. These corpses had been

shr edded.

"Don't look," | called over ny shoul der, slow ng the mat as we banked around the south end of the
Keep. It was too late. Aenea stared with wi de eyes.

"Dam himl" she cried again.

"Dam who?" | asked, but at that nonent we flew out over the garden area on the south end of the
Keep and saw what was there. Burning scarabs and an overturned skinmer littered the |andscape.
More bodies lay thrown |ike toys scattered by a vicious child. A CPB |ancet, its beans capabl e of
reaching to low orbit, lay shattered and burning by an ornanmental hedge.

The Consul's ship hovered on a tail of blue plasma sixty nmeters above the central fountain. Steam
billowed up and around it. A Bettik stood at the open air-1lock door and beckoned us on

| flewus directly into the air lock, so quickly that the android had to | eap aside and we
actually skittered down the polished corridor.

"Co!" | shouted, but either A Bettik had already given the comuand or the ship did not require
it. Inertial conpensators kept us from being snmashed to jelly as the ship accel erated, but we
could hear the fusion reaction-drive roar, hear the scream of atnosphere from beyond the hull, as

the Consul's spaceship clinbed away from Hyperi on and entered space again for the first tinme in
two centuries.
16
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How | ong have | been unconsci ous?" Father Captain de Soya is gripping the tunic of the nedic.

"Uh . . . thirty, forty mnutes, sir," said the nedic, attenpting to pull his shirt free. He does
not succeed.

"Where am | ?" De Soya feels the pain now It is very intense-centered in his leg but radiating
everywher e-but bearable. He ignores it.

"Aboard the St. Thonmas Akira, Father sir." "The troopship . . ." De Soya feels |ight-headed
unconnected. He | ooks down at his leg, now freed fromits tourniquet. The lower leg is attached to
the upper only by fragnents of nuscle and tissue. He realizes that Gregorius nmust have given hima
pai nkiller-insufficient to block such a torrent of agony, but enough to give himthis narcotic

hi gh. "Dam."

"I"'mafraid that the surgeons are going to anputate,” says the medic. "The surgeries are working
overtime. You're next, though, sir. W've been carrying out triage and ..."

De Soya realizes that he is still gripping the young nedic's tunic. He releases it. "No." "Excuse
me, Father sir?"

"You heard ne. There'll be no surgery until |I've met with the captain of the St. Thomas Akira."
"But sir . . . Father sir . . . you'll die if you don't "

"I'"ve died before, son." De Soya fights off a wave of giddiness. "Did a sergeant bring ne to the
shi p?"

"Yessir."

"I's he still here?"

"Yes, Father sir, the sergeant was receiving stitches for wounds that ..."
"Send himin here imediately."

"But, Father sir, your wounds require ..
De Soya | ooks at the young nedic's rank. "Ensign?"

"Yessir?"

"You saw t he papal diskey?" De Soya has checked; the platinumtenplate still hangs fromthe
unbr eakabl e chai n around his neck

"Yes, Father sir, that's what led us to prioritize your

"Upon pain of execution . . . and worse . . . upon pain of excommunication, shut up and send the
sergeant in inmediately, Ensign."”
Gregorius is out of his battle arnor, but is still huge. The father-captain | ooks at the bandages

and tenmporary doc paks on the big man's body and realizes that the sergeant had been badly wounded
even as he was carrying de Soya out of danger. He nmakes a note to respond to that sonetinme-not

now. "Sergeant!"

Gregorius snaps to attention

"Bring the captain of this ship here imediately. Quickly, before | black out again.”
_:o:_***_:o:_

The captain of the St. Thomas Akira is a mddl e-aged Lusian, as short and powerful |ooking as all
Lusians. He is perfectly bald but sports a neatly trinmed gray beard.

"Fat her Captain de Soya, | am Captain Lenpriere. Things are very hectic now, sir. The surgeons
assure ne that you require i mediate attention. How can | be of hel p?"

"Tell me the situation, Captain." De Soya has not met the captain before, but they have spoken on
tightbeam He hears the deference in the troopship captain's voice. Qut of the corner of his eye
de Soya sees Sergeant Gregorius excusing hinself fromthe room "Stay, Sergeant. Captain? The
situation?"

Lenpriere clears his throat. "Comrander Barnes-Avne is dead. As far as we can tell, about half of
the Swiss Guard in the Valley of the Time Tonbs are al so dead. Thousands of other casualties are
pouring in. W have nmedics on the ground setting up nobile surgical centers, and we are ferrying
the nost severely wounded here for urgent care. The dead are being recovered and tagged for
resurrection upon return to Renai ssance Vector."

"Renai ssance Vector?" De Soya feels as if he is floating within the confined space of the surgica
prep room He is floating-within the confines of the gurney restraints. "What the hell happened to
the gravity, Captain?"

Lenpriere snmles wanly. "The contai nnent field was damaged during the battle, sir. As for

Renai ssance Vector . . . well, it was our staging area, sir. Standing orders call for us to return
there after the mssion is conpleted.”

De Soya | aughs, stopping only when he hears hinmself. It is not a totally sane | augh. "Wo says our
m ssion is conpleted, Captain? Wiat battle are we tal ki ng about ?"

Captain Lenpriere glances at Sergeant Gregorius. The Swiss Guard does not break his fixed, at-
attention stare at the bul khead. ' 'The support and covering craft in orbit were al so deci mated,
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sir."

"Deci mat ed?" The pain is making de Soya angry. "That means one in ten, Captain. Are ten percent of
ship's personnel on the casualty list?"

"No, sir," says Lenpriere, "nore like sixty percent. Captain Ranirez of the St. Bonaventure is
dead, as is his executive officer. My own first is dead. Half the crew of the St. Anthony have not
answered roll."

"Are the ships damaged?" demands Fat her Captain de Soya. He knows that he has only a minute or two
of consciousness . . . and perhaps life . . . left.

"There was an explosion on the St. Bonaventure. At least half the conpartnents aft of the CIC
vented to space. The drive is intact. "

De Soya closes his eyes. As a torchship captain hinself, he knows that opening the craft to space
is the penultimate nightnmare. The ultinmate nightrmare was the inplosion of the Hawking core itself,
but at least that indignity woul d be instantaneous. Having a hull breached across so nany of the
ship's areas was-like this shattered | eg-a slow, painful path to death.

"The St. Anthony?"

"Damaged, but operable, sir. Captain Sati is alive and ..
"The girl?" demands de Soya. "Wuwere is she?" Black spots dance in the periphery of his vision, and
the cloud of them grows.

"Grl?" says Lenpriere. Sergeant Gegorius says sonmething to the captain that de Soya does not
hear. There is a loud buzzing in his ears.

"Ch, yes," says Lenpriere, "the acquisition objective. Evidently a ship retrieved her fromthe
surface and is accelerating toward C plus translation. "

"A ship!" De Soya fights away unconsci ousness with a sheer effort of will. "Were the hell did a
ship cone fronk"

Gregorius speaks w thout breaking his staring match with the bul khead. "Fromthe planet, sir. From
Hyperion. During the . . . during the Charlie Fox event, the ship skipped through the atnosphere,
set down at the castle . . . Chronos Keep, sir ... and plucked the kid and whoever was flying her-

"Flying her?" interrupts de Soya. It is hard to hear through the grow ng buzz.

"Some sort of one-person EWMV," says the sergeant. "Although why it works, the tech boffins don't
know. Anyway, this ship got 'em got past the COP during the carnage, and is spinning up to
translation."

"Carnage," repeats de Soya stupidly. He realizes that he is drooling. He wipes his chin with the
back of his hand, trying not to | ook down at the remmants of his | eg as he does so. "Carnage. Wat
caused it? Wio were we fighting?"

"W don't know, sir," answers Lenpriere. "It was like the old days . . . Hegenony Force days when
the junptroops cane in by farcaster portal, sir. | nmean, thousands of arnored . . . things
appear ed, everywhere, at the sane second, sir. | mean, the battle only lasted five mnutes. There

wer e thousands of them And then they were gone."

De Soya is straining to hear this through the gathering darkness and the roaring in his ears, but
t he words nmake no sense. "Thousands? O what? Gone where?"

Gregorius steps forward and | ooks down at the father-captain. "Not thousands, sir. Just one. The
sShrike. "

"That's a legend . . . ," begins Lenpriere.

"Just the Shrike," continues the huge black man, ignoring the troopship captain. "It killed nost
of the Swiss Guard and half the regular Pax troops on Equus, downed all of the Scorpion fighters,
took two torchships of the line out of business, killed everyone aboard the C-three ship, left his
calling card here, and was gone in under thirty seconds. Total. All the rest was our guys shooting
each other in panic. The Shrike."

"Nonsense!" shouts Lempriere, his bare scalp growing red with agitation. "That's a fantasy, a tal
tale, and a heresy at that! \Watever struck us today was no . "

"Shut up," says de Soya. He feels as if he is |looking and tal king down a |ong, dark tunnel

What ever he has to say, he nust say quickly. "Listen . . . Captain Lenpriere ... on ny authority,
on papal authority, authorize Captain Sati to take the survivors of the St. Bonaventure aboard the
St. Anthony to round out the crew. Order Sati to followthe girl . . . the spacecraft bearing the
girl . . . followit to spinup, to fix its translation coordinates, and to follow ..."

"But, Father Captain . . . ," begins Lenpriere.

"Listen," shouts de Soya over the waterfall noise in his ears. He can no | onger see anythi ng but
dancing spots. "Listen . . . order Captain Sati to follow that ship anywhere . . . even if it
takes a lifetine . . . and to capture the girl. That is his prinme and total directive. Capture the

girl and return her to Pacem Gegorius?"
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"Yes, sir."

"Don't let themoperate on me, Sergeant. |Is my courier ship still intact?"

"The Raphael ? Yes, sir. It was enpty during the battle, the Shrike didn't touch it."
"I's Hroshe . . . ny dropship pilot . . . still around?"

"No, sir. He was killed."

De Soya can barely hear the sergeant's boom ng voice over the |ouder boonming. "Requisition a pilot
and shuttle, Sergeant. Get nme, you, and the rest of your squad-'

"Just two nen now, sir.'

"Listen. Get the four of us to the Raphael. The ship will know what to do. Tell it that we're
going to followthe girl . . . the ship . . . and the St. Anthony. \Werever those ships go, we go.
Ser geant ?"

"Yes, Father Captain!"

"You and your men are born again, aren't you?"

"Yes, Father Captain!"

"Well, prepare to be born again for real, Sergeant." "But your leg . . . ," says Captain Lenpriere
fromvery, very far away. His voice Doppler-shifts as it recedes

"I'"ll be reunited with it when I"'mresurrected," nmutters Father Captain de Soya. He wants to cl ose
his eyes to say a prayer now, but he does not have to close his eyes to shut out the light -the
darkness around himis absolute. Into that roaring and buzzing, not knowing if anyone can hear him
or if he is really speaking, he says, "Quickly, Sergeant. Now "

17

Now, writing this so many years later, | had thought it would be difficult to remenber Aenea as a
child. It is not. My nenories are so full of later years, later inmages-rich sunlight on the
worman' s body as we floated anong the branches of the orbital forest, the first tine we nmade | ove
in zero-gravity, strolling with her along the hangway wal kways of Hsuan-k'ung Su with the rose-red
cliffs of Hua Shan catching the rich |ight above us -that | had worried that those earlier
menories would be too insubstantial. They are not. Nor have | given in to the inpulse to | eap
ahead to the later years, despite ny fear that this narrative will be interrupted at any second

with the quantum nmechani cal hiss of Schrodinger's poison gas. | will wite what | can wite. Fate
will determne the ending point of this narrative.

A. Bettik led the way up the spiral staircase to the roomwith a piano as we roared up into space.
The containnent field kept the gravity constant, despite the wild acceleration, but still there
was a wild sense of exhilaration in ne-although perhaps it was just the aftermath of so nuch
adrenaline in so little tine. The child was dirty, disheveled, and still upset.

"'1 want to see where we are," she said. "Please." The ship conplied by turning the wall beyond
the holopit into a window. The continent of Equus receded bel ow, the face of the horse obscured by
red dust cloud. To the north, where clouds covered the pole, the linb of Hyperion arced into a
distinct curve. Wthin a mnute the entire world was a globe, two of the three continents visible
beneat h scattered cloud, the Great South Sea a breathtaking blue while the Nine Tails archipel ago
was surrounded by the green of shallows, and then the world shrank, becane a bl ue-and-red-and-
white sphere, and fell behind. W were leaving in a hurry.

"Where are the torchships?" | asked the android. "They should have chal |l enged us by now. O bl own
us to bits."

"The ship and | were nonitoring their w deband channels," said A Bettik. "They were .
preoccupi ed. "

"I don't understand," | said, pacing the rimof the holopit, too agitated to sit in the deep
cushions. "That battle . . . who ..."

"The Shrike," said Aenea, and really | ooked at me for the first time. "Mdther and | hoped it would
not happen like that, but it did. I amso sorry. So terribly sorry."

Real i zing that the girl probably had not heard ne in the storm | paused in ny pacing, dropped to
the arm of the couch, and said, "W didn't have nmuch of an introduction. |I'm Raul Endynion."

The girl's eyes were bright. Despite the nud and grit on her cheek, | could see the fairness of
her conplexion. "I renenber," she said. "Endymion, |ike the poem"

"Poen?" | said. "I don't know about a poem It's Endymion like the old city."

She smiled. "I only know the poem because ny father wote it. How fitting of Uncle Martin to

choose a hero with such a nane.”

| squirmed at hearing the word "hero." This whol e endeavor was turning out to be absurd enough

wi t hout that.

The girl held out her small hand. "Aenea," she said. "But you know that."

Her fingers were cool in ny palm "The old poet said that you had changed your name a few tinmes."
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Her smile lingered. "And will again, | wager." She withdrew her hand and then offered it to the
androi d. "Aenea. O phan of tine."

A. Bettik shook her hand nore gracefully than | had, bowed deeply, and introduced hinself. "I am
at your service, M Lam a," he said.

She shook her head. "My nother is ... was . . . M Lanmia. |I'mjust Aenea." She noticed ny change
in expression. "You know of my nother?"

"She is famous," | said, blushing slightly for some reason. "All of the Hyperion pilgrinms are.

Legendary, actually. There is this poem epic oral tale, actually ..
Aenea | aughed. "Ch, God, Uncle Martin finished his damm Cantos."

| admit that | was shocked. My face nust have shown it. I'mglad | was not playing poker this
particul ar norni ng.

"Sorry," said Aenea. "Qbviously the old satyr's scribblings have beconme sone sort of priceless
cultural heritage. He's still alive? Uncle Martin, | mean."

"Yes, M . . . yes, M Aenea," said A Bettik. "I have had the privil ege of serving your uncle for
over a century."

The girl nade a face. "You nust be a saint, M Bettik."

"A. Bettik, M Aenea," he said. "And no, | amno saint. Merely an adnirer and | ong acquai ntance of
your uncle."
Aenea nodded. "I nmet a few androids when we would fly up from Jacktown to visit Uncle Martin in

the Poet's City, but not you. Mdre than a century, you say. Wat year is it?"

| told her.

"Well, we got that part right, at least," she said, and fell silent, staring at the holo of the
recedi ng world. Hyperion was only a spark now.

"You've really come fromthe past?" | said. It was a stupid question, but | wasn't feeling
especially bright that norning.

Aenea nodded. "Uncle Martin nust have told you."

"Yes. You're fleeing the Pax."

She | ooked up. Her eyes were bright with unshed tears. "The Pax? Is that what they call it?"

I blinked at that. The thought of soneone being unfam liar with the concept of the Pax shook ne.
This was real. "Yes," | said

"So the Church does run everything now?"

"Wll, in awy," | said. | explained the role of the Church in the conplex entity that was the
Pax.

"They run everything," concluded Aenea. "W thought it might go that way. My dreans got that
right, too."

"Your dreans?"

"Never mnd," said Aenea. She stood, |ooked around the room and wal ked to the Steinway. Her
fingers picked out a few notes on the keyboard. "And this is the Consul's ship."

"Yes," said the ship, "although | have only vague nenories of the gentleman. Did you know hi nP"
Aenea smled, her fingers still trailing across the keys. "No. My nother did. She gave hima
present of that-'' She pointed to the sand-covered hawki ng mat where it lay near the staircase.
"When he |l eft Hyperion after the Fall. He was going back to the Wb. He didn't return during ny
tine."

"He never did," said the ship. "As | say, ny nenories have been damaged, but | am sure that he
di ed sonewhere there." The ship's soft voice changed, becane nore businesslike. "W were hail ed
upon | eaving the atnosphere, but have not been chall enged or pursued since then. W have cleared

cislunar space and will be out of Hyperion's critical gravity well within ten mnutes. | need to
set course for spinup. Instructions, please."
| looked at the girl. "The Qusters? That's where the old poet said you'd want to go."

"I changed ny mind," said Aenea. "What's the nearest inhabited world, Ship?"

"Parvati. One-point-two-eight parsecs. Six and a half days shiptine transit. Three nonths ti me-
debt . "

"Was Parvati part of the Wb?" asked the girl.

A. Bettik answered. "No. Not at the tinme of the Fall."

"What's the nearest old Wb world, traveling fromParvati?" said Aenea.

"Renai ssance Vector," said the ship inmediately. "It is an additional ten days shiptine, five
mont hs ti me-debt."

I was frowning. "I don't know," | said. "The hunters . . . | nmean, offworlders | used to work for
usual Iy canme from Renai ssance Vector. It's a big Pax world. Busy. Lots of ships and troops there,
| think."

"But it's the closest Web worl d?" said Aenea. "It used to have farcasters."”
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"Yes," said the ship and A Bettik at the same nonent.

"Set course for Renai ssance Vector by way of Parvati System" said Aenea.

"It would be a shiptine day and two weeks of tine-debt quicker to junmp directly to Renai ssance
Vector, if that is our destination," advised the shinp.

"I know," said Aenea, "but | want to go by way of Parvati System" She nmust have seen the question
in ny eyes, for she said, "They'll be followi ng us, and | don't want themto know the rea
destinati on when we spin up out of this system"

"They are not in pursuit now, " said A Bettik.

"l know," said Aenea. "But they will be in a few hours. Then and for the rest of ny life." She

| ooked back at the holopit as if the ship's persona resided there. "Carry out the comand,

pl ease. "

The stars shifted on the hol odi splay as the ship obeyed. "Twenty-seven minutes to translation
point for Parvati System" it said. "Still no challenge or pursuit, although the torch-ship St
Ant hony is under way, as is the troopship.”

"What about the other torchship?" | said. "The . . . what was it? The St. Bonaventure."

"Common band conmuni cations traffic and sensors show that it is open to space and emitting

di stress signals," said the ship. "The St. Anthony is responding."

"My God," | whispered. "What was it, an Quster attack?"

The girl shook her head and wal ked away fromthe piano. "Just the Shrike. My father warned ne.

." She fell silent.

"The Shrike?" It was the android who spoke. "To ny knowl edge, in |legend and the old records, the
creature called the Shrike never left Hyperion-usually staying in the area within a few hundred
kil oneters around the Tine Tonbs."

Aenea dropped back into the cushions. Her eyes were still red and she | ooked tired. "Yeah, well,
he's wandering farther afield now, |'mafraid. And if Father is right, it's just the beginning."
"The Shrike hasn't been seen or heard fromfor alnost three hundred years," | said.

The girl nodded, distracted. "I know. Not since the tonmbs opened right before the Fall." She

| ooked up at the android. "Gosh, I'mstarved. And filthy."

"I will help the ship prepare lunch," said A Bettik. "There are showers upstairs in the master
bedroom and on the fugue deck bel ow us," he said. "Also a bath in the master bedroom™

"That's where |'m headed," said the girl. "I'll be down before we nmake the quantum junp. See you
intwenty mnutes.” On her way to the stairs she stopped and took my hand again. "Raul Endyni on
I"msorry if | seemungrateful. Thank you for risking your life for me. Thank you for comng with
me on this trip. Thank you for getting into something so big and conplicated that neither one of
us can i magi ne where we're going to end up."

"You're welconme," | said stupidly.

The child grinned at nme. "You need a shower, too, friend. Soneday we'll take it together, but
right now !l think you should use the one on the fugue deck."

Bl i nki ng, not knowi ng what to think, | watched her bounce up the stairs.

18

Fat her Captain de Soya awakens in a resurrection creche aboard the Raphael. He had been allowed to
nane t he archangel -cl ass ship. Raphael is the archangel in charge of finding | ost |oves.

He has been reborn only twi ce before, but each tinme there had been a priest there to greet him to
give himthe cerenonial sip of sacranental wine fromthe cup and then the customary gl ass of
orange juice. There had been resurrection experts there to talk to him explain things to him
until his befuddl ed mnd began to work again.

This time there are only the claustrophobic, curved walls of the resurrection creche. Telltales
blink and readouts share lines of print and synbols. De Soya cannot read yet. He feels |lucky to be
thinking at all. He sits up and dangles his | egs over the edge of the resurrection bed.

My legs. | have two of them He is naked, of course, his skin pink and gleam ng in the strange,

par boi | ed wetness of the resurrection tank, and now he feels his ribs, his abdonen, his left |eg-
all the places slashed and ruined by the denbn. He is perfect. There is no sign of the terrible
wound that had separated his leg fromhis body. "Raphael ?"

"Yes, Father Captain?" The voice is angelic, which is to say, totally devoid of sexual identity.
De Soya finds it soot hing.

"Where are we?"

"Parvati System Father Captain."”

"The ot hers?" De Soya has only the foggiest nmenory of Sergeant Gregorius and his two surviving
squad nmenbers. No nenory of boarding the courier ship with them

"Bei ng awakened as we speak, Father Captain."
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"How much tine has passed?"

"Just a bit less than four days since the sergeant brought you aboard, Father Captain. The
enhanced junp was carried out within the hour of your installation in the resurrection creche. W
have been station-keeping ten AUs fromthe world of Parvati, as per your instructions via Sergeant
Gregorius, for the three days of your resurrection.'

De Soya nods his understanding. Even that slight notion is painful. Every cell in his body aches
fromresurrection. But the pain is a healthy ache, unlike the terrible pain of his wounds. "Have
you contacted the Pax authorities on Parvati ?"

"No, Father Captain."”

"Good." Parvati had been a renbte colony world during the days of the Hegenony; nowit is a renote
Pax colony. It holds no interstellar spacecraft-Pax mlitary or Mercantilus-and only a snall
mlitary contingent and a few crude interplanetary ships. If the girl was going to be captured in
this system the Raphael would have to do the capturing.

"Update on the girl's ship?" he says.

"The unidentified spacecraft spun up two hours and ei ghteen m nutes before we did," said Raphael
"The transl ation coordi nates were undoubtedly for Parvati System Arrival tinme for the
unidentified ship is approxinmately two nonths, three weeks, two days, and seventeen hours."
"Thank you," says de Soya. "Wen G egorius and the others are revived and dressed, have them neet
me in the situation room"

"Yes, Father Captain."”

"Thank you," he says again. He thinks, Two nonths, three weeks, two days . . . Mdther of Mercy,
what am | going to do for alnost three nonths in this backwater systenf? Perhaps he had not thought
through this clearly. Certainly he had been distracted by trauma, pain, and drugs. But the next
near est Pax system was Renai ssance Vector, which was ten days shiptine travel from Parvati, five
nmonths time-debt-three and a half days and two nonths after the girl's ship would arrive from
Hyperion System No, he might not have been thinking clearly -he is not now, he realizes-but he
had made the right decision. Better to conme here and think things over.

/[ could junp to Pacem Ask for instructions directly fromPax Conmand . . . fromthe Pope, even.
Recuperate for two and a half nonths and junp back here with tine to spare.

De Soya shakes his head, grinaces fromthe disconfort of doing so. He has his instructions.
Capture the girl and return her to Pacem Returning to the Vatican would be only an adni ssion of
failure. Perhaps they would send sonmeone el se. During the preflight briefing, Captain Marget W
had made it clear that the Raphael was uni que-the only arned, six-person archangel -cl ass courier
ship in existence-and al though another night have conme on-line in the nonths of time-debt that
have el apsed since he left Pacem there is little sense in returning now If Raphael was still the
only arned archangel, all de Soya could do would be add two nore troopers to the ship's roster
Death and resurrection are not to be taken lightly. That precept had been driven hone tine and
again in de Soya's catechi smwhen he was growi ng up. Just because the sacranent exists and is
offered to the faithful, does not nean it should be exercised wi thout great solemity and
restraint.

No, I'Il talk to Gregorius and the others and figure things out here. W can nake our plans, then
use the cryogenic-fugue cubbies to wait the | ast couple of nonths. When the girl's ship arrives,
the St. Anthony will be in hot pursuit. Between the torchship and Raphael, we should be able to
interdict the ship, board her, and retrieve the girl w thout problem

Logically, this all makes sense to de Soya's aching brain, but another part of his* mnd is

whi spering, Wthout problem. . . this is what you thought about the Hyperion ni ssion

Fat her Captain de Soya groans, lifts hinself down fromthe resurrection couch, and pads off in
search of a shower, hot coffee, and sone cl ot hes.

19

I knew little about the principles of the Hawking drive when | first experienced it years ago; |
know little nore about it now. The fact that it was essentially (if accidentally) the brainchild
of someone who lived in the twentieth century, Christian Era, boggled ny nmind then as it does now,
but not nearly as much as the experience itself.

We net in the library-formally known as the navigation level, the ship informed us-a few ninutes
before translation to C plus speeds. | was dressed in ny spare set of clothes and ny hair was wet,
as was Aenea's. The child wore only a thick robe, which she nust have found in the Consul's

cl oset, because the garnent was far too large for her. She | ooked even younger than her twelve
years, swallowed as she was in all those yards of terry cloth

"Shoul dn't we be getting to the cryogenic-fugue couches?" | asked.

"Why?" said Aenea. "Don't you want to see the fun?" | frowned. Al the offworld hunters and
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mlitary instructors | had spoken to had spent their Cplus tinme in fugue. That's the way humans
had al ways spent their time between the stars. Sonething about the effect of the Hawking field on

the body and mind. | had i mages of hallucinations, waking ni ghtmares, and unspeakable pain. | said
as much while trying to sound cal mabout it.
"Mot her and Uncle Martin told nme that C-plus can be endured,” said the girl. "Even enjoyed. It

just takes sone getting used to."

"And this ship was nodified by the Qusters to nake it easier," said A Bettik. Aenea and | were
sitting at the low glass table in the middle of the library area; the android stood to one side.
Try as | might to treat himas an equal, A Bettik insisted on acting like a servant. | resol ved
to quit being an egalitarian horse's ass about it and to let himact any way he wanted.
"Indeed,"” said the ship, "the nodifications included an enhanced contai nnent field capability,
whi ch nakes the side effects of C-plus travel nuch | ess di sagreeable.”

"What exactly are the side effects?" | asked, not willing to show the full extent of ny naivete,
but also not willing to suffer if | didn't have to.

The android, the girl, and | |ooked at each other, "I have travel ed between the stars in centuries
past," A Bettik said at last, "but I was always in fugue. In storage, actually. W androids were
shi pped in cargo holds, stacked |ike frozen sides of beef, I amtold."

Now the girl and | | ooked at each other, enbarrassed to neet the blue-skinned nan's gaze.

The ship made a noi se that sounded remarkably |ike soneone clearing his throat. "Actually," it
said, "fromny observations of human passengers-which, | nust say, is suspect because ..."

"Because your nenory is hazy," the girl and | said in unison. W | ooked at each other again and
| aughed. "Sorry, Ship," said Aenea. "Go on."

"I was just going to say that frommny observations, the primary effect of the C plus environnent
on humans is sone visual confusion, mental depression brought about by the field, and sinple
boredom | believe that cryogenic fugue was devel oped for the |ong voyages, and is used as a
conveni ence for shorter trips such as this."

"And your ... ah ... Quster nodifications aneliorate these side effects?" | said.

"They are designed to," replied the ship. "Al except boredom of course. That is a peculiarly
human phenonmenon, and | do not believe that a cure has been found." There was a nonent of silence,
and then the ship said, "W will reach the translation point in tw nminutes ten seconds. Al
systens are functioning optimally. Still no pursuit, although the St. Anthony is tracking us on
its long-range detectors."

Aenea stood up. "Let's go down and watch the shift to Cplus.”

"Go down and watch?" | said. "Where? The holopit?" "No," called the girl fromthe stairway. "From
out si de. "

_:O:-***-:O:_

The spaceship had a bal cony. | hadn't known that. One could stand outside on it even while the
ship was hurtling through space, preparing to translate to G plus pseudo-velocities. | hadn't

known that-and if | had, | would not have believed it.

"Extend the bal cony, please,” the girl had said to the ship, and the ship had extended the bal cony-
the Steinway noving out with it-and we'd wal ked t hrough the open archway into space. Well, not
really into space, of course; even |, the provincial shepherd, knew that our eardrums woul d have

expl oded, our eyes burst, and our blood boiled in our bodies if we had stepped into hard vacuum
But it looked as if we were wal king out into hard vacuum

"I's this safe?" | asked, |eaning against the railing. Hyperion was a star-sized speck behind us,
Hyperion's star a blazing sun to port, but the plasma tail of our fusion drive-tens of klicks |ong-
gave the inpression that we were perched precariously on a tall blue pillar. The effect was a

definite inducenent to acrophobia, the illusion of standing unprotected in space created sonething
akin to 'agoraphobia. | had not known until that instant that | was susceptible to any phobia.

"If the containnent field fails for a second," said A Bettik, "under this g-load and velocity, we
will die imediately. It matters little if we are inside or outside the ship."

"Radi ati on?" | said.

"The field deflects cosmc and harnful solar radiation, of course,"” said the android, "and opaques
the view of Hyperion's sun so that we do not go blind when we stare at it. Qher than that, it

all ows the visible spectrumthrough quite nicely."

"Yes," | said, not convinced. | stepped back fromthe railing

"Thirty seconds to translation," said the ship. Even out here, its voice seened to emanate from

m dair.

Aenea sat at the piano bench and began .playing. | did not recognize the tune, but it sounded
classical . . . sonething fromthe twenty-sixth century, perhaps.

I guess that | had expected the ship to speak again prior to the actual nonent of translation-
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intone a final countdown or sonething-but there was no announcenent. Suddenly the Hawki ng drive
took over fromthe fusion drive; there was a nonentary hum which seened to cone from ny bones; a
terrible vertigo fl ooded over ne and through me-it felt as if | were being turned inside out,
painl essly but relentlessly; and then the sensation was gone before |I could really conprehend it.

Space was al so gone. By space, | nean the scene that | had been viewing | ess than a second earlier-
Hyperion's brilliant sun, the receding disk of the planet itself, the bright glare along the hull
of the ship, the few bright stars visible through that glare, even the pillar of blue flane upon
whi ch we had been perched-all gone. In its place was ... It is hard to descri be.

The ship was still there, |oom ng "above and bel ow' us- the bal cony upon which we stood stil

seenmed substantial -but there seened to be no light striking any part of it. | realize how absurd

that sounds even as | wite the words-there nmust be reflected Iight for anything to be seen-but
the effect was truly as if part of ny eyes had ceased working, and while they registered the shape
and nass of the ship, light seened to be missing.

Beyond the ship, the universe had contracted into a blue sphere near the bow and a red sphere
behind the fins at the stern. | knew enough basic science to have expected a Doppler effect, but
this was a false effect, since we had not been anywhere near the speed of light until translation
to C-plus and were now far beyond it within the Hawki ng fol d. Nonethel ess, the blue and red
circles of light-1 could make out stars clustered in both spheres if | stared hard enough- now

m grated farther to the bow and stern, shrinking to tiny dots of color. In between, filling the
vast field of vision, there was . . . nothing. By that, | do not mean bl ackness or darkness. |
mean void. | nean the sense of sickening nonsight one has when trying to look into a blind spot.

mean a nothing so intense that the vertigo it induced al nost i medi ately changed to nausea within
me, racking nmy systemas violently as the transitory sense of being pulled inside out had seconds
bef ore.

"My God!" | managed to say, gripping the rail tightly and squeezing nmy eyes shut. It did not help
The void was there as well. | understood at that second why interstellar voyagers al ways opted for
cryogeni c fugue.

I ncredi bly, unbelievably, Aenea continued playing the piano. The notes were clear, crystalline, as
i f unnodified by any connecting nedium Even with nmy eyes closed | could see A Bettik standi ng by
the door, blue face raised to the void. No, | realized, he was no longer blue . . . colors did not
exi st here. Nor did black, white, or gray. | wondered if humans who had been blind since birth
dreaned of light and colors in this mad way.

"Conpensating," said the ship, and its voice had the same crystalline quality as Aenea's piano

not es.

Suddenly the void collapsed in on itself, vision returned, and the spheres of red and bl ue
returned fore and aft. Wthin seconds the blue sphere fromthe stern mgrated along the ship |ike
a doughnut passing over a witing stylus, it nerged with the red sphere at the bow, and col ored
geonetries burst w thout warning fromthe forward sphere like flying creatures energing from an
egg. | say "colored geonetries,” but this does nothing to share the conplex reality: fractal -
generated shapes pul sed and coiled and twi sted through what had been the void. Spiral forns,

spi ked with their own subgeonetries, curled in on thenselves, spitting snaller forns of the sane
cobalt and blood-red brilliance. Yellow ovoids became pul sar-preci se explosions of |ight. Mauve
and indigo helixes, looking |ike the universe's DNA spiraled past us. | could hear these colors
i ke distant thunder, like the pounding of surf just beyond the horizon

| realized that ny jaw was hanging slack. | turned away fromthe railing and tried to concentrate
on the girl and android. The colors of the fractal universe played across them Aenea still played
softly, her fingers noving across keys even as she |ooked up at nme and at the fractal heavens
beyond ne.

"Maybe we should go inside," | said, hearing each word in my own voi ce hanging separately in the
air like icicles along a branch
"Fascinating," said A Bettik, arnms still folded, his gaze on the tunnel of forms surrounding us.

Hi s skin was bl ue again.

Aenea stopped pl ayi ng. Perhaps sensing ny vertigo and terror for the first tinme, she rose, took ny
hand, and | ed ne inside the ship. The balcony followed us in. The hull re-formed. | was able to

br eat he agai n.

-:O:-***-:O:-

"We have six days," the girl said. W were sitting in the hol opit because the cushi ons were
confortable there. W had eaten, and A Bettik had fetched us cold fruit drinks fromthe
refrigerator drawers. My hand shook only slightly as we sat and tal ked.

"Si x days, nine hours, and twenty-seven mnutes," said the ship.

Aenea | ooked up at the bul khead. "Ship, you can stay quiet for a while unless there's sonething
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vital you have to say or we have a question for you."

"Yes, M . . . Aenea," said the ship.

"Six days," repeated the girl. "W have to get ready."

| sipped ny drink. "Ready for what?"

"I think they'll be there waiting for us. W have to conme up with a way to get through Parvat
System and on to Renai ssance Vector w thout their stopping us."

| considered the child. She |ooked tired. Her hair was still straggly fromthe shower. Wth all of
the Cantos talk of the One Wio Teaches, | had expected someone extraordi nary-a young nessiah in
toga, a prodigy delivering cryptic utterances-but the only thing extraordinary about this young
person was the powerful clarity of her dark eyes. "How could they be waiting for us?" | said. "The
fatline hasn't worked for centuries. The Pax ships behind us can't call ahead as they could in
your tinme."

Aenea shook her head. "No, the fatline had fallen before | was born. Renmenber, my nother was
pregnant with me during the Fall." She | ooked at A Bettik. The android was drinking juice, but he

had not chosen to sit down. "I'msorry | don't renenber you. As | said, | used to visit the Poet's
City and thought | knew all of the androids."

He bowed his head slightly. "No reason for you to renenber me, M Aenea. | had left the Poet's
City even before your nmother's pilgrimge. My siblings and | were working along the Hoolie R ver
and on the Sea of Grass then. After the Fall, we ... left service . . . and lived alone in

di fferent places."

"I see," she said. "There was a lot of craziness after the Fall. |I remenber. Androids would have

been in danger west of the Bridle Range."

| caught her gaze. "No, seriously, how could soneone be waiting for us at Parvati? They can't
outrun us-we got to quantumvelocity first-so the best they can do is translate into Parvati space
an hour or two after us."

"I know," said Aenea, "but | still think that, somehow, they'll be waiting. W have to conme up
with a way this unarned ship can outrun or outmaneuver a warship."”

W tal ked for several nore mnutes, but none of us-not even the ship when queried-had a clever

idea. All the tine we were talking, | was observing the girl-the way her lips turned up slightly
in a snmle when she was thinking, the slight furrowin her brow when she spoke earnestly, how soft
her voice was. | understood why Martin Silenus wanted her protected from harm

"I wonder why the old poet didn't call us before we left the system" | nused al oud. "He nust have

wanted to talk to you."

Aenea ran her fingers through her hair like a conb. "Uncle Martin would never greet ne via

ti ght beam or holo. W were agreed that we would speak after this trip was over."

| looked at her. "So you two planned the whole thing? | mean-your getaway, the hawking nat-
everyt hi ng?"

She snmiled again at the thought. "My nother and | planned the essential details. After she died,
Uncle Martin and | discussed the plan. He saw nme off to the Sphinx this norning. "

"This morning?" | said, confused. Then | understood.

"It's been a long day for ne," the girl said ruefully. "I took a few steps this norning and
covered half the tinme that hunans have been on Hyperion. Everyone | knew except Uncle Martin-nust
be dead."

"Not necessarily," |I said. "The Pax arrived not |ong after you di sappeared, so many of your
friends and fam ly could have accepted the cross. They would still be here."

""Accepted the cross,'" repeated the girl, and shivered slightly. "I don't have any famly-ny

not her was ny only real family-and | sort of doubt that many of ny friends or ny nother's friends
woul d have . . . accepted the cross."”

W stared at each other in silence for a noment, and | realized how exotic this young creature
was; nost of the historical events on Hyperion | was famliar with had not yet occurred when this
girl had taken her step into the Sphinx "this norning."

"So, anyway," she said, "we didn't plan things down to the detail of the hawking nat-we didn't
know if the Consul's ship would return with it, of course-but Mdther and | did plan to use the
Labyrinth if the Valley of the Tonbs was off-limts. That worked out all right. And we hoped that
the Consul's ship would be here to get ne offplanet.”

"Tell me about your tinme," | said.

Aenea shook her head. "I will," she said, "but not now You know about my era. It's history and
|l egend to you. | don't know anything about your tinme-except for nmy dreans-so tell me about the
present. How wide is it? How deep is it? How much is mne to keep?" *

I did not recognize the allusion of the last questions, but | began telling her about the Pax-
about the great cathedral in St. Joseph and the ..
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"St. Joseph?" she said. "Wiere's that?"

"You used to call it Keats," | said. "The capital. It was also called Jacktown."
"Ah," she said, settling back in the cushions, the glass of fruit juice balanced in her slender
fingers, "they changed the heathen name. Well, ny father wouldn't mnd."

It was the second time she had nentioned her father-I assuned she was speaking of the Keats cybrid-
but | did not stop to ask her about that.

"Yes," | said, "many of the old cities and | andmarks were renaned when Hyperion joined the Pax two
centuries ago. There was talk of renaming the world itself, but the old name stuck. Anyway, the
Pax does not govern directly, but the nmilitary brought order to . . ."I went on for sone tine,
filling her in on details of technol ogy, culture, |anguage, and governnment. | described what | had
heard, read, and watched of |ife on nore advanced Pax worlds, including the glories of Pacem
"Cee," she said when | paused, "things really haven't changed that much. It sounds as if
technology is sort of stuck . . . still not caught up to Hegenony days."

"Well," | said, "the Pax is partly responsible for that. The Church prohibits thinking machines-
true Als-and its enphasis is on human and spiritual devel opment rather than technol ogica
advancenent . "

Aenea nodded. "Sure, but you'd think that they would have caught up to WorldWb levels in tw and

a half centuries. | nean, it's like the Dark Ages or sonething."
| snmiled as | realized that | was taking offense-being annoyed at criticismof the Pax society |
had chosen not to join. "Not really,"” | said. "Renenber, the |argest change has been the granting

of virtual immortality. Because of that, the population growth is regulated carefully and there is
| ess incentive to change exterior things. Mdst born-again Christians consider thenselves to be in
this life for the |l ong haul -nany centuries, at least, and mllennia with luck-so they aren't in a
hurry to change things."

Aenea regarded nme carefully. "So the cruciformresurrection stuff really works?"

"Ch, yes."
"Then why haven't you . . . accepted the cross?"
For the third tine in recent days, | was at a loss to explain. | shrugged. "Perversity, | guess.

I'mstubborn. Also, a |lot of people like ne stay away fromit when we're young-we all plan to live
forever, right?-and then convert when age starts setting in."
"WI1l you?" Her dark eyes were piercing.

| stopped nyself from shruggi ng again, but the gesture of ny hand was the equivalent. "I don't
know," | said. | had not told her yet about ny "execution" and subsequent resurrection with Martin
Silenus. "I don't know," | said again.

A. Bettik stepped into the holopit circle. "I thought that | might nention that we have stocked
the ship with an anple supply of ice cream In several flavors. Could | interest either of you in
some?"

| forned a phrase reninding the android that he was not a servant on this voyage, but before
coul d speak, Aenea cried, "Yes! Chocol ate!"

A. Bettik nodded, smled, and turned in ny direction. "M Endyni on?"

It had been a | ong day: hawki ng-mat voyages through the Labyrinth, dust storns, carnage-she said
it was the Shrike!- and ny first offworld trip. Quite a day.

"Chocol ate," | said. "Yes. Definitely chocolate."

20

The surviving nenbers of Sergeant Gregorius's squad are Corporal Bassin Kee and Lancer Ahranwha
Gaspa K. T. Rettig. Kee is a small man, conpact and quick in both reflexes and intelligence, while
Rettig is tall-alnost as tall as the giant Gregorius-but is as thin as the sergeant is nassive.
Rettig is fromthe Lanbert Ring Territories and has the radiation scars, skeletal frame, and

i ndependent bent so stereotypical of 'stroiders. De Soya has |earned that the man had never set
foot on a full-sized, full-g world until he was twenty-three standard years ol d. RNA nedication
and serious Pax military exercise has toughened and strengthened the trooper until he can fight on
any world. Reserved to the point of nuteness, A GK T. Rettig listens well, follows orders well,
and-as the battle on Hyperion showed-survives well.

Corporal Kee is as voluble as Rettig is silent. During their first day of discussion, Kee's
questions and comrents show i nsight and clarity, despite the brain-fogging 'effects of
resurrection.

Al'l four of the nmen are shaken by the experience of death. De Soya tries to convince themthat it
gets easier with experience, but his own shaken body and wits put the lie to these reassurances.
Here, without counseling and therapy and the wel coning resurrection chapl ains, each of the Pax
soldiers is dealing with the trauma as best he can. Their conferences on the first day in Parvati
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space are interrupted frequently as fatigue or sheer enotion overcone them Only Sergeant
Gregorius is outwardly unshaken by the experience.

On the third day they nmeet in Raphael's tiny wardroom cubby to plot their final course of action.
"I'n two nonths and three weeks, that ship is going to translate into this systemless than a
thousand klicks fromwhere we're station-holding," says Father Captain de Soya, "and we have to be
certain we can intercept it and detain the girl."

None of the Swiss Guard soldiers has asked why the girl's detention is required. None will discuss
the issue until their commandi ng officer-de Soya-raises it first. Each will die, if necessary, to
carry out the cryptic order

"We don't know who else is on board the ship, right?" says Corporal Kee. They have di scussed these
itens, but nmenories are faulty for the first few days of their new lives.

"No," says de Soya.

"W don't know the armanent of the ship," says Kee, as if checking off a nental list.
"Correct."

"We don't know if Parvati is the ship's destination."

"Correct."

"I't could be," says Corporal Kee, "that the ship is scheduled to rendezvous w th another ship here
. or perhaps the girl nmeans to neet soneone on the planet."

De Soya nods. "The Raphael doesn't have the sensors of ny old torchship, but we're sweeping
everything between the Oort cloud and Parvati itself. If another ship translates before the
girl's, we'll know at once."

"Quster?" says Sergeant G egori us.

De Soya raises his hands. "Everything's speculation. | can tell you that the child is considered a
threat to the Pax, so it's reasonable to conclude that the Qusters-if they know of her existence-
m ght want to grab her. We're ready if they try."

Kee rubs his snooth cheek. "I still can't quite believe we could hop home in a day if we wanted
to. O go for help." Hone for Corporal Kee is the Jammu Republic on Deneb Drei. They have

di scussed why it would be useless to ask for help- the closest Pax warship is the St. Anthony,

whi ch should be, if de Soya's orders were obeyed, in hot pursuit of the girl's shinp.

"I've tightbeaned the commander of the Pax garrison on Parvati," says de Soya. "As our conputer

i nventory showed, they have just their orbital patrol craft and a couple of rock junpers. |'ve
ordered himto put every spacecraft they have into cislunar defensive positions, to alert all the
out posts on the planet, and to await further orders. If the girl was to get past us and | and
there, the Pax would find her."

"What kind of world is Parvati?" asks Gregorius. The man's bass runble of a voice always gets de
Soya's attention.

"I't was settled by Reformed Hi ndus not long after the Hegira," says de Soya, who has accessed al
this on the ship's conmputer. "Desert world. Not enough oxygen to support hunmans-nostly C O two

at nosphere-and it was never enough of a success to terraform so either the environments are
tailored or the people are. Popul ation was never |large-a few dozen million before the Fall. Fewer
than half a nmllion now, and nost of themlive in the one big city of Gandhiji."

"Christians?" asks Kee. De Soya guesses that the question is nore than idle curiosity; Kee asks
few random questi ons.

"A few thousand in Gandhiji have converted," says de Soya. "There is a new cathedral there-St

Mal achy' s-and nost of the born-again are prom nent busi nesspeopl e who favor joining the Pax. They
tal ked the planetary governnment-a sort of elective oligarchy-into inviting the Pax garrison here
about fifty standard years ago. They're cl ose enough to the Qutback to worry about the Qusters.”

Kee nods. "I just wondered if the garrison could count on the popul ace reporting it when the
girl's ship lands."
"Doubtful ," says de Soya. "N nety-nine percent of the world is enpty-never settled, or gone back

to sand dunes and lichen fields-with nost of the people huddl ed around the big boxite m nes near
Gandhiji. But the orbital patrols would track her."
"If she gets that far," says G egori us.
"Which she will not," says Father Captain de Soya. He touches a tabletop nonitor, which brings up
the graphic he has prepared. "Here's the intercept plan. W snooze until T-minus three days. Don't
wor ry-renmenber, fugue doesn't have the hangover tinme of resurrection. Half an hour to shake the
cobwebs out. Ckay ... so T-minus three days, the alarm goes off. Raphael's been | ooping out to
here-" He taps the diagramat a point two-thirds the way around the ellipsoid trajectory. "W know
their ship's CGplus entry velocity, which neans we know their exit velocity ... it will be about
point-zero-three C, so if they're decelerating toward Parvati at the sane rate they |left Hyperion
" The trajectory and tineline diagrans fill the screen. "This is hypothetical, but their
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translation point is not ... it will be here." He touches a stylus to a red point ten AUs fromthe
pl anet. Their own trajectory ellipsoid blinks its way to that point. "And here is where we
intercept them less than a minute fromtheir translation point."

Gregorius |eans over his nonitor. "W'IIl all be going like a crossdammed bat out of hell, pardon

t he | anguage, Father."

De Soya smiles. "You are absolved, nmy son. Yes, velocities will be high, as will be our conbined
delta-v's if their ship comrences deceleration toward Parvati, but relative velocities for the two

ships will be alnmost nill."

"How close will we be, Captain?" says Kee. The man's black hair glistens in the overhead spots.
"When they translate, we'll be bearing down on themat a distance of six hundred klicks. Wthin
three minutes we'll be able to throw a rock at them"

Kee frowns. "But what will they throw at us?"

"Unknown, " says de Soya. "But the Raphael is tough. |I'mbetting that her shields can take anything
this unidentified ship throws at us."

Lancer Rettig grunts. "Bad bet to | ose."

De Soya swivels his chair to |l ook at the trooper. He had al nbst forgotten Rettig was there. "Yes,"
he says, "but we have the advantage of being close. Watever they throw at us, they'll have a
limted time to throw "

"And what do we throw at thenP?" runbles G egorius.

De Soya pauses. "l've gone over Raphael's armament with you," he says at last. "If this were an
Quster warship, we could fry, bake, ram or burnit. O we could just make its crew die quietly."
Raphael carries deat hbeam weaponry. At five hundred klicks, there would be no doubt of their

ef fecti veness.

"But we're not going to use any of that . . . ," continues the father-captain. "Unless we
absolutely have to ... to disable the ship."

"Can you do that without danger of hurting the girl?" asks Kee.

"Not with a hundred percent assurance of not hurting her . . . and whoever else is aboard," says

de Soya. He pauses again, takes a breath, and continues. "That's why you' re going to board her."
Gregorius grins. Hs teeth are very large and very white. "W grabbed space arnor for all of us
before | eaving the St. Thomas A/dm " grunbles the giant happily. "But it'd be better if we
practiced in it before the actual boarding."

De Soya nods. "Three days enough?"

Gegorius is still grinning. "lI'd rather have a week."

"All right," says the father captain. "We'l|l wake up a week before intercept. Here's a schematic
of the unidentified ship."

"I thought it was . . . unidentified," says Kee, |ooking at the ship's plans now filling the

nmonitors. The spacecraft is a needle with fins at one end-a child' s caricature of a spaceship.
"We don't know its specific identity or registration," says de Soya, "but the St. Anthony

ti ght beamred video that it and the Bonaventure took of the ship before we translated. It's not
Custer."

"Not Quster, not Pax, not Mercantilus, not a spinship or torchship . . . ," says Kee. "Wat the
hell is it?"

De Soya advances the inages to ship cross sections. "Private spacecraft, Hegenony era,
softly. "Only thirty or so ever nade. At |east four hundred years old, probably ol der."

Corporal Kee whistles softly. Gregorius rubs his huge jaw. Even Rettig | ooks inpressed behind his
i npassive mask. "I didn't know there ever were private spacecraft,” says the corporal. "GC plus,
mean. "

"The Hegenony used to reward hi gh-muck-a-nucks with them" says de Soya. "Prinme Mnister d adstone
used to have one. So did General Horace G ennon-Hei ght. "

"The Hegenony didn't reward himwi th one," says Kee with a chuckle. 4 ennon-Hei ght was the nost

i nfamous and | egendary opponent the early Hegenony ever had-the Qutback's Hannibal to the

Wor| dWeb' s Rone.

"No," agrees Father Captain de Soya, "the general stole his fromthe planetary Governor of So
Draconi Septem Anyway, the conputer says that all of these private ships were accounted for
before the Fall-destroyed or reconfigured for FORCE use and t hen deconmi ssi oned-but the conputer
appears to be wong."

"Not the first time," grunbles Gegorius. "Do these | ong-range i mages show any armanment or

def ensi ve systens?"

"No, the original ships were civilian-no weapons-and the St. Bonaventure's sensors didn't pick up
any acquisition radars or pul se readings before the Shrike killed the imaging team" says de Soya,
"but this ship's been around for centuries, so we have to assune that it has been nodified. But

he says
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even if it has nbpdern Quster standoff weaponry, Raphael should be able to get in close, fast,
while we hold off their lances. Once we're alongside, they can't use kinetic weapons. By the tine
we grapple, the energy weapons will be usel ess.”

"Hand to hand," says Gregorius to hinself. The sergeant is studying the schematic. "They'd be

waiting at the air lock, so we'll blow a new door here . . . and here . "

De Soya feels a prickling of alarm "W can't let the atnosphere out ... the girl "

Gregorius shows a shark's grin. "Not to worry, sir. It takes less than a minute torig a big
catchbag on the hull ... | brought several with the arnor . . . and then we blow the hull section
i nward, scoot in . " He keys a closer image. "I'll rig this for stinmsim so we can rehearse in
three-D for a few days. 1'd |ike another week for sim" The black face turns toward de Soya. "W
may not get any fugue beauty sleep after all, sir."

Kee is tapping his lip with a finger. "Question, Captain."

De Soya | ooks at him

"I understand that under no circunstances can we harmthe girl, but what about others that get in
the way?"

De Soya sighs. He has been waiting for the question. "lI'd prefer that no one else dies on this

m ssi on, Corporal."

"Yes, sir," says Kee, his eyes alert, "but what if they try to stop us?"

Fat her Captain de Soya bl anks the monitor. The crowded cubby snells of oil and sweat and ozone.
"My orders were that the child is not to be harmed," he says slowy, carefully. "Nothing was said
about anyone else. If there's soneone . . . or sonmething . . . else on the ship and they try to
get in the way, consider them expendable. Defend yourselves, even if you have to shoot before
you're certain you're in danger."

"Kill themall," mutters Gregorius, "except the kid ... and let God sort themout."

De Soya has al ways hated that ancient mercenary joke.

"Do what ever you have to do without endangering the girl's life or health," he says.

"What if there's only one other on board standi ng between us and the girl?" says Rettig. The ot her
three nen |l ook at the "stroider. "But it's the Shrike thing?" he finishes.

The cubby is silent except for the omipresent ship sounds- expandi ng and contracting netal from

the hull, the whisper of ventilators, the hum of equi pnent, the occasional burp of a thruster

“If it's the Shrike . . . ," begins Father Captain de Soya. He pauses.

"If it's the wee Shrikee," says Sergeant Gregorius, "I think we can bring a few surprises for it.
This round may not go so easy for that spiked son of a bitch, pardon ny | anguage, Father."

"As your priest," says de Soya, "I will warn you again about the use of profanity. As your
commandi ng officer, | order you to cone up with as nany surprises as you can to kill that spiked

son of a bitch."
They adjourn to eat their evening neal and plan their respective strategies.
21

Have you ever noticed how on a trip-even a very long one-it is often the first week or so that
stands out nost clearly in your menmory? Perhaps it is the enhanced perception that voyages bring,
or perhaps it is an effect of orientation response on the senses, or perhaps it is sinply that
even the charm of newness soon wears off, but it has been ny experience that the first days in a
new pl ace, or seeing new people, often set the tone for the rest of the trip. O in this case, the
rest of ny life.

We spent the first day of our magnificent adventure sleeping. The child was exhausted and-1 had to
admt after waking from sixteen hours of uninterrupted sleep-so was |. | can't vouch for what A
Bettik did during this first somanbul ant day of the voyage-at that point | had not |earned that
androi ds do sleep, but require only a fraction of the time we humans spend comat ose-but he had set
his smal |l backpack of possessions in the engine room rigging a hammock to sleep in, and he spent
much of his tinme down there. | had planned to give the girl the "master bedroom at the apex of
the ship, she had showered there in the adjoining bathroomcubby that first norning, but she
staked out one of the sleep couches on the fugue deck and that soon becane her space. | enjoyed
the size and softness of the large bed in the center of the circular top room and-after a while-
even overcanme ny agoraphobia and allowed the hull to go translucent to watch the fractal |ight
show i n Hawki ng space outside. | never kept the hull transparent for |ong, however, for the

pul sing geonetries continued to disturb me in ways | could not describe.

The library Ievel and the holopit |evel were, by unspoken agreenment, common ground. The Kkitchen-A.
Bettik called it the "galley"-was set into the wall on the holopit level, and we usually ate at
the low table in the holopit or occasionally carried the food up to the round table near the

navi gati on cubby. | admit that imrediately after awakeni ng and havi ng "breakfast" (shiptinme said
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that it was afternoon on Hyperion, but why abide by Hyperion tinme when | night never see that
worl d again?), | headed for the library: the books were ancient, all published during the tine of
the Hegenony or earlier, and | was surprised to find a copy of an epic poemby Martin Sil enus-The
Dying Earth-as well as tones by a dozen cl assical authors whom| had read as a boy, and often
reread during nmy |ong days and nights at the fen cabin or while working on the river.

A. Bettik joined me that first day as | browsed, and pulled a small green volume fromthe shel ves.

"This might be of interest, '' he said. The title was A Traveler's CGuide to the WrldwWb: Wth
Speci al Sections on the Grand Concourse and River Tethys.
"It mght be of great interest,” | said, opening the book with shaking fingers. The shaking,

believe, came fromthe reality that we were going there-actually traveling to the forner Wb
wor | ds!

"These books are doubly interesting as artifacts," said the android, "since they cane froman age
when all information was instantly avail able to anyone.™

I nodded. As a child, listening to Gandam s tales of the old days, | had tried to i magine a world
where everyone wore inplants and coul d access the datasphere whenever they wanted. O course, even
then, Hyperion had no datasphere-and had never been part of the Wb-but for nost of the billions
of menbers of the Hegenony, life nust have been |ike an endl ess stinsimof visual, auditory, and
printed information. No wonder a nmjority of humans had never |earned to read during the old days.
Literacy had been one of the first goals of the Church and its Pax administrators after
interstellar society was stitched together long after the Fall

That day, standing in the carpeted ship's library, the polished teak and cherrywood walls gl eam ng

inthe light, I remenber taking half a dozen books fromthe shelves and carrying themto the table
to read.
Aenea raided the library that afternoon as well-inmmediately pulling The Dying Earth fromthe

shel ves. "There were no copies in Jacktown, and Uncle Martin refused to et ne read it when
visited him" she said. "He did say that it was the only thing he'd ever witten-other than the
Cantos that he hadn't finished-that was worth reading.”

"What's it about?" | asked, not |ooking up fromthe Del nore Del and novel | was skimrmng. Both the
girl and | were munching on apples as we read and tal ked. A Bettik had gone back down the spiral
stairs.

"The last days of Od Earth," said Aenea. "It's really about Martin's panpered chil dhood on his
famly's big estate on the North Anerican Preserve."

| set nmy book down. "What do you think happened to A d Earth?"

The girl stopped munching. "In my day everyone thought that the Big M stake of aught-eight black
hole had eaten it. That it was gone. Kaput."

| chewed and nodded. "Mst people still believe that, but the old poet's Cantos insist that the
TechnoCore stole A d Earth and sent it somewhere. ...'

"The Hercules Custer or the Magellanic Couds," said the girl, and took another bite of apple.
"My not her discovered that when she and ny father were investigating his nurder."”

| leaned forward. "Do you nind tal king about your father?"

Aenea smled slightly. "No, why should I? | suppose |'m sonewhat of a half-breed, the child of a
Lusi an woman and a cl oned cybrid nmale, but that's never bothered ne."

"You don't look very Lusian," | said. Residents of that high-g world were invariably short and
very strong. Mdst were pale of skin and dark-haired; this child was small but of a height nornmal
to one-g worlds, her brown hair was streaked with bl ond, and she was slender. Only her |uninous
brown eyes rem nded nme of the Cantos' description of Brawne Lam a

Aenea | aughed. It was a pleasant sound. "I take after ny dad," she said. "John Keats was short,

bl ond, and skinny."

| hesitated a nonent before saying, "You said that you spoke to your father
Aenea gl anced at ne fromthe corners of her eyes. "Yes, and you know that the Core killed his body
before I was born. But did you al so know that ny nother carried his persona for nonths in a Schron
Loop enbedded behi nd her ear?"

| nodded. It was in the Cantos.

The girl shrugged. "I renenber talking to him"

"But you weren't "

"Born," said Aenea. "Right. What kind of conversation could a poet's persona have with a fetus?
But we tal ked. Hi s persona was still connected to the TechnoCore. He showed nme ... well, it's
conplicated, Raul. Believe ne."

"I believe you," | said. | |ooked around the library. "Did you know that the Cantos say that when
your father's persona |left the Schron Loop, that it resided in this ship's Al for a while?"
"Yeah," said Aenea. She grinned. "Yesterday, before | went to sleep, | spent an hour or so talking
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to the ship. My dad was here, all right. The persona coexisted with the ship's mind when the
Consul flew back to check out what had happened to the Wb after the Fall. But he's not here now,
and the ship can't renenber nmuch about his residence here, and it doesn't renmenber anything about
what happened to hi mwhether he | eft after the Consul died, or what-so | don't know if he stil
exists."

"Well," | said, trying to choose diplomatic words, "the Core doesn't exist any longer, so | don't
quite see how a cybrid persona could either."

"Who says the Core doesn't exist?"

| adnmit that | was shocked by that statenent. "The last act of Meina G adstone and the Hegenony
was to destroy the far-caster links, the dataspheres, the fatline, and the entire dinmension that
the Core existed in," | said at |last. "Even the Cantos agrees with that fact."

The child was still smiling. "Ch, they blew the space-based farcasters to bits, and the others
quit working, all right. And the dataspheres were gone in ny tine, too. But who says the Core is
dead? That's |ike saying that you swept away a coupl e of spiderwebs, so the spider has to be
dead. "

| admit that | |ooked over ny shoulder. "So you think the TechnoCore still exists? That those Als
are still plotting agai nst us?"

"I don't know about the plotting," said Aenea, "but | know that the Core exists."

" How?"

She held up a small finger. "First of all, ny father's cybrid persona still existed after the
Fall, right? The basis for that persona was a Core Al they had fashi oned. That shows that the Core
was still . . . somewhere.”

| thought about that. As | nentioned earlier, cybrids-like androids-were essentially a nythica
species to ne. W night as well have been discussing the physical characteristics of |eprechauns.

"Secondly," she said, lifting a second finger to join the first, "I've conmuni cated with the
Core."

I blinked at that statement. "Before you were born?" | said.

"Yes," said Aenea. "And when | lived with Mdther in Jacktown. And after Mdther died." She lifted

her books and stood. "And this norning."
| could only stare.

"I''mhungry, Raul," she said fromthe head of the stairs. "Want to go down and see what this old
ship's galley can whonp up for |unch?"

- =Os-*** . =Q=-

W soon settled into a schedule on the ship, adopting Hyperion's day and ni ght schedul es roughly
as waki ng and sleeping tines. | began to see why the old Hegenony habit of keeping the twenty-four-
hour A d Earth system as standard had been so inportant in the Wb days: |'d read sonmewhere that

al rost ninety percent of the Earth-like or terraforned worlds of the Wb had held days that fel
within three hours of the A d Earth standard day.

Aenea still liked to extend the bal cony and play the Steinway out under the Hawki ng-space sky, and
I would sonetines stay out there and listen for a few mnutes, but | preferred the sense of being
surrounded that the interior of the ship gave nme. None of us conpl ai ned about the effects of the C
pl us environnent, although we felt it-the occasional lurching of enotion and bal ance, a constant
sense that soneone was watching us, and very strange dreans. My own dreans awakened ne with the
poundi ng heart, dry nouth, and sweat-soaked sheets that only the worst nightmares coul d cause. But
| never renmenbered the dreans. | wanted to ask the others about their dreans, but A Bettik never
mentioned his-1 did not know if androids could dream and al t hough Aenea acknow edged t he
strangeness of her dreans and said that she did remenber them she never discussed them

On the second day, while we were sitting in the library, Aenea suggested that we "experience"
space travel. Wien | asked her how we coul d experience it nore than we were-|I had the Hawking
fractals in nmind when | said that-she only |aughed and asked the ship to cancel the interna

contai nnent field. Immediately, we were weightl ess.

As a boy, | had dreaned of zero-g. Swinming in the salty South Sea as a young soldier, | had
closed ny eyes, floated effortlessly, and wondered if this was what space travel in the ol den days
had been I|ike.

I can tell you it is not.

Zero-g, especially sudden zero-g such as the ship granted upon Aenea's request, is terrifying. It
is, quite sinply, falling.

O so it first seens.

| gripped the chair, but the chair was also falling. It was precisely as if we had been sitting in
one of the huge Bridle Range cable cars for the past two days, when suddenly the cable broke. My
m ddl e ear protested, trying to find a horizon line that was honest. None was.
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A. Bettik kicked up from wherever he had been below and said calmy, "Is there a problen"

"No," laughed Aenea, "we're just going to experience space for a while."

A. Bettik nodded and then pulled hinself headfirst down the stairway pit to get back to whatever
he was worki ng on

Aenea followed himto the stairwell, kicking over to the central opening. "See?" she said. "This
stai rwel | becomes a central dropshaft when the ship is in zero-g. Just like in the old spinships.”
"I'sn'"t this dangerous?" | asked, switching my grip fromthe back of a chair to a bookshel f. For

the first time | noticed the elastic cords that held the books in place. Everything else that was
not attached-the book | had set on the table, the chairs around the table, a sweater 1'd |eft
thrown over the back of another chair, pieces of the orange | had been eating-was floating.

"Not dangerous," said Aenea. "Messy. Next tinme we get everything shi pshape before we cancel the
internal field."

"But isn't the field . . . inportant?"

Aenea was floating upside down, fromny perspective. My inner ear liked this even |less than the
rest of the experience. "The field keeps us from being squashed and thrown around when we're
nmovi ng in nornmal space," she said, pulling herself to the center of the twenty-neter drop by
grabbing the stairway railing, "but we can't speed up or slow down in C plus space, so ... here
goes!" She grabbed a handhol d along the rod that ran the Iength of the ship in the center of what
had been the open stairwell and catapulted herself out of sight, headfirst.

"Jesus," | whispered, pushed away fromthe bookcase, bouncing off the opposite bul khead, and

foll oned her down the central dropshaft.

For the next hour we played in zero-g: zero-g tag, zero-g hide-and-seek (finding that one could
hide in the oddest places when gravity was not a restraint), zero-g soccer using one of the

pl astic space helnets froma | ocker on the storage/corridor deck, and even zero-g westling, which
was harder than | would have imagined. My first attenpt to grab the child sent both of us tunbling
and crashing through the length, breadth, and hei ght of fugue deck.

In the end, exhausted and sweaty (the perspiration hung in the air until one noved or a trickle of
air fromthe ventilators noved it, | discovered), Aenea ordered the bal cony opened again-1 shouted
in fear when she did so, but the ship quietly remnded ne that the exterior field was quite intact-
and we fl oated out above the bolted-down Steinway, floated to the railing and beyond, into that no-
man' s-1and between the ship and the field, floated ten nmeters out and | ooked back at the ship
itself, surrounded by exploding fractals, glowing in the cold fireworks glory of it as Hawking
space fol ded and contracted around us several billion tines a second.

Finally we kicked and swam our way back in (a difficult and awkward feat, | discovered, when there
was not hing to push against), warned A Bettik over the intercomto find a floor, and brought back
the one-g internal field. Both the child and | giggled as sweaters, sandw ches, chairs, books, and
several spheres of water froma glass that had been |l eft out came crashing down to the carpet.

It was that same day, night rather, for the ship had dinmmed the lights for sleep period, that I
padded down the spiral stairs to the holopit level to fix a m dnight snack and heard soft sounds
through the opening to the fugue deck bel ow.

"Aenea?" | said, speaking softly. There was no answer. | went to the head of the stairs, |ooking
at the dark drop in the center of the stairwell and smiling as | remenbered our midair antics
there a few hours before. "Aenea?"

There still cane no answer, but the soft sounds continued. Wshing | had a flashlight, | padded
down the netal stairs in nmy sock feet.

There was a soft glow fromthe fugue-sleep nonitors above the couches tucked in their cubbies. The
soft sound was com ng from Aenea's cubby. She had her back to ne. The bl anket was pulled to her
shoul ders, but | could see the collar of the Consul's old shirt that she had appropriated for use
as a nightshirt. | wal ked over, ny sock feet making no noise on the soft floor, and knelt by the
couch. "Aenea?" The girl was crying, obviously trying to nuffle her sobs.

| touched her shoulder and she finally turned. Even in the diminstrunent glow | could see that
she had been weeping for sone time; her eyes were red and puffy, her cheeks streaked with tears.

"What's wrong, kiddo?" |I whispered. W were two decks above where A Bettik slept in his hamock
in the engine room but the stairwell was open
For a monment Aenea did not respond, but eventually the sobs slowed, then stopped. "I'msorry," she

said at |ast.
"It's all right. Tell me what's wrong."
"Gve me atissue and | will," said the girl.

I rummaged in the pockets of the old robe the Consul had left. | had no tissue, but | had been
using a napkin with the cake I'd been eating upstairs. | handed her the linen
"Thanks." She bl ew her nose. "I'mglad we're not still in zero-g," she said through the cloth.
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"There'd be snot floating everywhere."
I snmiled and squeezed her shoul der. "Wat's wong, Aenea?"
She nmade a soft noise that | realized was an attenpt at a |laugh. "Everything," she said.

"Everything's wong. |I'mscared. Everything | know about the future scares the shit out of nme. |
don't know how we're going to get past the Pax guys that | know will be waiting for us in a few
days. |'m homesick. | can never go back, and everybody | knew except Martin is gone forever

Mostly, though, | guess | just miss ny nother."

| squeezed her shoul der. Brawne Lami a, her nother, was the stuff of |egend-a woman who had |ived
and died two and a half long centuries ago. A few of her bones had already turned to dust,
wherever they were buried. For this child, her nother's death was only two weeks in the past.

"I"'msorry," | whispered, and squeezed her shoul der again, feeling the texture of the Consul's old
shirt. "It'lIl be all right."

Aenea nodded and took ny hand. Hers was still moist. | noticed how tiny her palmand fingers were
agai nst my huge paw.

"Want to cone up to the galley and have some chal maroot cake and m Ik with nme?" | whispered. "It's
good. "

She shook her head. "I think I'Il sleep now. Thanks, Raul." She squeezed ny hand again before

relinquishing it, and in that second | realized the great truth: the One Wwo Teaches, the new
messi ah, whatever Brawne Lania's daughter would turn out to be, she was al so a child-one who
giggled in zero-gravity antics and who wept in the night.

I went softly up the stairs, stopping to | ook back at her before ny head rose above the |evel of
the next deck. She was huddl ed under her bl anket, her face turned away again, her hair catching

only a bit of the console gl ow fromabove her cubby. "Good night, Aenea," | whispered, know ng
that she would not hear me. "It will be all right."
22

Sergeant Gregorius and his two troopers are waiting in the open sally-port air |ock of the Raphael
as the archangel -cl ass starship closes on the unidentified spacecraft that has just translated
fromC-plus. Their spacesuit arnor is cunbersome and-with their reactionless rifles and energy
weapons slung-the three men fill the air lock. Parvati's sun gleans on their gold visors as they
| ean out into space.

"l"ve got it locked," conmes Father Captain de Soya's voice in their earphones. "Di stance, one
hundred neters and cl osing." The needl e-shaped craft with fins on the stern fills their vision as
the two ships close. Between the spacecraft, defensive containment fields blur and flash

di ssi pating high-energy CPB and | ance attacks faster than the eye can follow G egorius's visor
opaques, clears, and then opaques as the close-in battle flares.

"Al'l right, inside their mininum]lance range," says de Soya fromhis perch on the Conbat Contro
Center couch. "Go!"

Gregorius gives a hand signal and his nen kick off at the precise instant he does. Needle
thrusters in their suits' reaction paks spurt tiny blue flanes as they correct their arc.
"Disrupting fields . . . now" cries de Soya. The clashing contai nment fields cancel each other
for only a few seconds, but it is enough: Gegorius, Kee, and Rettig are in the other ship's

def ensi ve egg now.

"Kee," says Gregorius over the tightbeam and the snmaller figure tweaks thrusters and hurtles
toward the bow of the decelerating ship. "Rettig." The other suit of conbat arnor accel erates
toward the lower third of the ship. Gegorius hinself waits until the final second to kill his
forward vel ocity, does a conplete forward roll at the last instant, applies full thruster, and
feels his heavy soles touch hullplate with hardly a tap. He activates the nmagties in his boots,
feel s the connection, widens his stance, and then crouches on the hull with only one boot in
cont act .

"On," conmes Corporal Kee's voice on tighthbeam

"On," says Rettig a second |ater

Sergeant Gregorius pulls the line of boarding collar fromaround his waist, sets it against the
hull, activates the sticktight, and continues kneeling in it. He is within a black hoop a little
more than a meter and a half in dianeter.

"On the count fromthree," he says into his mke. "Three . . . two . . . one . . . deploy." He
touches his wistcontroller and blinks as a m crothin canopy of nol ecul ar pol yner spins up from
t he hoop, closes over his head, and continues to bul ge above him Wthin ten seconds he is within
a twenty-neter transparent bag, |ike a conbat-arnored shape crouching within a giant condom
"Ready," says Kee. Rettig echoes the word.

"Set," says Gegorius, slapping a charge against the hull and setting his gauntleted finger back
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against his wistplate. "Fromfive ..." The ship is rotating under themnow, firing thrusters and
its main engines al nbst at random but the Raphael has it |ocked in a containnent-field death

grip, and the men on its hull are not thrown free. "Five . . . four . . . three . . . two .

one . . . now"

The detonation is soundless, of course, but is also without flash or recoil. A 120-centineter
circle of hull flies inward. Gregorius can see only the gossamer hint of Kee's polynmer bag around
the curve of the hull, sees the sunlight strike it as it inflates. Gregorius's bag also inflates

Iike a giant balloon as atnmosphere rushes out of the hullbreech and fills the space around him He
hears a hurricane screech through his external pickups for five seconds, then silence as the space
around him-now filled with oxygen and nitrogen according to his hel met sensors-fills with dust
and detritus blown out during the brief pressure differential

"Coing in. . . nowm" cries Gegorius, unslinging his reactionless plasma rifle as he kicks his
way into the interior

There is no gravity. That is a surprise to the sergeant-he is ready to hit the decks rolling-but
he adapts within seconds and twists in a circle, peering around.

Sone sort of commbn area. Gregorius sees seat cushions, sonme sort of ancient vid screen
bookshel ves with real books-

A man floats up the central dropshaft.

"Hal t!" cries Gregorius, using conmon radio bands and his hel met | oudspeaker. The figure-little
nmore than a sil houette- does not halt. The man has sonething in his hand.

Gegorius fires fromthe hip. The plasnma slug bores a hole ten centineters wi de through the man

Bl ood and viscera explode outward fromthe tunbling figure, sone of the globules spattering on
Gregorius's visor and arnored chestplate. The object falls fromthe dead man's hand, and Gregorius
glances at it as he kicks by to the stairwell. It is a book. "Shit," nutters the sergeant. He has
killed an unarmed man. He will | ose points for this.

“In, top level, no one here," radios Kee. "Com ng down."

"Engi ne room" says Rettig. "One man here. Tried to run and I had to burn him No sign of the
child. Comng up."

"She nust be on the middle |level or the air-lock level," snaps the sergeant into his m ke

"Proceed with care." The lights go out, and Gregorius's hel net searchlight and the pen-1light on
his plasma rifle come on autonatically, beans quite visible through air filled with dust, blood
spheres, and tunbling artifacts. He stops at the top of the stairwell.

Soneone or sonething is drifting up toward him He shifts his helmet, but the light on the plasma
rifle illumnates the shape first.

It is not the girl. Gegorius gets a confused inpression of great size, razor wire, spikes, too
many arms, and bl azing red eyes. He nust decide in a second or less: if he fires plasma bolts down
the open dropshaft, he nmight hit the child. If he does nothing, he dies-razor talons reach for him
even as he hesitates.

G egorius has | ashed the deathwand to his plasma rifle before making the ship-to-ship junp. Now he
ki cks aside, finds an angle, and triggers the wand.

The razor-wire shape floats past him four arns linp, the red eyes fading. Gegorius thinks, The
goddamm thing isn't invul nerable to deathwands. It has synapses. He catches a glinpse of soneone
above him swings the rifle, identifies Kee, and the two nmen kick down the dropshaft headfirst.
Enbarrassing if soneone turns the internal field back on now and gravity comes on, thinks
Gregorius. Make a note of that.

"1"ve got her," calls Rettig. "She was hiding in one of the fugue cubbies.”

Gregorius and Kee float down past the comon level and kick out into the fugue | evel. A nmassive
figure in conbat arnor is holding the child. Gegorius notes the brown-blond hair, the dark eyes,
and the small fists flailing uselessly against Rettig's chest arnor.

"That's her," he says. He keys the tightbeamto the ship. "Ceared the ship. W have the girl.
Only two defenders and the creature this tine."

"Affirmative," cones de Soya's voice. "Two minutes fifteen seconds. |npressive. Come on out."
Gregorius nods, takes a final glance at the captive child-no | onger struggling-and keys his suit
control s.

He blinks and sees the other two lying next to him their suits connected unmbilically to VR
tactical. De Soya has actually turned off the internal fields in the Raphael, better to maintain
the illusion. Gegorius renoves his helnet, sees the other two sweaty faces as they do the sane,
and begins to help Kee renove his clunsy arnor.

The three neet de Soya in the wardroom cubby. They could neet as easily in the stinsimof tactica
space, but they prefer physical reality for their debriefings.

"I't was snooth," says de Soya as they take their places around the small table.
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"Too snooth," says the sergeant. "I don't believe that deathwands are going to kill the Shrike
thing. And | screwed up with the guy on the navigation deck. . . . He just had a book."

De Soya nods. "You did the right thing, though. Better to take himout than to take chances.™

"Two unarnmed nmen?" says Corporal Kee. "I doubt it. This is about as unrealistic as the dozen arned
guys on the third run-through. W should play nore of the Quster encounters . . . Marine-|eve
lethality, at least."

"I don't know," nutters Rettig.

They | ook at himand wait.

"We keep getting the girl without any harm coming to her,"’

says the nan at |ast.

"That fifth sim. . . ," begins Kee.
"Yeah, yeah," says Rettig. "I know we accidentally killed her then. But the whole ship was wired
to blowin that one. | doubt if that will happen. . . . W ever heard of a hundred-million-mark

spacecraft having a self-destruct button? That's stupid."

The other three | ook at one another and shrug.

"It is asilly idea," says Father Captain de Soya, "but | programred the tacticals for w de

par anet ers of "

"Yeah," interrupts Lancer Rettig, his thin face as sharp and nenacing as a knife blade, "I just
mean that if it does cone to a firefight, the chances of the girl getting burned are a | ot greater
than our sins suggest. That's all."

This is the nost the other three have heard Rettig say in weeks of living and rehearsing on the
smal | ship.

"You're right," says de Soya. "For our next sim 1'Il raise the danger level for the child."
Gregorius shakes his head. "Captain, sir, | suggest we knock off the sins and go back to the
physical rehearsals. | nmean . . ."He glances at his wist chrononeter. The nenory of the bul ky
conmbat suit slows his novenents. "I nean, we've just got eight hours until this is for real."
"Yeah," says Corporal Kee. "I agree. |'d rather be outside doing it for real, even if we can't sim
the other ship that way."

Rettig grunts his assent.

"I agree," says de Soya. "But first we eat-double rations. . . . It's just been tactical, but you
three have each | ost twenty pounds the | ast week."

Sergeant Gregorius |eans over the table. "Could we see the plot, sir?"

De Soya keys the nonitor. Raphael's long, ellipsoid trajectory and the escape ship's translation
point are alnost intersecting. The intersect point blinks red.

"One nore real -space run-through,” says de Soya, "and then | want all of us to sleep at |east two
hours, go over our equipnent, and take it easy." He looks at his own chrononeter, even though the
nmonitor is displaying ship and intercept tine. "Barring accidents or the unexpected," he says,
"the girl should be in our custody in seven hours and forty mnutes . . . and we'll be getting
ready to translate to Pacem™

"Sir?" says Sergeant G egorius.

"Yes, Sergeant?"

"Meani ng no disrespect, sir," says the other man, "but there's no way in the Good Lord's fucking
uni verse that anyone can bar accidents or the unexpected."

23

So," | said, "Wat's your plan?"

Aenea | ooked up fromthe book she was reading. "Wo says that | have a plan?"

| straddled a chair. "It's less than an hour until we pop out in the Parvati System" | said. "A
week ago you said that we needed a plan in case they know we're coming ... so what's the plan?"
Aenea sighed and cl osed the book. A Bettik had cone up the stairway to the library, and now he
joined us at the table- actually sitting with us, which was unusual for him "I'mnot sure |I have
a plan," said the girl. 1'd been afraid of this. The week had passed pl easantly enough; the three

of us had read a lot, talked a lot, played a | ot -Aenea was excellent at chess, good at Go, and
deadly at poker-and the days had passed without incident. Many tines | had tried to press her on
her plans-Were did she plan to go? Wiy choose Renai ssance Vector? Was finding Qusters part of her
quest ?-but her answers, while polite, were always vague. Wat Aenea showed great talent for was
getting me talking. | hadn't known nmany children-even when | was a child nyself, there were few
others in our caravan group, and | rarely enjoyed their conpany, since G andamwas infinitely nore
interesting to nme-but the children and teenagers |'d encountered over the years had never shown
this much curiosity or ability to Iisten. Aenea got nme describing ny years as a shepherd; she
showed special interest in my apprenticeship as a | andscape architect; she asked a thousand

questi ons about my riverbarge days and hunting-gui de days-in truth, it was only my soldiering days
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that she did not show nmuch interest in. What she had seened especially interested in was ny dog,

al t hough even discussing |zzy-about raising her, training her as bird dog, about her death-upset
me quite a bit.

I noticed that she could even get A Bettik talking about his centuries of servitude, and here
often joined in the patient listening: the android had seen and experienced anazi ng things -
different worlds, the settling of Hyperion with Sad King Billy, the Shrike's early ranpages across
Equus, the final pilgrimge that the old poet had nade fanous, even the decades with Martin
Silenus turned out to be fascinating.

But the girl said very little. On our fourth evening out from Hyperion, she adnitted that she had
conme through the Sphinx into her future not just to escape the Pax troops hunting for her then

but to seek out her own destiny.

"As a nessiah?" | said, intrigued.

Aenea | aughed. "No," she said, "as an architect."

I was surprised. Neither the Cantos nor the old poet hinself had said anything about the so-called
One Who Teaches earning a living as an architect.

Aenea had shrugged. "It's what | want to do. In ny dreamthe one who could teach ne lives in this
era. So here | cane."
"The one who could teach you?" | said. "I thought that you were the One Wio Teaches."

Aenea had fl opped back onto the hol opit cushions and cocked her |eg over the back of the couch
"Raul, how could | possibly teach anyone anything? |I'mtwelve standard years old and |'ve never
been off Hyperion before this. . . . Hell, |I never left the continent of Equus until this week
What do | have to teach?"

I had no answer to that.

"I want to be an architect," she said, "and in ny dreamthe architect who can train ne is
somewher e out there. " She waggl ed her fingers at the outer hull, but | understood her to nmean
the ol d Hegenony Wb, where we were headi ng.

"Who is he?" | said. "O she?"

"He," said Aenea. "And | don't know his nane."

"What world is he on?" | asked.
"I don't know. "
"Are you sure this is the right century?" | asked, trying to keep the irritation out of my voice

"Yeah. Maybe. | think so.'' Aenea rarely acted petulant during the days | spent with her that
week, but her voice seened perilously close to that now
"And you just drearmed about this person?”

She sat up in the cushions. ""Not just dreaned,"” she said then. "My dreans are inportant to ne.
They're sort of nore than dreanms. . . ." She broke off. "You'll see."

| tried not to sigh aloud. "Wat happens after you becone an architect?"

She chewed on a fingernail. It was a bad habit | planned on breaking her of. "Wat do you nean?"
"I mean, the old poet's expecting big things of you. . . . Being the nmessiah's just one part-when
does that kick in?"

"Raul ," she said, rising to go dowmn to her fugue cubby, "no offense, but why don't you just fuck
of f and | eave nme al one?"

_:O:_***_:O:_

She had apol ogi zed for that crudity later, but as we sat at the table an hour fromtranslation
into a strange star system | was curious if my question about her plan would elicit the sane
response.

It did not. She started to chew a nail, caught herself, and said, "Ckay, you're right, we need a
plan." She | ooked at A. Bettik. "Do you have one?"

The android shook his head. "Master Silenus and | discussed this many tines, M Aenea, but our
conclusion was that if the Pax sonmehow arrived first at our destination, then all was lost. It
seens an inprobability, though, since the torchship pursuing us cannot travel nore quickly through
Hawki ng space than we can."

"I don't know," | said. "Sone of the hunters |I've guided the past few years tal ked about runors
that the Pax ... or the Church . . . had these superfast ships."

A. Bettik nodded. "W have heard sinmilar runmors, M Endym on, but |ogic suggests that if the Pax
had devel oped such craft-a breakthrough which the Hegenbny never achieved, by the way-then there
seens little reason that they would not have outfitted their warshi ps and Mercantil us vessels with
such a drive. "

Aenea tapped the table. "It doesn't really matter how they get there first,"'
dreaned that they will. |'ve been considering plans, but ..."

"What about the Shrike?" | said.

she said. "I've
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Aenea gl anced si deways at ne. "Wat about it?"

"Well," | said, "it provided a pretty conveni ent deus ex machina for us on Hyperion, so | just
thought that if it could . . ."

"Dam it, Raul!" cried the girl. "I didn't ask that creature to kill those people on Hyperion. |
wish to God it hadn't."

"I know, | know, " | said, touching her sleeve to calmher. A Bettik had cut down several of the
Consul's old shirts for her, but her wardrobe was still neager.

I knew that she had been upset about the carnage during our escape. She later adnmtted that it had
been part of the reason for her sobbing that second ni ght out.

"I"'msorry," | said sincerely. "I didn't nean to be flippant about the . . . thing. | just thought
that if sonmeone tried to stop us again, nmaybe ..."

"No," said Aenea. "|'ve dreaned that sonmeone tries to stop us fromgetting to Renai ssance Vector.
But | haven't dreaned that the Shrike hel ps us. W have to cone up with our own plan."

"What about the Core?" | said tentatively. It was the first tine |1'd nmentioned the TechnoCore
since she had brought it up that first day.

Aenea seened |l ost in thought; or at |east she ignored nmy question. "If we're going to get

oursel ves out of whatever trouble mght be waiting for us, it will have to be our doing. O naybe
." She turned her head. "Ship?"

"Yes, M Aenea."

"Have you been listening to this conversation?"

"Of course, M Aenea."

"Do you have any ideas that could help us?"

"Hel p you to avoid capture if Pax ships are waiting for you?"

"Yeah," said Aenea, her voice irritable. She frequently |lost patience with the ship

"Not any original ideas," said the ship. "I have been trying to renmenber how the Consul avoi ded

the I ocal authorities when we were just passing through a system "

"And?" said Aenea

"Well, as | have nentioned, ny nenory is not as conplete as it should be. . . ."

"Yes, yes," said Aenea, "but do you renmenber any clever ways you avoi ded | ocal authorities?"

"Well, primarily by outrunning them" said the ship. "As we have di scussed previously, the Quster

nmodi fications were to the containment field and the fusion drive. The latter changes allow nme to

reach C-plus translation velocities much nore quickly than standard spinships ... or so it was
when | | ast travel ed between the stars.”

A. Bettik folded his hands and spoke to the sane bul khead area that Aenea had been watching. "You
are saying that if the authorities ... in this case the Pax ships . . . left fromthe pl anet

Parvati, or near it, you would be able to make the translation to Renai ssance Vector before they
could intercept us."

"Mbst assuredly," said the ship.

"How long will the turnaround take?" | asked.

" Tur nar ound?”

"The tine in-systembefore we can spin up to the quantum junp to Renai ssance Vector's system" |
sai d.

"Thirty-seven m nutes,
system checks. "

"What if a Pax ship is waiting right there when we spin down?" asked Aenea. "Do you have any
CQuster nodifications that could help us?"

"Not that | can think of," said the ship. "You know of the enhanced contai nnent fields, but they
are still no match for a warship's weapons."

The girl sighed and | eaned on the table. "I've been over this and over this, but | don't see how
it can help."

A. Bettik |ooked thoughtful, but then again, he always | ooked thoughtful. "During the tine we were
concealing and caring for the ship," he said, "one other Quster nodification becane apparent.”
"What's that?" | said.

A. Bettik gestured downward, toward the holopit |evel below us. "They enhanced the ship's norphing
ability. The way it can extrude the balcony is one exanple. Its ability to extend w ngs during
atnospheric flight. It is able to open each separate living |l evel to atnosphere, thus bypassing
the old air-lock entrance if necessary.'

"Neat," said Aenea, "but | don't see how that would help, unless the ship can norph to the point
of passing itself off as a Pax torchship or sonething. Can you do that, Ship?"

"No, M Aenea," said the soft nmle voice. "The Qusters carried out sone fascinating pi ezodynam c
engi neering on ne, but there is still the conservation of nass to reckon with." After a second of

said the ship. "Wich includes re-orientation, navigation checks, and
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silence, "I amsorry, M Aenea."
"Just a silly idea," said Aenea, then she sat straight up. It was so obvious that sonething had
occurred to her that neither A Bettik nor | interrupted her train of thought for two m nutes.

Finally she said, "Ship?"

"Yes, M Aenea?"

"You're able to norph an air lock ... or a sinple opening . . . anywhere on your hull?"

"Al nost anywhere, M Aenea. There are comunications pods and certain drive-related areas in which
I could not-"

"But on the living decks?" interrupted the girl. "You could just open themthe way you let the
upper hull go transparent?”

"Yes, M Aenea."

"Would the air rush out if you did that?"

The ship's voice sounded nildly shocked as it answered. "I would not allow that to happen, M
Aenea. As with the piano balcony, | would preserve the integrity of all external fields so that-"
"But you could open each deck, not just the air lock, and depressurize it?" The girl's persistence
was newto nme then. It is famliar now

"Yes, M Aenea."

A. Bettik and | listened without comment. | could not speak for the android, but | had no idea

where the kid was headed with all this. |I |leaned toward her. "Is this part of a plan?" | said.

Aenea smiled crookedly. It was what | would later think of as her mschievous snmle. "It's too

primitive to be a plan," she said, "and if ny assunptions about why the Pax wants ne are wong .
well, it won't work." The mischievous smle took on a wy twist. "It probably wouldn't work

anyway. "

| glanced at ny wist. "W have forty-five minutes until we spin down and find out if someone's

waiting," | said. "Do you want to share your plan that woul dn't work?"

The girl began speaking. She did not talk |ong. Wien she was finished, the android and | |ooked at

each other. "You're right,” | said to her, "it's not much of a plan and it wouldn't work."

Aenea's smile did not falter. She took nmy hand and turned ny wist so that nmy chrononeter was face-
up. "We have forty-one mnutes,"” she said. "Cone up with a better one."
24

The Raphael is on the final part of her return ellipsoid, rushing in-systemtoward Parvati's sun
at .03 of light-speed. The archangel -cl ass courier/warship is ungainly-massive drive bays, cobbl ed-
t oget her corn-pods, spin-arns, weapons' platforns and antennae array protruding, its tiny

envi ronnental sphere and attached dropship shuttle tucked into the ness al nost as an afterthought-
but it becomes a serious warship now as it rotates 180 degrees so that it hurtles stern-first
toward the projected translation point of the ship it pursues.

"One mnute to spindown,"” de Soya says over the tactical band. The three troopers in the open
sally-port air lock do not need to acknowl edge the transm ssion. They al so know that even after
the other ship appears in real space, it will not be visible to themeven with visor nagnifiers-
for another two m nutes.

Strapped in his accel eration couch with the control panels arrayed around him his gauntleted hand
on the omicontroller, his tactical shunt in place so that he and the ship are effectively one,

Fat her Captain de Soya listens to the breathing of the three troopers over the com channel while
he wat ches and senses the other ship's approach. "Picking up Hawki ng-drive distortion readi ng down
angle thirty-nine, coordinates zero-zero-zero, thirty nine, one-nine-niner," he says into his

m ke. "Exit point at zero-zero-zero, nine hundred klicks. Single vehicle probability, ninety-nine
percent. Relative velocity nineteen kps."

Suddenly the other ship beconmes visible on radar, t-dirac, and all passive sensors. "Got it,"

Fat her Captain de Soya says to the waiting troopers. "On tinme, on schedule . . . dam."

"What ?" says Sergeant Gregorius. He and his nen have checked their weapons, charges, and boarding
collars. They are ready to junp in less than three m nutes.

"The ship's begun accel erating, not decelerating as we'd guessed in nost of the sins," says de
Soya. On the tactical channel he enables the ship to carry out preprogramed alternatives. "Hang
on!" he says to the troopers, but the thrusters have already fired, Raphael is already rotating.
"No problem" he says as the main drive kicks on, boosting themto 147 gravities. "Just stay

within the field during the junp. It'll take just an extra mnute to match velocities."
Gregorius, Kee, and Rettig do not respond. De Soya can hear their breathing
Two minutes |ater de Soya says, "I have a visual."

Sergeant Gregorius and his two troopers |ean out of the open air |ock. Gegorius can see the other
ship as a ball of fusion flame. He keys the mag-lenses so he can see beyond that, raises the
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filters, and sees the ship itself. "Pretty much like the tacticals," says Kee.
"Don't think that way," snaps the sergeant. "The real thing's never like the tacticals." He knows
that both these nen realize that; they have been in conbat. But Sergeant Gregorius was an
i nstructor at Pax Command on Armaghast for three years, and the instinct is hard to break
"This thing's fast," says de Soya. "If we didn't have the bounce on them | don't think we'd catch
them As it is, we'll just be able to match velocities for five or six mnutes."
"W only need three," says Gregorius. "Just get us al ongside, Captain.”
"Comi ng al ongsi de now," says de Soya. "She's painting us." The Raphael was not designed wth
stealth capabilities, and now every instrument records the other ship's sensors on her. "One

klick," he reports, "still no weapons activity. Fields on full. Delta-V dropping. Ei ght hundred
nmeters."

Gregorius, Kee, and Rettig unsling their plasma rifles and crouch

"Three hundred neters . . . two hundred neters . . . ," says de Soya. The other ship is passive,

its acceleration high but constant. In nost of the sinms de Soya had factored in a wild chase
before matchi ng speeds and disrupting the other ship's fields. This is too easy. The father-
captain feels concern for the first tinme. "Inside mninumlance range," he reports. "Go!"

The three Swiss Guard troopers explode out of the air lock, their reaction paks spurting blue
flane.

"Disrupting . . . now" cries de Soya. The other ship's fields refuse to drop for an eternity-

al rost three seconds, a tine never sinulated in the tactical exercises-but eventually they drop
"Fields down!" calls de Soya, but the troopers already know that-they are tunbling, decelerating,
and dropping onto the eneny hull at their prearranged entry points-Kee near the bow, G egorius on
what had been the navigation | evel on the old schematics, Rettig above the engi ne room

"On," comes Gregorius's voice. The other two confirmlanding a second |ater

"Boarding collars set," pants the sergeant.

"Set," confirms Kee.

"Set," says Rettig.

"Deploy fromthree," snaps the sergeant. "Three, two, one . . . deploy."

H s pol yner bag gossaners into sunlight.

On the command couch de Soya is watching the delta-V. The acceleration has risen to nore than 230
gravities. If the fields fail now ... He shoves the thought aside. Raphael is straining to her
utnost to keep velocities matched. Another four or five mnutes, and he will have to fall away or
risk overtaxing all the ship's fusion-drive systens. Hurry, he thinks toward the conbat-arnored
shapes he sees in tactical space and vi deo screens.

"Ready," reports Kee.

"Ready," conmes Rettig's voice fromnear the stern fins on the absurd ship.

"Set charges," orders Gregorius, and slaps his onto the hull. "Fromfive . . . five, four, three
"Fat her Captain de Soya," says a girl's voice.

"Wait!" orders de Soya. The girl's imge has appeared on all the combands. She is sitting at a
piano. It is the sane child he saw at the Sphinx on Hyperion three nonths before.

"Stop!" echoes Gregorius, his finger above the detonate button on his wistplate. The ot her
troopers obey. Al are watching the vid broadcast on their visor inserts.

"How do you know ny nanme?" asks Father Captain de Soya. Instantly he knows how stupid the question
is: it does not matter, his nmen need to enter the ship within three mnutes or the Raphael will
fall behind, |eaving them alone on the other ship. They had sinulated that possibility-the
troopers taking command of the ship after capturing the girl, slowing to wait for de Soya to catch
up-but it is not a preferable scenario. He touches a presspoint that sends his vid inmage to the
girl's ship.

"Hel | o, Father Captain de Soya," says the girl, her voice in no hurry, her appearance show ng

little or no stress, "if your nen try to enter the ship, | will depressurize ny own ship and die."
De Soya blinks. "Suicide is a nortal sin," he says.
On the screen the girl nods seriously. "Yes," she says, "but | amnot a Christian. Also, I'd

rather go to hell than go with you." De Soya |ooks intently at the inage-her fingers are not near
any controls.

"Captain," comes Gregorius's voice on the secure tightbeam channel, "if she opens the air | ock,
can get to her and get a transfer bag around her before conpl ete deconpression.”

On the screen the girl is watching, de Soya's lips are still as he subvocalizes on the tightbeam
channel . "She is not of the cross," he says. "If she dies, there's no guarantee that we can revive
her . "

"The odds are good the ship's surgery can bring her back and repair her fromsinple
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deconpression," says Gegorius. "It'll take thirty seconds or nore for her level to lose all of
its air. | can get to her. Gve the word."

"l mean it," says the child on the screen. Instantly, a circular section of hull opens under and
around Corporal Kee, and atnosphere blasts into vacuum filling Kee's boarding collar bag like a

bal | oon and tunbling himinto it as both crash into the external field and slide toward the stern
of the ship. Kee's reaction pak fires madly, and he stabilizes hinmself before being blown into the
fusion tale of the ship.

G egorius sets his finger on the shaped-charge detonator. "Captain!" he cries.

"Wait," subvocalizes de Soya. It is the sight of the girl in her shirtsleeves that freezes his
heart with anxiety. Space between the two ships is now filled with colloidal particles and ice
crystals.

"I"'msealed away fromthe top room" says the girl, "but if you don't call your nmen back, 1"l
open all the levels."

In less than a second the air lock blasts open, and a two-neter circle opens in the hull where
Gregorius had been standi ng. The sergeant had burned his way through the collar bag and jetted to
anot her | ocation as soon as the girl spoke. Now he tunbles away fromthe bl ast of atnobsphere and
smal | debris jetting fromthe opening, fires his thrusters, and plants his boots on a section of
hull five meters farther down the ship. In his mnd he can see the schematic, knows that the girl
is just inside -a few nmeters fromhis grasp. If she was to blow this section, he would catch her
bag her, and have her in the Raphael's surgery within two mnutes. He checks his tactical display:
Rettig had junped into space seconds before a section of hull opened under him Now the other was
station-keeping three neters fromthe hull. "Captain!" Gegorius calls on the tightbeam

"WAait," orders de Soya. To the girl, he says, "W nean you no harm"

"Then call themoff," snaps the girl. "Nowi O | open this last level."

Federico de Soya feels tine slow down as he weighs his options. He knows that he has less than a
m nute before he has to throttle back-alarnms and telltales are flashing throughout his tactica
connections to the ship and across the boards. He does not want to | eave his men behind, but the
nmost inmportant factor is the child. His orders are specific and absolute-Bring the child back
alive.

De Soya's entire tactical virtual environnent begins to pulse red, a warning that the ship nust
decelerate in one minute or autonatic overrides will kick in. His control boards tell the sanme
story. He keys the audi ble m ke channels, broadcasts on common bands as well as tightbeam
"Gregorius, Rettig, Kee . . . return to the Raphael. Now "

Sergeant Gregorius feels the fury and frustration surge through himlike a blast of cosmc

radi ati on, but he is a nmenber of the Swiss GQuard. "Returning now, sir!" he snaps, peels off his
shaped charge, and kicks off toward the archangel. The other two rise fromthe hull with blue

pi npricks of reaction thrusters. The merged fields flicker just |ong enough to allow the three
arnored men to pass through. Gegorius reaches the Raphael's hull first, grabs a hol don, and
literally flings his nen into the sally-port lock as they float by. He pulls hinself in, confirns
that the others are clinging to web restraints, and keys his mke. "In and tight, sir."

"Breaking off," says de Soya, broadcasting in the clear so that the girl can also hear. He
switches fromtactical space to real time and tweaks the omicontroller

Raphael cuts back fromits 110 percent thrust, separates its field fromthe target's, and begins
to fall behind. De Soya w dens the distance fromthe girl's ship, keeping Raphael as far away from
the other craft's fusion tail as he can: all indications are that the other ship is unarned, but
that termis relative when the thing's fusion drive can reach a hundred kil oneters through space
Raphael 's external fields are on full defensive, the ship's counterneasures on full autonatic,
ready to react in a mllionth of a second.

The girl's ship continues accelerating off the plane of the ecliptic. Parvati is not the child's
desti nati on.

A rendezvous with the Qusters? wonders de Soya. His ship's sensors still show no activity beyond
Parvati's orbital patrols, but entire Quster Swarnms could be waiting beyond the helio-sphere.
Twenty minutes later, the child' s ship already .hundreds of thousands of klicks ahead of Raphael
the question is answered.

"W've got Hawki ng-space distortion here," Father Captain de Soya reports to the three nen stil
clinging to restraints in the sally-port lock. "Her ship is preparing to spin up."

"To where?" asks Gregorius. The huge sergeant's voice reveals none of his fury at the near mss.
De Soya pauses and rechecks his readi ngs before answering. "Renaissance Vector space," he says.
"Very close to the planet."

Gregorius and the other two Swiss Guard troopers are silent. De Soya can guess their unspoken
questions. Wiy Renai ssance Vector? It's a Pax stronghold . . . two billion Christians, tens of
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t housands of troops, scores of Pax warshi ps. Wy there?

"Per haps she doesn't know what's there," he nmuses aloud over the intercom He switches to tactica
space and hovers above the plane of the ecliptic, watching the red dot spin up to G plus and

di sappear fromthe solar system The Raphael still follows its stern chase course, fifty mnutes
fromtranslation vector. De Soya | eaves tactical, checks all systems, and says, "You can come up
fromthe | ock now. Secure all boarding gear."

- = -***-:O:-

He does not ask their opinion. There is no discussion of whether he will translate the archange
to Renai ssance Vector space-the course has al ready been set in and the ship is clinbing toward
quantum | eap-and he does not ask themagain if they are prepared to die again. This junp will be
as fatal as the last, of course, but it will put theminto Pax-occupied space five nonths ahead of
the girl's ship. The only question in de Soya's mind is whether or not to wait for the St. Anthony
to spin down into Parvati space so he can explain the situation to the captain.

He decides not to wait. It makes little sense-a few hours' difference in a five-nonth head start-
but he does not have the patience to wait. De Soya orders Raphael to prepare a transponder buoy,
and he records the orders for Captain Sati on the Anthony: immedi ate translati on to Renai ssance
Vector-a ten-day trip for the torchship with the same five-nonth tine-debt that the girl wll pay-
with readi ness for conbat i medi ately upon spinning down to RV space.

When he has | aunched the buoy and tightbeaned standdown orders to the Parvati command, de Soya
turns his acceleration couch to face the other three nen. "I know how di sappointing that was to
you, " he begins.

Sergeant Gregorius says nothing, and his dark face is as inpassive as stone, but Father Captain de
Soya can read the nessage behind the silence: Another thirty seconds and | would have had her

De Soya does not care. He has commanded nen and wonen for over a decade-has sent braver, nore

| oyal underlings than this to their deaths wi thout allowi ng renorse or the need for explanation to
overwhel m hi mso he does not blink nowin front of the giant trooper. "I think the child would
have carried out her threat," he says, his tone of voice conveying the nessage that this is not
open to discussion or argunment, now or later, "but that's a noot point now. W know where she's
going. It may be the one systemin this sector of Pax space where no one-not even an Quster Swarm
could get in or out unseen and uninterdicted. We're going to have five nonths to prepare for the
ship's arrival, and this time we won't be operating alone." De Soya pauses to take a breath. "You
three have worked hard, and this failure in Parvati systemis not yours. I'll see to it that you
are returned to your unit imrediately upon arrival in Renaissance Vector space.”

Gregorius does not even have to glance at his two nmen before speaking for them "Begging the
father-captain's pardon, but if we have a say init, sir, we'd choose to stay with you and Raphael
until this young 'un's safely in the net and on her way to Pacem sir."

De Soya tries not to show his surprise. "Hmm. . . well, we'll see what happens, Sergeant.
Renai ssance Vector is Fleet Headquarters for the navy, and a lot of our bosses will be there.
We' || see what happens. Let's get everything tied down. . . . W translate in twenty-five

m nutes. "

"Sir?"

"Yes, Corporal Kee?"

"Wl you be hearing confessions before we die this tine?"

De Soya works again to keep his expression neutral. "Yes, Corporal. |I'll finish the checklist here
and be in the wardroom cubby for confession in ten mnutes.”

"Thank you, sir," says Kee with a smle.

"Thank you," says Rettig.

"Thank 'ee, Father," runbles G egorius.

De Soya watches the three junp to tie-down activities, shedding their massive conbat arnor as they
go. In that instant he catches an intuitive glinpse of the future and feels the weight of it on
his shoul ders. Lord, give me strength to carry out Thy will . . . in Jesus' nanme | ask

Anmen.

Swi vel i ng his heavy couch back to the command panels, de Soya begins the final checklist before
transl ati on and deat h.

25

Once, while guiding some duck hunters born on Hyperion into the fens, | asked one of them an
airship pilot who comanded the weekly dirigible run down the Nine Tails from Equus to Aquil a,
what his job was like. "Piloting an airship?" he'd said. "As the ancient |ine goes-long hours of
boredom broken by mi nutes of sheer panic."

This trip was a bit like that. | don't nean to say that | was bored-Just the interior of the
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spaceship with its books and ol d hol os and grand piano was interesting enough to keep nme from
being bored for the next ten days, not to nention getting to know nmy traveling conpani ons- but

al ready we had experienced these long, slow, pleasantly idle periods punctuated by interludes of

wi | d adrenal i ne rush

| adnmit that it had been disturbing in Parvati Systemto sit out of sight of the vid pickup and
watch this child threaten to kill herself-and us!-if the Pax ship did not back off. I'd spent ten
mont hs deal i ng bl ackjack on Felix, one of the Nine Tails, and had watched a | ot of ganblers; this
el even-year-old was one hell of a poker player. Later, when | asked her if she would have carried
through on the threat and opened our | ast pressurized |evel to space, she only sniled that

m schi evous snmile and made a vague gesture with her right hand, a sort of flicking away, as if she

were brushing the thought out of the air. | grew used to that gesture in later nonths and years.
"Wl |, how did you know t hat Pax captain's nane?" | asked.

| expected to hear some revel ati on about the powers of a proto-nessiah, but Aenea only said, "He
was waiting at the Sphinx when | stepped out a week ago. | guess | heard soneone call his nane."

| doubted that. If the father-captain had been at the Sphinx, Pax-arny standard procedure would
have had hi m buttoned into conbat arnor and communi cating on secure channels. But why would the
child lie?

Wy am | seeking logic or sanity here? I'd asked nyself at the noment. There hasn't been any so
far.

When Aenea had gone bel omdecks to take a shower after our dramatic departure from Parvati System

the ship had tried to reassure A Bettik and ne. "Do not worry, gentlenen. | would not have

all owed you to die from deconpression.”

The android and | had exchanged a look. | think that both of us were wondering whether the ship
knew what it would have done, or whether the child had some special control over it.

As the days of the second | eg of the voyage passed, | found nyself broodi ng about the situation
and ny reaction to it. The main problem | realized, had been ny passivity-al nost irrel evancy-
during this whole trip. I was twenty-seven years old, an ex-soldier, man of the world-even if the
worl d was only backwater Hyperion-and here | had let a child deal with the one real emergency we'd
faced. | understood why A Bettik had been so passive in the situation; he was, after all

condi ti oned by bi oprogrammi ng and centuries of habit to defer to human deci sions. But why had

been such a stunmp? Martin Silenus had saved nmy life and sent nme on this insane quest to protect
the girl, to keep her alive and hel p her get wherever she had to go. So far, all | had done was
fly a carpet and hide behind a piano while the kid dealt with a Pax warship.

The four of us, including the ship, tal ked about that Pax warship during those first few days out
fromParvati space. |If Aenea was right, if Father Captain de Soya had been on Hyperion during the
openi ng of the tonmb, then the Pax had found sone way to take a shortcut through Hawki ng space. The
implications of that reality were nore than sobering; they scared the shit out of ne.

Aenea did not seemoverly worried. The days passed and we fell into the confortable, if a bit

cl aust rophobi ¢, shi pboard routine-Aenea playing the piano after dinner, all of us grazing in the
library, checking the ship's holos and navigation logs for any clue as to where it had taken the
Consul (there were many clues, none definitive), playing cards in the evening (she was a

form dabl e poker player), and occasionally exercising, which | did by asking the ship to set the
contai nnent field to one-point-three-g just in the stairwell, and then running up and down the siXx
stories' worth of spiral steps for forty-five mnutes. I'mnot sure what it did for the rest of ny
body, but ny cal ves, thighs, and ankl es soon | ooked |Iike they belonged to sone Jovi an-world

el ephant oi d.

When Aenea realized that the field could be tailored to small regions of the ship, there was no
stoppi ng her. She began sleeping in a bubble of zero-g on the fugue deck. She found that the table

on the library deck could be norphed into a billiard table, and she insisted on at |east two ganes
a day-each time under different g-loads. One night | heard a noise while reading on the navigation
| evel, went down the stairs to the holopit level, and found the hull irised open, the bal cony

extended without the piano there, and a gi ant sphere of water-perhaps eight or ten neters across-
floating between the bal cony and the outer containnent field.

"What the hell?"

"I't's fun!" came a voice fromw thin the pulsing blob of shifting water. A head with wet hair
broke the surface, hanging upside down two neters above the fl oor of the bal cony. "Cone on in!"
cried the girl. "The water's warm"

| leaned away fromthe apparition, putting my weight on the railing and trying not to think of
what woul d happen if that |ocalized bubble of the field failed for a second.

"Has A. Bettik seen this?" | said.

The pal e shoul ders shrugged. The fractal fireworks were pul sing and fol ding out beyond the
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bal cony, casting incredible colors and reflections on the sphere of water. The sphere itself was a
great blue blob with Iighter patches on the surface and interior, where bubbles of air shifted.
Actually, it rem nded ne of photos of Od Earth | had seen

Aenea ducked her head under, was a pale formkicking through the water for a nonent, and reenerged
five meters up the curved surface. Snaller globules splashed free and curved back to the surface

of the larger sphere-herded there by the field differential, | assumed-splashing and sendi ng
conpl ex, concentric circles rippling across the surface of the water gl obe.
"Come on in," she said again. "I mean it!"

"I don't have a suit."

Aenea fl oated a second, kicked over onto her stomach, and dived again. Wen she energed, head
conpl etely upside down fromny perspective this tinme, she said, "Wo has a suit? You don't need
one!"

I knew she was not joking because during her dive | had seen the pale vertebrae pressing agai nst
the skin of her back, her ribs, and her still-boylike butt reflecting the fractal light like two
snmall white rmushroons poking up froma pond. Al in all, the sight of our twelve-year-old nessiah-
to-be's backsi de was about as sexual |y arousing as seeing hol oslides of Aunt Merth's new

grandki ddies in the tub.

"Come on in, Raul!" she called again, and dived for the opposite side of the sphere.

| hesitated only a second before kicking off nmy robe and outer clothes. | kept on not only ny
undershorts, but the long undershirt | often wore as paj anas.

For a nonent | stood on the bal cony, not having the slightest clue as to howto get into the
sphere several neters above ne. Then | heard, "Junp, dummy!" from somewhere on the upper arc of
the bl ob, and | junped.

The transition to zero-g began about a neter and a half up. The water was dammed col d.

| pivoted, shouted fromthe cold, felt everything contractable on ny body contract, and began

spl ashing around, trying to keep nmy head above the curved surface. | was not surprised when A
Betti k came out on the balcony to see what the shouting was all about. He folded his arnms and

| eaned against the railing, crossing his |legs at the ankl es.

"The water's warm " | lied through chattering teeth. "C non in!"

The android sniled and shook his head like a patient parent. | shrugged and pivoted and dived.

It took me a second or two to remenber that swimmng is nuch like noving in zero-g; that floating
in water in zero-g is much like ordinary sw mming. Either way, the resistance of the water made
the experience nore swinlike than zero-g-1ike, although there was the added fun of coming across
an air bubble somewhere inside the sphere and pausing there to catch one's breath before paddling
around underwat er agai n.

After a nmonent of cartwheeling disorientation, | came to a neter-w de bubble, stopped nyself
before tunbling out into the sphere, and | ooked directly above ne to see Aenea's head and

shoul ders emergi ng. She | ooked down at me and waved. The skin on her bare chest was goose-bunpy
fromeither the cool water or cooler air.

"Sone fun, huh?" she said, spluttering water out of her face and brushing back her hair with both
hands. Her bl ond-brown hair | ooked nmuch darker when wet. | |ooked at the girl and tried to see her
nmot her in her, the dark-haired Lusian detective. It was no use-|I had never seen an inmage of Brawne
Lam a, only heard descriptions fromthe Cantos.

"The hard part's keeping yourself fromflying out of the water when you get to the edge," said
Aenea as our bubble shifted and contracted, the wall of water curving around and above us. "Race
you to the outside!"”

She pivoted and kicked, and | tried to follow, but made the m stake of flailing across the air
bubbl e-ny God, | hope that neither A Bettik nor the child saw that pathetic spasmof arms and

| egs-and ended up at the edge of the sphere half a minute behind her. W treaded water there; the
shi p and bal cony were out of sight beneath us, the surface of the water curved away to the |eft
and right, dropping out of sight like waterfalls on all sides of us, while above us the crinmson
fractal s expanded, expl oded, contracted, and expanded again

"I wish we could see the stars,”" | said, and was surprised that | had spoken al oud.

"Me too," said Aenea. Her face was raised to the disturbing |Iight show, and | thought | saw a
shadow of sadness flicker across her features. "I'mcold," she said at last. | could see her

cl enched jaws now, sense her effort to keep her teeth fromchattering. "Next time | tell the ship
to build the pool, I'Il remind it not to use cold water."

"You' d better get out," | said. W swam down and around the curve of the sphere. The bal cony

seenmed to be a wall rising to greet us, its only anonmaly the formof A Bettik standing sideways
fromit, holding out a large towel for Aenea.
"Cl ose your eyes," she said. | did and felt the heavy zero-g gl obul es of splash-water strike ny
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face as she flailed her way right through the surface tension of the sphere and floated beyond it.
A second later | heard the slap of her bare feet as she | anded on the bal cony.

I waited a few nore seconds and opened ny eyes. A Bettik had set the vol unmi nous towel around her
and she was huddled in it, teeth chattering now despite her efforts to stop them "B-b-be care-f-

ful," she said. "Ro-ro-tate as s-s-soon as you get out of the wwwwater, or you'll f-f-fall on
your h-head and b-b-break your neck."
"Thanks," | said, having no intention of |eaving the sphere before she and A Bettik left the

bal cony. They did so a nonment | ater and | paddl ed out, kicked arnms and legs in a wild attenpt to
turn 180 degrees before gravity reasserted itself, pivoted too far, overconpensated, and |anded
heavily on ny rear end.

| pulled down the extra towel that A Bettik had thoughtfully left on the railing for ne, nopped
my face, and said, "Ship, you can collapse the zero-g mcrofield now "

| realized ny nistake an instant |ater, but before |I could countermand the order, several hundred
gall ons of water collapsed onto the bal cony-a massive waterfall of bone-chilling weight crashing
down froma great height. If | had been directly under it, it mght well have killed nme-a mldly
ironic end to a great adventure-but since | was sitting a couple of neters fromthe edge of the
deluge, it nerely snmashed ne agai nst the bal cony, caught me up in its vortex as it spilled up and
over the railing, and threatened to fling me out into space and down past the stern of the ship
fifteen meters below, down to the bottom of the ellipsoid bubble of containnent field, where
woul d end up like a drowned insect in an ovoid beaker

| grabbed at the railing and held on while the torrent roared by.

"Sorry," said the ship, realizing its own error and reshaping the field around us to contain and

collect the deluge. | noticed that none of it had washed t hrough the open doorway into the hol opit
| evel
When the microfield had lifted the water away i n sloshing spheres, | found ny sodden towel and

wal ked through the doorway into the ship. As the hull irised shut behind me, the water presumably
being returned to its hol ding tanks before being purified again for our use or as reaction mss,
st opped suddenly.

"Ship!" | denanded.

"Yes, M Endyni on?"

"That wasn't your idea of a practical joke, was it?"

"Do you mean obeying your order to collapse the zero-g microfield, M Endyni on?"

"Yeah."

"The consequences were the result of a minor oversight only, M Endymion. | do not conmt
practical jokes. Be assured, | do not suffer froma sense of hunor."

"Hmm " | said, not totally convinced. Carrying ny wet shoes and clothing with ne, | squished
upstairs to dry off and get dressed.

_:O:_***_:O:_

The next day | visited A Bettik down in what he called the "engine room" The place did have
somewhat the sense of an engine roomin an oceangoi ng shi p-warm pi pes, obscure but nassive dynano-
shaped objects, catwal ks and netal platforms-but A Bettik showed nme how the prinmary purpose of
the space was to interface with the ship's drives and field generators via various sinstinlike
connectors. | admit that |'ve never enjoyed conputer-generated realities, and after sanpling a few
of the virtual views of the ship, | disconnected and sat by A Bettik's hamock while we tal ked.
He told ne about helping to service and refit this ship over the |ong decades, and how he had
begun to believe it would never fly again. | sensed a relief that the voyage was under way.

"Had you al ways planned to go on the trip with whonever the old poet chose to go with the girl?"
asked.

The android | ooked steadily at ne. "For the past century | have harbored the thought, M Endym on

But | rarely considered it a potential reality. |I thank you for making it so."
H s gratitude was so sincere that it enbarrassed ne for a nonent. "You' d better not thank nme unti
we escape the Pax," | said to change the subject. "I suppose they'll be waiting for us in

Renai ssance Vector space."

"I't seens likely." The bl ue-skinned man did not seem especially concerned by the prospect.

"Do you think Aenea's threat of opening the ship to space will work a second tinme?" | said.

A. Bettik shook his head. "They wish to capture the girl alive, but they will not be taken in by
that bluff again.”

I raised nmy eyebrows. "Do you really think she was bluffing? | had the inpression that she was
ready to open our l|level to vacuum"

"I think not," said A Bettik. "I do not know this young person well, of course, but | had the
pl easure of spending some days with her nother and the other pilgrinms during their crossing of
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Hyperion. M Lania was a woman who loved life and respected the Iives of others. | believe that M
Aenea m ght have carried out the threat if she had been alone, but | do not think that she is
capabl e of choosing to hurt you or ne."

I had nothing to say to that, so we spoke of other things-the ship, our destination, how strange
the Wb worl ds nust be after all this tine since the Fall.

"I'f we land on Renai ssance Vector," | said, "do you plan to | eave us there?"

"Leave you?" said A Bettik, showing surprise for the first time. "Wiy would | |eave you there?"

| made a | ane gesture with ny hand. "Well ... | guess ... | nmean, | always thought you wanted your
freedomand would find it on the first civilized world we |anded on. . . ."l stopped before |I nade

nmore of an idiot of nyself.

"My freedomis found by being allowed to cone along on this voyage," the android said softly. He
smled. "And, besides, M Endymion, | could hardly blend in with the populace if |I did want to
stay on Renai ssance Vector."

This raised an issue |I'd been thinking about. "You could change your skin color,” | said. "The
ship's autosurgeon could do that. . . ."l stopped again, seeing sonmething subtle in his expression
that | did not understand.

"As you know, M Endymion," began A. Bettik, "we androids are not programed |i ke machi nes

not even set with basic parameters and asinotivators |like the early DNA Al's which evolved into the

Core intelligences . . . but certain inhibitions were ... ah ... strongly urged on us when our
instincts were being designed. One, of course, is to obey humans whenever reasonable and to keep
themfromconing to harm This asinotivator is older than robotics or bioengineering, | amtold.
But another . . . instinct ... is not to change ny skin color."

"You're not capable of it?" | asked. "You couldn't do it if our lives depended upon your
conceal i ng your bl ue skin?"

"Ch, yes," said A Bettik, "I ama creature of free will. | could do so, especially if the action
was consistent with high-priority asinotivations, such as keeping you and M Aenea safe from harm
but nmy choice would make me . . . unconfortable. Very unconfortable.”

I nodded but did not really understand. W spoke of other things.

_=O:_***_=O:_

This was the sanme day that | inventoried the contents of the weapons and EVA | ockers on the nain

air-lock level. There was nore there than I'd thought upon first inspection, and sonme of the
objects were so archaic that | had to ask the ship their purpose. Mst of the things in the EVA
| ocker were obvi ous enough-spacesuits and hazardous- at nosphere suits, four flybikes cleverly
folded into their storage niches under the spacesuit closet, heavy-duty handl anps, canpi ng gear
osnosi s masks and scuba gear with flippers and spearguns, one EMflying belt, three boxes of
tools, two well-equipped ned-kits, six sets of night-vision and | R goggles, an equal nunber of

I i ght wei ght headsets with nike-bead conmuni cators and vid caneras, and conl ogs. These last itens
caused ne to query the ship: on a world without a datasphere, | had grown up with little use for
the things. The com ogs ranged from anti quated-the thin silver band of jewelry type that was
popul ar several decades ago-to absolutely ancient: nassive things the size of a snmall book. Al
wer e capabl e of being used as communicators, of storing nassive anmounts of data, of tapping into
the | ocal datasphere, and-especially with the ol der ones-of actually hooking into planetary
fatline relays via renpte so that the negasphere could be accessed.

I held one of the bracelet pieces in nmy palm It weighed nuch I ess than a gram Usel ess.
understood fromlistening to offworld hunters that there were a few worlds with prinitive

dat aspheres once agai n- Renai ssance Vector was one of them | thought-but the fatline relays had
been useless for alnost three centuries. The fatline-that conmon band of FTL conmuni cati on upon
whi ch the Hegenony had depended- had been silent since the Fall. | started to put the com og back
inits velvet-lined case.

"You might find it useful to take with you if you | eave me for any period of tinme," said the shinp.
I glanced over mny shoul der. "Wy?"

"Information,"” said the ship. "I would be happy to downl oad the bul k of ny basic datal ogs into one
or nore of those. You could access it at will."

| chewed nmy lip, trying to imagi ne any value in having the ship's confused mass of data on ny
wist. Then | heard Gran-dam s voice fromny chil dhood-Information is always to be treasured,
Raul. It is behind only love and honesty in a person's attenpt to understand the universe.

"CGood idea," | said, snapping the thin silver thread around ny wist. "Wen can you downl oad the
dat a banks?"

"I just did," said the ship.

| had gone through the weapons | ocker carefully before we had reached Parvati space; there had
been nothing there which could have slowed a Swi ss Guardsnan for a second. Now | studied the
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contents of the locker with different purposes in nind

It is odd how old things |ook old. The spacesuits and flybi kes and handl anps- al nost everyt hi ng
aboard t he ship-seened antiquated, out of style. There were no skinsuits, for instance, and the
bul k, design, and color of everything seened like a holo froma history text. But the weapons were
a slightly different story. They were old, yes, but very famliar to nmy eye and hand.

The Consul had obviously been a hunter. There were half a dozen shotguns on the rack: well oiled
and stored properly. | could have taken any one of them and headed for the fens to bag ducks. They
ranged froma petite .310 over-and-under to a nassive 28-gauge double barrel. | chose an ancient
but perfectly preserved 16-gauge punp with actual cartridges and set it in the corridor

The rifles and energy weapons were beautiful. The Consul nust have been a collector, because these
speci nens were works of art as well as killing devices-scrollwork on the stocks, blue steel, hand-
fitted el enents, perfect balance. In the nillenniumand nore since the twentieth century, when
personal weapons were mass-produced to be incredi bly deadly, cheap, and ugly as netal doorstops,
some of us-the Consul and | anobng the few had | earned to treasure beautiful handmade or limted-
production guns. On the rack here were high-caliber hunting rifles, plasma rifles (not a misnomer

I had | earned while in Honme Guard basic training-the plasma cartridges were bolts of sheer energy,
of course, when they energed fromthe barrel, but the cartridges did benefit fromthe barrel's
rifling before they volatilized), two el aborately carved | aser-based energy rifles (this was a

m snoner, an artifact of |anguage rather than design) not that different fromthe one M Herrig
had killed lzzy with not so many days earlier, a matte-black FORCE assault rifle that probably
resenbl ed the one Col onel Fedmahn Kassad had brought to Hyperion three centuries ago, a huge-bore
pl asma weapon that the Consul must have used for shooting dinosaurs on sone world, and three

handguns. There were no deat hwands. | was glad; | hated the damed things.
I renoved one of the plasna rifles, the FORCE assault weapon, and the handguns for further
i nspecti on.

The FORCE weapon was ugly, an exception to the Consul's collecting scheme, but I saw why it had
been useful. The thing was nultipurpose-an 18-nm plasnma rifle, a variabl e-beam coherent -energy
weapon, grenade | auncher, a bhee-keeper (beans of high-energy electrons), flechette | auncher, a

wi deband blinder, heat-seeking dart flinger-hell, a FORCE assault weapon could do everything but
cook the trooper's neals. (And, when in the field, the variable-beam set to low, could usually do
that as well.)

Before entering Parvati System | had toyed with greeting any Swiss Guard boarders with the FORCE
weapon, but nodern conmbat suits woul d have shrugged off everything it could dole out, and-to be
honest-1 had been afraid it woul d make the Pax troopers nad.

Now | studied it nore carefully; sonething this flexible mght be useful if we wandered too far
fromthe ship and | had to take on a nore prinmtive foe-say, a cavenan, or a jet fighter, or sone
poor sl ob equi pped as we had been in Hyperion's Home Guard. In the end, | rejected taking it-it
was prohibitively heavy if one weren't in an ol d FORCE exopowered conmbat suit, the thing had no
ammuni tion for the flechette, grenade, or bhee settings, 18-mm pulse cartridges were inpossible to
find anynore, and to use the energy-weapon options, | would have to be near the ship or sone other
serious power source. | set the assault gun back in place, realizing as | did so that it m ght

wel | have been the | egendary Col onel Kassad's personal weapon. It did not fit the profile of the
Consul 's personal collection, but he had known Kassad- perhaps he had kept the thing for

sentinmental reasons.

| asked the ship, but the ship did not renenber. "Surprise, surprise,” | mnuttered.

The handguns were nore ancient than the assault gun, but much nore prom sing. Each was a
collector's item but they used cartridge magazi nes that could still be purchased-at |east on
Hyperion. | couldn't vouch for the worlds we would visit. The bi ggest weapon was a .60-caliber

Steiner-G@nn full-auto Penetrator. It was a serious weapon, but heavy: the cartridge tenplates

wei ghed al nost as much as the handgun, and it was designed to use anmunition at a prodigious rate.
| set it back. The other two were nmore promising: a small, light, emnently portable flechette

pi stol that might have been the great-grand-daddy of the weapon M Herrig had tried to kill ne
with., It cane with several hundred shiny little needl e-eggs-the grip magazine held five at a tine-
and each of the eggs held several thousand of the flechettes. It was a good weapon for soneone who
was not necessarily a good shot.

The final handgun amazed ne. It was in its own oiled | eather holster. |I renpved the weapon with
fingers that were slightly shaking. | knew it only fromold books-a .45-caliber semi automatic
handgun, actual cartridges-the kind that cane in brass casings, not a nmagazi ne tenpl ate that
created themas the gun was fired-patterned grip, netal sights, blue steel. | turned the weapon
over in nmy hands. This thing could date back nore than a thousand years.

I looked in the case in which | had found it: five boxes of .45 cartridges, several hundred
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rounds. | thought that they nust be ancient as well, but | found the manufacturer's tag: Lusus.
About three centuries ago.

Hadn't Brawne Lania carried an ancient .45, according to the Cantos? Later, when | asked Aenea

the child said that she had never seen her nother with a handgun

Still, it and the flechette pistol seened |like weapons we should have with us. | did not know if
the .45 cartridges would still fire, so | carried one out on the bal cony, warned the ship that the
external field should stop the slug fromricocheting, and squeezed the trigger. Nothing. Then
renenbered that these things had a nanual safety. | found it, clicked it off, and tried again. My
God, it was loud. But the bullets still worked. | set the weapon in its holster and clipped the
hol ster to my utility belt. It felt right there. O course, when the |ast .45 cartridge had been
fired, that would be it forever unless |I could find an anti que gun club that manufactured them

/ don't plan to have to fire several hundred bullets at anything, | thought wyly at the time. If
only I had known.

Meeting with the girl and android later, | showed themthe shotgun and plasma hunting rifle 1'd
chosen, the flechette pistol, and the .45. "If we go wandering through strange places- uni nhabited
strange pl aces-we should go arned,"” | said. | offered the flechette pistol to both of them but
they both refused. Aenea wanted no weapon; the android pointed out that he could not use one

agai nst a hunman being, and he trusted me to be around if a fierce animal was chasi ng him

I grunted but set the rifle, shotgun, and flechette pistol aside. "I'll wear this," | said,
touching the . 45.

"It matches your outfit," Aenea said with a slight smle

-=0=-***_ =O=-

There was no | ast-m nute desperate discussion of a plan this time. None of us believed that
Aenea's threat of self-destruction would work again if the Pax was waiting. Qur nost serious

di scussion of comi ng events canme two days before we spun down into the Renai ssance System W had
eaten well-A Bettik had prepared a filet of river nmanta with a |light sauce, and we had rai ded the
ship's wine cellar for a fine wine fromthe Beak's vineyards-and after an hour of nusic with Aenea
on the piano and the android playing a flute he had brought with him talk turned to the future.
"Ship, what can you tell us about Renai ssance Vector?" asked the girl.

There was that brief pause that | had come to associate with the ship being enbarrassed. "I am
sorry, M Aenea, but other than navigational information and orbital approach maps which are
centuries out of date, | amafraid | have no information about the world."

"I have been there," said A Bettik. "Al so centuries ago, but we have been nonitoring radi o and
television traffic that refers to the planet."”

"I've heard sone of ny offworld hunters talk," | said. "Sone of the richest are from Renai ssance
V." | gestured to the android. "Wy don't you start?"

He nodded and fol ded his arns. "Renai ssance Vector was one of the nost inportant worlds of the
Hegenony. Extrenely Earth-like on the Solnev Scale, it was settled by early seedshi ps and was
conpl etely urbani zed by the time of the Fall. It was famous for its universities, its nedica
centers-nost Poul sen treatnents were administered there for the Wb citizens who could afford it-
its baroque architecture-especially beautiful in its nountain fortress, Keep Enable-and its

i ndustrial output. Myst of the FORCE spacecraft were nmanufactured there. In fact, this spacecraft
nmust have been built there-it was a product of the M tsubishi-Havcek conplex."

"Real | y?" said the ship's voice. "If |I knew that, the data have been lost. How interesting."
Aenea and | exchanged worried glances for the dozenth tine on this voyage. A ship that coul dn't
remenber its past or point of origin did not inspire confidence during the conplexities of
interstellar flight. Ch, well, | thought for the dozenth tinme, it got us in and out of Parvat
Systemall right.

"DaVinci is the capital of Renaissance Vector," continued A Bettik, "although the entire | andnmass
and much of the single | arge sea are urbanized, so there is little distinction between one urban
center and the other."

"It's a busy Pax world," | added. "One of the earliest to join the Pax after the Fall. The
mlitary is there in spades . . . both Renai ssance V. and Renai ssance M have orbital and | unar
garrisons, as well as bases all over each planet."

"What's Renai ssance M ?" asked Aenea.

"Renai ssance M nor," said A Bettik. "The second world fromthe sun . . . Renaissance V. is the
third. Mnor is also inhabited, but nuch less so. It is a largely agricultural world- huge
automated farns covering nmuch of the planet-and it feeds Vector. After the Fall of the farcasters,
both worlds benefited fromthis arrangenent; before regularly schedul ed interstellar commerce was
reinstated by the Pax, the Renai ssance Systemwas fairly self-contai ned. Renai ssance Vector
manuf act ured goods; Renai ssance M nor provided the food for the five billion people on Renai ssance
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Vector."
"What's the popul ati on on Renai ssance V. now?" | asked.
"l believe it is about the sane-five billion people, give or take a few hundred mllion," said A

Bettik. "As | said, the Pax arrived early and offered both the cruciformand the birth-contro

regime that goes with it."

"You said you'd been there," | said to the android. "What's the world |ike?"

"Ahh," said A Bettik with a rueful snmle, "I was at the Renai ssance Vector spaceport for |ess
than thirty-six hours while being shipped fromAsquith in preparation for our col onizing King

WIlliams new | and on Hyperion. They did rouse us fromcryogenic sleep but did not allow us to
| eave the ship. My personal recollections of the world are not extensive."

"Are they nostly born-again Christians there?" asked Aenea. The girl seened thoughtful and

sonewhat w thdrawn. | noticed that she had been chewi ng her nails again
"Ch, yes," said A Bettik. "Alnost all five billion of them |'mafraid."
"And | wasn't kidding about the heavy Pax military presence,"” | said. "The Pax troopers who

trained us in the Hyperion Home Guard staged out of Renaissance V. It's a major garrison world and
transshi pnent point for the whole war against the Qusters."

Aenea nodded but still seemed distracted.

| decided not to beat around the bush. "Wy are we going there?" | asked.

She | ooked up at me. Her dark eyes were beautiful but renote that nonent. "I want to see the River
Tet hys. "

I shook ny head. "The River Tethys was a farcaster construct, you know. It didn't exist outside
the Web. O, rather, it existed as a thousand small sections of other rivers."

"I know," she said. "But | want to see a river that was part of Tethys during the Wb days. My
not her told ne about it. Howit was |like the Grand Concourse, only nore | eisurely. How one could
ride a barge fromworld to world for weeks- nonths."

| resisted the inpulse to get angry. "You know there's al nost no chance we can get past their
defenses to Renai ssance Vector," | said. "And if we get there, R ver Tethys won't be there

just whatever portion used to be part of it. Wat's so i nportant about seeing that?"

The girl started to shrug, then caught herself. "Renmenber how | said that there's an architect |
need to ... want to ... study wth?"

"Yes," | said. "But you don't know his nane or what world he's on. So why cone to Renai ssance
Vector to start your search? Couldn't we | ook on Renai ssance Mnor, at least? O just skip this
system and go somewhere enpty, |ike Armaghast?"

Aenea shook her head. | noticed that she had brushed her hair especially well; the blond

hi ghlights were very visible. "In ny dreans," she said, "one of the architect's buildings lies
near the River Tethys."

"There are hundreds of other old Tethys worlds," | said, |eaning closer to her so she could see

that | was very serious. "Not all of themw |l get us caught or killed by the Pax. Do we have to
start in Renai ssance SystenP"
"l think so," she said softly.
| dropped ny large hands to ny knees. Martin Silenus had not said that this trip would be easy or

make sense-he had just said that it would nake ne a Hero. "All right," | said again, hearing the
weariness in nmy own voice, "what's our plan this tinme, kiddo?"

"No plan," said Aenea. "If they're waiting for us, I'mjust going to tell themthe truth-that
we're going to land the ship on Renai ssance Vector. | think they'll let us land."

"And if they do?" | said, trying to inagine the ship surrounded by thousands of Pax troopers.
"We'll take it fromthere, | guess,"” said the girl. She smled at ne. "Want to play one-sixth-g
billiards, you two? For noney this tinme?"

| started to say sonething sharp, then changed ny tone. "You don't have any noney," | said.
Aenea's grin grew wider. "Then | can't |ose, can |?"

26

During the 142 days that Father Captain de Soya waits for the girl to enter Renai ssance System he
dreans about her every night. He sees her clearly as she was when first encountered at the Sphinx
on Hyperion- willow thin, eyes alert but not terrified despite the sandstorm and threatening
figures before her, her small hands partially raised as if ready to cover her face or rush forward
to hug him Oten in his dreans she is his daughter and they are wal ki ng the crowded canal -streets
of Renai ssance Vector, discussing de Soya's ol der sister, Maria, who has been sent to the St. Jude
Medi cal Center in Da Vinci. In his dreans de Soya and the child wal k hand in hand through the
fam | iar canal -streets near the huge nmedi cal conplex while he explains to her how he plans to save
his sister's life this time, how he will not allow Maria to die the way she had the first tine.
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In reality, Federico de Soya had been six standard years old when he and his fanily cane to

Renai ssance Vector fromtheir isolated region of Llano Estacado on their provincial world of

Madr edeDi os. Al nost everyone on the sparsely popul ated stone-and-desert world was Cat holic, but
not Pax born-again Catholic. The de Soya fami |y had been part of the break-away Mariai st novenent
and had | eft Nuevo Madrid nore than a century earlier when that world had voted to join the Pax
and have all of its Christian churches submit to the Vatican. The Mariaists venerated the Holy
Mot her of Christ nore than Vatican orthodoxy all owed, so young Federico had grown up on a margina
desert world with its devout colony of sixty thousand heretical Catholics who, as a form of
protest, refused to accept the cruciform

Then twel ve-year-old Maria had becone sick with an offworld retrovirus that swept |ike a scythe

t hrough the col ony ranching region. Mst sufferers of the Red Death either died within thirty-two
hours or recovered, but Maria had lingered, her once-beautiful features all but obscured by the
terrible, crimson stigmata. The fanmily had taken her to the hospital in Cudad del Madre on the
wi ndswept sout hern reach of Llano Estacado, but Mariaist medics there could do nothing but pray.
There was a new Pax born-again Christian mission in Cudad del Madre, discrininated against but
tolerated by the locals, and the priest there-a kindly man naned Fat her Mher-begged Federico's
father to allow their dying child to accept the cruciform Federico was too young to renenber the
details of his parents' agonized discussions, but he did renenber the entire fanily-his nother and
father, his other two sisters and younger brother-all on their knees in the Mariaist church there,
beggi ng for the Holy Mther's guidance and intercession

It was the other ranchers of the LI ano Estacado Mariai st Cooperative who raised the money to send
the entire famly offworld to one of the fanmous nedical centers on Renai ssance Vector. While his
brother and other sisters were left behind with a neighboring ranch famly, for sone reason six-
year-ol d Federico was chosen to acconpany his parents and dying sister on the |Iong voyage. It was
everyone's first experience with actual col dsl eep-nore dangerous but cheaper than cryogenic fugue -
and de Soya | ater remenbered the chill in his bones that seened to | ast through their weeks on
Renai ssance Vect or

At first the Pax medics in DaVinci seened to arrest the spread of the Red Death through Maria's
system even bani shing sone of the bleeding stigmata, but after three |ocal weeks, the retrovirus
agai n gai ned the upper hand. Once again a Pax priest-in this case, several who were on the staff
of the hospital -beseeched de Soya's parents to bend their Mariaist principles and allow the dying
child to accept the cruciformbefore it was too |ate. Later, as he entered adul thood, de Soya
could better imagine the agonies of his parents' decision-the death of one's deepest beliefs, or
the death of one's child.

In his dream where Aenea is his daughter and they are wal king the canal -streets near the nedical
center, he describes to her how Maria had given himher nost prized possession-a tiny porcelain
scul pture of a unicorn-just hours before she had slipped into a coma. In his dream he wal ks with
the 12-year-old Hyperion girl's small hand in his, and tells her how his father- a strong man in
both body and belief-had finally surrendered and asked for the Pax priests to adm nister the
sacranent of the cross to his daughter. The priests at the hospital agreed, but insisted that de
Soya's parents and Federico formally convert to universal Catholicismbefore Maria could receive
her cruciform

De Soya explains to his daughter, Aenea, how he renenbers the brief rebaptismcerenony at the

| ocal cathedral-St. John the Divine-where he and his parents renounced the ascendancy of the Holy
Mot her, and accepted the sol e dom nion of Jesus Christ as well as the power of the Vatican over
their religious lives. He renenbers receiving both First Comuni on and the cruciformthat sane
eveni ng.

Maria's Sacranent of the Cross was scheduled for ten p.m She died suddenly at 8:45 p.m By the
rules of the Church and the laws of the Pax, soneone who suffered braindeath before receiving the
cross could not be revived artificially to receive it.

Instead of being furious or feeling betrayed by his new Church, Federico's father took the tragedy
as a sign that God- not the God he had grown up praying to, the gentle Son infused with the
universal fermale principles of the Holy Mdther, but the fiercer New and O d Testanment God of the
Uni versal Church- had punished him his famly, and the entire Mariaist world of Llano Estacado.
Upon the return to their honmeworld with their child' s body dressed in white for burial, the el der
de Soya had become an unrelenting apostle for the Pax version of Catholicism It came at a fertile
time, as the ranching comunities were being swept with the Red Death. Federico was sent to the
Pax school in Ciudad del Madre at age seven, and his sisters were sent away to the convent in
northern Llano. Wthin his father's lifetine-indeed, before Federico was sent to New Madrid with
Fat her Maher to attend St. Thonas's Seminary there -the surviving Mariaists on MadredeDi os had al |
converted to Pax Catholicism Maria's terrible death had led to a world being born again.
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In his dreans Father Captain de Soya explains little of this to the child walking with himthrough
the nightmare-familiar streets of Da Vinci on Renai ssance Vector. The girl, Aenea, seens to know
all this.

In his dreans, repeated al nost every night for 142 nights before the girl's ship arrives, de Soya
is explaining to the child how he has di scovered the secret to curing the Red Death and saving his
sister. The first norning that de Soya awakens, heart poundi ng and sheets soaked with sweat, he
assunmes that the secret to Maria's rescue is the cruciform but the next night's dream proves him
wWr ong.

The secret, it seens, is the return of Maria's unicorn figure. All he has to do, he explains to
his daughter, Aenea, is find the hospital through this naze of streets, and he knows that the
return of the unicorn will save his sister. But he cannot find the hospital. The maze defeats him
Al nost five nonths later, on the eve of the arrival of the ship fromParvati System in a
variation on the same dream de Soya does find the St. Jude Medical Center, where his sister is

sl eepi ng, but he realizes with growi ng horror that he has now | ost the figurine.

In this dream Aenea speaks for the first time. Drawing the snmall porcelain statuette fromthe
pocket of her blouse, the child says, "You see, we've had it with us the entire tine."
_:O:_***_:O:_

The reality of De Soya's nonths in Renaissance Systemis literally and figuratively |light-years
away fromthe Parvati experience.

Unknown to de Soya, Gregorius, Kee, and Rettig-each a mangled corpse in the heart of Raphael's
resurrection creches -the ship is challenged within an hour of translating in-system Two Pax
ranscouts and a torchship conme al ongsi de after exchangi ng transponder codes and data with
Raphael 's conputer. It is decided to transfer the four bodies to a Pax resurrection center on
Renai ssance V.

Unlike their solitary awakening in Parvati System de Soya and his Swiss Guard troopers return to
consci ousness with the proper cerenony and care. Indeed, the resurrection is a difficult one for
the father-captain and Corporal Kee, and the two are returned to their creche for an additiona
three days. Later, de Soya can only specul ate whether the ship's automated resurrection facilities
woul d have been up to the task

As it is, the four are reunited after a week in-system each man with his own chapl ai n/ counsel or.
Sergeant Gregorius finds this unnecessary; he is eager and inpatient to return to duty, but de
Soya and the other two welcome their extra days of rest and recuperation from death.

The St. Anthony translates only hours after Raphael, and eventually de Soya is reunited with
Captain Sati of the torchship and Captain Lenpriere of the troopship St. Thomas Akira, which has
returned to the Pax base in Renai ssance Systemw th nore than ei ghteen hundred dead in cold
storage and twenty-three hundred wounded nen and wonmen fromthe carnage in Hyperion System The
hospital s and cathedral s on Renai ssance V. and in orbital Pax bases begin the surgeries and
resurrections at once.

De Soya is present at her bedsi de when Commander Barnes-Avne regains |ife and consciousness. The
small 7 red-haired wonan seens anot her person, dimnished to the point that it nmakes de Soya's
heart ache with pity, with her head shaved, her skin red and slick with rebirth, and dressed only
in a hospital gown. But her aggressiveness and deneanor have not been di minished. Al nost at once
she denmands, "What the hell happened?”

De Soya tells her about the Shrike carnage. He fills her in on the seven nonths he has spent
chasing the girl during the four nonths Barnes-Avne has spent in cold storage and transit from
Hyperi on

"You've really screwed the pooch, haven't you?" says the Commander

De Soya smles. So far, the G oundforce Commander is the only one to speak honestly to him He is
all too aware that he has had netaphorical carnal relations with the proverbial pooch: tw ce he
has been in charge of a major Pax operation with a single objective-take a child into custody-and
twice he has failed mserably. De Soya expects, at the very least, to be relieved of duty; nore
likely to be court-nmartialed. To that end, when an archangel courier arrives in-systemtwo nonths
before the girl's arrival, de Soya orders the couriers to return at once to Pacem to report his
failure, and to return with instructions fromPax Command. In the neantine, Father Captain de Soya
concl udes his courier nmessage, he will continue arranging the details of preparation for the
girl's capture in Renaissance Systemuntil he is relieved.

The resources available to himthis tinme are inpressive. Besides nore than two hundred thousand
ground troops, including several thousand elite Pax Marines and the surviving Swiss Guard Brigades
from Hyperion, de Soya finds extensive sea and space naval forces. Present in Renai ssance System
and subject to his papal diskey command, are 27 torchships-8 of them onega class-as well as 108
nesting ranscouts to probe ahead of the torchships, 6 C3 fleet comand-and-control ships wth
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their escort cloud of 36 fast-attack ALRs, the attack carrier St. Malo with nmore than 200

space/ air Scorpion fighters and seven thousand crew aboard, the antiquated cruiser Pride of
Bressia, now renanmed the Jacob, 2 additional troop transports in addition to the St. Thomas Akira,
an even score of Benediction-class destroyers, 58 perineter defense pickets-any 3 of which would
be capabl e of defending an entire world (or a nobile task force) fromattack-and nore than 100

| esser ships, including in-systemfrigates that carried a | ethal punch for close-in fighting,

m nesweepers, in-systemcouriers, drones, and the Raphael

Three days after he has di spatched the second archangel courier to Pacem and seven weeks before
Aenea's arrival, the MAG Task Force arrives-the Melchior, the Caspar, and Father Captain de
Soya's old ship, the Balthasar. At first de Soya is excited to see his old conpanions, but then he
realizes that they will be present during his humiliation. Nonethel ess, he goes out in Raphael to
greet themwhile they are still six AUs from Renai ssance V, and the first thing Mther Captain

St one does upon his stepping into the Balthasar is to hand himhis duffel of personal possessions
that he had been forced to | eave behind. On top of his neatly folded clothes, carefully wapped in
foam is his sister Maria's gift of the porcelain unicorn

De Soya is honest with Captain Hearn, Mther Captain Boul ez, and Mther Commander Stone-he
outlines the preparations he has nade but tells themthat a new Commander will alnbst certainly be
arriving before the girl's ship arrives. Two days later he is proved a liar. The archangel -cl ass
courier translates in-systemw th two aboard: Captain Marget Wi, aide to Fleet Admiral Marusyn,
and the Jesuit Father Brown, special adviser to Mnsignor Lucas Oddi, Undersecretary of Vatican
State and confidant of Secretary of State Sinmon Augustino Cardi nal Lourdusany.

Captain Wi's seal ed orders for de Soya cone with instructions to be opened even before her
resurrection. He opens themimmediately. The instructions are sinple-he is to continue on his

nm ssion to capture the child, he will never be relieved of this duty, and Captain Wi, Father

Brown, and any other dignitaries to arrive in-systemare there only to observe and to underline-
if any underlining is necessary-Father Captain de Soya's total authority over all Pax officials in
the pursuit of this goal

This authority has been grudgingly accepted in the past weeks and nonths-there are three Pax Fl eet
admrals and el even Pax G oundforce commanders in Renai ssance System and none are used to taking
orders froma nere father-captain. But the papal diskey has been heard and obeyed. Now, in the
final weeks, de Soya reviews his plans and neets with commanders and civilian | eaders of al

| evel s, down to the mayors of DaVinci and Benedetto, Toscanelli and Fioravante, Botticelli and
Masacci o.
_:O:_***_:o:_

In the final weeks, with all plans made and forces assigned, Father Captain de Soya actually finds
time for personal reflection and activities. Al one now, away fromthe controlled chaos of staff
meetings and tactical sinulations- away even from Gregorius, Kee, and Rettig, who accepted

assi gnnments as his personal bodyguards-de Soya wal ks the streets of DaVinci, visits the St. Jude
Medi cal Center, and renenbers his sister Maria. Sonehow, he discovers, the nightly dreans are nore
conpel l'ing than seeing the real places.

De Soya has di scovered that his old patron, Father Maher, has been serving for many years as
rector in the Ascension Benedictine Mnastery in the city-region of Florence on the opposite side
of Renai ssance V. fromDaVinci, and he flies there to spend a long afternoon talking to the old
man. Father Maher, nowin his late eighties and "looking forward to nmy first newlife in Christ,"
is as optimstic, patient, and kind as de Soya renenbers from al nost three decades ago. Mher, it
seens, has returned to MadredeDi os nore recently than de Soya. "The LI ano Estacado has been
abandoned, " says the old priest. "The ranches are enpty now. Ci udad del Madre has a few dozen

i nhabi tants, but only Pax researchers-seeing if the world is truly worth terraformng."

"Yes," says de Soya, "ny family emgrated back to Nuevo Madrid nore than twenty standard years
ago. My sisters serve the Church-Loretta as a nun on Nevernore, Melinda as a priest on Nuevo
Madrid. "

"And your brother Esteban?" asks Father Maher with a warmsmnile.

De Soya takes a breath. "Killed by the Qusters in a space battle |last year,"
was vaporized. No bodi es were recovered.”

he says. "Hi s ship

Fat her Maher blinks as if he has been slapped. "I had not heard."
"No," says de Soya, "you wouldn't have. It was far away- beyond the ol d Qutback. Wrd has not
officially reached even ny fanmly yet. | know only because ny duties took me to the vicinity and I

met a returning captain who told ne the news."

Fat her Maher shakes his bald and nottl ed head. "Esteban has found the only resurrecti on which Qur
Lord prom sed," he says softly, tears in his eyes. "Eternal resurrection in Qur Savior Jesus
Christ."
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"Yes," says de Soya. A nonent |ater he says, "Do you still drink Scotch, Father Mher?"

The old man's rheumny eyes Iift to neet the other's gaze. "Yes, but only for nedicinal purposes,
Fat her Captain de Soya."

De Soya's dark brows rise a bit. "I amstill recovering fromny |ast resurrection, Father Mher."
The ol der priest nods seriously. "And | ampreparing for nmy first one, Father Captain de Soya. |
shall find the dusty bottle.'

On the followi ng Sunday, de Soya cel ebrates Mass at the Cathedral of St. John the Divine, where he
had accepted the cross so long ago. More than eight hundred of the faithful are in attendance,

i ncl udi ng Father Maher and Father Brown, the intelligent and insightful aide to Monsignor Cddi.
Sergeant Gregorius, Corporal Kee, and Lancer Rettig also attend, taking Conmuni on from de Soya's
hand.

That ni ght de Soya again dreans of Aenea. "How is it that you are ny daughter?" he asks this

night. "I have al ways honored ny vows of celibacy."
The child snmles and takes his hand.
_:O:_***_:O:_

One hundred hours before the girl's ship is to translate, de Soya orders his fleet into position.
The translation point is perilously close to the gravity well of Renaissance Vector, and nany of
the experts are concerned that the old ship will break up, either under the gravity torque of such
an unadvi sable close exit from C plus or fromthe horrendous deceleration needed if the shipis to
I and on the planet. Their concerns remain |largely unspoken, as is their frustration at being kept
i n Renai ssance System many of the Fleet units had assignnents along the frontier or deep in
Quster space. This waste of time has nost of the officers on edge.

It is largely because of this undercurrent of tension that Father Captain de Soya calls a neeting
of all line officers ten hours before the translation. Such conferences are usually handl ed over
ti ght beam |i nkups, but de Soya has the nen and wonen physically transfer to the carrier St. Malo.
The huge ship's main briefing roomis |large enough to handle the scores of attending officers.

De Soya begins by review ng the scenarios they have practiced for weeks or nonths now If the
child once again threatens self-destruction, three torchshi ps-de Soya's old MA@ Task Force-wil|
close rapidly, wap class-ten fields around the ship, stun whoever is aboard i nto unconsci ousness,
and hold the ship in stasis until the Jacob can take it in towwth its nassive field generators.
If the ship tries to |leave the systemthe way it ran from Parvati, ranscouts and fast-attack
fighters will harass it while the torchshi ps maneuver to disable it.

De Soya pauses in the briefing. "Questions?" Among the famliar faces he can see in the row upon
row of briefing chairs are Captains Lenpriere, Sati, W, and Hearn, Father Brown, Mdther Captain
Boul ez, Mot her Conmander Stone, and Commander Barnes- Avne. Sergeant G egorius, Kee, and Rettig
stand at parade rest near the back of the briefing room allowed in this august conpany only
because of their status as personal bodyguards.

Captain Marget Wi says, "And if the ship attenpts to | and on Renai ssance Vector, Renai ssance

M nor, or one of the nobons?"

De Soya steps away fromthe | ow podium "As we discussed at our |ast neeting, should the ship
attenpt to land, we will make the judgnent at the tine."

"Based on what factors, Father Captain?" asks Fleet Admiral Serra fromthe C3 ship St. Thonas

Aqui nas.

De Soya hesitates only a second. "Several factors, Adniral. \Where the ship is headed . . . whether
it would be safer-for the girl-to allowit to land or to attenpt to disable it en route

whet her there is any chance for the ship to escape.”

"I's there any chance?" asks Conmander Barnes-Avne. The wonan is hale and form dable again in her
space- bl ack uniform

"I will not say that there is no chance," says Father Captain de Soya. "Not after Hyperion. But we
will mnimze any chance.”

"If the Shrike creature appears . . . ," begins Captain Lenpriere.

"We have rehearsed the scenario," says de Soya, "and | see no reason to vary fromour plans. This
time we will rely upon conputerized fire control to a greater extent. On Hyperion the creature
remai ned in one spot for |l ess than two seconds. This was too fast for human reactions and confused
the programming in autonated fire-control systens. W have reprogranmed those systens-incl uding

i ndi vidual trooper's suit fire-control systens."

"So the Marines will board the ship?" asks a ranscout captain in the |last row

"Only if all else fails," says de Soya. "Or after the girl and any conpani ons have been | ocked in
the stasis fields and stunned into unconsci ousness."

"And deat hwands wi || be used against the creature?" asks a destroyer captain.

"Yes," says de Soya, "as long as doing so does not put the child in danger. Any other questions?"
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The roomis silent.

"Fat her Maher from Ascension Mnastery will close with the bl essing," says Father Captain de Soya.
"CGodspeed to you all."
27

I am not sure what nade us all go up to the Consul's bedroom at the apex of the ship to watch the
translation to normal space. Hi s |large bed-the one | had been sleeping in for the past couple of
weeks-was in the center of the room but it folded to a sort of couch, and I did that now Behind
his bed were two opaque cubes-the wardrobe cubby and the shower-1lavatory cube-but when the hul
was allowed to go transparent, these cubes were just dark bl ocks against the starfield all around
and overhead. As the ship spun down from Hawki ng velocities, we asked that the hull be made
transparent.

Qur first glinpse, before the ship started its rotation to line up for deceleration, was of the
worl d of Renai ssance Vector, close enough to be a blue-and-white disk rather than a starry speck,
with two of its three noons visible. The Renaissance sun was brilliant to the left of the

illum nated planet and noons. There were scores of stars visible, which was unusual, since the
glare of the sun usually darkened the sky so that only a few of the brightest stars could be seen
Aenea comented on this.

"Those are not stars,"” said the ship as it conpleted its slow rotation. The fusion drive roared
into exi stence as we began decelerating toward the planet. Normally we never woul d have exited
fromGCplus this close to a planet and noons-their gravity wells nmade spindown velocities very
danger ous-but the ship had assured us that its augnented fields would handl e any probl ens. But not
this problem

"Those are not stars," repeated the ship. "There are nore than fifty ships under drive within a
one- hundr ed- t housand- ki | onet er radius of us. There are dozens nore in orbital defense positions.
Three of those ships-torchships, fromtheir fusion signhature-are within two hundred kil oneters of
us and are closing."

None of us said a word. The ship had not had to tell us this final bit of information-the three
fusion-drive streaks seened to be directly overhead, burning down at the top of our decel erating
ship like bloworch flanmes coning at our faces.

"We are being hailed," said the ship.

"Vi sual ?" said Aenea

"Audio only." The ship's voice sounded nore terse and businesslike than usual. Was it possible for
an Al to feel tension?

"Let's hear it," said the girl.

" the ship which has just entered Renai ssance System " the voice was saying. It was a faniliar
voi ce. We had heard it in Parvati System Father Captain de Soya. "Attention, the ship which has
just entered Renai ssance System " he said again.

"Which ship is the call com ng fron?" asked A. Bettik as he watched the three torchships close on
us. His blue face was bathed in blue light fromthe plasnma drives overhead.

"Unknown, " said the ship. "It is a tightbeamtransm ssion and | have not |ocated the source. It
ni ght be coming fromany of the seventy-nine ships | amcurrently tracking."
| felt as if | should nake sonme comment, say sonething intelligent. "Yoicks," | said. Aenea

gl anced at ne and then | ooked back at the closing torchship drives.

"Time to Renai ssance V.?" she asked softly.

"Fourteen nminutes at constant delta-V," said the ship. "But this |evel of deceleration would be
illegal within four planetary distances."

"Continue this level," Aenea said.

"Attention, the ship which has just entered Renai ssance System " the de Soya voice was sayi ng.

"Prepare to be boarded. Any resistance will result in your being rendered unconscious. | repeat
attention, the ship which has just entered ..."

Aenea | ooked up at nme and grinned. "I guess | can't use the depressurization ploy, huh, Raul?"

I could not think of anything clever to say beyond ny "Yoicks" comentary. | lifted nmy hands,

pal ms up.

"Attention, the ship which has just entered the system W are coning al ongside. Do not resist as
we nerge external containment fields.”

For sonme reason, at that nonent, as Aenea and A. Bettik raised their faces to watch the three
fusion drives separate as the torchships actually becanme visible | ess than a kil oneter away, one
on each point of an equilateral triangle around us, | watched the girl's face. Her features were
tense, perhaps-a slight tension at the corners of her mouth-but all in all, she seenmed perfectly
conposed and raptly interested. Her dark eyes were |arge and | um nous.
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"Attention, the ship," said the Pax captain's voice again. "W will be nerging fields in thirty
seconds. "

Aenea wal ked to the edge of the room reaching out to touch the invisible hull. From ny vantage
point, it was as if we were standing on a circular summt of a very tall nmountain, with stars and
blue conet tails on every side, and Aenea was perched on the edge of the precipice.

"Shi p, please give ne wi debeam audio so all the Pax ships can hear ne."

-:O:-***-:O:-

Fat her Captain De Soya is watching the proceedings in tactical reality as well as real space. In
tactical, he stands above the plane of the ecliptic and sees his ships arrayed around the
decelerating target ship like points of |ight set along the spokes and rimof a wheel. Near the
hub, so close to the girl's ship as to be al nost indistinguishable, are the Ml chior, the Caspar
and the Bal thazar. Farther out, but decelerating in perfect synchronicity with the four ships at
the hub, are nore than a dozen other torchships under the close comuand of Captain Sati on the St
Ant hony. Ten thousand klicks beyond them set around a slowy rotating perineter hub, also
decelerating into cislunar Renai ssance V. space, are the Benediction-class destroyers, three of
the six C3 ships, and the attack carrier St. Ml o, upon which de Soya watches the events fromthe
shi p's Conbat Control Center. He had, of course, wanted to be with the MA@ Task Force, closing on
the girl's ship, but he realized it would be inappropriate to be in such close conmand. It would
have been especially galling to Mdther Captain Stone-pronoted only |ast week by Adnmiral Serra-to
have her first full command underm ned in such a way.

So de Soya watches fromthe St. Ml o, his archangel Raphael in parking orbit around Renai ssance V.
with the defense pickets and protective ALRs. Switching quickly fromthe crowded red-lit reality
of St. Malo's CCC to the fusion-flame view of tactical space, he sees the sparks above this
rotating wheel of ships, the dozens of ships set in a giant sphere to stop the girl's ship from
fleeing in any direction. Mving awareness back to the crowded CCC, he notes the blood-red faces
of observers Wi and Brown, as well as Conmander Barnes-Avne, who is in tightbeamcontact with the
fifty Marines aboard the MAG ships. In the corners of the crowded Conbat Control Center, de Soya
can see Gregorius and his two troopers. Al three of them had been bitterly disappointed not to be
in the boarding parties, but de Soya is holding them back as personal bodyguards for the trip back
to Pacemwith the child.

He keys the tightbeam channel to the girl's ship again. "Attention, the ship," he says, feeling

t he pounding of his heart al nbst as background noise, "we will be merging fields in thirty
seconds."” He realizes that he is terrified for the girl's safety. If something is to go wong, it
will be in the next few m nutes. Simulations have honed the process so that there is only a six
percent projected chance of the girl's being harmed ... but six percent is too |large for de Soya.
He has dreaned of her every night for 142 nights.

Suddenly the comon band rasps and the girl's voice cones over the Conbat Control Center's

speakers. "Father Captain de Soya," she says. There is no visual. "Please do not attenpt to nerge
fields or board this ship. Any attenpt to do so will be disastrous."”
De Soya gl ances at the readout. Fifteen seconds to fields nerging. They have gone over this ... no

threats of suicide will prevent their boarding this tinme. Less than a hundredth of a second after

the fields nerge, all three of the MA@ torchships will spray the target ship w th stunbeans.

"Thi nk, Father Captain," conmes the girl's soft voice. "Qur ship is controlled by a Hegenony-era

Al. If you stun us . "

"Stop fields nmerge!" snaps de Soya with less than two seconds until that is to happen

automatically. Acknow edgnent lights flick on fromthe Ml chior, Caspar, and Balthazar.

"You' ve been thinking silicon," continues the girl, "but our ship's Al core is conpletely organic-

the old DNA type of processor banks-if you stun us into unconsciousness, you stun it."

"Dam, damm, damm," de Soya hears. At first he thinks it is hinself whispering, but he turns to

see Captain Wi cursing under her breath.

"We are decelerating at ... eighty-seven gravities," continues Aenea. "If you knock our Al out
well, it controls all internal fields, the drives ..."

De Soya switches to the engi neering bands on the St. Malo and the MAD ships. "Is this true? WI|

this knock out their Al?"

There is an unbearabl e pause of at |east ten seconds. Finally Captain Hearn, whose Acadeny degree

had been in engi neering, cones on the tightbeam "W don't know, Federico. Mdst of the details of

true Al biotechnol ogy have been | ost or suppressed by the Church. It is a nortal sin to . "

"Yes, yes," snaps de Soya, "but is she telling the truth? Sonmebody here has to know. WIIl a DNA-

based Al be at risk if we spray the ship with stunners?"

Bramy, the chief engineer on the St. Malo, keys in. "Sir, | would think that the designers woul d

have protected the brain fromsuch a possibility. "
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"Do you know?" demands de Soya.

"No, sir," says Bramly after a nonent.

"But that Al is totally organic?" persists de Soya

"Yes," cones Captain Hearn's voice on tightbeam "Except for the el ectronic and bubbl e- nenory
interfaces, a ship's Al of that era would have been cross-helix-structured DNA held in suspension
with ..."

"Al right," says de Soya on nultiple tightbeans to all ships. "Hold your positions. Do not
repeat ... do not let the girl's ship change course or attenpt spinup to Gplus. If it attenpts
this, nerge and stun."”

Acknowl edgnent lights flicker from MA@ and the outer ships.

" so please don't create this disaster," cones the end of Aenea's broadcast. "W are only
trying to |l and on Renai ssance Vector."

Fat her Captain de Soya opens his tightbeamto her ship. "Aenea," he says, his voice gentle, "let
us board and we'll take you to the planet."

"l guess 1'd rather land there nyself,” says the girl. De Soya thinks that he can hear a hint of
amusenent in her voice.

"Renai ssance Vector is a big world," says de Soya, watching the tactical readout as he speaks.
They are ten nminutes fromentering atnosphere. "Were do you want to | and?"

Silence for a full minute. Then Aenea's voice. "The Leonardo Spaceport in Da Vinci would be al
right."

"That spaceport has been closed for nore than two hundred years," says de Soya. "Aren't your
ship's nenory banks nore recent than that?"

Only silence on the com channel s.

"There is a Pax Mercantilus spaceport at the western quadrant of Da Vinci
do?"

"Yes," says Aenea.

he says. "WII that

"You wi Il have to change direction, enter orbit, and | and under space traffic control," tightbeans
de Soya. "I will download the delta-V changes now. "
"No!" says the girl. "My ship will land us."

De Soya sighs and | ooks at Captain Wi and Fat her Brown. Conmmander Barnes-Avne says, "M/ Marines
can board within two mnutes."”

"Her ship will be entering atnosphere in ... seven nminutes," de Soya says. "At her velocity, even
the slightest mscalculation will be fatal." He keys the tightbeam "Aenea, there is too nuch
space and aircraft traffic over Da Vinci for you to try a landing like this. Please instruct your
ship to obey the orbital insertion paraneters |'ve just transnmitted and-"

"I'msorry, Father Captain," says the girl, "but we're going to land now |f you want the
spaceport traffic control to send up approach data, that would help. If |I talk to you again, it'll
be when we're all on the ground. Thisis ... me . . . out."

"Dam!" says de Soya. He keys Pax Mercantilus Traffic Control. "Did you copy that, Control ?"
"Sendi ng approach data . . . now," cones the controller's voice.

"Hearn, Stone, Boulez," snaps de Soya. "You copy?"

"Acknow edged, " says Modther Captain Stone. "W're going to have to break off in ... three mnutes

ten seconds."

De Soya flicks into tactical |ong enough to see the hub and wheel breaking up as the torchships
initiate their delta-v's to achieve braking orbits. The ships were never designed for atnosphere
The St. Malo has been in orbit around the planet and now lies alnost in the path of the girl's
ship as it brakes wildly before entering atnosphere. "Prepare ny dropship,” comands de Soya.
"CAP?" he says over the planetary com channel

"Here, sir," cones Flight Comander Kl aus's acknow edgnent. She and forty-six other Scorpions are
wai ting in conbat air patrol high above DaVinci

"Are you tracking?"

"Good plots, sir," says Klaus.

"I rem nd you that no shots will be fired except under ny direct command, Flight Comuander."
"Yes, sir."

"The St. Malo will be launching ... ah ... seventeen fighters, which will follow the target ship
down, " says de Soya. "My dropship will make the nunber eighteen. Qur transponders will be set to
oh-five-nine."

"Affirmative," says Kl aus. "Beacons to oh-five-niner. Target ship and eighteen friendlies."

"De Soya out," he says, and unplugs his unbilicals to the Conbat Control Center panels. Tactica
space di sappears. Captain Wi, Father Brown, Comrander Barnes-Avne, Sergeant Gregorius, Kee, and
Rettig follow himto the dropship. The dropship pilot, a |lieutenant naned Karyn Norris Cook, is
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waiting with all systens ready. It takes less than a nminute for themto buckle in and |l aunch from
the St. Malo's flight tube. They have rehearsed this nany tines.

De Soya is getting tactical feed through the dropship net as they enter atnobsphere.

"The girl's ship has wings," says the pilot, using the ancient phrase. For mllennia, "feet dry"
has meant an aircraft crossing over land, "feet wet" signifies crossing over water, and "has

wi ngs" neans translation from space to atnospheric travel

A visual of the ship shows that this is not literally true. Wile data on the old ship suggests
that it has sone norphing capability, it has not actually grown wings in this case. Caneras from
the defense pickets clearly showthe girl's ship entering the atnosphere stern-first, bal ancing on
a tail of fusion flane.

Captain Wi | eans close to de Soya. "Cardinal Lourdusany said that this child is a threat to the
Pax," she whispers so that the others cannot hear.

Fat her Captain de Soya nods tersely.

"What if he neant that she could be a threat to mllions of people on Renai ssance V.?" W

whi spers. "That fusion drive alone is a terrible weapon. A thernonucl ear expl osi on above the city

De Soya feels his insides clanmping with the chill of those words, but he has thought this out.

"No," he whispers back. "If she turns the fusion tail on anything, we stun the ship, shoot out its
engines, and let it fall."

"The girl . . . ," begins Captain W.

"We can only hope she'll survive the crash," says de Soya. "W won't let thousands ... or nillions

of Pax citizens die." He |eans back in his acceleration couch and keys the spaceport, know ng
that the tightbeam has to punch through the |ayer of ionization around the screeching dropship.
d ancing at the external video, he sees that they are crossing the termnator: it will be dark at
t he spaceport.
"Spaceport Control," acknowl edges the Pax traffic director. "The target ship is decelerating on
our directed flight path. Delta-v is high . . . illegal . . . but acceptable. Al aircraft traffic
cleared for a thousand-kiloneter radius. Tine to landing . . . four mnutes thirty-five seconds.”
"Spaceport secured,"” chinmes in Commander Barnes-Avne on the sane net.
De Soya knows that there are several thousand Pax troops in and around the spaceport. Once the
girl's shipis down, it will never be allowed to take off again. He |ooks at the live video: the
lights of Da Vinci gleamfrom horizon to horizon. The girl's ship has its navigation lights on
red and green beacons flashing. The powerful landing lights flick on and stab downward through
cl ouds.
"On path," conmes the traffic controller's cal mvoice. "Decel eration nomnal."
"We have a visual!" cries CAP comuander Kl aus over the net.
"Keep your distance," tightbeans de Soya. The Scorpions can sting fromseveral hundred klicks out.
He does not want them crowdi ng the descendi ng shi p.
"Affirmtive."
"On path, ILS reports nom nal descent, three minutes to touchdown,"” the controller calls up to the
girl's ship. "Unidentified ship, you are cleared to |land."
Sil ence from Aenea.
De Soya blinks in tactical. The girl's ship is a red enber now, alnobst hovering ten thousand
nmet ers above the Pax spaceport. De Soya's dropship and the fighters are a klick higher, circling
like angry insects. O vultures, thinks the father-captain. The Llano Estacado had vul tures,
al t hough why the seed-ship colonists had inported them no one knew. The staked pl ai ns-the stakes
bei ng the atnosphere generators set in a grid every thirty klicks-had been dry and wi ndy enough to
reduce any corpse to a mummy within hours.
De Soya shakes his head to clear it.
"One minute to landing," reports the controller. "Unidentified ship, you are approaching zero
descent rate. Please nodify delta-v to continue descent al ong designated flight path. Unidentified
shi p, please acknow edge. "
"Dam, " whi spers Captain W.
"Sirs," says Pilot Karyn Cook, "the ship has stopped descending. It's hanging there about two
t housand neters above the spaceport.”
"W see it, Lieutenant," says de Soya. The ship's red and green lights are flashing. The I anding
lights on the rear fins are bright enough to illunm nate the spaceport tarmac nore than a nile and
a half below them Oher spacecraft at the port are dark; nost have been pulled into hangars or
onto secondary taxiways. The circling aircraft, including his own dropship, showno lights. On the
mul tiple tightbeam he says, "All ships and aircraft, keep your distance, hold your fire."
"Unidentified ship," says the Pax controller, "you are drifting off path. Please resune nom na
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descent rate at once. Unidentified ship, you are | eaving controlled airspace. Please resune
control | ed descent at once. "

"Shit," whispers Barnes-Avne. Her troopers wait in concentric circles around the spaceport, but
the girl's ship is no | onger above the spaceport-it drifts over the center of Da Vinci. The ship's
I anding Iights wink off.

"The ship's fusion drive shows no signs of comi ng on
on repul sors al one."

W1 nods but is obviously not satisfied. A fusion-drive ship hovering above an urban center is |ike
a guillotine blade over an exposed neck.

"CAP," calls de Soya, "I"'mnoving within five hundred neters. Please close with ne." He nods to
the pilot, who brings the dropship down and around in a predatory swoop. In their rear couches
Gregorius and the other two troopers sit stiffly in full conbat arnor.

"What the hell is she up to?" whispers Conmander Barnes-Avne. On his tactical band de Soya can see
that the commander has authorized a hundred or so troopers to rise on reaction paks to follow the
drifting ship. To the external caneras the troopers are invisible.

De Soya renenbers the small aircraft or flying pak that had plucked the girl fromthe Valley of
the Tine Tonbs. He keys ground control and the orbital pickets. "Sensors? Are you watching for
smal | objects |eaving the target ship?"

The acknow edgnent is fromthe primary picket ship. "Yes-sir ... don't worry, sir, nothin'
bigger'n a mcrobe's gonna get out of that ship without us trackin' it, sir."

"Very good," says de Soya. What have | forgotten? Aenea's ship continues floating slowy over Da
Vi nci, headi ng north-northwest at about twenty-five klicks per hour-a slow, vertical dirigible
drifting on the wind. Above the ship swirl the fighters that have entered atnosphere with de
Soya's dropship. Around the ship, like the rotating walls of a hurricane around the eye, are the
CAP Scorpions. Beneath, flitting just above city buildings and bridges, tracking proceedi ngs on
their own suit-visor infrared sensors and tracking feeds, fly the spaceport Marines and troopers.
The girl's ship floats on silent EMrepul sors over the skyscrapers and industrial areas of Da

Vi nci on Renai ssance Vector. The city is ablaze with highway lights, building |ights, the green
swat hs of playing fields, and the brightly Iit rectangles of parking areas. Tens of thousands of
groundcars creep along ribbons of el evated hi ghways, their headlights adding to the city |ight
show.

"It's rotating, sirs," reports the pilot. "Still on repul sors."

On video as well as tactical, de Soya can see Aenea's ship slowy turning fromthe vertical to the
horizontal. No wi ngs appear. This attitude woul d be strange for the passengers, but makes no
practical difference-the internal fields nust still be controlling "up" and "down." The ship,

| ooki ng nore than ever like a silver dirigible drifting with the soft breezes, floats over the
river and railyards of northwest Da Vinci. Traffic control demands a response, but the com
channel s rermain silent. What have | forgotten? wonders Father Captain de Soya.

- =O=-***_.=0=-

When Aenea asked the ship to rotate to the horizontal, | admt that | alnbost |ost ny conposure for
a nonent.

The sense of |osing one's balance was all but overwhelmng. Al three of us had been standi ng near
the edge of the circular room |ooking down through the clear hull as if peering over a cliffs
edge. Now we tipped over toward those lights a thousand neters below. A. Bettik and | took severa
i nvol untary steps back toward the center of the room!| actually flailed my arns to keep ny bal ance-
but Aenea renmi ned at the edge of the room watching the ground tip up and becone a wall of city
bui l di ngs and |ights.

| al nost sat down on the couch, but | managed to remain standing and control mnmy vertigo by seeing
the ground as a giant wall we were flying past. Streets and the rectangular grid of city bl ocks

de Soya says to Captain Wi. "Note that it's

noved by as we drifted forward. | turned in a conplete circle, seeing the few brightest stars
through the city glare behind me. The clouds reflected back the orange lights of the city.
"What are we | ooking for now?" | asked. At intervals the ship reported the presence of the

circling aircraft and the nunber of sensors probing us. W had ordered the ship to shut off the

i nsi stent demands of spaceport traffic control

Aenea had wanted to see the river. Now we were over it-a dark, serpentine ribbon wound through the
city lights. We drifted over it toward the northwest. Cccasionally a barge or pleasure boat passed
under neat h- al t hough fromthis perspective, the lights seened to craw up or down the "wall" of the
city we were drifting by.

Instead of answering nme directly, Aenea said, "Ship, you're sure that this used to be part of the
Tet hys?"

"According to ny charts,

said the ship. "O course, nmy nmenory is not
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"Therel" cried A Bettik, pointing directly ahead down the line of dark river.

I could see nothing, but evidently Aenea did. "Get us lower," she ordered the ship. "Quickly."
"The safety margi ns have al ready been violated," said the ship. "If we drop below this altitude,
we may ..."

"Do it!" shouted the girl. "Override. Code6 Prelude- CSharp.' Do it!"

The ship lurched down and forward.

"Head for that arch," said Aenea, pointing directly overhead along the wall of city and dark
river.

"Arch?" | said. Then | saw it-a black chord, an arc of darkness against the city lights.

A. Bettik |looked at the girl. "I had half expected it to be gone . . . torn down."

Aenea showed her teeth. "They can't tear it down. It would take atonic explosives. . . . and even
those m ght not work. The TechnoCore directed the construction of those things . . . they're built
to last."

The ship was hurtling forward now on repul sors. | could clearly see the arch of the farcaster
portal like a giant hoop over the river. An industrial park had grown up around the ancient
artifact, and the railyards and storage yards were enpty except for cracked concrete, weeds,
rusting wire, and the hul ks of abandoned nachi nes. The portal was still a kiloneter away. | could
see the lights of the city through it ... no, nowit seened to shimmer a bit, as if a curtain of
water were falling fromthe netal arch.

"We're going to make it!" | said. No sooner were the words out than a violent explosion rattled
the ship and we began plunging toward the river.

-=0=-***_ =O=-

"The old farcaster portal!" cries De Soya. He had seen the arch a mnute earlier but had thought

it another bridge. Now it sinks in. "They're headed for the farcaster portal. This used to be part
of the River Tethys!" He brings up tactical. Sure enough-the girl's ship is accelerating toward
the arch.

"Rel ax," says Commander Barnes-Avne. "The portals are dead. They haven't worked since the Fall. It
can't-"

"Get us closer!" de Soya shouts at the pilot. The dropship accel erates, throwing themall deep
into their couch cushions. There is no internal containment field in a dropship. "Get us close!
Close the gap!" de Soya shouts at the |lieutenant. On the wi deband command channel s, he says, "Al
aircraft, close on the target."
"They're going to beat us to it,
the conmand chair.

"CAP | eader!" calls de Soya, his voice strained by the high-g load. "Fire at the target. Fire to
di sabl e engi nes and repul sors. Now "

Energy beams | ance through the night. The girl's ship seens to stunble in nmidair, |like a gutshot
beast, and then falls into the river several hundred nmeters short of the farcaster portal. An
expl osi on of steam mushroons up into the night.

The dropship banks around the pillar of steamat an altitude of a thousand neters. The air is
filled with circling aircraft and flying troopers. The com channels are suddenly alive wth
excited chatter.

"Shut up!" orders de Soya over the w debands. "CAP | eader, can you see the ship?"
"Negative," comes Kl aus's voice. "Too nuch steam and debris fromthe explosion ..
"Was there an expl osi on?" demands de Soya. Then, on tightbeamto the defense pickets a thousand
kli cks above, "Radar? Sensors?"

"The target ship is down," cones the reply.

"I know that, you idiot," says de Soya. "Can you scan it under the river surface?"

"Negative," answers the picket. "Too nuch airborne and ground clutter. Deep radar can't

di scrimnate between-"

"Dam, " says de Soya. "Mther Captain Stone?"

"Yes," cones his former exec's voice fromher torchship in orbit.

says Pilot Cook through the three-g force pressing her back into

"Slag it," orders de Soya. "The portal. The river beneath it. Slag it for a full mnute. Slag it
until it nmelts. Wait . . . slag it in thirty seconds." He switches to airborne tactical bands.
"Every aircraft and trooper in the vicinity . . . you have thirty seconds before a CPB |l ances this

entire area. Scatter!"

Pil ot Cook takes the advice and banks the dropship sharply, accelerating back toward the spaceport
at Mach 1.5. "Whoa! Whoa!" shouts de Soya through the g-load. "Just a klick out. | need to watch."
Bot h visual and tactical are a visual denonstration of chaos theory as hundreds of aircraft and

ai rborne troopers fly away fromthe portal as if flung outward by an explosion. The area is barely
enpty on radar before the violet beam burns down from space. Ten neters wi de and too bright to
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|l ook directly at, the CPB strikes the ancient farcaster portal perfectly on target. Concrete,
steel, and ferroplast nelt into | akes and rivers of lava on either bank of the real river. The
river itself turns to steamin an instant, sending the shock wave and steam cl oud bill owi ng out
over the city for kiloneters in every direction. This time the nmushroom cl oud reaches toward the
strat osphere.

Captain Wi, Father Brown, and all the others are staring at Father Captain de Soya. He can al npst
hear their thoughts: the girl was to be captured alive.

He ignores their stares and says to the pilot, "I"'mnot famliar with this nodel of dropship. Can
it hover?"

"For a few minutes,"” responds the pilot. Her face is slick with sweat under her hel net.

"Get us down there and hover over the portal arch," conmands de Soya. "Fifty neters would be
fine."

"Sir," says the pilot, "the thermals and shock waves from the steam expl osi ons-"

"Do it, Lieutenant." The father-captain's voice is level, but there will be no arguing with it.
They hover. Steamand a violent drizzle fill the air, but their searchlight beans and hi gh-profile
radar stab downward. The farcaster arch is glowing white-hot, but it still stands.

"Amazi ng," whi spers Comander Bar nes- Avne.

Mot her Captain Stone conmes over tactical. "Father Captain, the target was hit, but it's stil

there. Do you want ne to lance it agai n?"

"No," says de Soya. Beneath the arch the river has cauterized itself, water flow ng back into the
super heated scar. New steam billows upward as the riverbanks of nelted steel and concrete flow
into water. The hissing is audible through the external pickups. The river is wild with eddies and
whirlpools. It is filled with swirling debris.

De Soya | ooks up fromtactical and his nonitors and sees the others | ooking at himagain. The
orders were to take the child alive and return her to Pacem

"Commander Barnes-Avne," he says formally. "Wuld you pl ease order your troopers to | and and begin
an inredi ate search of the river and adjoi ning areas?"

"Certainly," says Barnes-Avne, keying her command net and issuing orders. Her gaze never | eaves
Fat her Captain de Soya's face.

28

In the days that follow the dragging of the river and the discovery of no spaceship, no bodies,
and only a hint of debris of what may have been the girl's ship, Father Captain de Soya fully
expects a court-martial and perhaps an exconmuni cation. The archangel courier is dispatched to
Pacemwith the news, and within twenty hours the sanme ship, with different hunan couriers, returns
with the verdict: there will be a Board of Review De Soya nods when he hears the news, believing
it to be a precursor to his return to Pacemfor court-nartial and worse.

Surprisingly, it is the pleasant Father Brown who heads the Board of Review, as persona
representative of Secretary of State Sinon Augustino Cardinal Lourdusany, with Captain Wi standi ng
in for Admiral Marusyn of Pax Fleet. Other nenbers of the board include two of the adnmirals
present during the debacle and Commander Barnes-Avne. De Soya is offered counsel, but he refuses.
The father-captain is not under arrest during the five days of the board hearing-not even under
house arrest-but it is understood that he will remain on the Pax mlitary base outside of Da Vinci
until the hearing is concluded. During those five days, Father Captain de Soya wal ks al ong the
river path within the base confines, watches news on |local television and direct-access channels,
and occasionally | ooks skyward, inmagining that he can guess where Raphael still swi ngs in parking
orbit, uncrewed and silent except for its automated systens. De Soya hopes that the ship's next
captain brings it nore honor.

Many of his friends visit him Gegorius, Kee, and Rettig are nomnally still his bodyguards,

al t hough they no | onger carry weapons and-1li ke de Soya-renmain on the Pax base in virtual arrest.
Mot her Captain Boul ez, Captain Hearn, and Mother Captain Stone all stop by after giving their
testimony and before shipping out for the frontier. That evening de Soya watches the blue tails of
their dropships rising toward the night sky and envies them Captain Sati of the St. Anthony has a
glass of wine with de Soya before returning to his torchship and active duty in another system
Even Captain Lenpriere cones by after testifying, and it is that bald man's halting synpathy that
finally angers de Soya.

On the fifth day de Soya goes before the board. The situation is odd-de Soya still holds the papa
di skey and thus is technically beyond reproach or indictnent-but it is understood that Pope
Julius, through Cardinal Lourdusany, has willed this Board of Review, and de Soya, shaped to

obedi ence through both his military and Jesuit training, conplies with hunmlity. He does not
expect exoneration. In the tradition of ship captains since the Mddle Ages on A d Earth, de Soya
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knows well that the coin of a captain's prerogatives has two sides-al nost godlike power over
everyone and everythi ng aboard one's ship, balanced by the requirenent to take tota
responsibility for any damage to the ship or failure of one's m ssion

De Soya has not dammged his ship-neither his former task force, nor his new ship, the Raphael -but
he is acutely aware that his failure has been total. Wth i mense resources of the Pax avail abl e
to himboth on Hyperion and in Renai ssance space, he has failed to capture a twelve-year-old
child. He can see no excuse for this, and he testifies thus during his part of the hearing.

" "And why did you order the |lancing of the farcaster portal on Renai ssance Vector?" asks Father
Adm ral Coonbs after de Soya's statenent.

De Soya raises a hand, then drops it. "I realized at that nonent that the reason for the girl's
trip to this world was to reach the portal,"” he says. "Qur only hope for detaining her was to
destroy the portal arch."

"But it was not destroyed?" queries Father Brown.

"No," says de Soya.

"In your experience, Father Captain de Soya," says Captain WI, "has there been any target that one
mnute of fully applied CPB fire would not destroy?"

De Soya thinks for a nmoment. "There are targets such as orbital forest or Quster Swarm asteroids
that would not be fully destroyed by even a full nminute of lancefire," he says. "But they would
have been severely danaged."

"And the farcaster portal was not damaged?" persists Father Brown.

"Not to nmy know edge," says de Soya.

Captain Wi turns to the other board nmenbers. "We have an affidavit from Chief of Planetary

Engi neers Rexton Ham that the alloy of the farcaster portal -although radiating heat for nore than
forty-ei ght hours-was not danmaged by the attack."

The panel menbers converse anong thensel ves for several ninutes.

"Fat her Captain de Soya," begins Adnmiral Serra when the questioning resunmes, "were you aware that
your attenpt to destroy the portal might have destroyed the girl's ship?”

"Yes, Admiral."

"And in so doing," continues Serra, "killed the child?"

"Yes, Admiral."

"And your orders were-specifically-to bring the child to Pacem. . . unharnmed. Am | correct?"
"Yes, Admiral. Those were ny precise orders."

"But you were willing to defy those orders?"

De Soya takes a breath. "In this case, Admiral, | felt it was a calculated risk. My instructions
were that it was of paranount inportance to bring the child to Pacemwi thin the shortest tine
possi ble. In those few seconds when | realized that she mght be able to travel by farcaster

portal and escape apprehension, | felt that destroying the portal-not the child s ship-was our
best hope. To be honest, | felt that the ship had either already traversed the portal or had not
yet reached it. Al indications were that the ship had been struck and fallen into the river. |

did not know whether the ship had the capacity to travel underwater through the portal-or, for
that matter, whether the portal could farcast an object underwater."

Captain Wi folds her hands. "And to your know edge, Father Captain, has the farcaster portal shown
any signs of activity since that night?"

"Not to my know edge, Captain."”

"To your know edge, Father Captain," she continues, "had any farcaster portal-on any world of the
former Web or any spaceborne portal, for that matter-had any farcaster shown any sign of renewed
activity since the Fall of the farcasters nore than two hundred seventy standard years ago?"

"To ny know edge," says de Soya, "they have not."

Fat her Brown | eans forward. "Then, Father Captain, perhaps you can tell this board why you thought
that the girl had the capacity to open one of these portals and was attenpting to escape through
this particular one."

De Soya does open his hands this tinme. "Father, | ... | don't know | guess that | had the
distinct feeling that she was not willing to be captured, and her flight along the river ... |
don't know, Father. The use of the portal is the only thing that nade sense that night."

Captain Wi | ooks at her fellow panelists. ' 'Any nore questions?" After a silence the captain
says, "That will be all, Father Captain de Soya. This board will apprise you of its findings by

t onmor r ow norni ng. "

De Soya nods and | eaves.

_:O:_***_:O:_

That night, wal king the base path along the river, de Soya tries to imgi ne what he will do if he
is court-martialed and stripped of his priesthood but not inprisoned. The thought of freedom after
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such failure is nore painful than the thought of prison. Exconmunication has not been nentioned by
t he board-no puni shment has-but de Soya clearly sees his conviction, his return to Pacem for

hi gher court proceedings, and his ultimate bani shnent fromthe Church. Only a terrible failure or
heresy coul d bring about such punishnent, but de Soya sees-unblinkingly-what a terrible failure
his efforts have been

In the norning he is called into the | ow building where the board has met all night. He stands at
attention in front of the dozen nen and wonen behind the | ong table.

"Fat her Captain de Soya," begins Captain Wi, speaking for the others, "this Board of Review was
convened to answer queries from Pax Comrand and the Vatican as to the disposition and outcone of
recent events-specifically, in this conmand and this commander's failure to apprehend the child
known as Aenea. After five days of investigation and after many hundreds of hours of testinony and
depositions, it is the finding of this board that all possible efforts and preparati ons were nmade
to carry out this mission. The fact that the child known as Aenea -or someone or sonething
traveling with her-was able to escape via a farcaster that has not worked for al nost three
standard centuries could not have been anticipated by you or by any other officer working with you
or under your conmand. The fact that the farcasters could resune operation at all is, of course,

of grave concern to the Pax Conmand and to the Church. The inplications of this will be explored
by the hi ghest echel ons of Pax Command and the Vatican hierarchy.

"As for your role in this, Father Captain de Soya, with the exception of possible concern we have
for your risking the life of the child you are charged with taking into custody, we find your
actions responsible, correct, in keeping with your nission priorities, and legal. This board-while
official only in the capacity of reviewrecomends that you continue your mssion with the
archangel -cl ass shi p designated the Raphael, that your use of the papal -authority di skey conti nue,
and that you requisition those materiels and personnel you consider necessary for the continuance
of this mssion."

De Soya, still at rigid attention, blinks rapidly several tines before saying, "Captain?"

"Yes, Father Captain?" says W.

"Does this nean that | can keep Sergeant Gregorius and his troopers as ny personal guard?”

Captai n Wi-whose authority strangely overwhel ms that of the admirals and planetary ground
commanders at the table- snmiles. "Father Captain," she says, "you could order the nmenbers of this
board to go along as your personal guard if you wi sh. The authority of your papal diskey renains
absol ute."

De Soya does not smile. "Thank you, Captain . . . sirs. Sergeant Gregorius and his two nmen will
suffice. I will leave this norning."

"Leave for where, Federico?" asks Father Brown. "As you know, exhaustive searches of the records
have not given us a clue as to where the farcaster m ght have sent that ship. The River Tethys had
changeabl e connections, and any data about the next world on the |ine has evidently been lost to
us."

"Yes, Father," says de Soya, "but there are only two-hundred-sonme worlds that used to be connected
by that farcaster river. The girl's ship has to be on one of them M archangel ship can reach all
of themgiven tinme for resurrection after translation-in less than two years. | will begin

i mredi ately. "

At this, the men and wonen at the table can only stare. The man in front of themis facing severa
hundred deaths and difficult resurrections. As far as they know, no one since the beginning of the
Sacranent of Resurrection has ever subnitted to such a cycle of pain and rebirth.

Fat her Brown stands and lifts his hand in benediction. "In Nomne Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus

Sancti," he intones. "Go with God, Father Captain de Soya. Qur prayers go with you."
29
When they shot us down several hundred neters short of the farcaster portal, | was sure we were

dead this tine. The internal containnent field failed the second the generators were struck, the
wal | of the planet we were | ooking up at suddenly and inarguably became down, and the ship fel
like an elevator with its cables cut.

The sensations that followed are hard for me to describe. | know now that the internal fields
switched to what was known as a "crash field"-no msnoner, | can assure you-and for the next few
mnutes it felt precisely as if we were caught up in a giant vat of gelatin. In a sense, we were.
The crash field expanded in a nanosecond to fill every square mllimeter of the ship, cushioning
us and keeping us absolutely i nmobile as the spacecraft plunged into the river, bounced off the
bottomnud, fired its fusion engine-creating a giant plunme of steam and pl owed ahead rel entlessly
t hrough nud, steam water, and debris fromthe inploding riverbanks until the ship fulfilled the
| ast command given to it-pass through the farcaster portal. The fact that we did so three neters
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beneath the broiling river surface did not keep the portal fromworking. The ship later told us
that while its stern was passing through the farcaster, the water above and behind it suddenly
becane superheated steam-as if one of the Pax ships or aircraft were lancing it with a CPB.
Ironically, it was the steamthat deflected the beamfor the nilliseconds necessary for the ship
to conplete its transition

Meanwhi | e, knowi ng none of these details, | stared. My eyes were open-1 could not close them
agai nst the cloying force of the crash field-and | was watching the external video nonitors set
al ong the foot of the bed as well as |ooking out through the still-transparent hull apex as the

farcaster portal flickered to life amd the steam and sunlight poured over the river's surface,
until suddenly we were through the steam cl oud and once again snashi ng against rock and river
bottom then hitting a beach beneath bl ue sky and sun

Then the nonitors went off and the hull went dull. For several nminutes we were trapped in this
cave bl ackness-1 was floating in mdair, or woul d have been had it not been for the gel ati nous
crash field-ny arms were thrown wide, my right leg was half-bent in a running posture behind ne,
my nouth was open in a silent scream and | could not blink. At first the fear of suffocation was
very strong-the crash field was in nmy open nouth-but | soon realized that ny nose and throat were
recei ving oxygen. The crash field, it turns out, worked nmuch |ike the expensive osnobsis nasks used
for deep-sea diving during the Hegenony days: air |eached through the field nmass pressing agai nst

one's face and throat. It was not a pleasant experience- |'ve always detested the thought of
choki ng-but ny anxi ety was manageabl e. Mre disturbing was the bl ackness and cl austrophobi ¢ sense
of being caught in a giant, sticky web. During those long mnutes in the darkness, | had thoughts

of the ship being stuck there forever, disabled, with no way to relax the crash fields, and the
three of us starving to death in our undignified postures, until soneday the ship's energy banks
woul d be depleted, the crash field would coll apse, and our whitened skel etons woul d drop and
rattle around the interior hull of the ship |like so nany bones being cast by an invisible fortune-
teller.

As it was, the field slowy folded away | ess than five mnutes later. The lights cane on
flickered, and were replaced by red enmergency lighting even as we were gently |owered to what had
been the wall a short while before. The outer hull became transparent once again, but very little
light filtered in through the nud and debris.

I had not been able to see A Bettik and Aenea while stuck in place-they had been just out of ny
frozen field of sight-but now!| saw themas the field |lowered themto the hull with ne. | was
amazed to hear a screamissue fromnmny throat and realized that it was the shout that had welled up
in me the instant of the crash

For a nonent the three of us just sat on the curved hull wall, rubbing and testing our own arnms,
| egs, and heads to nmake sure we weren't injured. Then Aenea spoke for us all. "Holy shit," she
said, and stood up on the curving floor of the hull. Her |egs were shaky.

"Ship!" called the android.

"Yes, A. Bettik." The voice was as cal mas ever.

"Are you danmaged?"

"Yes, A Bettik," said the ship. "I have just conpleted a full danage assessnent. Field coils,
repul sors, and Hawki ng transl ators have suffered extensive damage, as have sections of the aft
hull and two of the four landing fins."

"Ship," | said, struggling to my feet and | ooking out through the transparent nose of the hull.
There was sunlight com ng through the curved wall above us, but nobst of the exterior hull was
opaque with nmud, sand, and other debris. The dark river canme two-thirds the way up the sides and
was sl oshing against us. It |looked as if we had run aground on a sandy bank, but not before

pl owi ng t hrough nany neters of river bottom "Ship," | tried again, "are your sensors worki ng?"
"Only radar and visual," it replied.
"I's there any pursuit?' | said. "Did any Pax ships come through the farcaster with us?"

"Negative," said the ship. "There are no inorganic ground or air targets within my radar range."
Aenea wal ked to the vertical wall that had been the carpeted floor. "No troopers even?" she asked.
"No," said the ship.

"I's the farcaster still operational ?" asked A Bettik.

"Negative," said the ship. "The portal ceased functioning ei ghteen nanoseconds after we transited
it."

I relaxed a bit then and | ooked at the girl, trying to nake sure just by staring that she hadn't
been injured. Except for wildly disarrayed hair and the excitenment in her eyes, she | ooked norma
enough. She grinned at ne. "So how do we get out of here, Raul ?"

| 1 ooked up and saw what she neant. The central stairwell was about three neters above our heads.
"Ship?" | said. "Can you turn the internal fields back on |ong enough for us to get out of the
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shi p?"

"I"'msorry," said the ship. "The fields are down and will not be repaired for some tine."

"Can you norph an opening in the hull above us?" | said. The feeling of claustrophobia was coni ng
back.

"I amafraid not," said the ship. "I amfunctioning on battery power at the nonent, and norphing
woul d dermand far nore energy than | have available. The nmain air lock is functional. |If you can
get to that, | will openit."

The three of us exchanged glances. "Geat," | said at last. "W get to cram thirty neters back
through the ship while everything's catty wanpus."

Aenea was still looking up at the stairwell opening. "The gravity's different here-feel it?"

| realized that | did. There was a lightness to everything. | nust have been noticing it but
putting it down to a variation in the internal field-but there was no nore internal field. This
was a different world, with different gravity! | found nyself staring back at the child.

"So are you saying we can fly up there?" | said, pointing to the bed hanging on the wall above us
and the stairwell next to it.

"No," said Aenea, "but the gravity here seens a little |l ess than Hyperion's. You two boost ne up
there and I'Il drop sonething down to you and we'll crawl back to the air |ock."

And that is precisely what we did. W made a stirrup with our hands and boosted Aenea to the
bottomlip of the stairwell opening, where she bal anced, reached out and plucked the | oosely
hangi ng bl anket fromthe bed, tied it around the bal ustrade and dropped the other end down to us,
and then, after A Bettik and | pulled our way up, all three of us wal ked precariously on the
central dropshaft post, hanging on to the circular stairs to the side and above to keep our

bal ance, and gradually nmade our way through the red-lit nmess of a ship- through the library, where
books and cushions had fallen to the |lower hull despite the cord restraints on the shel ves,

through the holopit area, where the Steinway was still in place because of its restraining |ocks,
but where our | oose personal bel ongings had tunbled to the bottomof the ship. Here we nade a stop
while |I lowered nyself to the cluttered hull bottomand retrieved the pack and weapons | had |eft

on the couch. Strapping the pistol on ny belt, tossing up the rope | had stored in the pack, |
felt nmore prepared for the next eventuality than | had a nonent before.

When we got to the corridor, we could see that whatever had danaged the drive area bel ow had al so
pl ayed havoc with the storage |ockers: parts of the corridor were blackened and buckl ed outward,
the contents of the | ockers were scattered along the torn walls. The inner air |ock was open but

was now several neters directly above us. | had to free-clinb the last vertical expanse of
corridor and toss the rope down to the others while | crouched just within the inner |ock. Junping
up onto the outer hull and pulling nyself out into the bright sunlight, | reached into the red-1lit

air lock, found Aenea's wist, and pulled her out. A second later | did the same for A Bettik
Then we all took tine to | ook around.

A strange new world! | will never be able to explain the thrill that jolted through ne at that
nmonent - despite our crash, despite our predicanment, despite everything-/ was |ooking at a new
worl d!' The effect on me was nore profound than | had expected in all my anticipation of interworld
travel. This planet was very Hyperion-like: breathable air, blue sky-although a much lighter blue
than Hyperion's | apis-w sps of clouds overhead, the river behind us-w der than the river had been
on Renai ssance Vector-and jungle on both banks, stretching as far away as | could see to the
right, and back beyond the overgrown farcaster portal to our left. Ahead of us, the bow of the
ship had i ndeed plowed up the river bottom and beached itself on a sandy spit, and then the jungle
began agai n, hangi ng over everything like a tattered green curtain above a narrow stage.

But as famliar as this sounds, it was all strange: the scents in the air were alien, the gravity
felt odd, the sunlight was a bit too bright, the "trees" in the jungle were unlike anything |I had
ever seen-feathery green gymosperms was how | woul d have described themthen-and overhead,
flights of frail white birds of a sort | had never seen flapped away fromthe sound of our clunsy
entrance to this world.

W wal ked up the hull toward the beach. Soft breezes ruffled Aenea's hair and tugged at ny shirt.
The air snelled of subtle spices-traces of cinnanon and thyne, perhaps-although softer and richer
than these. The bow of the ship was not transparent fromthe outside, although | did not know at
the tine whether the ship had opaqued its skin again or whether it never |ooked transparent from
the outside. Even lying on its side, the hull would have been too high and too steep to slide from
if it had not plowed such a deep furrow in the beach sand; | used ny rope again to |lower A Bettik
to the sand, then we lowered the girl, and finally | shoul dered ny pack-the plasna rifle fol ded
and strapped atop it-and slid down on nmy own, rolling as | hit the tightly packed soil.

My first footstep on an alien world, and it was no footstep at all--just a nouth full of sand.

The girl and the android helped nme to ny feet. Aenea was squinting up at the hull. "How do we get
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back up?" she said.

"We can build a |l adder, drag a fallen tree over, or"-I tapped ny pack-"1 brought the hawking mat."
We turned our attention to the beach and jungle. The forner was narrowonly a few neters across
fromthe bowto the forest, the sand gleam ng nore red than sand-colored in the bright sunlight-
and the |atter was dense and dark. The breeze was cool here on the beach, but the heat was

pal pabl e under the thickly packed trees. Twenty neters above, the gymosperm fronds rustled and
guaked Ii ke the antennae of some great insects.

"WAit here a minute,” | said, and stepped under the cover of the trees. The underbrush was thick
a type of clinging fern for the nost part, and the soil was made up of so nuch humus that it was
nore sponge than dirt. The jungle snelled of danpness and decay, but of a whole different scent
than the fens and swanps of Hyperion. | thought of the dracula ticks and biting gar in my own
little tame bit of wilderness, and watched where | stepped. Vines spiraled down fromthe
gymosperm trunks and created a ropey latticework ahead of ne in the gloom | realized that |
shoul d have added a machete to ny list of basic gear.

I had not penetrated the woods ten nmeters when suddenly a tall shrub hol ding heavy red | eaves a
meter in front of ny face exploded into notion and the "l eaves" fl apped away beneath the jungle
canopy, the creatures' |eathery w ngs sounding rmuch like the large fruit bats our Hyperion
ancestors had brought on their seedshi ps.

"Dam, " | whispered, and shoved and battered ny way out of the dank tangle. My shirt was torn when
| staggered onto the beach sand. Aenea and A. Bettik | ooked expectantly at ne.

"It's ajungle in there," | said.

W wal ked to the water's edge, sat on a partially subnmerged stunp there, and | ooked at our
spaceshi p. The poor thing | ooked |like a great beached whale fromsonme Od Earth wildlife holo.

"I wonder if it will ever fly again," | nused, breaking a chocolate bar into pieces and handing
one to the child and the other to the bl ue-skinned man.

"Ch, | think I will," said a voice on nmy wist.

| admit that | levitated a dozen or so centineters. I'd forgotten about the coml og bracelet.
"Ship?" | said, raising ny wist and speaking directly into the bracelet the way I would have used

a portable radio in the Hone Guard.

"You don't have to do that," said the ship's voice. "I can hear everything quite clearly, thank
you. Your question was- would | ever fly again? The answer is-alnobst certainly. | had nore
conplicated repairs to carry out upon ny arrival in the city of Endym on after ny return to

Hyperion. ™"

"Good," | said. "I'mglad you can ... ah ... repair yourself. WIIl you need raw material s?
Repl acenment parts?"
"No, thank you, M Endymon," said the ship. "It is nostly a matter of reallocating existing

mat eri al s and redesi gning certain damaged units. The repairs should not take |ong."
"How Il ong is not |ong?" asked Aenea. She finished her chocol ate bar and |icked her fingers.
"Six standard nonths," said the ship. "Unless | run into unforeseen difficulties.”

The three of us exchanged gl ances. | | ooked back at the jungle. The sun seenmed | ower now, its
hori zontal rays illumnating the tops of the gymosperns and casting the shadows beneath into
deeper gloom "Six nonths?" | said.

"Unless | run into unforeseen difficulties," repeated the shinp.

"I deas?" | said to my two conrades.

Aenea rinsed her fingers in the river's edge, tossed some water onto her face, and brushed back
her wet hair. "W're on the River Tethys," she said. "W'll just go downstreamuntil we find the
next farcaster portal."

"You can do that trick again?" | said.

She brushed water from her face and said, "Wuat trick?"

I made a dismissive gesture with ny hand. "Ch, nothing . . . naking a machine work that's been
dead for three centuries. That trick."

Her dark eyes were earnest. "l wasn't sure that | could do that, Raul." She |ooked at A Bettik
who was wat chi ng us inpassively. "Honest."

"What woul d have happened if you hadn't been able to do it?" | asked softly.

"They woul d have caught us," said Aenea. "I think they would have let you two go. They woul d have

brought nme back to Pacem That woul d have been the | ast you or anyone el se woul d have heard of
ne

Sonet hi ng about the flat, enotionless way she said that gave ne chills. "All right," | said, "it

wor ked. But how did you do it?"

She made that slight-novenent-of-her-hand gesture with which | was beconing famliar. "I'mnot
certain," she said. "I knew fromthe dreans that the portal would probably let me through. "
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"Let you through?" | said.

"Yes. | thought it would . . . recognize me ... and it did."

| set ny hands on ny knees and straightened ny |legs, the heels of ny boots digging into the red
sand. "You tal k about the farcaster as if it's an intelligent, living organism" | said.

Aenea | ooked back at the arch half a klick behind us. "In a way it is," she said. "It's hard to
explain."

"But you're sure that the Pax troops can't follow us through?"

"Ch, yes. The portal will not activate for anyone else."

My eyebrows raised a bit. "Then how did A Bettik and | ... and the ship . . . get through?"
Aenea smled. "You were with nme."

| stood up. "Al'l right, we'll hash this out later. First, | think we need a plan. Do we

reconnoiter now, or get our stuff out of the ship first?"

Aenea | ooked down at the dark water of the river. "And then Robi nson Crusoe stripped naked, swam
out to his ship, filled his pockets with biscuits, and swam back to shore. "

"What ?" | said, hefting ny pack and frowning at the child.

"Not hi ng," she said, getting to her feet. "Just an old pre-Hegira book that Uncle Martin used to
read to ne. He used to say that proofreaders have al ways been i nconpetent asshol es- even fourteen
hundred years ago."

| looked at the android. "Do you understand her, A. Bettik?"

He showed that slight twitch of his thin lips that | was learning to take as a smle. "It is not
my role to understand M Aenea, M Endynion."
| sighed. "Al'l right, back to the subject. . . . Do we reconnoiter before it gets dark, or dig the

stuff out of the ship?"
"I vote that we | ook around," said Aenea. She | ooked at the darkening jungle. "But not through
that stuff."

"Uh-uh," | agreed, pulling the hawking mat fromits space atop my pack and unrolling it on the
sand. "We'll see if this works on this world." | paused, raised the comog closer. "What world is
this, anyway? Ship?"

There was a second's hesitation, as if the ship was busy nmulling over its own problens. "I'm
sorry, | can't identify it given the state of my nmenory banks. My navigation systens could tel

us, of course, but | will need a star sighting. | can tell you that there are no unnatura

el ectronagnetic or mcrowave transm ssions currently broadcasting on this area of the planet. Nor
are there relay satellites or other man-nade objects in synchronous orbit overhead."

"All right," | said, "but where are we?" | | ooked at the girl.

"How shoul d | know?" said Aenea

"You brought us here," | said. | realized that | was being short-tenpered with her, but | felt
short-tenpered right then

Aenea shook her head. "I just activated the farcaster, Raul. My big plan was to get away from
Fat her Captain Wats-his-nane and all those ships. That was it."

"And find your architect,” | said.

"Yes," said Aenea.

| 1 ooked around the jungle and river. "It doesn't look like a promising place to find an
architect. | guess you're right . . . we'll just have to keep nmoving down the river to the next
worl d." The vine-shrouded arch of the farcaster we'd passed through caught ny eye. | saw now why

we' d pl owed ashore: the river took a bend to the right here, about half a kiloneter fromthe
portal. The ship had cone through and just kept going straight, right up through the shall ows and
onto the beach.

"WAit," | said, "couldn't we just reprogramthat portal and use it to go sonewhere el se? Wy do we
have to find another one?"

A. Bettik stepped away fromthe ship so he could get a better ook at the farcaster arch. "The

Ri ver Tethys portals did not work like the mllions of personal farcasters," he said softly. "Nor
was it designed to function |ike the Grand Concourse portals, or the |arge spaceborne farcasters."”
He reached into his pocket and renpved a small book. | saw the title-A Traveler's Quide to the
Worl dWeb. "It seens that the Tethys was designed primarily for wandering and rel axation," he said.
"The di stance between the portals varied froma few kilometers to many hundreds of kilometers.
"Hundreds of kilometers!" | said. | had been expecting to find the next portal just around the
next bend in the river.

"Yes," continued A Bettik. "The concept, as | understand it, was to offer the traveler a w de
variety of worlds, views, and experiences. To that end only the downstream portals would activate,
and they progranmmed thenselves randomy . . . that is, the sections of river on different worlds
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were shuffled constantly, like so many cards in a deck."

I shook ny head. "In the old poet's Cantos it says that the rivers were sliced up after the Fal
that they dried up like water holes in the desert."”

Aenea nade a noise. "Uncle Martin's full of shit sometinmes, Raul. He never saw what happened to

the Tethys after the Fall. ... He was on Hyperion, renenber? He's never been back to the Wb. He

made stuff up."”

It was no way to tal k about the greatest work of literature in the past three hundred years-or of

the | egendary ol d poet who had conposed it-but | started |aughing then and found it hard to stop

By the time | did, Aenea was |ooking at ne strangely. "Are you all right, Raul?"

"Yep," | said. "Just happy." | turned and made a notion that enconpassed the jungle, the river

the farcaster portal- even our beached whale of a ship. "For sonme reason, |'mjust happy," | said.

Aenea nodded as if she understood perfectly.

To the android | said, "Does the book say what world this is? Jungle, blue sky ... it nust be

about a nine-point-five on the Sol nev Scal e. That nust be fairly rare. Does it list this world?"

A. Bettik flipped through the pages. "I don't renenber a jungle world like this nentioned in the

sections | read, M Endymon. | will read nore carefully later."

"Well, | think we need to | ook around,"” said Aenea, obviously inpatient to explore.

"But we shoul d sal vage sone inportant things fromthe ship first," I said. "I made a |ist

"That could take hours," said Aenea. "The sun could set before we're finished."

"Still," | said, ready to argue, "we need to get organized here . "

"If I may suggest a course of action," A Bettik interrupted softly, "perhaps you and M Aenea

could ... ah ... reconnoiter, while | begin renoving the necessary itens you nmentioned. Unless you

think it wiser to sleep in the ship tonight."

We all | ooked at the poor ship. The river swirled around it, and just above the water |evel |

coul d see the bent and bl ackened stunps which had been the proud rear fins. | thought of sleeping

in that tunble of stuff, in the red-lit energency light or the absol ute darkness of the centra

| evels, and said, "Well, it would be safer in there, but let's get the stuff out that we'll need

to nove downriver, and then we'll decide."

The android and | discussed it for several minutes. | had the plasma rifle with ne, as well as the

.45 in its holster on ny belt, but | wanted the 16-gauge shotgun |'d set aside, as well as canping

gear |'d seen in the EVA |l ocker closet. | wasn't sure how we'd get downriver-the hawking nat woul d

probably hold the three of us, but | couldn't see it transporting us and our gear, so we decided

to unpack three of the four flybikes fromtheir niches under the spacesuit closet. There was al so

a flying belt in there that | thought m ght be handy, as well as sone canping accessories such as

a heating cube, sleeping bags, foammats, flashlight |lasers for each of us, and the headset

communi cators |'d noticed. "Ch, and a nmachete if you see one," | added. "There were several boxes
of knives and multi-use blades in the small EVA closet. | don't remenber a nmachete, but if there
isone . . . let's get it out."

A. Bettik and | wal ked to the end of the narrow beach, found a fallen tree at the river's edge,
and dragged it-with me sweating and cursing-back to the side of the ship to act as a de facto

| adder so that we could crawl back up on the curved hull. "Ch, yeah, see if there's a rope | adder
in that nmess," | said. "And an inflatable raft of some sort."

"Anything el se?" A Bettik asked wyly.

"No . . . well, maybe a sauna if you find one. And a well-stocked bar. And maybe a twel ve-pi ece

band to play some music while we unpack."

"1"l'l do ny best, sir," said the android, and began clinbing the tree-ladder back to the top of
the hul I.

| felt guilty leaving A. Bettik to do all the heavy lifting, but it seened wise to know how far it
was to the next farcaster portal, and | had no intention of allowing the girl to fly off on a
scouting nission of her own. She sat behind me as | tapped the activator thread designs and the
carpet stiffened and rose several centineters fromthe wet sand.

"Wck," she said.
"What ?"

"It stands for 'w cked,
brat on Od Earth."

| sighed again and tapped the flight threads. We spiraled up and around, soon rising above the
treetop level. The sun was definitely lower nowin the direction | assumed was west. "Ship?"

said to nmy conl og bracel et.

"Yes?" The ship's tone always nade nme feel that | was interrupting it at sonme inportant task

"Am | talking to you, or to the data bank you downl oaded?"

"As long as you are within conmuni cator range, M Endynmion," it answered, "you are talking to ne."

said the girl. "Uncle Martin said that it was kid slang when he was a
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"What's the communi cator range?" We |leveled off thirty neters above the river. A Bettik waved
fromwhere he stood next to the open air |ock

"Twenty thousand kiloneters or the curve of the planet," said the ship. "Wichever cones first. As
I nmentioned earlier, there are no relay satellites around this world that | can locate."

| tapped the forward design and we began flying upriver, toward the overgrown arch there. "Can you

talk to me through a farcaster portal ?" | asked.

"An activated portal ?" said the ship. "How could | do that, M Endym on? You would be light-years
away. "

This ship had a way of maeking ne feel stupid and provincial. | usually enjoyed its conpany, but |

admit that | wouldn't mind too nmuch when we left it behind.
Aenea | eaned agai nst my back and spoke directly into ny ear so as to be heard over the w nd noi se
as we accelerated. "The old portals used to have fiber-optic lines running through them That

worked . . . although not as well as the fatline."

"So if we wanted to keep talking to the ship when we go downriver," | said back over ny shoul der
"we could string tel ephone wire?"

Qut of the corner of ny eye, | could see her grinning. The silliness did give ne a thought,
however. "If we can't go back upriver through the portals,” | said, "how do we find our way back

to the ship?"

Aenea put her hand on ny shoul der. The portal was approaching qui ckly now. "W just keep going
down the line until we conme back around," she said over the wind noise. "The R ver Tethys was a
big circle.™

I turned so that | could see her. "Are you serious, kiddo? There were-what?-a couple of hundred
wor | ds connected by the Tethys."

"At | east a couple of hundred," said Aenea. "That we know of."

| did not understand that, but sighed again as we slowed near the portal. "If each section of the
river ran for a hundred klicks . . . that's twenty thousand kil onmeters of travel just to get back
here. "

Aenea sai d not hi ng.

I hovered us near the portal, realizing for the first time just how massive these things were. The
arch appeared to be made of netal with many designs, conpartments, indentations-perhaps even
cryptic witing-but the jungle had sent tendrils of vines and |lichens up the top and sides of the
thing. What | had first taken as rust on the conplicated arch turned out to be nore of the red
"bat-wi ng | eaves"” hanging in clusters fromthe main tangle of vines. | gave thema w de berth.
"What if it activates?' | said as we hovered a neter or two short of the underside of the arch
"Try it," said the girl.

| sent the hawking mat forward slowy, alnost stopping as the front of the carpet reached the
invisible line directly under the arch

Not hi ng happened. W flew through, | turned the mat around, and we cane back fromthe south. The
farcaster portal was just an ornate netal bridge arching high over the river.

"It's dead," | said. "As dead as Kelsey's nuts."” It had been one of G andam s favorite phrases,
used only when we kids weren't supposed to be able to hear, but | realized that there was a kid in
earshot. "Sorry," | said over nmy shoulder, ny face red. Perhaps |'d spent too many years in the
army or working with river bargenen, or as a bouncer in the casinos. |I'd turned into a jerk.

Aenea actually threw her head back, she was |aughing so hard. "Raul ," she said, "I grew up
visiting Uncle Martin, renenmber?"

W fl ew back over the ship and waved at A Bettik as the android was | owering pallets of gear to
the beach. He waved a bl ue hand in response.

"Shall we go on downriver to see how far it'll be to the next portal ?" | said.
"Absol utely," said Aenea
- =O=-***_ =O=-

We flew downriver, seeing very few other beaches or breaks in the jungle: trees and vines cane al
the way to the river's edge. It bothered nme not to know which direction we were heading, so
renoved the inertial guidance conpass fromny pack and activated it. The conpass had been ny guide
on Hyperion, where the nmagnetic field was too treacherous to trust, but it was usel ess here. As
with the ship's guidance system the conpass would work perfectly if it knewits starting point,
but that |uxury had been lost the instant we transited the farcaster

"Ship," | said to the bracelet com og, "can you get a magnetic conpass reading on us?"

"Yes," cane the instant reply, "but w thout knowi ng precisely where magnetic north is on this
world, the actual direction of travel would be a rough estimte."

"G ve nme the rough estinmate, please." | banked the nat slightly as we rounded a wi de bend. The
river had broadened out again-it nust have been al npost a kilometer wide at this point. The current
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| ooked swift, but not especially treacherous. My barge work on the Kans had taught me to read the
river for eddies, snags, sandbars, and the like. This river seened easy enough to navigate.

"You are headed approxi nately east-southeast,"” said the com og. "Airspeed is sixty-eight

kil ometers per hour. Sensors indicate that your hawking-mat deflection field is at eight percent.
Altitude is . . ."

"Al right, all right," |I said. "East-southeast." The sun was |owering behind us. This world
revolved like O d Earth and Hyperion
The river straightened out and | accelerated the mat a bit. In the | abyrinths on Hyperion, |I'd

been scooting along at al nost three hundred klicks per hour, but I wasn't eager to fly that fast
here unless | had to. The flight threads in this old mat held a charge for quite a while, but
there was no need to run it out quicker than necessary. | nade a nental note to recharge the
threads fromthe ship's |l eads before we left, even if we took the skybi kes as transportation
"Look," said Aenea, pointing to our left.

Far to the north, illum nated by the now visibly setting sun, sonething |ike a mesa top or sone
very |l arge man-nmade thing broke through the jungle canopy. "Can we go | ook?" she said.

I knew better. We had an objective, we had a tine limt-the setting sun, for one-and we had a

t housand reasons not to take chances by swoopi ng around strange artifacts. For all we knew, this
nmesa or tower-thing was the Central Pax Headquarters for the planet.

"Sure," | said, mentally kicking nmyself for being an idiot, and banked the hawking mat to the
north.

The thing was farther north than it seened. | kicked the mat up to two hundred klicks per hour
and we still spent a good ten mnutes flying to it.

"Excuse nme, M Endymion," canme the ship's voice on ny wist, "but you appear to have gone off
course and are now headed north-northeast, approximtely one hundred three degrees from your
former heading."

"We're investigating a tower or butte or sonething poking up fromthe jungle al nbst due north of
us," | said. "Do you have it on your radar?"

"Negative," said the ship, and | thought | heard a hint of dryness in its tone again. "M/ vantage
poi nt here stuck in the nud is not optimum Anything below a twenty-ei ght-degree inclination from
the horizon is lost in clutter. You are just within nmy angle of detection. Another twenty
kilometers north, and I will |ose you."

"That's all right," | said. "W're just going to check this out and get right back to the river."
"Why?" said the ship. "Wiy investigate sonething which has nothing to do with your plans to trave
downri ver ?"

Aenea | eaned over and lifted my wist. "We're human," she said.

The ship did not reply.

The thing, when we finally reached it, rose a sheer hundred neters above the jungle canopy. Its

| ower |evels were surrounded so tightly by the giant gymosperns that the tower |ooked |ike a
weat hered crag rising froma green sea.

It appeared to be both natural and man-made-or at |east nodified by sonme intelligence. The tower
was about seventy neters across and appeared to be made of red rock, perhaps sone type of
sandstone. The setting sun-only ten degrees or so above the jungl e-canopy horizon now bathed the
crag in arich red light. Here and there along the east and west faces of the crag were openings
that both Aenea and | first thought were natural-wi nd or water hewn-but we soon realized had been
carved. Al so on the east side were niches carved-niches about the right distance from one anot her
to be steps and handhol ds for hunman feet and hands. But they were shallow, narrow niches, and the
t hought of free-clinmbing that hundred-plus-neter crag with nothing but such shallow toe- and
fingerhol ds made ny insides clench

"Can we go cl oser?" asked Aenea.

| had been keeping the hawking mat about fifty neters out as we circled. "I don't think we
should,"” | said. "W're already within firearns range. | don't want to tenpt anyone or anything
with a spear or a bow and arrows."”

"A bow could pick us off at this range," she said, but did not insist on flying closer

For a second | thought | saw a glimrer of sonething noving within one of the oval openings carved
in the red rock, but an instant later | decided it was a trick of the evening light.

"Had enough?" | said.

"Not really," said Aenea. Her small hands were holding on to ny shoul ders as we banked. The breeze
ruffled my short hair, and when | | ooked back, | could see the girl's hair stream ng behind her
"W need to get back to business, though,” | said, aimng the hawking mat south toward the river
and accel erating again. The gymosperm canopy | ooked soft, feathery, and deceptively continuous
forty neters beneath us, as if we could land on it if we had to. A pang of tension filled nme as
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t hought of the consequences if we had to. But A Bettik has the flying belt and fl ybikes,

t hought. He can conme fetch us if he has to.

W intercepted the river again a klick or so southeast of where we had left it, and we could see
the thirty klicks or so to the horizon. No farcaster portal

"Whi ch way?" | said.

"Let's go a bit farther."

| nodded and banked | eft, staying out over the river. W had seen no signs of animal |ife other
than the occasional white bird and the red bat-plant things. | was thinking of the footsteps in
the side of the red nonolith when Aenea tugged at ny sleeve and poi nted al nost strai ght downward.
Sonet hi ng very |large was noving just under the surface of the river. The |l ow sunlight reflecting
fromthe water hid nost of the details fromus, but | could nake out |eathery skin, sonething that
nm ght have been a barbed tail, and fins or cilia on the side. The creature nust have been eight to
ten nmeters long. It dived and we were past before | could see any nore detail

"That was sort of like a river manta," called Aenea over ny shoul der. W were noving quickly
again, and the sound of the wind against the rising deflection field nade some noise

"Bigger," | said. | had harnessed and worked with river mantas, and |I'd never seen one that |ong
or broad. Suddenly the hawking mat seenmed very frail and insubstantial. | brought us thirty neters
| ower-we were flying alnost at tree level now so that a fall would not necessarily be fatal if
the ancient flying carpet decided to quit on us w thout warning.

We banked south around anot her bend, noticed the river narrowi ng rapidly, and soon were greeted
with a roar and a wall of rising spray.

The waterfall was not overly spectacular-it fell only ten to fifteen meters-but a huge vol une of
wat er was dropping over it, the klick-wi de river pressed between rock cliffs to a width of only a
hundred neters or so, and the force expended there was inpressive. Below, there was another rapids
over the rocks of the tunbled falls, then a wide pool, and then the river grew wide and relatively
pl acid again. For a second | wondered stupidly if the river critter we'd seen was prepared for
this sudden drop

"l don't think we're going to find the portal intine to get back before dark," | said over ny
shoul der to the girl. "If there's a portal downriver at all."

"I't's there," said Aenea.

"We've cone at |east a hundred klicks," | said.

"A. Bettik said that the Tethys sections averaged that. This one m ght be two or three hundred
kil ometers between portals. Besides . . . there were nunerous portals along the various rivers.
The sections of the river varied in |l ength even on the same world."

"Who told you that?" | asked, twisting to | ook at her

"My nother. She was a detective, you know. She once had a divorce case where she followed a
married guy and his girlfriend for three weeks on the River Tethys.'

"What's a divorce case?" | asked.

"Never mind." Aenea scooted around so that she was facing backward, her legs still crossed. Her
hai r whi pped around her face. "You're right, let's get back to A Bettik and the ship. W'Ill cone
this way tonorrow "

| banked us around and accelerated toward the west. W crossed over the falls and | aughed as the
spray wet our faces and hands.

"M Endymion?" said the comog. It was not the ship's voice, but A Bettik's.

"Yes," | said. "We're heading back. W're about twenty-five, thirty mnutes out."

"1 know," canme the android' s calmvoice. "I was watching the tower, the waterfall, and all the
rest in the holopit."

Aenea and | | ooked at each other with what nust have been comi cal expressions. "You nean this

com og thing sends back pictures?"

"Of course," cane the ship's voice. "Holo or video. W have been nonitoring on holo."

"Al though the viewing is a bit odd," said A Bettik, "since the holopit is now an indentation in
the wall. But I was not calling to check your progress."”

"What, then?" | said.

"W appear to have a visitor," said A Bettik

"A big river thing?" called Aenea. "Sort of like a manta, only bigger?"

"Not exactly," came A Bettik's calmvoice. "It is the Shrike."
30
Qur hawki ng mat nmust have | ooked like a blur during our wild rush back to the ship. | asked if the

ship could send us a real-tine holo of the Shrike, but it said that nost of its hull sensors were
covered with mud and it had no clear view of the beach
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"I't's on the beach?" | said. "It was a nmonment ago, when | went up to carry another |oad out," came
A. Bettik's voice.
"Then it was in the Hawki ng-drive accurul ator ring," said the ship.

"What ?" | said. "There's no entrance to that part of the ship-" | stopped before | nmade a tota
idiot of nyself. "Where is it now?" | said.

"W are not sure," said A Bettik. "I amgoing out onto the hull now and will be taking one of the
radi os. The ship will relay ny voice to you." "Wait . . . ," | began

"M Endymion," interrupted the android, "rather than urging you to rush back here, | called to
suggest that you and M Aenea ... ah ... extend your sight-seeing for a bit until the ship and
receive an indication of our ... ah ... visitor's intentions."

This made sense to nme. Here | was charged with protecting this girl, and when what might well be
the deadliest killing machine in the gal axy appears, what do | do but rush her toward the danger?
I was being a bit of an asshole this long day. | reached for the flight threads to slow us and
bank back to the east.

Aenea's small hand intercepted mine. "No," she said. "W'I|l go back."

I was shaking ny head. "That thing is . . ."

"That thing can go anywhere it pleases," said the girl. Her eyes and tone were deadly serious. "If
it wanted ne ... or you ... it would appear right here on the mat with us."

The thought made nme | ook around.

"Let's go back," said Aenea.

| sighed and turned back upriver, slowing the mat just a bit as | did so. Pulling the plasma rifle
frommy pack and swi nging the stock out to lock it, I said, "I don't get it. Is there any record
of that nonster ever |eaving Hyperion?"

"I don't think so," said the girl. She was | eaning so that her face was against nmy back trying to
stay out of the wi ndblast as the deflection field | essened.

"So . . . "what's happening? Is it follow ng you?"

"That seens |ogical." Her voice was nmuffled as she spoke into the cotton of ny shirt.

"Way?" | said.
Aenea pushed away so strongly that | began to reach for her instinctively to keep her from
tunbling off the back of the mat. She shrugged away fromnmy hand. "Raul, | don't really know the

answers to these questions yet, all right? | didn't know if the thing would | eave Hyperion. |
certainly didn't want it to. Believe ne."

"I do," | said. | lowered ny hand to the mat, noticing how large it was next to her small hand,
snmall knee, tiny foot.

She set her hand on mine. "Let's get back."

"Right." | loaded the rifle with a plasma-cartridge nagazi ne. The shell casings were not separate
but were nmolded into the nagazine until each fired. One nmgazine held fifty plasma bolts. \Wen the
| ast was fired, the nmagazi ne was gone. | slanmmed the nmagazine up and in with a slap of ny hand as

I'd been taught in the Guard, set the selector to single-shot, and nmade sure the safety was on. |
laid the weapon across ny knees as we flew.

Aenea touched ny shoul ders with her hands and said in ny ear, "Do you think that thing will do any
good agai nst the Shrike?"

| swiveled ny head to | ook at her. "No," | said.

W flewinto the setting sun

- =O=-*** . =QO=-

A. Bettik was al one on the narrow beach when we arrived. He waved to reassure us that everything
was all right, but | still circled once above the treetops before | anding. The sun was a red gl obe

bal anci ng on the jungle canopy to the west.
| set the mat down next to the pile of crates and equi pnent on the beach, in the shadow of the

great ship's hull, and junped to ny feet, the plasma rifle's safety set to off.
"It's still gone," said A Bettik. He had radioed this fact to us upon his |eaving the ship, but I
was still tense with expectation. The android |l ed us over to a clear place on the beach where

there was a single pair of footprints-if one could call themfootprints. It |ooked as if someone
had pressed a very heavy piece of bladed farm equi pnent into the sand in two pl aces.

I crouched next to the prints |like the experienced tracker | was, then realized the silliness of
that exercise. "He just appeared here, again in the ship, and then di sappeared?"

"Yes," said A Bettik.

"Ship, did you ever get the thing on radar or visual ?"

"Negative," cane the reply fromthe bracelet. "There are no video recorders in the Hawki ng-drive
accumul at or. "

"How did you know it was there?" | asked.
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"I have a nmass sensor in every conpartnent," said the ship. "For flight purposes | nust know

preci sely how much mass is displaced in every section of the ship."

"How nmuch mass did it displace?" | said

"One-poi nt-oh-six-three nmetric tons," said the ship.

I froze in the act of straightening up. "What? Over a thousand kilos? That's ridiculous." | |ooked
at the two footprints again. "No way."

"Way," said the ship. "During the creature's stay in the Hawki ng-drive accunul ator ring,

measured a preci se di spl acenent of one-point-oh-six-three-thousand kilos and ..."

"Jesus wept," | said, turning to A Bettik. "I wonder if anyone's ever weighed this bastard
before."

"The Shrike is alnost three neters tall,’
vary its nass as required."”

"Required for what?" | nuttered, looking at the line of trees. It was very dark under there as the
sun set. The gymmosperm feat her fronds high above us caught the last of the Iight and faded.
Clouds had rolled in during the last m nutes of our flight back, and now they al so gl owed red and
then grew dull as the sunset faded.

"You ready to get a star fix?" | said to the comnl og

"Quite ready," said the ship, "although this cloud cover will have to clear. In the neantine, |
have made one or two other cal cul ations."”

"Such as?" said Aenea

"Such as-based upon the nmoverment of this world' s sun during the past few hours-this planet's day
is eighteen hours, six mnutes, fifty-one seconds long. Units in O d Hegenony Standard, of
course. "

"Of course," | said. To A Bettik, "Any of those River Tethys vacation worlds in your book show an
ei ght een- hour day?"

"None that | have cone across, M Endymion."

said the android. "And it nmay be very dense. It may al so

"All right," | said. "Let's decide about tonight. Do we canp out here, stay in the ship, or |oad
this stuff on the flybikes and get downriver to the next portal as soon as possible? W can hau
the inflatable raft with us. | vote we do that. I'"mnot real keen on staying on this world if the
Shrike is around here.'

A. Bettik raised one finger Iike a child in a classroom "I should have radi oed you earlier

," he said as if enbarrassed. "The EVA | ocker, as you know, suffered some danmage fromthe attack.
There was no sign of an inflatable raft, although the ship renenbers one in the inventory, and
three of the four bikes are inoperable.™

I frowned. "Totally?"

"Yes, sir," said the android. "Quite. The fourth is repairable, the ship thinks, but it will take
several days."
"Shit," | said to no one in particular.

"How much charge do those bi kes have?" asked Aenea.

"One hundred hours under normal use,"” piped up ny comnl og.

The girl nade a dismssive gesture. "I don't think they'd be that useful, anyway. One bike isn't
going to nmake that nuch difference, and we m ght never find a recharge source."

I rubbed my cheek, feeling the stubble there. In the day's excitenment | had forgotten to shave. "I
t hought of that," | said, "but if we take any gear at all, the hawking mat's not big enough to
haul the three of us plus weapons, plus what we need to take."

I thought that the child would argue with us about needing the gear, but instead she said, "Let's

take it all, but let's not fly."

"Not fly?" | said. The idea of hacking our way through that jungle made ne queasy. "Wthout an
inflatable raft, it's either fly or walk. "

"We can still have a raft," said Aenea. "W could build a wooden raft and float it downstream.

not only on this section of the river, but all of them"
I rubbed ny cheek again. "The waterfall "
"We can ferry our stuff down there on the hawking mat in the norning," she said. "Build the raft
below the falls. Unless you don't think we can construct a raft "

| 1 ooked at the gymmosperns: tall, thin, tough, just about the right thickness. "W can build a
raft," | said. "W used to cobble themtogether on the Kans to haul extra junk downstreamwi th the
barges. "

"CGood," said Aenea. "We'Il canp here tonight ... it shouldn't be too long a night if the day is
only eighteen standard hours. Then get noving at first light."

| hesitated a nonent. | didn't want to get into the habit of letting a twelve-year-old kid nake
decisions for us all, but the idea seened sensible.
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"It's too bad the ship's kaput," | said. "W could just go downriver on repul sors. "

Aenea | aughed out loud. "I'd never considered going on the River Tethys in this ship," she said,
rubbi ng her nose. "It'd be just what we need-inconspi cuous as a gi ant dachshund squeezi ng under
croquet hoops."

"What's a dachshund?" | said.

"What's a croquet hoop?" asked A Bettik.
"Never mind," said Aenea. "Do you guys agree about staying here tonight and building a raft
t onor r ow?"

I looked at the android. "It seens eninently sensible to nme," he said, "although a subset of an
equal Iy em nent nonsensical voyage."

"I''"ll take that as a yes vote," said the girl. "Raul ?"

"All right," | said, "but where do we sleep tonight? Here on the beach, or in the ship, where it
will be safer?"

The ship spoke. "I will endeavor to make ny interior as safe and hospitabl e as possible tonight,
given the circunstances. Two of the couches on the fugue deck will still serve as beds, and there

are hamocks which m ght be strung.
"I vote we canp on the beach," said Aenea. "The ship's no safer fromthe Shrike than out here."

| looked at the darkening forest. "There m ght be other things we don't want to neet in the dark,"
| said. "The ship seens safer.”

A. Bettik touched a small crate. "I found some small perimeter alarns,” he said. "W could set
those around our canp. | would be happy to stand watch through the night. | confess to sone
interest in sleeping outside after so many days aboard the ship."

| sighed and surrendered. "W'l| trade off watches," | said. "Let's get this junk set up before it

gets too dark."

The "junk" included the canping gear |1'd asked the android to dig out: a tent of microthin
polymer, thin as the shadow of a spiderweb, but tough, rainproof, and light enough to carry in
one's pocket; the superconductor heating cube, cool on five sides and able to heat any neal on the
sixth; the perineter alarns A Bettik had nmentioned-actually a hunter's version of old mlitary
noti on detectors, three-centineter disks that could be spiked into the ground in any-sized
perimeter up to two klicks; sleeping bags, infinitely conpressible foam pads, night goggles, the
comunits, ness kits, and utensils.

We set the alarnms in place first, spiking themdown in a half circle fromjust within the forest's
edge to the edge of the river

"What if that big thing crawls out of the river and eats us?" said Aenea as we finished setting
the perinmeter. It was getting dark in earnest now, but the clouds hid any stars. Breezes rustled
the fronds above with a nore sinister sound than earlier

"I'f that or anything else crawls out of the river and eats us," | said, "you're going to wish we'd
stayed one nore night in the ship." | set the last detectors at the river's edge.

We pitched the tent in the center of the beach, not far fromthe bow of the crippled ship. The

m crofabric did not need tent poles or stakes-all you had to do was doubl e-crease the lines of the
fabric you wanted rigid, and those folds would stay taut in a hurricane, but setting a microtent
up was a bit of an art, and the other two watched while | expanded the fabric, creased the edges
into an A-line with a done center tall enough to stand in, and fol ded the suddenly rigid edges
into the sand to stake it. | had left an expanse of nicrofabric as the floor of the tent, and by
stretching it just so, we had nmesh for the entrance. A Bettik nodded his appreciation for the
trick, and Aenea set the sleeping bags in place while | set a pan on the heating cube and opened a
can of beef stew At the last nonent | renenbered that Aenea was a vegetari an-she had eaten nostly
sal ads during the two weeks aboard shi p.

"That's all right," she said, poking her head out of the tent. "I'll have sone of the bread that

A. Bettik's heating up, and perhaps sonme of the cheese."

A. Bettik was carrying fallen wood over and setting stones into a fire ring.

"We don't need that," | said, indicating the heating cube and the bubbling pot of stew.

"Yes," said the android, "but | thought a fire mght be pleasant. And the |ight wel cone."

The light, it turned out, was very welconme. W sat under the awning vestibule of ny elaborately
fol ded tent and watched the flanes spit sparks toward the sky as a stormnoved in. It was a
strange storm with bands of shifting lights in lieu of |ightning. The pal e bands of shimering
col or danced fromthe bottonms of the hurrying clouds to points just neters above the gymmosperm
fronds gyrating wildly in the rising wind. There was no thunder with the phenonenon, but a sort of
subsonic runble set ny nerves on edge. Wthin the jungle itself, pale gl obes of red and yell ow
phosphorescence jiggled and danced-not gracefully like the radi ant gossanmers in Hyperion's
forests, but nervously, alnost nalevolently. Behind us, the river |apped at the beach with
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i ncreasingly active waves. Sitting by the fire, ny headset in place and tuned to the perineter
detectors' frequency, the plasma rifle across nmy | ap, the night goggles on ny forehead ready to be

flipped down at a second's notice, | rnust have been a comical sight. It did not seemfunny at the
tinme: images of the Shrike's footprints in the sand kept conmng to m nd.
"Did it act threatening?" |I'd asked A Bettik a few mnutes earlier. | had been trying to get him

to hold the 16-gauge shotgun-no weapon is easier for a weapon's novice to use than a shotgun-but
all he would do was keep it by himas he sat by the fire.

"It did not act anything at all," he had replied. "It sinply stood there on the beach-tall

spi ked, dark but gleanmng. Its eyes were very red."

"Was it | ooking at you?"

"I't was | ooking east, down the river," A Bettik had replied.

As if waiting for Aenea and nme to return, | had thought.

So | sat by the flickering fire, watched the aurora dance and shinmer over the w nd-tossed jungl e,
tracked the will-o0'-the-wisps as they jiggled in the jungle darkness, listened to the subsonic
thunder runbling |ike sone great, hungry beast, and passed the tinme wondering how the hell 1'd got
mysel f here. For all | knew, there were velociraptors and packs of carrion-breed kalidergas

slinking through the jungle toward us even as we sat fat and stupid by the fire. O perhaps the
river would rise-a wall of water could be rushing downstreamtoward us at that very nonent.
Canpi ng on a sand spit was not terribly bright. W should have slept in the ship with the air |ock
seal ed tight.

Aenea | ay on her stomach looking into the fire. "Do you know any stories?" she said.

"Stories!™ | cried. A Bettik |looked up fromwhere he sat huggi ng his knees beyond the fire.
"Yes," said the girl. "Li ke ghost stories."

| made a noi se

Aenea propped her chin on her palms. The fire painted her face in warmtones. "I just thought it
m ght be fun," she said. "I |ike ghost stories."

I thought of four or five responses and held them back. "You'd better get to sleep,” | said at
last. "If the ship's right about the short day, we don't have too rmuch night. ..." Please, God
let that be true, I was thinking. Aloud, | said, "You' d better get some sleep while you can."

"Al'l right," said Aenea, and took one | ast | ook across the fire at the wind-tossed jungle, the
aurora, and the St. Elno's fire in the forest, and rolled into her sleeping bag and went to sleep
A. Bettik and | sat in silence for a while. Cccasionally | would converse with my bracel et comnl og,
asking the ship to informne imediately if the river started rising, or if it detected sone nmass
di spl acenment, or if .

"I would be happy to take the first watch, M Endymi on," said the android.

"No, go ahead and sleep,"” |I said, forgetting that the blue-skinned nman required very little sleep
"W will watch together, then," he said softly. "But do feel free to doze when you need to, M
Endymi on. "

Perhaps | did doze off sonetinme before the tropical dawn about six hours later. It was cloudy and
stornmy all night; the ship never got its star fix while we were there. No velociraptors or

kal i dergas ate us. The river did not rise. The stormaurora did not harmus, and the balls of
swanmp gas never cane out of the swanp to burn us.

What | renenber nost about that night, besides ny galloping paranoia and terrible tiredness, was
the sight of Aenea sleeping with her brown-blond hair spilled out over the edge of her red

sl eepi ng bag, her fist raised to her cheek Iike an infant preparing to suck its thumb. | realized
that night the inport and the terrible difficulty in the task ahead of me-of keeping this child
safe fromthe sharp edges of a strange and indifferent universe.

I think that it was on this alien and stormtossed night that | first understood what it mght be
like to be a parent.

-:O:-***-:O:-

We got moving at first light, and | renmenber that norning mxture of bone-tiredness, gritty eyes,
st ubbl ed cheeks, aching back, and sheer joy that | usually felt after nmy first night on a canping
trip. Aenea went down to the river to wash up, and | have to adnmit that she | ooked fresher and

cl eaner than she shoul d have, given the circunstances.

A. Bettik had heated coffee over the cube, and he and | drank sone while we watched the norning
fog curl up fromthe quickly nmoving river. Aenea sipped froma water bottle she'd brought fromthe
ship, and we all munched on dry cereal froma ration pak

By the time the sun was shining over the jungle canopy, burning away the mists that rose fromthe
river and forest, we were ferrying the gear downriver on the hawking mat. Since Aenea and | had
done the fun part the previous evening, | let A Bettik fly the gear while | dragged nore stuff
out of the ship and made sure we had what we needed.
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Clothing was a problem | had packed everything | thought | might need, but the girl had only the
cl ot hes she'd been wearing on Hyperion and carrying in her pack, and a few shirts we'd cut down
fromthe Consul's wardrobe. Wth nore than 250 years to think about rescuing the child, one would
think that the old poet would have thought to pack sone clothes for her. Aenea seened happy enough
with what she had brought, but | was worried that it would not be enough if we ran into cold or
rai ny weat her.

The EVA | ocker was a help there. There were several suit liners fitted out for the spacesuits, and
the small est of these canme close to fitting the girl. | knew that the nicropore material would
keep her warm and dry in any but the nost arctic conditions. | also appropriated a |iner for the
android and nyself; it seened absurd to be packing for winter in the rising tropical heat of that
day, but one never knew. There was al so an old outdoors vest of the Consul's in the |ocker: |ong
but fitted with nore than a dozen pockets, clips, tie-on rings, secret zippered conpartments.
Aenea |l et out a squeal when | dug it out of the tunbled ness of the |locker, put it on, and wore it
al rost constantly fromthen on

W al so found two EVA geol ogy speci men bags with shoul der straps, which nade excel |l ent packs.
Aenea hoi sted one to her shoul der and | oaded the extra clothes and bric-a-brac we were finding.

| still was convinced that there had to be a raft there, but no amount of diggi ng and openi ng
| ocker conpartments reveal ed one.
"M Endymion," said the ship when | nmentioned to the child what | was rooting around for, "I have

a vague nenory. . . .
Aenea and | stopped what we were doing and |istened. There was sonethi ng strange, al nbst pai ned,
about the ship's voice.

"I have a vague nenory of the Consul taking the inflatable raft . . . of himwaving good-bye to ne
fromit."

"Where was that?" | asked. "Which worl d?"

"I do not know," said the ship in that same benused, al nost pained tone. "It may not have been a
world at all. ... | remenber stars shining below the river."

"Below the river?" | said. | was worried about the ship's nmental integrity after the crash

"The nmenory is fragnented," said the ship in a brisker tone. "But | do renenber the Consu
departing in the raft. It was a large raft, quite confortable for eight or ten people.”

"Great," | said, slaming a conpartment door. Aenea and | carried out the |last |oad-we had rigged
a nmetal folding | adder to hang down fromthe air lock, so clinmbing in and out was not the struggle
it had been earlier.

A. Bettik swooped back after ferrying the canping gear and food cartons down to the waterfall, and
now | | ooked at what renmi ned: nmy backpack filled with ny personal gear, Aenea's backpack and
shoul der bag, the extra comunits and goggl es, some of the food paks, and-lashed under the top of
my pack- the folded plasnma rifle and the nachete A Bettik had found yesterday. The |ong knife was
awkward to carry, even in its |eather sheath, but nmy few mnutes in the jungle the day before had

convinced ne that we nmight need it. | had al so dug out an ax and an even nore compact tool -a
fol di ng shovel, actually, although for mllennia we idiots who had joined the infantry had been
trained to call it "an entrenching tool." Al of our cutlery was beginning to take up space.

I woul d have been happy to have skipped the ax and brought along a cutting |laser to fell the trees
for the raft-even an old chain saw woul d have been preferable-but ny flashlight |aser wasn't up to
that sort of work, and the weapons | ocker had been strangely devoid of cutting tools. For one |ong
sel f-i ndul gent noment | considered bringing the old FORCE assault rifle and just blasting and
burni ng those trees down, splitting themw th pulse bolts if need be, but then | rejected the
idea. It would be too loud, too nessy, and too inprecise. | would just have to use the ax and
sweat a bit. | did bring one of the tool kits with hamer, nails, screwdrivers, screws, pivot
bolts-all the things | might need for raft building-as well as sone rolls of waterproof plastalum
that | thought night nmake crude but adequate flooring for the raft. On top of the tool kit were
several hundred neters of nylon-sheathed clinbing rope in three separate coils. In a red
wat er proof pouch, I'd found sone flares and sinple plastique, the kind that had been used for

bl asting stunps and rocks out of fields for countless centuries, as well as a dozen detonators.

i ncl uded those, although they would be of doubtful use in felling trees for a raft. Al so included
inthis pile for the next trip east were two nmedkits and a bottle-sized water purifier

I had carried the EMflying belt out, but the thing was bulky with its harness and power pak. |
propped it agai nst ny pack anyway, thinking that we night need it. Al so propped agai nst ny pack
was the 16-gauge shotgun, which the android had not bothered taking with himduring his flight
east. Next to it were three boxes of shells. | had also insisted on bringing the flechette pistol
al t hough neither A Bettik nor Aenea would carry the thing.

On ny belt was the holster holding the | oaded .45, a pocket for an ol d-fashi oned nagnetic conpass
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we'd found in the | ocker, nmy folded pair of night goggles and daytine binoculars, a water bottle,

and two extra clips for the plasma rifle. "Bring on the velociraptors!" | nuttered while taking
i nventory.

"What ?" sai d Aenea, |ooking up from her packing.

"Not hi ng. "

Aenea had her things packed neatly in her new bag by the time A Bettik touched down on the sand.
She had al so packed the android's few personal itenms in the second shoul der bag.

| have al ways enj oyed breaki ng canp, even nore than setting it up. | think it's the neatness of
packi ng everything away that | enjoy.
"What are we forgetting?" | said to the other two as we stood there on the narrow beach, | ooking

at the packs and weapons.

"Me," said the ship through the comog on ny wist. The spacecraft's voice did sound a bit

pl aintive.

Aenea wal ked across the sand to touch the curved netal of the beached ship. "How are you doi ng?"
"1 have begun repairs, M Aenea," it said. "Thank you for inquiring.'

"Do you still project six nonths for repairs?" | asked. The | ast of the clouds were dissipating
overhead, and the sky was that pale blue again. The green and white fronds noved against it.
"Approxi mately six standard nonths," said the ship. "That is for ny internal and externa

condi tion, of course. | do not have the macromani pul ators to repair such things as your broken
flybi kes. "

"That's all right," said Aenea. "We're leaving themall behind. W'Ill fix them when we see you
again."

"When will that be?" said the ship. Its voice seened snaller than usual comng fromthe conl og.
The child | ooked at A Bettik and ne. None of us spoke. Finally Aenea said, "W will need your
services again, Ship. Can you conceal yourself here for nonths ... or years . . . while you repair
yoursel f and wait?"

"Yes," said the ship. "Wuld the river bottom do?"

I | ooked out at the great gray mass of the ship rising fromthe water. The river was w de here,
and probably deep, but the thought of the wounded ship backing itself into it seened strange.
"Wwn't you . . . leak?" | said.

"M Endymion," said the ship in that tone that made nme think it was acting haughty, "I am an
interstellar spacecraft capable of penetrating nebulae and existing quite confortably within the
outer shell of a red giant star. | shall hardly-as you put it-Ileak because of being i mersed in
H20 for a brief period of years.™

"Sorry," | said, and then-refusing to have the ship's rebuke as the last word-"Don't forget to

cl ose your air |ock when you go under."

The ship did not coment.

"When we cone back for you," said the girl, "will we be able to call you?"

"Use the com og bands or ninety-point-one on the general radio band," said the ship. "I wll keep
a buggy-whi p antenna above waterline to receive your call.”

"Buggy-whi p antenna," nused A Bettik. "Wat a |lovely phrase.”

"I amsorry that | do not recall the derivation of that term" said the ship. "My nmenory is not
what it used to be."

"That's all right," said Aenea, patting the hull. "You' ve served us well. Now you get well.
We want you in top shape when we return.”
"Yes, M Aenea. | will be in contact and nonitoring your progress until you transit the next

farcaster portal."

A. Bettik and Aenea sat on the hawking mat with their packs and our |ast boxes of gear taking up
the rest of the space. | strapped the bulky flying belt on. It neant that | had to carry ny own
pack agai nst ny chest with a strap | ooped over my shoulder, the rifle in ny free hand, but it
worked all right. I knew how to operate the thing only from books-EM belts were usel ess on
Hyperion-but the controls were sinple and intuitive. The power indicator showed full charge, so |
did not anticipate being dropped into the river for this short hop

The mat was hovering about ten neters above the river when | squeezed the handhel d controller
lurched into the air, alnost clipped a gymmosperm found ny bal ance, and flew out to hover next to
them Hanging fromthis padded body harness was not as confortable as sitting on a flying carpet,
but the exhilaration of flying was even stronger. Wth the controller still held in ny fist,

gave themthe thunbs-up, and we flew east along the river, toward the rising sun

_:O:_***_ZO:_

There weren't many ot her sand spits or beaches between the ship and the waterfall, but there was a
good spot just below the waterfall, along the south side of the river where it wi dened into a | azy
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pool just beyond the rapids, and it was here that A Bettik unpacked our canping gear and the
first load of material. The noise fromthe falls was |oud as we stacked the | ast of the snall
crates. | unlinbered the ax and | ooked at the nearest gymmosperns.

"I was thinking," A Bettik said so softly that |I could hardly hear himover the noise of the

wat erfall.

| paused with the ax on ny shoul der. The sunlight was very hot, and ny shirt was already sticking
to ne.

"The River Tethys was neant to be a pleasure cruise," he continued. "I wonder how t he pl easure
cruisers dealt with that." He pointed a blue finger at the roaring falls.

"I know," said Aenea. "I was thinking the same thing. They had levitation barges then, but not
everyone goi ng down the Tethys would have been in one. It would have been enbarrassing to go for a
romantic boat ride and find you and your sweetheart going over those."

| stood | ooking at the rai nbow dappl ed spray of the falls and found nyself wondering if | was as
intelligent as | often assuned. This had not occurred to ne. "The Tethys has been unused for

al nost three standard centuries,”" | said. "Maybe the falls are new. "

"Perhaps," said A Bettik, "but | doubt it. These falls appear to have been forned by tectonic
shel ving that runs for many miles north and south through the jungle-do you see the difference in
el evation there? And they have been eroding for a very long tine. Note the size of the boulders in
the rapids? | would think this has been here for as long as the river has run."

"And it's not in your Tethys gui debook?" | said.

"No," said the android, holding the book out. Aenea took it.

"Maybe we're not on the Tethys," | said. Both of the others stared at nme. "The ship didn't get a
starsighting,” | went on, "but what if this is some world not on the original Tethys tour?"
Aenea nodded. "I thought of that. The portals are the sane as the ones along the remants of the
Tet hys today, but who is to say that the TechnoCore did not have other portals . . . other
farcaster-connected rivers?"

| set the head of the ax down and | eaned on the shaft. "In which case, we're in trouble,” | said.
"You' Il never find your architect, and we'll never find our way back to the ship and hone."
Aenea smled. "It's too early to worry about that. It has been three centuries. Maybe the river

here just cut a new channel since the Tethys days. Or nmaybe there's a canal and | ocks we mnissed
because the jungle grew over it. W don't have to worry about this now. W just have to get
downriver to see if there's another portal."

I held up one finger. "Another thought,"” | said, feeling a bit smarter than | had a noment before.
"What if we go to all this trouble of building a raft here and find another waterfall between us
and the portal? O ten nore? W didn't spot the far-caster arch last night, so we don't know how
far it is."

"I thought of that," said Aenea.

| tapped ny fingers on the ax handle. If that kid said that phrase one nore tine, | would
seriously consider using the inplenent on her.

"M Aenea asked nme to reconnoiter,"” said the android. "I did so during ny last shuttle here."

I was frowning. "Reconnoiter? You didn't have tinme to fly that mat a hundred klicks or nore
downriver."

"No," agreed the android, "but | flewthe mat very high and used the extra set of binoculars to
search our path. The river appears to run straight and true for alnost two hundred kil oneters. It
was difficult, to be sure, but | saw what nay be the arch approximately a hundred thirty

kil ometers downriver. There appeared to be no waterfalls or other major obstacles between us and
it."

My frown must have deepened. "You saw all that?" | said. "How high were you?"

"The mat has no altineter," said A Bettik, "but judging fromthe visible curvature of the planet
and the darkening of the sky, | think I was about one hundred kil onmeters up."

"Did you have one of the spacesuits on?" | asked. At that altitude a human being' s bl ood woul d
boil in his veins and his lungs would burst from expl osive deconpression. "A respirator?" | |ooked
around, but nothing like that was |lying in our nodest piles of goods.

"No," said the android, turning to lift a crate, "I just held ny breath."

Shaki ng ny head, | went off to cut some trees down. | figured that the exercise and solitude would
do nme good.

_:O:-***-:O:-

It was evening before the raft was finished, and | would have been working all night if A Bettik
had not taken turns with me on the tree cutting. The finished product was not beautiful, but it
floated. Qur little raft was about six neters long and four wide, with a | ong steering pole carved
into a crude rudder set onto a forked support at the rear, a raised area just in front of the
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steering pole where Aenea nolded the tent into a lean-to with openings front and rear, and crude
oarl ocks on each side with |l ong oar-poles that would lie along the sides of the ship unless they
were needed for rowing in dead water or emergency steering in rapids. | had been worried that the
fern trees mght soak up too nmuch water and sink too low to be useful as a raft, but with only two
| ayers of them w apped together into a honeyconb with our clinbing rope and bolted in strategic

pl aces, the logs rode very nicely and kept the top of the raft about fifteen centineters above the
wat er .

Aenea had shown a fascination with the mcrotent, and | had to adnmt that her sculpting of it was
more skillful and efficient than anything | had shaped in all ny years of using the things. Qur

| ean-to coul d be ducked into fromthe steering position at the rudder, had a nice overhang in
front to shield us fromsun or rain while keeping the view intact, and had nice vestibul es on
either side to keep the extra crates of gear dry. She had al ready spread our foam pads and

sl eeping bags in various corners of the tent; the high sitting area in the center where we had the
best view forward now boasted a neter-w de river stone, which she had set there as a hearth with
the ness gear and heating cube on it; one of the handl anps was opened to | antern node and was
hangi ng froma centerloop-and, | had to adnmt, the overall effect was cozy.

The girl did not just spend her afternoon naking cozy tents, however. | guess that | had expected
her to stand by and watch while the two nen sweated t hrough the heavy work-1 had stripped to the
wai st an hour into the heat of the day-but Aenea joined in alnost inmediately, draggi ng downed
logs to the assenbly point, lashing them driving nails, setting bolts and pivot joints in place,
and generally helping in the design. She pointed out why the standard way |'d been taught to jerry-
rig a rudder was inefficient, and by noving the base of the support tripod | ower and farther

apart, | was able to nove the long pole easier and to better effect. Twice she showed ne different
ways to tie the cross supports on the underside of the raft so that they would be tighter and
sturdi er. When we needed a | og shaped, it was Aenea who set to with the machete, and all A Bettik
and | could do was stand back or be hit by flying chips.

Still, even with the three of us working hard, it was al nost sundown before the raft was finished
and our gear | oaded.
"We could canp here tonight, get onto the river early in the norning," | said. Even as | said it,

I knew that | did not want to do that. Neither did the other two. W clinbed aboard, and | pushed
us away fromthe shore with the long pole |I'd chosen as our nain source of |oconotion when the
current failed. A Bettik steered, and Aenea stood near the front of the raft, [ooking for shoals
or hidden rocks.

For the first hour or so, the voyage seened al nbst magical. After the sultry jungle heat and the
trenendous exertion all day, it seened |ike paradise to stand on the slowy noving raft, push
against the river nud occasionally, and watch the darkening walls of jungle slip past. The sun set
al rost directly behind us, and for a few mnutes the river was as red as nolten lava, the
under si des of the gymosperns on either side aflame with reflected light. Then the grayness turned
to darkness, and before we caught nore than a glinpse of the night sky, the clouds nmoved in from
the east just as they had the previous night.

"I wonder if the ship got a fix," said Aenea.

"Let's call and ask," | said.

The ship had not been able to fix its position. "I was able to ascertain that we are not on
Hyperion or Renai ssance Vector," said the small voice fromny wist com og.

"Well, that's a relief,” | said. "Any ot her news?"

"l have noved to the river bottom" said the ship. "It is quite confortable, and | am preparing to

Suddenly the colored lightning rippled across the northern and western horizons, the wi nd whi pped
across the river so strongly that each of us had to rush to keep things from being bl own away, the
raft began nmoving toward the south shore with the whitecaps, and the com og spit static. | thunbed
the bracelet off and concentrated on poling while A Bettik steered again. For several minutes |
was afraid that the raft would come apart in the high waves and roaring wi nd; the bow was
chopping, lifting, and dropping, and our only illumnation came fromthe expl osi ons of nagenta and
crimson lightning. The thunder was audi ble this night-great, pealing waves of sound, as if sonmeone
were rolling giant steel druns down stone stairs at us-and the aurora lightning tore at the sky
rather than dancing, as it had the night before. Each of us froze for a second as one of those
magenta bolts struck a gymmosperm on the north bank of the river, instantly causing the tree to
explode in flame and col ored sparks. As an ex-bargenman, | cursed ny stupidity for letting us be
out here in the mddle of such a wide river-the Tethys had opened up to the better part of a klick
wi de agai n-wi thout lightning rod or rubber mats. W hunkered down and gri naced when the col ored
bolts struck either shore or lit the eastern horizon in front of us.
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Suddenly it was raining and the worst of the lightning was over. W ran for the tent-Aenea and A
Betti k crouched near the front opening, still hunting for sandbars or floating |ogs, nme standing
at the rear where the girl had rigged the tent to provide the person at the rudder shelter even
whil e steering.

It had rained hard and often on the Kans River when | was a bargeman-1 renenber huddling in the

| eaky ol d barge fo'c'sle and wondering if the damed boat was going to go down just because of the
wei ght of the rain on it-but | do not renenber any rain |like this one.

For a nmonent | thought that we had conme up agai nst another waterfall, a much larger one this tine,
and had unwittingly poled under the full force of it-but we were still noving downriver, and it
was no waterfall descending on us, just the terrible force of the worst rainstorm| had ever
experi enced.

The wi se course woul d have been to nake for the riverbank and hold up until the deluge passed, but
we coul d see not hing except colored lightning exploding behind this vertical wall of water, and
had no idea how far the banks were, or whether they held any chance of our |anding and tying up
So | lashed the rudder in its highest position so that it would do little but keep our stern to
the rear, abandoned ny post, and huddled with the child and android as the heavens opened and
dropped rivers, |akes, oceans of water on us.

It says sonething about the girl's ability or luck in shaping and securing the tent that not once
did it begin to fold or cone loose fromits cinchings to the raft. | say that | huddled with them
but in truth all three of us were busy hol ding down crates that had al ready been | ashed in place
as that raft pitched, tossed, swung around, and then brought its nose back around yet again. W
had no idea which direction we were headed, whether the raft was safe in the mddle of the river
or was bearing down on boulders in a rapids, or was tearing hell-bent for cliffs as the river
turned and we did not. None of us cared at that point: our goal was to keep our gear together, not
be washed overboard, and to keep track of the other two as best we coul d.

At one point-with one arm around our stack of backpacks and nmy other hand clenched on the girl's
collar as she leaned out to retrieve some cookware headed out of the tent at high speed-1 | ooked
out fromunder our vestibule awning toward the front of the raft and realized that every part of
the raft except for our little raised platformwhere the tent sat was underwater. The wi nd whi pped
whi t ecaps that glowed red or bright yell ow dependi ng upon the color of the curtain of the

lightning aurora raging at that nonment. | remenbered sonmething |I had forgotten to search for in
the ship: life vests- personal flotation devices.

Pul i ng Aenea back under the flapping cover of the tent, | screaned against the storm "Can you
swimwhen it's not zero-g?"

"What ?" | could see her lips formthe word, but | could not actually hear it.

"Can . . . you . . . swm?"

A. Bettik | ooked up fromhis position anpbng the pitching crates. Water blew fromhis bald head and
I ong nose. His blue eyes | ooked violet when the aurora crashed.
Aenea shook her head, although |I was unsure whet her she was answering ny question in the negative

or signifying she could not hear. | pulled her closer; her many-pocketed vest was soaked through
and flapping like a wet sheet in a windstorm "CAN. . . YOU. . . SWM?" | was screaning
literally at the top of nmy lungs. The effort took ny breath away. | nade frenzied swi nming notions
with both hands cupped in front of me. The raft pitched us apart, then tossed us back into cl ose
proximty.

| saw understanding |ight her dark eyes. The rain or spray whipped fromthe |ong strands of her
hair. She smled, the spray making her teeth | ook wet, and | eaned cl oser to shout back into ny
ear.

"THANKS! I'D ... LIKETO... TAKEA ... SWM BUT . . . MAYBE. . . LATER"

We nust have hit an eddy then, or perhaps the rising wind just caught the tent and used it as a
sail to spin the raft on its axis, but that was when the raft went all the way around, seened to
hesitate, and then continued its spin. The three of us gave up trying to hold on to anything other
than our lives and each other and just huddl ed together in the center of the raft platform |
realized that Aenea was shouting-a sort of happy "Yee-HAW-and before | could screamat her to

shut up, | echoed the cry. It felt good to scream agai nst that spinning and the stormand the
del uge, unable to be heard, but feeling your own shouts echoing in your skull and bones even as
the thunder runble echoed there as well. | looked to ny right as a crimson bolt illum nated the

entire river, saw a boul der sticking up at least five neters above the water and the raft tw sting
around and past it like a dreidel spinning by a cinder, and was nore amazed by the sight of A
Betti k on his knees, his head thrown back, "Yee-HAWNg" with us at the top of his android | ungs.
The stormlasted all night. Toward dawn the rain let up until it was a nmere downpour. The aurora
i ghtning and soni c-boom t hunder must have ended about then, but | cannot be certain of that-|
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was, as were both my young friend and ny android friend, fast asleep and snoring.

- =Os-*** . =Q=-

W awoke to find the sun already high, no sign of clouds, the river wi de and snooth and sl ow, the
jungl e noving by on either side |like a seanl ess tapestry bei ng unwound past us, and the sky gentle
and bl ue.

For a while we could only sit in the sunlight, our elbows on our knees, our clothes still wet and
dripping. W said nothing. | think the maelstromof the night was still in our eyes, the blasts of
color still popping in our retinas.

After a while Aenea stood up on wobbly | egs. The surface of the raft was wet, but still above
water. One log on the starboard side had broken free; there were a few tattered cords where knots
should be; but all in all, our vessel was still seaworthy . . . riverworthy. Watever. W checked

fittings and took inventory for a while. The handl anp we had hung as a |l antern was gone, as was
one of the smaller cartons of rations, but everything el se seened in place.

"Well, you two can stand around," said Aenea, "lI'm going to make sone breakfast."

She turned the heating cube to maxi mum had water boiling in a kettle within a m nute, poured
water for her tea and set it in the coffeepot for our coffee, and then shifted that aside to set a
skillet frying with breakfast strips of janbon with tiny slices of potato she was cutting up

| 1 ooked at the ham sizzling and said, "I thought you were a vegetarian."

"I am" said the girl. "I'm having wheat chips and sone of that terrible reconstituted mlk from
the ship, but for this one and only tinme, |I'mchef and you fellows are eating well."

We ate well, sitting on the front edge of the tent platformwhere the sun could bathe our skins
and dry our clothes. | pulled the crushed tricorn cap fromone pocket of ny wet vest, squeezed
water out of it, and set it on ny head for sone shade. This started Aenea | aughi ng again. |

gl anced over at A. Bettik, but the android was as observant and inpassive as ever-as if his hour
of "Yee-HAW ng" with us had never occurred.

A. Bettik pulled a pole upright on the front of the raft-1 had rigged it to swivel so we m ght
hang a lantern there at night- but he pulled off his tattered white shirt and hung it there to dry
i nstead. The sun glinted on his perfect blue skin.

"Aflag!" cried Aenea. "It's what this expedition has been needing."

| laughed. "Not a white flag, though. That stands for . . ." | stopped in nmidsentence

W had nmoved slowy with the current around a wide bend in the river. Now we each saw the huge and
anci ent farcaster portal arching for hundreds of nmeters above and to either side of us. Entire
trees had grown on its w de back; vines fell many neters fromits designs and indentations.

Each of us noved to our stations: ne at the rudder this tine, A Bettik standing at the |ong pole
as if ready to ward off rocks or boarders, and Aenea crouching at the front.

For a long minute | knew that this farcaster was a dud, that it would not work. | could see the
fam liar jungle and blue sky under it, watch the river go on beyond it. The view was nornal right
up to the point we reached the shadow of the giant arch. | could see a fish junp fromthe water

ten meters in front of us. The wind ruffled Aenea's hair and teased waves fromthe river. Above
us, tons of ancient metal hung there like a child' s effort at drawi ng a bridge.

"Not hi ng happened-" | began

The air filled with electricity in a manner nore sudden and nore terrifying than last night's
storm It was as if a giant curtain had fallen fromthe arch directly onto our heads. | fell to
one knee, feeling the weight and then the weightlessness of it. For an instant too short to
measure, | felt as | had when the crash field had expl oded around us in the tunbling spacecraft-
like a fetus struggling against a clinging amiotic sac.

Then we were through. The sun was gone. The daylight was gone. The riverbanks and jungle were no
| onger there. Water stretched to the horizon on all sides. Stars in nunber and magnitude | had
never imagi ned, nuch | ess observed, filled a sky that seened too |arge.

Directly ahead of us, silhouetting Aenea |ike orange searchlights, rose three noons, each one the
size of a full-fledged pl anet.

31

"Fascinating," said A Bettik.

It would not have been my choice of words, but it sufficed for the tine being. My first reaction
was to begin catal oging our situation in negatives: we were not on the jungle world any |onger; we
were not on a river-the ocean stretched to the night sky in each direction; we were no |onger in
daylight; we were not sinking. The raft rode quite differently in these gentle but serious ocean
swell's, but ny bargeman's eye noted that while the waves tended to | ap over the edges a bit nore,

t he gymmosper m wood seened even nore buoyant here. | went to one knee near the rudder and gingerly
lifted a palnful of sea to ny nouth. | spit it out quickly and rinsed nmy nmouth with fresh water
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fromthe canteen on ny belt. This seawater was far nore saline than even Hyperion's undrinkable
oceans.

"Wow, " Aenea said softly to herself. | guessed that she was tal king about the rising noons. Al
three were huge and orange, but the center one was so large that even half of its dianeter as it
rose seened to fill what | still thought of as the eastern sky. Aenea rose to her feet, and her
standi ng silhouette still came |ess than hal fway up the giant orange hem sphere. | |ashed the
rudder in place and joined the other two at the front of the raft. Because of the rocking as the
gentl e ocean swells rolled under us, all three of us were holding on to the upright post there,
which still held A Bettik's shirt flapping in the night wind. The shirt glowed whitely in the
nmoonl i ght and starlight.

I quit being a bargeman for a nonment and scanned the sky with a shepherd's eyes. The

constel lations that had been ny favorites as a child-the Swan, the CGeezer, the Twin Sisters,
Seedshi ps, and Hone Plate-were not there or were so distorted that | could not recognize them But
the Ml ky Way was there: the nmeandering hi ghway of our gal axy was visible fromthe wave-chopped
hori zon behind us until it faded in the glow around the rising noons. Normally, stars were nuch
fainter with even an O d Earth-standard noon in the sky, nuch | ess these giants. | guessed that a
dustl ess sky, no conpeting |ight sources of any sort, and thinner air offered this incredible
show. | had trouble inagining the stars here on a noonl ess night.

Wiere is "here"? | wondered. | had a hunch. "Ship?" | said to ny comog. "Are you still there?"

I was surprised when the bracel et answered. "The downl oaded sections are still here, M Endyni on.
May | hel p you?"

The other two tore their gazes away fromthe rising noon giant and | ooked at the com og. "You're
not the ship?" | said. "I nean . "

"I'f you mean are you in direct conmunication with the ship, no," said the com og. "The com bands
were severed when you transited the |last farcaster portal. This abbreviated version of the ship
is, however, receiving video feed."

I had forgotten that the com og had |ight-sensitive pickups. "Can you tell us where we are?"

sai d.

"One mnute, please," said the comog. "If you will hold the com og up a bit-thank you-I will do a
sky search and match it to navigational coordi nates."

Wil e the com og was searching, A Bettik said, "I think | know where we are, M Endynion."

I thought | did as well, but | let the android speak. "This seens to fit the description of Mare
Infinitus," he said. "One of the old worlds in the Wb and now part of the Pax."

Aenea sai d nothing. She was still watching the rising noon, and her expression was rapt. | | ooked
up at the orange sphere domi nating the sky and realized that | could see rust-col ored clouds
nmovi ng above the dusty surface. Looking again, | realized that surface features were visible:

brown bl enmi shes that m ght be volcano flows, a long scar of a valley with tributaries, the hint of
icefields at the north pole, and an indefinable radiation of |ines connecting what m ght be
mountain ranges. It |looked a bit Iike holos I'd seen of Mars-before it had been terraforned-in Ad
Earth's system

"Mare Infinitus appears to have three noons," A Bettik was saying, "although in reality it is
Mare Infinitus which is the satellite of a near Jovian-sized rocky world."

| gestured toward the dusty noon. "Like that?"

"Precisely like that," said the android. "I have seen pictures. ... It is uninhabited, but was
heavily mined by robots during the Hegenony."

"I think it's Mare Infinitus as well," | said. "I've heard sone of ny offworld Pax hunters talk
about it. Great deep-sea fishing. They say that there's sone sort of antennaed cephal o-chordate
thing in the ocean on Mare Infinitus that grows to be nore than a hundred neters long ... it
swal | ows fishing ships whole unless it's caught first."

| shut up then. Al three of us peered down into the wine-dark waters. Into the silence suddenly
chirped my comog, "I've got it! The starfields match perfectly with nmy navi gati onal data banks.
You are on a satellite surrounding a sub-Jovian world orbiting star Seventy Ophiuchi A twenty-
seven-poi nt-nine light-years from Hyperion, sixteen-point-four-oh-eight-two light-years fromdQdd
Earth System The systemis a binary, with Seventy Ophiuchi A your primary star at point-six-four
AU, and Seventy Ophiuchi B your secondary at eight-nine AU. Since you appear to have atnosphere
and water there, it would be safe to say that you are on the second nmoon from sub-Jovi an DB
Seventy Ophiuchi A-prime, known in Hegenony days as Mare Infinitus."

"Thanks," | said to the comnl og.
"I have nore astral navigational data . . . ," chirped the bracelet.
"Later," | said, and tapped the com og off.

A. Bettik renoved his shirt fromthe nmakeshift nmast and pulled it on. The ocean breeze was strong,
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the air thin and chilly. | pulled ny insulated overvest frommny pack, and the other two retrieved
jackets fromtheir own packs. The incredible nmoon continued rising into the unbelievable starry
sky.

_:O:_***_ZO:_

The Mare Infinitus segnent of the river is a pleasant, if brief, interlude between nore recreation-
oriented river passages, read the Traveler's CGuide to the WrldWb. The three of us crouched by
the stone hearth to read the page by the Iight of our l[ast handl anp-1lantern. The | anp was
redundant, actually, since the nmoonlight was al nost as bright as a cloudy day on Hyperion. The
violet articul ated seas are caused by a form of phytoplankton in the water and are not a result of
the atnospheric scattering which grants the traveler such lovely sunsets. Wiile the Mare Infinitus
interlude is very short-five kilometers of such ocean travel is enough for nost of the River's
wanderers-it does include the Wb-fanobus GQus's Cceanic Aquariumand Gill. Be sure to order the
grilled sea giant, the hectapus soup, and the excellent yell omeed wi ne. Dine on one of the many
terraces on Qus's COceanic platformso that you can enjoy one of Mare Infinitus's exquisite sunsets
and even nore exquisite nmoonrises. Wiile this world is noted for its enpty ocean expanses (it has
no continents or islands) and aggressive sea life (the "Lanp Mouuth Levi athan"for exanple), please
be assured that your Tethys Traveler's ship will stay safely within the Md-littoral Streamfrom
portal to portal, and be escorted by several Mare Protectorate outrider ships-all so that your

brief aquatic interval, set off by a fine dinner at Gus's Cceanic Gill, will |eave only pleasant
menories. (NOTE: The Mare Infinitus segment of the Tethys will be omitted fromthe tour if

i ncl enent weat her or dangerous sea-life conditions prevail. Be prepared to catch this world on a
later tour!)

That was all. | gave the book back to A Bettik, turned the lanp off, went to the front of the
raft, and scanned the horizon with night-vision anplifiers. The goggles were not necessary in the
brilliant light fromthe three moons. "The book lies," |I said. "W can see at |east twenty-five

klicks to the horizon. There's no other portal."

"Perhaps it noved," said A Bettik

"Or sank," said Aenea.

"Ha ha," | said, tossing the goggles into ny pack and sitting with the others near the gl ow ng
heati ng cube. The air was cold.

"It is possible," said the android, "that-as with the other river segnents-there is a |onger and
shorter version of this section."

"Why do we al ways get the |onger versions?" | said. W were cooking breakfast, each of us starved
after the long night's stormon the river, although the toast, cereal, and coffee seened nore |ike
a mdni ght snack on the noonlit sea

We soon got used to the pitching and rolling of the raft on the large swells and none of us showed
any signs of seasickness. After ny second cup of coffee, | felt better about it all. Sonething
about the gui debook entry had piqued ny sense of the absurd. | had to admit, though, that | didn't
like the "Lanp Mouth Levi at han" bit.

"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" Aenea said to ne as we sat in front of the tent. A Bettik was
behi nd us, at the steering rudder.

"Yeah," | said, "I guess | am"

"Why?" said the girl.

| raised ny hands. "It's an adventure," | said. "But no one's got hurt . . ."

"l think we canme close in that storm" said Aenea.

"Yes, well "

"Way el se do you like it?" There was real curiosity in the child' s voice.

"I'"ve always |iked the outdoors," | said truthfully. "Canping. Being away fromthings. Sonething
about nature makes nme feel . . . | don't know. . . connected to sonething larger." | stopped

before I began sounding |ike an Orthodox Zen Gnhostic.

The girl leaned closer. "My father wote a poem about that idea," she said. "Actually, it was the
ancient pre-Hegira poet ny father's cybrid was cloned from of course, but nmy father's
sensibilities were in the poem" Before | could ask a question, she continued, "He wasn't a

phi |l osopher. He was young, younger than you, even, and his phil osophical vocabulary was fairly
primtive, but in this poemhe tried to articulate the stages by which we approach fusion with the
universe. In a letter he called these stages 'a kind of Pleasure Thermoneter."'"

| adnmit that | was surprised and a little taken back by this short speech. | hadn't heard Aenea
talk this seriously about anything yet, or use such |arge words, and the "Pl easure Thernoneter"”
part sounded vaguely dirty to ne. But | listened as she went on

"Fat her thought that the first stage of human happiness was a 'fellowship with essence,'" she said
softly. | could see that A Bettik was listening fromhis place at the steering pole. "By that,"
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she said, "Father nmeant an inaginative and sensuous response to nature . . . just the sort of
feeling you were describing earlier.”

I rubbed ny cheek, feeling the longer bristles there. A few nore days w thout shaving and I would
have a beard. | sipped ny coffee.

"Fat her included poetry and nmusic and art as part of that response to nature," she said. "It's a
fallible but human way of resonating to the universe-nature creates that energy of creation in us.
For Father imagination and truth were the sane thing. He once wote-'The | magi nati on may be
conmpared to Adami s dream he awoke and found it truth.''

"I"'mnot quite sure | get that," | said. "Does that nmean that fiction is truer than . . . truth?"
Aenea shook her head. "No, | think he neant . . . well, in the same poem he has a hymm to Pan-
"Dread opener of the nysterious doors

Leadi ng to universal know edge."

Aenea bl ew on her cup of hot tea to cool it. "To Father, Pan becanme a sort of synbol of
imagination . . . especially romantic imagi nation." She sipped her tea. "Did you know, Raul, that
Pan was the allegorical precursor to Christ?"

I blinked. This was the sane child who had been asking for ghost stories two nights ago. "Christ?"
| said. | was enough a product of my time to flinch at any hint of blaspheny.

Aenea drank her tea and | ooked at the noons. Her left armwas wapped around her raised knees as
she sat. "Father thought that sone people-not all-were noved by their response to nature to be
stirred by that elemental, Pan-like inagination.

"Be still the unimagi nabl e | odge

For solitary thinkings; such as dodge

Conception to the very bourne of heaven

Then | eave the naked brain: be still the |eaven

That spreading in this dull and cl odded earth

Gves it a touch ethereal-a new birth:

Be still a symbol of inmmensity;

A firmament reflected in a sea;

An elenent filling the space between;

An unknown ..."

W were all silent a nonent after this recitation. | had grown up listening to poetry-shepherds
rough epics, the old poet's Cantos, the Garden Epic of young Tycho and d ee and the centaur Raul -
so | was used to rhynes under starry skies. Mst of the poens | had heard and | earned and | oved
were sinpler to understand than this, however.

After a nmonent broken only by the | apping of waves against the raft and the wi nd agai nst our tent,
| said, "So this was your father's idea of happi ness?"

Aenea tossed her head back so that her hair noved in the wind. "Oh, no," she said. "Just the first
stage of happi ness on his Pleasure Thernoneter. There were two hi gher stages."

"What were they?" said A Bettik. The android's soft voice al nost made me junp; | had forgotten he
was on the raft with us.

Aenea cl osed her eyes and spoke again, her voice soft, nusical, and free fromthe singsong cant of
t hose who ruin poetry.

"But there are

Ri cher entangl ements far

More sel f-destroying, |eading, by degrees.

To the chief intensity: the crown of these

I's nade of love and friendship, and sits high

Upon the forehead of humanity."

I looked up at the dust storns and vol canic flashes on the giant noon. Sepia clouds noved across

t he orange-and-unber | andscape up there. "So those are his other levels?" | said, a bit

di sappoi nted. "First nature, then |ove and friendship?"

"Not exactly," said the girl. "Father thought that true friendshi p between humans was on an even
hi gher | evel than our response to nature, but that the highest |evel attainable was |ove."

| nodded. "Like the Church teaches," | said. "The love of Christ . . . the love of our fellow
humans. "

"Uh-uh," said Aenea, sipping the last of her tea. "Father nmeant erotic love. Sex." She cl osed her
eyes again .

"Now | have tasted her sweet soul to the core

Al'l other depths are shallow essences,

Once spiritual, are like nuddy |ees,

Meant but to fertilize ny earthly root,
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And meke ny branches lift a golden fruit
Into the bl oom of heaven."

| admit that | did not know what to say to that. | shook the last of the coffee out of ny cup
cleared nmy throat, studied the hurtling noons and still-visible MIky Way for a nmonent, and said,
"So? Do you think he was onto sonething?" As soon as | said it, | wanted to kick nyself. This was

a child |l was talking to. She might sprout old poetry, or old pornography for that matter, but
there was no way she could understand it.

Aenea | ooked at me. The noonlight nade her |arge eyes lunminous. "I think there are nore |evels on
heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreanmt of in ny father's philosophy."”

"I see," | said, thinking, Who the hell is Horatio?

"My father was very young when he wote that," said Aenea. "It was his first poemand it was a

flop. What he wanted -what he wanted his shepherd hero to | earn-was how exalted these things could
be-poetry, nature, wisdom the voices of friends, brave deeds, the glory of strange places, the
charm of the opposite sex. But he stopped before he got to the real essence.”

"What real essence?" | asked. Qur raft rose and fell on the sea's breathing.

' The neanings of all notions, shapes, and sounds,'' whispered the girl.
subst ances/ Strai ght honeward to their synbol -essences ..."

Why were those words so fanmiliar? It took ne a while to renenber.

Qur raft sailed on through the night and sea of Mare Infin-itus.
-:O:-***-:O:-

We sl ept again before the suns rose, and after another breakfast | got up to sight in the weapons.
Phi | osophi cal poetry by noonlight was all right, but guns that shot straight and true were a
necessity.

| hadn't had time to test the firearms aboard ship or after our crash on the jungle world, and
carrying around unfired, unsighted weapons made nme nervous. In ny short time in the Home CGuard and

all forns and

| onger years as a hunting guide, 1'd long since discovered that famliarity with a weapon was
easily as inportant as-and probably nore inmportant than-having a fancy rifle.

The | argest of the nmobons was still in the sky as the suns rose -first the smaller of the binaries,
a brilliant note in the norning sky, paling the MIky Way to invisibility and dulling the details
on the large noon, and then the primary, smaller than Hyperion's Sol-1ike sun, but very bright.
The sky deepened to an ultramarine and then deepened further to a cobalt-blue, with the tw stars
bl azi ng and the orange noon filling the sky behind us. Sunlight nmade the nmoon's atnosphere a hazy

di sk and bani shed the surface features fromour sight. Meanwhile, the day grew warm then hot,
then bl azi ng.

The sea cane up a bit, easy swells turning into regular two-neter waves that jostled the raft sone
but were far enough apart to let us ride themw thout undue disconfort. As the gui debook had

promi sed, the sea was a disturbing violet, serrated by wave-top crests of a blue so dark as to be
al nrost bl ack, and occasionally broken by yell owkel p beds or foam of an even darker violet. The
raft continued toward the horizon where the nmobons and suns had risen-we thought of it as east-and
we coul d only hope that the strong current was carrying us somewhere. \Wen we doubted that the
current was noving us at all, we trailed a line or tossed sonme bit of debris overboard and wat ched
the difference between wind and current tug at it. The waves were noving from what we perceived as
south to north. W continued east.

I fired the .45 first, checking the nmagazine to nmake sure that the slugs were securely in place. |
was afraid that the archaic quality of having amunition separate fromthe structure of the
magazi ne itself would make ne forgetful of reloading at an awkward tine. W did not have nuch to
toss overboard for target practice, but | kept a few used ration containers at ny feet, tossed
one, and waited until it had floated about fifteen neters away before firing.

The automatic nade an indecent roar when it went off. | knew that slug-throwers were |oud-1 had
fired some in basic training, since the Ice Caw rebels often used thembut this blast al nost nmade
me drop the pistol into the violet sea. It scared Aenea, who had been staring off to the south and
musi ng over sonething, right to her feet, and even nade the unfl appabl e android junp.

"Sorry," | said, and braced the heavy weapon with both hands and fired again.

After using two clips' worth of the precious amunition, | was assured that | could hit sonething

at fifteen nmeters. Beyond that-well, | hoped that whatever | was shooting at had ears and woul d be
spooked by the noise the .45 nade.

As | broke the weapon down after firing, | mentioned again that this ancient piece could have been
Brawne Lami a's.

Aenea | ooked at it. "As | said, | never saw Mdther w th a handgun."

"She could have lent it to the Consul when he went back to the Web in the ship,"” | said, cleaning

t he opened pi stol
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"No," said A Bettik.

I turned to |l ook at himas he | eaned agai nst the steering oar. "No?" | said.

"l saw M Lam a's weapon when she was on the Benares,"” said the android. "It was an anti quated
pistol-her father's, | believe-but it had a pearl handle, a |aser sight, and was adapted to hold
flechette cartridges."

"Ch," | said. Well, the idea had been appealing. "At least this thing's been well preserved and
rebuilt,"” |I said. It nust have been kept in sone sort of stasis-box; a thousand-year-old handgun
woul d not have worked otherwi se. Or perhaps it was sone sort of clever reproduction that the
Consul had picked up on his travels. It did not matter, of course, but | had always been struck by
the . . . sense of history, |I guess you would call it ... that old firearns seened to enmanate.

| fired the flechette pistol next. It took only one burst to see that it worked quite nicely,

t hank you. The floating ration pak was blown into a thousand fl owf oam shards fromthirty nmeters
away. The entire wave top junped and shinmered as if a steel rain were pelting it. Flechette
weapons were nmessy, hard to miss with, and eminently unfair to the target, which is why | had
chosen this. | set the safety on and put it back in ny pack

The plasma rifle was harder to sight in. The click-up optical sight allowed ne to zero in on
anything fromthe floating ration pak thirty neters away, to the horizon, twenty-five klicks or so
away, but while | sank the ration pak in the first shot, it was hard to tell the effectiveness of
the |l onger shots. There was nothing out there to shoot at. Theoretically, a pulse rifle could hit
anyt hi ng one coul d see-there was no all owance necessary for w ndage or ballistic arc-and | watched
through the scope as the bolt kicked a hole in waves twenty klicks out, but it did not create the
same confidence that firing at a distant target would have. | raised the rifle to the giant noon
now setting behind us. Through the scope | could just make out a white-topped nountain there-
probably frozen CO2 rather than snow, | knew and, just for the hell of it, squeezed off a round.
The plasma rifle was essentially silent conpared to the semi automatic slug-thrower pistol: only
the usual cat's-cough when it fired. The scope was not powerful enough to show a hit, and at those
di stances, rotation of the two worlds would be a problem but | would be surprised if | had not
hit the nountain. Home CGuard barracks were full of stories of Swiss Guard riflenen who had knocked
down Quster comuandos after firing fromthousands of klicks away on a nei ghboring asteroid or
sonesuch. The trick, as it had been for millennia, was seeing the enenmy first.

Thi nking of that after firing the shotgun once, cleaning it, and setting away all the weapons, |
said, "W need to do sone scouting today."

"Do you doubt that the other portal will be there?" asked Aenea.

I shrugged. "The guide said five klicks between portals. W nust have floated at |east a hundred
since |last night. Probably nore."

"Are we going to take the hawki ng mat out?" asked the girl. The suns were burning her fair skin

"I thought 1'd use the flying belt," |I said. Less radar profile if anyone's watching, | thought
but did not say aloud. "And you're not going, kiddo," |I did say aloud. "Just ne."

| pulled the belt fromits place under the tent, cinched the harness tightly, pulled ny plasm
rifle out, and activated the hand controller. "Well, shit,” | said. The belt did not even try to
lift nme. For a second | was sure that we were on a Hyperion-like world with lousy EMfields, but
then | | ooked at the charge indicator. Red. Enpty. Flat out. "Shit," | said again.

I unbuckl ed the harness, and the three of us gathered around the useless thing as | checked the

| eads, the battery pak, and the flight unit.

"I't was charged right before we left the ship," |I said. "The same tine we charged t he hawking
mat . "

A. Bettik tried running a diagnostic program but with zero-power, even that would not run. "Your
com og should have the sane subprogram" said the android.

"I't does?" | said stupidly.

"May | ?" said A Bettik, gesturing toward the comog. | renoved the bracelet and handed it to him
A. Bettik opened a tiny conpartnent | had not even noticed on the trinket, renoved a bead-sized
lead on a microfilanent, and plugged into the belt. Lights blinked. "The flying belt is broken,"”
announced the comog in the ship's voice. "The battery pak is depleted approxi mately twenty-seven
hours prematurely. | believe it is a fault in the storage cells."

"Great," | said. "Can it be fixed? WII it hold a charge if we find one?"

"Not this battery unit,"” said the comlog. "But there are three replacenments in the ship's EVA

| ocker."

"Geat," | said again. | lifted the belt with its bulky battery and harness and tossed it over the
side of the raft. It sank beneath the violet waves w thout a trace.

"Al'l set here," said Aenea. She was sitting cross-1legged on the hawki ng mat, which was floating
twenty centineters above the raft. "Want to | ook around with ne?"
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| did not argue, but sat behind her on the nmat, folded ny | egs, and watched her tap the flight

t hr eads.

_:O:_***_:O:_

About five thousand neters up, gasping for air and | eaning out over the edge of our little carpet,
things seened a lot scarier than they had on the raft. The violet sea was very big, very enpty,
and our raft only a speck below, a tiny black rectangle on the reticul ated viol et-and-bl ack sea.
Fromthis altitude, the waves that had seemed so serious on the raft were invisible.

"I think I"ve found another level of that 'fellowship with essence' response to nature that your
father wote about," | said.

"What's that?" Aenea was shivering in the cold air of the jet stream She had worn just the
undershirt and vest she had been wearing on the raft.

"Scared shitless," | said.

Aenea | aughed. | have to say here that | [oved Aenea's |augh then, and | warm at the thought of it
now. It was a soft laugh, but full and unsel fconscious and nelodic to the extrene. | mss it.

"We should have let A Bettik come up to scout instead of us," | said.

"\ 2"

"From what he said about his high-altitude scouting before," | said, "evidently he doesn't need to

breathe air, and he's inpervious to little things |ike depressurization."

Aenea | eaned back against nme. "He's not inpervious to anything," she said softly. "They just
designed his skin to be a little tougher than ours-it can act like a pressure suit for short

peri ods, even in hard vacuumtand he can hold his breath a bit longer, that's all."

I | ooked at her. "Do you know a | ot about androids?"

"No," said Aenea, "l just asked him" She scooted forward a bit and | aid her hands on the contro
threads. W flew "east."

| adnmit that | was terrified of the thought of |osing contact with the raft, of flying around this
ocean-planet until these flight threads lost their charge and we plunmeted to the sea, probably to

be eaten by a Lanp Muuth Leviathan. 1'd programred ny inertial conpass with the raft as a starting
point, so unless | dropped the conpass-which was unlikely because I now kept it on a | anyard
around ny neck-we would find our way back, all right. But still | worried.

"Let's not go too far," | said.

"Al right." Aenea was keeping the speed down, about sixty or seventy klicks, | guessed, and had

swooped back down to where we could breathe nore easily and the air was not so cold. Below us, the
viol et sea stayed enpty in a great circle to the horizon

"Your farcasters seemto be playing tricks on us," | said.

"Way do you call themny farcasters, Raul ?"

"Well, you're the one they . . . recognize."

She did not answer.

"Seriously," | said, "do you think there's sone rhyne or reason to the worlds they're sending us
to?"

Aenea gl anced over her shoulder at nme. "Yes," she said, "I do."

I waited. The deflection fields were mninal at this speed, so the wind tossed the girl's hair
back toward ny face.

"Do you know much about the Web?" she asked. "About farcasters?"

| shrugged, realized that she was not |ooking back at me now, and said al oud, "They were run by
the Al's of the TechnoCore. According to both the Church and your Uncle Martin's Cantos, the
farcasters were sone sort of plot by the Als to use human brai ns-neurons-as a sort of giant DNA
conput er thingee. They were parasites on us each tine a hunman transited the farcasters, right?"
"Right," said Aenea

"So every tinme we go through one of these portals, the Als . . . wherever they are ... are hanging
on our brains like big, blood-filled ticks, right?" | said.

"Wong," said the girl. She swiveled toward me again. "Not all of the farcasters were built or put
in place or nuintained by the sanme el enents of the Core,"” she said. "Do Uncle Martin's finished
Cantos tell about the civil war in the Core that ny father discovered?"

"Yeah," | said. | closed ny eyes in an effort to renenber the actual stanzas of the oral tale |I'd
learned. It was ny turn to recite: "In the Cantos it's some sort of Al persona that the Keats
cybrid talks to in the Core negasphere of dataspace,"” | said.

"Ummon, " said the girl. "That was the Al's nane. My nother traveled there once with Father, but it
was ny . . . my uncle . . . the second Keats cybrid who had the final showdown with Umon. Go on."
"Why?" | said. "You nust know the thing better than | do."

"No," she said. "Uncle Martin hadn't gone back to work on the Cantos when | knew him ... He said

he didn't want to finish them Tell ne how he described what Unmon said about the civil war in the
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Core."

I closed my eyes again

"Two centuries we brooded thus,

and then the groups went

their separate ways:

Stabl es wishing to preserve the synbiosis,
Vol atiles wi shing to end hunmanki nd,

Utimates deferring all choice until the next
| evel of awareness is born

Conflict raged then;

true war wages now. "

"That was two hundred seventy-sone standard years ago for you," said Aenea. "That was right before
the Fall."

"Yeah," | said, opening nmy eyes and searching the sea for anything other than violet waves.

"Did Uncle Martin's poemexplain the notivations of the Stables, Volatiles, and U ti mates?"

"More or less," | said. "It's hard to foll owthe poem has Umbn and the other Core Al's speaking in
Zen koans."

Aenea nodded. "That's about right."

"According to the Cantos,'" | said, "the group of Core Als known as the Stables wanted to keep

bei ng parasites on our human brai ns when we used the Web. The Volatiles wanted to wi pe us out. And
I guess the Utimtes didn't give much of a damm as |ong as they coul d keep working on the

evolution of their own nmachine god . . . what'd they call it?"

"The U ," said Aenea, slow ng the carpet and swooping lower. "The Utimte Intelligence."

"Yes," | said. "Pretty esoteric stuff. How does it relate to our going through these farcaster
portals . . . if we ever find another portal?" At that noment | doubted that we would: the world

was too big, the ocean too large. Even if the current was bearing our little raft in the right
direction, the odds that we would float within that hundred-meter-or-so hoop of the next porta
seened too small to consider

"Not all of the farcaster portals were built or naintained by the Stables to be ... how did you
put it? ... like big ticks on our brains."

"AIl right," | said. "Wio else built the farcasters?"

"The River Tethys farcasters were designed by the Utimtes," said Aenea. "They were an ..
experiment, | guess you'd say ... with the Void Wiich Binds. That's the Core phrase . . . did
Martin use it in his Cantos?"

"Yeah," | said. W were |ower now, just a thousand or so nmeters above the waves, but there was no
sight of the raft or anything else. "Let's head back," | said.

"Al'l right." We consulted the conpass and set our course hone ... if a |leaky raft can be called
hore.

"l never understood what the hell the 'Void Wich Binds' was supposed to be," | said. "Sone sort
of hyperspace stuff that the farcasters used and where the Core was hiding while it preyed on us.
| got that part. | thought it was destroyed when Meina d adstone ordered bonbs dropped into the
farcasters. "

"You can't destroy the Void Which Binds," said Aenea, her voice renote, as if she were thinking
about something else. "How did Martin describe it?"

"Planck tinme and Planck length,” | said. "I don't remenber exactly-somnething about conbining the
three fundanmental constants of physics-gravity, Planck's constant, and the speed of |ight. |
renenber it gave sonme tiny little units of length and tine."

"About 10-35 of a neter for the length," said the girl, accelerating the carpet a bit. "And 10-43
of a second for tine."

"That doesn't tell me much," | said. "It's just fucking small and short . . . pardon the

| anguage. "

"You' re absolved," said the girl. W were gently gaining altitude. "But it wasn't the tinme or

| ength that was inportant, it was how they were woven into . . . the Void Wich Binds. My father

tried to explain it to ne before | was born ..
I blinked at that phrase but continued |istening.

" you know about the planetary dataspheres.”

"Yes," | said, and tapped the com og. "This trinket says that Mare Infinitus doesn't have one."
"Right," said Aenea. "But nost of the Web worlds used to. And fromthe dataspheres, there was the
megasphere. "

"The farcaster nedium. . . the Void thing . . . linked dataspheres, right?" | said. "FORCE and

t he Hegerony el ectroni c government, the Al Thing, they used the negasphere as well as the fatline
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to stay connected."

"Yep," said Aenea. "The nmegasphere actually existed on a subplane of the fatline."

"l didn't know that," | said. The FTL nmedium had not existed in ny lifetine.

"Do you renenber what the | ast nessage on the fatline was before it went down during the Fall?"
asked the child.

"Yes," | said, closing ny eyes. The lines of the poemdid not come to me this tine. The endi ng of
the Cantos had al ways been too vague to interest ne enough to nenorize all those stanzas, despite
Grandam s drilling. "Some cryptic nmessage fromthe Core," | said. "Sonething about-get off the

line and quit tying it up."”

"The nmessage," said Aenea, "was- THERE WLL BE NO FURTHER M SUSE OF THI S CHANNEL. YOU ARE

DI STURBI NG OTHERS WHO ARE USI NG | T TO SERI QUS PURPOSE. ACCESS W LL BE RESTORED WHEN YOU UNDERSTAND
WHAT IT IS FOR "

"Right," | said. "That's in the Cantos. | think. And then the hyperstring medi umjust quit
wor ki ng. The Core sent that nessage and shut down the fatline."

"The Core did not send that nmessage," said Aenea.

I renmenber the slow chill that spread through nme then, despite the heat of the two suns. "It
didn't?" | said stupidly. "Wo did?"

"Good question," said the child. "Wen ny father tal ked about the netasphere-the w der datunpl ane
that was sonehow connected to or by the Void Wich Binds-he always used to say it was filled with
lions and tigers and bears."

"Lions and tigers and bears," | repeated. Those were O d Earth animals. | don't think that any of
them made the Hegira. | don't think any of themwere still around to make the trip-not even their
stored DNA-when O d Earth crunbled into its black hole after the Big M stake of '08

"Hm hmm " said Aenea. "I'd like to neet them soneday. There we are.”

| 1 ooked over her shoulder. We were about a thousand neters above the sea now, and the raft | ooked
tiny but was clearly visible. A Bettik was standing-shirtless once again in the m dday heat - at
the steering oar. He waved a bare blue arm W both waved back

"1 hope there's sonmething good for lunch," said Aenea.

"I'f not," | said, "we'll just have to stop at Gus's Qceanic Aquariumand Gill."
Aenea | aughed and set up our glide path to hone.
- =O-** % =O=-

It was just after dark and the nmoons had not risen when we saw the lights blinking on the eastern
hori zon. W rushed to the front of the raft and tried to nake out what was out there-Aenea using
the binoculars, A Bettik the night goggles on full anplification, and me the rifle' s scope.
"It's not the arch," said Aenea. "It's a platformin the ocean-big-on stilts of some sort."

"I do see the arch, however," said the android, who was | ooking several degrees north of the
blinking light. The girl and | |ooked in that direction

The arch was just visible, a chord of negative space cutting into the MIky Way just above the
hori zon. The platform wth its blinking navigation beacons for aircraft and lanplit w ndows just
becom ng visible, was several klicks closer. And between us and the farcaster.

"Damm, " | said. "I wonder what it is."

"CQus' s?" said Aenea

| sighed. "Well, if it is, I think it's under new ownership. There's been a dearth of River Tethys
tourists the last couple of centuries." |I studied the large platformthrough the rifle scope. "It
has a lot of levels," | nuttered. "There are several ships tied up ... fishing boats is my bet.
And a pad for skimers and other aircraft. | think | see a couple of thopters tied down there.”
"What's a thopter?" asked the girl, |lowering the binocul ars.

A. Bettik answered. "A formof aircraft utilizing novable wi ngs, much |ike an insect, M Aenea.
They were quite popul ar during the Hegenony, although rare on Hyperion. | believe they were al so
call ed dragonflies."

"They're still called that," | said. "The Pax had a few on Hyperion. | saw one down on the Ursus
i ceshel f." Raising the scope again, | could see the eyelike blisters on the front of the
dragonfly, illum nated by a lighted window. "They're thopters," | said.

"I't seens that we will have sone trouble passing that platformto get to the arch undetected,"
said A Bettik.

"Quick," | said, turning away fromthe blinking lights, "let's get the tent and nast down."

We had rerigged the tent to provide a sort of shelter/wall on the starboard side of the raft near
the back-for purposes of privacy and sanitation that I won't go into here-but now we tunbl ed the
m crofi ber down and folded it away into a packet the size of nmy palm A Bettik |owered the pole
at the front. "The steering oar?" he said.

| looked at it a second. "Leave it. It doesn't have nuch of a radar cross section, and it's no

file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt (124 of 238) [1/15/03 6:05:44 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt

hi gher than we are."

Aenea was studying the platformagain through the binoculars. "I don't think they can see us now,"
she said. "We're between these swells nost of the tinme. But when we get cl oser "

"And when the nmoons rise," | added.

A. Bettik sat near the hearth. "If we could just go around in a large arc to get to the porta

| scratched ny cheek, hearing the stubble there. "Yeah. | thought of using the flying belt to tow
us, but ..."

"We have the mat," said the girl, joining us near the heating cube. The | ow platform seened enpty
without the tent above it.

"How do we connect a tow line?" | said. "Burn a hole in the hawki ng nat?"

"If we had a harness . . . ," began the android.

"W had a nice harness on the flying belt,” | said. "I fed it to the Lanmp Muth Levi at han."

"We could rig another harness,"” continued A. Bettik, "and run the line to the person on the
hawki ng mat."

"Sure," | said, "but as soon as we're airborne, the mat offers a stronger radar return. |If they
| and skinmmrers and thopters there, they al nbst certainly have sone sort of traffic control, no
matter how prinmitive."

"We could stay low, " said Aenea. "Keep the nmat just above the waves ... no higher than we are."
| scratched at nmy chin. "We can do that," | said, "but if we nake a big enough detour to stay out
of the platformis sight, it'll be long after noonrise before we get to the portal. Hell ... it

will be if we head straight for it on this current. They're bound to see us in that |ight.

Besi des, the portal's only a klick or so fromthe platform They're high enough that they'd see us
as soon as we get that close."

"We don't know that they're |ooking for us," said the girl.

| nodded. The inmage of that priest-captain who had been waiting for us in Parvati System and

Renai ssance never left my mind for long: his Roman collar on that black Pax Fleet uniform Part of
me expected himto be on that platform waiting with Pax troops.

"I't doesn't matter too nuch if they're looking for us," | said. "Even if they just come out to
rescue us, do we have a cover story that nmakes sense?"

Aenea smiled. "W went out for a nmoonlit cruise and got lost? You're right, Raul. They'd 'rescue
us and we'd spend the next year trying to explain who we are to the Pax authorities. They may not
be | ooking for us, but you say they're on this world. "

"Yes," said A Bettik. "The Pax has extensive interests on Mare Infinitus. Fromwhat we gl eaned
while hiding in the university city, it was clear that the Pax stepped in long ago to restore
order here, to create sea-farnng congl onerates, and to convert the survivors of the Fall to born-
again Christianity. Mare Infinitus had been a protectorate of the Hegenony; nowit is a wholly
owned subsidiary of the Church.'’

"Bad news," said Aenea. She |ooked fromthe android to nme. "Any ideas?"
"l think so," | said, rising. W had been whispering all during the conversation, even though we
were still at least fifteen klicks fromthe platform "Instead of guessing about who's out there

or what they're up to, why don't | go take a | ook? Maybe it's just Qus's descendants and a few

sl eepi ng fishernen."

Aenea nmade a rueful sound. "Wen we first saw the light, do you know what | thought it m ght be?"
"What ?" | said.

"Uncle Martin's toilet.”

"l beg your pardon?" said the android.

Aenea tapped her knees with her palnms. "Really. Mther said that back when Martin Silenus was a
bi g- name hack writer during the Wb days, he had a multiworld house."

I frowned. "Grandamtold ne about those. Farcasters instead of doors between the roonms. One house
with roons on nore than one world."

"Dozens of worlds for Uncle Martin's house, if Mdther was to be believed," said Aenea. "And he had

a bathroomon Mare Infinitus. Nothing else . . . just a floating dock with a toilet. Not even any
walls or ceiling."

| 1 ooked out at the ocean swells. "So much for oneness with nature," | said. | slapped ny |eg.
"Al right, 1'mgoing before | |ose ny nerve."

_:o:-***-:o:-

No one argued with me or offered to take ny place. | mght have been persuaded if they had.

I changed into darker trousers and ny darkest sweater, pulling ny drab hunting vest over the
sweater, feeling a little nelodramatic as | did so. Conmando Boy goes to war, nuttered the cynica
part of ny brain. | told it to shut up. | kept on the belt with the pistol, added three detonators
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and a wad of plastic explosive fromthe flare pak to nmy belt pouch, slipped the night goggles over
my head so they could hang unobtrusively within nmy vest collar when | wasn't wearing them and set
one of the corn-unit hearphones in nmy ear with the pickup m ke pressed to ny throat for subvocal s.
We tested the unit, Aenea wearing the other headset. | took the comog off and handed it to A
Betti k. "This thing catches the starlight too easily," | said. "And the ship's voice might start
squawki ng stellar navigation trivia at a bad tine."

The androi d nodded and set the bracelet in his shirt pocket. "Do you have a plan, M Endyni on?"
“I'"1l make one up when | get there," | said, raising the hawking nat just above the |evel of the
raft. | touched Aenea's shoul der-the contact suddenly feeling like an electric jolt. | had noticed
that effect before, when our hands touched: not a sexual thing, of course, but electrica
nonet hel ess. "You stay |ow, kiddo," | whispered to her. "I'lIl holler if |I need help."

Her eyes were serious in the brilliant starlight. "It won't help, Raul. W can't get to you."

"I know, | was just kidding."

"Don't kid," she whispered. "Renenber, if you're not with me on the raft when it goes through the
portal, you'll be left behind here.”

| nodded, but the thought sobered nme nore than the thought of getting shot had. "I'l|l be back," I
whi spered. "It looks to ne like this current will take us by the platformin ... what do you
think, A Bettik?"

"About an hour, M Endymnion."

"Yeah, that's what | think, too. The damm moon should be com ng up about then. 1'Il . . . think of
something to distract them" Patting Aenea's shoul der again, nodding to A Bettik, | took the mat
out over the water

Even with the incredible starlight and the night-vision goggles, it was difficult piloting the
hawki ng mat for those few klicks to the platform | had to keep between the ocean swells whenever
possi bl e, which neant that | was trying to fly | ower than the wave tops. It was delicate work. |
had no i dea what would happen if | cut off the tops of one of those |ong, slow swells-perhaps
not hi ng, perhaps the hawking mat's flight threads would short out-but | also had no intention of
finding out.

The pl atform seemed huge as | approached. After seeing nothing but the raft for two days on this
sea, the platformwas huge-sone steel but nostly dark wood, fromthe |ooks of it, a score of
pylons holding it fifteen neters or so above the waves . . . that gave nme an idea of what the
storns nust be like on this sea, and nade ne feel all the luckier that we hadn't encountered one-
and the platformitself was multitiered: decks and docks | ower down where at |east five |long
fishing boats bobbed, stairways, |ighted conmpartnents beneath what | ooked |ike the main deck

| evel, two towers that | could see-one of themwith a small radar dish-and three aircraft |anding
pads, two of which had been invisible fromthe raft. There were at |east half a dozen thopters
that | could see now, their dragonfly wings tied down, and two | arger skimrers on the circular pad
near the radar tower.

I had figured out a perfect plan while flying the mat over here: create a diversion-the reason
had brought the detonators and plastique, small explosives but capable of starting a fire at | east-
steal one of the dragonflies, and either fly through the portal with it if we were being pursued,
or just use it to drag the raft through at high speed.

It was a good plan except for one flaw. | had no idea howto fly a thopter. That never happened in
the holodramas |1'd watched in Port Romance theaters or in the Home Guard rec roons. The heroes in
those things could fly anything they could steal -ski mers, EM/s, thopters, copters, rigid

ai rshi ps, spaceships. Evidently |I had mi ssed Hero Basic Training; if | nmanaged to get into one of
those things, I'd probably still be chewing ny thunbnail and staring at the controls when the Pax
guards grabbed ne. It nust have been easier being a Hero back during Hegenbny days-the nachines
were snmarter then, which nade up for hero stupidity. As it was-although | would hate to admit it
to nmy traveling conpanions-there weren't many vehicles that | could drive. A barge. A basic
groundcar, if it was one of the truck nodels the Hyperion Home Guard had used. As for piloting
something nyself . . . well, | had been glad when the spaceship hadn't had a control room

I shook nyself out of this reverie on ny heroic shortcom ngs and concentrated on closing the |ast
few hundred neters to the platform | could see the lights quite clearly now aircraft beacons on
the towers near the | anding decks, a flashing green light on each of the ship docks, and |ighted
wi ndows. Lots of windows. | decided to try to land on the darkest part of the platform directly
under the radar tower on the east side, and took the mat around in a | ong, slow, wave-hugging arc
to approach fromthat direction. Looking back over ny shoulder, | half expected to see the raft
closing on ne, but it was still invisible out toward the horizon

| hope it's invisible to these guys. | could hear voices and | aughter now. nen's voices, deep

| aughter. It sounded like a lot of the offworld hunters 1'd guided, filled with booze and

file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt (126 of 238) [1/15/03 6:05:44 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt

bonhome. But it also sounded like the dolts |I'd served with in the Guard. | concentrated on
keeping the mat | ow and dry and sneaking up on the platform
"I'"m about there," | subvocalized on the conlink

"Ckay," was Aenea's whispered reply in ny ear. W had agreed that she would only reply to ny calls
unl ess there were an energency on their end.

Hovering, | saw a nmaze of beans, girders, subdecks, and catwal ks under the nain platformon this
side. Unlike the well-lighted stairs on the north and west sides, these were dark- inspection
cat wal ks, maybe-and | chose the | owest and darkest of themto |and the carpet on. | killed the

flight threads, rolled the little rug up, and lashed it in place where two beans nmet, cutting the
cord I'd brought with a sweep of nmy knife. Setting the blade back in its sheath and tuggi ng ny
vest over it, | had the sudden i mage of having to stab soneone with that knife. The thought nade
me shudder. Except for the accident when M Herrig attacked ne, | had never killed anyone in hand-
to-hand conbat. | prayed to God that | would never have to again.

The stairs made noi ses under my soft boots, but | hoped that the occasional squeak woul dn't be
heard over the sound of the waves against the pylons and the | aughter from above. | crept up two
flights of stairs, found a |ladder, and followed it up to a trapdoor. It was not locked. | slowy
raised it, half expecting to tunble an arned guard on his ass.

Rai sing ny head slowy, | saw that this was part of the flight deck on the seaward side of the
tower. Ten nmeters above, | could see the turning radar antenna slicing darkness out of the
brilliant MIky Way with each revol ution

I pulled nmyself to the deck, defeated the urge to tiptoe, and wal ked to the corner of the tower.
Two huge skinmmers were tied down to the flight deck here, but they | ooked dark and enpty. On the
| ower flight decks | could see starlight on the nmultiple insect-wings of the thopters. The I|ight
fromour galaxy gleamed in their dark observation blisters. The flesh between ny shoul der bl ades
was crawming with the sense of being observed as | wal ked out on the upper deck, applied plastic
explosive to the belly of the closest skimrer, set a detonator in place, which | could trigger
with the appropriate frequency code fromnmnmy comunit, went down the | adder to the closest thopter
deck, and did the same there. | was sure that | was being observed fromone of the |ighted w ndows
or ports on this side, but no outcry went up. As casually as | could, | went soundlessly up the
catwal k fromthe | ower thopter deck and peered around the corner of the tower.

Anot her stairway |led down fromthe tower nodule to one of the main levels. The wi ndows were very

bright there and covered only with screens now, their stormshields up. | could hear nore

| aught er, sone singing, and the sound of pots and pans.

Taking a breath, | nmoved down the stairs and across the deck, follow ng another catwal k to keep ne
away fromthe doorway. Ducking under |ighted windows, | tried to catch nmy breath and sl ow ny

poundi ng heart. |If soneone cane out of that first doorway now, they would be between nme and the
way back to the hawking nmat. | touched the grip of the .45 under ny vest and the flap of the

hol ster and tried to think brave thoughts. Mstly | was thinking about wanting to be back on the
raft. | had planted the diversion explosives . . . what else did | want? | realized that | was
nmore than curious: if these were not Pax troops, | did not want to set off the plastique. The
rebels |I had signed up to fight on the daw Iceshelf had used bonbs as their weapon of choice-
bonbs in the villages, bonbs in Home Guard barracks, masses of expl osives in snowmbiles and snall
shi ps targeted against civilians as well as Guard troops-and | had al ways consi dered this cowardly

and detestable. Bonbs were totally nondi scrimnating weapons, killing the innocent as surely as
the enemy soldier. It was silly to noralize this way, | knew, but even though | hoped that the
smal |l charges would do no nore than set enpty aircraft ablaze here, | was not going to detonate

those charges unless | absolutely had to. These nen- and wonen, probably, and perhaps chil dren-had
done nothing to us.

Slowy, excruciatingly slowy, absurdly slowy, | raised ny head and peered in the cl osest w ndow.
One glinpse and | ducked down out of sight. The pots-and-pans noi ses were coning froma well -
lighted kitchen area-galley, | corrected nyself, since this was a ship, sort of. At any rate,

there had been half a dozen people there, all nen, all of mlitary age but not in uniform except
for undershirts and aprons, cleaning, stacking, and washing dishes. Qoviously I'd come too |ate
for dinner.

Staying next to the wall, | duck-wal ked the Iength of this catwalk, slid down another stairway,
and stopped at a | onger bank of wi ndows. Here, in the shadows of a corner where two nodul es cane
together, | could see in sonme of the windows along this west-facing wall without [ifting ny face

to one. It was a nmess hall-or a dining roomof some sort. About thirty men-all nmen!-were sitting
over cups of coffee. Sonme were snoking recomcigarettes. At | east one man appeared to be drinking
whi skey: or at |east anber fluid froma bottle. | would not have m nded sone of whatever it was.
Many of the nmen were in khaki, but | couldn't tell if these were sonme sort of |ocal uniform or
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just the traditional garb of sports fishermen. | didn't see any Pax uniforns, which was definitely
good. Perhaps this was just a fishing platformnow, a hotel for rich offworld jerks who didn't
m nd payi ng years of tinme-debt-or having their friends and fam lies back hone pay it, actually-for

the thrill of killing sonething big or exotic. Hell, |I mght know sonme of those guys: fishernen
now, duck hunters when they visited Hyperion. | did not want to go in to find out.
Feeling nore confident now, | noved down the | ong wal kway, the light fromthe windows falling on

me. There did not seemto be any guards. No sentries. Maybe we woul d not need a diversion-just
sail the raft right past these guys, noonlight or no noonlight. They'd be sl eeping, or drinking
and | aughing, and we'd just followthe current right into the farcaster portal that | could see

|l ess than two klicks to the northeast now, the faintest of dark arches against the starry sky.
When we got to the portal, | would send a prearranged frequency shift that would not detonate the
pl astique |'d hidden but would disarmthe detonators.

I was | ooking at the portal when | noved around the corner and literally bunped into a nman | eaning
against the wall there. There were two others standing at the railing. One of themwas hol di ng

ni ght - vi si on bi nocul ars and | ooking off to the north. Both of the nmen at the railing had weapons.
"Hey!" yelled the nen |I'd bunped into.

"Sorry," | said. | definitely had never seen this scene in a hol odrana.

The two nmen at the railing were carrying flechette mniguns on slings and were resting their
forearns on themw th that casual arrogance that nmilitary types had practiced for countless
centuries. Now one of these two shifted the gun so that its barrel was ained in nmy direction. The
man | bunped into had been in the process of lighting a cigarette. Now he shook out the match
flame, renoved the lighted cigarette fromhis nouth, and glared at ne.

"What are you doing out here?" he demanded. The man was younger than |-perhaps early twenties,
standard-and | could see now that he was wearing a variation on the Pax Groundforces uniformwth
the lieutenant's bar 1'd learned to salute on Hyperion. Hi s dialect was pronounced, but | couldn't
pl ace it.

"Cetting sonme air," | said lanely. Part of me was thinking that a real Hero woul d have had his

pi stol out, blazing away. The snmarter part of me did not even consider it.

The other Pax trooper also shifted the sling of his flechette auto. | heard the click of a safety.
"You are with the Klingman group?" he asked in the same thick dialect. "Or the Oters?" | heard

Qor dey autors? | didn't know if he was saying "others" or "otters" or, perhaps, "authors." Maybe
this was a seaborne concentration canp for bad witers. Maybe | was trying too hard to be nentally
flippant when ny heart was pounding so fiercely that | was afraid | was going to have a heart
attack right in front of these two.

"Klingman," | said, trying to be as terse as possible. Watever dialect | should have, | was sure
| did not.

The Pax lieutenant jerked a thunb toward the doorway beyond him "You know the rules. Curfew after
dark." Yewe knaw dey rues. Cufue affa dok

| nodded, trying to | ook contrite. My overvest was hangi ng down over the top of the holster on ny
hi p. Perhaps they hadn't seen the pistol

"Cone," said the lieutenant, jerking his thunb again but turning to | ead the way. Conb! The two
enlisted types still had their hands on the flechette guns. At that distance, if they fired, there
woul dn't be enough of nme left intact to bury in a boot.

I followed the Ilieutenant down the catwal k, through the door, and into the brightest and nost
crowded room | had ever entered.

32

They grow weary of death. After eight star systems in sixty-three days, eight terrible deaths and
ei ght painful resurrections for each of the four men, Father Captain de Soya, Sergeant G egori us,
Cor poral Kee, and Lancer Rettig are weary of death and rebirth.

Each time now upon his resurrection, de Soya stands naked in front of a mrror, seeing his skin
raw and glistening |ike sonmeone who has been flayed alive, gingerly touching the nowlivid, now
crimson cruci formunder the flesh of his chest. In the days foll owi ng each resurrection, de Soya
is distracted, his hands shaking a bit nore each tine. Voices conme to himfrom afar, he cannot
seemto concentrate totally, whether his interlocutor is a Pax Admral or a planetary Governor or
a parish priest.

De Soya begins dressing |ike a parish priest, trading his trim Pax priest-captain uniformfor the
cassock and collar. He has a rosary on his belt-thong and says it al nbst constantly, working it
Iike Arabic worry beads: prayer calns him brings his thoughts to order. Father Captain de Soya no
| onger dreams of Aenea as his daughter; he no | onger dreans of Renai ssance Vector and his sister
Maria. He dreans of Arnageddon-terrible dreans of burning orbital forests, of worlds aflame, of
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deat hbeans wal ki ng over fertile farnming valleys and | eaving only corpses.

He knows after their first River Tethys world that he has niscal cul ated. Two standard years to
cover two hundred worlds, he had said in Renai ssance System figuring three days' resurrection in
each system a warning, and then translation to the next. It does not work that way.

H's first world is Tau Ceti Center, forner adm nistrative capital of the far-flung Hegenony
Wor | dWweb. Home to tens of billions during the days of the Wb, surrounded by an actual ring of
orbital cities and habitats, served by space el evators, farcasters, the River Tethys, the G and
Concourse, the fatline, and nore-center to the Hegenoni c datunpl ane negasphere and hone of
Government House, site of Meina d adstone's death by infuriated nobs after the destruction of the
Web far-casters by FORCE ships on her command, TC2 was hard hit by the Fall. Floating buildings
crashed as the power grid went down. CQher urban spires, sone nany hundreds of stories tall, were
served only by farcasters and | acked stairs or elevators. Tens of thousands starved or perished
fromfalls before they could be lifted out by skimer. The world had no agriculture of its own,
bringing inits food froma thousand worlds via planet-based farcasters and great orbita
spaceborne portals. The Starvation Riots lasted fifty local years on TC2, over thirty standard,
and when they were finished, billions had died from hunan hands, to add to the total of billions
dead from hunger.

Tau Ceti Center had been a sophisticated, wanton world during the days of the Wb. Few religions
had taken hold there except the nost self-indul gent or violent ones-the Church of the Fina

At onerrent -t he Shri ke Cult-had been popul ar anmong the bored sophisticates. But during the centuries
of Hegenony expansion, the only true object of worship on TC2 had been power: the pursuit of
power, the proximty to power, the preservation of power. Power had been the god of billions, and
when that god failed-and pulled down billions of its worshipers in its failure-the survivors
cursed the nenories of power am d their urban ruins, scratching out a peasant's living in the
shadows of the rotting skyscrapers, pulling their own plows through weeded | ots between the
abandoned hi ghways and fly-ways and the skeleton of old Grand Concourse malls, fishing for carp
where the River Tethys had carried thousands of el aborate yachts and pl easure-barges each day.
Tau Ceti Center had been ripe for born-again Christianity, for the New Catholicism and when the
Church m ssionaries and Pax police had arrived sixty standard years after the Fall, conversion of
the few billion planet's survivors was sincere and universal. The tall, ruined, but still-white
spires of business and governnent during the Wb were finally torn down, their stone and snart

gl ass and plasteel recycled into massive cathedrals, raised by the hands of the new Tau Ceti born-
again, filled each day of the week by the thankful and faithful

The Archbi shop of Tau Ceti Center becane one of the nbst inportant and-yes-powerful hunans in the
reener gi ng human donmai n now known as Pax Space, rivaling H s Holiness on Pacemin influence. This
power grew, found boundaries that could not be overstepped w thout incurring papal wath-the
excommuni cation of Hi s Excellency, Kl aus Cardinal Kronen-berg in the Year of Qur Lord 2978, or 126
After the Fall, hel ped settle those boundaries-and it continued to grow w thin those bounds.

So Fat her Captain de Soya discovers on his first junp from Renai ssance space. Two years, he had
antici pated, approximtely six hundred days and two hundred sel f-inposed deaths to cover all of
the former River Tethys worlds.

He and his Swiss GQuard troopers are on Tau Ceti Center for eight days. The Raphael enters the
systemwith its automati c beacon pulsing in code; Pax ships respond and rendezvous wi thin fourteen
hours. It takes another eight hours to decelerate into TC2 orbital traffic, and another four to
transfer the bodies to a fornmal resurrection creche in the planetary capital of St. Paul. One ful
day is thus |ost.

After three days of formal resurrection and another day of enforced rest, de Soya neets with the
Archbi shop of TC2, Her Excellency Achilla Silvaski, and nust endure another full day of
formalities. De Soya carries the papal diskey, an al nost unheard of del egati on of power, and the
court of the Archbishop nust sniff out the reason and projected results of that power |ike hunting
dogs on a scent. Wthin hours de Soya gets the slightest hint of the layers of intrigue and
conplexity within this struggle for provincial power: Archbishop Silvaski can not aspire to becone
Cardinal, for after the Kronenberg exconmunication, no spiritual |eader of TC2 can rise to a rank
hi gher than Archbi shop without transfer to Pacem and the Vatican, but her current power in this
sector of the Pax far outwei ghs that of npbst cardinals and the tenporal subset of that power puts
Pax Fleet admirals in their place. She nust understand this del egati on of papal authority that de
Soya carries, and render it harm ess to her ends.

Fat her Captain de Soya does not give a dam about Archbishop Silvaski's paranoia or the Church
politics on TC2. He cares only about stopping up the escape route of the farcaster portals there
On the fifth day after his translation to Tau Ceti space, he nakes the five hundred neters from
St. Paul's Cathedral and the Archbishop's palace to the river-just part of a nminor tributary
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channel ed into a canal flow ng through the city, but once part of the Tethys.

The huge farcaster portals, still extant because any attenpt to dismantle them had proni sed a

t her nonucl ear expl osi on accordi ng to engi neers, have |ong since been draped over by Church
banners, but they are close together here-the Tethys had neandered only two kil oneters fromporta
to portal, past the busy Governnent House and the fornal Deer Park gardens. Now Father Captain de
Soya, his three troopers, and the scores of watchful Pax troops |loyal to Archbishop Silvaski who
acconmpany them can stand at the first portal and | ook down the grassy banks at a thirty-neter-

| ong tapestry-showi ng the martyrdom of St. Paul -hanging fromthe second portal, clearly visible
beyond the bl oom ng peach trees of the bishopric pal ace gardens.

Because this section of the former Tethys is now within Her Excellency's private gardens, guards
are posted along the Iength of the canal and on all bridges crossing it. Wiile there is no specia
attention to the ancient artifacts that were once farcaster portals, the officers of the pal ace
guard assure de Soya that no vessels or unauthorized individuals have passed through those
portal s, nor been seen al ong the banks of the canal

De Soya insists that a pernmanent guard be placed upon the portals. He wants caneras erected for
twent y- ni ne- hour-a-day surveillance there. He wants sensors, alarns, and trip wires. The |ocal Pax
troops confer with their Archbi shop and grudgingly conply with this perceived slight to their
sovereignty. De Soya all but despairs at this useless politics.

On their sixth day Corporal Kee falls ill to a nysterious fever and is hospitalized. De Soya
believes it is a result of their resurrection: each of themhas privately suffered the shakes,
enotional swi ngs, and minor ailments. On the seventh day Kee is able to wal k and i npl ores de Soya
to get himout of the infirmary and off this world, but now the Archbishop insists that de Soya
hel p cel ebrate a H gh Mass that evening in honor of Hs Holiness, Pope Julius. De Soya can hardly
refuse, so that night -am d scepters and pi nk-buttoned nonsignore, beneath the giant insignia of
H s Holiness's Triple Crown and Crossed Keys (which al so appears on the papal diskey that de Soya
now wears around his neck), am d the snoke of incense, white miters and the tinkle of bells, under
the sol etm singing of a six-hundred-nenber children's choir, the sinple priest-warrior from

Madr edeDi os and the el egant Archbi shop celebrate the nystery of Christ's crucifixion and
resurrection. Sergeant G egorius takes Conmunion that evening fromde Soya's hand-whi ch he does
every day of their quest-as do a few dozen others also chosen to receive the Host, secret to the
success of their cruciformimortality inthis life, while three thousand of the faithful pray and
wat ch in the dimcathedral light.

On the eighth day they | eave the system and for the first time Father Captain de Soya wel cones
the com ng death as a neans of escape.

They are resurrected in a creche on Heaven's Gate, a once-miserable world terraforned to shade
trees and confort in the days of the Wb, now largely fallen back to boiling nmud, pestilent
swanps, unbreat habl e at nosphere, and the bl azing radiation source of Vega Prinme in the sky.
Raphael 's idiot conputer has chosen this series of old River Tethys worlds, finding the nost
efficient order to visit themin since there were no clues on Renai ssance V. to show where the
portal there m ght have led, but de Soya is interested that they are conming closer and closer to
Ad Earth Systemless than twelve light-years fromTC2, now just a little nore than eight from
Heaven's Gate. De Soya realizes that he would like to visit Od Earth Systemeven without Ad
Eart h-despite the fact that Mars and the other inhabited worlds, noons, and asteroids there have
become provincial backwaters, of no nmore interest to the Pax than MadredeDi os had been

But the Tethys never flowed through A d Earth System so de Soya nust swallow his curiosity and be
satisfied that the next few worlds will be even closer to Od Earth's forner hone.

Heaven's Gate takes eight days as well, but not because of intra-Church politics. There is a snal
Pax garrison in orbit around the planet, but they rarely go down to the ruined world. Heaven's
Gate's popul ation of four hundred mllion residents had been reduced to eight or ten crazy
prospectors wandering its nmudflat surface in the 274 standard years since the Fall: the Quster
Swarms had swept by this Vegan world even before d adstone had ordered the farcasters destroyed-
slagging the orbital containment sphere, lancing the capital of Midflat Cty, with its lovely
Pronenade gardens, plasnma bonbing the at nosphere-generating stations it had taken centuries to
buil d-and generally plowed the world under before the |oss of farcaster connections salted the
earth so that nothing would grow t here again.

So now the Pax garrison guards the broiling planet for its runored raw materials, but has little
reason to go down there. De Soya must convince the garrison comander-Pax Mijor Leemthat an
expedition has to be nounted. On the fifth day after Raphael's entry into Vega System de Soya,
Gregorius, Kee, Rettig, a Lieutenant Bristol, and a dozen Pax garrison troops fitted out in
environnental hazard suits, take a dropship to the nudflats where the River Tethys had once
flowed. The farcaster portals are not there.
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"I thought it was inpossible to destroy them" says de Soya. "The TechnoCore built themto | ast
and booby-trapped them so that destruction is inpossible."

"They're not here," says Lieutenant Bristol, and gives the order to return to orbit.

De Soya stops him Using his papal diskey as authority, de Soya insists that a full-sensor search
be made. The farcasters are found-sixteen klicks apart and buried under alnbst a hundred neters of
nmud.

"That solves your nystery," says Major Leemon tightbeam "Either the Quster attack or later
mudsl i des buried the portals and what had been the river. This world has literally gone to hell."
"Perhaps," says de Soya, "but | want the farcasters excavated, tenporary environnmental bubbles
erected around them so that soneone com ng t hrough would survive, and a permanent guard nounted at
each portal."

"Are you out of your crossdamed mind!" Mjor Leem expl odes, and then-renenbering the papal diskey-
he adds, "Sir."

"Not yet," says de Soya, glowering into the canera. "I want this done within seventy-two hours,

Maj or, or you will be serving the next three standard years on the planetary detail down here."

It takes seventy hours to excavate, construct the dones, and post the guard. Soneone traveling the
Ri ver Tethys will find no river here, of course, only the boiling nud, noxious, unbreathable

at nosphere, and waiting troopers in full battle arnor. De Soya goes to his knees on the Raphae
that last night in orbit around Heaven's Gate and prays that Aenea has not already conme this way.
Her bones were not found in the excavated mud and sul fur, but the Pax engineer in charge of the
excavation tells de Soya that the soil is so toxic here inits natural formthat the child s bones
could al ready have been eaten away by acid.

De Soya does not believe this to be the case. On the ninth day he translates out of systemwth a
warning to Major Leemto keep the guards vigilant, the dones livable, and his mouth nore civil to
future visitors

-:O:-***-:O:-

No one waits to resurrect themin the third system Raphael brings themto. The archangel ship
enters System NGCes 2629 with its cargo of dead nen and its beacons flashing Pax Fleet code. There
is no response. There are eight planets in NGCes 2629, but only one of them known by the prosaic
nane of NGCes 2629-4BIV, can support life. Fromthe records still available to the Raphael, it
seenms |ikely that the Hegenpbny and TechnoCore had gone to the effort and expense of extending the
Ri ver Tethys here as a form of self-indul gence, an aesthetic statenent. The planet has never been
seriously col onized or terraformed except for random RNA seeding during the early days of the
Hegira, and appears to have been part of the River Tethys tour strictly for scenic and ani nmal -

Vi ewi ng pur poses.

That is not to say that there are not human bei ngs on the world now, as the Raphael sniffs them
out in parking orbit during the Iast days of its passengers' autonmated resurrections. As best the
limted resources of the Raphael's near-Al conputers can reconstruct and understand, NGCes 2629-
4Bl V' s m ni mum popul ati on of visiting biologists, zoologists, tourists, and support teanms had been
stranded after the Fall and had gone native. Despite prodigious breeding over al nost three
centuries, however, only a few thousand human beings still popul ated the jungles and hi ghl ands of
the primtive world: the RNA-seeded beasties there were capable of eating human bei ngs, and they
did so with gusto.

Raphael runs to the edge of its limits in the sinple task of finding the farcaster portals.

Avail abl e Wb records in its menory say sinply that the portals are set at varying intervals al ong
a six-thousand-kiloneter river in the northern hem sphere. Raphael nodifies its orbit to a roughly
synchr onous poi nt above the massive continent which dom nates that hem sphere and begins
phot ogr aphi ng and radar-mapping the river. Unfortunately, there are three massive rivers on that
continent, two flowing to the east, one to the west, and Raphael is unable to prioritize
probabilities. It decides to map all three-a task of analyzing nore than twenty thousand

kil ometers of data.

When the four nen's hearts begin to beat at the end of the third day of the resurrection cycle,
Raphael feels sone silicon equivalent of relief.

Li stening to the conputer's description of the task ahead while he stands naked in front of the
mirror in his tiny cubby, Federico de Soya feels no relief. In truth, he feels |ike weeping. He

t hi nks of Mther Captain Stone, Mther Captain Boul ez, and Captain Hearn, on the Geat Wil

frontier by now and quite possibly engaging the Quster eneny in fierce conbat. De Soya envies them
the sinplicity and honesty of their task

After conferring with Sergeant Gregorius and his two nen, de Soya reviews the data, immediately
rejects the western-flowing river as too unscenic for the River Tethys, since it flows primarily

t hrough deep canyons, away fromthe life-infested jungles and narshes; the second river he rejects

file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt (131 of 238) [1/15/03 6:05:44 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt

because of the obvious nunmber of waterfalls and rapids-too rough for River Tethys traffic-and so
he begins a sinple, fast radar-mapping of the longest river with its long, gentle stretches. The
map will show up dozens, perhaps hundreds, of natural obstacles resenbling farcaster portal s-rocky
waterfalls, natural bridges, boulder fields in rapids-but these can be scanned by the human eye in
a few hours.

On their fifth day the portals are |ocated-inprobably far apart, but inarguably artificial. De
Soya personally flies the dropship, |eaving Corporal Kee in the Raphael as backup in case of

emer gency.

This is the scenario de Soya has dreaded-no way to tell if the girl has cone this way, with or

wi t hout her ship. The stretch between the inert farcasters is the |ongest yet-al nost two hundred
kil ometers-and al though they fly the dropship back and forth over the jungle and river's edge,
there is no telling if anyone has passed this way, no witnesses to interview, no Pax troops to

| eave on guard here.

They land on an island not far fromthe upper farcaster, and de Soya, Gregorius, and Rettig

di scuss their options.

"I't's been three standard weeks since the ship passed through the farcaster on Renai ssance V.,"
says Gregorius. The interior of their dropship is cranped and utilitarian: they discuss things
fromtheir flight chairs. Gregorius's and Rettig's conbat arnmor hang in the EVA cl oset |ike netal
second skins.

"If they came through to a world like this," says Rettig, "they probably just took off in the
ship. There's no reason they have to keep going down the river."

"True," says de Soya. "But there is a good chance the ship was danaged."

"Aye," says the sergeant, "but how badly? Could it have flown? Patched itself as it went? Perhaps
made it to an Quster repair base? W're not that far fromthe Qutback here."

"Or the girl could have sent the ship off and gone on through the next farcaster," says Rettig.
"Assum ng any of the other portals work," says de Soya tiredly. "That the one on Renai ssance V.
was not just a fluke."

Gregorius sets his huge hands on his knees

"Aye, sir, this is ridiculous. Finding a needle in a

haystack, as they used to say ... that would be child's play conpared to this."

Fat her Captain de Soya | ooks out through the dropship wi ndows. The high ferns here are blowing in
a silent wind. "I have a feeling she's going down the old river. | think she'll use the
farcasters. | don't know howthe flying machi ne that someone used to get her out of the Valley of
the Tine Tonbs, maybe, an inflatable raft, a stolen boat-1 just think she's using the Tethys."
"What can we do here?" asks Rettig. "If she's already conme through, we've mssed her. If she's not
yet arrived . . . well, we could wait forever. If we had a hundred archangel ships so that we

could bring troops to each of these worlds ...
De Soya nods. In his hours of prayer his mnd often slips away to the thought of how nuch sinpler
this task would be if the archangel couriers were sinple robotic craft, translating into Pax
systemns, broadcasting the papal -di skey authority and ordering the search, then junping out of
system wi t hout even decelcrating. As far as he knows, the Pax is building no robot ships -the
Church's hatred of Als and dependence upon human contact all but forbids it. And as far as he
knows, there are only three archangel -class courier ships in existence-the Mchael, the Gabriel

whi ch had first brought himthe nessage, and his own Raphael. In Renai ssance System he had wanted
to send the other courier ship out in search, but the Mchael had pressing Vatican duties.
Intellectually, de Soya understood why this search was his and his al one. But here they have spent
al nost three weeks and searched two worlds. A robot archangel could leap into two hundred systens

and broadcast the alert in less than ten standard days ... at this rate, it will take de Soya and
t he Raphael four or five standard years. The exhausted father-captain has the urge to |augh
"There's still her ship," he says briskly. "If they go on without it, they have two options-send

the ship somewhere else, or leave it behind on one of the Tethys worlds."

"You say 'they,' sir," Gegorius says softly. "Are you sure there are others?"

"Soneone |ifted her fromour trap on Hyperion," says de Soya. "There are others."

"I't could be an entire Quster crew, " says Rettig. "They could be hal fway back to their Swarm by
now. . . after leaving the girl on any of these worlds. O they could be taking her with them"
De Soya lifts a hand to shut off conversation. They have been around and around this before. "I
think the ship was hit and damaged," he says. "W look for it and it may lead us to the girl."
Gregorius points to the jungle. It is raining there. "W've flown this entire stretch of river
between the portals. No sign of a ship. Wien we get to the next Pax system we can send back
garrison troops to watch these portals.”

"Yes," says Father Captain de Soya, "but they'll have a tine-debt of eight or nine nonths." He
| ooks at the rain streaking the wi ndshield and side ports. "W'Il| search the river."
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"What ?" says Lancer Rettig.

"If you had a damaged ship and had to |l eave it behind, wouldn't you hide it?" asks de Soya.
The two Swiss Guard troopers stare at their commander. De Soya sees that the nmen's fingers are
trenbling. Resurrection is affecting themas well.

"We' || deep-radar the river and as much of the jungle as we can," says the father-captain.

"I't'll take another day, at least," begins Rettig.

De Soya nods. "We'll have Corporal Kee instruct Raphael to deep-radar the jungle on a two-hundred-
klick swatch on either side of the river. W'll use the dropship to search the river. . . . W

have a cruder system on board, but |less to cover."
The exhausted troopers can only nod their obedi ence.

_:O:_***_:O:_

They find sonething on the second sweep of the river. The object is netal, large, and in a deep
pool only a few kil oneters downriver fromthe first portal. The dropship hovers while de Soya

ti ght beamrs the Raphael. "Corporal, we're going to investigate. | want the ship ready to lance this
thing within three seconds of ny coormand . . . but only on ny conmand.'

"I understand, sir," tightbeans Kee.

De Soya holds the dropship in hover while Gegorius and Rettig suit up, prepare the proper tools,
and stand in the open air lock. "Go," says de Soya.

Sergeant Gregorius drops out of the lock, the suit's EM systemkicking in just before the arnored
man strikes water. Both sergeant and | ancer swoop above the surface, weapons ready.

"W have the deep-radar lock on tactical," G egorius acknow edges on tightbeam

"Your video feeds are nom nal," says de Soya fromhis comrand chair. "Comrence dive."

Both nen drop, strike the surface, and di sappear beneath it. De Soya banks the dropship so he can
see out the port blister: the river is a dark green, but two bright headl anps can be seen gl eam ng
through the water. "About eight nmeters beneath the surface," he begins.

"CGot it," says the sergeant.

De Soya | ooks up at the nonitor. He sees swirling silt, a many-gilled fish hurrying out of the
light, a curved netal hull.

"There's a hatch or air lock open," reports Gregorius. "Mst of the thing's buried in the nud
here, but | can see enough of the hull to say it's about the right size. Rettig will stay out
here. I'mgoing in."

De Soya has the urge to say "Cood |uck," but keeps his silence. The nmen have been together |ong
enough to know what is appropriate with each other. He trins the dropship, readying the crude
plasma gun that is the tiny ship's only armanent.

The video feed stops as soon as Gregorius enters the open hatch. A minute passes. Then two. Two

m nut es beyond that, and de Soya is all but squirming in the conmand chair. He half expects to see
the spaceship leap out of the water, clawing for space in a desperate attenpt to escape.

"Lancer?" he says.

"Yes, sir," conmes Rettig's voice.

"No word or video fromthe sergeant?”

"No, sir. | think the hull's blocking tightbeam 1'll wait another five mnutes and . . . Hold it,
sir. | see sonething."

De Soya sees it too, the feed fromthe lancer's video nmurky in the thick water, but clear enough
to show Sergeant Gregorius's arnored hel net, shoulders, and arns rising fromthe open air-1Iock
hatch. The sergeant's headlanp illum nates silt and riverweed, the light swinging to blind
Rettig's canmera for an instant.

"Father Captain de Soya," comes Gregorius's bass runble, only slightly out of breath, "this ain't
it, sir. | think it's one of those old go-anywhere yachts that rich fol ks had back in the Wb
days, sir. You know, sir, the kind that was subnersible- could even fly a bit, | think."

De Soya lets out his breath. "What happened to it, Sergeant?"

The suited figure on the video gives a thunbs-up to Rettig, and the two nmen rise toward the
surface. "I think they scuttled it, sir," says Gegorius. "There are at |east ten skel etons on
board . . . maybe a dozen. Two of 'emare kids. As | say, sir, this thing was rigged to float on
any ocean-go under it if they wanted-so there's no way all the hatches opened by accident, sir."
De Soya watches out the window as the two figures in conbat arnor break the surface of the river
and hover five neters above it, water pouring fromtheir suits.
"I think they nmust've been stranded here after the Fall, sir,”
decided to end it all there, sir. It's only a guess, Father Captain, but | have a hunch
"I have a hunch you're right, Sergeant," says de Soya. "Cone on back." He opens the dropship hatch
as the suited figures fly toward it

Before they arrive, while he is still alone, de Soya raises his hand and nouths a bl essing of the

Gregorius is saying, "and just

file:/l/F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt (133 of 238) [1/15/03 6:05:44 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Dan%20Simmons/Simmons,%20Dan%20-%2003%20-%20Endymion.txt

river, the sunken craft, and those entonbed there. The Church does not sanctify suicides, but the
Church knows that little is certain in life or death. O, at |least, de Soya knows this, even if
the Church does not.

_:O:_***_ZO:_

They | eave notion detectors sendi ng beans across each of the portals-they will not catch the girl
and her allies, but they will tell the troops de Soya will send back whether anyone has passed
that way in the interimand then they lift the dropship from NGCes 2629-4BIV, tuck the stubby
dropship into the ugly nmass of Raphael above the gleanming linmb of the cloud-swirled planet, and
accelerate out of the world' s gravity well so that they can translate to their next stop

Barnard's Worl d.

This is as close as de Soya's pursuit itinerary will come to Od Earth Systema nere six |ight-
years-and since this was one of the earliest interstellar colonies of the pre-Hegira era, the
priest-captain likes to think that he will be getting a glinpse back in time of Od Earth itself.
Upon resurrection in the Pax base sone six AUs from Barnard's Wrld, however, de Soya i medi ately
notes the differences. Barnard's Star is a red dwarf, only about one fifth the mass of A d Earth's
Gtype star, and .less than 1/2500 the lumnosity. Only the proximty of Barnard's Wrld, 0.126
AU, and the centuries spent terraform ng the planet have produced a world high on the adaptive

Sol mev Scal e. But, as de Soya and his nen discover upon being ferried to the planet by their Pax
escort, the terraform ng has been very successful indeed.

Barnard's Wrld had suffered very much fromthe Quster Swarm invasi on preceding the Fall, and very
little-relatively speaking-fromthe Fall itself. The world had been a pleasant contradiction in
terms in Wb days: overwhel mingly agricultural, growing nostly Ad Earth inports such as corn
wheat, soybeans, and the |ike, but also profoundly intellectual-boasting hundreds of the finest
smal |l colleges in the Web. The conbi nation of agricultural backwater-life on Barnard' s Wrld
tended to inmitate small-town life in North America, circa 1900 -and intellectual hot spot had
brought sone of the Hegenony's finest scholars, witers, and thinkers there.

After the Fall, Barnard's Wrld relied nore upon its agricultural heritage than its intellectua
prowess. Wen the Pax arrived in force sone five decades after the Fall, its brand of born-again
Christianity and Pacem based governnent was resisted for sonme years. Barnard's Wirld had been sel f-
sufficient and wished to remain that way. It was not fornally accepted into the Pax until the Year
of Qur Lord 3061, sone 212 years after the Fall, and then only after bloody civil war between the
Catholics and parti san bands | oosely grouped under the nane The Free Believers.

Now, as de Soya |earns during his brief tour with Archbi shop Herbert Stern, the nmany colleges lie
enpty or have been converted to sem naries for the young nen and wonen of Barnard's Wrld. The
parti sans have all but disappeared, although there is still sonme resistance in the wild forest-and-
canyon areas along the river known as Turkey Run.

Turkey Run had been part of the River Tethys, and it is precisely there that de Soya and his nen
wish to go. On their fifth day in-system they travel there with a protective guard of sixty Pax
troopers and sone of the Archbishop's own elite guard.

They nmeet no partisans. This bit of the Tethys runs through broad valleys, under high shale
cliffs, through deciduous forests of AOd Earth-transplanted trees, and energes into what has | ong
since becone tilled | and-nostly cornfields sprinkled with the occasional white farnmhouse and
outbuildings. It does not look |like a place of violence to de Soya, and he encounters none there
The Pax skimers search the forest well for any sign of the girl's ship, but they find none. The
river of Turkey Run is too shallow to hide a ship-Myjor Andy Ford, the Pax officer in charge of
their search, calls it "the sweetest canoeing river this side of Sugar Creek"-and the section of
Ri ver Tethys had been only a few klicks long here. Barnard's Wrld has nodern atnosphere and
orbital traffic control, and no ship could have |eft the area without being tracked. Interviews
with farmers in the Turkey Run area produce no talk of strangers. In the end, Pax mlitary, the

Ar chbi shop' s di ocesan council, and local civil authorities pledge constant surveillance of the
area, despite any threat of Free Believer harassnent.

On their eighth day de Soya and his nmen take | eave of scores of people who can only be referred to
as newfound friends, rise to orbit, transfer to a Pax torchship, and are escorted back to the deep-
orbit Barnard's Star garrison and their archangel ship. The | ast sight de Soya glinpses of the
bucolic world is the twin spires of the giant cathedral rising in the capital of St. Thonas,
formerly known as Bussard City.

_:O:-***-:O:-

Swi nging away fromthe direction of old Earth System now, de Soya, G egorius, Kee, and Rettig
awaken in System Lacaille 9352, about as far fromdd Earth as Tau Ceti had been to the early
seedshi ps. Here the delay is neither bureaucratic nor nilitary, but environnental. The Wb world
here, known as Sibiatu's Bitterness then and renaned | nevitable Grace by its current popul ati on of
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a few thousand Pax col onists, had been environnentally marginal then and is far bel ow that now.
The River Tethys had run under twelve kil oneters of Perspex tunnel, holding in breathable air and
pressure. Those tunnels had fallen into decay nore than two centuries ago, the water boiling away
in the | ow pressure, the thin nethane-anmmoni a at nosphere of the planet rushing in to fill the
enpty riverbanks and shattered Perspex tubes.

De Soya has no idea why the Web woul d have included this rock in its River Tethys. There is no Pax
nmlitary garrison here, nor serious Church presence other than chaplains living with the highly
religious colonists eking out a living with their boxite mnes and sulfur pits, but de Soya and
his men convince sone of these colonists to take themto the former river

"If she come this way, she died," says Gregorius as he inspects the huge portals hangi ng over a
straight line of ruined Perspex and dry riverbeds. The net hane w nd bl ows, and grains of ever-
shifting dust try to find their way through the nen's atnosphere suits.

"Not if she stayed in the ship," says de Soya, turning ponderously in his suit to ook up at the
orange-yel | ow sky. "The col onists wouldn't have noticed the ship leaving . . . it's too far from
the col ony. "

The grizzled man with them a bent figure even in his worn and sandbl asted suit, grunts behind his
visor. "Zat bey true, Fadder. \We-en denna gay outsed a star-gazen' too offen, bey true.”

De Soya and his nen discuss the futility of ordering Pax troops to this sort of world to watch for
the girl in the nmonths and years to cone.

"It's a fact that it'll be god-awful, mniserable, ass-end-of-nowhere duty, sir,
"Pardon the | anguage, Father."

De Soya nods distractedly. They have left the |ast of the notion-sensor beacons there: five worlds
expl ored out of two hundred, and he is running out of naterial. The thought of sending troops back
here depresses himas well, but he can see little alternative. Besides the resurrection ache and
enot i onal confusion coursing through himconstantly now, there is growi ng depression and doubt. He
feels like an ancient, blind cat sent to catch a nouse, but unable to watch and guard two hundred
mousehol es sinultaneously. Not for the first time does he wish he were in the Qutback, fighting
CQusters.

As if reading the father-captain's thoughts, G egorius says, "Sir, have ye really | ooked at the
itinerary Raphael's set for us?"

"Yes, Sergeant. Wy?"

says Gregori us.

"Sone o' the places we're headed ain't ours anynmore, Captain. It's not till the later part of the
trip. . . worlds way in the Qutback . . . but the ship wants to take us to planets've been
overrun by the Qusters long ago, sir."

De Soya nods tiredly. "I know, Sergeant. | didn't specify battle areas or the G eat Wall defensive

zones when | told the ship's computer to plan the trip."
"There's eighteen worlds that would be a bit dicey to visit,'
grin. "Seeing as how the Qusters own 'em now. "

De Soya nods agai n but says not hi ng.

It is Corporal Kee who says softly, "If you want to go look there, sir, we'll be nore than happy
to go with you."

The priest-captain |ooks up at the faces of the three nen. He has taken their loyalty and presence
too much for granted, he thinks. "Thank you," he says sinply. "W'Il| decide when we get to that
part of the . . . tour."

"Whi ch may be about a hundred standard years fromnow at this rate,"” says Rettig.

"It may indeed," says de Soya. "Let's strap in and get the hell out of here.”

They transl ate out of the system

- =0=-***_ =O=-

Still in the old neighborhood, hardly out of Od Earth's pre-Hegira backyard, they junp to two
heavily terrafornmed worlds spinning through their conplicated choreography in the half-Iight-year
space between Epsilon Eridani and Epsilon Indi

The Qmi cron2-Epsil on3 Eurasi an Habitation Experinent had been a bold pre-Hegira Utopian effort to
achi eve against-all-odds terraformng and political perfection-primarily neo-Marxist-on hostile
worl ds while fleeing fromhostile forces. It had failed m serably. The Hegenony had repl aced the
Ut opi ans with FORCE: space bases and autonated refueling stations, but the press of Qutback-bound
seedshi ps and then spinshi ps passing through the O d Nei ghborhood region during the Hegira had | ed
to successful terraform ng of these two dark worlds spinning between the dimEpsilon Eridani sun
and the dimer Epsilon Indi star. Then the fanpbus defeat of G ennon-Height's fleet there had
sealed the twin-systems fame and mlitary inportance. The Pax has rebuilt the abandoned FORCE
bases, regenerated the failing terraform systens.

De Soya's searching of these two River sections is dry and businesslike in a nilitary way. Each of

says Gregorius with the hint of a
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the Tethys segnents is so deep in nmilitary reservation area that it soon beconmes obvious there is
no chance that the girl-nuch | ess the ship-could have passed through in the past two nonths

wi t hout being detected and run to ground. De Soya had surm sed this from knowi ng about the Epsilon
Systemr he has passed through there several tines hinself on his travels to the Geat Wall and
beyond- but had deci ded that he needed to see the portals for hinself.

It is good that they encounter this garrison systemat this tinme in their travels, however, for
both Kee and Rettig are hospitalized. Engineers and Church resurrection specialists exam ne
Raphael in dry dock and determine that there are minute but serious errors in the autonmated
resurrection creche. Three standard days are spent in making repairs.

When they translate out of systemthis time, with only one nore stop in the AOd Nei ghborhood
before noving into the post-Hegira reaches of the old Wb, it is with the earnest hope that their
heal t h, depression, and enotional instability will be inproved if they have to undergo automated
resurrection again.

"Where are you headed now?" asks Father Dimitrius, the resurrection specialist who has hel ped them
over the past days.

De Soya hesitates only a second before answering. It cannot conprom se his nission if he tells the
elderly priest this one fact.

"Mare Infinitus," he says. "It's a water world sonme three parsecs outward bound and two |ight-
years above the plane of-"
"Ah, yes," says the old priest. "I had a mission there decades ago, weaning the indigenie

fisherfolk fromtheir pagani smand bringing theminto Christ's light." The white-haired priest
raises his hand in a benediction. "Watever you seek, Father Captain de Soya, it is my sincere
prayer that you find it there.”

_:O:-***-:o:_

De Soya al nost | eaves Mare Infinitus before sheer chance brings himthe clue he has been seeking
It is their sixty-third day of seeking, only the second day since resurrection in their creches
aboard the orbital Pax station, and the begi nning of what should be their |ast day on the planet.
A tal kati ve young man naned Li eutenant Baryn Al an Sproul is de Soya's liaison from Pax Seventy
Ophi uchi A Fl eet Conmand, and |ike tour guides throughout history, the youngster gives de Soya and
his troopers nore background than they want to hear. But he is a good thopter pilot, and on this
ocean world in a flying machine that is relatively unfanmiliar to him de Soya is pleased to be
passenger rather than pilot, and he rel axes sone while Sproul takes them south, away fromthe
extensive floating city of St. Therese, and into the enpty fishing areas where the farcasters
still float.

"Way are the portals so far apart here?" asks Gregorius

"Ah, well," says Lieutenant Sproul, "there's a story to that."

De Soya catches his sergeant's eye. Gregorius al nost never smiles unless conbat is inmmnent, but
de Soya has grown fam liar with a certain glint in the big man's eye that is the sergeant's

equi val ent of riotous |aughter.

" so the Hegenony wanted to build its River Tethys portals out here in addition to the

orbital sphere they had and all the little farcasters they set up everywhere . . . sort of a silly
idea, isn't it, sir? Putting part of a river through the ocean here? . . . anyway, they wanted it
out in the Md-littoral Current, which makes sone sense because it's where the | eviathans and sone
of the nore interesting 'canths are, if the Wb tourists wanted to see fish, that is ... but the
problemis, well, it's pretty obvious ..."

De Soya | ooks over to where Corporal Kee is dozing in the warm sunlight com ng through his thopter
blister.
"It's pretty obvious that there's nothing permanent to build sonething big |ike those portals on

and you'll see 'emin a nmnute, sir, they're big. Wll, | nmean, there are the coral rings -but
they're not secured to anything, they float, and the yellowkel p islands, but they're not ... |
mean, you put a foot on them it goes right through, if you know what | mean, sir. . . . There, to

the starboard side, sir. That's yell owkel p. Don't get too nuch of it this far south. Anyway, what
the ol d Hegenony engineers did is, they rigged the portals sort of |ike we've been doing with the
platforns and cities for the last five hundred years, sir. That is, they run these foundation
bases a coupl e of hundred fathons-big, heavy things they've got to be, sir-and then run big,

bl aded drag anchors out on cables beneath that. But the bottom of the ocean here is sort of a

problematic thing . . . usually ten thousand fathons, at least . . . that's where the big
granddaddi es of our surface 'canths like Lanp Mouth live, sir ... nonsters down that deep, sir
klicks long . "

"Li eutenant," says de Soya, "what does this have to do with why the portals are so far apart?" The

hi gh, al nbost ultrasonic humof the thopter's dragonfly wings are threatening to put the priest-
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captain to sleep. Kee is now snoring, and Rettig has his feet up and his eyes closed. It has been
a long flight.

Sproul grins. "Getting to that, sir. You see, with those keel -weights and twenty klicks of cable
trailing to rock, our cities and platforns don't go very far, even in the Big Tide season, no,
sir. But these portals . . . well, we have lots of subnarine volcanic activity on Mare-Eye, sir
Whol e different 'col ogy down there, believe nme. Sone of themtube worns'd give those gigacanths a
battle, honestly, sir. Anyway, the ol d Webdays' engineers fixed those portals so that if their
keel wei ghts and cabl es sensed vol canic activity under them they'd just . . . well, mgrate, sir
is the best word I can think of."

"So," says de Soya, "the distance between the River Tethys portals has w dened because of vol canic
activity on the ocean floor?"

"Yes, sir," says Lieutenant Sproul with a wide grin that seens to suggest both pleasure and
amazenment that a Fleet officer can conprehend such a thing. "And there's one of themnow, sir,"
says the liaison officer with a flourish, banking the thopter into a descending spiral. He brings
the machine into a hover just a few neters above the ancient arch. Twenty neters bel ow that, the
viol et sea churns and spl ashes against the rusted netal at the portal's base.

De Soya rubs his face. None of themcan throw off the fatigue any |onger. Perhaps if they had a
few nore days between resurrection and death.

"Can we see the other portal now, please?" he says.

"Yes, sir!" The thopter buzzes just nmeters above the waves as it covers the two hundred klicks to
the next arch. De Soya does doze, and when he wakes to the lieutenant's gentle nudgi ng, the second
portal arch is visible against the sea. It is |late afternoon, and the | ow sun throws a | ong shadow
on the violet sea.

"Very good," says de Soya. "And the deep-radar searches are still being carried out?"

"Yes, sir," says the young pilot. "They're w dening the search radius, but so far they haven't
seen anything but some hell acious big Lanp Mouths. That gets the sports-fishing guys worked up,
can tell you."

"That's a major industry here, | take it, sir
behi nd the pilot.

"Yes, Sergeant," says Sproul, craning his long neck around to | ook at the bigger man. "Wth kel p
harvesting way down, it's our biggest offworld source of incone."

De Soya points to a platformonly a few kil oneters away. "Another fishing and refueling platfornP"
The priest-captain has spent a day with the Pax commanders, going over reports fromsmall outposts
like this all over the world. None have reported any contact with a ship, or sight of a child.
During this long flight south to the portals, they have passed dozens of sinilar platforns.

"Yes, sir," says Sproul. "Shall | hover for a while, or have you seen enough?"

De Soya | ooks at the portal-arching high above them now as the thopter hovers neters above the sea-
and says, "W can get back, Lieutenant. W have a formal dinner with Bi shop Mel andriano tonight."
Sproul's eyebrows rise toward his crew cut. "Yes, sir," he says, bringing the thopter up and
around in a final circle before headi ng back north.

"That platformlooks as if it's been damaged recently," says de Soya, |eaning farther to his right
to |l ook down fromthe blister port.

"Yes, sir," agrees the lieutenant. "I have a friend who just rotated in fromthat plat

Station Three-twenty-six Md-littoral, it's called sir ... and he told nme about it. They had a
poacher try to blow the place up a few tides ago."

" Sabot age?" says de Soya, watching the platformrecede.

"Querrilla war," says the |lieutenant. "The poachers are the indigenies fromback before the Pax
got here, sir. That's why we've got troopers on each of the plats, and regular patrol ships during
the height of the fishing season. W have to keep the fishing ships sort of herded there, sir, so
t he poachers don't attack them You saw those boats tied up, sir ... well, it's alnmost tine for
themto go fishing. Qur Pax ships will escort themout. The Lanp Mouth, well, sir, he rises up
just when the noons are just so ... you see the big one rising there, sir. So the legal fishing
ships . . . they have these bright Iights they shine when the nbons are down, luring the big
"canths up. But the poachers do that too, sir."

De Soya | ooks out at the enpty expanse of ocean between the thopter and the northern horizon
"Doesn't seemlike too many places for rebels to hide," he says.

"No, sir," says the lieutenant. "I nean, yes, sir. Actually, they've got fishing boats canoufl aged
to look like yellowkel p isles, subnersibles, even one big submarine harvester that was rigged up
like a Lanmp Mouth, believe it or not, sir."

"And that platformwas damaged by a poacher attack?" says de Soya, speaking to stay awake now. The
drone of the thopter wings is deadly.

runbl es Gregorius fromhis place on the junp seat
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"Right, sir," says Lieutenant Sproul. "About eight Big Tides ago. One man . . . which is unusual
the poachers generally cone in groups. He blew up some skimrers and thopters -comon tactics,

al t hough they usually go for the boats.™

"Excuse ne, Lieutenant," says de Soya, "you say this was eight Big Tides ago. Could you translate
that into standard?"

Sproul chews his Iip. "Ah, yes, sir. Sorry, sir. | grew up on Mare-Eye, and . . . well, eight Big
Ti des is about two standard nonths ago, sir."

"WAs the poacher apprehended?"

"Yes, sir," says Sproul with his youthful grin. "Well, actually there's a story there, sir.

The lieutenant glances at the priest-captain to see if he should go on. "Well, to nmake it short,
sir, this poacher got apprehended first, then he blew his charges and tried to get away, and then
he was shot and killed by the guards."

De Soya nods and closes his eyes. In the |last day he has reviewed over a hundred reports on
"poacher incidents" spread over the past two standard nonths. Blowing up platfornms and killing
poachers seens to be the second npbst popul ar sport- after fishing-on Mare Infinitus.

"The funny thing about this guy," says the lieutenant, finishing his story, "is how he tried to
get away. Sone sort of old flying carpet fromthe Hegenbny days."

De Soya snaps awake. He gl ances at the sergeant and his nmen. All three are sitting up, staring at
hi m

"Turn around," snaps Father Captain de Soya. "Take us back to that platform"

_:o:_***_:o:_

"And t hen what happened?" says De Soya for the fifth tine. He and his Swiss Guard are in the
platformdirector's office on the highest point of the platform just beneath the radar dish
Qutside the I ong wi ndow, three unbelievable noons are rising.

The director-a Pax captain in the Ocean Command nanmed C. Dobbs Pow -is overweight, florid, and
sweating heavily. "Wen it becanme apparent that this man was not in either of the fishing groups
we had on board that night, Lieutenant Belius took himaside for further questioning. Standard
procedure, Father Captain.”

De Soya stares at the nman. "And then?"

The director licks his lips. "And then the man nmanaged to escape tenporarily, Father Captain.
There was a struggle on the upper wal kway. He pushed Lieutenant Belius into the sea."

"WAs the |ieutenant recovered?"

"No, Father Captain. He alnpst certainly drowned, although there was quite a bit of rai nbow shark
activity that night-""

"Describe the man you had in custody before you lost him" interrupts de Soya, enphasizing the
word "lost."

"Young, Father Captain, maybe twenty-five or so standard. And tall, sir. Real big young guy."
"You saw hi m yoursel f?"

"Ch, yes, Father Captain. | was out on the wal kway w th Lieutenant Belius and Sea Lancer Ament
when the fellow started the fight and pushed Belius through the railing.”

"And then got away fromyou and the |lance private," says de Soya flatly. "Wth both of you arned
and this man . . . Did you say he was handcuffed?"

"Yes, Father Captain." Captain Fow nops his forehead with a noi st handkerchi ef.

"Did you notice anything unusual about this young nman? Anything else that did not make it into

your ... ah ... extremely brief action report to Command Headquarters?"
The director puts the handkerchi ef away, then pulls it out again to nop his neck. "No, Father
Captain ... | nean, well, during the struggle, the man's sweater was torn a bit in front. Enough

for me to notice that he wasn't |ike you and ne, Father Captain. ..."

De Soya rai ses an eyebrow.

"I mean he wasn't of the cross,”" Fow hurries on. "No cruciform 'Course, | didn't think nuch of
that at the tine. Mdst of these indigenie poachers've never been baptized. Wuldn't be poachers if
they had, now, would they?"

De Soya ignores the question. Pacing closer to the seated, sweating captain, he says, "So the nan
swung down under the main catwal k and escaped that way?"

"Didn't escape, sir," says Fowl . "Just got to this flying dingus that he nust've hidden there. I'd
set off the alarm of course. The whole garrison turned out, just like they was drilled to do."
"But this man got the . . . dingus . . . flying? And off the platforn®"

"Yes," says the platformdirector, nopping his brow again and obvi ously thinking of his future ..
or lack of it. "But just for a minute. W saw himon radar and then we saw himw th our night
goggles. That . . . rug . . . could fly, all right, but when we opened up on. it, it cone sw nging
back around toward the platform"
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"How high was it then, Captain Fow ?"

"Hi gh?" The director furrows his sweaty brow "I guess about twenty-five, thirty neters above the
wat er then. About |evel with our main deck. He was comn' right at us, Father Captain. Like he was
going to bonb the platformfroma flyin' rug. O course, in a way, he did ... | nean the charges
he'd planted went off right then. Scared the shit out of ne . . . excuse ne, Father."

"Go on," says de Soya. He | ooks at Gregorius where the big man is standing at parade rest behind
the director. Fromthe expression on the sergeant's face, it appears that he woul d be happy to
garrote the sweating captain in a second

"Well, it was quite an explosion, sir. Fire-control teans started running toward the bl ast, but
Sea Lancer Ament and sone of the other sentries and | stayed at our post there at the north

cat wal k. "

"Very commendabl e," nutters de Soya, the irony audible in his voice. "Go on."

"Wl |, Father Captain, there's not nuch nore," the sweating nman says |anely.

"You gave the order to fire at the flying man?"

"Yes . . . yes, sir."

"And all of the sentries fired at once . . . upon your order?"

"Yeah," says the director, his eyes glazed with the effort to renenber. "I think they all fired.
There were six of themthere besides Ament 'n' ne.
"And you al so fired?" pressed de Soya.

"Well, yeah ... the station was under attack. The flight deck was a burning ness. And this
terrorist was flyin' at us, carrying God knows what."

De Soya nods as if unconvinced. "Did you see anything or anyone on the flying nmat other than the
one man?"

"Well, no," says Fow . "But it was dark."

De Soya | ooks out the wi ndow at the rising noons. Brilliant orange |ight floods through the panes.
"Were the noons up that night, Captain?"

Fow licks his lips again as if tenmpted to lie. He knows that de Soya and his nen have intervi ewed
Sea Lancer Ament and the others, and de Soya knows he knows. "They'd just risen,” he nunbles.

"So the anmpbunt of |ight was conparable to this?" says de Soya.

"Yeah."

"Did you see anyone or anything else on that flying device, Captain? A package? A backpack?

Anyt hing that m ght be construed to be a bonmb?"

"No," says Fowl, anger noving under the surface of his fear now, "but it only took a handful of

pl astique to bl ow up two of our patrol skimers and three thopters, Father Captain.”

"Very true," says de Soya. Pacing to the brilliantly lit w ndow, he says,' 'Your seven sentries,
Sea Lancer Anent included -were they all carrying flechette guns, Captain?"

"Yes."

"And you yourself carried a flechette pistol. Is that right?"

"Yes. "

"And did all of these flechette charges strike the suspect?"

Fow hesitates, then shrugs. "I think nost of themdid."

"And did you see the result?" de Soya asks softly.

"I't shredded the bastard . . . sir," says Fow, anger wi nning over fear for the tine being. "I saw
bits of himfly apart like gull shit hitting a fan . . . sir. Then he dropped . . . naw, he flew
backward of f that stupid carpet |ike someone being yanked by a cable. Fell into the sea right next
to pylon L-3. Rainbow sharks, they canme up and started feeding within ten seconds.”

"So you did not recover the body?" says de Soya.

Fowl |ooks up with defiance in his eyes. "Ch, no ... we recovered it, Father Captain. | had Amrent
and Kil nmer sweep up what was left with boat hooks, gaffes, and a hand net. That was after we'd put
the fire out and I'd made sure there was no further danger to the platform" Captain Fow was

begi nning to sound confident of his own correctness.

De Soya nods. "And where is that body now, Captain?"

The director steeples his pudgy fingers. They are shaking only slightly. "W buried it. At sea ..
of course. Of the south dock that next norning. Brought up a whole school of rainbow sharks, and
we shot sone for dinner."

"But you are satisfied that the body was that of the suspect you had put under arrest earlier?"

Fow's tiny eyes beconme even snaller as he squints at de Soya. "Yeah . . . what was left of him
Just a poacher. This kind of shit happens all the tine out here on the big violet, Father
Captain. "

"And do poachers fly ancient EMflying carpets out here all the tinme on the big violet, Captain
Fow ?"
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The director's face freezes. "lIs that what that di ngus was?"

"You did not nmention the carpet in your report, Captain.”

Fowl shrugs. "It didn't seeminportant.”

De Soya nods. "And you say now that the . . . dingus . . . just kept going? That it overflew the
deck and catwal k and di sappeared out at sea? Enpty?"

"Yes," says Captain Fow, pulling hinmself erect in the chair and straightening his wilted uniform
De Soya whirls around. "Sea Lancer Ament says otherw se, Captain. Lancer Anent says that the
carpet was recovered, that it was deactivated, and that it was |last seen in your custody. Is this
true?"

"No," says the director, |looking fromde Soya to Gregorius to Sproul to Kee to Rettig and then
back to de Soya. "No, | never saw it after it flew past us. Ament's a fucking liar."

De Soya nods to Sergeant Gregorius. To Fow he says, "Such an ancient artifact, in working order
woul d be worth quite a bit of noney, even on Mare Infinitus, would it not, Captain?"

"I don't know," manages Fowl, who is watching G egorius. The sergeant has wal ked over to the
director's private cabinet. It is made of heavy steel and it is locked. "I didn't even know what
the dammed thing was," adds Fow .

De Soya is standing at the wi ndow now. The largest noon fills the entire eastern sky. The
farcaster arch is quite visible, silhouetted against the nmoon. "It is called a hawking mat," he
says softly, alnpst in a whisper. "In a place called the Valley of the Tine Tonbs, it would have
made just the right sort of radar signature."” He nods at Sergeant Gregori us.

The Swi ss Guard noncom srmashes open the steel cabinet with one blow of his gauntleted hand.
Reaching in, he brushes aside boxes, papers, stacks of currency, and conmes out with a rug,
carefully folded. He carries it over to the director's desk.

"Arrest this man and get himout of ny sight," Father Captain de Soya says softly. Lieutenant
Sproul and Corporal Kee |lead the protesting director fromthe office.

De Soya and Gregorius unroll the hawking mat on the | ong desktop. The carpet's ancient flight
threads still glow gold in the noonlight. De Soya touches the forward edge of the artifact,
feeling the cuts and torn places there where flechettes have ripped the fabric. There is bl ood
everywhere, obscuring the ornate designs, dulling the glow of the threads of superconducting
nmonofi |l anent. Shreds of what night be human flesh are caught in the short tassels in the back of

t he carpet.
De Soya | ooks up at Gregorius. "Have you ever read the |long poemcalled the Cantos, Sergeant?"
"The Cantos, sir? No . . . I'mnot nmuch for reading. Besides, ain't that on the list of forbidden

books, sir?"

"I believe it is, Sergeant," says Father Captain de Soya. He noves away fromthe bl oodi ed hawki ng
mat and | ooks out at the rising noons and the silhouetted arch. This is a piece of the puzzle, he
is thinking. And when the puzzle is conplete, | will have you, child.

"I believe it is on the forbidden list, Sergeant," he says again. He turns quickly and heads for
the door, gesturing for Rettig to roll the hawking mat and bring it along. "Cone," he says,
putting nore energy in his voice than he has had for weeks. "W have work to do."

33

My nenory of the twenty minutes or so | spent in that large, bright mess hall is very much |ike
those bad dreans we all have sooner or later: you know the ones | nean, where we find ourselves in
sone place out of our past but cannot renenber our reason for being there or the names of the
peopl e around us. Wen the lieutenant and his two troopers wal ked me into the nmess hall,

everything in the roomwas tinged with that nightmare displacement of the fornerly famliar. | say
fam |iar because | had spent a good part of ny twenty-seven years in hunting canps and nmilitary

mess halls, casino bars and the galleys of old barges. | was faniliar with the conmpany of nen: too
famliar, | mght have said then, for the elements | sensed in this room bl uster, braggadocio, and

the sweat-scented ointnment of city-nervous nmen in the throes of adventure-bound mal e bondi ng- had
| ong since grown tiresone to ne. But nowthat famliarity was offset by the strangeness-the
smattering of dialect-laden speech | could hear, the subtle differences in clothing, the suicidal
snel|l of cigarettes, and the knowl edge that | would give nyself away al nost imrediately if there
was any need to deal with their currency, culture, or conversation

There was a tall coffee urn on the farthest table-I had never been in a ness hall w thout one-and
| anbled over there, trying to look casual as | did so, found a cup that was relatively clean, and
poured nyself sone coffee. All the while | was watching the |ieutenant and his two nen watch ne.
When they seened confortable that | belonged there, they turned and went out. | sipped terrible
coffee, noted idly that nmy hand hol ding the cup was not shaking despite the hurricane of enotions
inside ne, and tried to decide what to do next.
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Amazingly, | still had ny weapons-sheath knife and pistol -and nmy radio. Wth the radio | could
detonate the plastique at any tine and make a run for the hawking mat during the confusion. Now
that I had seen the Pax sentinels, | knew that there would have to be sone sort of diversion if
the raft was going to get by this platformw thout being seen. | walked to the window, it faced
the direction we had been thinking of as north, but | could see the "eastern" sky aglow with

i mm nent noonrise. The farcaster arch was visible to the naked eye. | tried the wi ndow, but it was
either locked in some form|l could not see or nailed in place. There was a corrugated steel roof
of another nodule just a neter or so below the wi ndow | evel, but there seemed no way | coul d get
to it fromhere.

"Who you with, son?"

| turned quickly. Five men had cone over fromthe nearest group, and it was the shortest and
fattest who was speaking to ne. The nman wore outdoor garb: checked flannel shirt, canvas trousers,
canvas vest not too dissinmilar frommine, and a fish-scaling knife on his belt. | realized then
that the Pax troopers m ght have seen the tip of ny hol ster poking out fromunder my vest but
assuned it to be one of these knife sheaths.

This man had al so spoken in dialect, but one quite different fromthe Pax guards outside. The

fishernen, | renmenbered, were probably offworlders, so ny strange accent should not be overly
suspi ci ous.
"Klingman," | said, taking another sip of the sludge-tasting coffee. The one word had worked on

the Pax troopers.
It did not work on these nen. They | ooked at each other a nonment, and then the fat one spoke
again. "W cane in with the Klingman party, boy. Al the way from St. Therese. You weren't on the

hydrofoil. Wat's your ganme?"

I grinned. "No gane," | said. "I was supposed to be with the group-mssed it in St. Therese-cane
on down with the Oters."

I still hadn't got it right. The five men spoke anong thenselves. | heard the word "poachers"

several times. Two of the nen left and went out the door. The fat man poked a fat finger at ne. "I
was sittin' over there with the Qtter guide. He never seen you before either. You stay right

t here, son."

That was the one thing | was not going to do. Setting my cup on the table, | said, "No, you wait

here. 1'mgoing to go get the Iieutenant and have a few things strai ghtened out. Don't nove."
This seemed to befuddle the fat man, and he stayed in his place as | crossed the nowsilent ness
hal |, opened the door, and stepped out onto the catwal k.

There was nowhere to go. To ny right, the two Pax troopers with flechette guns had snapped to
attention at the railing. On ny left, the thin lieutenant |1'd bunped into earlier was hurrying
down the wal kway with the two civilians and what | ooked to be a pudgy Pax captain in tow

"Damm, " | said aloud. Subvocalizing, | said, "Kiddo, I'min trouble here. They may have ne. ||

| eave the external nike open so you can hear. Head straight for the portal. Don't answer!" The
last thing | needed during this conversation was a tiny voice chirping out of mnmy hearplug.

"Hey!" | said, stepping forward toward the captain and raising ny hands as if | was going to shake
his. "You're just the man | was | ooking for."

"That's him" cried one of the two fishernen. "He didn't cone in with us or the Qtter group. It's
one of them cross-damed poachers you been tellin'" us about!"

"Cuff him" said the captain to the lieutenant, and before | could do anything clever, the
troopers had grabbed me from behind and the thin officer had sl apped handcuffs on me. They were
the ol d-fashioned netal kind, but they worked quite well -locking ny wists in front of ne and al
but cutting off circulation.

| realized at that instant that | would never make it as a spy. Everything about nmy foray to the
pl atform had been a disaster. The Pax troops were being sloppy-they were still crowdi ng agai nst ne
when they shoul d have kept their distance and held their weapons on nme while they searched nme, and
then cuffed ne when | was di sarned-but the search would come in a few seconds.

| decided not to give themthose few seconds. Bringing nmy cuffed hands up quickly, | grabbed the
chubby little captain by the front of his shirt and threw himback into the two civilians. There
was a norment of shouting and pushing during which I turned quickly, kicked the first gun-carrying
trooper in the balls as hard as | could, and grabbed the second one by the weapon still slung over
hi s shoul der. The trooper shouted and seized the weapon with both hands just as | grabbed the
sling and pulled it down and to the right with all of ny strength. The trooper went with the
weapon, hit the wall with his bare head, and sat down very quickly. The first trooper, the one I'd

ki cked and who was still kneeling and holding his groin with one hand, reached up with his free
hand and ripped ny sweater all the way down the front, tearing ny night goggles off ny neck as he
did so. | kicked himin the throat and he went all the way down.
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The lieutenant had renoved his flechette pistol by this tine, realized that he could not shoot ne
wi thout killing the two troopers behind nme, and struck me on the head with the butt of the thing
Fl echette pistols are not that heavy or substantial. This one nade nme see sparks behind ny eyes
for a noment and opened ny scalp. It also nade ne angry.

| turned around and hit the lieutenant in the face with my fist. He pivoted back over the wai st-
high railing, arns flailing, and kept on going. Everyone froze for a second as the man screaned
all the way down to the water, twenty-five nmeters bel ow

| should say that everyone but | froze, for even while the lieutenant's boot soles were stil

vi sible going over the railing, | had turned, |eaped over the trooper on the floor, slamed open
the screen door, and run into the ness hall. Men were mlling around, nobst of them making toward
the door and wi ndows on this side to see what the comotion was, but they nade way for nme as |
dodged t hrough them|like a deep brooder on a forty-three-man squani sh team herding the goat in for
t he goal

Behind nme, | heard the door slamm ng open again and the captain or one of the troopers shouting,
"Down! Qut of the way! Look out!"”

I could feel ny shoul der bl ades hunching again at the thought of those thousands of flechette

darts flying my way, but | did not slowas | |eaped to a tabletop, covered ny face with ny still-
handcuffed wists, and hit the wi ndow flying, ny right shoul der taking the brunt of the inpact.
Even while leaping, it crossed ny nmind that all it would take was for the w ndow to be Perspex or

smart glass and my misadventure would end in perfect farce-ne bouncing back into the nmess hall to
be shot or captured at the troopers' leisure. It would nmake sense for a platformway out here to
use unbreakable material instead of glass. But it had felt like glass when | had set ny fingers
against it a few mnutes earlier

It was gl ass.

I hit the corrugated steel of the roof and just kept rolling downhill, shards of glass flying
around ne and crunchi ng beneath ne. |'d brought part of the window s muntin with ne- broken wood
and gl ass was stuck in ny vest and tattered sweater-but | didn't slow to disentangle nmyself. At
the end of the roof I had a choice: instinct made ne want to keep rolling over the edge, get out
of sight before those gunnen opened up behind ne, and hope that there was another catwal k bel ow,

| ogi ¢ nade me want to stop and check it out before rolling over; nenory suggested that there were
no catwal ks along this north edge of the platform

| conmprom sed by rolling off the edge of the roof but grabbing the overhang as | did so, peering
down between ny swinging boots as ny fingers slipped. There was no deck or platform down there,
just twenty nmeters of air between my boots and the violet waves. The noons were rising and the sea
was comng alive with |ight.

| levered nyself up far enough to | ook back at the window |I'd broken through, saw the gunnen
mlling there, and dropped nmy head out of sight just as one of themfired. The flechette cloud
went slightly high, missing ny straining fingers by two or three centineters, and | flinched as
listened to the angry-bee hum of thousands of steel needles flying past. There was no deck bel ow
me, but | could see a pipe running horizontally along the side of the nodule. It was six or eight
centineters across. There was the narrowest of gaps between the inside of the pipe and the wall of
t he nmodul e, perhaps w de enough for ny fingers to find a grip-if the pipe did not break under ny
weight, if the shock did not dislocate ny shoulders, if ny handcuffed hands did not fail, if ... |
did not think: |I dropped. My forearns and the steel of ny handcuffs slammed into the pipe, alnost
flipping ne backward, but ny fingers were ready to grip and they did so, sliding upward al ong the
i nside of the pipe but then hol ding my weight.

The second burst of flechette fire above nme blew the roof overhang to shreds and perforated the
outer wall in a hundred places. Splinters and steel shards tunbled past in the noonlight as the
men shouted and cursed up there. | heard footsteps on the roof.

I was shuffling and swinging to nmy left as quickly as | could. There was a deck protrudi ng bel ow
the corner of the nmodule down there, at |east three meters below nme and four or five meters to the
east. Progress was naddeningly slow. M/ shoul ders were shrieking with disconfort, nmy fingers were
becom ng nunb fromlack of circulation. | could feel glass shards in ny hair and scal p, and bl ood
was running into ny eyes. The nmen above ne were going to get to the edge of the roof before

could get to a point above the platform

Suddenly there was cursing and shouting, and a section of the roof caved in where | had been

hangi ng. Evidently their flechette fire had underm ned that section of roofing, and now their

wei ght was causing it to collapse. | could hear them shovi ng back, cursing, and finding alternate
routes to the edge.

This delay only gave ne an extra eight to ten seconds, but it was enough to allow nme to shuffle ny
hands to the end of the pipe, swing nmy body once, twice, release on the third swi ng, and fal
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heavily to the platformbelow, rolling up against the east railing hard enough to knock the w nd
out of ne.

I knew that | could not lie there and get ny wi nd back. | noved quickly, rolling toward the darker
section of deck under the nodule. At |least two flechette guns fired-one missing and roiling the
waters fifteen nmeters bel ow, the other pounding the end of the deck |like a hundred nail guns
firing at once. | rolled to ny feet and ran, ducking | ow beans and trying to see through the nmaze
of shadows down there. Footsteps pounded somewhere above nme. They had the advantage of know ng the
| ayout of these decks and stairways; but only | knew where | was headed.

I was headed to the easternnost and | owest deck, where | had left the mat, but this maintenance
deck opened onto a long catwal k that ran north and south. Wien | had cut far enough under the main

platformthat | thought | would be even with the east deck, | swung up onto a support beamit was
about six centineters w de-and, handcuffed arns flailing Ileft and then right for bal ance, crossed
an open section to the next vertical post. | did this again, shifting north and south when the

beanms ended, but always findi ng another beam runni ng east.
Trapdoors were flying open and footsteps pounded on the catwal ks beneath the mai n deck, but |

reached the eastern deck first. | junped to it, found the mat where | had lashed it to the post,
unrolled it, tapped the flight threads, and was up and flying over the railing just as a trapdoor
opened above the long flight of stairs conming down to the deck. | was |ying prone on the carpet,

trying to make the least silhouette |I could agai nst nmoons or gl owi ng waves, tapping flight threads
clumsily because of the handcuffs.

My instinct was to fly due north, but | realized that this would be a nm stake. The flechette guns
woul d be accurate only to sixty or seventy meters out, but sonmeone up there nust have a pl asna
rifle or the equivalent. Al the attention was focused on the east end of the platformnow M
best chance was to head west or south.

| banked | eft, swooped beneath the support beans there, and skipped just above the waves, heading
west under the protective edge of the platform Only one deck protruded out this far-the one |'d
dropped onto-and | could see that it was enpty at the north end. Not just enpty, | realized, but
shot to bits fromthe flechette fire and probably too dangerous to stand on. | flew under it and
continued west. Boots clattered on the upper catwal ks, but anyone catching a glinpse of ne would
have a hell of a rough tinme lining up a shot because of the dozens of pylons and cross girders
her e.

I swooped out fromunder the platforminto the shadow of it -the noons were hi gher now and stayed
just nmillineters above the wave tops, staying low, trying to keep the |long ocean swell between ne
and the western end of the platform | was fifty or sixty nmeters out and al nbost ready to breathe a
sigh of relief when | heard the splashing and coughing a few neters to ny right, just beyond the
next swell.

I knew instantly what it was, who it was-the lieutenant | had slugged and sent sprawling over the
railing. My inpulse was to keep on flying. The platform behind me was a nmass of confusion at this
poi nt-men shouting, others shooting off the north side, nore men screamng at the east end where
had slipped away-but it seened that no one had seen nme out here. This man had struck ne in the
head with his flechette pistol and would happily have killed me if his pals hadn't been in the
way. The fact that the current had pulled himout here away fromthe platformwas his bad | uck
there was nothing | could do about it.

[/ can drop himoff at the base of the platformperhaps on one of the support beams. | got away
once this way; | can do it again. The man was doing his job. He does not deserve to die for it.

It is fair to say that | hated ny conscience at nonents |ike that-not that | had had many nonents
I'ike that.

| stopped the hawking mat just above the waves. | was still lying on ny belly, ny head and

shoul ders hunched | ow so that the shouting nen on the platformwould not spot nme. Now | |eaned out
and to the right to see if | could spot the source of the coughing and spl ashi ng.

| saw the fish first. They had dorsals like holos 1'd seen of AOd Earth sharks, or the canniba
saber backs of Hyperion's South Sea, but two shining dorsal fins rather than one. | could see the
fish clearly in the noonlight: they seened to glitter a dozen bright colors, fromthe twin dorsa
fins to their long bellies. They were about three neters |long, they noved like predators with
powerful surges of their tails, and their teeth were very white

Fol |l owi ng one of these killers over the swell toward the coughing sounds, | saw the |lieutenant. He
was spl ashing and struggling to keep his head above water, all the while pivoting, trying to keep
the nulticolored killer fish at bay. One of the tw n-dorsal ed things would |Iunge toward him
through the violet water, and the |ieutenant would kick at it, trying to strike its head or fin
with his boot. The fish would snap and then wheel away. Qthers were circling closer. The Pax

of ficer was obviously exhausted.
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"Damm, " | whi spered. There was no way | could | eave himthere.

The first thing | did was tap the code that killed the deflection field-that |ow scal e contai nnent
field designed to keep the wind out at high speeds and the hawki ng-mat occupants, especially
children, fromtunbling off at any speed. If | was going to be pulling this waterlogged nan

aboard, | did not want to have to struggle against the EMfield. Then |I slid the nmat down the |ong
swell toward him bringing it to a halt right where he had been
He was no longer there. The man had slipped under. | considered diving for him then saw the pale

forns of his arms struggling just under the waves. The shark-things were circling closer, but not
attacking at the nonent. Perhaps the shadow of the hawki ng nmat di sconcerted them
I reached down with both nanacl ed hands, found his right wist, and pulled himup. H's weight
al nrost tunbled ne off the mat, but | | eaned back, found ny bal ance, and tugged himup far enough
that | could grab the back of his pants and haul him-dripping, coughing water-onto the hawking
mat .
The lieutenant was pale and cold, shaking all over, but after an initial bout of retching up
seawat er, he seenmed to be breathing all right. | was glad for that: | was not sure my generosity
woul d go so far as administering nouth-to-nouth resuscitation. Making sure that he was sprawl ed on
the mat far enough that one of the passing dorsal-fish wouldn't |eap up and take his legs off, |
turned nmy attention back to the controls. | set a course back to the platform rising slightly as
we went. Funmbling in nmy vest, | found the comunit and keyed in the code needed to detonate the
pl astique |I had planted on the ski mer and thopter decks. W would approach the platformfromthe
south, where | could nmake sure those decks were clear of people: | would then transnit the
detonate code with a sinple push of the button and, in the ensuing confusion, sw ng back around
and conme in fromthe west, dropping the |ieutenant off at the first dry place | could find under
t here.
| turned to see if the man was still breathing and had an instant's glinpse of the Pax officer on
one knee, sonething gleaning in his hand

he stabbed ne in the heart.
O it would have been directly through ny heart, if | had not twisted in the split second it took
for the knife to cut through my vest, sweater, and flesh. As it was, the short blade ripped into
my side and grated against a rib. | did not feel pain at the nonent so nuch as a shock-a litera
el ectric shock. | gasped and grabbed for his wist. The blade cane in fast, higher this tine, and
my hands-slippery with seawater and my own bl ood, slipped back along his wist. The best | could
do was pull downward, using the band of netal connecting the manacles on ny wists to pull his arm
down as he stabbed ne again, a downward thrust this time that would have cone in over the sanme rib
and punctured ny heart had it not been for ny pull on his armslow ng the novenent and the com
unit in ny vest pocket deflecting the blade. Even so, | felt the blade rip at the flesh of ny side
again and | staggered back, trying to get ny footing on the rising hawki ng nmat.
I was dimy aware of the explosions at ny back: the knife blade nust have struck the transmt

button. | did not turn to look as | found nmy bal ance, feet apart. The mat continued to rise-we
were eight or ten neters above the ocean now and still clinbing.

The lieutenant had also |leaped to his feet, falling into the natural crouch of a born knife
fighter. | have always hated edged weapons. | have skinned aninmals and gutted i nnumerabl e fish.
Even when | was in the Guard, | could not understand how humans coul d do that to hunmans at cl ose
range. | had a knife on ny belt sonewhere, but | knew that | was no match for this man. My only

hope was to get the automatic out of its holster, but it was a difficult nmovenent-the pistol was
on ny left hip, turned backward so that | could draw across ny body, but now | had to use both
hands, funbl e aside the hanging vest, pull up the flap over the weapon, pull it out, aimit

He slashed across ny body, left to right. | junped back to the very front of the hawking nat, but
too late-the sharp little blade cut through flesh and nuscle along the back of nmy right armas |
was reaching across ny body for the pistol. | felt the pain of this cut and cried out. The
lieutenant smiled, his teeth slick with seawater. Still crouching, knowi ng that | had nowhere to
go, he took a half step forward and swung the knife upward in an eviscerating arc that had to end
in nmy belly.

| had been turning to ny right when he slashed ne before, now | kept the notion going and pushed
off fromthe clinbing hawking mat in a clean dive, ny nanacled hands directly in front of ne as
broke the water ten neters bel ow. The ocean was salty and dark. | had not taken much of a breath
before hitting the water, and for a terrible nmoment | literally did not know which way was up
Then | saw the gl ow of the three noons and kicked in that direction. My head cl eared the surface
intine to see the lieutenant still standing aboard the rising mat, now thirty neters closer to
the platformand perhaps twenty-five nmeters high and rising. He was crouched and | ooking in ny
direction as if waiting for ne to return so that he could finish the fight.
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I would not be returning, but I did want to finish the fight. Funbling underwater for the
automatic, | unsnapped the holster, pulled the heavy weapon out, and tried to float on ny back so
that I could aimthe dammed thing. My target was clinbing and di sappeari ng, but he was stil

sil houetted against the inpossible noon as | thunbed back the hamer and steadied nmy arns.

The lieutenant had just given up on ne and turned toward the commotion on the platformwhen the
men there fired. They beat me to it by a second or two. | doubt if | would have hit himat that

di stance. There was no way they could have nissed.

At |least three flechette clusters struck himat once, knocking him back off the hawking mat |ike a
| oad of | aundry someone had tossed through the air. | literally saw nmoonlight through his riddled
body as it tunbled down to the wave tops. A second |ater one of the col ored shark-things bruised
past ne, actually bashing ny shoul der aside in its eagerness to get to the nmass of bl eeding bait
that had been the Pax |ieutenant.

| floated there a second, watching the hawking mat until someone on the platformgrabbed it. | had
chil di shly hoped that the carpet would swoop around and come back to me, lift ne out of the sea,
and carry me back to the raft a klick or two north of here now. | had grown fond of the hawking

mat - fond of being part of the nyth and legend it represented-and watching it fly away from ne
forever like that made ne sick to ny stonmach

I was sick to ny stomach. Between the wounds and the salt water 1'd ingested-not to nention the
effect of salt water in the wounds-the nausea was real. | kept floating there in the salty sea,
ki cking to keep ny head and shoul ders above water, the heavy automatic held in ny two hands.

If I was going to swim | had to shoot the handcuffs apart. But how could | do that? The stee
band between the nmanacles was only half the thickness of ny wist; no matter how | contorted, |
could not get the nuzzle of the weapon around where | could sever the band with a bullet.

Meanwhi l e, the dorsal fins were circling away fromtheir feeding on the lieutenant. | knew that |
was bl eeding badly. | could feel the heavier wetness at ny side and on the back of ny arm where
the salty blood was spilling into the salty sea. If those things were anything |ike the saberbacks

or sharks, they could sense blood for kilometers. My only hope was to kick toward the platform
use the pistol on the first fins to come near nme, and hope |I could reach one of the pylons and
pul | nyself out or yell for help. That was ny only hope.

| | eaned back, kicked, rolled onto ny stonmach, and started swinming north, toward the open ocean
| had been on the platformonce this |long day. That was enough

34

I had never before tried swinmming with ny hands tied in front of ne. It is ny earnest hope that |
never have to try it again. Only the strong salinity of this world' s ocean kept nme afloat as |

ki cked, floated, flailed, and thrashed ny way north. | had no real hope of reaching the raft; the
current began running strongest at least a klick north of the platform and our plan had been to
keep the raft as far away fromthe structure as we could without losing the river within the sea
It was only a few mnutes before the colored sharks began circling again. Their shinmering,
electric colors were visible beneath the waves, and when one noved in for the attack, | stopped
trying to swim floated, and kicked at its head in precisely the sane way as | had seen the late
lieutenant hold the things at bay. It seened to work. The fish were undoubtedly deadly, but they
were stupid-they attacked one at a tinme, as if there were sonme unseen pecking order anong them and
I kicked themin the snout one at a tine. But the process was exhausting. | had started to renove
my boots just before the first color-shark attack-the heavy | eat her was draggi ng me down- but the
t hought of kicking bare feet at those fanged, bullet-shaped heads made ne keep the boots on as
long as | could. | also soon decided that | could not swmwth the pistol in ny hands. The
saberback things were diving during their actual lunges at ne, coning up frombeneath seened to be
their preferred node of attack, and | doubted whether a bullet fromthe old slug-thrower would do
any good through a neter or two of water. Eventually | tucked the pistol back into its hol ster

al though | soon wi shed | had dropped it altogether. Floating, swiveling to keep twin dorsal fins
inview, | finally pulled off ny boots and let themslip away into the depths. Wen the next shark
attacked, | kicked harder, feeling the sandpaper roughness of the skin above its tiny brain. It
snapped at ny bare feet but noved away and began circling again.

This is the way | swam north, pausing, floating, kicking, cursing, swmring a few nmeters, pausing
again to twist in circles waiting for the next attack. If it had not been for the conbination of
the brilliant noons and the saberback things' glow ng skin, one of themwould have pulled ne down
| ong before. As it was, | soon reached the point where | was too exhausted to try to swimany
longer-all | could do was float on ny back, gasp for air, and get ny feet between those white
teeth and ny legs every time | saw the colors flashing nmy way.

The knife wounds were beginning to hurt in earnest now | could feel the deeper slash al ong ny
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ribs as a terrible burning conbined with a stickiness dowmn the Iength of nmy side. | was sure that

I was bleeding into the water, and once, when the dorsal fins were circling far enough out that I
could ignore themfor a nmonent, | lowered ny hands to ny side and then pulled them out of the

wat er. They were red-nuch redder than the violet sea glowing in the light of the great noon that
had now cleared the horizon. |I felt the weakness growing in ne and realized that | was bleeding to
death. The water was beconing warnmer, as if my blood were heating it to a confortable tenperature,
and the tenptation to close ny eyes and nove deeper into that warnth grew stronger each mnute.

| adnmit that each time the ocean swell bore ne up, | kept |ooking over ny shoul der for sonme sign
of the raft-for some mracle fromthe north. | saw nothing there. Part of nme was pleased at this-
the raft had probably transited the farcaster portal by now. It had not been intercepted. | had
seen no skimers airborne, no thopters, and the platformwas only a di mnishing blaze to the
south. | realized that ny best hope was to be picked up by a searching thopter now that the raft
was safely gone, but even the thought of such rescue did not cheer ne. | had been to the platform
once this day.

Floating on ny back, twisting ny head and neck to keep the colored dorsals in view, | kicked ny
way north, rising with each great novenent of the violet sea, dropping into wide troughs as the
ocean seened to breathe in. | rotated to nmy stonmach and tried kicking nore strongly, mnmy handcuffed
fists strai ght ahead of nme, but | was too exhausted to keep ny head above water that way. My right
arm seened to be bleeding nore fiercely now and seened three tinmes as heavy as the left. | guessed
that the lieutenant's bl ade had severed tendons there.

Finally I had to give up swinmng and concentrate on floating, ny feet kicking to keep nme up, ny
head and shoul ders above water, my fists clenched in front of nmy face. The saberback things seened
to sense ny weakness; they took turns swiming at ne, their great nmouths open to feed. Each tine |
pulled ny |l egs up and kicked straight out, trying to strike their snouts or brainpans with ny
heel s without having ny feet bitten off. Their rough skin had abraded the flesh of nmy heels and
soles to the point that | was adding nore blood to the sphere that must surround nme. It made the
dorsal -things wilder. Their attacks came closer together as | grewtoo tired to pull ny legs up
each tine. One of the long fish ripped ny right pant leg off fromthe knee to ankle, pulling a

| ayer of skin with it as it noved away with a triunphant stroke of its tail.

Part of ny tired m nd had been pondering theol ogy during all this-not praying, but wondering about
a Cosmic God who allowed Its creatures to torture each other like this. How nany hom nids,

manmal s, and trillions of other creatures had spent their last nmnutes in nortal fear such as
this, their hearts pounding, their adrenaline coursing through them and exhausting them nore
quickly, their small mnds racing in the hopel ess quest of escape? How could any God describe H m
or Herself as a God of Mercy and fill the universe with fanged things such as this? | renenbered
G andamtelling ne about an early AOd Earth scientist, one Charles Darwin, who had come up with
one of the early theories of evolution or gravitation or sonesuch, and how al t hough raised a
devout Christian even before the reward of the cruciformhe had becone an atheist while studying a
terrestrial wasp that paralyzed sone | arge species of spider, planted its enbryo, and let the

spi der recover and go about its business until it was tinme for the hatched wasp | arvae to burrow
its way out of the living spider's abdonen.

| shook water out of ny eyes and kicked at two of the dorsal fins rushing at me. | nissed the head
but struck one of the sensitive fins. Only by pulling my legs up into a ball did I avoid that
shappi ng maw. Losing ny buoyancy for a monment, | went a neter or nore under the next wave,
swal | owed sal twater, and came up gasping and blind. More fins circled closer. Swallowi ng water
again, | struggled with ny nunb hands underwater and canme up with the pistol, alnobst dropping it
before propping it against ny chin. | realized that it would be easier just to | eave the nmuzzle
under my chin and pull the trigger than to try to use it against these sea killers. Wll, there

were quite a few slugs left in the thing-1 had not used it during all of the excitenent of the

| ast couple of hours-so it would remain an option

Swi vel i ng, watching the cl osest dorsal nove even closer, | remenbered a story G andam had ne read
when | was a boy. It was al so an ancient classic-a thing by Stephen Crane called "The Open Boat"-
and it was about several nmen who had survived the sinking of their ship and days at sea w thout
water, only to be stuck a few hundred neters fromland by surf too high to cross without

capsi zing. One of the nmen in the boat-1 could not renmenber which character-had noved through al

of the circles of theol ogi cal supposition: praying, believing that God was a merciful Deity who
sat up nights worrying about him then believing that God was a cruel bastard, and finally
deciding that no one was listening. | realized now that | had not understood that story, despite
Grandanmi s Socratic questions and careful guidance. | thought that | renmenbered the wei ght of

epi phany that had fallen on that character as he realized they would have to swimfor it and that
not all of themcould survive. He had wanted Nature-for this is how he now thought of the universe-
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to be a huge glass building, just so that he could cast stones at it. But even that, he realized,
woul d be usel ess.

The universe is indifferent to our fates. This was the crushing burden that the character took
with himas he struggled through the surf toward survival or extinction. The universe just does
not give a shit.

| realized that | was | aughing and weeping at the sane tinme, shouting curses and invitations to
the saberback things that were only two or three nmeters out. | leveled the pistol and fired at the
cl osest fin. Amazingly, the soaked slug-thrower fired, the noise that had been so Ioud on the raft
now seened to be swall owed by the waves and i nmensity of the sea. The fish dived out of sight. Two

nmore lunged at nme. | shot at one, kicked at the other, just as sonething struck ne hard on the
neck from behi nd.

I was not so lost in theology and phil osophizing that | was ready to die. | swi veled quickly, not
knowi ng how badly | had been bitten but deternined to shoot the goddamm thing in the mouth if |
had to. | had the heavy pistol cocked and ained before | sawthe girl's face there half a neter
fromm own. Her hair was plastered to her skull and her dark eyes were bright in the noonlight.
"Raul !'" She nust have been calling ny nane before, but | had not heard it over the gunshot and the

rushing in nmy ears.

I blinked saltwater away. This could not be real. GCh, Jesus, why should she be out here, away from
the raft?

"Raul!'" Aenea called again. "Float on your back. Use the gun to keep those things away. 1'Il pull
you in."

I shook ny head. | did not understand. Wiy woul d she | eave the powerful android on the raft and
conme after nme by hersel f? How could .

A. Bettik's blue scal p becane visible over the next large swell. The android was sw mring strongly
with both arms, the |ong machete clanped in his white teeth. | confess that | |aughed through ny
tears. He | ooked |ike a cheap hole's version of a pirate.

"Fl oat on your back!" shouted the girl again.

I turned on ny back, too tired to kick as a shark-thing lunged at nmy legs. | shot between ny feet
at it, striking it square between its black, lifeless eyes. The two fins di sappeared beneath the
wave.

Aenea set one arm around nmy neck, her left hand under ny right armso she was not choking nme, and
began swimm ng strongly up the next huge swell. A Bettik swam al ongsi de, paddling with one arm
now as he wi el ded the sharp machete with another. | saw himslice into the water and watched two
dorsal fins shudder and swerve to the right.

"What are you . . . ," | began, choking and coughi ng.

"Save your breath," gasped the girl, pulling ne down into the next trough and up the violet wal
ahead of us. "W have a |long way to go."

"The pistol,"” | said, trying to hand it to her. |I felt the darkness closing on ny vision like a
narrowi ng tunnel and did not want to | ose the weapon. Too late-1 felt it drop away into the sea.
"Sorry," | nmanaged before the tunnel closed conpletely.

My | ast conscious thought was an inventory of what | had lost on ny first solo expedition: the
treasured hawking mat, ny night goggles, the antique automatic pistol, nmy boots, probably the com
unit, and quite possibly ny life and the lives of nmy friends. Total darkness cut off the end of
this cynical speculation

_:o:-***-:o:-

I was vaguely aware of their lifting me onto the raft. The handcuffs were gone, cut away. The girl
was breathing into nmy nouth, punping water out of ny lungs with pressure against ny chest. A
Bettik knelt next to us, pulling strongly on a heavy |ine.

After retching water for several minutes, | said, "The raft . . . how? ... it should have been to
the portal by now... | don't . . ."

Aenea pushed ny head back agai nst a pack and cut away rags of my shirt and right trouser leg with
a short knife. "A Bettik rigged a sort of sea anchor using the mcrotent and the clinbing rope,"”

she said. "It's draggi ng behind, slow ng us down but keeping us on course. It gave us tine to find
you. "

"How ..." | began, then started coughing salt water again.

"Hush," said the girl, ripping the last of ny shirt away. "I want to see how badly you're hurt."

I winced as her strong hands touched the great gash in ny side. Her fingers found the deep cut on
my upper arm ran down ny side to where the fish had taken the skin down ny thigh and calf. "Ah,

Raul ," she said sadly. "I let you out of ny sight for an hour or two and | ook what you do to
yoursel f."
The weakness was overwhel ni ng me again, the darkness returning. | knew that | had | ost too much
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blood. | was very cold. "I'msorry," | whispered.

"Quiet." She tore open the | arger of our medpaks with a |oud ripping noise. "Hush."

"No," | insisted. "l screwed up. | was supposed to be your protector . . . guard you. Sorry-"
cried out as she poured antiseptic sulfa solution directly into the wound on ny side. | had seen
men weep at this on the battlefield. Now | was one of them

If it had been ny nodern nedpak that the girl had opened, | amsure | would have died ninutes if

not seconds later. But it was the | arger pak-the ancient FORCE-issue nmedpak we'd taken fromthe
ship. My first thought was that all of the nedicines and instruments woul d be usel ess after so
long a tine, but then | saw the blinking lights on the surface of the pak she had laid on ny
chest. Sone were green, nore were yellow, a few were red. | knew that this was not good.

"Li e back," whispered Aenea, and tore open a sterile suture pak. She laid the clear bag agai nst ny
side and the nmillipede suture within came to life and craw ed to nmy wound. The sensation was not

pl easant as the tailored life-formcrawled into the ragged walls of ny wound, secreted its

antibiotic and cl eansing secretions, then drewits sharp nillipede |legs together in a tight
suture. | cried out again . . . then again a nonent |ater as she applied another mllipede suture
to ny arm

"W need nore plasna cartridges," she said to A Bettik as she fed two of the small cylinders into
the pak injection system | felt the burn on ny thigh as the plasma entered ny system

"Those four are all that we have," said the android. He was busy working on ne now, setting an
osnmosi s mask in place over my face. Pure oxygen began to flowinto my | ungs.

"Dam, " said the girl, injecting the |last of the plasma cartridges. "He's | ost too nmuch bl ood.
He's going into deep shock."

| wanted to argue with them explain that ny shaking and shivering was just a result of the cold
air, that | felt much better, but the osnpsis nmask pressed everywhere against ny nouth, eyes,

nose, and did not allow me to speak. For a nonment | hallucinated that we were back in the ship and

the crash field was hol ding ne secure again. | think that all the salt water on ny face at that

monent was not fromthe sea

Then | saw the ultranorph injector in the girl's hands and | began to struggle. | did not want to

be knocked out: if | was going to die, | wanted to be awake when it happened.

Aenea pushed ne back agai nst the backpack. She understood what | was trying to say. "lI want you

out, Raul," she said softly. "You're going into shock. We need to get your vital signs stabilized
it'll be easier if you're out." The injector hissed.

I thrashed for another few seconds, weeping tears of frustration now After all that effort, to

slip away while unconscious. Goddam it, it wasn't fair ... it wasn't right

_:O:_***_:O:_

I awoke to bright sunlight and terrible heat. For a noment | was sure that we were still on the

sea of Mare Infinitus, but when | worked up enough energy to lift my head, | could see that the

sun was different-larger, hotter-and the sky was a nuch pal er shade of blue. The raft seened to be

nmovi ng al ong some sort of concrete canal with only a nmeter or two to spare on either side. | could

see concrete, sun, and blue sky-nothing el se.

"Li e back," said Aenea, pushing ny head and shoul ders back on the pack and adjusting the mcrotent
fabric so that nmy face was in shade again. Qoviously they had retrieved their "sea anchor."

| tried to speak, failed, licked dry lips that seened stitched together, and finally nmanaged, "How
| ong have | been out?"

Aenea gave ne a sip of water fromny own canteen before replying. "About thirty hours."

"Thirty hours!" Even trying to shout, | could do little nore than squeak
A. Bettik cane around the side of the tent and crouched in the shade with us. "Wl cone back, M
Endymi on. "

"Where are we?"

Aenea answered. "Judging fromthe desert, sun, and the stars last night, it's alnpst certain that

we're on Hebron. W seemto be traveling along some aqueduct. Right now. . . well, you should see

this." She supported my shoulders so | could see over the concrete lip of the canal. Nothing but

air and distant hills. "W're about fifty nmeters up on this section of aqueduct," she said,

|l owering my head to the pack again. "It's been like this for the last five or six klicks. If

there's been a breach in the aqueduct " She smiled ruefully. "W haven't seen anyone or

anything . . . not even a vulture. We're waiting until we come into a city."

I frowned, feeling the stiffness in ny side and armas | shifted position ever so slightly.

"Hebron? | thought it was . . ."

"Captured by the CQusters,"” finished A Bettik. "Yes, that was our information as well. It does not

matter, sir. We will seek nedical care for you with the Qusters as happily . . . nore happily .
than we would with the Pax."
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| |1 ooked down at the medpak now Iying next to nme. Filaments ran to nmy chest, arm and | egs. Mst
of the Iights on the pak were blinking anber. This was not good.

"Your wounds are seal ed and cl eaned,” said Aenea. "W gave you all the plasnma the old pak had. But
you need nore . . . and there seens to be sone sort of infection that the nultispectrum
antibiotics can't handle."

That explained the terrible feverish quality | felt beneath ny skin.

"Perhaps sonme microorganismin the sea on Mare Infinitus," said A Bettik. "The nmedpak cannot

quite diagnose it. W will know when we get to a hospital. It is our guess that this section of
the Tethys will lead to Hebron's one large city. "

"New Jerusal em ™ | whispered.

"Yes," said the android. "Even after the Fall, it was fanmous for its Sinai Medical Center."

| started to shake ny head but stopped when the pain and dizziness struck. "But the Qusters ...

Aenea noved a danp cloth across my brow. "W're going to get help for you," she said. "Qusters or

no Qusters.”

A thought was trying to burrow up out of my befuddled brain. I waited until it arrived. "Hebron .
didn't have . . . | don't think it had . . ."

"You are right, sir," said A Bettik. He tapped the small book in his hand. "According to the

gui de, Hebron was not part of the River Tethys and allowed only a single farcaster term nex in New

Jerusal em even during the height of the Web. O fworld visitors were not allowed to | eave the

capital. They treasured privacy and i ndependence here."

| |1 ooked out at the passing aqueduct walls. Suddenly we were off the high trestle and noving

bet ween hi gh dunes and sunbaked rocks. The heat was terrible.

"But the book nmust have been wong," said Aenea, nopping ny brow again. "The farcaster portal was

there . . . and we're here."

"You're sure . . . it's . . . Hebron?" | whispered.

Aenea nodded. A. Bettik held up the com og bracelet. |I had forgotten about it. "Qur nechanica
friend here got a reliable star sighting," he said. "W are on Hebron and ... | would guess
only hours away from New Jerusalem™

Pain tore through me then, and no matter how | tried to hide it; | nust have withed. Aenea
brought the ultranorph injector out.

"No," | said through cracked |ips.

"This is the last one for a while," she whispered. | heard the hiss and felt the bl essed nunbness
spreading. If there is a God, | thought, it's a painkiller

_:O:_***_:o:_

When | awoke again, the shadows were long and we were in the shade of a |low building. A Bettik
was carrying me fromthe raft. Each step sent pain racking through me. | made no sound.

Aenea was wal ki ng ahead. The street was w de and dusty, the buildings | ownone over three stories-
and made of an adobeli ke material. No one was in sight.

"Hello!" called the child, cupping her hands to her nmouth. The two syll abl es echoed down the enpty
street,

| felt foolish being carried like a child, but A Bettik did not seemto nmind, and | knew that |
could not stand if ny life depended upon it.

Aenea wal ked back to us, saw my open eyes, and said, "This is New Jerusalem There's no doubt.
According to the gui debook, three nillion people lived here during the Wb days, and A Bettik
says that there were at least a nmillion still here the last he heard."

"Qusters . . . ," | managed.

Aenea nodded tersely. "The shops and buil di ngs near the canal were enpty, but they |ooked |ike
they'd been lived in until a few weeks or nonths ago."

A. Bettik said, "According to the transm ssions we nonitored on Hyperion, this world was supposed
to have fallen to the Qusters approximately three standard years ago. But there are signs of

habi tati on here nuch nore recent than that."

"The power grid's still on," said Aenea. "Food that was left out has all spoiled, but the fridge
conpartnents are still cold. Tables are set in sone of the houses, holopits hummng with static,
radi os hissing. But no people.™

"But also no signs of violence," said the android, laying nme carefully in the back of a groundcar
with a flat netal bed behind the cab. Aenea had set out a blanket to keep ny skin away fromthe
hot metal. The pain in ny side sent spots dancing in front of ny eyes.

Aenea rubbed her arms. There were goose bunps there despite the blazing heat of the evening. "But
sonet hing terribl e happened here,"” she said. "I can feel it."

| adnmit that | felt nothing but pain and fever. My thoughts were |ike mercury-always shifting away
before I could grab themor formtheminto a cohesive shape.
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Aenea junped up onto the flatbed of the groundcar and crouched next to me while A Bettik opened
the door to the cab and craw ed in. Amazingly, the vehicle started with a touch of the ignition
plate. "I can drive this,"” said the android, putting the vehicle in gear

So can I, | thought at them | drove one like it in Ursus. It's one of the fewthings in the

uni verse | know how to operate. It nay be one of the fewthings | can do right.

We bunped down the main street. The pain made nme cry out a few tinmes, despite ny best efforts to
stay quiet. | clanped ny jaws tight.

Aenea was holding my hand. Her fingers felt so cool that they al nost made nme shiver. | realized
that my own skin was on fire

" it's that dammed infection," she was saying. "Qherw se you'd be recovering now. Sonething
in that ocean."”

"Or on his knife," | whispered. |I closed ny eyes and saw the lieutenant flying to pieces as the
flechette clouds tore into him | opened ny eyes to escape the image. The buildings were taller
here, ten stories at |east, and they cast a deeper shade. But the heat was terrible.

" a friend of nmy nother's on the |ast Hyperion pilgrinmage lived here for a while," she was

sayi ng. Her voice seened to nove in and out of hearing range, like a poorly tuned radi o station
"Sol Weintraub," | croaked. "The scholar in the old poet's Cantos.'

Aenea patted ny hand. "I forget that everything Mdther |lived has becone grist for Uncle Martin's
legend mll."

We bounced over a bunp. | ground ny back teeth together to keep from screaning

Aenea's grip on ny hand intensified. "Yes," she said. "I wish | had nmet the old scholar and his
daughter.™

"They went ahead ... inthe . . . Sphinx," | managed. "Like . . . you . . . did."

Aenea | eaned cl ose, noistened nmy lips fromthe canteen, and nodded. "Yes. But | renmenber Mdther's
stories about Hebron and the kibbutzimhere."

"Jews," | whispered, and then quit talking. It took too nmuch energy that | needed to fight the

pai n.

"They fled the Second Hol ocaust,"” she said, |ooking ahead now as the groundcar rounded a corner
"They called their Hegira the D aspora."”

| closed ny eyes. The lieutenant flew apart, his clothing and flesh mangled to | ong streaners that
spiraled slowy down to the violet sea.

Suddenly A Bettik was lifting me. We were entering a building |arger and nore sinuous than the
others-all soaring plasteel and tenpered glass. "The nedical center," the android said. The

automati c door whi spered open ahead of us. "It has power . . . nowif only the medical machinery
is intact."

I must have dozed briefly, for when | opened ny eyes again, terrified because the twin dorsal fins
were circling closer and closer, | was on a gurney-trolley being slid into a long cylinder of sone

sort of diagnostic autosurgeon.

"See you later," Aenea was saying, releasing ny hand. "See you on the other side."

_:O:_***_:O:_

We were on Hebron for thirteen of its |ocal days-each day being some twenty-nine standard hours.
For the first three days the autosurgeon had its way with ne: no fewer than eight invasive
surgeries and an even dozen therapy treatnments according to the digitized record at the end.

It was, indeed, sone microorganismfromthat niserable ocean on Mare Infinitus that had decided to

kill nme, although when | saw the magnetic resonance and deep bioradar scans, | realized that the
organi sm had not been so nmicro after all. Whatever it was-the autodi agnostic equi pment was
anbi val ent -had taken hold along the inside of nmy scraped rib and grown like fen fungus until it

had begun to branch out to nmy internal organs. Another standard day without surgery, the

aut osurgeon reported later, and they would have nade the initial incision to find only Iichen and
I'i quefaction.

After opening ne up, cleaning me out, and then repeating the process twice nore when infinitesim
traces of the oceanborne organi smstarted col oni zi ng again, the autosurgeon pronounced the fungus
kaput and began working on ny | esser life-threatening wounds. The knife cut in the side had opened
me up enough that | should have bled to death-especially with all of ny kicking and high pul se
rate brought on by ny dorsaled friends in the sea. Evidently the plasma cartridges in the old
medpak and several days of being kept near comatose by Aenea's |iberal doses of ultranorph had
kept ne alive until the surgeon could transfuse eight nore units of plasma into ne.

The deep wound in ny armhad not-as | had feared- severed tendons, but enough inmportant nuscles
and nerves had been sl ashed that the autosurgeon had worked on that arm during operations two and
three. Because the hospital still had power when we arrived, the surgeon had taken it upon its own
silicon initiative to have the organ tanks in the basenent grow the repl acenent nerves | needed.
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On the eighth day, when Aenea sat at ny bedside and told nme how t he aut osurgeon repeatedly kept
asking for advice and authorization fromits human overseers, | was even able to | augh when she
tal ked of how "Dr. Betti k" authorized each critical operation, transplant, and therapy.

The leg the color-shark had tried to bite off turned out to be the nost painful part of the
ordeal. After the infinitus-fungus had been cl eaned out of the area laid bare by the shark's
teeth, new skin and nuscle tissue had been transplanted layer by layer. It hurt. And after it quit
hurting, it itched. During nmy second week of confinement in that hospital, | was undergoing

ul tranorph withdrawal and woul d seriously have considered holding ny pistol on the girl or the
androi d and dermanding nmorph if | had actually believed they could be intimdated into bringing ne
relief fromw thdrawal synptons and that hellish itching. But the pistol was gone-sunk in the
bottom ess viol et sea.

It was on