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Snyder Enterprises Headquarters


“Einstein was wrong!”  
The words exploded from the dark-haired 


octogenarian’s mouth as he put both hands on the 
conference table and loomed over the much younger man 
seated across from him. He lifted one hand from the 
tabletop and pointed a gnarled forefinger at his guest. 
“And you,” he made a fist and pointed his thumb at his 
own chest, “and me are gonna use that minor fact to save 
humanity from itself!” Daniel Woodhouse Snyder 
slammed his hand down on the table and looked defiant, 
as though begging for an argument. 


Captain Anderson Winchester Lovett of the United 
Nations Peacekeeping Forces (Space), did not appear to 
be in an argumentative mood nor did he seem to be 


intimidated in the least by the richest man in the world. Instead, he put his elbows on the 
table and made a steeple of his fingers, resting his square chin on the tips. His blue 
eyes stared with interest at Daniel Woodhouse Snyder, bushy eyebrows almost meeting 
above the bridge of his nose. He had responded to the call from Snyder’s secretary for 
a meeting more out of curiosity than anything else: there had been very little substance 
in the initial call—just a simple, “Mr. Snyder would like to meet with you.”  


The cavernous conference room on the fifth floor of Snyder Enterprises’ ultra-
modern-style headquarters building was more of a library than anything else. Books—
actual, honest-to-goodness books—lined the walls from floor to ceiling and the pungent 
smell of leather and old paper permeated the room. The huge, nine-meter-long, 
Mahogany conference table sparkled as the gleaming surface reflected the recessed 
ceiling lights. Each of the 26 chairs around the table was upholstered in actual leather. 
The room was a not-so-subtle statement of the financial status of Snyder Enterprises. 


Anderson wore civilian clothes to the meeting instead of the uniform he had worn for 
30 years. He had always thought he looked sharp in the black pants, the black tunic 
with its gold trim and the light-blue beret atop his closely cut brown hair. It was an 
opinion shared not only by his wife and his children (although they would rather chew 
glass than admit it), but also quite a few of his female acquaintances. A veteran shuttle 
pilot, he had more than 750 flights to his credit, taking supplies, people and equipment 
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up to the two moon bases (Base Heinlein and Base Clarke) and to the space stations at 
Lagrange Point 4 and Lagrange Point 5 (simply called L-4 and L-5).  


Ensign Lovett, fresh out of the United Nations Peacekeeping Academy, had begun 
his career as the junior shuttle pilot doing the usual mind-numbing duties awarded 
brand-new ensigns. It did not take long, however, for his superiors to recognize his 
ability to get intractable machinery and recalcitrant people to do his bidding. He had 
been fast-tracked through the ever-dangerous political landmines of the United Nations 
Peacekeeping Forces (Space)—usually referred to by its initials, UNPF(S)—by an ever-
growing number of influential mentors until he was appointed Commander, White Sands 
Shuttle Base—the man in charge of all shuttle operations, shuttle pilots and shuttle 
maintenance in the UNPF(S). He was at the pinnacle of his career. 


Should he be promoted to Commodore and the giddy heights of Flag rank (and 
such a promotion was a certainty rather than just a possibility), he would wind up as just 
another desk jockey, chained to a desk and an office with an obsequious assistant and 
a view out a window (maybe). He was not sure he would survive the honor. 


At 188 centimeters and 100 kilos, Anderson pushed the upper height and weight 
limits for a shuttle pilot. Neither circumstance, however, had kept him from spending 
every possible second he could in a cockpit, although lately the cramped conditions of a 
“Round Robin,” a single flight to both moon bases and both space stations, would leave 
him stiff and sore for several days after touchdown—a subtle reminder that he was 
inexorably slipping into his fifties. 


“And exactly how are we going to do that, Mr. Snyder?” Anderson’s emphasis on 
“we” was obvious. 


“We’re going to gather together a few thousand of our closest friends and neighbors 
and get the hell off this dying, God-forsaken, never-to-be-sufficiently-damned planet. 
That’s how!” 


“And exactly where are we going?” Anderson asked, again with heavy emphasis 
placed on the word “we.” 


“Out there,” Snyder responded, pointing a bony finger vaguely upward. “The Outer 
Limits, the Final Frontier—whatever the hell you want to call it. A place far away from 
here.” 


“And exactly how are we going to get ‘out there’?” 
Snyder smiled, leaned forward and in a voice suited to a conspiracy whispered, 


“That brings us back to Einstein, doesn’t it? You see—” His voice grew even softer, “—
you can travel faster than light.” 


“I need someone to ride herd on the whole thing,” he said after letting the 
improbable words fill the conference room for several seconds. “I need you.” Snyder 
slumped into his chair across from Anderson and abruptly transformed from a defiant 
evangelist into a tired, rumpled old man. 


“It’s bigger than me,” Snyder continued in a less confrontational tone, his eyes 
staring into Anderson’s. “I don’t like it, but I have to admit the truth. Besides” his voice 
was matter of fact, “I’m dying.” 


Anderson’s eyebrows arched in surprise. This was 2236 and the average lifespan in 
the twenty-third century approached 120 years. Daniel Snyder was just entering what 
was called “high-middle age,” and, like most people in their eighties, he could expect at 
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least another four decades of productive life before even modern medicine lost its 
magic.  


Snyder waved a hand in dismissal. “Oh, not right this minute and there’s nothing 
medicine can do about my genetic defect, but I will die soon—too soon, maybe, to finish 
what I started. If you can pull it all together fast enough, I might be able to go with you, 
but that’s not a guarantee.” He shrugged as though consigning that possibility to the 
trash heap. “And even then, I’ll probably not be in the best physical shape.” He paused 
for a moment and then continued. “I have an assistant, a good one, in Jared Dunlap,” 
he continued. “But he’s not up to this. Don’t get me wrong, Lovett, he’s a good man, a 
dependable man, but something like this is beyond his skills. And,” Snyder said with a 
deep frown, “I have some doubts about his mental stability. Too intense. Too thin 
skinned. Too—” he raised his hands, palms up, to indicate his uncertainty, “—too 
something. At any rate, you’re the person I want.” 


Snyder closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “Have you ever read the 
Constitution of the United States of America?” His blue eyes opened again and he 
stared into the even deeper blue eyes on the other side of the table. 


The non sequitur confused Anderson for a moment. “I heard about it in school, of 
course, but I’ve never actually read it. Wasn’t it some political manifesto published by 
some terrorist group several hundred years ago?” 


The look he got from Snyder—a mixture of disgust and dismay—would have 
curdled milk. “Modern education,” Snyder looked as though he could spit on the floor. 
“Two oxymorons for the price of one.” His tone made “modern education” sound like 
four-letter words. 


“It seems to me, Captain Lovett, that you somehow missed a few important parts of 
history. Real history, not the rewritten, neutered crap served in today’s schools.” Snyder 
leaned forward in his chair, his voice filled with enthusiasm. “About six hundred years 
ago, the colonies in America broke away from the King of England and created the 
United States of America. Two of the greatest documents in humanity’s history were the 
Declaration of Independence and the Constitution of the United States of America, both 
created within a few years of each other. The Declaration of Independence contained 
some of the most startling notions of man’s rights since the Magna Carta of 1215; the 
Constitution was the foundation upon which the greatest country in the history of the 
world was built. People had freedom, Lovett. Freedom to be themselves, to attempt the 
impossible and to achieve the unbelievable. It was the richest country in history. The 
defender of the world. A place where no one was turned away.” 


His eyes unfocused, as though he were looking at something far away and they 
were bright with moisture. “‘Give me your tired, your poor, your huddled masses 
yearning to breathe free, the wretched refuse of your teeming shore. Send these, the 
homeless, tempest-tossed to me. I lift my lamp beside the golden door’,” he said as if to 
himself. A moment later, he looked back at Anderson; the shudder that shook his 
shoulders seemed to reenergize him. “Those were the words engraved on the Statute of 
Liberty in New York harbor. I’ll bet you’ve never heard of them, either. Have you?” 


Anderson shook his head. He was uncomfortable, as though he had failed a test he 
didn’t even know he was taking. 


Snyder snorted, stared for a moment at the man sitting across from him with 
obvious disappointment and then continued. “And then, it all came apart. It started to rot 







8


from within. Not overnight, of course, but the United States of America began to 
gradually slide down a slippery slope from which it could not recover. The Federal 
government took more and more of its citizen’s freedoms away, made more and more 
capricious decisions and eventually stumbled into complete gridlock. Congress couldn’t 
even agree on what day it was, let alone what was best for the country. The American 
people grew tired of the whole game, threw up their hands in disgust and turned their 
backs on the government. They simply surrendered their rights and allowed the career 
politicians to tell them what to do, how to live and even what to think. And then, on 
September 11, 2107—the final Friday of the old world—the Great Jihad began, a 
religious war that made all previous wars look like a tussle in the schoolyard between 
two juvenile bullies. 


“Millions died. Cities were destroyed. And the United Nations swept in to gather up 
the rubble and impose their will on the world. There were no more countries, just 
administrative zones run by fiat from UN Headquarters. America disappeared. England 
disappeared. France, Egypt, China, Russia—all the countries of the world with their long 
histories and individual societies and impressive accomplishments—simply went away. 
By 2110, we were left with what George Orwell had, so many years before, aptly called 
‘Big Brother.’ No one had freedom, only an obligation to follow the rules. And the rules 
were always made by some damned-fool autocrat in Geneva.”  


He took a deep, obviously painful breath. “That’s what my dream is, Lovett—
freedom; the freedom to try—and to fail. We don’t have that now. We haven’t had that 
for over a hundred years. And the result is this cesspool we call Earth. And the only way 
we can get it back is to start all over again—out there.” 


What’s the big deal? Anderson wondered to himself. So we have rules we have to 
live by. They don’t seem to be all that onerous to me. No society can live without rules, 
guidelines for day-to-day living among billions of other people. And the fact that those 
rules come out of a central place is immaterial. I have a nice house, a wonderful family, 
food on the table, and a job I can be proud of. What do I need with more freedom? Hell, 
most people I know wouldn’t know what to do with more freedom. Is this guy a skittle 
brain, or what? His smile never made it to his face as he unconsciously used slang he 
had learned from his children. 


Snyder broke the silence with a boyish grin, accentuating the creases of his 
prematurely wrinkled face. “You asked me two questions earlier, neither of which I’ve 
answered yet. Which first? Would you rather know where we’re going, or how we’re 
going to get there?” 


Anderson’s eyes widened. “There’s a ‘where’?” The revelation stopped his mental 
examination of Snyder’s basic premise like running into a brick wall. Now I’m interested.


Snyder nodded, reached out and pressed a button that connected him to his 
secretary. “Alice, please send Jason in.” 


Dr. Jason Simon was a small, dapper man with long, dark hair, a pencil-thin 
mustache and a look of perpetual curiosity on his face. He smiled as he entered and 
held out his hand to Anderson. 


“Captain Lovett, I presume?” Almost before the handshake was completed, Simon 
settled himself into a chair across the table in a surprisingly untidy heap. 


“Dr. Simon is in charge of our EPST.” Snyder said. 
Anderson looked confused. “Just what is an ‘EPST’?” 
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“Exo-Planet Survey Team. We searched for star systems that might have a planet 
in the Goldilocks Zone with an eye to colonization,” Dr. Simon explained. 


“And you found one?” Anderson asked automatically, even though he assumed the 
question was more rhetorical than anything else. If it weren’t rhetorical, I wouldn’t even 
be here.


“Oh, yes, Captain Lovett! Yes, yes indeed we did!” Simon’s expression was a 
curious mixture of pride, self-satisfaction and excitement. “In fact, we found a planet so 
much like Earth that it defies belief.” He leaned across the conference table, slid a 
memory cube into an input slot and touched a button on the control panel. A holograph 
of a beautiful, multi-colored sphere speckled with white clouds and deep-blue oceans 
sprang into existence above the table, rotating slowly in the air. At first, Anderson 
thought it was Earth; it looked exactly like what he had seen hundreds of times from 
space, until he noticed the outline of a large, unfamiliar continent beneath the white 
clouds swirling over the surface.  


“This, Captain Lovett, is a planet in the Circumstellar Habitability Zone—the 
Goldilocks zone—of a G5V star some 200 light years from Earth in the constellation 
Draco. Originally designated HIP56948, the star was renamed Intipa Awachan back in 
the early Twenty-first Century. Intipa Awachan means ‘Sun’s Twin’ in the Quechua 
language, a now-extinct language in the South American Administrative Zone. With only 
a few exceptions, everything about this star is virtually identical to our Sun. There are, 
however, 12 planets orbiting it.” He paused for a moment to let that fact sink in. “The 
one Mr. Snyder’s christened ‘Enya’ is also a twin—an identical twin to Earth.” 


“Enya?” Anderson glanced at Daniel Snyder who nodded. 
“After my late wife, God rest her soul.” He looked at Dr. Simon and smiled to disarm 


his next words. “Jason, Anderson is not a scientist, so please keep it simple. There’s no 
reason to go into six significant figures or scientific notation. He can get all that later. 
Right now, it’s down and dirty.” 


Anderson turned back to stare at the holograph. “What’s it like?” he asked. 
“It would be easier to tell you how Enya differs from Earth.” Simon sat back in his 


chair with a look of disappointment at having to “dumb down” his narrative. His eyes 
were half closed, as if he were imagining himself standing on Enya’s surface. “Visualize 
the Earth. Make its radius just a little bit less than Earth’s—6,000 kilometers instead of 
6,371. Add some extra oxygen; in fact, add exactly ten percent more. Reduce the 
gravity by five percent. Instead of five continents, there’s three: one gigantic one in one 
hemisphere and two smaller, but still impressive, ones on the opposite side of the 
planet. Increase the amount of water by several million square kilometers. Add in a 
couple of damned impressive mountain ranges on the largest continent. And forget 
winter, Enya’s axial tilt is only 12 degrees so there’s almost perpetual spring. Make the 
year last 420 days with a day of 26 hours with almost exactly 13 hours of daylight and 
13 hours of darkness. Once you do that, you’ve got Enya.” 


Anderson’s wide eyes were locked on Dr. Simon. “It sounds too good to be true.” 
“It took us 75 probes and hundreds of millions of dollars to find Earth’s twin, but we 


did it.” Dr. Simon’s grin threatened to split his face in two. “Yes, it does sound too good 
to be true, I agree. But,” he waved at the holograph, “there it is.” He laughed. “Don’t 
even ask about the odds of finding a planet like this. You’d probably have a better 
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chance of winning the lottery without buying a ticket. But, odds or no odds, it really does 
exist.” 


Anderson waited for the other shoe to drop. Finally, it did. 
“There is one interesting way in which Enya differs from Earth.” Dr. Simon said 


quietly. 
“And that is?” Here it comes, Anderson thought, the proverbial ‘other shoe.’ No, he 


argued with himself. If it were something serious, a fatal flaw, a ‘something’ that made 
the planet uninhabitable, we wouldn’t be having this conversation. Could there be 
intelligent life there?


“It has three moons. One large one with, of all things, Saturn-like rings; and two 
smaller ones, one a little larger than the other.” 


Relieved that the difference wasn’t a disaster waiting to happen, Anderson shook 
his head. “That should make tides interesting,” he commented in a wry voice. 


Simon laughed. “You can bet on that! It takes a computer program and a lucky 
rabbit’s foot to create a tide table. And then you have to hope you’re in the right place at 
the right time.” 


Dr. Simon laid a memory cube on the table in front of Anderson. “That’s everything 
we know about Enya: maps, elevations, atmospheric data, oceanographic analysis, 
aerial photographs—everything. We’ve had a dozen probes orbiting Enya for almost a 
year—our year, not Enya’s year. It’s all there. The New World. And it’s waiting for us!” 
He closed his eyes and a look of immense satisfaction settled on his face. He opened 
his eyes again and smiled at Anderson. “My contact number’s in there as well. If you 
have any questions, just call me.” He looked pleadingly at Daniel Snyder. “Are you sure 
you don’t want more detail, Daniel?” 


Snyder shook his head. “I think that’s enough detail to give Lovett an overall 
picture.” 


Dr. Jason Simon nodded slowly. “Then I’m finished” He stood up and offered his 
hand to Anderson, “Remember, Captain, I’m always available to answer any questions 
you might have.”  


There were several minutes of thoughtful silence following Dr. Simon’s departure 
before Snyder reached out to press another button on the conference table’s control 
panel. Enya disappeared and in its place, suspended above the tabletop, was a ship. It 
was shaped somewhat like a dumbbell except that one end was cylindrical while the 
other end was a sphere. A long, relatively slender shaft connected the sphere with the 
cylinder. Two enormous, rectangular panels extended from the cylinder and another two 
from the sphere. They looked far too fragile to maintain their shape and they dwarfed 
the rest of the ship. There was no scale on the projection so Anderson had no way of 
guessing the size of the hull or the panels. Whatever the scale, he thought, it’s huge! It 
looks more like a wasp than a dumbbell, Anderson finally decided. Except for the 
“wings” are on both the thorax and the abdomen. 


Snyder pointed at the cylindrical section. “This is the living module, where those 
friends and neighbors I mentioned will pass the time between leaving Earth and landing 
on Enya. And this,” he pointed to the sphere, “is the propulsion unit. The connecting 
shaft exists simply to protect the living module from the engine compartment and to 
store cargo and supplies for use on the planet.” 
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“Why are the living quarters and the engine so far apart? Does the engine pose 
some kind of danger to the passengers?” Anderson asked.  


A smile flitted across Daniel Snyder’s face. “Yes, it does. If you want a scientific 
answer to your question, I’ll need to call Dr. Willard West in to talk to you. I asked him 
the same question once and he replied that he would be glad to explain if I knew 
anything about ‘multidimensional polynomials, say, to six or more, and tensor side 
lobes’.” Snyder grinned. “I didn’t know then and don’t want to know now. It works and 
that’s all I care about. This,” he pointed back to the sphere, “Is the world’s largest 
capacitor—10,000 petafarads. It stores an unbelievable amount of energy and is used 
to transport the ship from Point A to Point B instantaneously—or at least that’s how it 
will appear to the passengers.” 


“How does that work? I mean, how does the ship go from Point A to Point B?” 
Anderson was fascinated, his eyes glowing with interest.  


Snyder shook his head. “It has something to do with string theory, dark matter, 
entanglement, gravity waves and the interaction of all of them within the General Theory 
of Relativity. It’s really all above my head. Again, Dr. West is your man. Talk to him.” 


“Um. Maybe later.” 
“Good choice. If I brought him in now, all it would do is give both of us a headache.” 
“What do these wings do?” Anderson asked, pointing to the panels sticking out from 


the two sections of the ship. 
“All capacitors leak to one degree or another. As I understand it, the larger the 


capacitor, the larger the leakage. The wings—they’re actually high-efficiency solar 
panels made from a blend of mélanged graphene and transition-metal dichalcogenide 
crystals—don’t even ask me to explain that—keep the capacitor charged, provide 
internal power to the ship and are also part of the in-system propulsion system. We 
used the same concept for all the probes we sent out. We know it works.” 


Something nagged at Anderson, the shape of the ship and the solar panels 
activated a snippet of memory that tried to worm its way through a mass of neurons to 
reach his brain’s surface. Finally he dredged it up from a meandering conversation he 
and his wife, Minuet, had one night over a few too many drinks.  


“‘I fly in my dreams on gossamer wings/Over castles and things and victorious 
kings’,” he recited in a soft voice. 
 Daniel Snyder looked surprised as he added the next two lines to the poem. 
“‘Above canyons of gold and cities of old/Where bold eagles fly and soft winds sigh.’ 
You know that poem?” It was a fragment of a much longer poem written more than a 
thousand years ago that had not survived in its entirety.  


“Minuet, my wife,” Anderson replied. “She’s fascinated by things like that. Gossamer 
Wings. Sounds like a good name for the ship. What do you think?” he glanced away 
from the projection toward Daniel Snyder. 


Snyder’s face beamed with delight. “I had considered naming her Mayflower, after 
the original colony ship from Europe to North America, but I like Gossamer Wings even 
more. Congratulations, Captain Lovett. You’ve just named my ship. Your ship. Our
ship.” 


Anderson was too engrossed in contemplating the revelations Daniel Snyder had 
dumped on him, trying to sort everything out, and he missed the interesting words “Your 







12


ship.” After a minute or so of intense thought, he shook his head. “It’s a lot to take in all 
at one time.” 


Snyder handed Anderson a second memory chip. “It’s all in here. Everything there 
is about the Gossamer Wings.” He smiled as he used the ship’s name for the first time. 
“Take it home and study it. I don’t need to tell you not to lose these, do I?” 


Anderson shook his head. “No, of course not.” He studied the two harmless-looking 
chips in his hand then looked up at Snyder. “This changes everything.” 


Snyder nodded. “That it does.” 
“But,” Anderson asked, “where do I fit in?” 
“You, my boy, are going to be the CEO of Enya Colonization Corporation. Along 


with that job comes the position of Captain of Gossamer Wings.” Snyder handed 
Anderson a third memory chip. “In your spare time, read that too. It outlines the 
organization of the Enya Colonization Corporation, or ‘ECC’.”  


Snyder leaned back in his chair and sighed. “I don’t want to rush you, Anderson, but 
I need an answer by next week. The process has started but there’s still a lot left to do. I 
need you to finish it. Now,” he stood up wearily, “I’ll let you go home and think about my 
offer.” 
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Snyder Enterprises Headquarters 


Jared Dunlap had just returned from another 
exhausting trip to Gateway, the town under construction—
or perhaps “under repair” would be a more appropriate 
description—to become the headquarters for the Enya 
Colonization Corporation. Gateway was being created on 
the site of the long-abandoned Laughlin Air Force Base, 
which had been originally built in the political subdivision 
of Texas in the old United States of America. The four 
runways, each over 2,000 meters long, and the many 
multi-story buildings of the abandoned military base made 
it an ideal place for Gateway; it was out of the way but still 
fairly accessible. It was just eight kilometers east of the 
rundown city of Del Rio with power and water available 
and even recreational areas close by, including the 


Amistad Reservoir. Still, the trip had been, as usual, grueling; it would continue to be 
arduous until renovations were complete. After a long hot shower, a change of clothes 
and a two-hour nap, he had returned to his office at Snyder Enterprises.  


Jared collapsed in his office chair and poured himself a glass of Chardonnay. He 
stared at the pile of messages and memory cubes in his inbox and shook his head. 
They can wait another ten minutes, he decided. Or, even better, another hour—or 
maybe even two. 


Sherry Berry, Jared Dunlap’s assistant, hesitated just outside her boss’s office door. 
In one of her professionally manicured hands, she held a memory cube. The other hand 
reached out to knock on her boss’s door, but she hesitated and her hand trembled. She 
pulled it back and nervously ran it through her curly brown hair. She did not want to 
enter Jared Dunlap’s office and she did not want to give him the memory cube. But she 
knew that he would probably fire her if she didn’t give it to him. Sherry knew her boss 
well and had more than once experienced his temper up close and personal. She was 
sure the memory cube’s contents would create an explosion of anger. She shivered at 
the mental images accompanying her thoughts. She also knew that he would take his 
displeasure out on her. Her job as his assistant often placed her in harm’s way. Sherry 
took a deep breath, mentally girded herself, made a fist and warily knocked on Jared 
Dunlap’s office door. 


“Come,” she heard the familiar brusque command from within. 
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She opened the door and moved hesitantly across the room to stand in front of his 
desk, holding out the memory cube between her thumb and forefinger as though it were 
some dead animal. That Jared was tired would have been obvious to the most casual 
observer. His brown eyes were dull and surrounded by a puffiness that emphasized the 
bags under his eyes. He was not an especially fat man, but the extra weight he did carry 
seemed to fill the chair with exhaustion. Sherry noticed that he had not combed his 
rapidly thinning hair very carefully. 


“Mr. Dunlap,” Sherry said after taking another deep breath. “I think you need to hear 
this.” 


Jared looked up from the careful examination of his wine glass with a scowl. “And 
this can’t wait half an hour because?” 


“I think it’s important. Very important.” Sherry extended her hand, her body 
language begging him to take the memory cube from her. 


With a sigh, Jared took the cube from Sherry and inserted it into a player. 
“I’ve forwarded it to the end, where the most important part is,” Sherry said as she 


stepped quickly away from the desk and put her hands behind her back. 
Jared pushed the play button and immediately recognized Daniel Snyder’s 


distinctive voice. “You, my boy, are going to be the CEO of Enya Colonization 
Corporation. Along with that job comes the position of Captain of Gossamer Wings.” 
There was a short pause. “In your spare time, read that, too.” Jared could hear the 
heavy sigh from Daniel Snyder. “I don’t want to rush you, Anderson, but I need an 
answer next week. The process has started but there’s still a lot left to do. I need you to 
finish it. Now, I’ll let you go home and think about my offer.”  


To Sherry’s surprise, Jared Dunlap said nothing. He simply stared at the machine 
as his face first went pale then began to turn an enraged red. 


“You heard this? All of it?” He asked finally, not taking his eyes off the recorder. 
Sherry nodded. “Yes,” she answered in a whisper. 
He didn’t raise his voice, he didn’t scream at her; he simply pointed to the door and 


said in a frigid voice, “Go.” 
Sherry went. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Forty-five minutes later, after he listened to the recording several times, Jared 
Dunlap sat slumped in his chair with his eyes closed and his hands clenched on the 
chair arms. His knuckles were white.  


Damn you Snyder. Damn you to hell! How can you do this to me? Jared’s hands 
trembled and his face became more and more flushed by the minute. Enya is mine! All 
mine! You promised! Replace me with some idiot from the military? Cast me away as 
though I were worthless? If you think I’m going to stand for this, you’ve got another think 
coming! 


He poured himself another glass of Chardonnay and gulped it down without tasting 
it, still enraged. He held the hand-blown crystal goblet up in front of him and stared at it 
as though he had never seen it before, drew back his arm and threw it at the door with 
an incoherent curse. He stood up, stomped across the office to the door, ignoring the 







15


crunch of sparkling crystal beneath his feet and strode out of his office without a word or 
a glance.  


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Alice Hathaway looked up from her computer as Jared Dunlap exploded through the 
door into the anteroom leading to Daniel Snyder’s private office. Uh-oh! Alice thought. A 
line from an old western ran through her mind as she took in the rigid posture of Jared 
Dunlap and the wild look on his face. There’s trouble in River City. 


“Is he in?” Jared demanded. 
“Yes, Mr. Dunlap, but he’s—” Dunlap waved a dismissive hand and barged through 


the closed door into Snyder’s office. 
Daniel Snyder looked up in surprise. Even Jared Dunlap, Daniel Snyder’s right-hand 


man, was supposed to be announced by Snyder’s secretary. Daniel immediately 
recognized the fierce look on his assistant’s face. Snyder glanced back at the computer 
screen at his middle daughter, Eryn Marshall.  


“Something’s just come up, Eryn. I’ll call you back in a little while.” 
“Okay, Papa. Love you.” 
“I love you, too, daughter of mine. Give Elizabeth Jayne my love as well.” He 


switched off the connection and turned to face his obviously angry assistant. 
“I take it that something’s bothering you, Jared,” Snyder said calmly. 
“How can you do this to me?” Dunlap demanded. 
“Do what?” Snyder asked. 
“Lovett!” Dunlap almost spit the name out. 
“I see.” So, he has been eavesdropping on me. I thought so. “And what about 


Captain Lovett has you upset?” 
“Don’t try to bullshit me, Mr. Snyder,” Jared’s normally respectful voice was anything 


but. “Enya is supposed to be mine—mine!” He angrily pounded his chest with an open 
hand. 


“Jared, sit down.” Daniel pointed to a chair. 
“No! Damn it, answer my question!” 
Snyder sighed. This is going to be just as hard as I was afraid it was going to be. It 


would have been better if I were able to broach the subject instead of starting out on the 
defensive.


“It was supposed to be yours.” Snyder responded. 
“And now?” 
“And now things have changed. I wanted to talk to you myself first, but it seems that 


somebody let the cat out of the bag before its time.” 
Jared Dunlap put his palms on Snyder’s desk and leaned forward, his chin jutting 


out aggressively. “What changed?” he demanded. “You? Me? What?” He balled his 
right hand into a fist and shook it. “Snyder, I’ve worked long and hard for this. You can’t 
just pull the rug out from under me like this. You owe me an explanation.” 


“Yes, I do,” Daniel Snyder agreed. Jared was nonplussed at the unexpected 
response. 


“Jared, sit down so we can talk about this like two mature adults. If I have to keep 
looking up at you, I’m going to wind up with a crick in my neck. Please, sit down.” The 
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attempt at humor bounced off Jared Dunlap’s indignation like a rubber ball off a wall. 
Snyder was relieved when Jared sat; the tension in the room seemed to fall a notch. 


“How long have you been my assistant, Jared?”  
“Huh?” Dunlap frowned at the question. 
“How long have you been with me?” Snyder rephrased the question. 
“Fifteen years,” Dunlap answered warily, his face still red. 
“Have you ever known me to be capricious? To make a decision without a damned 


good reason?” Snyder asked. 
“This seems to be the first time.” Dunlap answered, leery of Snyder's calm, 


deliberate tone of voice. 
“This is no different than any other time, Jared. I have good reasons for choosing 


Anderson Lovett.” 
“They’d better be damned good ones!” 
“It’s really very simple. I need you here to put together the second flight.” 
“Second flight? Second flight?” Jared’s voice rose with every word. “You’re going 


through money like fat through a goose and you’re talking about a second flight?” 
Jared’s laugh bordered on hysteria. 


“There will be a second flight. And you will lead it.” 
Snyder leaned forward and spoke in a low voice as if he were sharing a secret. 


“Jared, the first attempt to colonize Enya is going to be dangerous. Far too dangerous 
for me to risk you. Yes, the second flight will be more difficult because of the money, but 
that’s exactly why I need you. There’s not a single other person that can do it—to make 
a second flight possible. Only you. And when that second flight arrives on Enya, it’ll be 
your job to pick up the pieces of the first flight. To make our dream come true.” 


Dunlap looked at Snyder suspiciously. “So you’re saying that Lovett and the first 
ship are expendable?” 


“Think of it, Jared. Yes, we’ve mapped Enya almost down to individual trees, but we 
don’t know what’s there, on the ground. Man-eating beasts? Man-eating plants? 
Poisonous animals? Can we even eat any of the native plants? Or the animals? Will 
Earth plants even grow in Enya’s soil? We just don’t know. Lovett will find all that out for 
us. And when you and your ship get there, you’ll know exactly what to expect. And how 
to save the colony.” 


Snyder paused and stared beseechingly at his assistant. “Can’t you see how 
important this is? Why I decided to send Lovett on the first trip instead of you? You’re 
my ace in the hole, Jared. I’m depending on you. Everything rides on you. Without you, 
there might not be an Enya. Please.” Snyder was on the verge of pleading. 


Jared Dunlap fell silent, a thoughtful look on his face as he contemplated Daniel 
Snyder’s words. He started to nod, and then stopped. “What about CEO? You said 
Lovett would be CEO.” 


“You’ve read the corporate By-laws, Jared—hell, you helped write them. An election 
can be held at any time to choose a new CEO, to replace a loser with a winner.” A small 
smile flitted across Snyder’s face. “I’m sure you’ll find that the people I’ve chosen for the 
Board of Directors will be amenable to a change at the appropriate time.” 


Dunlap stared at Snyder. “So,” he said thoughtfully. “Lovett is expendable?” 
“Good heavens, no! Not expendable. But,” Snyder added softly, “as my sainted 


grandmother used to say, ‘shit happens’.” 
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Jared stood up, his facial color returning to normal. As he turned to leave Snyder’s 
office, he stopped and looked back at Snyder with a curious expression, one that 
Snyder was unable to decipher. “As you say, Mr. Snyder, ‘shit happens’.” 


The door closed behind Jared Dunlap and Daniel Snyder reached up to feel his 
nose. He almost expected it to have grown, as Pinocchio’s nose had grown longer each 
time the fairytale character created by Geppetto lied. He sighed. I hate it when I have to 
lie. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Jared stormed back into his office and threw himself into his chair. He poured 
himself another glass of wine, absently noting that the shards of his previous goblet had 
been removed from the carpet. He took a swallow and sat the glass down on the desk. 
That was the biggest load of crap I have ever heard. He thought hard for a minute or 
two before he reached for his wine once again. 


He raised the half-empty glass to the empty room as though he were offering a 
toast. Requiescat in pace, Captain Anderson Winchester Lovett. Rest in peace.
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White Sands Shuttle Base 


It was Anderson’s favorite time of day. The sun had 
just dipped below the purplish-gray rhyolite peaks of the 
Organ Mountains, an extension of the San Andres 
Mountains, several kilometers to the west of the Tularosa 
Basin. The alabaster desert surrounding the White Sands 
Shuttle Base would soon start to cool. Created while the 
old political subdivision of New Mexico in the now-extinct 
United States of America still existed, White Sands had 
started out as an 8,000 square kilometer missile testing 
facility and was the site for the detonation of the world’s 
first atomic bomb. Now, almost three hundred years later, 
it had blossomed into a 15,000 square kilometer facility 
fashioned out of some of the driest land in North America. 
It was home to the headquarters for the United Nation’s 


large and busy shuttle fleet and the myriad pieces of infrastructure needed to keep the 
shuttles flying. The city of Las Cruces lay 43 kilometers to the southwest, Alamogordo 
88 kilometers to the east and what was left of El Paso was 56 kilometers to the south.  


He sat on his patio and watched the sunset without really seeing it. The drink in his 
hand was diluted with melted ice but he was completely unaware of the liquor, the ice, 
or even the glass; he was too busy fighting an internal battle to pay attention to anything 
so mundane.  


Why am I even considering taking this job? A small voice inside his head answered 
the nonverbal question. Maybe because your current life is boring you to tears. His eyes 
narrowed as he examined himself carefully. Yes, I am bored, but just with my job, not 
with Minuet or the kids—never with them. There’s no challenge any more, no 
excitement, no demands. I just push papers around and play with schedules—
imprisoned behind a desk without the possibility of parole. Again, the little voice piped 
up: Well, you certainly have chance to change all that, don’t you? Colonizing a new 
planet? A new sky above your head and a new earth beneath your feet. There wouldn’t 
be anything boring about that, would there? Anderson had to admit there was no 
counter-argument to that. It might be many things, but boring definitely would not be on 
the list!


Another voice joined in the debate. But you’d be leaving everything and everyone 
you know behind!
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Anderson snorted in reply. I don’t much care about anybody but my family. There’s 
no one left in my family but me and no one left in Minuet’s family but her, so exactly 
whom are we going to miss? Besides, there’ll be thousands of others along for the trip.


The voices fell silent and Anderson, deciding he had won the internal debate, began 
to replay scenes from the day in his mind: the meeting with Daniel Snyder that made 
him realize that he had much to unlearn; the stunning realization that faster-than-light 
travel was no longer just a dream; the ship that could travel between the stars; and, 
over and over again, the sight of the beautiful new world that was Enya. The decision 
seemed to make itself. 


He didn’t hear the patio door open or the footsteps on the deck that stopped at his 
shoulder. 


“Andy? Is something wrong?” 
The silvery sound of Minuet Lovett’s voice startled him. He jerked his head up from 


its bowed position and a majority of the forgotten drink sloshed out of the glass onto the 
patio surface. For a moment he was confused by the abrupt break in his concentration. 
She took the glass from his hand and set it on the patio table carefully. He stared 
blankly at his wife for a second while his mind refocused, then managed an inane, 
“Huh?” 


Minuet’s concern for her husband was reflected in the expression on her face. She 
didn’t know what was going on, but never in the 13 years of their marriage had she seen 
Anderson in such a state of obvious confusion. She asked the first question that popped 
into her mind. 


“Are the kids all right?” 
She relaxed slightly as he nodded yes, but she was still puzzled. “What’s wrong?” 


she asked again. 
“Nothing’s wrong, Min. Nothing at all. There is, however, something we need to talk 


about.” He glanced at the almost empty glass that now sat on the tabletop. “If you would 
get me a new drink, please—and make one for yourself—I have one hell of a tale to tell. 
I think you’ll need that drink. And,” he said with a wide grin, “You might want to make it a 
double.” 


He watched his wife walk to the patio door and disappear inside the house. How 
can one man be so lucky? Anderson wondered as his mind went back 16 years to the 
day in 2220 when he and Minuet had first met. He was the brand-new Flag Lieutenant 
to General George Hays, Commander, United Nations Peacekeeping Forces, North 
America; she was the General’s 13-year-old daughter. It was love at first sight for both 
of them. Three years later, when Minuet Ono Hays reached the age of majority, General 
George Hays became his father-in-law. The memories of Minuet’s Cotillion, the 
celebration held for every 16-year-old female to acknowledge her new status as an 
adult, when they announced their intentions to a distinguished and astonished guest list, 
made Anderson chuckle.  


It had certainly been an interesting three years—the handsome, dashing aide de 
camp and decorated shuttle pilot and the adolescent daughter of the senior military 
commander in the North American Administrative Zone tiptoeing around the delicate 
situation and trying their best to decipher their mutual feelings. Minuet’s mother, 
Arpeggio, had not been fooled for a moment. When Anderson and Minuet finally 
admitted their emotional involvement and their determination to execute a marriage 
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contract to her, she surprised both of them with unwavering support. General Hays had 
not been quite as indulgent as his wife, but in time he had become more and more 
comfortable with the idea. The two had been Anderson and Minuet’s most ardent 
supporters until their deaths and, Anderson would tell anybody who would listen, the 
greatest grandparents in the world. 


Even after almost a decade and a half, I’m still captivated by her beauty and 
mesmerized by her brains. After a moment, he turned back to his contemplation of the 
day’s events and once again lost himself in the possibilities that they presented, not only 
to himself and his family, but to others as well. 


Minuet managed to open the patio door even though she held a glass in each hand. 
Anderson’s mind was jerked back to the present by the clink of his drink on the table in 
front of him. 


“Now,” Minuet stared at her husband as she sat down across from him. “What’s got 
your panties in a bunch?” 


“Well,” Anderson began. “Remember I had a meeting today with Daniel Snyder?” 
Minuet nodded, “Yeah, the gazillionaire.” 
“You won’t believe what he wanted. I still don’t believe it.” He leaned forward and 


began to relate the day’s events. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Dinner was done and the dishes recycled. Night had overtaken the desert and the 
temperature had, as usual, plummeted. People who didn’t live in the desert were always 
surprised to discover that sand did not retain heat well; those who lived in the desert 
carried a sweater for the evenings. The four Lovett children were in their rooms, 
ostensibly in bed. Neither Anderson nor Minuet would have bet on them actually being 
asleep. Four independent, strong-willed “little people” in one house have an uncanny 
way of working out their own routines in spite of all their parents’—or anyone else’s—
efforts. Munchkins, Anderson thought. They’re really adults just confined in small 
bodies. He smiled. I wouldn’t have it any other way.


Minuet settled into the chair next to Anderson with a mug of hot chocolate in her 
hand. She took a sip of the melted-marshmallow-covered drink. “I’m ready.” She 
hesitated, looking at her husband over the rim of the mug, “At least I think I am.” 


Her uncertainty mirrored Anderson’s own. He inserted the memory cube given to 
him by Dr. Jason Simon. “Play,” he told the holographic projector, and the image of the 
dapper Dr. Simon appeared in the air. 


“Welcome. I am Dr. Jason Simon, the Project Manager for the Exo-planet Survey 
Team of Snyder Enterprises. I will be your guide for this exploration of the planet Enya, 
orbiting the Class G5V star Intipa Awachan, approximately 200 light years from Earth in 
the constellation Draco. 


“First, let’s take a look at the star and its system so you can put things into 
perspective. Jorge Melendez of the Australian National University and Ivan Ramirez of 
the University of Texas discovered HIP 56948 in 2007. It was later renamed Intipa 
Awachan, or ‘Sun’s Twin,’ in Quechua, language used by a group of Inca descendants 
living in the extinct countries of Argentina, Bolivia, Colombia, Ecuador and Peru of the 
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central Andes in old South America, which is now the South American Administrative 
Zone. 


“The B-V color index for this star is 0.60. Comparing this value to that of our own 
sun indicates that it should be slightly cooler; however, the actual surface temperature 
of Intipa Awachan is 5795K, while that of our sun is 5778K, which makes it slightly 
hotter in reality—no satisfactory explanation for this anomaly has yet been presented.” 


A diagram of the star system appeared next to Simon. “There are 12 planets in the 
system. Of those 12, only two are within the Circumstellar Habitability Zone—or, as it is 
commonly called, the Goldilocks Zone—that, for this star system, is between 0.965 AUs 
and 1.701 AUs. This planet, which is the third planet of the 12 planets in the system, 
orbits at a distance of 1.158 AUs, has been named Enya. The second planet within the 
Goldilocks Zone is Gregoria at 1.6 AUs. Gregoria, a much larger planet than Enya, is 
not as suitable for life as Enya.” 


A slowly rotating image of the planet, which, at first glance, looked like Earth, 
replaced the system diagram. A careful look at the shape of the surface beneath the 
white clouds would quickly disabuse anyone of that assumption. 


“Enya is a rocky planet almost exactly like Earth. It is an oblate sphere with a mean 
radius of 6,000 kilometers as compared to the Earth’s of 6,371 kilometers; a mean 
density of five grams per centimeter, which is ninety percent of Earth’s, and—” 


Dr. Simon continued for almost an hour, his presentation filled with square 
kilometers, cubic kilometers, planetary albedo figures, percentages, rotational speed, 
orbit deviation numbers, elliptic angles and meteorological data: all in all, a dizzying and 
confusing tsunami of information. Anderson and Minuet watched the figure of Dr. Simon 
fade into nothing as the projection ran its course and the image of the planet began to 
turn in the air once again. They sat silently for several minutes, digesting the 
overwhelming data presented by Dr. Simon. Finally, Anderson turned to Minuet. 


“Well?” he asked. 
Minuet stared back at her husband and shook her head. “T.M.I. Too much 


information. I think I’m cross-eyed with all these scientific facts. What’s important and 
what’s just nice to know?” 


“You’re right, Min,” Anderson laughed, unwilling to admit that he, too, was 
intimidated by Dr. Simon’s presentation. “That’s a lot for you to take in all at one time!” 


Minuet gave Anderson her patented, I-can-read-you-like-a-book-Mister-and-you’re-
not-fooling-me look. She raised one expressive eyebrow. 


“Okay, okay,” Anderson quickly admitted, his hands raised in surrender. “I’m as 
numb as you are.” 


She had the grace not to comment on his admission but the triumphant look on her 
face as she patted the back of her husband’s hand spoke volumes. 


“Anyway,” Anderson cleared his throat. “It all boils down to one question: Do we go 
or not?” He waved a hand at the planet still rotating slowly above the player and shook 
his head. “I’m really not buying into Snyder’s rants about ‘freedom’ and ‘liberty’ all that 
other stuff he talked about, although,” he said with a thoughtful look on his face, “it does 
raise some interesting questions.” He shook his head to bring himself back on track. 
“What fascinates me is being one of the first humans to live on another world. Think of 
it, Min. A new world just waiting to be explored! Who knows what we’ll find there: new 
animals, new plants and new night skies—new everything!” 
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“And,” Minuet said in a soft voice, “you’re bored, aren’t you?” A smile played at the 
corners of her mouth. 


“Well,” Anderson felt his face grow warm, “yes, I am.” He scrubbed his face with 
both hands as though trying to wash away the blush then held up one hand to stop his 
wife’s next comments. “I can’t deny that’s one factor, Min. But it’s not the most important 
factor, not at all.” 


She reached out, captured one of her husband’s hands in hers and squeezed it. 
“You may not admit it’s the most important factor, even to yourself, but it’s way ahead of 
whatever’s in second place. No matter how hard you’ve tried to hide it, Andy, I’ve known 
ever since we got here to White Sands that you were unhappy.” She released his hand 
and sat back in her chair, searching her husband’s eyes. “It’s difficult to watch others do 
what you did for so long and for so well and know you’ll never have the chance to return 
to that time of your life again, when everything was exciting, when you were the king of 
the hill, isn’t it?” She captured his eyes with hers. “Isn’t it?” she asked again, when he 
didn’t answer. 


Finally, Anderson nodded. 
“And this is a way to recapture some of your youth. Isn’t it?” 
He nodded again and Minuet fell silent. 
Anderson looked at his wife expectantly and with a great deal of trepidation as she 


worked her way through choices and permutations toward a decision. What will I do if 
she says no? He wondered. Would I go anyway? No, that’s out of the question, he 
decided without hesitation. If she stays, I stay.


“You really do want to go, don’t you?” She asked her husband. 
Anderson nodded without hesitation. “The last time I wanted to do anything this 


badly was when I wanted to marry you.” 
She was quiet for a couple more minutes and then, in a soft voice, she said, “Enya. 


Such a pretty name.” She closed her eyes for a moment then glanced at the holograph 
of the planet still rotating above the desktop. “It looks like a beautiful place to live and,” 
the corners of her eyes crinkled as she grinned, “a beautiful place to raise our 
grandchildren.” With that, the decision was made. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


“It’s time for a family conference,” Anderson announced as he put his dessert fork 
on the saucer that had, until very recently, held an extremely generous slice of 
chocolate cake (with chocolate icing, of course). The dishes on the table contained only 
faint reminders of dinner: a few, forlorn French fries; tiny bits of salad still slathered in 
various salad dressings; several thumbnail-sized pieces of Minuet’s renowned roast; 
and, most surprisingly, a solitary, golden-topped roll lay on its side in the breadbasket. 
Both Anderson and Minuet were excellent cooks and they enjoyed creating in the 
kitchen. It was unusual, on 23rd Century Earth, for a family to eat dinner together in the 
same place and at the same time. It was, however, one of the inviolate Lovett house 
rules. Dinner was a family affair that was not to be ignored. Conversation at the table 
was encouraged and there were absolutely no taboo subjects, which resulted in some 
very interesting conversations on subjects almost never heard around other dinner 
tables. 
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As usual, Anderson sat at the head of the table while Minuet sat at the opposite 
end, which placed them equidistant from the kitchen just in case something needed to 
be replenished. The two sets of twins sat on either side, Austin and Beaumont on his 
right, while Cheyenne Dawn and Ember Anne sat on his left. Anderson had spent the 
whole of dinner on autopilot, hardly aware of the answers he gave to questions he 
barely understood. Instead, he had been systematically searching the faces of each of 
his children, as though he were trying to look inside them and discern how they would 
react to his startling news. 


The two sets of twins were fraternal. The boys, Austin Raleigh and Beaumont 
Winston, were both 12, Austin the oldest by 10 minutes. The girls, Cheyenne Dawn and 
Ember Anne, were nine (going on 29, as their mother was often heard to say), 
Cheyenne Dawn 25 minutes older than Ember Anne. 


Fraternal twins (or dizygotic twins) resulted when two different eggs were fertilized 
by two different sperm cells, as opposed to identical twins (monozygotic twins) where 
one zygote split to form two embryos. In Minuet’s case, he simultaneous release of two 
eggs happened twice, which wasn’t unheard of, but certainly not commonplace. The 
interesting thing was that each of the twins seemed to be polar opposites of each other. 


Austin was tall and slender with black hair and his father’s clear blue eyes and 
bushy eyebrows. He was the most reserved of the four children, preferring to spend his 
time buried in the modern equivalent of an ancient book or involved in some other 
activity that did not involve physical effort. In an earlier time, he would have been tagged 
as a “nerd.” He was introspective with a slow, gentle smile and an eidetic memory. 


Beaumont was shorter and more broadly built than Austin, with brown hair and a 
pair of coffee-colored eyes that girls his age found fascinating. Bo, as everyone 
(including his parents) called him, was more into physical activities than his brother and 
enjoyed “working up a sweat,” an activity none of his siblings found tempting in the 
least. Beaumont was a “live wire,” often letting his impetuousness override his common 
sense (if, indeed, he had any, Anderson had often commented). Like his sisters and his 
brother, he was highly intelligent and preferred the company of adults rather than others 
his own age. 


The two girls were opposites as well, although they shared their mother’s exotically 
shaped eyes, high cheekbones and prominent dimples. Ember Anne’s waist-length hair 
was so black it had purple highlights and her eyes were a startling steel blue. Like her 
brother, Austin, she was often introspective and spoke carefully—when she spoke at all. 
She was going to be tall, like her father. She was the quintessential female and was 
quite content to bask in the adoration of her male classmates. 


Cheyenne Dawn had sparkling, bright-green eyes that took in everything around 
her. Her platinum hair came from Minuet’s side of the family, her fascination with life 
from Anderson’s. She was a committed tomboy and would have gladly lived outside 
every minute of every day. She was always bringing home stray animals and plants for 
adoption “only until they get better,” a time that always seemed to be tomorrow—never 
today.  


Anderson’s eyes rested on CeeDee longer than any of the others, watching her 
facial expressions and body language. Although he would never admit it to her, or to 
anyone else, Cheyenne Dawn was his favorite. It was difficult for him not to act out his 
bias, but he managed with great difficulty marred by an occasional slip not to let his 
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preference for his oldest daughter affect his interactions with any of his other children. 
Well, he admitted to himself, not much, anyway. He had never been able to understand 
his fascination with her; it had always been there, hiding in the background, ready to 
distract him without warning. 


For a fleeting moment Anderson’s absorption in his children flickered with a shadow 
of remembered sorrow. There should have been a fifth child at the table, another girl. 
Minuet’s second pregnancy had been trizygotic triplets, not dizygotic twins. Between the 
birth of Cheyenne Dawn and Ember Anne there had been Deanna Lyn, a wasted, 
unformed bundle of cells. The two embryos that were to become Cheyenne Dawn and 
Ember Anne had overwhelmed Deanna Lyn’s development and she had been stillborn. 
The doctors had known what was happening but were unable to intervene; there was 
nothing they could do that wouldn’t have jeopardized the development of the other two 
fetuses. It had not been an easy choice for Anderson and Minuet to let the pregnancy 
proceed naturally, but it was the only decision that they could make. Even modern 
medicine could not fix some things. 


Anderson examined the heartbreaking memory for a moment, and then moved it 
back to its proper place in the deep recesses of his mind where it usually resided, 
always hiding, but often escaping at the most inopportune times. The pain was still 
there—it would never really go away—but time and the delight and pride he had in his 
four remaining children had finally dulled the ache.  


“Uh-oh. What did we do now?” The always irrepressible and totally unrepentant 
Beaumont quipped. The quelling look from his mother cut off his next remark before it 
was out of his mouth. He looked at his brother, who shrugged. Both of them sat back in 
their chairs and waited for the other shoe to drop. Across the table, the girls leaned 
forward. 


“I have some interesting news.” Anderson paused for a moment. “I was offered a 
job yesterday—a civilian job. If I take the job, I’ll retire.” 


The always-pragmatic Ember Anne asked, “Will we have to move?” 
Anderson nodded, his lips quivering. “You might say that.” He glanced at his wife 


who was trying, without much success, not to grin. 
“Very far?” Beaumont interjected. He had recently discovered that girls were a lot 


more interesting than they used to be, especially a certain redhead named Jeannie 
Wright. 


“You might say that,” Anderson repeated, breaking into a smile. Minuet gave up her 
fight to be serious and laughed at her husband’s nonchalance, which garnered four 
puzzled glances. 


The inevitable question finally came from Cheyenne. “How far?” 
“Oh, about 200 light years,” Anderson answered, his deadpan expression giving 


away nothing.  
The absolute silence that greeted his statement could be described as profound, if 


one was into understatement as a method of emphasis. Four sets of very wide eyes 
stared back at him in disbelief. No one seemed to be breathing and if someone dropped 
the proverbial pin, it would have resulted in at least a 9.0 on the Richter Scale. 


“Light years?” There was a distinctive quiver in Austin’s incredulous voice. 
Anderson nodded. “Light years.” 







25


“Holy shit!” Beaumont exclaimed before he could stop himself. His hand flew to his 
mouth, his eyes wide in shock at his own words. A giggle came from the girls’ side of 
the table. 


Anderson and Minuet both glared at him, and he hung his head for a moment and 
mumbled, “Sorry.” Neither Anderson nor Minuet was overly strict with their children, but 
they both insisted on a certain level of decorum. “Holy shit” at the dinner table definitely 
crossed that line in the sand. 


The explanation took more than half an hour. There was not a single interruption or 
question. When he finished, Anderson sat back in his chair and looked from one 
stunned face to another. 


“Your mother and I have talked about it, of course,” Anderson said into the silence. 
“And, although we both are in favor of it, we felt it was a decision that all of us must be 
involved in. We cannot, and will not, make this choice completely on our own. I have 
one week to give Mr. Snyder my answer.” 
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Lovett Home, White Sands Shuttle Base 


“Yuk! How can you stand to drink that—” the 
temptation to use a much stronger word was almost 
overwhelming, but Bo Lovett managed somehow to beat 
back the urge. “—stuff?” He was mesmerized by 
Cheyenne Dawn’s iced tea. She had already squirted a 
healthy amount of concentrated, imitation lemon juice into 
her glass and watched intently as a stream of honey fell 
slowly onto the ice cubes. 


Without glancing up from her glass, Cheyenne Dawn 
retorted. “Just because you’re a Neanderthal and have no 
appreciation for the finer things in life, that’s no reason to 
get on my case.” 


She expertly caught the last bit of honey with her 
spoon and began to stir, ice cubes rattling as her spoon 


enthusiastically chased them around the glass, the clinking almost overcoming the 
disgusted “Huh!” from her brother. She lifted the glass and took a sip. “Ah!” she said as 
she smacked her lips in appreciation.  


The four Lovett children, Austin, Beaumont, Cheyenne Dawn and Ember Anne, sat 
on the patio. School was over for the day and they had gathered around the table next 
to the pool. It was a daily tradition as immutable as a law of nature. Although everyone 
knew why they were there today, no one seemed to want to broach the subject that was 
on everyone’s mind like an 800-kilogram gorilla sitting at the table. Finally, Cheyenne 
Dawn sat her glass on the tabletop in the silence and looked around at her brothers and 
sister in turn. 


“Well, isn’t anyone going to say anything?” She said in an almost defiant tone. 
Her question went unanswered as her three siblings stared at her as though she 


had grown an extra head. 
Ember Anne was the first to break the silence. She sighed. “Yes, you’re right, 


CeeDee. We need to come to a decision. Daddy deserves one—and soon. Remember, 
he only has a week to give Mr. Snyder an answer.” She absentmindedly twisted a lock 
of her jet-black hair around one finger. “Less than a week, now, actually.” 


“What do you think, Em?” Bo asked quietly. Austin and Ember Anne were the 
anchors that the other two relied upon to keep things on an even keel. 


Ember Anne shook her head. “It’s a big decision with a whole bunch of ramifications 
that I can’t even think of, let alone comprehend. And—” 
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“Who cares about ramifications?” Cheyenne Dawn interrupted her sister with a 
dismissive wave of her hand. “It’s simple:  Daddy wants to go. Momma wants to go. I 
say go. What’s the problem?” She stared at each of the others with a rebellious look. 


“I’m not sure it’s that easy, CeeDee,” Austin responded, shaking his head.  
Bo jumped in. “Like Em said, there are ramifications.” 
“You too, Bo?” CeeDee gave her brother a quelling look. “Aren’t you the one that 


keeps on going off half cocked? The one that’s always looking for excitement? What 
could be more exciting than going to another planet? A planet that no one’s ever been 
to before. Just imagine what we’ll find!” 


“Uh-huh. And just imagine what might eat us while we’re there,” Austin spoke up. “I 
looked at today’s To-Do List and I just can’t find being dessert on it anywhere.” 


CeeDee shrugged. “We kill it first. Then we have it for dessert instead.” Her sudden 
militancy surprised the others but they chose to ignore the dichotomy for the time being. 


“I don’t know,” Bo said. “It all sounds pretty dangerous to me.” 
“Of course it’s dangerous, Bo. Everything is dangerous, one way or another.” 


CeeDee shook her head in frustration. “Even getting out of bed in the morning is 
dangerous. Who knows what will happen? You could trip, hit your temple on the corner 
of the night stand and die—just like that!” She snapped her fingers and leaned forward. 
In a whisper, she continued. “Besides, I heard Momma and Daddy talking after dinner 
last night. They were talking about something called a ‘constitution’ and a ‘bill of rights.’ I 
don’t know exactly what they are, but Momma and Daddy seemed to think they were 
pretty important. And Daddy was going on about ‘freedom’ and ‘choices’ and a bunch of 
other stuff I didn’t completely understand. Both of them seemed worried. Maybe there’s 
more going on than we know about. Maybe this Enya place is more important than we 
realize.” 


“You might be right, CeeDee,” Ember Anne offered. “But still—” 
“Well,” CeeDee stood up. “You three can discuss it all you want, but I,” she pointed 


a thumb at her chest, “have made up my mind. I’m going.” She started to leave but then 
turned. “And the last thing I heard was Momma asking Daddy what would happen if we 
decided we didn’t want to go. All Daddy said was ‘I don’t know, Min. I just don’t know.’ It 
sounded to me like they were scared to death we wouldn’t want to go with them. Would 
they go if we didn’t? Maybe not; but then again, maybe they would. Think about it.” She 
grabbed her glass off the table and disappeared into the house. 


There was profound silence around the patio table as the last rays of sunlight 
sparkled off the pool. Finally, Austin rose and looked down on Em and Bo. In a quiet 
voice that was filled with uncertainty, he stated, “She might be right.” 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Breakfast at the Lovett house was usually pretty much the same as any other 
household in the morning:  catch as catch can. This morning was the same, but also 
different. Anderson had already eaten and gone and Minuet was getting dressed. That 
was the norm. What was a bit unusual was that all four Lovett children were in the 
kitchen at the same time instead of trickling in one by one. It created a bit of a traffic 
jam, but they managed to put together their individual meals simultaneously in a 
complicated kitchen dance that seemed choreographed but which was actually 
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spontaneous. Within seconds of each other, four chairs were pulled back from the table, 
four plates were put down and four forks were put to work. Bo had his usual bacon and 
eggs with diced potatoes on the side. Ember Anne settled for sliced grapefruit and toast, 
while Austin attacked his oatmeal and English muffin. Cheyenne Dawn opted for her 
favorite pepperoni, sausage and cheese pizza—with extra cheese, of course. 


They ate in silence, another unusual circumstance at the table; meals in the Lovett 
house were usually fairly noisy things as everyone caught up with each other or made 
plans for some project or other nefarious activity. CeeDee picked up the last few crumbs 
of her pizza crust and popped them into her mouth; as usual, she was the first one 
finished. Austin often accused his sister of not chewing her food but simply swallowing it 
whole. He watched her take her plate to the sink, rinse it out and put it in the recycler. 
There was no real good reason to rinse the plate first, but CeeDee always did. When 
she returned to the table, she slipped into her chair and looked around at the others. 


“Well?” she asked. No one had to ask what she meant by the question. 
Austin glanced quickly at Em and Bo, who were still shoveling food into their 


mouths. Both paused, looked back at Austin, and nodded their heads. Austin turned 
toward CeeDee and nodded as well. 


“We go,” he said quietly. 
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Lovett Home, White Sands Shuttle Base 


Anderson’s retirement ceremony and the reception 
afterwards had taken up most of the afternoon. It had 
been both exciting and tedious. Anderson and Minuet 
were in the kitchen. His tunic was draped over the chair 
back. Minuet had toed off her “hooker heels,” as she 
called them and kicked them across the floor. She 
shimmied out of the pantyhose that, after 200 years, had 
become fashion once again. 


“Whew! I’m glad that’s over with,” Minuet exclaimed 
as she plopped down in her chair. 


Anderson nodded in agreement. “Although—” his 
voice faded away. 


Minuet reached across the table and took his hand in 
hers. “I know, Andy. Thirty years is a long time and now 


you don’t have that sense of surety you always had. But,” she squeezed his hand, “try 
to look at it as the end of one chapter of your life and the beginning of another. As soon 
as we get packed up and moved to Gateway, you’ll be so busy you won’t even miss the 
uniform.” 


“You’re probably right, Min. But right now I’m kinda—I don’t know—adrift?” He 
shrugged. “I should be excited. I am excited, but there’s this dark cloud hanging over my 
head and I just can’t quite make out the silver lining yet.” 


“You will. Trust me.” 
Anderson smiled at his wife. “If I can’t trust you, who can I trust?” 
“Well said, Mr. Anderson Winchester Lovett.” She paused. “I guess I can still say 


‘Captain Lovett,’ can’t I?” 
He shrugged. “Somehow, it’s not the same.” 
Minuet let the silence go on for a moment before she continued. “All right, Andy. I 


guess you can have a little time to feel sorry for yourself. But not too long.” She waved 
an admonishing finger at her husband. “Day after tomorrow, after I get back from taking 
the girls to Las Cruces, we start getting rid of some of the junk around here. We’re 
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allowed only 50 kilos of personal effects, and that means a lot of hard choices—for all of 
us. That will be a major exercise that will keep us all busy for days.” 


She stared at her husband until he reluctantly nodded. She leaned forward as 
though sharing a secret and asked in a low voice, “Andy? Is Enya going to be 
dangerous?” 


“Could be,” Anderson admitted. “We know a lot about the planet, but nothing about 
the animal or plant life other than there is some.” He wagged one hand back and forth. 
“I’m sure there’s animal life, we just don’t know any particulars.” 


“Then it could be dangerous?” 
“Of course it could be dangerous. Why?” 
She sat back in her chair, her eyes stilled locked on his. “In that case, I think we 


need to take weapons. Something a little more powerful than a butter knife.” 
“Guns?” Anderson asked carefully. 
Minuet nodded. “Probably. We need long-, medium- and short-range defense. I 


know, I know,” she waved her hand in the air. “Guns are illegal and have been for a 
hundred years. But we still need them, especially in this case.” 


Anderson thought for a moment, and then sighed. He reluctantly nodded. “You’re 
right, Min. But only the Peacekeeping Forces are allowed to have them. Anyone else 
caught with a pistol or rifle is, to put it bluntly, in a world of shit.” 


“So we don’t get caught.” Her voice was matter of fact. 
“You’re asking for trouble.” 
“I don’t think so.” 
“Can’t be done, Min. Even though I agree with you, it just can’t be done.” 
A funny look flitted across her face as she leaned forward again. “Andy, if I get you 


a pistol and a rifle, we can copy them. Right? Snyder must have a copier somewhere in 
his inventory of goodies.” 


 An outgrowth of the 3D and 4D printers developed two hundred years before, the 
modern “copier” could take a “picture” of anything and produce as many duplicates as 
there was raw material to use. It used anything as raw material—anything:  rocks, trash, 
cast-off items, or even dirt. The main drawback to the copier was that it could not 
reproduce anything with any nutritional value. Although the inability to create food was a 
major disappointment to the scientists who had developed the technology, the copier 
was still a huge economic success and had made the P5 Group, who developed the 
copier, a ton of money. Depending upon the complexity of the item being copied, it 
could take anywhere from a few minutes to several hours to make a duplicate. The 
copier came in four sizes:  small, medium, large and very large.  


The first step in reproducing an item was to scan the individual parts or, in the case 
of one-piece things, the item itself. The resulting template was stored on a high-density 
memory cube and all one had to do was select the proper cube, put it into a slot in the 
side of the machine, add raw materials to the input hopper, push the start button, and 
wait. A good copier technician could make limited changes to the matrix so that it could 
be individualized but that was not an easy task, hence the premium a good copier 
technician could demand, and get. 


“I would think so,” Anderson said thoughtfully. “They, at least, aren’t illegal.” 
“Well?” 
“Well, what? That still leaves the problem of having one to copy, doesn’t it?” 
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She had that Mona Lisa smile on her face again, the one that always made 
Anderson nervous. “Leave that to me. I have some ideas.” She suddenly changed the 
subject. “Want some coffee?” 


In spite of the whiplash from the sudden switch in topics, Anderson nodded. “That 
would be great! Can I help?” 


Minuet looked horrified. “No way! I want coffee. All you know how to make is mud, 
and bad-tasting mud at that!” She was laughing as she stood up. Knowing how right she 
was, Anderson couldn’t argue. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Early the next morning Minuet arrived at the Las Cruces United Nations Social 
Center where she had volunteered her time for the past three years, ever since the 
family’s arrival at White Sands Shuttle Base. There was at least one, and often more 
than one, Social Center in most medium and large cities throughout the world. It was a 
combination soup kitchen, halfway house, rape crisis center (yes, there was still sexual 
violence, albiet unusual), homeless shelter and domestic abuse retreat. As usual, 
Minuet was serving breakfast to those who were unable to provide for themselves. 


“Good morning, Beth,” Minuet said in a disgustingly cheerful voice. “And to you, too, 
Sammy.” The woman standing in front of her with an outstretched tray wore shabby 
clothing with patches and repairs everywhere. Her son, Samuel, was dressed 
somewhat better, but not a lot. The two had been coming to the Social Center as long 
as Minuet had been there. 


Beth Sable lowered her eyes as her cheeks got red and, as usual, refused to 
acknowledge the greeting. Her son was more outgoing. 


“Morning, Ms. Lovett,” Sammy said, a bright smile on his face. Minuet was one of 
his favorite people and he always looked forward to seeing her. And she’s so beautiful!


Minuet smiled back at the young man and put an extra helping of scrambled eggs 
on his tray, something she did almost every morning. “We won’t tell anyone that you got 
a little extra today, will we?” Minuet whispered. Sammy shook his head from side to 
side. 


“No, ma’am. It’s a secret.” Sammy whispered back. 
Two extra slices of bacon followed the scrambled eggs. Sammy’s smile broadened. 
Minuet watched the two find seats in the dining area and shook her head. Life is 


definitely not fair, she said to herself. It was the same mantra she had repeated each 
morning for the past three years—especially each time she served Beth and Sammy 
Sable. 


A soft, baritone voice interrupted her thoughts. “Morning, Minuet.” 
Steve Hoage obviously did not need to get a free breakfast, with his neatly combed 


hair, his expensive clothing and his lack of quiet desperation that Minuet was so used to 
seeing in other faces at the Center. Minuet had discovered that Steve Hoage routinely 
donated to Las Cruces’ Social Center—sometimes it was money, sometimes it was 
food, sometimes it was other things like blankets or clothing—and donated generously. 
She didn’t know what Steve did for a living, but some of the rumors she’d heard led her 
to the conclusion that she really didn’t want to know. Nevertheless, he happened to be 
the one person she most looked forward to seeing this morning. 
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“Hi, Steve!” Minuet filled his tray and stared at his back for a moment as he found 
his own table and sat down. She turned to the server standing next to her. “I’m going to 
take a quick break. I’ll be back.” She removed her apron, grabbed a cup of coffee, and 
made her way to the table where Steve Hoage sat. 


“Steve, I need a favor,” Minuet said in a low voice as she sat down. 
“Oh?” He paused with a fork full of hash brown potatoes halfway to his mouth. 
“This is just between us, okay?” 
He nodded and guided his fork into his mouth, his eyes wary. He chewed for a 


moment, and then swallowed. “Is this ‘favor’ something legal?” 
“Well,” Minuet glanced around. “Not exactly.” 
“I see.” He put another bite into his mouth and reached for the glass of orange juice 


next to his tray. “I’m listening.” 
“I need a gun. Well, actually, two of them—a pistol and a rifle.” 
Steve Hoage’s eyebrows shot up but he quickly recovered and continued to chew. 


“Why?” he asked after swallowing. 
“Promise you won’t tell anyone?” 
“Minuet, just talking about this breaks a whole bunch of laws. I don’t mind if you get 


yourself into trouble—well, I do—but I have no desire to see the inside of a jail. Believe 
me, it won’t go any further.” He took another sip of orange juice. “Why?” he repeated. 


Minuet’s voice became even softer. “We—Anderson and I and the kids—are taking 
a trip to a place that might be very dangerous and I’ve decided we need some sort of 
protection from whatever we might meet there.” 


Steve quit pretending to eat and stared at Minuet. “Enya,” he said after a long 
pause. 


“How do you know that?”  
A wide grin split his face. “I have friends in low places.” He sat back in his chair, his 


demeanor suddenly sober again. “What makes you think I can help you?” 
She shrugged. “Just a hunch.” 
“Just a hunch, eh?” Steve repeated. There was no expression in his voice or on his 


face. 
Steve Hoage stared at the woman sitting across from him. He had known her for 


almost three years and was convinced there was not an illegal bone in her body. 
Compassion, yes; empathy, absolutely. But illegal? Not hardly. “Are you sure?” he 
asked softly. The violation of the ban against civilians possessing guns was one of the 
most serious charges that could be brought against anyone since it had gone into force 
over a hundred years ago. If she’s willing to do something like this, she’s scared to 
death, Steve decided. Of course she is, you dimwit. It’s a new planet. Who the hell 
knows what’s there? The quick plan took mere seconds to formulate. 


“Go to Jerry’s General Store—you know where that is?” 
Minuet nodded. 
“Buy an 18-can cooler made by ColdSpot, the red one with a white top. Fill it with 


ice and 12 cans of Jerry’s Excellent Cola. Be at the La Niña Children’s Park next 
Saturday no later than 1100. Take a Frisbee with you. There’s a bench on the north side 
of the park. Each of you, including your husband, take a can of Cola and put the cooler 
underneath the bench. Go play Frisbee with your children and leave your husband on 
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the bench. That will take care of one of your gifts. The other will take a little more 
planning. I’ll get back to you on that. Any problems?” 


Minuet shook her head. “No problems. Steve, I owe you—big time.” 
Steve chuckled. “Don’t worry. I’ll think of something.” The look on his face was 


almost lecherous. 
What am I willing to do for my family? Minuet thought. How far will I go? It didn’t 


take long for her to come to a decision. Whatever the price, I’ll pay it. She nodded and 
reached out to touch the back of his hand. “Just tell me. And,” she rose to return to the 
serving line. “Thank you.” 


Steve Hoage watched her walk across the dining hall. I think, Mrs. Minuet Lovett, 
that you will be very surprised when I hand you the bill for this. He finished his meal and 
left the Social Center. He had arrangements to make. 







34


Las Cruces, North American Administrative Zone 


“Okay, girls. We’re all finished. Get dressed and go 
into my office.” Dr. Julian Hardesty smiled at the twins as 
he pointed at the door. 


Dropping the absolutely despicable open-backed 
examination robe on the floor, Ember Anne removed the 
band from her hair and shook out the ponytail she usually 
wore only for bed, ran her fingers quickly through her 
thick, midnight-black mane, and put her head through the 
opening of her tee-shirt, pulling the hem down to smooth 
out the fit.  


“That wasn’t so bad,” she commented as she glanced 
in the mirror on the wall. She grimaced as she appraised 
the disaster that was her hair and then shrugged in 
defeat.  


“A tee-shirt is not my first—or my 51st choice of something to wear,” she grumbled 
under her breath and shrugged, but this was a physical exam, not a social occasion. It 
was okay, this time. 


Cheyenne Dawn was getting dressed as well and, as she shoved one leg into her 
shorts, grinned at her sister’s barely audible muttering. I know exactly what she’s 
saying, CeeDee snickered as she sealed the front of her shorts. I don’t know what the 
big deal is. Clothes are clothes. As long as they do what they’re supposed to, who cares 
what they look like? And, if you don’t need them to protect your skin from brambles or 
bushes or the sun, or some other reason—say, not embarrassing someone else, like 
the proverbial Mrs. Grundy that Daddy warns us about every couple of days—why 
bother with them at all. Nobody in the Lovett family held a great deal of respect for body 
modesty. Skinny-dipping was not a daily routine, but nobody paid much attention to it 
when it occurred. An evening visit to the Lovett’s patio and pool on any random day 
would probably cause the aforementioned Mrs. Grundy to suffer a massive heart attack 
on the spot. 


“I’m glad they don’t use a stainless-steel speculum anymore!” Cheyenne Dawn 
stepped into her shoes and ran her fingers through her short, platinum hair. As usual, 
her hair responded to this cavalier treatment by falling perfectly into place—which, once 
again, irritated her sister beyond belief. “Remember Momma telling us about that?” 
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Cheyenne Dawn smiled evilly at her sister’s narrowed eyes and pursed lips. It was 
Ember Anne’s usual response to Cheyenne Dawn’s treatment of her hair. Gottcha!


Ember Anne reluctantly let go of her irritation and shuddered. “I don’t think I’d like 
something like that, all cold and hard, stuck inside me!” 


“Yeah, it’s supposed to be nice and warm—not cold.” 
“Cheyenne Dawn Lovett!” Ember Anne put her right hand on her hip and used her 


left one to wave a finger at her sister as though she were brandishing a sword. “Keep 
that up and you won’t be allowed out of your room until you turn 30!” She sounded 
exactly like their mother. 


They both laughed and headed to the next room. Ember Anne surreptitiously kicked 
the used exam robe into a corner of the room and stuck out her tongue at it. 


“They are disgustingly healthy, Min.” Dr. Julian Hardesty told Minuet as they sat in 
his office. He was looking over the tests results from the exhaustive physical exam just 
completed on the two girls. “Strong hearts, blood chemistry perfect, height and weight 
just about average for their age—well, maybe just a little above average in Ember’s 
case and just a little below average for Cheyenne Dawn—and the internal exam is 
perfect as well. There’s absolutely nothing to worry about as far as either of them are 
concerned.” 


Minuet nodded at his pronouncement. It was always a relief to get nothing but good 
news from a physician. 


“Well,” Dr. Hardesty continued with a smile. “I can see nothing wrong at all with 
either of them. They’ll outlive both of us put together, in spite of CeeDee’s tendency to 
eat pizza for breakfast.” He made a couple of last-minute record entries with the 
computer keyboard and sat back in his chair. 


Minuet nodded, relieved. The two girls had passed every physical exam since they 
were born with flying colors (as had Austin and Bo), but there was always a nagging 
fear in her mind that maybe, just maybe, something might have changed from one year 
to the next. 


“The implants will be ready in just a few minutes,” Dr. Hardesty continued. Laughter 
from the exam room interrupted their conversation. He shook his head. “Those two will 
be holy terrors when they grow up. Trust me. And,” he grinned, “they’ll be beating off the 
guys with a stick.” 


“They’ve had a lot of practice, Julian—being holy terrors, I mean,” Minuet said with 
her own smile. “Not that they’re beating off the boys just yet, but I don’t doubt you’re 
right about that.” 


The door opened and the twins entered the room, looking around curiously.  
“Your implants will be here in a minute. Who’s first?” Dr. Hardesty asked, pointing to 


a pair of chairs. 
The girls sat and looked at each other and began the age-old ritual of rock, paper, 


and scissors. Cheyenne Dawn won—or lost, depending upon one’s viewpoint. 
“Well, that was certainly scientific,” Minuet said. 
“Works for us,” Ember Anne replied with a smile and a shrug. 
Just then, Dr. Hardesty’s nurse brought in two metal trays. The girls stared at them 


as if they were snakes, fascination fighting with trepidation. 
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Hardesty held up the trays. Each held a small cylinder a centimeter in diameter and 
about two centimeters in length. Affixed to each tray was a peel-off label with each girl’s 
name.  


“Now.” he said. “These are your implants. The process is simple and painless. I’ll 
spray an anesthetic on the inside of your non-dominant arm where it’s fleshy, give it a 
minute or two to take effect and then make a small incision. After I insert the implant, I’ll 
put a small patch of Seal-It over the incision and that will be that. No sweat. Okay?” 


He waited for them to nod. “The implant will automatically dispense the anti-
hormone after it integrates itself with your body tissues; the incision will heal in just a 
day or two without a scar. But,” he cautioned, “no roughhousing for those two days. And 
no gymnastics. We don’t want to disturb the implants until they have settled in and 
started to work. Any problems with that?” 


Still silent, still staring at the cylinders, both girls nodded tentatively. 
“Good. Now, CeeDee, if you will put your left arm out, we’ll get this done in just a 


moment or two.” 
She watched Dr. Hardesty’s every movement very closely as he sprayed the inside 


of her upper arm. It took only a minute and where he had sprayed was numb. Next, Dr. 
Hardesty picked up a small, pen-like device and ran it across the inside of her arm. 
Holding the small incision open with two gloved fingers, he removed the implant from 
the tray with his other hand and slipped it inside her arm. There was no blood. He held 
the two edges of the skin together and applied a thin, transparent sheet of clear Seal-It 
to the incision. The Seal-It quickly turned green to indicate a lack of infection.  


“This will monitor the incision for 12 hours to ensure there’s no contamination, and 
then dissolve when you bathe. Don’t get it wet before that. Okay, Ember Anne, it’s your 
turn.” 


Ember Anne changed places with her sister and held out her right arm. Cheyenne 
was right handed but Ember was left handed. Dr. Hardesty repeated the procedure. 
Ember Anne chose not to watch, turning her head away. 


“There! I told you it was no big thing.” Dr. Hardesty smiled and glanced at Minuet. 
“This is so much better and easier than the old ways.” 


The ride back from Dr. Hardesty’s office to home had the two girls comparing their 
implants, arguing over which one was longer or wider or protruded higher. Minuet 
listened, but didn’t join in the conversation. Well, she thought, my little girls are growing 
up. It was a two-edged sword. On one hand, Minuet wanted them to stay young, to keep 
the innocence of their youth and to be her “babies” forever. On the other hand, she 
looked forward to them growing up, becoming mature (do I really want them more 
mature than they already are?) and being as happy with someone as she was with 
Andy. And grandchildren would be nice too. Suddenly it dawned on Minuet that both of 
them had fallen quiet. When those two are quiet, bad things are usually going to happen 
soon, she grinned to herself and waited. 


The other shoe finally dropped. 
“Momma?” Cheyenne Dawn’s voice was tentative. 
“Yes, CeeDee?” 
“Does this mean we can have sex now?”  
Minuet could feel two pairs of eyes glued to her as the two girls waited for her 


reaction. It was not a question that Minuet expected to hear. For a split second, Minuet 
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considered ignoring the question, but then realized that she could not—or rather would 
not—ignore it. She had never lied to the girls, to any of her children for that matter, and 
had always answered every question as completely as the situation demanded. She did 
not always tell all of the truth, but she always told enough of the truth. Besides, it’s not 
as if I didn’t think about it when I got my implant at nine. She grimaced. At least I waited 
until I discovered Andy. 


For the past century and a half or so, the usual age for the onset of menstruation 
had fallen to around nine years. The medical community was divided on the reason for 
this. Some claimed it was due to better nutrition and modern medical care. Others said 
it was the result of a maturing species, citing other mammals’ early maturation. Minuet 
was not sure she completely agreed with either school of thought, but that did not 
change the facts. The United Nations had instituted compulsory birth control for every 
female—and males for that matter—whenever the person approached that “magical” 
age. It was nine for girls and 11 for males. Austin and Beaumont had received their 
implants just the year before. The implant in girls prevented the delivery of an egg to the 
uterus and was 100% effective for a period of seven years. The implant in boys 
eliminated the ability of the sperm to enter the egg and therefore, fertilization was 
impossible. The male implant, because of the very nature of sperm, was good for only 
four years.  


Although the implants were mandatory, both males and females could petition the 
United Nations’ World Health Organization for their removal if they were married and 
over the age of majority: sixteen. Pregnancies were, except for unusual circumstances 
(the death of a child, for instance), limited to two. Those under the age of 16 were not 
allowed to have the contraceptives removed. 


“Do you have someone in mind?” It was an attempt to give her just a moment more 
to consider her answer. She was almost afraid of the answer. 


“Yes,” Ember Anne answered. “We both do.” 
“But not today, Momma,” Cheyenne added quickly. She glanced at her sister out of 


the corner of her eye. “We’re going to have to work on that. Whether we’re ready or not 
doesn’t mean he’s ready.” 


“Well, that’s some comfort, at least. Having your implant means that if you do have 
sex, you won’t get pregnant. Whether it means you should have sex is an entirely 
different question. If you’re asking for my permission—the answer is that I’m not ready 
to give it right now. Check back with me in, oh, say 20 years or so.” 


That brought a laugh from all three of them. I’m pretty sure, Minuet thought, they’re 
not going to ask for my consent. They’ll just decide one day that this is the day. And 
whomever they select had better watch out. My daughters simply don’t take “no” for an 
answer.


“Just remember, girls, that you can give the gift of your virginity once and only once. 
Make sure that the person you present it to is worthy of the gift.” 


“Oh, he is, Momma. He really is.”  
Ember Anne’s reply surprised Minuet. It was a remark she would have expected 


from Cheyenne. It was a signal to her that the girls were deadly serious. Not wanting to 
explore that avenue any further—at least not at the moment—Minuet changed the 
subject. 
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/ / /  \ \ \ 


The two girls got ready for bed. Each had their own routine. Ember Anne went into 
their common bathroom, washed her face, brushed her teeth and put her long, black 
hair into a ponytail. She came out of the bathroom and pulled an ankle-length, sea-silk 
nightgown over her head. She ran her hands over the material in an almost sensuous 
gesture. Although she loved clothes and, unlike her sister, always paid very close 
attention to her dress, Ember Anne did not really meet the criteria for a clotheshorse. 
However, there was something about the feel of sea-silk against her skin that made 
goose bumps on her arm whenever she first put on the expensive nightgown. There 
were, of course, many other fabrics in use for nightgowns, most of them manmade and 
almost as light and smooth, but to her they just weren’t the same. 


Cheyenne Dawn’s routine was not quite as complicated. She simply took off all her 
clothes, tossed them into the hamper, and stood nude in the middle of the bedroom. 


There was one last routine to follow before they went to bed. They faced each 
other, arms at their sides. Cheyenne raised her right hand, fingers wide. Ember held up 
her left hand and intertwined her fingers with her sister’s. 


“I am your sword and you are my shield,” Cheyenne Dawn intoned seriously, bright 
green eyes staring into her sister’s steel-blue ones. Ember Anne raised her right hand 
and Cheyenne Dawn followed suit with her left, again intertwining their fingers. 


“I am your sword and you are my shield,” Ember recited. 
They stood there, hands intertwined and eyes locked, for a moment, then touched 


their foreheads together. 
“Sisters. Forever.” Ember Anne whispered. 
“Sisters. Forever,” Cheyenne Dawn repeated. 
A quick kiss on the lips and the nightly ceremony was complete. A moment later, 


each in their own bed, Cheyenne spoke into the darkness. 
“Em?” 
“Yes?” Her voice was sleepy. 
“Do you think Momma knows who we picked?” 
Ember Anne didn’t answer for a moment as she thought about the question. “No. 


He would never even show up on her list.” 
“I don’t think we should tell her, do you?” Cheyenne asked. 
“No.” The answer was quick. 
The room fell silent as the twins drifted off to sleep. 
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Las Cruces, North American Administrative Zone 


 There was not a cloud in the Saturday morning sky. 
A gentle breeze helped to keep the temperature down 
and, as usual, the humidity was in the single digits. It is, 
Anderson thought to himself, a very beautiful day. I 
wonder what the weather is like at Gateway. Probably not 
as nice as this, he mused. He sat at the end of the bench 
on the north side of La Niña Children’s Park in Las 
Cruces with a can of Jerry’s Excellent Cola in one hand, 
watching his wife and children play Frisbee on the wide 
expanse of grass across from him. Initially, there was 
some reluctance on the kids’ part to go to the park, but 
Minuet quickly squelched it. Beaumont ceased his 
objection when “She got that look on her face.” The one 
that said, “I’m the mother, that’s why.” Minuet had never 


actually used those words, but the implication was obvious and quickly recognized by 
both sets of twins. 


Anderson caught a motion out of the corner of his eye and he turned his head to 
look. The nondescript man who walked toward him triggered a faint, elusive chord in 
Anderson’s memory. The cooler that swung from his left hand told Anderson that the 
brown-haired man wearing the warm-up suit was probably Steven Hoage, a name that 
also meant something that Anderson couldn’t decipher. Although no one would have 
noticed, Anderson tensed, his awareness of his surroundings notched up and he 
realized that, in a moment, he would cross a line that he had never even dreamed he 
would approach. Is this really a good idea? He wondered, not for the first time since 
Minuet had outlined the reason for today’s outing. It’s not just me I’m worried about, but 
Minuet and the children. The man sat down next to Anderson and put his cooler 
alongside the one that Minuet had purchased from Jerry’s General Store two days ago. 
Perspiration dotted the man’s forehead and he took a handkerchief from his back 
pocket to wipe it away.  


“May I join you?” he asked. 
Anderson nodded. 
“My doctor told me I had to get more exercise and drink lots of fluids while I’m doing 


it.” The man chuckled. “What he didn’t tell me was not to lug this stupid cooler around 
with me.” He made a wry face. “I wish he had.”  
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There were a few minutes of silence. Anderson watched the man out of the corner 
of his eye. The man said nothing, just watched Anderson’s wife and kids play Frisbee 
while he sipped on the container of Jerry’s Excellent Cola he had taken from his own 
red and white cooler. 


“I admire her,” Steve Hoage finally said as he turned to Anderson. His voice 
became a whisper. “There’s a small birthday gift for her in the bottom of the cooler. Her 
second, bigger gift will be delivered to Gateway.” He stood up and handed his now-
empty container of cola to Anderson. Most people kept their “trash” and turned it in to 
the many recycling centers for credit they could use whenever they used a copier. 
Anderson took the container, put it into the trash bag at his feet, and nodded his thanks. 


“Thanks for sharing your bench.” Steve’s voice was louder. “I guess I’d better be on 
my way. Have a good day.” He picked up Anderson’s cooler and walked away without 
looking back. Unless one were paying extremely close attention, the switch of one 
cooler for another was unnoticeable.  


Anderson wanted to open the cooler and look inside. Bad idea, he decided after a 
short argument with himself. Minuet sat down beside him a moment later. 


“Whew! Having fun is hard work!” She glanced at her husband. “Was that Steve I 
saw sitting with you?” 


Anderson nodded. “He switched coolers and said your birthday gift was in the 
bottom.” He paused. “I wonder what it is.” 


“We’ll find out after we get home.” Minuet responded. She reached down, opened 
the cooler and took out another Cola. She took a long drink of the cold beverage and 
said, “We’d better stay here for a little longer so nobody will put two and two together 
and wind up with E=mc2.” She looked at her husband. “Isn’t it about time you had some 
fun of your own?” She made a shooing motion with her hand. “Go.” 


Throwing a Frisbee around was not high on Anderson’s list of favorite things to do 
at the moment—he had far too much to think about, and there was that cooler with its 
unknown “birthday present” inside—but he could not argue with Minuet’s logic. He 
grimaced and, with a resigned look on his face, started over to join his children, who 
looked like they, at least, were having fun. Steve Hoage’s face and name rattled around 
in his brain and, after a while, he became frustrated at his inability to connect the dots, 
so he put it out of his mind. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


The red and white cooler had sat on the kitchen counter all the way through dinner. 
Cheyenne Dawn had noticed both her parents casting sidelong glances at it all through 
the meal. Both of them tried to be nonchalant, but their furtive, almost guilty looks did 
not escape Cheyenne Dawn’s eagle eyes. I wonder what going on, CeeDee thought to 
herself. Usually, the cooler would have been emptied and put away by now. But there it 
sat. She had noticed the man next to her father on the bench, but had not thought 
anything about it. Now, it didn’t seem so innocent. Are they playing James Bond? She 
wondered, referencing the super-spy movies that had been popular a couple of hundred 
years ago. She had discovered the “movies” recently and fell in love with Sean 
Connery, the main character in five of the movies. I’ll bet it’s a coded message. I wonder 
what it says. Several highly improbable scenarios suggested themselves to her active 
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imagination but she discounted each one. There’s probably nothing to it, she finally 
decided and turned her attention to the dessert plate in front of her that held a large 
helping of strawberry shortcake topped off with real whipped cream. Nothing to it at all. 
She was almost disappointed at her conclusion. 


The dinner dishes had long ago been recycled and the kids had trooped off to their 
bedrooms, leaving Minuet and Anderson alone at the dinner table nursing after-dinner 
coffee.  


“Shall we unwrap my present?” Minuet finally asked. 
Anderson got up and brought the cooler back to the table. It took him a few minutes 


to find the false bottom. He lifted out the insulated box that helped keep the cooler's 
shape and stared with wide eyes at what lay beneath it.  


“What?” Minuet demanded. 
Anderson reached down and pulled out a pistol, two magazines and a small square 


box. “It’s a Peacemaker! Where in hell did he find a Peacemaker?” 
Minuet recognized the black, lethal-looking weapon in Anderson’s hand. He had 


carried one every day of his career, but she had never really paid much attention to it. In 
fact, it had made her nervous. But now she wasn’t nervous at all. In fact, she stared at 
the weapon with a combination of awe and anticipation. 


The Peacemaker was an outgrowth of the “coil gun” that had initially been 
developed by amateur gun enthusiasts in the late 1990s. The coil gun, in its infancy, 
was a large, bulky weapon with so many limitations that it was only good as a toy. 
Improvements over the years had turned it into a deadly weapon. Small, round, 
powerful, ceramic magnets lined the inside of the barrel. The magnets accelerated the 
three-centimeter-long “darts” that it used for ammunition to a very high speed—a 
muzzle velocity of 1,500 meters per second. Each dart had small fins that extended 
immediately upon exiting the muzzle and imparted a spin that made the fléchette 
extremely accurate at ranges up to a full kilometer. Each magazine held 25 darts.  


The small, black box was a charger for the three power cells that were an integral 
part of the grip. Each power cell was capable of firing five magazines and could be 
replaced in seconds and recharged in only a matter of minutes. A small lever, much like 
the magazine release on an antique, semi-automatic pistol, was the safety as well as a 
selector which fired either a single dart or two darts sequentially. There were almost no 
moving parts to the Peacemaker and there was effectively no recoil. The noise it made 
when fired was more of a “Pfsst,” than anything else and was virtually inaudible more 
than a couple of meters. It was not exactly a fléchette gun as envisioned by the science 
fiction writers of the past, but it was close. 


Anderson looked up at Minuet. “If this is his idea of a ‘small gift,’ I can’t wait to see 
what the second one is. Maybe a bazooka? Or a battle tank?” 


“Well, this isn’t exactly what I expected—but then again, I didn’t know what to 
expect,” Minuet said. 


“It’s sure as hell not what I expected,” Anderson murmured as he turned the 
Peacemaker over in his hands. He glanced at the telltale on the grip and nodded. “Of 
course the cells are fully charged,” he murmured as though that were a foregone 
conclusion  


“Can it be copied?” Minuet asked. 







42


Anderson looked closely at the trigger guard. “No serial number. Now why am I not 
surprised?” 


“Can it be copied?” Minuet repeated. 
“Huh?” Anderson was engrossed in his examination. “Oh, yeah, they can. So long 


as the copier is modified a little. The big problem is going to be to scan it into the copier. 
Only Peacekeeping copiers are able to get around the built-in security functions in each 
Peacemaker.” He grew thoughtful. “I wonder…” his voice trailed off. 


 Minuet picked up the Peacemaker—the first time she had ever even touched one. 
Her finger was inside the trigger guard as she lifted the weapon up.  


“Stop!” Anderson’s voice held a ring of command to it that Minuet had seldom 
heard. She froze. He reached out and gingerly took the weapon from her. He sat it 
down on the table with the barrel pointed away from either of them and took a deep 
breath. 


“There are some rules you have to follow when dealing with weapons. The first one 
is that it is always loaded, no matter what you may think or what someone might tell 
you. The second is that you never—never—put your finger inside the trigger guard until 
you are ready to pull the trigger. And the third thing—maybe the most important one—is 
that you never, ever point it at something you’re not prepared to kill.” 


“Oh!” Minuet’s voice seemed small in the suddenly tense air of the kitchen. “I’m 
sorry. I didn’t know.” She was obviously embarrassed. 


Anderson smiled to take some of the sting out of his chastisement. “I know you 
didn’t. But you’re going to learn.” He picked up one of the magazines and began to 
inspect it, giving his wife time to recover. 


“The kids won’t be able to handle one of these, will they?” She asked after a 
moment. 


Anderson looked at the Peacemaker and tried to envision it in Ember Anne’s 
hand—or Cheyenne Dawn’s. “I’m not sure,” he shook his head. “The girls might not, at 
least for a while, their hands are pretty small. The boys now, they might; but I’m not sure 
of that either.” He paused. “I see what you’re getting at. This is not going to work for 
self-defense for anyone whose hand isn’t big enough.” 


“That’s what I was afraid of. That means that we’re right back where we started 
from, doesn’t it?” She frowned, unhappy with his answer. 


“Well, it will work for most people, just not little people.” His eyes seemed to 
defocus. Minuet recognized the look. Anderson was working through a problem in his 
mind. 


He smiled. “I think I may have a solution to that problem.” 
“What is it?” 
Anderson shook his head. “No. Let me work on it for a while. Then I’ll tell you.” He 


stood up with the Peacemaker in his hand. “Right now, let’s put this puppy back into the 
cooler and put the cooler somewhere the kids won’t think of looking.” 


Minuet nodded in agreement. What does he have up his sleeve? She wondered. 
Whatever it is, I’m sure it’ll work out right. 


Anderson came back into the kitchen after a few minutes and smiled at his wife. 
“Ready for bed? It’s been a long, eventful day.” He yawned and stretched. “I’m ready.” 


Minuet gave her husband a sly look. “Are you ready for bed? Or for sleep?” 
Anderson laughed. “I guess we’ll just have to see what comes up, won’t we?” 
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Lovett House, Gateway 


“It doesn’t look a whole lot different from White 
Sands,” Austin commented with a vague sense of 
disappointment. The four Lovett children stood on the 
back porch of their new home in Gateway and stared out 
at the landscape, their view only partially blocked by the 
sad, sagging wooden fence surrounding their new back 
yard. Located a few miles east of the almost-abandoned 
town of Del Rio in the extinct political subdivision of Texas 
in the now non-existent country of the United States of 
America, the headquarters of the Enya Colonization 
Corporation was the former site of the Laughlin Air Force 
Base. Their new home had once been the Base 
Commander’s home. It, too, needed some work. 


 “Sure it does,” CeeDee replied. “At least here 
there’s a lot more green. Not a whole lot,” she agreed reluctantly, “not like back east, on 
the coast, but lots more than White Sands. And there’s even water!” She waved a hand 
in a vague and imprecise gesture toward the west. “The Amistad Reservoir is right over 
there; so is the Rio Grande River. And,” she pointed at the back yard, “we still have a 
pool.” She failed to mention the fact that the pool was empty, the walls were cracked 
and the surrounding surface looked like a mortar company had used it for target 
practice. 


 “Huh!” Bo commented and looked disgusted as he surveyed the back yard. 
 The last two weeks had been a whirlwind of activity. Although new houses and 


new places were nothing unusual to them (a military family and moving were considered 
synonymous) somehow this time seemed different. Perhaps it was why they were 
moving, or maybe it was the fact that they had to get rid of as many of their belongings 
as they could. 


 “If you haven’t used it in a year,” Minuet had told each of them repeatedly, “get 
rid of it. We’re not going to have room on the ship for ‘dust collectors.’ The operative 
word on this move is ‘ruthless.’ If there’s any doubt, throw it out. Remember, you’ll only 
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have 50 kilos of stuff you can take with you on the trip—make every kilogram count.” 
She had followed her own advice, in spite of the pain it sometimes caused. 


 “Well, at least Momma didn’t throw out the barbeque,” Em said as she pointed to 
a corner of the porch. “We can still have hot dogs and hamburgers.” 


 “And chicken.” CeeDee added. 
 “Speaking of which,” Bo rubbed his stomach. “I’m hungry.” 
 Austin laughed. “You’re always hungry.” 
 “Yeah? So what? Your stomach is rumbling so loud I can hardly hear what 


anybody is saying,” Bo fired back. 
Austin shook his head sadly and headed for the barbeque. “It’s time to crank up ‘Ole 


Betsy.’ Why don’t you guys go inside and get the stuff ready? I’ll cook dinner tonight,” 
he threw over his shoulder as he opened the lid. 


It did not take long for the three to put together everything they needed for the meal:  
hot dogs, hamburger patties, potato salad, buns, mustard, mayonnaise, lettuce, tomato, 
Cheddar cheese and, of course, pinto beans. In spite of the many changes in life over 
the past couple of hundred years or so, some things seemed to defy all efforts to 
eliminate them. The Lovett’s favorite meal was one of those things. 


“No chicken?” Bo asked plaintively.  
“Not this time, Bo,” Em answered. “Momma and Daddy will be home in about half 


an hour.” 
CeeDee hand her hands full and was struggling to open the patio door. Bo noticed 


her difficulties and moved quickly to help which, despite his constant sniping at his 
brother and sisters, illustrated his underlying personality—one that he tried very hard 
not to display; it would have taken all the fun out of life. CeeDee started through the 
door with a nod of thanks to her brother then stopped with her patented, famous (or 
infamous, depending upon the observer) perplexed look on her face. Bo called it her 
“passing gas” look. 


“Does anybody know why we have six bedrooms? I’m not complaining mind you. 
It’s great to have my own bedroom and some peace and quiet for a change—” 


Em stuck her tongue out at her sister, knowing CeeDee did not really mean it. 
“—but six bedrooms? Who’s the other one for?” 
No one seemed to know and the question faded out of view as they moved 


everything to the patio table and began preparations for dinner. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


The room hid deep beneath the Earth’s surface for a very good reason:  no 
electronic device could penetrate the 20 meters of soil over the top of it. What the 30 
people were doing in that room full of computers was not exactly legal by United 
Nations standards. It probably would not have been exactly legal even before the UN 
took over the world and was certainly proscribed now. The mining of the world’s 
databases that went on day and night, some databases more secure than others, was 
not an activity that anyone in the Enya Colonization Corporation wanted publicized. 


David Webster, a short, dark-complexioned man of “complicated” ancestry, sat at a 
table in the small break room adjacent to the extensive mix of computers and massive 
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storage devices where all the activity was happening (if you could call quiet murmurs 
and the click of keys activity). He was nursing a cup of coffee and staring at nothing.  


The arrival of his best friend and next-door neighbor, Ted Brothers, interrupted his 
thoughts. As usual, Ted moved like an elephant in a china shop and the chair groaned 
in response to his weight. “Food likes me,” Ted would respond when someone 
mentioned his girth. “It’s not my fault I like it back.” He had a doughnut in one hand and 
a soda in the other. David looked up as almost half of the doughnut disappeared in one 
bite. 


Ted finished chewing and took a big swallow from the can. “You realize, of course,” 
he said, waving the remaining doughnut around carelessly. “That we’ve got to move all 
this shit in a week.” 


“Yeah.” David’s response was far from enthusiastic. He frowned. “I think I’ve got it 
all planned out, but sure as hell something’s gonna bite us on the ass. It always does.” 
David Webster had been frowning a lot lately, every since he found out that his people 
and equipment were being moved to Gateway. It was not something he was looking 
forward to doing. 


“Why can’t we just stay here?” Ted asked. He was just as unenthusiastic as his 
boss was. 


David tried to put a positive spin on the situation. “Look, it’s not like we can’t do this 
from anywhere, is it?” 


“No, but—” 
“And the boss says we’re going. So we’re going,” David interrupted. He had heard 


the same complaint far too many times in the last couple of weeks and was getting 
pretty tired of it. “Besides, I’m told we’ll have twice the space we have here.”  


Ted looked skeptical as he put the other half of the doughnut in his mouth, deciding 
that a change of subject was, based on Webster’s facial expression, a politically correct 
move. “I still say that ‘The Data Project’ is a stupid name for us,” he mumbled around 
the doughnut. 


This was another running argument that seemed to take up an inordinate amount of 
time among the team members. No one liked the name. Julie Vu, another Data Project 
member, had started the whole thing one night. 


“We need a better name,” she had said, running her hand through her short, black 
hair. She was just as frazzled as everyone else that evening and her chocolate eyes 
were puffy from lack of sleep. Their job was almost impossible:  to acquire, collate and 
cross-reference thousands of years of information on literally millions of different 
subjects. The idea behind The Data Project was to provide the colonists on Enya with 
all the data they might need on everything from A-1 to zoom and everything in between. 
Which meant, Webster thought with a grimace, that we are hacking into every secure 
database we can find, starting with the UN’s. If we ever get caught—David shied away 
from that train of thought. 


It would have been so much easier to do if artificial intelligence had ever amounted 
to anything. For some unexplained reason, every single attempt to create that particular 
Holy Grail had ended in failure. As soon as the interconnections reached a certain 
magnitude, the whole system would crash; or, in some cases, begin to exhibit signs that 
could only be called abnormal—some scientists went so far as to call the condition a 
“mental breakdown.” Opinions were divided, and hotly contested, over whether it was a 
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hardware or a software problem. Whichever it was, the result was the same. That 
unhappy state of affairs meant that The Data Project had to do it manually. 


People get fixated on the damnedest things, David thought. For six months the 
arguments over the project’s name had flourished and there was no sign they were 
about to subside. It was the main topic in the break room and whenever someone took 
a walk-about to stretch his or her muscles. Sitting in a chair for hours on end was 
exhausting, especially at the level of concentration required by their task, so David had 
mandated that everyone, including himself, had to take at least five minutes out of every 
hour to get up and move around. It didn’t seem to help anybody’s disposition, David 
admitted to himself. 


Doughnut and soda finished, Ted waved his hand in front of David’s face. “Hey, 
boss man.” 


“What?” 
“We’ve come up with two choices for a new name.” 
“We have?” Sounds like there’s a minefield in there, somewhere, David quickly 


concluded and he looked at Ted suspiciously. 
Ted nodded. “And you get to choose between them.” 
“Oh, goody! Thank you so very much.” 
“Okay,” Ted ignored the sarcasm. “Your two choices are:  ‘Earthapedia’ and 


‘Enyapedia’.” He sat back with a grin.  
David Webster’s reaction was quick in coming. “They’re both stupid, Ted. And you 


know it, whether you want to admit it or not.” David shook his head in disgust. He 
started to tell Ted Brothers exactly where he could stuff both suggestions when he 
stopped. Not a bad idea, he thought. And maybe then, we can get past this contentious 
debate and back to being a team again. God knows we’re going to have to work better 
together when we move all this stuff.


David Webster smiled. “I’ve got a better one for you, Ted, and the rest of that gang 
of prima donnas in there.” He pointed a thumb over his shoulder. 


“Oh?” 
“Yeah.” David leaned back in his chair and waited for Ted to bite. It didn’t take long. 
“So give, damn it.” 
“E-pedia.” 
Ted’s mouth fell open and he stared at David in surprise. “Brilliant! Absolutely. 


Frigging. Brilliant! Wait ’til I tell everybody.” He leaped out of his chair and ran for the 
door. 


David Webster checked the time. Fifteen minutes. I’ll give them 15 minutes to get 
this crap out of their system and then I’ll go in there and get them back to work if I have 
to kick every single one of their asses. He took another sip of his coffee and wondered if 
Ted had eaten the last doughnut. 
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Snyder Enterprises Headquarters 


Jared Dunlap stared at the computer projection that 
hovered above his desk at a convenient eye level. He 
was connected into The Data Project and had been 
searching for ways to put his recently conceived plan into 
action. He stared at the article he had found. 
“Assassination Methods Through the Years.” Should find 
something in here, he thought as he began to read. 


Strangulation. No, that won’t work. He flexed his 
management-strength fingers and shook his head. Can’t 
do that, I don’t think.  


Poison. That’s a possibility. I could slip something into 
the hot tea he likes so much. That’s definitely something 
to keep in mind, although I’d like to have a little more 
personal intervention. I’ll think about that. 


Gun. Right! Like I could get my hands on a gun. The UN has taken that method out 
of consideration. The only people who have guns are members of the Peacekeeping 
Force, and I suspect I wouldn’t have much luck in convincing one of them to part with 
one of their toys. 


Blunt instrument. Jared almost laughed aloud at the picture that formed in his mind 
of him carrying around a baseball bat, just waiting for the right time and place. Forget 
that! 


Intentional accident? He read through several paragraphs that dealt with that 
method and quickly concluded that there would be little opportunity to create an 
“intentional accident.” At least not one he could readily imagine. 


Knife. Another pretty good possibility, he thought. It was relatively easy to obtain a 
knife. In fact, almost every week, one sporting goods store or another had a sale on 
knives. How to do that? He did another quick search and spent some time reading the 
long article. Finally, he shook his head. Easy to conceal, but I’m not going to learn how 
to do this by reading. I’ve got to find somebody who can teach me, somebody who can 
do it without anyone else knowing about it. He closed his eyes and went down a mental 
list of contacts. Not all of them were someone he would invite to dinner or recommend 
as a babysitter. 


His eyes flew open and, without realizing it, he said aloud, “Yes!” A smile spread 
across his face. Tonight, when I get home and can make the call without fear of being 
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overheard. The decision made, he reached for the next bit of paperwork on his desk. It 
was not paper, per se, but the term was still in use. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Many kilometers away from Gateway and the Enya Colonization Corporation’s 
Headquarters sat a magnificent two-story house on a large parcel of land with a pool, a 
tennis court and a stable housing several sleek and well-cared-for American Quarter 
horses. It was the home of Daniel Snyder and Enya Snyder’s middle daughter, Eryn 
Snyder Martin; her husband, Marshall Martin; and their only daughter, Elizabeth Jayne 
Martin. 


Eryn Snyder Martin was a plain-looking woman who would not stand out in a crowd; 
not that she was ugly, nor was she beautiful—just average—she was more nondescript 
than anything else. Her most endearing characteristic was a bubbly personality that 
seldom knew frustration and she usually considered her glass half-full, not half-empty. 
That optimism was not on display today. 


Elizabeth Jayne Martin was a spoiled brat. That was the kindest thing her few—her 
very few—friends agreed on. If it were not for the fact that she was a rich spoiled brat, 
she probably would not have any friends at all. At this moment her mother, Eryn Snyder 
Martin, was in full agreement with that unflattering description of her 12-year-old 
offspring, locked in mortal combat as she was with her daughter. 


“But I wanna go too!” the 12-year old whined as she flounced dramatically into a 
chair. 


Eryn sighed and kept her temper in check—barely. “Elizabeth Jayne, as I’ve told 
you before, this trip to the Alps is your father’s and my second honeymoon. Don’t you 
think,” she tried a different tack, hoping that a little humor might make things easier, 
“that a child shouldn’t really go with her parents on their honeymoon?” The attempt fell 
flat. 


“I don’t care,” her daughter replied. “I wanna go.” Elizabeth Jayne was a pretty girl, 
but her anger twisted her face into an ugly caricature, distorting her facial features. 


“You are going to your grandfather’s. Your father and I are going skiing in the Alps. 
And that is that. No more arguing. No more whining. No more discussion.” 


“I hate you! I hate you! I hate you!” Elizabeth screamed in a shrill voice as she ran 
out of the room. The only way she could have been more dramatic would have been if 
there were a door to slam. 


“Be nice to your grandfather,” Eryn shouted at her retreating daughter. “He’s why 
you have nice things.” The bedroom door slammed and Eryn thought she heard her 
daughter’s last word, “Bitch!” but she was not sure. Somehow, Elizabeth Jayne always 
got the last word in. Eryn closed her eyes and tried counting to 10. It didn’t help. 


Where did I go wrong with her? What did I do to make her such a—such a—such a 
little shit? No matter what I ask her to do, it always turns into a fight. Nothing and 
nobody matters to her but herself. Damn it! I am not a bad mother. I’ve always given her 
anything and everything she’s wanted. Let her do whatever she wanted. She balled 
both hands into fists and wanted, very much, to scream. Instead, Eryn Snyder Martin 
took a deep breath and held it, finally letting it out with a “whoosh.” It really did not make 
her feel any better—certainly not in the same league as paddling her daughter’s behind. 
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The thought shocked her. That’s child abuse! I would never do my daughter like that!
Eryn ignored the little voice in the back of her mind that suggested that perhaps if she 
had paddled her daughter’s behind more often than she had—which was exactly 
never—it might have made a difference. 


Eryn unclenched her fists and rubbed her face with the palms of her hands, tears of 
frustration welling up in her eyes. She headed for her own bedroom to finish packing for 
the trip, radiating frustration in every step. Two weeks! Two whole weeks of not having 
to deal with Elizabeth Jayne. It’s gonna be heaven! For the moment she forgot the small 
detail that she would have to come back and face the impossible situation once again. 
For now, the two weeks of freedom before her would suffice. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Everybody had settled into the new house. Minuet spent her days putting the 
finishing touches on decorating the house and making a “hit list” of things that needed to 
be fixed. It isn’t, she thought as she went through “The List,” as everybody had started 
to call it, the longest hit list in the known universe, but still, there were many things on it. 
Whoever had remodeled, repaired, and upgraded the place had missed quite a few 
things. We may only be here for a year or so, but I am not going to settle for anything 
less than the best for us. She smiled to herself. At least the fact that Andy’s “The Boss” 
should whittle down “The List” quickly. 


“Momma?” Ember Anne’s voice broke into her contemplation of what was wrong 
with their new home. There was an unusual timbre to Em’s voice that Minuet could not 
quite pin down. It made her immediately suspicious that there was something drastically 
wrong somewhere. She glanced away from the holographic projection of needed repairs 
and turned her attention to the source of the interruption. Uh, oh, she thought. This is
serious. 


The body language of her twin girls screamed “world-shattering, apocalyptic, 
perhaps unsolvable problem that may mean the end of the universe as we know it” to 
their mother. The absolute seriousness of their expressions made the mental alarm that 
had gone off in Minuet’s head even more strident. 


“Yes?” Minuet answered carefully. She noticed that the two were holding hands. Not 
that it was unusual for them to do that, but it was an obvious signal to anyone who had 
acquired the ability to read their body language that the two girls were in absolute, 
unshakable, total agreement in whatever it was they wanted to talk about. And when 
Cheyenne Dawn and Ember Anne were in total agreement about something, it meant 
the creation of an immovable object. 


“Momma,” Ember Anne repeated. “We want to move back together in the same 
room.” 


“You do?” Minuet could not keep the surprise out of her voice. 
The twins nodded in unison. 
“But I thought you liked having your own room?” 
“We did too,” CeeDee responded, “but we were wrong.” 
“Yeah,” Em agreed. 
Church bells rang, choirs began to sing hosannas, and fireworks lit up the sky 


accompanied by the sound of victorious cannons. When was the last time these two 
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admitted they were wrong about anything? Minuet quickly searched her memory. Never! 
She concluded. 


“But you have your own room, your own bed, your own bathroom. You’re willing to 
give all that up?”  


Again, they nodded in unison. “Sure, we want our own beds, Momma. But we want 
them in the same bedroom,” CeeDee declared. 


Em added, “It’s just not the same, Momma. We don’t like being separated. Can we? 
Please?” 


Minuet had the mental picture of them on their knees, begging. It was not a pretty 
picture. Not one of her children was shy and to see them like this was, to say the least, 
extremely unusual. She wondered if the boys would show up in a few minutes with the 
same request. Probably not, she decided. They’re older and don’t seem to have the 
same “joined at the hip,” “us against them” view of the world that the girls do. 


“You realize, don’t you, that the bathroom isn’t big enough for the two of you? And 
neither is the closet?” 


“We can live with that,” Em declared. 
No, you can’t. Perhaps for a while, but I know you two, and this cease fire is only 


temporary, Minuet thought. Many things had changed over the years, but the need for 
pre-teen girls to “want my own space” as they got older just wasn’t one of them. She 
cocked her head and examined the two nine year olds, taking in their “we’re in this 
together” body language and the dead-serious, determined expression on each of their 
faces. She sighed. One more thing for ‘The List.’ 


“Can you stand it for one more night—or maybe for a couple more nights?” 
Em and CeeDee glanced at each other and held a silent conversation between 


them. The apprehension disappeared from their faces and they turned back to their 
mother and nodded enthusiastically. 


“Well,” Minuet sighed. “I’ll tell your father tonight and tomorrow we’ll have someone 
come in to start working on making two rooms into one with a big bathroom and a 
suitable closet for two. Promise me you’ll be patient?” Patience was not a strong suit for 
either girl. They nodded again and, in unison, put their arms round her waist and 
hugged her. 


“Thank you. Thank you. Thank you,” the two chorused. 
Minuet hugged them back. They fled the room, talking animatedly to each other 


about how to arrange their future bedroom. 
Minuet smiled, shook her head and added another item to “The List.” 
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Lovett House, Gateway 


It had only taken a week to repair the pool and the 
Lovett family, as usual, sat around the patio table, their 
favorite place to relax. The early evening sun, now hidden 
by the house, gave them plenty of welcome shade. 
Minuet often laughed that she had not given birth to 
children, she had given birth to four fish. The four “fish” 
happened to be in swimsuits this time, the two adults in 
comfortable clothing. 


“I’m going to get another bottle of water,” CeeDee 
announced, getting up from her chair. “Anybody want 
anything? Momma? Daddy? Guys?” The answer was 
obviously no and she pitter pattered across the patio, 
opened the patio door and went inside. 


The doorbell rang as CeeDee was pulling a bottle of 
water out of the refrigerator. CeeDee grinned in delight as the sound of the Westminster 
chimes she liked so much echoed through the house. She went to the door, opened it, 
and looked up—and up—and up, until her head was at an awkward, almost painful 
angle. When you’re nine years old, you’re used to looking up at adults, but this was way 
beyond normal. 


“Wow!” She said in an awed voice. “You’re big!” 
The face so far above her broke into a wide grin. He squatted down so he was 


closer to her level, his left hand holding onto a long stick. Behind him were several 
boxes and bags. CeeDee’s eyes followed him as he bent down, taking note of the 
startling blue eyes, the deeply tanned face and the closely cropped hair, which would 
have been black if it were longer. 


“You’re Cheyenne Dawn.” It was a statement with only a thin shade of question. 
She nodded. 
He held out a giant hand and CeeDee automatically reached for it. His grip was 


surprisingly gentle. 
“Is Captain Lovett home?” His voice was deep and resonant, and somehow 


reassuring. 
“Yes,” CeeDee continued to stare. 
After a moment’s hesitation, he asked, “Will you tell him I’m here?” 
“Who’s here?” 
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“Master Gunnery Chief Hari Rockwell.” 
“Okay!” CeeDee closed the door in the visitor’s face without thinking and ran to the 


patio door, water forgotten. She burst through the open door onto the patio. Her cry of 
“Daddy!” was loud enough to be heard a kilometer away. 


“Who are you and what have you done with my daughter?” 
“Huh?” The non sequitur and the formidable frown on her mother’s face stopped her 


in her tracks. 
“My daughter would never act like a wild maniac. My daughter would open the door 


and announced the name of a visitor like a sane, civilized, young lady. So,” Minuet said, 
her frown deepening as she leaned forward. “Where is my daughter?” 


“M-o-o-m!” CeeDee’s voice was a plaintive protest. 
Anderson’s calm voice had only the slightest hint of a smile in it. “CeeDee?” 
“Yes, Daddy?” 
“Who’s at the door?” 
“Uh, I forgot his name, but he’s really, really big!” She threw out her arms as wide as 


she could to demonstrate just how big. 
“Bear!” Anderson leaped to his feet, knocked over his chair and left his four children 


looking at each other in confusion. Minuet leaned over and put the chair back on its 
legs, a smile trying to break through her solemn demeanor. 


Moments later, Anderson returned with the big man in tow. “Everybody, this is 
Master Gunnery Chief Hari Rockwell, recently retired from the United Nations Ground 
Forces. Everybody—and I mean everybody—calls him ‘Bear’.” Anderson grinned. “It’s 
pretty obvious why. Bear, this is my wife, Minuet; my sons, Austin and Beaumont; and 
my daughters, Cheyenne Dawn, who you’ve already met, and Ember Anne.” 


Bear shook Minuet’s hand and nodded to the rest of the family, who obviously didn’t 
know what to make of the giant in their midst. The look on Minuet’s face was an exact 
replica of the famous Mona Lisa smile as she glanced at her children. You are in for a 
big surprise, kids. 


“Have a seat, Bear,” Anderson pointed to an empty chair. It groaned under his 
weight as he eased into it. At two meters tall and carrying 130 kilos on his large frame, 
Master Gunnery Chief Hari Rockwell was famous for being very unkind to furniture and 
even more unkind to those who mistakenly challenged him.  


Anderson waited until Bear had carefully settled into the chair and then announced, 
“If you look in the dictionary under ‘Deadly Weapon,’ you’ll find a picture of Bear. He is 
here to teach you kids—and your mother—self-defense. We don’t know for sure what 
we’re going to find on Enya and I want all of you,” he said, glancing at Minuet. “All of 
you,” he repeated pointedly, “to be prepared for anything—to be able to defend 
yourselves against whatever we might find there. Bear is going to do that. By the time 
he’s finished, you’ll be able to take care of yourself no matter what.” 


“You mean like fighting?” Bo asked, his eyes wide. 
Anderson nodded. “I mean like fighting, although I prefer the term self-defense. I 


know that’s is a foreign concept to all of you, whether it is armed or unarmed combat, 
but I think it is necessary. And,” he smiled to take the sting out of his next words, “I’m 
the Daddy.” 


“Snardley!” Bo exclaimed. The first time one of his children had used that 
expression, Anderson had to ask for a translation. It was one of the new slang words 
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that, roughly translated into real English, indicated that the idea or suggestion was 
‘awesome,’ ‘cool,’ ‘absolutely fantastic’ or ‘the best idea since sliced bread’.  


For a majority of its citizens, the world had become a peaceful world. Violence was 
unusual. Not that violence had completely disappeared, far from it, but it was not 
something that the average citizen in the street encountered on a daily basis. Robberies 
were rare, murders or rapes were headline news and most confrontations occurred in 
the courts. Anderson, after his short discussion with Minuet about the probability that 
their daughters might not have big enough hands to handle a Peacemaker, had thought 
about the possibilities for danger on Enya, whether four-legged or two-legged, and 
decided that he had to explore other avenues. He wanted to make sure his family would 
be safe on the New World and Bear was his answer. 


Minuet finally let her laugh out as she watched the stunned looks on her children’s 
faces. “How are you going to do that, Mr. Bear?” she asked instead. 


Bear grinned. “Just Bear, Mrs. Lovett. Just Bear.” 
“And I’m just Minuet.” She had never met Master Gunnery Chief Hari Rockwell but 


she had absolute confidence that any friend of Anderson’s would turn out to be a friend 
of hers. She had always automatically extended friendship to others and it was the other 
individual’s choice to change that status. Besides, Minuet was a good judge of character 
and Hari Rockwell exuded a powerful aura of confidence and capability; an aura that 
Minuet immediately recognized. 


“Fair enough,” Bear leaned forward and put his elbows on the patio table. “One of 
the first things is to build up strength and stamina by starting a physical fitness program. 
Then I’ll follow that with lessons on how to use this,” he held up the long stick he had 
laid next to his chair. “This is a quarterstaff, or Bō. It is a most useful thing to have and 
can be used in many ways. You’ll learn how to use it. Then we’ll learn about knives.” He 
reached behind his neck and pulled out a large, lethal-looking knife with a beefy blade 
and a tapered tip, and laid it on the patio table. 


“That, ladies and gentlemen, is a Bowie knife. Although Jim Bowie of the wild, wild 
West would recognize it, there have been several improvements over the last couple 
hundred years.” 


The reaction from around the table, Minuet included, was as though he had 
produced a particularly large, nasty-looking snake. Everyone recoiled from the table as 
they stared, wide eyed, at the thing. Anderson did not react—he just watched his family 
as they literally goggled at the weapon. 


“We’ll also get into hand-to-hand combat and, for those of you physically capable of 
handling it, I’ll teach you how to shoot.” 


The silence that had enveloped the table was profound. The things Bear talked 
about were so far out of their experience that they created an air of incredulity. One by 
one they looked at their father. Anderson just nodded. 


“There are other things I’ll teach you, but we won’t go into all of them right now.” He 
pointed a finger at Cheyenne Dawn. “What did you have for breakfast this morning?” 


“Uh, pizza?” Her uncertain, rising inflection made her answer more of a question 
than an answer. She knew, deep down, that it was probably the wrong answer; she was 
right. 


Bear had a booming, window-rattling laugh that was highly infectious but this time it 
lasted for only a moment. “No more,” he said quietly, serious once more. “One of the 
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first things you have to realize is that what you put into your body will either keep you 
alive or kill you. Or, as they used to say, ‘you are what you eat’.” He waved one massive 
hand. “That doesn’t mean you have to give up every pleasure in life. It means you have 
to embrace the concept of moderation. I, for instance, love chocolate cake with 
chocolate icing along with a big scoop of chocolate ice cream topped with chocolate 
syrup. But I don’t eat it for every meal.” He grinned sheepishly. “But I’d like to!” 


Bo laughed. “You’ll fit right in with this family!” 
Ember Anne turned to her father. “He’s why we have an extra bedroom!” she 


exclaimed. 
Anderson nodded. “Right the first time. Bear will be living with us from now on. If he 


tells you to do something, do it. He’s speaking for both your mother and I.” He glanced 
at Minuet who nodded agreement. “So,” Anderson stood up. “Let’s get him moved in. 
Everybody grab a bag and take it up to his room.” 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Early the next morning, at the unwelcome hour of 0630, there were six blue 
exercise mats laid out beside the pool. Next to those six mats stood six people—five of 
them still yawning and bleary-eyed. The sixth person was disgustingly wide-awake and 
smiling. Bear had greeted each one of them with a cheery “Good Morning!” He was glad 
he could not read minds; it did not take any imagination at all to decipher their thoughts. 
He chuckled to himself. It was not anything he had not seen before. Even Minuet, who 
was an early riser on most days, did not look very enthusiastic. Anderson was the only 
member of the Lovett family missing. He was already in his office. 


“This morning is the first day of the rest of your life,” Bear had his game face on. “It’s 
my job to make that life a healthy and happy one.” 


“I’d be happy if I were still in bed,” Bo mumbled. 
“What was that? I didn’t quite hear you, Beaumont,” Bear put one hand behind his 


ear and cocked his head. 
“Never mind,” Bo answered. 
“That’s what I thought. Now, everybody pick an exercise mat. I’m going to show you 


the stretching routine I want each of you to do every morning before we begin our 
exercises.” Bear moved to stand on his own mat. He waited patiently while the others 
found their own mats. 


“These are called ‘Dynamic Stretching Exercises.’ They do several things. They 
warm up your body. They improve your kinesthetic awareness—that means they 
prepare your body for the different movement patterns you’ll use in your morning 
exercises. In addition, they improve your body’s flexibility. When you finish these warm-
ups, your body will be ready to do more demanding exercises—which we’ll start once 
I’m sure you’ve got the warm-up routine down.” 


“This first one is called a forward lunge with a lean. It helps loosen up your psoas 
major and hips while engaging your quads, hamstrings, gluteus muscles and calves. Do 
it slowly and controlled.” He put his right leg forward and, with his left leg extended 
behind him, leaned forward and raised his hands above his head, then bent first to his 
left, then to his right. He stepped back and did the same thing with his left leg forward 
and his right leg back. 
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“The next one is a side lunge touching heel.” He took his right elbow and brought it 
close to his heel while he was lunging with his right leg. “When you get better, you can 
touch your heel with the elbow of your opposite arm.” He did the identical move with his 
left leg, touching the forward knee with his elbow. 


“Next, straight leg kicks,” Bear said. “Don’t kick too hard because that would change 
it from a dynamic stretch into a ‘ballistic’ stretch; we don’t want to do that in the 
beginning.” He held his arms out straight in front of his chest, dropped his right leg 
behind his left, and then kicked up as far as his right leg could go. Bear followed that 
with the same motion but using his left leg. 


“Now, this is the knee to chest. When you do these, try to rise up on your opposite 
foot so it helps you to bring your knee the extra few inches higher to accentuate the 
stretch.” He bent his right leg, put his hands around the lower part of his leg and brought 
the knee up to his chest. Again, he followed that with the same motion with his left leg. 
“You can also do this lying down, but it’s not quite as effective as when you’re standing.” 


“Last, we’ll do arm circles. Make sure you circle your arms both forward and 
backwards. Once you get more experience, we’ll add some weight so it will have even 
more impact.” Both arms made windmill motions, first forward then backwards. 


He stood still and tried not to grin at the dubious looks on everyone’s faces. “Okay? 
We’ll do five of each for the first day. As we go along, we’ll do more and more until we 
spend at least 15 minutes just warming up. As soon as we’re all comfortable with the 
stretching exercises, we’ll get into the good stuff—real exercises.” 


Somebody groaned, but Bear wasn’t sure who it was. Better I don’t know, he 
thought with a chuckle. “Now, follow me and we’ll run through the whole routine. Pretty 
soon, you’ll be able to do this without thinking about it.” 


Well, on a scale of one to 10, that rated about a three-and-a-half. No, make that a 
definite three, Bear decided after the five unwilling bodies tried to emulate his 
movements. After the last arm circle, Bear nodded. “Okay. That was good, people. 
While you get a shower, I’ll fix you a decent breakfast that will get you through the 
morning until lunch. If you would, please pick up your mat and take them to your rooms. 
I have some workers coming in today to turn the bedroom that Ember Anne vacated into 
an exercise room. We’ll meet again tomorrow morning:  same time, different place. And 
this afternoon, I’ll teach you how to swim.” 


“We already know how to swim!” retorted Cheyenne Dawn. 
“I’m going to teach you how to really swim, not just thrash around in the water 


making rude noises. Now, off to the showers you go!” 
He tried to ignore the groans but they were too loud for him to pretend he didn’t 


hear. “It gets better!” he called out to the backs of the five already sore people—four 
children and one adult—stumbling toward the patio door and holding on to their exercise 
mats. 
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ECC Headquarters, Gateway 


Everybody must be at lunch, Anderson thought as he 
stuck his head into the under-construction conference 
room. No, he glanced at the time; maybe they’re just on a 
break. Whatever the reason, there were no workers inside 
the room. It looks suspiciously like the aftermath of a 
major battle in there. He shook his head and closed the 
door. It’s hard to get good help these days. A minute later, 
he walked through an open door into the waiting room of 
the Director for Land Management. The attractive, 
auburn-haired woman sitting behind a desk positioned in 
front of the inner door glanced up. She stood up quickly 
as she recognized Anderson and greeted him with a 
cheery “Good Morning, Sir!” 


Anderson responded with his own “Good Morning,” 
and glanced quickly around the room. It was austere, as were most of the rooms in the 
Headquarters’ building, but at least there were a couple of pictures on one of the walls 
and a vase of flowers on the woman’s desk. And that’s about it, Anderson thought. 
Understandable, I guess, considering the fact that even the main conference room 
wasn’t finished yet and I’m meeting with one of the only two department heads that 
have arrived in Gateway so far. Besides, how someone acts on his or her own turf and 
not in a neutral zone can be very instructive. Anderson had a mind that looked at life 
through a military filter. He could not change that now—and was not going to try to 
change that at this late date. Reconnaissance, he thought. It was all about 
reconnaissance. If you know where your enemy is, the battle is halfway won. Enemy?
His thought process froze for a moment. Why did I use that particular term?


“I believe Mz. Hartman is expecting me?” he said with a warm smile.  
Over the years, there had been a curious change to the way women were “labeled.” 


It seemed that it was somehow important to identify a female by whether or not she was 
sexually active. The term “Ms.” indicated a virgin; “Mrs.” meant a married woman, who 
was assumed to be sexually active; “Mz.” was the term used to identify an unmarried, 
sexually active female. For some reason, society did not feel it was important to classify 
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males the same way. Instead, males were either “Master,” an unmarried male; or 
“Mister,” a married male. Anderson had often thought it was bizarre to classify people 
that way—Minuet’s comments were much more scathing and he had learned long ago 
not to broach the subject for fear of raising her blood pressure to a dangerous level. 
Although, he had to admit, it was occasionally interesting to discover if she had acquired 
any new four-letter words. 


“Of course, Sir.” She touched her earpiece to activate the microphone. “Mz. 
Hartman, Mr. Lovett is here to see you.” She nodded as though to herself and smiled at 
Anderson. “Mz. Hartman will see you now.” She turned and opened the door. 


I would certainly be surprised if Mz. Hartman wouldn’t “see me now,” Anderson 
thought with a wry smile as he walked through the open door into Kathryn Hartman’s 
office and held out his hand. Anderson quickly realized that Hartman’s office was far 
more lavishly decorated than her secretary’s office was, with vases full of colorful 
flowers, a sectional sofa with throw pillows everywhere, a glass coffee table and several 
original oil paintings on the walls.  


“Mr. Lovett,” she rose and held out her hand. “It’s so nice to finally meet you. Won’t 
you sit down? May I offer you something to drink?” 


Kathryn Hartman was a petite redhead who could not weight more than 40 kilos, 
Anderson guessed, and was not tall enough to reach his shoulders. She must have to 
run around in the shower to get wet. Her eyes were bright blue and her dress was what 
passed for “Business Professional” for women these days. Even fashion-blind Anderson 
could tell her clothing was expensive. 


“Thank you, Mz. Hartman.” Anderson sat on the plush sectional that sat against one 
wall. “A cup of coffee sounds pretty good right now.” 


Hartman nodded and called out to her secretary who was still standing at the open 
door. “Get Mr. Lovett a cup of coffee, Cadence, right now.” 


Anderson frowned at the imperious command. Maybe we need to talk about how to 
treat subordinates, he thought. No, let’s see what else she’s going to show me and then 
I’ll decide what to do about it. On first impression, though, I do not like what I’m seeing. 
Maybe now is a good time for a little test. 


“Actually, Mz. Hartman, I’d prefer ‘Captain,’ if you don’t mind. I worked very hard to 
get to that level and, well,” he said, waving one hand in an almost apologetic gesture, 
“you know how ex-military people can be.” Besides, maybe you’ll take the warning that I 
refuse to be treated the same way you just treated your secretary. It is not, he 
remembered an old saying, how you treat your equals that tells me who you are, it is the 
way you treat your subordinates. There was a corollary to that which, for some reason, 
fitted through Anderson’s mind:  It is more important to know a person’s enemies than 
their friends.


Kathryn Hartman’s eyes widened before she could control the involuntary act and 
her face immediately settled into a carefully constructed facade. “Of course, Captain.” 
Although her voice was devoid of any emotion, it was obvious to Anderson that she did 
not assign quite the same veneration to the rank of captain in the United Nations 
Peacekeeping Forces as he did.  


It was not an attitude new to Anderson; he had certainly encountered it before. The 
majority of the people on Earth had come to view the military aspect of the United 
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Nations as a redheaded stepchild:  Better to be seen and not heard. Anderson grimaced 
inwardly. Mz. Hartman was doing her best to tweak every one of his nerves.  


“I had intended,” Anderson said without letting his irritation show, “to meet with 
everyone at the same time. That was before I realized that not everybody had arrived at 
Gateway and,” he said with a smile that lacked any semblance of satisfaction, “that the 
main conference room was still under construction.” 


Kathryn Hartman nodded. “It does seem that the process of getting us up and 
running is, how shall I say this, not exactly overflowing with efficiency?”  


“I’m sure that things will be better once I get completely settled in,” Anderson 
responded with a conciliatory movement of his hands. “I’m sure that a little more 
attention to detail will work wonders.” He took a sip of the coffee and somehow 
managed not to gag. Note to self: Bring your own coffee to Mz. Hartman’s office. This 
stuff is terrible!


“Now, if you would, bring me up to date on where your department is in the scheme 
of things,” Anderson asked. 


“Of course, Captain.” There was not a whole lot of respect in Harman’s voice, but 
Anderson chose to ignore it. For now.  


“As you know, Land Management has several responsibilities. Perhaps the most 
important one is to control how we bestow land grants, which is handled by the Land 
Grants Division. Other areas that we oversee, that is, divisions of Land Management, 
are Green Spaces, the Nomenclature Council and Comestibles. With your permission, 
I’ll go through what we’ve done in each area in order.” 


From the look on her face, obtaining his permission for anything was the last thing 
on Hartman’s mind, but Anderson nodded anyway. 


Hartman projected a map of the main continent. “Right now, we are in the process 
of sectioning off Enya into blocks of land and, based upon the surveys done by the 
remote sensors, identifying the best usage of each one of the blocks. Some will be 
prime agriculture land suitable for growing crops, some will be designated as grazing 
lands, and others will be best utilized for other purposes.” She glanced at Anderson to 
see if he was following her. Anderson made a noncommittal motion of his hand to 
encourage her to continue. “Once we land and are able to verify our conclusions as to 
usage, we’ll finalize the land grant listing. 


“Each land grant will be approximately 10 square kilometers in size which is, of 
course, 1,000 hectares, and will be assigned an identifying number based on its grid 
location. With the main continent having a total area of 96,426,421 square kilometers, 
there will be, of course, 9,642,642 land grants. We can also change the size of each 
land grant if necessary, perhaps doubling or even tripling the land grant size, but I think 
1,000 hectares should be sufficient, especially considering the number of original 
colonists.” 


“And how will those land grants be given out?” Anderson asked. 
The look on Hartman’s face was sly and calculating. “We’re still looking at several 


methods, Captain. I think there should be some sort of priority system for assigning 
land. Not everyone who settles on Enya will be—shall we say, a shining example of 
humanity—not necessarily the kind of people one would wish to have for a neighbor. It 
seems to me that we need to ensure that the best people get the best land. Otherwise, 
we’ll be wasting valuable resources.” 
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In other words, Anderson translated mentally, you want to have the ability to decide 
all by yourself who gets what. I wonder, are you power hungry or just extremely class 
conscious? 


“The next area of concern is Comestibles:  agriculture, animal husbandry and 
fishing. We must become self-sufficient as soon as possible. In order to do that, we 
must concentrate on getting food production up to as high a level as possible in the 
shortest possible time. Although we think the land is going to be ideal for farming, we 
will not know that for sure until we get to Enya and our scientists conduct their tests. We 
also do not know if there are animals on Enya that will satisfy our demands for meat. 
The same goes for marine food supplies. We will be taking large number of fertilized 
ova and a wide selection of Heritage seeds with us just in case we have to introduce 
Earth animals and plants; again, we’ll know the answers to our questions only after we 
arrive.” 


Well, at least that makes sense, Anderson was careful not to reveal any of his 
thoughts to the woman sitting next to him. He nodded. 


“Another area under my jurisdiction is naming geographical features, plants and 
animals. We do not want them to be labeled willy-nilly, of course. I’ve established a 
Nomenclature Council that will assign proper names to them. Based on what our probes 
have seen, my Council has already begun the process. I can provide you with a list 
anytime you’d like to see it.” 


Power. That’s what drives you, Anderson decided. The power to hand out prime 
real estate, the power to control by fiat even the names of places, to impose your own 
ideology on the planet. Anderson had been taking advantage of the E-pedia, as 
everyone was now calling it, studying the files that dealt with the old United States of 
America. He was beginning to understand the concept of freedom—the notion that not 
every facet of life should be handed down from “on high.” It had opened doors to some 
very interesting places he had never been; places, in fact, he never even knew existed, 
or would have ever imagined having grown up under the thumb of the United Nations. 


What you’re doing, Mz. Hartman, is attempting to continue the idea of a controlling, 
invasive, overriding authority—the same kind of authority that exists on Earth today—on 
the new world. I don’t believe we’ll go down that road. 


“And finally, I’m in charge of Green Spaces:  parks and areas that will be maintained 
in their natural, pristine condition. When we design the cities on Enya, there will be 
plenty of places for children to play, to see nature in all its glory. It will not be like Earth, 
where there is nothing but Clearment and buildings. Our children will be in tune with 
nature.” Clearment was the 23rd Century’s equivalent of cement and, like cement, was 
an ubiquitous building material. 


Anderson could not argue with that concept. It was, perhaps, along with the plan to 
ensure that the food supply was adequate, the only areas where he and Kathryn 
Hartman agreed. Let’s hope, he thought, that I can bring her around to a different way of 
thinking quickly. If not—well, there might have to be some personnel changes.


Anderson glanced pointedly at the time. “That all sounds very interesting, Mz. 
Hartman. If you will send me a more detailed outline of your ideas, I’ll be able to delve 
into them more deeply. It may be,” Anderson smiled, “that I might have some ideas that 
will contribute to your overall plans.” He stood up and offered Hartman his hand. “I’m 
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afraid I have another appointment in a few minutes. I look forward to learning more 
about your initial ideas and plans.” 


“It is my pleasure, Captain.” She did not seem to be as enthusiastic as she could 
have been about having her “ideas” vetted by someone else, even the CEO of Enya 
Colonization Corporation. “I’ll have them sent over to you later this afternoon.” 


“Thank you. It has been a most fascinating and revealing brief.” Anderson said as 
he moved toward Hartman’s office door. As he passed through her secretary’s office, he 
nodded to her and said, “Thanks for the coffee.” 


With a surprised look on her face, the secretary managed a “You’re welcome, Sir,” 
to Anderson’s back as he went into the hallway. 


Still shaking his head, Anderson paused at the entrance to his own office and stuck 
his head in. “Anything desperate or world shattering going on that I need to know 
about?”  


His assistant, Jennipher Monday (known to everyone as Jenni), shook her head, 
curly black hair bouncing about her face. “Good!” he smiled. “Let’s keep it that way, 
shall we?” 


She returned his smile, her large brown eyes dancing. “I’ll certainly try to.” 
I hope she’s as efficient as she is attractive, Anderson thought as he gave her a 


cheery wave and continued down the hall. And if Minuet knew what I was thinking, I’d
be in a world of shit. He decided he would not share that particular tidbit with his wife. 
My Momma might have raised an idiot, but she didn’t raise no fool. He chuckled quietly 
to himself and began to whistle off tune, a mannerism that drove his wife up the wall. “I 
don’t mind you whistling, Andy,” she would say with barely concealed rage, “but why in 
the hell can’t you do it in tune?” It must be difficult, Anderson would admit with a smile, 
to have perfect pitch. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


His next stop was with Dr. Brendon Bozworth, the civil engineer who headed up the 
Department of Infrastructure, another of the six departments in the Enya Colonization 
Corporation. There was no secretary in his outer office so Anderson knocked on the 
office door and opened it. Dr. Bozworth was a slender man several years older than 
Anderson, with a bald head and a hooked nose that looked like it had been broken a 
time or two and not very well repaired. He had a salt-and-pepper mustache and the 
smile on his face as he looked up at his visitor seemed genuine. The office was bare of 
furniture except for a desk and one chair in front of it. The desk overflowed with memory 
cubes in not-so-neat piles. 


“Captain Lovett, I presume?” Bozworth’s voice was friendly but held a trace of 
tentativeness in it. Obviously, he was not ready to jump to any conclusions about his 
new boss just yet. He held out his hand. 


“That’s me,” Anderson replied, shaking Bozworth’s hand. It was a strong 
handshake, not exactly what Anderson expected, but reassuring nonetheless. “Dr. 
Bozworth, I presume?” 


Anderson’s obvious repeat of Bozworth’s use of the phrase made famous by Henry 
Morton Stanley upon locating David Livingstone in what used to be Africa in 1871 was 
met with a laugh. “Touché, Captain. Just call me B.B., everyone else does. When 
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someone says ‘Mister Bozworth,’ or even ‘Doctor Bozworth,’ I look around to see who 
they’re talking to.” 


B.B. indicated the sole chair and, as Anderson sat, brought his own chair from 
behind the desk. “I apologize for not having any coffee to offer you, but I’ m afraid my 
office is not quite put together. Another day or so and I hope to have all the comforts of 
home,” he said apologetically. 


Anderson shook his head. “No need to apologize. I just finished a cup with Mz. 
Hartman.” 


“That’s usually where I get my coffee.” The look of disgust on B.B.’s face made 
Anderson want to laugh.  


“She does have a certain talent for making coffee—or, at least, her secretary does.” 
Anderson smiled. “It was not the most pleasant beverage I’ve ever had the dubious 
honor of sampling.” 


Bozworth nodded his head in agreement. “It has to be the worst-tasting coffee this 
side of the Ninth Circle of Hell, with apologies to Dante. But,” he added, shaking his 
head, “she seems to thrive on it. I can’t imagine how.” He cocked his head at Anderson. 
“Maybe that says something about her,” he ventured. 


“So, tell me, how are things going?” Anderson chose to ignore the thinly veiled 
criticism of the Director of Land Management and carefully steered the conversation 
toward the reason he was meeting with the head of his infrastructure department. 


B.B. sat back in his chair and frowned. “Well, there’s not a whole lot my department 
can do right now. We can’t do any sanitation work until we arrive on Enya and start 
putting together a city. There’s no reason to plan for public transportation since there’s 
no ‘public’ yet; and the third part of my department’s mission is to tie different sections 
of Enya together for transportation—and there’s no ‘different sections’ to go to.” He 
looked frustrated. “All in all, we have virtually nothing to do—yet.” He broke into a smile. 
“But we’re ready to do it!” 


“Isn’t there any planning you can do right now?” Anderson asked. 
“I’ve gotten all the maps that the sensors have developed so far,” he said, waving 


his hand in the general direction of Hartman’s office, “and I’ve made a few ‘best 
guesses’ as to the first areas of Enya that will be settled, but until we actually get there 
and start spreading out, that’s all I can do—guess.” 


“I see,” Anderson said thoughtfully. The fact that there were things that could not be 
preplanned had not occurred to him —although it should have occurred to someone of 
his experience. Some organizer you are, he chastised himself. 


“There is one thing I’ve been working on,” B.B. said hesitantly, “in my spare time.” 
“Oh?” 
“It’s just my own personal idea, really. And it certainly isn’t set in stone. However, I 


have been playing with the location for our first city. I made the mistake of mentioning it 
to Mz. Hartman.” He paused briefly and looked at Anderson with a dash of uncertainty. 
“I was a bit taken aback by her reaction. She did not—shall I say—greet my plan with 
unbridled enthusiasm.” 


Anderson made a mental note that Hartman’s attitude toward the one other 
department head presently in Gateway mirrored her attitude toward her subordinates. 
Another strike, he thought grimly. The fact that Bozworth doesn’t use her first name is 
another warning signal.
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“What have you come up with?” Anderson asked. 
B.B. got up and went to his desk. He projected a holograph of the largest continent 


on Enya and pointed to an area on the west coast. “This looks to me to be the best 
place not only to land, but to have our first city.” He had more enthusiasm in his voice 
since his new boss had not dismissed his comments out of hand. “A couple of hundred 
million years or so ago, Enya was hit by a huge meteor. It carved out a gigantic, semi-
circular crater with a diameter of 400 kilometers on the coast and left a perfect harbor 
hundreds of meters deep. A large river flows from the mountain ranges to the northeast 
and empties into the harbor, which has kept the crater from filling up with sediment by 
washing it away into the ocean. We do not know, of course, if the water in the river is 
potable—we cannot know that until we land. The area surrounding the crater inclines 
gently toward the crater but, for the most part, is fairly level, the slope is about four 
percent. It’s only about 600 kilometers north of the equator and, in my humble opinion, 
an ideal place to start. The weather there should be almost perfect year round: warm, 
sometimes a bit humid, but not unbearable. Have you ever been to Oaxaca in the South 
American Administrative Zone?”  


Anderson shook his head. “No.” 
“The climate’s around the crater is a lot like Oaxaca, which is in a valley surrounded 


by mountains southwest of Mexico City at an altitude of about 1,500 meters. I spent the 
Winter Solstice there one year and I was wearing shorts and a tee shirt in the middle of 
December. There’s little if any central heating, most people just use a small space 
heater on occasion. Summer is so mild that very few, usually only the elderly or the 
infirm, have air conditioning. It’s as close to Heaven as one can find. That is what the 
weather will be like, not just at this meteor crater, but almost everywhere else on the 
planet.” His smile broadened. “I’m not a big fan of winter.” It was the understatement of 
the year. 


He glanced at Anderson to gauge his reaction. “And the area between the crater 
and the mountain range to the north, I think, would be ideal for agriculture, at least until 
we explore more of the planet.”  


“Interesting,” Anderson murmured as he looked closely at the projection. He had 
already thought seriously about the same place, for most of the same reasons. There’s 
not much reason yet to worry about a harbor or shipping, but that could certainly 
become a factor later on. One thing he did not want to do was to suffer from tunnel 
vision. Always keep your options open. 


“And just what would this city look like? Or have you gotten that far?” 
B.B. looked sheepish. “Actually, as a matter of fact, I have.” He touched another 


button on his desk and the image changed to a close up of the crater area centered on 
the junction of the river and the meteor crater. There was large building there 
surrounded by what appeared to be trees and open grass. It labeled “Headquarters.” A 
wide, straight road originated from one side of the building and stretched to the left until 
it disappeared off the edge of the projection. The rest of the “city” was composed of 
perfectly aligned streets with miscellaneous-sized squares, which Anderson assumed 
indicated other buildings. There appeared to be an abundance of parks and open 
grassy areas scattered throughout the plan. 


“This, of course, is ECC headquarters,” Brendon explained, pointing to the large 
building that had first drawn Anderson’s attention. He indicated the wide road. “This is 
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the main boulevard in the capital city. The city is laid out in squares of differing sizes so 
as not to be too boring. There’s even a curve or two thrown in for good measure.” He 
looked at Anderson, who nodded for him to continue. 


“In the middle of each block is a ‘cabbie stand’ where people are picked up by 
automated vehicles and taken to their destination. As I envision the city, there will be no 
private transportation allowed—rather, it won’t be needed—the automated vehicles will 
be controlled by computers and sensors embedded in the streets. Of course, anybody 
can walk to where they’re going on the wide sidewalks I propose.” 


He changed the view to a more detailed look at one section of the city. “Although 
the preponderance of single-family houses and medium- and high-density residential 
zones are close to the water, they are also spread throughout the rest of the city. 
Commercial zones are interspersed throughout the city so that they’re not very far away 
from anybody. The commercial zones in the residential areas are designated as light 
density—reserved for small shops, restaurants and the like. A more concentrated, 
medium-commercial-density area hugs the area around the Headquarters building and 
fans out from it. 


“The city can expand about 800 kilometers to the north before it reaches the 
foothills of this mountain range and to the west about 400 kilometers until it hits the 
coastline. Of course, the river is no obstacle to expansion, but it’s a convenient 
boundary in the beginning.” 


Anderson nodded. “How large can the city get until it runs out of room to expand?” 
“There’s about 320,000 square kilometers in the area bounded by the crater, the 


river, the ocean and the mountains to the north. On the south side of the crater? It’s 
almost unlimited.” Bozworth looked anxious, rubbing the thumb and forefinger of his left 
hand together in a curious manifestation of that anxiety. “Depending upon the final 
population density, just the area north of the rivers will be room for hundreds of millions! 
Do you think that’ll be enough?” 


Anderson laughed. “More than enough, I should think. Although,” he said 
thoughtfully, “we may just have urban sprawl at first.” He pointed to the area southeast 
of the river mouth. “Is that where you want to put the port?” 


B.B. nodded. “Recreational boating first, across and closest to the river, then any 
ocean-going shipping as far away from the river as possible on the southern side of the 
crater.” He frowned. “Ports are always dirty places, but they seem to be popular things 
for people to look at out of their windows. At least with the recreational boating areas 
closest to the city, it won’t be quite so messy. The mouth of the river is a kilometer wide 
and it’s navigable upstream for hundreds of kilometers until it reaches this explosion in a 
spaghetti factory of small tributaries coming out of the east-west mountain range and 
flowing into this huge lake.”  


Spaghetti factory, it was an apt description, Anderson concluded as he studied the 
area in the foothills of the mountain range that B.B indicated with his forefinger. 
Anderson could barely contain his amusement. “I think I’m going to like you, Dr. B.B. 
Bozworth.” The worried look on Bozworth’s face disappeared and he smiled back in 
relief. “Although your ‘dream city’ might be just a tiny bit too grandiose in the beginning, 
let’s keep this plan and update it as time goes by.” 


“And Ms. Hartman’s objections?” 
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Anderson dismissed the concern with a wave of his hand. “It’s my job to deal with 
things like that. I’m sure that, when the time comes, Mz. Hartman will come around to 
our way of thinking.” He did not add or else, but the message got across anyway. 


“Thank you, Captain Lovett. I’m glad to hear that.” 
“Please, it’s Anderson to my friends.” 
Bozworth looked scandalized. “Oh, no, Sir. I couldn’t do that!” 
“In private then.” 
After a moment’s hesitation, Bozworth nodded. “In private.” 
“All right then, B.B. I’ll be in my office the rest of the day in case you have another 


attack of brilliance. It was nice to meet you and I look forward to working with you.” 
Anderson offered his hand to Bozworth who shook it with obvious fervor. 


Anderson tried another few bars of his favorite commercial music as he headed 
back to his office. He was still off key. 
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The Alps, European Administrative Zone 


The sub-polar jet stream over the European 
Administrative Area had, for some reason the computer 
models never anticipated and the weather guessers 
couldn’t explain, suddenly moved almost 1,000 kilometers 
north in the middle of January. That sudden movement 
established a barrier to the polar temperatures of deep 
winter and brought warm, spring-like temperatures from 
the shores of the Mediterranean Sea and Africa almost to 
the Arctic Circle. Snow started to melt and even a few, 
very confused flowers poked their heads into the 
sunshine. Then, just as suddenly, and just as 
unexplainable, the jet stream dropped back to its usual 
winter position. Winter—and snow—returned with a 
vengeance, as though trying to make up for lost time.  


The wet mush created by the warm temperatures refroze and the snow, in some 
places over four meters deep, sat precariously on top of an ice base called hoarfrost. 
Normally the snow from individual falls would be interlocked, forming a stable mass 
from the snow surface all the way down to bare rock. Because of the warming and 
refreezing, the new snow was not integrated into the snowpack. Most of the ski resort 
managers located throughout the mountain ranges recognized the danger of 
avalanches, but it was the height of tourist season and money was, after all, money. 
Nowhere was the danger more evident than in the Swiss Alps (even though Switzerland 
had gone the way of all the other countries, the name still lingered).  


Pepito Gunther-Baydan, the manager of the New Alpine Chalet, stared out of his 
window at the mountainside that squatted like a fairytale giant in the deep, blindingly 
white snow. The New Alpine Chalet was a relatively new ski lodge that was just a 
thousand or so meters away from “The Mountain” which rose to a height of over 4,000 
meters. The mountain had a name, of course, but Pepito always just called it “The 
Mountain.” It was an ideal place for snowboarding as well as cross-country and downhill 
skiing. Every room was full. The thought of money jingling in his pocket was usually a 
happy one for Pepito, but this morning he frowned as he sipped his cup of hot 
chocolate. There was a gnawing sense of impending danger in him that he somehow 
could not shake, like an itch he could not reach. It was snowing lightly for a change, and 
he could almost see the ski lift that climbed up the mountainside. But still, he thought, 
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there is a lot of snow. More than I can ever remember. Someone knocked on the door 
behind him and he turned. 


“Enter,” he called.  
The door opened and Jorge Trammell, his senior assistant, entered. Pepito started 


to complain about the snow dripping from Jorge’s clothing onto his carpet but stopped 
when he recognized the worried look on his assistant’s weathered face. 


Jorge shook his head. “Bad, Mr. Baydan. It looks bad out there.” 
“How bad?” 
Jorge Trammell pulled the insulated hood off his head, which dumped even more 


snow on the carpet and simply stared at Pepito Gunther-Baydan. Pepito swallowed 
hard. Jorge had lived his whole life in the Alps and had certified as a Climbmaster when 
he was only twenty-five—he was more than twice that age now. If anyone knew 
anything about the Alps, snow and danger, it was Jorge. Pepito turned back to the 
window and raised his cup to his lips. His hand trembled. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Marshall Martin groaned. Even that hurt. He carefully, slowly, inched the other pillow 
to him and covered his face, trying to protect his eyes from the early-morning light that, 
although muted by the snow, still threatened to explode his head. Everything I own hurts 
and a few things I rented don’t feel too damned good either. I sure hope I had a good 
time last night. The memory of the evening before was jumbled and more than a little 
confused. I do remember it was definitely drunk out.


Although Eryn Snyder Marshall’s voice was soft, in deference to her husband’s 
agony, it seemed to Marshall that her words echoed around inside his brain. “Your 
SoberUp is on the night stand. I’ve already used mine.” 


SoberUp was, to the drinking public, the greatest breakthrough in modern medical 
history, far outweighing the pedestrian accomplishment of conquering cancer. One “hit” 
from the inhaler was all it took to banish both the fact and the aftereffects of inebriation, 
although the five minutes it took to accomplish this miracle was decidedly unpleasant.  


Eryn watched her husband react to the SoberUp. She was already dressed for a 
day on the slopes—she had used her own inhaler much earlier, had showered and was 
ready to start the day. In fact, she was eager and waited impatiently for her husband’s 
eyes to open and for him to return to the land of the living. 


“Breakfast is served between 0500 and 0800, Marshall. If you don’t hurry up, we’ll 
miss it. And I, for one, am starving. So get your drunken ass out of bed and get 
dressed,” her voice was impatient, although she sympathized with her husband’s agony. 
She, too, had eased herself out of bed with a terrible hangover. 


“You go ahead,” he mumbled. “I’ll be along in a few minutes.” 
“Are you sure?” 
He nodded carefully, hoping that nothing would make a noise before the SoberUp 


finished its work. 
Eryn closed the door behind her quietly. Marshall lay in bed for several more 


minutes before he was confident that his ears wouldn’t fall off. He shuffled carefully off 
to the bathroom, thinking correctly that a hot shower would finish the transformation 
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from wallowing in the pit of hell to rejoining the world as a functioning member of 
society. 


Eryn sipped on her glass of orange juice and watched the thick, huge snowflakes 
drift down from the lead-gray sky through the picture windows in the dining room. The 
flakes were heavy with moisture and Eryn knew that if this type of snow continued for 
very long skiing on it would be problematic at best. Damn! She thought. The first day of 
our honeymoon and it looks like we’re not going to get out on the slopes. The 
alternatives available instead of skiing began to occupy her thoughts and she smiled. 
Well, it is our honeymoon. What better use of the time could there be than to spend it in 
bed? Neither she nor her husband was a spring chicken any more, but Eryn Martin and 
Marshall Martin both had always enjoyed strong libidos. Very strong libidos, she smiled 
to herself. And I know certain tricks that’ll ensure that the day won’t be wasted. I’m 
almost tempted to go back upstairs and forget skiing for a while. 


She motioned for the waiter and the young boy made a beeline for her table. 
“Yes, Ma’am. What can I get for you?” 
Eryn waved in the general direction of the picture window. “How’s it out there? Is the 


skiing going to be any good?” 
He looked sheepish. “I don’t know, Ma’am. I don’t ski.” 
“You don’t?” Eryn was surprised. 
“You see, I’m here for the winter just to earn some extra money. Where I come 


from, we don’t have snow.” He glanced out the window and shuddered. “Next time, I’ll 
find a job that doesn’t involve all that white stuff.” 


Eryn had to laugh at the obvious dichotomy of a worker in a chalet on the slopes of 
the Alps not liking snow. 


“I can go find somebody who’s been around longer and ask them, if you’d like,” the 
waiter offered, eager to help. 


“No,” Eryn replied. “Don’t bother. My husband’s on his way down for breakfast and 
we’ll decide what we’re going to do after we eat.” 


As if by magic, Marshall Martin arrived at the table and sat down, leaning over to 
give his wife a quick kiss. 


“Better?” Eryn asked with a grin. 
“Better,” Marshall answered. He glanced at the glass of orange juice in front of Eryn. 


“It’ll be even better if I could get one of those.” He pointed. 
“Yes, Sir. I’ll bring it right out,” the waiter hurried off. 
“In the meantime, can I have a sip of yours?” One side effect of the SoberUp was 


dehydration, and Marshall’s mouth felt a lot like Death Valley. Eryn pushed her glass 
closer to her husband and he quickly gulped down more than half of the glass. “That’s 
better,” he said as he sat the now almost-empty glass back down. “Now, what’s for 
breakfast? I could eat the south end of a north-bound mule—an ugly mule.” 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


The large-scale movement of the African and European continental plates is the 
root cause for earthquakes in the Alps. The African plate twists anticlockwise and 
pushes against the mountains. The pressure builds over the years until the inevitable 
happens:  an earthquake that releases some of the pressure. The area covered by the 
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Alps experiences, on average, over 350 earthquakes per year with a magnitude of 2.5 
or greater. While Marshall Martin was waiting for his orange juice, the inevitable 
happened. 


It was not a large earthquake by any measure, only 3.1 on the Richter Scale. A 
minor quake of that magnitude was often felt by people but very rarely caused any 
damage. The energy released by a 3.1 quake (the Seismic Movement Energy) is 
roughly equivalent to 1,300 sticks of dynamite, which, to the massive mountains of the 
Alps, was insignificant. It barely rippled the orange juice in Eryn Martin’s glass. 
Nevertheless, it was enough. Pepito Gunther-Baydan felt the tremor and looked up at 
the 40-degree slope of the mountain so near to the New Alpine Chalet. Behind him 
Jorge Trammell said, “Shit!” in a quiet voice. 


Avalanches have three ingredients:  snow, a sloped surface and a trigger. The snow 
was there, weakened as it was with the unusual warm temperatures caused by the sub-
polar jet stream shift. The Alps are replete with sloped surfaces, both shallow and steep. 
The trigger was the minor earthquake. It started with just a small section of a snowy 
overhang where only a few cubic meters of heavy snow fell from a height of about three 
meters onto the surface below. It was enough.  


Over an area more than two kilometers wide, the snow shattered. Fracture lines 
raced outward from the locus and the snow began to slide on its icy base. Within 
seconds, it was roaring down the side of the mountain, gathering up rocks and trees, 
moving at more than 30 kilometers an hour. Of the three types of avalanches, slab, sluff 
and wet, the slab avalanche is the most dangerous. Underneath the cloud of fine snow 
particles that billowed up from the main body of the avalanche were millions of cubic 
meters of snow, following the contours of the mountainside and the irresistible force of 
gravity. The New Alpine Chalet was directly in its path. 


As though shocked by the avalanche, the mountainside cleared of snow and Pepito, 
his eyes wide with horror, saw the torrent of white roar down the mountainside and 
devour the ski lift towers as it gathered speed. He knew immediately that he had only 
seconds to live and that there was not a single thing he could do to prevent it. He closed 
his eyes and began a prayer for himself and his guests.  


His prayer, which he never finished, made absolutely no difference at all. Within 
minutes, the New Alpine Chalet and its 125 guests and workers simply ceased to exist. 
Pepito Gunther-Baydan, Jorge Trammell, Eryn Snyder Martin and Marshall Martin were 
each just another data point—a statistic—buried under a hundred meters of snow, rocks 
and trees. The echoes of its destruction lasted only a few moments before the mountain 
fell silent and the snow began to once again fall. 
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Lovett House, Gateway 


Ember Anne opened one eye and checked the time 
projected on the ceiling of the bedroom she shared with 
her sister. Five fifty-five, she noted with satisfaction. 
Haven’t lost it yet. She had always possessed the ability 
to wake up within five minutes of when she wanted to, as 
though there was some mechanism inside her brain that 
counted the individual ticks of an atomic clock. Both girls 
possessed an unusual sense of time. They always knew 
what time it was to an amazing degree of accuracy, 
although Cheyenne Dawn did not have the same ability 
as her sister to set her own internal alarm clock. 
“Somehow,” CeeDee usually explained the situation, “my 
battery seems to always run down at night.” She usually 
accompanied the explanation with a disgusted look at her 


sister. 
Getting up at 0600 so she, her sister, her two brothers and her mother could start 


exercising at 0630 with Master Gunnery Chief Hari Rockwell was more of a habit now 
than the inconvenience it had been in the beginning. Even her father had started to join 
them in the mornings. That, Ember Anne thought, and not for the first time, could very 
well meet the dictionary definition of a miracle. She closed her opened eye and waited 
patiently, her mind wandering as it usually did during that delightful time between first 
awaking and becoming fully awake that she described once as “when my dream eye 
gets unfocused”—a description that Em had unknowingly borrowed from a famous 21st 
Century science fiction writer. Exactly at 0600, the alarm on the nightstand between the 
two beds began its strident declaration that it was time to get up. 


“Alarm, off!” came the imperious command from Cheyenne Dawn, who immediately 
sat up in bed. There was no period between first awaking and becoming fully awake for 
her; awake meant awake, and awake meant get out of bed. 


Ember Anne stayed under her own covers as her sister threw off her sheet and 
bedspread and headed for the bathroom. CeeDee had always gotten first dibs on the 
bathroom in the morning; her bladder was not as forgiving as her sister’s and, like their 
father often said, “It’s not nice to fool with Mother Nature.” 
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“Next!” CeeDee called out as she began to pull her exercise suit over her barely 
noticeable hips. Em went into the bathroom, finished quickly, and took her own exercise 
suit off its hanger. 


“Waste of time,” CeeDee mumbled, her head covered by the top of her suit, 
meaning the—at least to her—futile gesture of hanging up clothes. She was quite a bit 
more casual in that regard than her sister, who Cheyenne Dawn often thought of as 
“compulsive.” Well, she thought, I guess I’ll keep her anyway. Her sister’s next words 
tempted her to reconsider that decision. 


“I,” Em replied with a superior lift of her nose, “am not a heathen, like some people I 
know.” 


“Humph!” CeeDee beckoned to Ember Anne as she finished sealing the front of her 
clothing. “Let’s go. I don’t want to be late. Bear gets such a ferocious look on his face if 
we’re even a few seconds late.” 


“True. But I like him. He’s good people,” Em commented, heading for the bedroom 
door. That was the highest compliment Ember Anne could bestow on another person. It 
was not freely given to just anyone. 


“Me too,” CeeDee agreed, “but not when he’s mad. It’s almost as bad as when 
Daddy gets mad.” 


Em shuddered at the thought. “Or Momma.” 
“Or Momma,” CeeDee agreed with her own shudder. There were times, CeeDee 


thought, when I would rather get a beating than be on the receiving end of Momma’s 
acidic tongue-lashings. It is almost as if her words flay you alive. She followed her sister 
down the hall. 


There was a note on the exercise room door: “At The Pool.” Ember Anne and 
Cheyenne Dawn looked at each other in surprise for a moment, then headed pell-mell 
for the patio door. Anderson, Minuet, Austin and Beaumont were already lined up by the 
pool. Bear, as usual, stood facing them. There were, CeeDee realized, no exercise 
mats this morning. Off to the side, propped against the large patio table, were six long 
shapes, each with a white label attached to a string, immediately recognizable as copies 
of the quarterstaff that Bear always kept close by his side or in his hand. 


“Now that we’re all here—and by the way girls, you’re not late. No need for the 
guilty looks and the pleading, puppy dog eyes.” He grinned as everyone laughed. 


Then, just as quickly as he grinned, it faded and he grew solemn. Everyone 
immediately grew quiet and gave him their undivided attention. 


“This,” he said as he held up his the long, slender stick, “as you already know, is a 
quarterstaff. It has been around for hundreds of years and was originally constructed of 
wood or bamboo. Modern quarterstaffs are made of a honeycombed composite that is 
many, many times stronger than either one of those materials. It is two-and-a-half 
meters in length and varies in diameter based on the preferences of the user and the 
size of the user’s hand.” He held his own large hand out, palm first and fingers spread 
wide. “Mine, of course, is just a little thicker than average.” 


“Can’t imagine why,” Anderson’s “stage whisper” caused a ripple of laughter and a 
broad smile from Bear, which lasted for only a moment before the serious look settled 
back onto his face. 


“The quarterstaff has been declared a lethal weapon by the United Nations. It is the 
only lethal weapon that someone can carry in public, so long as that person has been 
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trained and registered. It is primarily used in self-defense, although, as you will quickly 
realize, can be a very powerful offensive weapon. Who can do the training? Only 
members of the Fraternal Order of The Quarterstaff—no one else. How do you go about 
becoming a member of the FOTQ? The very first step is to tell a current member you 
are interested. He or she will pass that message on to the proper person in one of the 
Lodges, usually the Lodge in the local area. A First or Second Master will contact the 
interested person, explain how the training and registration works, and give the person 
a copy of The Oath for them to study. If the interested person wants to pursue 
membership further, they tell the First or Second Master and that starts the ball rolling.” 
He paused for a sip of water, and then continued. 


“An appointment is set up with the Grand Master of the Lodge and the supplicant 
appears before the Grand Master and does three things:  explain why he or she wants 
to become a member; explain each part of The Oath so that the Grand Master knows 
that the person understands the rights and responsibilities of membership; and, the final 
step, take The Oath. It’s that easy.” 


“What is The Oath?” Beaumont asked. 
“I’ve downloaded a copy of The Oath to each of you and you can read it, discuss it, 


and decide whether you want to join the newest Lodge of the Fraternal Order of The 
Quarterstaff, which is now known as the Enya Lodge. As far as who you will swear The 
Oath to if you decide to join the Enya Lodge of the Fraternal Order of The Quarterstaff?” 
Bear broke into a huge grin that threatened to split his face in two, “That would be me, 
the newest Grand Master of the newest lodge, the Enya Lodge.” 


He bent into a slight bow at the enthusiastic applause. Every single one of the 
Lovetts had grown to consider Bear—no one ever called him Hari Rockwell anymore—a 
member of their family, with all the rights and responsibilities that would normally be 
available only to blood kin. The minor detail that there was no shared DNA among them 
was entirely immaterial and unworthy of consideration—he belonged to them and they 
belonged to him. That is not to say that every Lovett completely understood what Bear’s 
selection as Grand Master meant, but it was obvious that he was immensely proud of 
the honor; that was good enough for them. 


Of everyone there, only Anderson came close to recognizing just how big an honor 
his old friend had received, and even his knowledge was limited. Although much of what 
happened within the FOTQ was a closely guarded secret, Anderson did know that there 
were less than a hundred Grand Masters in the world and that the competition for every 
one of them was brutal. Although he did not know exactly how the Grand Master 
selection process happened, he did know that at least one criterion was to score no less 
than nine “touches” in a five-round tournament against randomly selected First Masters 
or against a Quarterbot (a robot programmed to simulate the expertise of a First 
Master). That was enough for Anderson to calculate that he would never be a Grand 
Master. 


Bear’s grin was still there, but it faded slightly as he got back to the business at 
hand. “Now, I want each of you to find the quarterstaff with your name on it and inspect 
it carefully. Ask any questions that you might have, and then put them back.” He held up 
his hand to squelch the objections which began at his announcement. “Read the Oath, 
think about what it means to you and then decide whether or not you wish to ask for 
membership. At that point, we will begin the process. But not until you’ve had a chance 
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for some meditation on the consequences of your decision. That is not open to 
discussion. That is the process.” His last words allowed for no more complaints. 
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Enya Colonization Corporation Headquarters 


 The Main Conference Room was finally finished. 
Anderson sat at the head of the huge table and looked at 
the six people, three on each side, who were the 
department heads for the Enya Colonization Corporation. 
Dr. Brandon Bozworth sat to Anderson’s immediate left 
and on Bozworth’s left was Dasi Cunningham, the head of 
the Finance Department, with her golden blonde hair, 
fashionably bronzed skin and electric blue eyes. Next to 
her was Judge Randolph Field, his bald head shiny in the 
overhead lights. He was short and had the physical 
makeup of an over-stuffed sausage, but with a razor-
sharp mind that flayed to the bone those who attempted 
to twist the law to their own purposes.  


On his right was Kathryn Hartman (he frowned as he 
recognized her superior, almost disdainful sneer) who looked down her nose at the rest 
of the people at the table. Lori Hermitage, sitting to the right of Kathryn Hartman, was 
the head of Human Services and looked so young that one would swear that she could 
only cross the street if she held an adult’s hand, her short brown hair tousled and her 
green eyes bright with excitement. The last department head (for Operations) was 
Jessup Turlip: tall, skinny, pale and who tiptoed on the edge of a full-blown case of 
Obsessive Compulsive Disorder; he was making sure his PADD was exactly square 
with the edge of the table.  


PADD stood for Personal Assistant Digital Device. The PADD replaced the desktop 
computer, the laptop and the tablet that, for a couple hundred years, had been so 
popular. With nine terabytes of memory and a large number of imbedded programs 
available to the user as well as small enough to transport easily, it was a highly 
versatile, widely used tool. 


“I have met some of you personally,” Anderson began. “And some of you I’ll get 
together with later on today. But I’d like to take this opportunity to welcome you to Enya 
Colonization Corporation and to Gateway and express my personal appreciation to 
each of you for bringing your expertise to the table.” Anderson smiled at each of them in 
turn. “The main order of business today is to give each of you general guidance as to 
how I expect this corporation to operate.” A couple of the department heads squirmed in 
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their chairs, as though uncomfortable with the idea. Anderson took careful note of those 
who did. 


“Enya is our chance to create a new world built upon the lessons we’ve learned 
from living here on Earth. To correct the errors we’ve fallen into and not to repeat them. 
I’m sure each of you shares that goal. If you don’t I would suggest you reevaluate your 
decision to accept a position on ECC’s Board. We have a lot of work to do which will 
require our best efforts. We simply can’t afford to accept anyone’s second best. 


“I do not mean to imply that Enya will be a utopia or that it will be easy, we are, after 
all, taking humans with us.” Uncertain laughter rippled around the table; the department 
heads weren’t exactly sure how to respond to Anderson’s levity. 


“There are many things we don’t know about the planet,” he continued. “The more 
we learn about Enya, the more changes we may have to make in our plans. But that 
doesn’t mean we shouldn’t make any plans. Be that as it may, the overriding concept, 
as I see it, is to create an environment where everyone can flourish. Our first flight will, 
of course, be composed of a majority of scientists. But what we do after we land will set 
the stage for those who come after. I believe in a level playing field, at least in the 
beginning, with everyone having the same opportunities.” He glanced at Kathryn 
Hartman, who was staring blankly out the window. 


“So, as you make your plans for Enya, keep that in mind. We’ll have weekly 
meetings on Wednesdays where we can discuss individual departmental preparations 
among us. Someone who is not an expert in your particular field may come up with an 
idea with merit. Please approach these meetings with an open mind. I certainly will. I 
ask that you do the same.” He looked around the table. “Are there any questions?” 


There were none. 
“Okay. We’ll have our first official meeting tomorrow at 1200 with lunch. After that 


we can get busy on the nuts and bolts with full stomachs. Be prepared to present an 
overview of your department and its responsibilities as well as any tentative plans you 
may have developed. If you don’t have any plans developed yet, don’t worry about it. 
We’re all feeling our way around this never-before-attempted undertaking. Just 
remember that while I’m busy on plans and procedures to get us to Enya, you get to 
figure out what we do after we get there.” Anderson stood up with a smile and the six 
people around the table followed suit, Hartman lagging just a heartbeat behind.  


He watched them as they filed out of the conference room, many of them talking to 
one another, creating a low-level buzz of conversation that he was unable to hear 
clearly. Everyone seemed to be comfortable with everyone else and Anderson took that 
as a good sign. Yeah, right! He thought. Murphy’s Law will rear its ugly head and you’ll 
be right back in the position of trying to herd cats. He smiled at the picture that created. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Daniel Woodhouse Snyder stared out his office window. The tears in his eyes 
prevented him from seeing the bright green trees swaying in the morning breeze or the 
colorful flowers and the graceful ferns that filled every nook and cranny of the sprawling 
grounds and flowerbeds at Snyder Enterprises. There was emptiness in his soul that 
would not have allowed him to recognize the beauty outside even if he could have seen 
through his shock and dismay at the news he had just received. My baby, my poor 
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precious baby girl! Oh, God, why are you so cruel? You’ve taken the joy from my life 
and have left me with nothing—nothing but memories and a broken heart.


There was no room in him to consider the other victims of the Alpine avalanche; that 
others were just as devastated as he was; that their loss was just as real, just as 
personal, just as mind numbing as his own. God had taken a back seat to reality and 
pragmatism over the last hundred years or so, but Daniel found it much easier to blame 
an omnipotent being for the death of his daughter than to acknowledge that accidents 
happen or that statistics paid no attention to those caught up in its cold, mathematical 
calculations.  


Images of his daughter, Eryn, marched through his mind without a pause, each 
image another dagger in his heart. They came in no particular order, bouncing from the 
day she had fallen out of a tree and broken her arm to her wedding day, so happy, so 
filled with joy, so alive. He could not stop them and each one twisted the knife in his 
heart repeatedly until he felt as though the pain would never end. He looked up and, 
with a hoarse voice, shouted his defiance at the unfairness of it all.  


“God, why hast thou forsaken me?” He covered his face with his hands and gave in 
completely to his despair, sobbing uncontrollably, alone in his office, alone in his world, 
alone with only the haunting memories of the daughter he would never see again. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


They separated at last, both sweating and panting with the effort of the last thirty 
minutes. “I can teach you no more,” the tall, muscular man dressed in protective pads 
on his arms, chest and stomach that were married by thin slices that were proof of the 
session’s ferocity. He tossed the knife he had wielded on a table and crossed his arms 
on his chest. “You must now decide the when and the where. That I cannot help you 
with.” He turned toward the door with a curt nod and disappeared from Jared Dunlap’s 
life. 


For more than three months, Dunlap had soaked up every lesson from his teacher 
as though he were a sponge and the shadowy figure he had hired was an open faucet. 
It came as somewhat of a shock to know that he was finally ready, ready to make his 
final plans and put them into action. The daily practices had taken a toll on him and the 
evidence was obvious in his blood-shot eyes and the new, tiny lines etched around the 
corners of his eyes. His lips thinned as he barred his even, white teeth in something that 
had little relationship to a smile, a feral look that was suited more to a jungle carnivore 
than it was to a human. He contemplated his next move.  


His determination to “take care” of Anderson Winchester Lovett for stealing the 
leadership of the Enya colonization project away from him had never wavered, it had 
only deepened as the days went by and Anderson took more and more control of the 
ECC. A small part of Dunlap’s brain acknowledged Anderson’s superb organizational 
talent and admired the success of Anderson’s leadership, but that small part had been 
battered and beaten into submission by the anger that infected Dunlap’s every waking 
moment, like a tumor spreading its cancerous tendrils throughout his body. He looked 
down at his hands. To his surprise, they were shaking.  


He took a deep breath and picked up the 17-centimeter blade, admiring the way the 
light glinted off its razor-sharp edge. He ran his thumb down the blade’s edge and 
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watched, mesmerized, as blood welled up from the cut. He could almost feel the blade 
overcoming the initial resistance of Anderson’s body and the sensuous, almost sexual 
act of penetrating that body to wreak havoc within. He could almost picture the initial 
shock on Anderson’s face that would quickly turn into pain and, like a curtain coming 
down on the last act of a play, the finality of the act as life drained from Anderson’s 
eyes. A small shudder accompanied the scene in Dunlap’s mind. 


You are dead, Anderson Winchester Lovett. You are dead but you just don’t know it 
yet. But you will. Yes, you will. The bestial, pseudo-smile still on his face, Jared Dunlap 
began stripping off his own protective clothing, heading for the shower he so 
desperately needed. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


“You have 18 months to produce 2,737,500 meals designed to provide the vitamins, 
minerals and kilocalories for one person for one day. Can you do it? Or should I look 
somewhere else?” Anderson asked the holographic projection of Bill Grayson, sales 
representative for RatPak Foods. There was a shocked look on the face of the tall, 
gangly representative of the largest manufacturer of ready-to-eat rations in the world. A 
RatPak was a “meal-ready-to-eat,” a package containing a full day’s ration of 
approximately 3,000 calories for one person. Created in the 20th Century, their purpose 
was to supply military troops in the field with food that the soldiers could eat without 
resorting to raiding the surrounding countryside or relying on a tenuous logistical supply 
line.  


In the beginning, they were less than an epicurean delight, leading one wag to 
describe a MRE, or Meal Ready to Eat, as “three lies for the price of one.” Through the 
years, the science of producing rations with not only long shelf life but also an 
increasingly better “eating experience” had resulted in a product that bore little 
resemblance to the original. RatPak Foods was the largest company in the world 
specializing in this particular product and had a virtual monopoly in the field, supplying 
not only the United Nations Peacekeeping Forces but also campers, hikers, spelunkers 
and others who enjoyed communing with nature. RatPak was a shortened version of 
“Ration Package,” and had almost become a household word. 


“I—” Bill gulped at the magnitude of the order, his internal cash register making loud 
noises as it calculated the commission that was about to unexpectedly fall into his 
pockets. "I think so,” he finally managed to blurt. 


Anderson shook his head. “‘I think so’ is not good enough. Either you can or you 
cannot. If you can, good. If you cannot, I’ll find someone else. The deadline is non-
negotiable. Failure to meet that deadline is not an option.”  


“I’ll need to talk to my production people before I can give you an answer, Mr. 
Lovett.” Grayson looked uncomfortable at the admission. 


“Fair enough. I’ll give you until tomorrow morning at 0900 to tell me yea or nay.” 
Anderson reached for the off switch. “Until then, Mr. Grayson.” 


Anderson sat back in his chair and thought about the conversation. Providing 3,000 
calories per day for 7,500 people for a full year was a large order. But there was no way 
he could justify anything else. Without knowing if Enya could produce food for the 
people on Gossamer Wings, he had to assume the worst. There was a bit of overkill in 
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his calculations, especially if Enya could support the colony, but there was no way to 
know if it could or not until they landed and tested the local flora and fauna. Better to be 
safe than sorry, he said to himself, using a trite phrase whose origins were lost in 
history. If worst comes to worst, at least we’ll have something to eat until we can return 
to Earth with our tails between our legs. Anderson frowned at the mental image those 
words evoked. 
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Lovett House, Gateway 


Minuet was staring into space, her eyes unfocused, 
her cup of coffee forgotten on the kitchen table, her 
fingers wrapped around the cup’s handle. Although the 
day of departure for Enya was still many months away, 
she seemed to fall into periods of reflection and 
introspection more and more frequently as the days went 
by. She never gave a moment’s thought to questioning 
her decision to go to Enya—she was as excited about the 
trip as her husband. It was what lay ahead, the 
discoveries they would make, the contemplation of setting 
foot on a strange and wondrous new world, that would 
sometimes wrap its arms around her and hug her to its 
breast, leaving her almost breathless with anticipation. 
Westminster chimes echoed through the house as the 


sound of the doorbell shattered her reverie. She took a quick sip of the coffee as she 
rose from the chair. Yuk! I hate cold coffee! The still-full cup went into the sink as she 
headed for the front door. 


She activated the security camera and enabled the two-way communications 
between the entryway and the front porch. There was a young man standing on the 
porch dressed in the uniform of a Del Rio delivery company. He had a long box tucked 
underneath his arm. 


“Yes?” Minuet spoke into the microphone. 
“Delivery for Mrs. Minuet Lovett,” it was obvious the driver was bored. 
She was not expecting a package. “Who is it from?” 
The deliveryman shrugged. “Don’t know, Ma’am. There’s no return address except 


for the name ‘Steve’.” 
She opened the door quickly. 
“Do I need to sign anything?” she asked. 
“No signature required.” He looked at her. “You are Mrs. Minuet Lovett, aren’t you?” 
“Of course I am.” 
“Be careful, it’s heavier than it looks.” He held the box out. It was heavier than it 


looked, Minuet realized as she almost dropped it. The quick reactions of the young man 
saved the box from falling out of her hands. 


“Thank you,” Minuet said as she got a better grip on the box. 
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“Have a nice day,” he responded and turned to leave, another boring delivery 
accomplished during another boring day. At least she was pretty, he thought. That’s 
something.


Minuet carted the long box into the kitchen and sat it on the table. There was an 
envelope attached to the top of the box with “Read Me First” written on it. She opened it. 
“Do not open without your husband at your side. Happy Birthday.” There was no 
signature. 


What could it be? Minuet wondered. A tremor of excitement made her hands quiver 
ever so slightly as she read the note. She wanted to open it so badly that her hands 
itched. It was obvious that the package from Steve Hoage was her other “birthday 
present.” Her mind went back to their conversation at the United Nations Social Center 
in Las Cruces. Idly, she wondered if Steve had included his “invoice” with the package. 
Well, she decided, if Steve wants me to open it only when Andy is here, the price can’t 
be too onerous. Minuet had decided on the day the two talked that she would pay his 
price, no matter what it was. This was too important a “gift” to renege on her promise. 
She took the unopened package to the garage and leaned it against the wall just 
beneath the attic access door and reached out to push the button that would activate 
the attic’s fold-out ladder.  


/ / /  \ \ \ 


It was inevitable, Daniel Snyder realized as he watched the afternoon news. 
Somehow, the mainstream media had learned of the Enya Colonization Corporation 
and the talking heads were talking their heads off about it. Snyder grimaced as the 
scene switched from World News Network headquarters to a view of the entrance to 
Snyder Enterprises. A herd of reporters jostled each other on the steps, each attempting 
to get just a little closer to the door than their competitors. Maybe we’ll be lucky and a 
bunch of them will be trampled in the stampede; or maybe there’ll be a lightning strike. 
Or a tornado. He snorted in disgust as he looked at the clear, blue sky. Then again, 
maybe not. He watched the crowd swell for a few minutes before he stood up with a 
sigh. Might as well face the hyenas now as later. He plodded toward the door with 
resignation. I wish Anderson were here, he lamented. This is properly his circus as well.


When Daniel Woodhouse Snyder strode through the front door of Snyder 
Enterprises, the sounds of shouted questions rose rapidly to a chaotic roar. For a 
minute, Snyder just stood there, looking out over the cameras and microphones pointed 
at him and the feeding frenzy that had been the entrance to the quiet, business-like 
building where he spent the majority of his days. He held up his hand and, as though he 
had waved a magic wand, an eerie silence enveloped the crowd. 


“Ladies and gentlemen,” his voice, not quite as powerful as it had been in his youth, 
still carried well and no one in the crowd had difficulty hearing him. “It appears that you 
are already aware of the import of what may very well be the greatest achievement in 
the history of mankind. Let me put the rumors and half truths in their place and 
announce to you—and to all within the sound of my voice—that we are leaving the long-
suffocating confines of planet Earth and we are going to the stars.” He stood there for a 
moment with his head held high, confident, the twin lights of conviction and confidence 
blazing from his eyes.  
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Surprisingly, the silence continued, as though each of the reporters were 
mesmerized by his words. 


“Scientists working for Snyder Enterprises have discovered an Earth twin orbiting a 
star in the Draco constellation some 200 light years away. We have named this planet 
Enya and, to organize and accomplish this great task, we have created the Enya 
Colonization Corporation, led by Captain Anderson Winchester Lovett, who recently 
retired out of the United Nations Peacekeeping Forces. He has, to help him meet this 
monumental challenge, a Board of Directors and a staff of dedicated people who have 
been working relentlessly for months to make the colonization of a new world a reality. 


“I ask now for volunteers to make the trip. We need farmers, cattle ranchers, 
fishermen, botanists, biologists, meteorologists, electrical engineers, civil engineers, 
computer technicians, and a host of other experts to step up to make the trip of a 
lifetime. The more skills you have, the more we need you, for space will be limited on 
this first trip. There will be a vetting process, of course, but I encourage anyone who is 
willing to undertake this, how shall I say it—this giant leap for humanity—to apply. In a 
few days, the Enya Colonization Corporation will issue guidelines that will spell out the 
procedures to volunteer and list those areas of expertise we need most. When these 
guidelines are issued, read them carefully.” He paused as if he were going to continue, 
then shook his head. 


“I will now take five and only five questions,” Snyder held up one hand, fingers 
spread, to emphasis the number. Walter C. Hasbro of World News Network (WNN) was 
the first to recover from the shock of the confirmation of the wild rumors by the 
President and CEO of Snyder Enterprises. 


“You said ‘first trip’.” he called out, secure in his knowledge that, as the most 
famous “reporter” in the throng, he would be answered first. “Does that mean there’ll be 
more than one?” 


Snyder nodded. “At least one more. It will depend on the level of success our first 
voyage enjoys.” He folded one finger against his palm. “That’s one.” 


“Mr. Snyder!” It was a representative from the South American Administrative Area’s 
largest news service. Snyder motioned for her to speak. 


“Where is the ship?” 
“The Gossamer Wings is being built in orbit around the moon.” Another finger joined 


the first. 
“Where is Captain Lovett?” Snyder did not recognize the speaker. 
“Captain Lovett is at an undisclosed location and that location will remain 


undisclosed until a more appropriate time.” The look on Snyder’s face closed off any 
further questions on that subject. Only two fingers remained visible to the reporters. 


“When will the ship leave?” asked another anonymous questioner. 
“The actual date is, as I’m sure you understand, subject to change from a variety of 


reasons but our tentative plans are to begin the voyage in approximately 18 months.” 
One finger left. 


“Will you be taking a representative sample of all races?” 
Snyder frowned at the question that came, to no surprise, from the most race-


conscious publication on Earth. “I don’t give a rat’s ass about the color of a person’s 
skin. It has absolutely no bearing on competence and, I might add, neither does the 
person’s sex. The only criterion that we will use in the selection process is ability. No 
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other considerations exist.” He lowered his hand. “And those, ladies and gentlemen, 
were your five questions.” Without another word, Daniel Snyder turned and escaped the 
bellowing questions aimed at his back. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Well, the cat’s out of the bag now, Anderson told himself with a grimace as he 
watched the impromptu press conference. He wondered for a moment how the secret 
had escaped then shrugged, deciding that how did not really matter as much as the fact 
that it had. The original plan was to announce the flight no earlier than a year before its 
launch, which would have given everybody a chance to prepare fully for the firestorm 
the news would obviously cause. That’s not an option now. The renovation of Gateway 
was not even close to completion and wasn’t ready to accept an influx of people. In fact, 
Anderson suddenly realized, the procedures to handle volunteers had not been finalized 
or, for that matter, even really started. Oops! He jumped out of his chair, opened his 
office door and stuck his head out. 


“Jenni?” 
“Yes, Sir?” Jenni Monday looked up from her task at Anderson in surprise. She was 


getting used to her boss’s unusual way of doing business, but she was not quite 
comfortable with it yet. One of the “rules” he seemed to ignore on an hourly basis was 
that the mountain did not come to Mohammed, Mohammed came to the mountain. His 
insistence on doing things like interacting with his assistant on a personal basis was just 
an example of the way he violated almost every “rule” she had learned in the university 
on how to conduct oneself as the CEO of a corporation. But, she had to admit, it 
seemed to work.  


Everyone, that is, she thought, and not for the first time, except for Mz. Kathryn 
Hartman. Jenni suspected that Mz. Hartman was getting closer and closer to the day 
she discovered that she could be replaced. Jenni had heard the mumbling every time 
Anderson returned to his office after an encounter with the tiny redhead and she smiled 
as she remembered the many times he had used language that she was sure he had 
not meant for her to hear. He does seem to have a magnificent command of invective,
she had observed on many occasions. Something about his 30 years in the 
Peacekeeping Forces, she suspected. 


“Who’s our guru in the computer world?” 
“David Webster,” Jenni answered immediately. She was not completely positive 


what a “guru” was, but the context of his question seemed to indicate that Anderson 
wanted the name of the best computer person in the company. That was, without a 
doubt, David Webster. 


“I need him,” Anderson said simply. “Yesterday.” He added. 
“Yes, Sir. I’ll track him down.” 
“And,” Anderson added, “when he gets here, hold all my calls except for the usual 


suspects or the end of the world as we know it.” He started to close the door behind him 
and suddenly stopped. “On second thought, I suspect ‘the end of the world as we know 
it’ may have just happened, so you can cross that off your list.” 
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“The usual suspects,” Jenni smiled as she repeated his term for his wife, his 
children and Daniel Woodhouse Snyder. She pulled up her directory and began the 
search for the sometimes-elusive David Webster. 
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Lovett House, Gateway 


One by one, they had come to speak to him in 
private. Not surprisingly Bo, always ready for any type of 
physical challenge, was the first; followed in turn by 
Cheyenne Dawn; Ember Anne; Minuet; Austin and finally, 
as Bear had expected, Anderson. Each, as required by 
Fraternal Order of The Quarterstaff protocol, stated their 
reasons for wanting to join the Lodge and explained what 
The Oath meant to them personally. In a couple of cases, 
Hari Rockwell resorted to a few leading questions to help 
clarify The Oath’s meaning, but that was not unusual. He 
had used the same leading questions more than once as 
a Second Master, then as a First Master of his own home 
lodge. The ramifications inherent in the wording of The 
Oath were not always immediately clear and coaching 


was a recognized, accepted and openly encouraged responsibility of every member of 
the Order. 


They stood before him now in two rows with expectant, eager looks on their faces, 
each one grasping a custom-made quarterstaff in their left hand. Hari Rockwell was 
dressed in a floor-length, hooded robe made of some black, light-swallowing material 
that tied at his waist with a black chord. Ember Anne would later describe his 
appearance as “scary and menacing.” The ceremony Hari Rockwell, Grand Master of 
the newly chartered Enya Lodge of the Fraternal Order of The Quarterstaff, was about 
to begin held much more significance than might first appear. For Hari Rockwell, it was 
the almost heady establishment of the nucleus of his own Lodge, a milestone in his life 
he had hardly dared to dream of; for the Lovett family, it was the first step along a path 
that led to a destination none of them could yet see. A destination that, for at least one 
of them, was a life and death proposition—but that was in the future, not the present. 


Hari raised his right hand. “Raise your right hand, palm out, fingers together.” It was 
an almost universal sign that meant many things depending upon the circumstances:  I 
am unarmed; I come in peace; stop; wait; and, in the ceremonial sense of oath taking, I 
swear; Anderson had used the same hand up, palm out, fingers together gesture when 
he took his commissioning oath in the United Nations Peacekeeping Forces.  


“Your open hand,” Hari continued, “signifies that you have no hidden reservations 
and that you do this of your own free will.” He paused for a moment as everyone’s hand 
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came up, and then recited The Oath, pausing ever so often to break the phrases up into 
bite-sized bits. 


“Repeat after me:  I—state your full name—do solemnly swear that I will use the 
weapon in my hands only in self-defense or in the defense of another. Recognizing the 
lethality of the quarterstaff I hold in my hands, I further swear to use deadly force only 
when I have no other option. I acknowledge that I am legally and morally responsible for 
any excessive force I may employ with the quarterstaff in my hands and therefore 
accept full personal and legal responsibility for any and all actions I may take. This oath 
is given of my own free will, without mental reservations or any conditions, to the Grand 
Master of the Fraternal Order of The Quarterstaff Lodge to which I now seek 
acceptance.” 


The last “to which I now seek acceptance” died away and Bear beamed at them, 
individually and collectively. “Welcome to the Enya Lodge of the Fraternal Order of the 
Quarterstaff. You have done a good thing this morning,” he said as he bent down to 
retrieve a lumpy, Tyrolean-purple bag on the ground by his feet. There was a faint 
jingling sound as he untied the golden cord around its throat. Hari Rockwell reached into 
the bag made of silk and pulled out something that looked like a large, white coin about 
three centimeters in diameter. He held it up for all to see. 


“This medallion commemorates your acceptance into the Fraternal Order of The 
Quarterstaff as a Novice. As you can plainly see, it is white, the badge color of a Novice. 
Each time you are promoted to a higher level, you will receive another medallion in the 
badge color of your new rank. The front of the medallion has a pair of crossed 
quarterstaffs in the center; around the circumference are the embossed words ‘Fraternal 
Order of The Quarterstaff.’ Directly underneath the crossed quarterstaffs is ‘Enya 
Lodge.’ On the obverse,” Hari turned the coin over, “is your name at the top. At the 
bottom is the date you attained your current rank. In the center is the date of your 
acceptance into the Order. In this case, both dates are May 21, 2239 A.D. You are 
required to have the medallion that reflects your current rank on you at all official 
functions. Your personal protective equipment even has a secure, padded pocket 
designed especially for the medallion.” He glanced down at the object in his hand. 
“Minuet Hays Lovett, will you step forward and receive the symbol of your membership 
in the Fraternal Order of The Quarterstaff?” 


There was no order to the names he called out; he simply picked the medallions at 
random from the bag in his hand. It took only a minute or two to call all six names and, 
at last, the ceremony finished. Hari removed his robe and folded it carefully as he 
placed it on the patio table. “Well, that was a first!” he said with a grin. 


“Why?” Austin asked. 
“What?” Bo chimed in. 
“This is normally done in a special room built just for that purpose in a Home Lodge, 


called the Oathing Room, but since we don’t have a building yet, and we’re not even on 
Enya, we can’t. I’ll have to check, but I think this is the first Oath ceremony held outside 
since the very first one way back in 1755 in what was then Nottinghamshire in the old 
country of England.” 


“What’s a ‘Nottinghamshire’?” Bo asked as he turned his medallion over and over in 
his hand, examining every detail with fascination. 
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“It was a political subdivision of the country of England, responsible for the 
administration of an area of land that contained cities, towns, villages and fields.” He 
waved his hand in a vague, all-encompassing gesture and continued. “This used to be 
the State of Texas, a political subdivision of the United States of America. It too, had 
counties and the name of the county for this area was ‘Val Verde.’ But that was all 
changed when the United Nations assumed control.” He grew silent for a moment, and 
then shook his shoulders as if warding off an unpleasant memory.  


“Now,” he said as he reached into another bag and pulled out a pair of tennis balls. 
“These have been cut so that they fit over the ends of your quarterstaff. Put them on 
and keep them on until you qualify for the rank of Amateur. The caps will also be on 
when you practice—which will be every Monday, Wednesday and Friday mornings out 
here beginning day after tomorrow. Your personal protective equipment, called ‘pads,’ 
won’t be delivered until tomorrow anyway, so we won’t be doing anything with the 
quarterstaffs until then.” The glare he gave the four children made it an order that none 
of them felt the slightest desire to disobey. “We will continue our workouts as we have in 
the past on Tuesdays and Thursdays. Same time, same place.” 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


“Dinner was spectacular, Minuet!” Anderson smiled at his wife, who nodded 
acknowledgement of the compliment. 


“Yeah!” both girls chimed in, CeeDee’s enthusiasm somewhat muffled by the mouth 
full of Yorkshire pudding she had just stuffed into it, finishing off the leftovers. She had 
never had Yorkshire pudding before but fervently hoped it would show up on the menu 
again—and soon. 


 Usually, Anderson and Minuet collaborated in the kitchen, but this time Minuet had 
chased everybody out, claiming the kitchen as her sole property for the evening. The 
results had been impressive:  Beef Wellington; asparagus steamed in garlic and Pearl 
onions; Basmati rice with thick, white, spicy gravy; Yorkshire Pudding; and, as the 
crowning glory, a seven-layer German chocolate cake that contained three times the 
daily recommended sugar intake in each and every slice.  


Anderson leaned back in his chair and patted his stomach with a satisfied sigh, a 
slight frown on his face as he noticed the chipmunk-like cheeks of his daughter. Oh, 
well, he decided. I can overlook some things from time to time. He cleared this throat 
and leaned forward again. “We’re going to have visitors tomorrow.” 


“Who?” Bo asked immediately. 
“Mr. Snyder is coming down for a couple of days to see how things are going and 


since there’s no decent place to stay in Del Rio yet, he’ll stay here. And he’s bringing his 
granddaughter, Elizabeth Jayne.” 


“How old is she?” This from Ember Anne. 
“Twelve.” 
Austin and Bo looked at each other, their thoughts about having a new female in the 


house just their age plastered all over their faces; in fact, a strong case could be made 
that they were glowing with anticipation. 


“Ow!” Bo exclaimed as CeeDee kicked him in the shin from across the table. 
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“You men are all alike!” CeeDee glared at her older brother. “All you can think of is 
sex!” 


“Nobody said anything about sex,” Austin shot back in defense of his brother. 
“Your mouth might not have said it but your face did,” she retorted, escalating the 


verbal duel. 
“Did not!” 
“Did too!” 
“That will be entirely enough, you two,” Minuet interrupted the looming battle before 


it got started. She knew full well that, left alone, the two would go at each other for long, 
dreary hours. “I expect that everyone at this table will treat any guest in this house with 
the respect they deserve—won’t you?” She glared at each of the four in turn, daring 
them to disagree with her. Four heads nodded yes, though a couple of the nods were 
perfunctory at best. CeeDee and Bo stared daggers at each other until Minuet cleared 
her throat, which caused both of them to inspect their silverware with a sudden intensity, 
as though they had never seen those particular items before. 


“Mr. Snyder will be taking our bedroom,” Anderson continued as though the 
skirmish never happened. “Elizabeth Jayne will sleep with you two,” Anderson pointed 
at Ember Anne and Cheyenne Dawn, “and your mother and I will use the exercise room 
for the day or so they’ll be here.” 


He looked around the table. “Any questions?” There were none. “Okay. Time to 
clean up.” He waved his arm to encompass the dirty and very empty dishes that littered 
the table like debris following a great storm. 


They grabbed their plates, glasses and utensils and carted them off to the kitchen to 
be recycled. Anderson piled up several serving platters and a bowel, his larger hands 
able to handle more than the children could. Minuet sat relaxing with a cup of coffee and 
watched the procession with a satisfied look on her face. The usual drill at meal times 
was that whoever cooked watched everyone else clean up and nobody had any 
problem with that routine. The twin girls had already announced that they were cooking 
tomorrow night and had ragged on their brothers about having to pick up the table and 
do the dishes, although “doing the dishes” simply meant putting them into the recycler. 
Minuet thought for a moment, then decided that she would cook again tomorrow night. 
Although all of her children could handle themselves in the kitchen, the ability to 
produce a decent meal varied widely and Minuet did not want to roll the dice when her 
husband’s boss was coming to dinner. And Andy will be busy with business, I expect. 
She began to plan the menu in her mind. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


The dining room table that evening was a bit crowded with eight people sitting 
around it, but everyone tried to make the best of it—almost everybody. Elizabeth Jayne 
Martin was not happy with the situation and the looks she gave CeeDee, who sat next 
to her, every time CeeDee accidentally bumped elbows with her would have curdled 
milk stored in a freezer. 


“Liz, would you pass the dinner rolls, please?” Minuet asked. 
The storm that had been building since Daniel and his granddaughter arrived in 


Gateway finally broke. 
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“My name is Elizabeth Jayne. Not Liz. Not Beth. Not Lizzie. Not Janie. It is Elizabeth 
Jayne. I expect to be called Elizabeth Jayne and I refuse to answer to anything else. 
Have I made myself perfectly clear?" 


No one at the table moved a muscle, forks frozen halfway from plates, napkins held 
awkwardly, and four sets of eyes locked on their mother, expecting serious 
repercussions from the uncivilized behavior exhibited by the young girl. When nothing 
materialized except a stunned expression, forks began to move again and napkins went 
back in laps, the shocked silence speaking volumes. 


“Well, in that case, would you please pass the dinner rolls, Elizabeth Jayne?” 
Minuet’s voice was calm, but her tone was as so cold there should have been icicles on 
each carefully enunciated word. The remainder of the meal was the most awkward in 
the family’s history, with strained, muted, almost still-born conversations which 
sputtered into silence; furtive glances from the corners of first one then another shocked 
diner; the occasional fumbled tableware that rang against dinner plates; and the stifling 
presence of embarrassment which hung over the table like a black cloud. 


Finally, the ordeal was over and it was time to clean up. Anderson started to get up, 
but sat back down at the gesture from Minuet. Four of the five children stood up and 
began to clear the table—one did not. Minuet said nothing, but the glance she threw 
Elizabeth Jayne’s way spoke volumes. Elizabeth Jayne sat calmly in her chair and 
stared back. Finally, Elizabeth Jayne spoke. 


“You expect a guest to help clean up? That is what a servant is for. Don’t you have 
any? Or are you too poor?” The young girl’s voice dripped with distain. 


Without bothering to explain that her glance had nothing to do with cleaning up, 
Minuet stood up and began to carry dishes into the kitchen. 


“Elizabeth Jayne Martin!” Daniel Snyder was finally able to make a coherent 
statement. “That is not the way you act as a guest in someone else’s house!” 


“It isn’t? Well, it’s the way I act.” She threw her napkin on the table. “I think I’m going 
to bed. Maybe when I wake up, I’ll find out this is all a bad dream.” She stomped out of 
the dining room, her head held high. 


“I apologize for my granddaughter’s rude behavior,” Daniel Snyder told Minuet and 
Anderson, who had come back into the room just in time to hear Elizabeth Jayne’s last 
pronouncement. Daniel shook his head sadly. “Things are a lot different now that she’s 
living with me and not just an occasional visitor. I never realized,” he admitted, “that she 
had so much venom and hatred in her. To be honest, it scares me. I have no idea 
what’s going to become of her when she gets older.” 


“I’m sure that she’s reacting to the death of her parents, Mr. Snyder,” Minuet 
observed in her best “let’s make peace” voice. “It can’t be easy for her to accept and it 
takes time to recover from such a desperate blow.” 


“Please, call me Daniel. I reserve Mr. Snyder for those whom I wish to browbeat into 
doing something I want them to do that they don’t want to do,” he said as he smiled 
wanly, then shook his head. “I’ve been thinking about it for the past six months, ever 
since my daughter and her husband died and Elizabeth Jayne came to live with me, and 
I’ve come to the realization that her attitude hasn’t really changed in that time, I just 
didn’t notice it before. Her mother always said that Elizabeth Jayne was a ‘difficult child,’ 
but it never dawned on me that she was this spiteful, rude and demanding. I’m not sure 
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how much longer I’ll be able to keep from doing something I would regret. But I also 
don’t know how to get her to join the rest of the human race.”  


He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “Neither of her aunts are candidates to 
take her. Eryk is off on a research project in Antarctica and won’t be back even when 
the wintering-over party leaves and Eveyan—” He shook his head, “—let’s just say that 
sending Elizabeth Jayne to live with Eveyan would be an absolute disaster for both of 
them. Eveyan has never been the most reliable person in the world and the individual 
she’s with now is even worse. And together?” He said with a disgusted sigh. “They’re as 
uncontrollable as two four-year-olds in a candy store with a pocket full of money.” 


“Surely there’s something you can do?” Anderson asked, recognizing the dilemma 
Snyder faced. 


“If there is, I don’t know what it is.” Daniel’s face looked older than his years and his 
shoulders slumped in defeat. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


When CeeDee and Em entered their bedroom, Elizabeth Jayne was lying silently in 
CeeDee’s bed. There was a mat laid on the floor for CeeDee to sleep on, since she, 
unlike her sister, could sleep anywhere and anytime, and did not care that her bed was 
to be used by someone else. Ember Anne headed to the bathroom to change into her 
nightgown while CeeDee began to divest herself of her clothes, as usual. 


“You’re naked!” Elizabeth Jayne gasped. 
“Yeah, so what?” came the answer from CeeDee. She purposely did not look at the 


girl in her own bed. I have taken just about all I am willing to take from this little snot. 
Ember Anne came out of the bathroom just in time to hear “How can you go naked? 


That’s disgusting! Why, everybody can see your—your—.” 
Surprisingly, CeeDee’s staid, calm, cool and collected sister finished the sentence 


for her. “Pussy? Is that the word you’re looking for?” Ember Anne pointed at her sister. 
“Yeah, she’s got one. So do I. And Momma has one and, so far as I know, so does 
every other female.” Em got a thoughtful look on her face. “And maybe even you.” Her 
tone of voice was doubtful. 


“That’s a bad word,” Elizabeth Jayne shot back with disgust on her face. “And you 
shouldn’t say bad words.” 


“Bad words?” CeeDee joined in. “There’s no such a thing as a bad word. It’s the 
intent of the words and not the words themselves, which is bad.” CeeDee was quoting 
her father. 


Ember Anne took up the conversation. In the patient voice of a lecturer, she 
continued the lesson. “If I point at one of my brothers and say, ‘What a pussy!’ then I 
mean it as an insult, which makes the intent bad. If I point at my sister and say, ‘What a 
pussy,’ then I mean it as a compliment. It’s the same word, just a different intention.” 


“You shouldn’t say bad words,” Elizabeth Jayne insisted, the distinction between the 
two examples completely lost on her. 


CeeDee and Em looked at each other and rolled their eyes. 
A sudden thought almost took Elizabeth Jayne’s breath away. “You don’t go naked 


in front of your brothers or,” she gasped at her next thought, “your daddy, do you?” The 
mere thought of doing something like that had never even entered her mind. 
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“Why not? They know I’ve got a pussy, just like I know they have a penis.” CeeDee 
shrugged. “What’s the big deal?” CeeDee was growing tired of explaining reality to an 
idiot. 


“That’s disgusting! It’s unnatural and perverted!” Elizabeth Jayne was too upset to 
recognize that she was on thin ice. 


“Daddy has changed my diaper and CeeDee’s diaper more than once, if I 
remember correctly. And I’ll bet he’s even seen Momma naked a time or two. So it’s not 
as if it’s a startling revelation. We go skinny dipping from time to time. No one’s ever 
said anything about it. What’s it to you, anyway?” Em asked, an edge to her rising voice. 


CeeDee looked at her sister, astounded. Well, I’ll be damned! This was a side of 
Ember Anne she had never seen.  


“You’re daddy’s a pervert! And so are your brothers and you too—both of you—all 
of you! I wish I’d never come here!” Elizabeth Jayne shrieked, her eyes moist with 
frustration, her face red with anger, her fists clenched as though preparing for a fight. 


Then it happened, the unthinkable. Quick as a cat on a mouse, Ember Anne leaped 
onto the bed, straddled Elizabeth Jayne, grabbed her by the shoulders and began to 
shake her as hard as she could. “Don’t you ever talk bad about my Daddy. Ever! Do you 
understand? Do. You. Understand?” With a venomous hiss, Ember Anne drew her left 
arm across her body to backhand the shocked and cowering girl beneath her. CeeDee 
caught it just in time to prevent her from completing the swing. 


“Ember Anne!” CeeDee yelled as she hung on to the arm that her sister was 
desperately trying to free so she could finish what she started. CeeDee managed to pull 
the irate nine year old off the older girl, whose eyes were wide in fear as she recoiled 
from the younger girl’s ferocious anger. 


Ember Anne stood in the middle of the room staring at Elizabeth Jayne, her eyes 
flaming with undisguised hate. She jerked her arm away from CeeDee, trembling, and 
after a long minute, took a deep breath. 


“I think it’s time to go to bed.” Suiting action to words, she put her hair into the usual 
ponytail and climbed into her bed without another word. 


CeeDee turned off the light and went to her mat, sliding between the sheets as she 
tried to fathom her sister’s uncharacteristic explosion. I can’t remember the last time Em 
even raised her voice. And to physically attack someone? I would have bet that was 
flatly impossible—until just now. After several minutes of fruitless contemplation, she 
gave up, closed her eyes and tried to ignore the quiet sobs coming from the direction of 
her own bed. 


Elizabeth Jayne Martin shivered as she lay in Cheyenne Dawn’s bed in the fetal 
position, her eyes wet. God save me from these perverted heathens. I can’t believe 
people do things like this! And she tried to attack me! No one had ever lifted a hand 
toward her and the experience left her breathless and terrified. She could have hurt me, 
that evil, perverted girl. I’ll never be able to look her in the face tomorrow. I’ve got to get 
even, somehow. But how?


The beginnings of a nebulous plan took shape in her mind and her tears dried up as 
she put the pieces together of a plan that would punish every member of the Lovett 
family. Finally, just before she slipped into a troubled and unsatisfactory sleep, she 
smiled, contemplating the ramifications of her perfect revenge for the insults these 
savages had heaped upon her.  
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/ / /  \ \ \ 


The house sure is quiet this morning, CeeDee realized when she awoke and 
stretched, her back and neck popping. She lay on the mat, listening to the silence for a 
moment, before she made her first-thing-in-the-morning dash into the bathroom. In a 
way, a small part of her was disappointed.  


Bear had left a day or so before to be with his sister who was due to give birth any 
day now and Dora had begged her brother to be there for his niece’s birth. He doted on 
his little sister and could not ignore the pleading tone of her voice, so there were no 
usual morning exercises, even though it would have been easy enough for them to do 
their own exercises since the early morning routine had become as normal as breakfast.  


CeeDee had not set the alarm and somehow forgot to tell Em about it. The mat’s 
not as comfortable as I thought it would be, she mused as she got to her feet and 
headed for the bathroom. Ember Anne was still in bed, but Elizabeth Jayne was not. 
Good! I won’t have to put up with that snotty little bitch right now. The scene from last 
night flashed through her mind and she shook her head. Who’d a thunk Em would have 
done something like that? It’s more like something I would do, not her. When she 
finished her shower, she stood in the doorway, toweling off her short, platinum hair and 
called to her sister. 


“Time to get up, Attila.” 
Ember Anne opened one eye. “Attila?” 
“Yeah, you know, Attila the Hun. Last night, remember?” 
Em looked chagrined as she got out of bed. “Let’s not tell Momma about last night, 


okay? I don’t think she’d understand.” 
CeeDee laughed. “No, not her, but I’ll bet Bo will give you a high five for it.” Still 


laughing, she headed for the kitchen to make herself breakfast. There she found her 
two older brothers already seated, hungry as wolves and shoveling bacon and eggs into 
their mouths as though someone might take their plate away. Ember Anne followed two 
seconds later, her surprisingly bare feet scampering across the wood floor. The girls 
began to put together their own meals in silence, both preoccupied with their own 
thoughts. 


“What’s wrong with you two this morning?” Austin asked as the four sat around the 
breakfast table, pointing his finger at Ember Anne who sat quietly with her oatmeal and 
orange juice. CeeDee had opted for bacon and eggs like her brothers. 


“Girls are strange,” Bo announced, ready for a verbal confrontation with one or both 
of his sisters, not an unusual state of affairs. 


CeeDee looked around. “Where’s that Elizabeth Jayne person?” It was not that she 
really cared; it was more curiosity than anything else. As far as CeeDee was concerned, 
if Elizabeth Jayne Martin never showed up again, it was all to the better. Shrugs were all 
the answer she got. She started to comment, but Minuet and Anderson chose that 
moment to enter the room and CeeDee thought better of saying anything. 


Minuet’s “good morning” was a bit subdued. She and Anderson’s night had not 
been very comfortable; the exercise mat bore absolutely no relationship to their own 
king-sized mattress. She rubbed the back of her neck in hopes that the crick she had 
developed would go away. 
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“Where’s Elizabeth Jayne?” Anderson asked. Four blank stares and four shrugs 
greeted his question. Before he could say anything else, the doorbell rang and he 
waved CeeDee back to her chair. CeeDee, who had taken on the responsibility to 
answer the doorbell as her own, frowned when her father interfered with her self-
imposed duties.  


“I’ll get it this time.” He tapped his chin with his forefinger, “You have egg on your 
face. Just there, did you know?” 


He opened the door. Three people stood on the porch:  a short, dumpy, frog-like 
woman with rings on every plump finger and two taller, more slender men wearing the 
uniforms of the Del Rio Police Department. 


“Yes? May I help you?” Anderson asked, automatically assuming they were at the 
wrong house. 


“Are you Anderson Lovett?” Even the woman’s voice sounded a lot like a frog. 
“Yes, I am.” Sparkles of alarm began to surface in Anderson’s mind, meek and 


uncertain for now, but alarm nevertheless. 
“My name is Synthia Baker and I’m from Child Protective Services. You are 


Anderson Lovett?” she asked again. 
The alarm bells were starting to ring loud and clear now and he nodded cautiously 


in response to her question. Anderson felt someone behind him. 
“What’s going on, Andy?” Minuet asked, putting her hand on his shoulder. Anderson 


shrugged. 
Synthia Baker nodded her head as if he had given the right answer and waved an 


imperious hand at the officers behind her. “Gentlemen, do your duty.” 
Before Anderson realized what was happening, a steel handcuff encircled his wrist 


and a hand reached for his other arm. 
“What the hell?” Anderson managed to blurt. 
“Anderson Lovett, you are under arrest for suspicion of child sexual molestation and 


incest.” The deep, gravelly voice should have come from the inside of a barrel and not a 
person. 


“Andy?” Minuet’s voice quivered. “What is this? Who are these people?” 
Anderson started to answer but the second Del Rio Police officer cut him short. 
“You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say or do can and will be used 


against you in a court of law. You have the right to consult an attorney before speaking 
to the police and to have an attorney present during questioning now or in the future. If 
you cannot afford an attorney, one will be appointed for you before any questioning, if 
you wish. If you decide to answer any questions now, without an attorney present, you 
will still have the right to stop answering at any time until you talk to an attorney. 
Knowing and understanding your rights as I have explained them to you, are you willing 
to answer my questions without an attorney present?” 


“No,” Anderson managed the one word, his voice filled with disbelief and confusion. 
“Very well, Sir. If you’ll come with us?” The first officer began to pull Anderson 


toward the vehicle parked in front of the house. 
When Anderson resisted, the second officer, in the same deep voice as before, 


cautioned him. “We can do this the easy way, Mr. Lovett, or the hard way. The choice is 
up to you. Make up your mind; it makes absolutely no difference to us one way or the 
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other.” His hand rested on the stunner that hung from his belt. Anderson had seen a 
stunner in action and knew what effect it had on a human body. It wasn’t a pretty sight. 


Minuet watched in horror and confusion as her husband of 13 years, the father of 
her children, was led away in handcuffs. Child sexual molestation? Child sexual 
molestation? Incest? The words kept roaring through her disbelieving mind. There was 
no way that her Andy would be guilty of such a thing. He loves his children too much to 
do something like that!


The representative from Child Protective Services cleared her throat and Minuet’s 
head jerked around as if it were on a swivel to stare at her. A sharp pain shot through 
her neck and she felt, more than heard, a “pop” that relieved the pressure of the crick 
but was so overwhelmed by her emotions that the sudden improvement barely 
registered. 


“I take it you are Mrs. Lovett?” 
Minuet nodded numbly, automatically. 
“In that case, we need to talk. May I come in?” The courteous request sounded so 


normal, so polite, so opposite to what had just happened on her own front porch that 
Minuet was even more confused.  


Through her fog of incredulity, she heard Daniel Woodhouse Snyder behind her. 
“Minuet? What the hell is going on? Did they just arrest Anderson?”  


Minuet turned and crumpled into his chest, her four children grouped together 
behind him, their faces confused and fearful. Behind them Elizabeth Jayne Martin 
leaned against the door jab with her arms folded across her chest and a satisfied smirk 
on her face. 
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Del Rio, North American Administrative Zone 


It was almost impossible to sit in the back of the 
police van with his hands cuffed behind his back, but 
Anderson finally discovered that if he sat at a 45-degree 
angle on the seat, the pain in his shoulders subsided to 
only severely uncomfortable. Mercifully, the eight-
kilometer ride to the combination courthouse, jail and 
processing center in what could charitably be called 
downtown Del Rio did not take too long. Still, he was stiff 
and sore when the van stopped and an impatient and 
frowning Del Rio Police Officer opened the back doors. 


How he managed to stumble out of the van onto the 
concrete parking lot he was not sure, but he managed to 
stay on his feet somehow, although he got absolutely no 
style points for the accomplishment. He was still reeling 


from the events that seemed to be a scene out of a nightmare—sudden, unbelievable 
and confusing. He didn’t have any ability to affect his inexorable decent into Dante’s 
Ninth Circle of Hell. A hand went to his shoulder and roughly shoved him toward a glass 
door a few meters from the parked van. 


“That away,” the officer gestured at the door. It whooshed open when he waved at 
the obvious camera mounted above it. “In here.”  


A high counter surrounded by thick glass was directly in front of him and extended 
the full width of the room. An officer with a battered face who must have been an ex-
prize fighter with sergeant’s chevrons on his sleeve sat behind it. To the sergeant’s 
right, Anderson’s left, there was a security door. Behind Anderson a row of chairs lined 
a solid, windowless wall. The chairs looked terribly uncomfortable, especially for 
someone with their hands cuffed behind their back. The faded paint on the otherwise 
bare walls showed an appalling lack of maintenance. A part of Anderson’s brain 
acknowledged what his eyes were recording and filed the images away for later 
contemplation. The ex-prize fighter spoke. 


“And what do we have here?” His voice showed absolutely no interest in the 
bedraggled figure before him, or of the slightest enthusiasm at the process unfolding. 


“This here,” Anderson’s police escort said with barely concealed disgust, shoving 
Anderson closer to the counter. “Is Anderson Winchester Lovett from that crowd of 
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queers and weenies out at the base, the place they call ‘Gateway’.” The officer’s eyes 
were full of unconcealed loathing. 


“What’s the charge?” asked the sergeant, still bored by the whole situation. That 
was about to change. 


“You’re gonna love this one, Sarge,” the officer sneered. “Child sexual molestation 
and incest.” His sneer turned into a laugh that was not even distantly related to humor. 
“I guess there’s more going on out there than queering and weenieing.”  


“Now, now, Corporal,” the sergeant admonished. “Remember, ‘innocent until proven 
guilty’.” From his body language, it was obvious that in the sergeant’s mind, Anderson 
had been tried, found guilty and was just waiting for the noose to be prepared, in spite 
of his words. 


The Corporal snorted. “If he ain’t guilty, how come he’s here?” 
The sergeant pondered that for a moment, then frowned down at Anderson and 


leaned forward menacingly. “What do you have to say for yourself, pervert?” 
Anderson shook his head from side to side. “I want a lawyer,” was his only reply. 
“Oh ho! One of those, eh? Well, we’ll see just how high and mighty you are after a 


couple of days as our ‘guest’.” He made a notation on the computer to the left of him on 
the counter, turned back to Anderson and the officer and got a big grin on his face. “The 
game’s afoot! Book him, Dano.” He broke into peals of laughter. “God, how I love saying 
that!” The sergeant has recently discovered a treasure trove of ancient two-dimensional 
television shows, including Hawaii Five-O and used his favorite catch phrase at every 
opportunity. He had also found Sherlock Holmes’ movies and the jumbled result of his 
newfound passions did not seem to bother him in the least. The police officer with his 
hand on Anderson’s shoulder gave a long-suffering sigh and pushed Anderson toward 
the security door to his left. He was not gentle. 


The door automatically opened into a long hallway with several doors on each side 
of it, ending finally at another, even more solidly protected security door, which led 
outside. Anderson was directed to the first door on the right and found himself in a small 
room with two pieces of machinery and a bored-looking, pasty-faced young girl with 
stringy, pale blonde hair who looked up from her PADD with obvious irritation at the 
unwelcome interruption. The officer pointed behind him with his thumb. 


“‘Book ’em Dano’ out there sent you a present.” 
The girl sighed and pointed to a chair in front of the first piece of machinery. “Sit,” 


she commanded. Anderson sat. 
“Put your right hand on the scanner plate and stay still.” 
Anderson put his right hand on the scanner plate. The girl pressed a button and a 


humming noise began, as though the machine was thinking to itself. The noise lasted 
less than 30 seconds and the girl glanced at her computer screen. 


“Move over here” she pointed to the second machine and Anderson dutifully rolled 
the chair to his right. “Put your forehead tight against the cushions and look at the small 
red dot in the middle.” She quickly adjusted the height of the machine so that Anderson 
could look straight into the depths of it. He focused on the small red dot. This, too, took 
only a few seconds and was over. 


“What are these things?” Anderson asked. 
“You’ve never done this before?” the girl sounded surprised at his question. 


Obviously, she was used to repeat customers who were so accustomed to the 
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procedure that it was second nature to them and she had to do nothing more than to 
provide clues for the next step of the process.  


“No,” Anderson replied. 
The girl stared at him for a moment then seemed to morph into a more suitable 


member of the human race. “This one,” she pointed to the first machine, “takes a DNA 
sample. This one,” she pointed to the second one, “records your retina pattern. When 
we combine the two, we can make a determination as to your identity to a 99.999999 
percent probability.” She glanced up at the officer. “What’s the charge, Davy?” 


Before he could answer, the girl’s computer issued a “ding” and she turned to the 
screen. Her eyes widened as she absorbed the information on the screen. “Captain 
Anderson Winchester Lovett,” she read the identification with a rising inflection as if her 
statement were a question. She turned to Anderson. “Aren’t you the guy I heard about 
in the news? They guy that’s going to another planet?” There was wonder in the 
question. 


Anderson nodded. 
She glanced back at the screen and pressed a button. Her eyes got even wider 


when she read the charges. She glanced at the officer. “Is this for real?” 
“Yep,” came the reply. “It seems that Captain Anderson Winchester Lovett likes to 


bugger his daughters. What can you expect from people like that? They’re all a bunch of 
weirdoes.” He made Anderson turn around and pushed him out the door, leaving the 
pale girl with her mouth open and speechless. 


They went through another door and stopped in front of a barred door manned by 
another police officer who stared at Anderson with cold, dead eyes. There was little or 
no humanity in those eyes and Anderson felt a shudder run through his body as the 
magnitude of his situation began to overcome his confusion. A heavy-duty stunner hung 
on her right hip and she held a truncheon in her left hand; she slapped the truncheon 
into her right palm a couple of times, a feral grin on her face. 


“I see you’ve brought me another ‘guest’,” she commented, her voice devoid of 
inflection. 


“This one’s special, Denise. This here’s Captain Anderson Winchester Lovett from 
Gateway,” there was no sign of anything that could remotely be called respect in his 
voice. “It seems the good Captain has been busy teaching his daughters the ins and 
outs of sex,” he snickered at the double-entrende he had accidently created. “His 
daughters happen to be only nine.” 


Denise glared at Anderson with disgust on her face. “A pedophile! That’s the lowest 
of the low, Mr. Lovett.” Denise Davidson had an intense personal experience with that 
particular crime and the rumors surrounding her father’s mysterious and messy death 
shortly thereafter were widely known and just as widely ignored by the police 
department. “I think I’ll have to personally make your stay with us as pleasant as I can.” 
She slowly drew her stunner and thumbed a sliding button to a point about halfway. 
Anderson’s eyes narrowed as he began to realize the very real danger he suddenly 
faced. 


Officer Davidson punched a code into the keypad on the side of the door and it slid 
open. “Follow me,” she commanded. Anderson knew he had no choice and besides, the 
officer behind him had his hand in the middle of Anderson’s back, forcing him forward. 
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Davidson opened another barred door and motioned for Anderson to enter. He 
looked around quickly. The cell was approximately two meters wide and about three 
meters in length. The walls had been white at some point in the ancient past and they 
were marked with graffiti of varying literary merit. The fixtures inside the cell were 
minimal:  a metal commode without a seat occupied one corner, a metal sink was next 
to it and an obviously well-used sleeping mat lay on the floor against one wall. The 
sleeping mat reminded Anderson of the blue exercise mats that his family used for their 
morning exercises. That was all. As he stepped into the cell, Davidson shoved the 
stunner into the middle of his back and pressed the trigger. 


Anderson collapsed onto the floor, convulsing as the stunner overwhelmed his 
nervous system and prevented his body from sending signals down the neurons which 
controlled his movements. Nothing about the effects of a stunner was pleasant, but the 
dehumanizing loss of sphincter control that left Anderson lying in a spreading pool of his 
own urine was the ultimate degradation. 


“Oops! Clean up on Aisle 7!” Davidson commented without humor, the same way 
she would have commented on sunrise. “Well, you’ll just have to clean up the place 
yourself when you’re able—say in an hour or two.” She laughed as she closed the cell 
door and sauntered back to her post, whistling tunelessly, leaving Anderson twitching 
uncontrollably on the floor. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


“You did what?” Daniel Snyder’s incredulous voice was a combination of horror, 
disgust and fury. 


“I called the police,” Elizabeth Jayne Martin responded, a smug, self-satisfied smile 
on her face without any hint of remorse or recognition of the chaos she had created. 


Daniel sat back in his chair in utter and total disbelief. “How could you do something 
like that, Elizabeth Jayne? How could you? What in the hell possessed you?” 


She leaned forward, the fact that her grandfather had used profanity toward her for 
the first time ever slid off her righteous indignation as if it was Teflon. “Did you know that 
these people swim in the nude? That they don’t care that brothers and sisters and 
mother and father can see everything? That they have absolutely no shame? That they 
seem to be proud of what they do? Of course I called the police. It was the right thing, 
the proper thing, to do.” She sat back in her chair, serene in her conviction that this was 
a den of iniquity that needed to be cleaned out and to accomplish that cleansing was 
the pinnacle of her life’s work.  


For several minutes Daniel Snyder tried to find his power of speech again but no 
matter how hard he tried, word would not come. His ability to communicate had fled in 
confusion, shock and dismay at his granddaughter’s actions and the realization that his 
own granddaughter had chosen to destroy a man’s reputation, saddle him with the label 
of pedophile, and possibly destroy his family in the process with a righteous, cavalier, 
consequences-be-damned attitude. He turned to Minuet, who sat next to him, still 
devastated by the rapidity of her family’s descent into horror. The fact that it resulted 
from the spiteful actions of Daniel Snyder’s granddaughter and was obviously nothing 
more than a huge, malevolent lie was almost more than she could cope with. She tore 
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her eyes away from the figure in front of her to look at Daniel with tears running down 
her cheeks.  


In an emotionless voice, Snyder asked, “Can you lock the bedroom doors?” 
Minuet nodded blankly. 
Snyder stood up and grabbed Elizabeth Jayne’s arm, jerking her upright. “Until I get 


the mess you created straightened out, you will remain in this house, in a locked 
bedroom, without contact with any member of this family that you have, by your asinine, 
stupid and self-centered actions, just torn apart.” He headed down the hall, his 
granddaughter writhing in his grasp, screaming invectives at him, her recent crusade 
against “bad words” seemingly overcome by events, trying desperately to kick and 
punch her way free. She failed. 


A moment later, Daniel Snyder returned and stood in front of Minuet, shame evident 
in his posture. “I cannot express, no matter how hard I might try, the way I feel at this 
moment. What my granddaughter, whom I brought into this home, has done is so 
monstrous, so unbelievable, so—” he was having trouble finding the right words, “so—
stupid, that I fail to see how I can never make it up to you and your family.” He paused 
and took a deep breath. “It is my responsibility now, and I promise—no, I pledge—that I 
will do everything in my power to make it right again. I beg you to forgive me,” he waved 
his hand toward the bedroom where the sounds of destruction were too loud to ignore. 
“Not her,” his voice dripped disgust, “never her. Neither you nor I can ever forgive or 
forget what has happened this day. It is my fault.” He started toward the front door. 


“Where are you going?” Minuet asked in a small voice. 
“To Del Rio, where I will begin the process of returning your husband to his rightful 


place by your side, and to your children.” Each word was clipped off, his anger and 
shame evident in every word. 
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Del Rio, North American Administrative Zone 


It was not that The Honorable Josephus Daniels 
disliked his job. He was quite content with his position as 
Circuit Judge for the 23rd Judicial District. It was the 
places he had to go in order to dispense justice that he 
disliked. Del Rio was one of the three places at the top of 
his list of disagreeable destinations. The town was run 
down and dilapidated with empty stores and broken 
windows, and, he thought to himself as he fastened the 
front of his robe, broken people. The chief of police in Del 
Rio was a terminally lazy, egocentric, self-serving, 
useless excuse for a public servant and the lieutenant 
who actually ran the police department was more 
interested in protecting his perks than protecting the 
residents. The degenerate, cruel, brutal, inhuman 


corporal in charge of the holding tanks, Denise Davidson, made him shiver just being 
close to her. He sighed and opened the door from his chambers into the courtroom and 
the raised desk that was a poor imitation of the usual judge’s bench and stepped toward 
the chair. 


“All rise,” the bailiff called and the people seated in the courtroom stood up. Judge 
Daniels glanced out at the people in the courtroom without a great deal of interest or 
enthusiasm. Cases in Del Rio were usually no more complicated than drunk and 
disorderly, urinating in public or, on occasion, assault and battery; it was not a hotbed of 
crime, just an irritating pimple on the arse of the countryside. A new face caught his 
attention:  a tall, well-dressed individual with silver hair, a slight stoop, a weathered face 
and piercing blue eyes. Judge Daniels knew everyone else in the courtroom, he had 
been here often enough that even their first names were familiar; a new face was 
unexpected and, perhaps, indicated that today wasn’t going to be a run-of-the-mill court 
session. He sat down, and everyone else followed. 


As usual, he had not even glanced at the docket, preferring to take each case as it 
came to him cold. He looked at the computer screen and read, “Docket Number 
121657, Jason Warner, Drunk in Public.” Judge Daniels sighed and motioned the bailiff 
to bring the tall, almost emaciated man with his torn and dirty clothes who Daniels had 
seen far too often.  
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“You know, Jason, I’m really getting tired of seeing you every damned time I come 
to Del Rio. Why can’t you find something constructive to do instead of drinking your life 
away? Get a J-O-B, for God’s sake. Do you like the food here that much?” 


Jason Warner mumbled something that sounded like, “Ain’t no jobs, Judge. And the 
food sucks.” 


Daniels did not even have to ask the man to repeat himself; the story was the same 
every time. “Twenty hours of community service, Jason, again. Maybe you can at least 
start cleaning up this pigsty of a town. Next case.” 


Warner shuffled off, replaced by another repeat offender, and another, and another. 
The same people, the same charges, the same litany of ignorant, self-centered, 
useless, unproductive drones passed in front of him until Daniels wanted to scream at 
them. Knowing that he was accomplishing nothing, Daniels handed out his sentences, 
attempting to overcome the desire to simply put everyone away in jail and leave them 
there to expire on their own, which would have at least lessened his boredom, even if it 
would have accomplished nothing constructive. 


He glanced at the computer screen. “Docket Number 121669, City of Del Rio versus 
Anderson Winchester Lovett; Child Sexual Molestation, Incest, Resisting Arrest.” Judge 
Daniels’ eyes widened and his eyebrows tried unsuccessfully to climb toward his 
hairline. Dressed in an ill-fitting, orange jumpsuit, his hair mussed and with a slight limp, 
the accused stood before him, wrists handcuffed behind his back. The unknown person 
Daniels had noticed when he first entered the courtroom stood by his side. 


“Are you this man’s lawyer?” Daniels asked, trying to place the somehow familiar 
face. 


“Yes, Your Honor. Daniel Woodhouse Snyder.” The voice held a great deal of 
anger, which seemed a bit out of place in a courtroom, but before Judge Daniels could 
comment on it, the name sank in and washed away his thoughts. 


“The Daniel Woodhouse Snyder?” In spite of himself, The Honorable Josephus 
Daniels was impressed. 


A small, fleeting smile flickered across the man’s face and he nodded. “Yes, Your 
Honor, that Daniel Woodhouse Snyder.” 


Josephus Daniels sat back in his chair and stared for a moment. “I was unaware 
that you were a lawyer, Mr. Snyder.” 


“I’m licensed to practice before the bar in North America, South America, Europe, 
Asia and Africa, You Honor, as well as the World Court in Geneva. Although I seldom 
appear in a courtroom any more, I am still a licensed practitioner and I am the counsel 
of record for Captain Lovett.” 


Daniels nodded. “Very well, Sir. Your client has some very serious charges levied 
against him. How does he plead?” 


“Not guilty, Your Honor.” 
“Proceed,” Daniels looked curiously at the accused standing next to the world’s 


richest man. His posture, despite the slight list to one side, announced his military 
background and Daniels, who seemed to be able to spot a criminal at forty paces, 
realized almost instantly that the man before him did not fit into that group. He 
suspected that there was much more to this case than met the eye. 


“Your Honor, my client has been falsely accused of crimes that he would no more 
have committed than you or I. In fact, I am fully aware of how the charges were brought 
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and who made the false accusations. As far as the resisting arrest goes,” Snyder waved 
one hand in curt dismissal, “any reasonable man would be hesitant to allow himself to 
be dragged from his home in handcuffs in front of his wife and children. He did not offer 
any physical challenge to the police officer nor did he utter any threats or use any 
inappropriate language. He was simply reluctant, confused and shocked, as you or I 
would have been in the same situation. I request the charges of resisting arrest be 
stricken.” 


 Compared to the main charges of child sexual molestation and incest, resisting 
arrest charges were inconsequential and Daniel nodded agreement. “The charges of 
resisting arrest are hereby dismissed. Now, about the false accusation.” 


Snyder hesitated before he responded, which Daniels found interesting. 
“Your Honor, the charges brought by the Child Protective Service were instigated by 


my granddaughter, Elizabeth Jayne Martin, in response to a childish squabble between 
her and my client’s daughters.” 


Well, Josephus Daniels thought, so much for the usual boring day. He interrupted. 
“Mr. Snyder, considering what you’ve just said, wouldn’t it be more appropriate for you 
to withdraw from this case? It sounds very close to a conflict of interest to me.” 


Snyder shook his head. “No, Your Honor, in my opinion it’s not a conflict of interest. 
It is, undeniably, an unfortunate and deeply troubling situation which I cannot honorably 
allow to prevent me from absolving my client of any and all guilt.” 


For several minutes, Daniels examined the circumstances of the case as he knew 
them. He could not recall any court case where the lawyer for the accused stood in the 
same shoes as Daniel Snyder. There’s nothing inherently wrong with proceeding with 
the case as it stands, Daniels finally decided. But this sure looks like a candidate for the 
Appeals Court, should the City of Del Rio choose to go that route. “Mr. Lovett, under the 
circumstances, are you comfortable with your legal counsel?” 


His tone bordered on defiant, another small matter Judge Josephus Daniels chose 
to ignore. “Yes, Your Honor. I am completely satisfied with Mr. Snyder as my lawyer.” 


“Mr. Langham, as the District Attorney, do you have any comments?” Larry 
Langham was a young man with brown eyes and brown hair who had only recently 
taken the position of District Attorney for Del Rio and could be classified, at least in 
Daniels’ mind, as a predator, eager to attack when he smelled blood in the water. 
Daniels expected him to pontificate on the vile and totally disgusting nature of the 
accusations and to insist that Anderson be taken to the nearest tree and hanged as 
soon as possible. To Daniels’ complete surprise, Langham shook his head no. 


“Your Honor, I would not presume to dictate to you how to proceed in this case. The 
heinous crimes that Mr. Lovett has been accused of must be examined carefully and 
completely and all the circumstances that exist in this case must be taken into account. 
My office has no objection to Mr. Snyder’s involvement, if it pleases the court.” 


Judge Daniels shifted his eyes back to the accused who seemed to be unsteady on 
his feet and his face pale, paler than Daniels would have expected, even considering 
the severity of the charges. He could see the sweat beading up on Lovett’s forehead. 


“Mr. Snyder, is your client unwell? Does he need medical attention?” 
“No, Your Honor. I believe Captain Lovett had an accidental encounter with a 


stunner—or at least I was assured that it was accidental.” 
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“I see,” Daniels replied, realizing exactly whose hand held the stunner Anderson 
had “accidentally” encountered. I think I’ve had just about enough of Denise Davidson, 
he decided. “Very well, gentlemen. I will see all of you again tomorrow, at 1000, in this 
courtroom. At that time, we will conduct a Veracity Hearing to determine the facts in this 
case, after which I will make a determination of guilt. Mr. Snyder,” Daniels turned to 
Daniel Snyder, “you will produce your granddaughter, Mr. Lovett and any alleged 
victims in this case. I trust you have no objections to a Veracity Hearing?” 


“No, Your Honor. In fact, I was just about to request such a hearing. Captain Lovett, 
my granddaughter and Captain Lovett’s daughters will be here at 1000 tomorrow as you 
directed.” 


“Good. I believe in getting to the truth, gentlemen and we will get to the truth.” Judge 
Daniels began to stand up. 


“One moment, Your Honor,” Daniel Snyder held up a hand.  
Daniels sat back down and looked expectant. 
“Bail has not been set, Your Honor, and I respectfully request that my client be 


released on his own recognizance pending the Veracity Hearing or, failing that, into my 
custody.” 


“Mr. Langham?” 
“These are serious charges, Your Honor. It would be inappropriate to allow the 


accused to walk out of court as though this were a parking ticket. There should be some 
guarantee that Mr. Lovett will, in fact, appear tomorrow.” Langham said, although he did 
not seem to be very adamant. Daniels wondered why. 


“I think I have to agree with Mr. Langham. Bail is set at one million dollars.” The 
gravel came down on the top of the desk and Judge Josephus Daniels rose, and then 
stopped. “Mr. Langham, please see me in my chambers—now. We have a small 
personnel problem that needs to be taken care of before the end of the day.” 


Larry Langham nodded unhappily. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Judge Josephus Daniels sat down in his chair promptly at 1000. For the first time in 
a long time, he was actually interested in a case brought before him. He glanced at his 
computer screen for a moment, and then asked, “Mr. Langham?” 


“Yes, Your Honor. I’m here.” 
“Mr. Snyder?” 
“Your Honor, present.” 
“Mr. Lovett?” 
The accused looked as though he had recovered from the day before and stood 


straight and tall as he responded, “Here, Your Honor.” 
“Elizabeth Jayne Martin?” 
“Here,” a defiant voice called from the front row as a slender girl with brown hair and 


hazel eyes stood up at the urging of Daniel Snyder. 
“And the alleged victims?” 
Two girls stood up, one tall with long, raven-black hair and startling steel-blue eyes; 


the other shorter, with platinum blonde hair and bright green eyes. “Here, Sir,” they 
chorused. Daniel smiled to himself and did not try to correct their mode of response. 
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Next to the two girls sat what Josephus Daniel thought might be the most beautiful 
woman he had ever seen. She was tall and regal looking with an expression on her face 
of anger mixed with something else, something that Daniel could not quite identify. 


“And you are?” he asked, looking pointedly at the unknown woman. 
“Minuet Hays Lovett,” her voice ran clear and proud in the hushed courtroom. “Wife 


of the accused and biological mother of the alleged victims.” 
Daniel nodded. “We are here this morning to conduct a Veracity Hearing in order to 


reveal the truth or untruth of the charges against Anderson Winchester Lovett of child 
sexual molestation and incest. Mr. Lovett, do you agree to undergo an electronic 
examination of your brain waves, answering each and every question put to you?” 


“I do, Your Honor.” 
“Since the other individuals subject to the Veracity Hearing are minors, that is, 


under the age of 16, a parent or guardian must verbally agree to allow participation by 
their minor charge. Who is the parent or guardian for,” Daniel consulted the computer 
screen, “Elizabeth Jayne Martin?” 


“I am, Your Honor,” replied Daniel Snyder. “Elizabeth Jayne Martin’s parents are 
recently deceased and I am her guardian. I agree to allow the minor in my charge, 
Elizabeth Jayne Martin, to participate in this Veracity Hearing.” 


“No! I won’t! You can’t make me!” The slender girl on the front row jumped up and 
screamed her defiance. 


“Elizabeth Jayne, you will sit down,” Daniel Snyder ordered in a voice that even 
Judge Daniels would have obeyed. The girl wilted and sat back down, crossing her 
arms, a frown disfiguring her otherwise pretty face. 


“Ms. Martin,” Daniels said into the sudden silence. “Your guardian has agreed to 
allow you to participate in this Veracity Hearing and you have no choice but to 
cooperate. Should you continue your defiance and verbal interruptions, I will have no 
alternative but to sedate you and, possibly, hold you in contempt. Are you aware that if 
you are held in contempt of court you will be severely punished, and punished in a 
manner that you will not like?” 


Her look of rebelliousness turned to one of shock and dismay; a tear trickled down 
her cheek as she nodded numbly. 


“Who is the parent or guardian of Cheyenne Dawn Lovett and Ember Anne Lovett?” 
He already knew the answer, but asked the question specifically to have it in the court’s 
record. 


“I am, Your Honor,” answered Minuet as she stood, her posture screaming anger. 
The accused, of course, could not have granted permission for his daughters to 
undergo the Veracity Hearing. “And I agree to allow my daughters, Cheyenne Dawn 
Lovett and Ember Anne Lovett, to participate in this Hearing.” She sat down again, still 
obviously angry. She reminded Judge Daniels of a volcano just waiting to erupt. 


Daniels drummed his fingers on the top of his desk for a moment. “Due to the 
sensitive nature of the charges in this case and the youth of three of the individuals 
involved, the courtroom will be cleared of everyone except the accused, the prosecuting 
attorney, the defense attorney, the parents or guardian of the minors involved, and the 
minors involved themselves. Bailiff, clear the court of everyone except those I’ve 
indicated. This court will reconvene in ten minutes.” Again, the gravel made contact with 
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the wooden desk and the sound echoed throughout the room. Judge Josephus Daniels 
stood up. 
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Stanton Home 


They were only four words, little words at that, none 
of them more than four letters long, but they were 
enough; enough to change his life and the lives of his wife 
and son forever. 


“I want to go,” she said in a quiet voice. 
Charles Stanton stared in horror at Anniston Stanton 


as her words fell into the shocked silence and lay there, 
like a coiled snake waiting to strike. He and Anniston had 
been talking about Enya and what the news meant for the 
world. It was an unusual conversation between the two. 
Charlie was not the type of person who would have ever 
challenged Albert Einstein’s place in intellectual history. 
He usually ignored the news and kept his head down, 
seldom commenting on new rules, disasters, or anything 


else that might affect his narrow view of life.  
He was what one might call “a jack-of-all-trades,” able to fix anything with moving 


parts, mostly uneducated, but with a way with mechanical things that bordered on the 
mystical. It was not glamorous work, although it allowed Charlie to keep food on the 
table and a roof over his family’s head—barely. He was happy with his life and looked 
forward every day to the time he spent with his five-year-old son, Adrian. Anniston had 
just threatened that mundane life and the thought of what might happen as a result 
made Charlie frightened—and angry. 


“No!” he shouted, and Anniston cringed at his overreaction to her statement. He 
looked down at her, his hands on his hips, feet apart, and his face blazing with fear and 
anger. 


“Why not?” she asked, almost afraid of his answer. It was unlike Charlie to yell at 
her or their son, or anybody else for that matter. He was usually taciturn with little 
inclination to express emotions. She had Adrian in her lap and the boy shrank away 
from his father in alarm, trying to make himself as small and inoffensive as he could. 


“No!” Charlie repeated, shaking his head emphatically. 
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“But Charlie, this is the chance of a lifetime! A chance to start over and make 
something of our lives.” She tried smiling at him. “You are exactly what they say they 
want:  good with your hands, able to fix anything, healthy, willing to work long hours, 
and you have a family. Even I have talents they can use. I’m one helluva gardener,” 
which was a gross understatement since Anniston had met the grueling requirements 
for her license as a Master Gardener. She provided the vast majority of the Stanton 
family’s vegetables and she seemed to have not only a green thumb but a green hand 
as well; every plant she touched seemed to blossom, to grow to prodigious size, to 
produce a harvest unmatched by anyone else. “And Adrian would have a future ahead 
of him,” she waved vaguely at the room they were in. “A better future than what he’s got 
before him now.” 


“What? I’m not good enough for you now?” It was not the answer Anniston 
expected. 


“No, Charlie. It’s not that at all. You’ve never let me down, ever. I just want more for 
us than what we have—what we’ll ever have here. Please, Charlie? At least think about 
it?” she begged, her eyes pleading with him to consider the idea. 


Charlie Stanton was not an adventurous man and the mere thought of traveling 
through endless, airless space to another planet with unknown dangers that might take 
his son’s life was came close to terrifying him into incontinence. He could not 
understand how his wife could even contemplate such an idea, it was monstrous and he 
would have nothing of it. 


“No!” he screamed at her again and the crack of his hand against her cheek echoed 
in the room. Anniston Stanton froze, the stinging pain of his slap lost in her fury. He had 
never offered physical violence to her or their son and the attack was so unexpected, so 
out of character, so unjustified that her mind went blank for a moment. She loved her 
husband, admired his devotion to her and Adrian, and reveled in his never-ending 
dedication to providing for them, but that love, that admiration had just turned to dust in 
her mouth. She slowly stood up, Adrian still in her arms, and faced Charlie Stanton with 
barely restrained vehemence. Her voice quivered, every word spoken clearly and firmly 
through clenched lips. 


“You will never again strike me, Charles William Stanton. I have done nothing, said 
nothing, that could ever justify what you have just done.” She turned and walked out the 
front door, her head held high, her back straight.  


Charlie Stanton never saw his wife or his son again. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Exactly at 1015, Judge Daniels brought his gravel down on the polished walnut 
sound block and announced, “Court is in session.” It was, if one wished to quibble, 
improper, since this was technically not a court session but a Veracity Hearing, but not a 
single person in the courtroom felt it necessary to correct him. At one of the two tables, 
the one reserved for the prosecutor, sat Elizabeth Jayne Martin and the District 
Attorney, Larry Langham; at the other table, the one for the defense, were Anderson, 
Minuet, Cheyenne Dawn, Ember Anne and the defense attorney, Daniel Woodhouse 
Snyder. The table was a bit crowded but no one seemed to care. 
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To the left of the judge’s bench was a large table with a complicated machine 
perched in the middle of it along with a chair on one side of the table and a technician 
who was fiddling with the controls of the Functional Magnetic Resonance Imager on the 
other side. A white device that looked like a motorcycle helmet sat on the table next to 
the machine; it had a small antenna in the center of its crown and two currently unlit 
bulbs on the front. One of the bulbs was red, the other green.  


The helmet was jokingly referred to as the “Dunce Cap,” “Truth Cap,” or “Verifier,” 
since to lie in response to a question while wearing the Functional Magnetic Resonance 
Imager, or FMRI, would cause the red light to activate. The discovery that one part of 
the brain responded when telling the truth and a completely different part of the brain 
activated when telling a lie changed the judicial process overnight. It was impossible for 
a subject to defeat the FMRI and that fact eliminated the need for a jury to ponder the 
guilt or innocence of an accused. A lie was a lie and the FMRI never made a mistake. 


“Are you ready?” Judge Daniels asked the technician. The young girl nodded, her 
brassy blonde hair bobbing in time with her head. “Yes, Your Honor.” 


“Good,” Daniels said and turned to the table on his left. “Mr. Langham, if you will 
escort Elizabeth Jayne to the witness stand?” He forewent the usual formality of the 
courtroom in an attempt to make the Veracity Hearing as unthreatening as possible. 
From the way the young girl resisted Mr. Langham’s attempt to escort her to the witness 
stand, it was evident that he had been a failure. Finally, she was chivvied into the chair 
and looked at the “Dunce Cap” with fear. 


“Keep in mind, Elizabeth Jayne, that this is absolutely painless. The only thing you 
will feel is the weight of the helmet, nothing more. There is no electricity, no danger, and 
no discomfort. After a moment, you’ll forget you even have anything on your head.” 


She tore her eyes away from the helmet to look at Judge Daniels. Well, he thought, 
if looks could kill, there’d be a funeral going on right about now. He sighed and 
motioned for the technician to place the helmet on the girl’s head. She screwed up her 
face and closed her eyes as though she were about to be beaten. The technician 
finished her task and sat back down. After readjusting some mysterious controls on the 
panel, she looked at Elizabeth Jayne. 


“I’m going to ask you a few questions that I want you to answer ‘No’ to. Don’t think 
about the question, just answer ‘No’ to each of them. Okay?” 


Elizabeth Jayne did not answer. A tear slid down her cheek. 
“Is your name Elizabeth Jayne Martin?” 
“No,” the answer was barely loud enough to hear. 
“Do you live with your grandfather?” 
“No.” 
“Is this year 2525?” 
“No.” 
“Are you a male?” 
“No.” 
The technician looked up and nodded. Twice a red light blinked on the front of the 


helmet; twice it flashed green. “Ready, Your Honor.” 
“Due to the circumstances, Elizabeth Jayne, I will be the only one asking questions. 


Answer only with ‘yes’ or ‘no,’ nothing else. Do you understand?” 
“Yes.” Her voice quivered. 
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Daniels took a sip of water from the glass next to his gavel. “Is your name Elizabeth 
Jayne Martin?” 


“Yes.” 
“Do you live with Daniel Woodhouse Snyder?” 
“Yes.” 
“Is he your grandfather?” 
“Yes.” 
“Did you and your grandfather spend the night day before yesterday, a Saturday, in 


Mr. and Mrs. Lovett’s house?” 
“Yes.” 
“Was there an altercation between you and one or both of Mr. and Mrs. Lovett’s 


daughters?” 
“Yes.” 
“Did you call Child Protective Services on the morning after that altercation?” 
“Yes.” 
“Did you, during that call, accuse Mr. Lovett of child sexual molestation?” 
“Yes,” her voice got fainter with each answer. 
“Did you, during that call, accuse Mr. Lovett of incest?” 
“Yes.” 
“Are you personally aware of, or have you ever witnessed, an act of child sexual 


molestation by Mr. Lovett involving one or both of his daughters?” 
“No,” she whispered. 
“Are you personally aware of, or have you ever witnessed, an act of incest by Mr. 


Lovett involving one or both of his daughters?” 
“No.” 
“Has anyone, whether he or she is in this courtroom or not, to your knowledge, ever 


claimed to have knowledge of, or witnessed an act of child sexual molestation or incest, 
attempted or accomplished, by Mr. Lovett upon one or both of his daughters?” 


“No.” 
“Is there any truth to either, or both, of your accusations?” 
“No.” 
The Honorable Josephus Daniels stared for a moment at the tear-streaked face of 


the girl in the witness chair, and then slowly shook his head in disappointment at her 
answers. 


“That will be all, Elizabeth Jayne,” he finally said. “You may go back to your seat.” 
The technician removed the helmet and sat it down on the table. Elizabeth Jayne 


Martin went back to her chair at the table next to Mr. Langham with dragging feet and 
slumped shoulders and sat down, her head bowed. 


“Cheyenne Dawn Lovett?” Daniels called out and the girl with the short, platinum-
blonde hair and bright-green eyes rose and walked to the witness stand, her head held 
high and her face devoid of any expression. 


The technician fitted the put the helmet on Cheyenne Dawn and went through a 
litany of questions to calibrate the Veracity Detector. When the technician nodded her 
satisfaction, Judge Daniels began his questioning. 


“On the night that Elizabeth Jayne Martin stayed in your house, was there an 
altercation between her and either you or your sister?” 
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“Yes.” 
“Do you understand the concept of sexual molestation?” 
“Yes.” 
“Do you understand the concept of incest?” 
“Yes.” 
“Have you ever been sexually molested by anyone, whether in this courtroom or 


not?” 
“No!” Her answer was loud and emphatic. 
“Has your father ever acted in any way toward you that would make you suspect an 


attempt or a desire on his part to sexually molest you or engage in an incestuous act 
with you?” 


“No.” Her answer was so soft he could barely hear it. 
Daniels started to ask another question, then stopped and simply said, “You may 


step down, Cheyenne Dawn.” 
Her head still held high, she returned to the table and sat down next to her mother. 
“Ember Anne Lovett?” 
The girl with the long, jet-black hair and steel-blue eyes took the stand and had the 


helmet fitted over her head. The questions were the same, as were the answers, and 
the answers were delivered in the same defiant and assured tone of voice as her sister. 


After dismissing Ember Anne, Judge Daniels sat for several minutes, his eyes 
closed, his fingers drumming on the desktop. Finally, he opened his eyes and looked at 
the accused. 


“Under normal circumstances, I would continue this hearing, subjecting both Mr. 
Lovett and Mrs. Lovett, as well as Mr. Snyder, to the Veracity Detector. However, I see 
no need to call anyone else to the witness stand. It is obvious to me from the answers I 
have already received that this is a clear-cut case of a false accusation. It is 
unfortunate, Mr. and Mrs. Lovett, that you and your family have been forced to respond 
to these false accusations. It is especially unfortunate that your daughters have to 
endure these proceedings at such a young age.” He nodded at the sisters at the table 
who were staring not at him, but at Elizabeth Jayne Martin. 


After a long moment, he turned to Daniel Snyder. “Mr. Snyder, it my opinion that 
your granddaughter is in serious need of professional counseling and intense 
psychological help. You are hereby notified that you are to deliver Elizabeth Jayne 
Martin to the United Nations’ Psychological Corps within seven calendar days of today 
in order for this help to be given. To which office she is delivered is your choice, but I 
will not tolerate any delay.” He raised the gavel. “Case dismissed.” The sound of the 
gavel striking the soundboard echoed around the courtroom. Again, Judge Josephus 
Daniels had skirted proper procedure which dictated that the findings in the case be 
announced in open court, but again, no one objected. 
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Del Rio, North American Administrative Zone 


Del Rio was experiencing a renaissance. The growing 
population of Gateway had breathed life back into the 
decrepit, sad little town and new businesses were 
appearing almost daily. As usual, bars were among the 
very first ones to open. The Gateway Bar sat at the 
intersection of East Gibbs Street and Jap Lowe Drive on 
the east side of the city. Even though the exterior 
appeared new, it seemed to have been there forever and 
the second-hand tables and chairs were witness to the 
bare-bones budget of the owner, who was also the 
bartender.  


Like every bartender, he was busy polishing glasses 
with a white towel, an occupation that seemed to be the 
lifeblood of every bar in every city. It was the middle of the 


afternoon and the Gateway Bar was empty—except for one customer who sat at the bar 
nursing a bottle of beer.  


August Henry looked young for his age. His mother’s genes had, thankfully, 
dominated his father’s genes and, as a result, he appeared to the casual observer to be 
closer to 40 than 60. Those had been rough years with peaks approaching Mt. Everest 
and valleys as deep as the Grand Canyon. He had poured every penny of his 
inheritance into the bar and wanted nothing more from life than to make a killing for a 
year or so and then move on. He did not like Del Rio, not one bit, but his instinct told 
him that this was the place to be. And so here he was, in the middle of a town he did not 
like, doing a job he did not like and serving a customer he did not like. 


Over an hour ago, the disheveled man wearing dusty clothes that looked as if he 
slept in them for several days had stumbled through the front door and plopped down 
on a bar stool to order a drink. Three of them later, the customer had loosened up 
enough to start talking while he lingered over his fourth and, if August had anything to 
do with it, his last, now lukewarm beer.  


“Are they hiring?” Charlie Stanton asked, pointing a thumb in the general direction 
of Gateway. 


“I dunno, what’s your specialty?” August asked, not caring what the man did or even 
if he got a job anywhere, it was just bartender talk for him. 
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“I’m good with my hands, machinery, you know,” Charlie’s words were slightly 
slurred and August decided it time to cut him off. “If it’s broke, I can fix it!” Charlie added 
proudly. 


The cops in this town did not like drunks and were just as likely to visit the bar after 
they picked up the intoxicated to have a little one-on-one with the bartender. August did 
not need any extra attention, especially that kind of attention.  


“Look, buddy, the people from Gateway come into town every Tuesday and 
Thursday to recruit workers. They set up in the San Felipe Country Club just down the 
street early in the morning and stay late at night. Anybody can go in and apply to work.” 
August looked at the man curiously. “You thinking you want to go with them?” 


Charlie looked horrified and shook his head emphatically. “Hell, no, man! I just want 
work.” He shuddered. 


August was surprised at the vehemence of Charlie’s answer and the wide, terror-
filled eyes that accompanied the answer to his innocent question. This guy has some 
serious problems, August thought. He was more right than he knew. 


“Well, anyway,” August chose to ignore the man’s vigorous denial. “Why don’t you 
go on over to Shelly’s, get a room and some rest,” and clean up, for God’s sake, he did 
not add. “Be at the Country Club first thing in the morning and maybe you’ll have some 
luck.” August Henry just wanted him gone before his regulars began to trickle in. 


Charlie Stanton thought for a moment, nodded, upended his beer bottle and made 
his unsteady way out of the bar to August Henry’s immense relief. The now-empty bottle 
clunked into the recycle bin and August began, once more, to polish glasses. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


It was twilight, that time of day between sunset and nightfall when everything seems 
to slow down, to take a deep breath and relax from the frenzy of the day. It was quiet 
around the pool, only the sound of a Mocking Bird and a Mourning Dove trading insults 
and the sizzle of chicken on the BBQ grill interrupted the silence. Austin loved to cook 
and was the best cook of any of the children. He opened the lid and began to turn the 
chicken thighs which covered the racks, basting the new sides with the marinade 
created from a thousand-year-old recipe his father had brought back from a place that 
used to be called Japan. He nodded with satisfaction at the golden-brown color. It 
wouldn’t be long. 


The other five members of the family sat around the patio table; Anderson and 
Minuet sipping on wine while the other played with their iced tea glasses, each of them 
lost in thought. The last few days had been emotionally exhausting and no one had 
much to say. Even Bo declined to harass either of his sisters, his favorite past time. 


“Daddy?” Ember Anne finally broke the silence. “Why did Elizabeth Jayne lie like 
that?” 


“Because she’s a bitch,” Cheyenne Dawn answered quickly. 
Minuet gave her daughter a quelling look that was uncharacteristically puny and not 


up to her usual standards. 
“Well,” CeeDee responded. “she is!” She turned to her father. “What’s that saying 


you use, Daddy? A ‘copper-plated bitch’?” 
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Anderson responded with an unrepentant grin to the pointed look that his wife gave 
him. Minuet used the palm of her hand to slap the back of her husband’s head, “just to 
get his attention,” and, with more heat than she had shown CeeDee, said, “You’re a fine 
example for your children, you are!” 


In an act which would have gotten him a nomination for an Oscar for Best 
Performance, Anderson fell out of his chair and writhed on the patio tile as though he 
had been severely injured by the blow. It was a scene that the children had witnessed 
many times, and, as usual, their laughter broke the gloom that had settled over them. 
Anderson climbed back into his chair, rubbing the back of his head in feigned pain. 


“All gratuitous violence to the contrary,” he said, with a grin on his face, “that’s a fair 
question, CeeDee.” A frown replaced the grin and he took a sip of his wine, thinking 
quickly of how to answer the very valid question. 


“First of all, I need to explain the concept of the Law of Unintended 
Consequences—a law that everyone needs to understand.” He settled back into his 
chair, determined to use the situation as a teachable moment. “First, everything we say 
or do has consequences, right? It’s like Newton’s Third Law of Motion, which, simply 
put, says that for every action there is an equal and opposite reaction.” There were nods 
from around the table. “Well, some of those reactions are the ones we intended to 
cause and others—often negative ones—are ones which happen because we can’t 
always see all the results of our actions or words no matter how carefully we plan. 
Those are the unintended consequences. Elizabeth Jayne got bit on the butt by that 
Law. Her intent was to extract punishment for what happened that night in the 
bedroom—of which, I might add—I’m still ignorant.” He glanced at CeeDee, the obvious 
culprit, who simply looked innocently back at her father. I know she’s involved, 
somehow, he thought, but this is not the time to try to find out. Later, he decided.  


He continued. “She didn’t take into consideration that her charges would be 
examined closely by the judge, that she would be subjected to a Veracity Hearing or 
that the results would backfire on her. It was inevitable, I guess, that her mental 
instability had to lead to psychological testing, but that was the last thing on her mind. 
As the old saying goes, ‘Revenge is a dish best served cold,’ to steal a line from an 
ancient movie. She forgot, or never knew, how true that cliché still is. The moral behind 
the story is that you must consider every possible consequence of an action, and be 
prepared to accept those consequences. ‘Make any decision you want, but be willing to 
live with the consequences,’ is another of those old sayings that everybody should keep 
firmly in the back of their minds.” 


CeeDee finally broke the silence. “But that doesn’t answer the question, Daddy. 
Why did she do it in the first place? Was it just revenge? Or was it because we don’t live 
exactly the way she does? I don’t understand.” 


“Well,” Minuet answered, “If we knew more about what happened that night, it might 
lead us to an answer.” 


Silence again descended. Finally, Ember Anne answered, “She called you a 
‘pervert,’ Daddy. And it made me mad so I jumped on her.” 


“And why did she call me a pervert?” Anderson was not entirely sure he wanted to 
hear the answer, but the question could not be ignored. 
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CeeDee took up the story. “Well, you know I don’t wear pajamas to bed?” she 
looked at her mother, wondering if her admission would result in one of her mother’s 
patented lectures. Minuet simply nodded. 


“Well, when I got ready for bed she went ballistic over my nudity and asked if I went 
naked in front of you or Austin or Bo. When I said we sometimes went skinny dipping, 
that’s when she called all of us perverts, but especially you, Daddy.” She frowned. “I 
don’t understand what’s wrong with going naked. Your body is just your body. 
Everybody has one and knows what one looks like.” She shook her head, confusion 
evident on her face. “Anyway, that’s when Em jumped on her.” CeeDee giggled 
suddenly. “I had to keep Em from slapping her!” She looked at her sister in admiration. 
“Attila the Hun! Who’d a thought that my sister, of all people, my quiet, reserved, 
‘nothing bothers me’ sister, would go off like that?” She reached over and put her hand 
on Em’s shoulder. “It was awesome, Sis!” 


“Really?” Anderson looked at Ember Anne in surprise. “While I appreciate your 
defense, it might not have been the best way to handle the situation.” 


Ember Anne’s eyes dropped and she shrugged, embarrassed at the revelations. “I 
realize that now,” she responded, abashed. 


“In the future,” Minuet advised, “it might be better just to tell your father or me what 
happened and let us take care of the problem.” 


“Yes, Ma’am,” Ember Anne responded quietly. 
“The other thing you might want to keep in mind,” Anderson added, “is that a lot of 


people are a bit more—ah, conservative—than we are. For some reason they think that 
the naked human body is shameful and should be covered at all times. Some of them,” 
Anderson winked at his wife, “even consider sex, or even the mere suggestion of sex, is 
something terribly evil and should be swept under the rug and never allowed to see the 
light of day.” 


“But is there’s no sex, there’s no people!” Austin joined the conversation, waiving 
the barbeque tongs in the air and shaking his head, just as confused as his siblings over 
the illogic of the whole thing. “And if there’s no people—” His voice trailed off, not 
knowing how to finish his thought. 


“Exactly,” Minuet agreed. “Nowhere is it written that humans have to be logical.” 
She waved for Austin to join the rest of his family at the table and she took a moment to 
look at each of her children to make the point that her next words were important.  


“I assume that each one of you is still a virgin.” She raised her hand to forestall any 
replies. “I don’t know that for certain, but I assume it, which is often dangerous and 
usually erroneous, but until I have evidence to the contrary, I stand by my assumption.” 
She shook her head to emphasize her next words. “I’m not asking either. You will either 
ask me or your father for advice before you become sexually active, or tell us after the 
fact. In either case, I—and your father—will answer any questions you have or provide 
you with guidance if you ask for it.”  


She reached out and took Anderson’s hand in hers. “Sexual intercourse is one of 
the greatest pleasures in life and I really do hope that each of you have inherited the 
same strong libido that I and your father enjoy.” Smiles, not of embarrassment but 
acknowledgement of Minuet’s statement, came from each of the children. They were all 
perfectly aware of the mechanics of sexual intercourse and that their parents had never 
tried to hide their own activities from the children. Minuet and Anderson did not flaunt 
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their sexuality in front of everybody, but each one of their children knew full well that to 
describe their parents’ relationship as “platonic” was as far from the truth as it could be. 
They accepted it as a fact and did not see any reason to be concerned or embarrassed 
by it. 


Minuet considered her words for a moment then decided that she had probably 
addressed the topic sufficiently. She glanced at Anderson and he nodded agreement.  


Anderson took up the conversation. “And what happens in this family should stay in 
this family. Yes, you defended our honor and I will not, I cannot, blame you for that; but I 
warn you, Ember Anne Lovett, that if something like this happens again, you will be 
sitting on a cushion to protect your sore butt for days. Do I make myself perfectly clear?” 


“Yes, Daddy,” came the subdued answer. 
It’s time to move on, Minuet decided and looked pointedly at Austin. “Well, Chef 


Austin, are we about ready to eat? I’m starving!” 
Grinning, Austin leaped out of his chair and went to the BBQ pit, opened the lid, 


inspected the contents, turned over a couple of chicken thighs, and nodded. “We’re 
ready!” He picked up a large platter and began to transfer the chicken to it. 


Minuet turned back to her three remaining children. “Dinner is served!” She looked 
pointed at the patio table which at the time, held only four iced tea glasses and two wine 
goblets. “Are we going to eat with our fingers tonight? Return to the basics and eat like 
cave dwellers? If so,” she deadpanned, “somebody get me a sharp knife.” 


Taking the hint, Beaumont, Cheyenne Dawn and Ember Anne scrambled out of 
their chairs and headed into the kitchen for plates, forks, beans, potato salad and the 
other bits and pieces of everyone’s second-favorite dinner. Burgers and hot dogs were 
on the top of the list, but chicken fought gamely for first choice—even though it usually 
came in second. 
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Lovett House, Gateway 


There’s absolutely no good reason to get out of bed,
Minuet decided, stretching languorously. The house was 
strangely quiet except for the steady breathing of her 
husband who still slept beside her. She had heard the 
children earlier that morning, the inevitable noise of the 
four of them getting their morning routines completed and 
ready to leave with Bear for two days of survival training 
in the Amistad Lake Recreational Area just a few 
kilometers from Gateway, but the sounds had seemed far 
away and to have nothing to do with her. I should have 
gotten up to tell them goodbye, she thought, but there 
was no guilt in her thought; Bear had insisted that she 
and Anderson not get up and that sounded like an order 
to her.  


Anderson turned onto his back with a muffled grunt and Minuet smiled. He had 
been awake not too long ago and their enthusiastic “morning exercise” had left her 
happily satiated. He settled into a more comfortable position and began to snore softly. 
Evidently, Anderson was equally satisfied. She turned on her side and snuggled up 
against his warm body, draping one arm across his bare chest and intertwining her leg 
between his and seriously considered drifting back to sleep herself. There’s nothing like 
a nap after a morning exercise session, she almost giggled aloud, but her eyes 
suddenly flew open as she remembered the box. The box! How could I forget about the 
box?


“Andy! Andy, wake up!” She did not have to speak loudly; 30 years of service in the 
Peacekeeping Forces had instilled in him the ability to awaken instantly. He opened his 
eyes and looked quickly around the room for a threat. Finding none, he looked at his 
wife, hovering above him. “What is it?” 


“With everything going on, Daniel and his granddaughter and the Veracity Hearing, I 
completely forgot about the box!” She got out of bed and beckoned her husband. He 
admired her magnificently nude body and patted the bed next to him.  


“Come back to bed, woman. We have unfinished business!” 
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Minuet snorted. “You can finish your business by yourself, Anderson Lovett. I’m 
going to go see what’s in the box.” 


“What are you talking about?” Anderson asked, perplexed. 
“The box from Steve!” 
“What box from Ste—?” He realized what Minuet was saying and sat up straight in 


bed. “You got a box from Steve Hoage?” 
She nodded and turned for the door. “It came the day before the shit hit the fan and 


I completely forgot about it!” 
“Where is it?” 
“I put it in the attic so no one would find it.” 
Anderson nodded. “Good thinking, Minuet. Want me to get it?” he asked. 
She nodded. “It’s heavy and awkward. I almost dropped it a dozen times trying to 


get it up there.” 
A few minutes later, the box was on the kitchen table and they stared at it, neither 


one of them realizing or caring that they were both naked. 
“Here’s his note,” Minuet handed Anderson the note that had been attached to the 


outside of the box. Anderson opened the envelope and read the cryptic note inside. 
“What ‘invoice’?” he asked, confused. 
Minuet shrugged the question off. “He just told me that my ‘birthday presents’ would 


cost me.” Anderson looked at Minuet with a peculiar look on his face. She ignored it, 
hoping that the invoice was not what she suspected. I’m still going to pay it, no matter 
what it is, she said to herself. Out loud, she said, “Open it!” 


Anderson stared in disbelief at the contents of the box, Minuet peeking over his 
shoulder. “Where does he get these things?” Anderson asked in wonder. 


Lying in the box, surrounded by packing material, was a Peacekeeper (the primary 
long rifle for United Nations assault troops), four magazines and a box that Minuet 
recognized as a charging unit. Like the Peacemaker, the United Nations Peacekeeping 
Forces handgun, it was a proscribed weapon for civilians. Possession of a Peacemaker
would put a person in jail; possession of a Peacekeeper would put a person under the 
jail. Anderson reached in and pulled out the rifle with a gentleness that surprised 
Minuet.  


Like the Peacemaker, the Peacekeeper was a magnetically powered rifle that fired 
stabilized darts. It weighed a mere two kilos and was just under a meter in length; it 
folded in half for ease of carry. Like the Peacemaker, its muzzle velocity was high, the 
magnets in its barrel accelerated darts to a muzzle velocity of 2,500 meters per second. 
Two magazines connected to the transfer chamber, one of them normally filled with 
standard anti-personnel darts and the other impact-detonated, explosive darts that 
would punch a hole in three-centimeter-thick armor plating. Anderson held it up for 
Minuet to see better. 


He slipped a finger into each of the magazine receptors to ensure that it was 
unloaded, and then shook his head. “A man who can get his hands on one of these is a 
man we need in the company.” He reached for the magazines and examined them 
carefully. “Two anti-personnel and two anti-armor,” he shook his head again. “I just don’t 
believe I’m standing in my own kitchen holding a Peacekeeper!” He looked at Minuet. 
“Well, you wanted a long-range defensive weapon.” He nodded at the rifle in his hands. 
“What you got is the UN’s premier assault weapon.”  
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“Is that good?” Minuet asked. She was not an expert on firearms. 
“Good? You bet your sweet bippy it’s good! I can take down something the size of a 


T. Rex from three kilometers with one of these. With one shot!” He turned the rifle 
upside down and grunted. “No serial number. Why am I not surprised?” 


He laid the magazines and the rifle back in the box as though he were handling an 
exquisite piece of crystal. “I think the attic is a good place for this right now,” he said to 
Minuet, who nodded in reply. He took out the folded piece of paper that had been 
attached to the inside of the box lid, unfolded it, and smiled. 


“What does it say?” Minuet asked cautiously, wishing that she had gotten to the 
note before her husband. 


Anderson looked at her for a moment, and then held up the paper for her to read. It 
was not a complicated message:  “I want to go.” 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Bear and the four children stood in a small clearing on the South Fork of San Pedro 
Canyon a few hundred meters from the edge of the Amistad Reservoir. He let his pack 
slide off his shoulders and onto the ground, looked around, and nodded with 
satisfaction. “Okay. The first thing we do is to prepare a fire pit.” He waved his hand in 
no particular direction. “Go get me some rocks,” he put his hands in front of him to 
indicate size, “each of them about this big.” 


The four began to scurry off. “Wait!” Bear stopped them. “Leave your packs here, 
but take your quarterstaffs. Never let your quarterstaff leave your side.” Their packs 
thumped to the ground and they disappeared into the trees. 


One by one they came back, juggling a rock and the quarterstaff in their hands and 
Bear started making a circle with them around a space about two meters in diameter 
that he had cleared of leaves and limbs while they were gone. When the circle was 
completed, Bear stood up. “Always make a fire pit. The worst thing you can do in the 
wild is to start a forest fire by igniting the grasses around your campfire. That,” he said 
emphatically, “can kill you.” 


“Next, we set up the tents. Austin,” he pointed at the eldest Lovett, “where should 
we pitch our tents?” 


Austin looked around in confusion. “I don’t know,” he finally admitted. 
“Good answer,” Bear replied. “Never be ashamed to say ‘I don’t know.’ Only be 


ashamed if you can’t answer the same question a second time. How about you, Ember 
Anne? Any ideas?” 


Ember Anne looked around and finally pointed to an area that looked like three 
tents would fit in it. “There?” her voice was hesitant. Bear shook his head. 


“Look at the way the land slopes. It’s higher here than it is there. What would 
happen if it started to rain? Where would the water go?” 


“Into the tents?” Cheyenne Dawn answered. 
“Exactly right, CeeDee, exactly right, even if you did answer out of turn. And which 


direction should the flap face, Bo?” 
“Toward the fire?” 
“And?” 
“Down the slope!” Bo beamed when Bear nodded. 
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“Okay. Austin, you and Em have the tents attached to the bottom of your packs.” He 
reached down to get the third tent from his own pack. “Pull ’em off and we’ll set them 
up. Now, mind you, this is the first and last time we’ll use real tents. After this, we’ll use 
nothing more complicated than a piece of material and some small stuff—small stuff is 
light cord which is less than 2.5 centimeters in circumference.” He grinned. “I wouldn’t 
want to throw everything at you the first time out.” 


Austin and Ember Anne untied the tents from the bottom of their packs and set 
them on the ground where Bear pointed. Tents had come a long way in the last couple 
of hundred years. Instead of having pegs that one had to hammer into the ground and 
then hold the tent top up with guy wires, the modern tent was self-inflating and 
automatically secured itself to the ground. Bear bent down next to the first tent and 
pressed a button on the compacted tent. It swelled up and popped into shape 
automatically. “It’s 100% waterproof and will not blow down in a good wind. And, if 
you’re interested, it’s strong enough to protect you from almost any wild animal.” 


Austin looked around him in a furtive manner, wondering if there were, indeed, wild 
animals to worry about. Bear laughed. “I think you’ll be safe here,” he told them. Minutes 
later, there were three tents, all on the high ground and the front flaps facing the fire pit. 
“Alright. Next, each of you has a ground cloth attached to the bottom of your pack. Take 
that off and spread it inside the tent. That will keep you from directly contacting the 
ground when you sleep. If we were staying longer than just overnight, I’d show you how 
to make a pretty comfortable mattress out of the leaves on the ground and a pillow as 
well, but this time, I want you to experience the bare ground so that you’ll appreciate the 
concept of ‘roughing it’.” 


Once the ground cloths were in place, Bear motioned them to gather around him. 
“Now we’re going to inventory your packs so you can see what’s in them and learn what 
each thing is for. While we’re going through that, I’ll also tell you why each item is in 
your pack in the particular order that they occupy. Alphabetically, pull out the item on 
top and we’ll discuss each of them in detail. Austin, you’re first.” 


Austin opened the flap on his pack and reached inside. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


“I think I’ll go into the office this morning,” Anderson said as he drained his coffee 
cup and headed for the sink. 


“Can I go, too?” Minuet asked. “I haven’t even seen your office yet! Or anything else 
where you work.” Her cup was still half full and she looked longingly at it. 


“Why not? Go ahead and finish your coffee while I shower. Don’t worry about 
dressing up, there’s probably nobody there this weekend. Just something comfortable. 
Maybe we’ll go into town for lunch. Although,” Anderson got a thoughtful look on his 
face, “I don’t remember there being a lot to choose from in beautiful, downtown Del 
Rio.” He shrugged. “We’ll figure out something.” He headed for the bathroom. 


An hour later, the two arrived at the two-story building that held the offices of the 
Enya Colonization Corporation. Minuet’s tour started on the first floor with the entryway 
and the receptionist’s desk. It was a large space with a wooden floor that shone in the 
light through the tall windows on the front of the building. The walls were a dark blue 
and Minuet took a long time to examine the numerous pictures on the walls. Each 
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picture was a scene from Enya taken by one of the numerous sensor probes that had 
orbited the planet for months, sampling the atmosphere, surveying the planet and taking 
thousands of pictures. Although all of them were aerial views, each was fascinating in 
its own right.  


There was one of a wide river sandwiched between two equally verdant forests. 
Another focused on an impressive mountain peak that was covered in snow and looked 
a lot like an inverted ice cream cone. Broad, rolling plains of what appeared to be waist-
high grasses stretched seemingly for kilometer after kilometer in another. Minuet stood 
mesmerized for many long minutes at a picture that showed a magnificent canyon cut 
out of the landscape by several rivers that meandered out of a mountain range and 
emptied into a deep blue ocean; the gorges that resulted reminded her a great deal of 
the Grand Canyon, but she suspected that this one on Enya would have swallowed the 
one on Earth without discomfort. 


By the time she had devoured every photograph; she was breathless and turned to 
her husband with amazement and something akin to hunger in her eyes. “These are all 
Enya?” she asked, even thought she knew the answer. 


Anderson nodded. “They’re all taken on the main continent. We have so many 
breathtaking photographs that we had a very hard time choosing which ones to display. 
And,” he waved at the walls, “this is only the main continent. We have just as many of 
the two smaller continents and most of those are almost as awesome.” He laughed at 
the look on her face. “I know. It’s hard to pick just one to look at.” He pointed to one 
photograph in particular, one that was larger than all the rest. “That’s where we plan to 
land first.” 


Minuet stood in front of it and traced the broad river that entered from the top right 
of the picture and, arrow-like, emptied into a round harbor, bound on all sides by gently 
sloping land covered with what appeared to be a growth of short, bright green grass. 
Anderson had commented several times that the grass reminded him of his wife’s eyes. 


“Reminds me of Cheyenne Dawn’s eyes,” Minuet commented.  
Both were right. 
Anderson smiled. “Do you want to stay here and look, or would you like to go 


upstairs and see the rest?” 
She finally tore her eyes away from the enthralling montage of landscapes with a 


sad little sigh. “Upstairs.” She did not sound too convinced. 
They walked up a staircase, Minuet looking over her shoulder for one last glimpse 


of the planet that was to be her new home. Our new home, she corrected herself. 
At the top of the stairs was a broad landing which became a wide hallway with 


several doors on each side. As they walked toward the end of the hall, Anderson 
pointed out the nameplates on each door and gave Minuet a quick-and-dirty explanation 
of what each member of the Board of Director’s duties were. The door to the Director of 
Land Management’s office was open and Anderson stuck his head inside. It’s still just 
as barren as it was when I met Mz. Hartman for the first time, Anderson thought to 
himself, and walked across the carpet to Kathryn Hartman’s closed office door. He 
noticed a new picture on the secretary’s desk and paused to look at it. He recognized 
Hartman’s secretary and assumed the young girl at her side to be her daughter since 
they both had the same facial features. Minuet, who had followed him, glanced at the 
picture and smiled. A voice that Anderson recognized as Hartman’s came from the inner 
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office but he could not make out the words, only the supercilious tone, a tone he had 
grown to dislike immensely since the first time he had heard it. He sighed and knocked 
on the door. The voice was cut off like a knife and, after a moment, the door was thrown 
open.  


The diminutive redhead looked surprised and angry at seeing Anderson. “What are 
you doing here?” she instinctively demanded. 


“I work in that big office at the end of the hall; you know, the one that has the plate 
on the door that says ‘Chief Executive Officer’?” 


“Uh,” Kathryn Hartman was momentarily nonplussed but also realized that her tone 
of voice was not one that was normally used toward a boss. She glanced to Anderson’s 
side where Minuet stood. Trying to cover her faux pas as best she could, she asked, 
“Who is this?” There was more than just a touch of disapproval in her question. 


“Mz. Hartman, this is my wife, Minuet. Minuet, this is the Director of Land 
Management for the Enya Colonization Corporation, Kathryn Hartman.” 


Minuet held out her hand with a bright smile, which faded a bit as she underwent an 
unconcealed, head-to-toe inspection along with the handshake. Kathryn Hartman 
obviously found Minuet’s thin blouse with its bottom ends tied together in front—which 
happened to reveal a great deal of golden-tanned skin—hip-hugging short shorts and 
sandal-shod feet inappropriate dress, even for the weekend. Hartman almost sniffed in 
distain, but managed to bring a reluctant smile of welcome to her face. 


“Ms. Lovett.” 
“Mz. Hartman.” Minuet decided immediately that she did not particularly care for the 


Director of Land Management and decided that the mumbles about Hartman from her 
husband when he thought Minuet was not listening were probably understatements.  


“I’m just here to see where Andy works,” Minuet could have bitten her tongue at her 
words. The last thing she wanted to sound like was an apologetic wife bobbing along in 
her husband’s wake like a dinghy, overcome by the surroundings and awestruck by 
meeting a real, live Director. 


Anderson cleared his throat. “Well, Mz. Hartman, we’ll let you get back to whatever 
you were doing. I apologize for interrupting you.” He turned, then stopped and turned 
back. “By the way, do you happen to have that list of land grant priorities you mentioned 
the other day? If so, please send it over to me. I’ve got a couple of minor pieces of 
paperwork to finish up and I’d like to be able to review your list while I’m here.” 


Kathryn Hartman tore her disapproving eyes away from Minuet to look at Anderson. 
“Yes, I do. As a matter of fact, I sent it to your desk just a few minutes ago.” 


Anderson nodded. “Thank you.” He turned and made an in-your-face statement by 
ostentatiously reaching for Minuet’s hand. As they walked out of the office, Anderson 
tried to make it very clear to Kathryn Harman that he really did not care one way or the 
other whether she approved of his wife. 


“I don’t like her,” Minuet commented in a low voice as they reached the door to 
Anderson’s office. 


He snorted. “Take a number, there’s quite a few people ahead of you, starting with 
me.” 


“This,” Anderson said as he opened the door, “is Jenni Monday’s fiefdom. I don’t 
know what I’d do without her.” 
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There was a hologram of a beautiful young girl with long black hair and big brown 
eyes, standing next to a white-haired man who could only have been her father in front 
of a saddled horse. “Humph!” Minuet commented as she examined the girl’s striking 
figure. “As long as you don’t know what to do with her!” She grinned at her husband. 
Minuet had never had any reason to doubt Anderson’s fidelity and still didn’t, even faced 
with the proof that his secretary was what she recognized as someone who most men 
called a “chippy,” current slang for a young, beautiful and well-built girl. She held up a 
hand to forestall her husband’s expected defensive reply. “Never mind, Andy. I know 
what you’re thinking, even if you won’t say it out loud.” She grinned up at him, 
recognizing the signs of embarrassment on his face. She had never had any trouble 
reading his mind. 


“Uh, well.” He opened the door to his own office and waved his hand in an 
encompassing motion to change the subject. “This is my office.” 


Minuet looked around. “You, my dear, need a decorator. Your taste is all in your 
mouth.” She thought for a moment. “I’ll take care of this for you.” She sat down in a 
chair and began to look around. “Do you have a PADD? I left mine at the house. I want 
to take some notes.” 


Anderson handed her his own PADD and sat down at his desk. The Personal 
Assistant Digital Device was a powerful computer that had taken the place of the old 
desk computer, the laptop and the tablets of days gone by and was a ubiquitous tool on 
23rd Century Earth. For several minutes the office was quiet, Minuet making notes and 
Anderson reading the file from Mz. Hartman. Minuet noticed Anderson rapidly drumming 
his fingers—a sure sign that he was unhappy about something. She stopped her note 
taking and watched him, waiting for the explosion she expected at any moment. Finally, 
it happened. 


“God damn it!” Anderson seldom raised his voice but this time his exclamation could 
probably been heard throughout the building. 


“Anderson?” Minuet queried. 
He waved angrily at the screen in front of him. “Of all the stupid crap I have seen, 


and I’ve seen a lot in 30 years in the Peacekeeping Forces, this absolutely has to be the 
smelliest, rottenest, biggest pile of shit yet.” He slammed his fist on the desk and Minuet 
was just barely able to catch the thankfully empty coffee cup that leaped off the desktop 
as a result. She gingerly sat the cup back on the top of the desk and looked at her 
husband in surprise. She had seen her husband this agitated only a few times before, 
he was usually calm, cool and collected. He was neither calm, cool nor collected now. 


“I take it something has not met with your satisfaction?” Minuet asked in a calm 
voice. She had learned long ago to let Anderson work through his anger by himself. As 
usual, it only took a minute or so for him to calm down. Although this time, the look on 
his face did not smooth out as it usually did when he began to bring himself back under 
control. His eyes were bright with anger and he stared at the list before him with what 
someone might charitably call a snarl. 


“That’s it!” he exclaimed. “Enough is enough.” He savagely punched a number into 
the com device on his desk. A moment later, the image of Daniel Snyder formed in the 
air. 


“Anderson! How are you?” Daniel said with a big smile on his face. The look on 
Anderson’s face registered and Daniel’s smile died. “What’s wrong?” 
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“Kathryn Harman is what’s wrong. She’s history, Daniel. I want her gone yesterday.” 
Anderson’s voice was hard and uncompromising.  


Daniel Snyder sighed. “What has she done now?” he asked with a resigned tone. 
“I have just reviewed her ‘procedure’ for assigning land grants on Enya. She was 


kind enough to annotate it with her reasoning for each entry—if you can call this drivel 
reasoning. Did you know that I get first choice? Because, and let me quote, ‘the leader 
of such a momentous enterprise as mankind’s first colonization of another planet should 
always garner the just fruits of his labors; it is a fitting reward for exemplary leadership 
and courage worthy of emulation.’ And, just to top it off, she is second on her little list. I 
will not bore you with her explanation of why her name is second. Besides, I’m too close 
to throwing up to read it aloud. I can deal with ignorance. Ignorance can be fixed. But 
the only cure for stupidity is a casket.” 


“What do you want to do?” Daniel asked, already knowing the answer. 
“Fire her ass! I’ll find someone who has some inkling of the proper way to handle 


this assignment, even if I have to go to the streets of Del Rio and grab the first 
homeless wino I meet. It will, I guarantee you, be an improvement on what I have now. 
Besides, she has every single one of the other Directors mad enough to spit. I will not 
have her screw this up. You hired her. Now un-hire her.” 


There was a long silence from Daniel Snyder. Finally, he nodded. “If things are that 
bad, I have no choice. But,” Snyder cautioned, “you’re going to play hell finding 
someone else as qualified as her.” 


“No, I won’t.” Anderson’s voice held no inflection. “If push comes to shove, I’ll do it 
myself. Kathryn Hartman will not have anything else to do with it. Period.” Anderson 
stared defiantly at the image before him. 


“I’ll take care of it this afternoon, Anderson. You have my word.” The image faded 
from view. 
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Enya Colonization Corporation Headquarters 


“So why did you do it?” Anderson leaned back in his 
leather chair and looked expectantly at the slender, 
brown-haired, brown-eyed man sitting on the other side of 
the desk. The things Anderson had uncovered about 
Steve Hoage were surprising, especially the fact that the 
unassuming, ex-Peacekeeper pilot had a master’s degree 
in Agrarian Ecosystems. Depending upon how this 
meeting went, and he expected it would go well, 
Anderson was confident that he had found a replacement 
for the newly vacant position of Director of Land 
Management. 


Steve Hoage stiffened defensively. “Why did I do 
what?” he asked softly. 


“I think you know what I’m referring to,” Anderson 
replied. 


Steve Hoage chose to misunderstand the question and the obvious reference to a 
particular incident that he fervently wished would simply go away and take the all-too-
often-recurring nightmares with it into oblivion. 


“Because she asked me to.” 
Anderson frowned. It was not the answer he expected. He was not sure exactly 


what he had expected, but that certainly was not it. 
Steve continued. “I admire and respect your wife more than just about anybody else 


in the world, Captain Lovett. And it was,” a slight smile flitted across his face, “after all, 
almost her birthday.” 


The light came on in Anderson’s head as he realized Steve Hoage was talking 
about the two weapons, the Peacemaker and the Peacekeeper, which Steve had 
provided in response to Minuet’s request. That was not what Anderson was asking 
about, but he realized his own question was ambiguous at best. He shook his head and 
leaned forward, his forearms resting on the desktop. 


“Why did you resign?” He reframed the question. 
There was no surprise in Hoage’s face, just dismay. 
“I thought you looked familiar that day in the park and in the back of my mind the 


name kept whispering that I’d heard it before. When Minuet and I were culling our stuff 
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to get to the 50-kilo limit for personal belongings, I ran across your name and it triggered 
my memory. My question stands:  Why did you resign?” 


“I see,” Steve murmured. 
Anderson waited patiently for a couple of minutes, watching the man who, 20 years 


ago, had suddenly resigned from the Peacekeeping Forces and disappeared from view 
virtually overnight. Recently promoted Lieutenant Hoage had been a fighter pilot—a 
damned good fighter pilot from what Anderson gathered from other pilots, and would 
definitely have been in line to become a shuttle pilot—and the reasons for his 
resignation had run rampant for a time before the incident faded into history. Anderson 
had dismissed each of those reasons as either unlikely, unbelievable, or just simply 
untrue. He was curious to hear the story from the horse’s mouth, so to speak. Now, if 
Steve Hoage would just answer his question. When Steve made absolutely no move to 
answer, Anderson prodded. 


“Come on, you can tell me, Steve. Besides, confession is good for the soul.” 
Steve shook his head. “I’m not sure I have a soul anymore.” 
“Bull shit!” Hoage’s eyes went wide at the intensity of Anderson’s reply. “The 


‘birthday gifts’ you sent my wife tell me a different story. I don’t know where you got 
them,” he raised his hand quickly, “and I don’t want to know. But I do know those gifts 
will probably save lives, perhaps even Minuet’s,” Anderson grinned, “if I can ever get 
her to where she can hit the broad side of a barn while she’s standing inside it!” 


In spite of the tension in the office, Steve laughed, thought for a moment while he 
stared into the blue eyes across from him, and made a decision. He sighed, resigned to 
the inescapable fact that if anyone had a right to know, Anderson did. Steve was 
determined to join the colonization project and suspected this was his major test. 


“I’m assuming that if I don’t come clean, my invoice will never get paid?” 
“Let’s just say that not knowing why you resigned so suddenly when you had a 


brilliant career ahead of you might create a minor speed bump in the whole process. I 
am not a big fan of the ‘mysterious stranger’ showing up to save the world scenario. It 
works well in cheap novels but not so well in real life, especially since I worry about the 
lives of my wife and children. Enya will be dangerous enough all by itself without 
bringing danger with us.” 


Steve nodded his understanding of Anderson’s position. Were Steve in Anderson’s 
place, it was doubtful that a conversation like this would even happen—Steve would not 
have taken such a chance on an unknown with a cloudy past. He closed his eyes and 
took a deep breath, bringing up memories he had spent years of futile effort to bury. His 
hands clasped one another in his lap, the knuckles turning white. 


“Do you remember the Haiphong Incident?” 
Anderson thought for a moment, and then shook his head. “No, I don’t believe I do.” 
“I’m not surprised. It was a minor thing that did not even make the evening news. It 


was just another skirmish in a long list of skirmishes during the re-consolidation effort in 
Asia 20 years ago. But I was there. 


“At the time, I was part of the 101th Combat Squadron based in Taipei, flying the 
Shiva. The Shiva was the all-capable, all-weather, fighter/bomber/recon plane at the 
time.” A thin smile flickered across Steve’s face. “It had a pilot only as a backup in case 
something went wrong but I thought I was hot shit at the time.  







124


“One morning I got a call to report to Mission Control. It sounded simple:  fly out, 
take out a group of rebels hiding in a valley a few kilometers west of Haiphong, come 
back, and that would have been that—no big deal. The route in was already loaded into 
the plane as well as the targeting coordinates and the return route.  


“I took off at 0900 and flew straight toward Haiphong, a good-sized city on the edge 
of the China Sea. The approach was nothing out of the ordinary:  wave hopping and 
nap-of-the-earth flying, usually no more than 50 meters above the surface. It was like 
being on a sightseeing trip. The Shiva notified me when we were ten minutes from 
target, so I pulled my harness a little tighter around me, knowing that the plane was 
about to do some fancy aerobatics, just like it always did right before it took out the 
target de jour. 


“I popped up over a ridge and I could see in the camera screen a group of people in 
the little valley standing around some tents and piles of something. I couldn’t really see 
all that much, we were travelling at Mach 1.5. Before I knew it, the ordnance load was 
dropped and the rear turret sent over 10,000 rounds of 9-millimeter, explosive-jacketed 
shells into the group. There was nothing left but a cloud of smoke and unidentifiable 
pieces flying in the air as I exited the target area. The flight back was just as uneventful 
as the flight out.” 


There were beads of sweat on Steve Hoage’s forehead and he looked as if he were 
going to be physically ill. Anderson knew, somehow, that there was something coming 
that had deeply affected Steve, but he was not prepared for Steve’s next words. 


“I landed and went inside for the mission debrief. There was a large screen set up 
next to the table where intelligence major was sitting and he was watching the images 
of the mission from the Shiva’s cameras.” Steve closed his eyes and swallowed. “When 
he stiffened and replayed a portion of the mission in slow motion, I knew something 
wasn’t right. He watched the explosions twice; leaned forward to inspect the frame he 
had frozen on the screen, and then shrugged.  


“‘Oops!’ he said in an uninterested, bored tone of voice as he sat back. ‘Somehow 
we got the coordinates wrong. That was the family camp you hit, not the rebels. There 
was nobody there but women and children.’ He shrugged and waved his hand in 
dismissal. ‘Well,’ he said, ‘I guess we’ll have to do it all over again. Hopefully, this time 
we’ll get it right. Mistakes do happen, you know’.” 


“Women and children! I had killed women and children, not rebels!” A single tear 
make a path down Steve Hoage’s cheek. “He didn’t even care! He just shrugged it off 
like it wasn’t important, like it was more of a bother that he had to re-plan the mission 
than the fact that I hit the wrong target.” 


Steve took a shuddering breath. “I went out that night and got knee-walking, 
commode-hugging, shit-faced drunk and the next morning, looking like I had been drug 
through the streets and piled in a heap at Death’s door, I turned in my letter of 
resignation and walked away.” Steve slumped back into his chair, his eyes staring at 
nothing as he once more relived his personal visit to the pits of Hell. 


Anderson did not say a word. He got up, went to the bar, poured a large quantity of 
Stone Mountain whiskey, his own favorite, into a glass and simply handed it to Steve 
Hoage. There was nothing to say. 
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Lovett House, Gateway 


As usual, Cheyenne Dawn burst through the front 
door as though she were assaulting a dug-in enemy 
position that simply had to be taken and taken quickly. 


“We’re back!” she called out in a voice loud enough to 
be heard eight kilometers away in Del Rio. 


Minuet looked up with a long-suffering sigh. “I see 
that,” she smiled. There are days when that girl’s 
exuberance tires me out just being on the same continent, 
let alone in the same city, same house, or same room as 
her.


Behind the platinum-haired tomboy her sister, two 
brothers and Bear followed in a much more sedate 
manner. 


“How did things go?” Minuet asked, a general 
question not directed to anyone in particular. 


CeeDee pranced over to her mother and hugged her. “Great! It was so much fun!” 
From the looks on her other children’s faces they did not quite share the same 


enthusiasm; however, they just looked tired, not unhappy. 
“Well,” Austin, the thinker of the four, said, “I don’t know about anybody else, but I 


learned that there’s a lot I have to learn.” 
Both Bo and Ember Anne nodded in reluctant agreement. Bear grinned and 


waggled one hand back and forth in the age-old sign of “so, so.”  
“What’s that, Momma?” Em pointed at the tee shirt Minuet wore. 
“This?” Minuet pulled the tee shirt away from her breasts so the material was flat 


and her daughter could see the design. It was a large, dark-blue “E” with a gold “C” 
nestled between each of the horizontal arms of the “E.” 


Em nodded. 
“It’s the Enya Colonization Corporation logo:  E—C—C. They came in today and 


each of you have several on your beds. Your father would like for us to start wearing 
them, especially if we go into Del Rio.” She braced herself for a negative reaction; 
Ember Anne was definitely not a tee-shirt person. What she got instead was surprisingly 
muted. 
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Ember Anne rolled her eyes in disgust. “Bor-r-ing!” she announced in a flat, don’t-
even-try-to-argue-with-me voice. 


“Think you can do better?” her mother asked. 
Em sniffed, her nose in the air. “Bo could do better than that!” Beaumont was not 


the most artistic of people. 
“Hey!” Bo cried. 
“Well, you could!” Em answered. 
Bo took a closer look at the tee shirt, grimaced, and agreed, “You’re probably right.” 
Em shrugged. “Well, I’m off for a shower. Traipsing around the woods is dirty work.” 


She had never been one to put up with dirt, whereas her sister could acquire a smudge 
on her cheek while still in the shower. 


“Me too!” came the chorus. All four of them headed for their bathrooms, leaving 
Minuet alone with Bear. 


“How did it go, really!” she asked. 
“Better than I expected, actually,” came the answer. “At least for a first time. They 


haven’t been converted yet,” a wide grin split Bear’s face. “But I’ve got almost 16 
months left in which to corrupt your children. If I can’t do it,” he poked a thumb at his 
chest, “Nobody can.” He grew serious. “You and Anderson really need to come out with 
us, you know.” 


Minuet nodded her agreement. “You’re right, Bear. But why don’t we wait until you 
knock some of the sharp edges off them?” She waved a hand toward the bedrooms. 
“Then they can show off what they’ve learned.” 


Bear thought for a moment. “You’re right,” his head went up and down thoughtfully. 
“That’s an excellent idea I wish I had thought of. For now, I think I’m for one of those 
showers myself.” 


Minuet pinched her nose between two fingers and made a face. 
His attempt to look insulted was neither convincing nor did it last very long. Minuet 


could hear his laughter as he moved down the hall to his bedroom. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


“What’ca doin’, Em?” CeeDee asked as she dried her short hair with a towel. Em 
was sitting on her bed with a PADD in her lap, her own hair, much longer than her 
sister’s was, was wrapped in a towel. Em looked up as CeeDee threw her towel into the 
hamper and ran her fingers a few times through her hair, which meekly settled into 
shape. 


“That is so unfair,” Em commented with a disgusted look at her sister. 
“What?” 
“Your hair.” 
CeeDee shrugged, knowing without asking exactly what Ember Anne was alluding 


to. “So cut it.” 
There was nothing new about this routine, the two of them went through the same 


cut-your-hair, no-I-won’t ritual at least once a week. 
“No way!” Ember Anne tested the hair underneath the towel and frowned when she 


found it still damp. 
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CeeDee was more interested in what Em was doing on her PADD than continuing 
the exchange.  


“What’ca doin’?” CeeDee asked again. 
“I’ve been thinking about that logo,” she made a disgusted face. “It’s ugly! I haven’t 


seen anything that ugly since—since—” her voice trailed off as she tried to come up 
with a comparison. 


“Since you last looked in the mirror?” CeeDee offered helpfully. 
“Ha. Ha. See, this is me laughing at your funny joke.” Em stuck her tongue out at 


her sister, and then turned back to the PADD. “Anyway. This star is in the constellation 
Draco, right?” 


CeeDee nodded. 
“And Draco is Latin for dragon, right?” 
CeeDee nodded. 
“So there should be a dragon somewhere, right?” 
“Sounds logical to me,” CeeDee agreed. 
“Well, here’s what I’ve come up with.” She rotated the PADD to where it faced her 


sister. 
CeeDee stared at the shape Em had created. It was a dragon. The dark blue body 


was a series of flowing strokes and the long tail ended in a circle. Golden wings were 
suggested by a few wispy strokes. It was startling in its simplicity and, CeeDee had to 
admit, beautiful. 


“How’d you come up with that?” CeeDee asked, awed by her sister’s efforts, but 
then again, Em had always been the most imaginative and creative of the family so it 
wasn’t a total surprise that her efforts in such a short period of time were impressive. 


Ember Anne giggled and turned the PADD back to face her. “Actually, and don’t tell 
anybody, but I got the idea from a tattoo that was popular a couple of hundred years 
ago.” 


“A tattoo?” 
“Yep.” 
“Yuck! I mean, it’s pretty, but who would be stupid enough to make permanent 


marks on her skin? That’s barbaric.” 
“Tattoos have been popular for thousands of years, CeeDee. Just because you 


don’t like them doesn’t mean other people can’t have them.” 
“Yeah, well, they can have them. I’m not going to get one.” She shuddered. 
“Do you think Momma and Daddy will like it?” Em asked, suddenly hesitant about 


her creation. 
“How could they not?” CeeDee said firmly. “It’s beautiful!”  


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Anderson dragged himself through the front door Monday evening, walked into the 
kitchen, plopped down at the table and heaved a large, super-sized sigh. After his 
“welcome home” kiss, Minuet asked, “Hard day?” 


Anderson nodded. “Long and hard.” He looked thoughtful. “I’m beginning to think 
the alligators are going to win this one.” 


“How about a drink?” 
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“Make it a double—no, wait. Make it a triple, or even a quadruple.” Minuet smiled 
and took a small glass out of the cupboard and filled it half-full of Stone Mountain, her 
husband’s favorite whiskey. Although they had a wet bar in the living room, the living 
room was seldom used, so she kept a bottle or two in the kitchen, where they usually 
wound up talking. 


“You know,” Anderson said as he held the glass up to stare into the golden liquid, “I 
do believe that if you keep this up, I might just marry you.” 


“Too late. I’m taken. And my husband wouldn’t like it.” 
“Let’s not tell him.” 
Minuet got a look of horror on her face and threw up her hands. “I have a hard 


enough time with one man. The last thing I need is two of them, smelly, demanding 
things that they are!” 


Anderson put out his arm, captured Minuet around the waist, and tucked her into his 
side. “Smelly and demanding, eh?” 


She smoothed out an errant lock of his hair. “Well, I guess men have their uses.” 
She grinned then changed the subject. “You’ll never guess what the kids did today.” 


“Huh? Talk about smelly and demanding!” He stopped. “And just what disaster has 
befallen one—or more—of our children today?” 


“No disaster, this time. This morning just after you left for work, Ember Anne 
brought me her idea for a new logo for ECC,” Minuet grinned. “It seems she was less 
than impressed by the tee-shirts she found on her bed—and, I might add—by the one I 
was wearing yesterday. And she was definitely less than impressed with the ECC logo. 
So she sat down and created a new one.” 


“Is this going to be one of those you-gotta-love-it-because-your-kid-did-it kinds of 
things?” Anderson looked skeptical. 


Minuet shook her head emphatically. “Not this time, Andy. In fact, I’m damned 
impressed.” She reached over to the PADD sitting on the table and pressed a key. The 
tattoo that Ember Anne had modified sprang into existence above the table and 
Anderson stared at it. 


After several minutes, he looked at Minuet. “I’m damned impressed myself. This is 
good. Really good!” 


“Thought you’d like it. And on top of that, she and the others spent several hours 
last night working on this.” Minuet pressed another key and the image of a light blue, 
one-piece garment took shape with the very top of the dragon logo even with the collar 
and the curled tip of the tail just above the waistline. There were numerous pockets on 
the pants legs, which reminded Anderson of the field battle dress of the Peacekeeping 
Forces. “They—the kids, I mean—suggested that everyone in ECC wear these all the 
time. And, on top of that, would you believe Ember Anne agrees?” 


“It is the end of the world as we know it,” Anderson stated in a deep voice as though 
it were a dire pronouncement, tinged with a fair measure of surprise. He studied the 
image for several minutes, noting details he had missed at first glance and started to 
nod his head. 


“On top of that, listen to what else they suggested. This will blow your socks off!” 
Minuet sat down in the chair next to Anderson and began to tell him what their children 
had put together. “Each department of ECC is color coded and—” 
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/ / /  \ \ \ 


It was Thursday and Charlie Stanton paused outside the entrance to the San Felipe 
Country Club’s Party House in Del Rio, wondering if he was doing the right thing, trying 
to get a job at Gateway. That’s where she is, he rationalized. If not now, then soon. And 
when I find Anniston and my son, I’ll take them back to our home and everything will be 
like it was before. He ran his finger through his tousled hair and opened the door. And 
when I find the son of a bitch that caused all this trouble, I’ll take care of him, that’s for 
sure.


There were a dozen tables dotted around the large room, each with a sign above it. 
Electronics, Agriculture/Horticulture, Ocean Sciences, Mining, and Animal Husbandry 
were just a few of the signs he could read from where he stood, his back against the 
door, hesitant to fully commit himself, yet determined to find his wife and son, even if it 
meant going to work for the enemy. The door behind him opened and a voice in his ear 
startled him. 


“Are you gonna stand there all day?” the newcomer demanded. 
Charlie moved to one side like a rabbit caught in an open field and mumbled 


something that sounded like “Sorry.” The tall male moved passed him with a 
disapproving look and headed toward the tables. Charlie headed for the table labeled 
“Other,” his steps tentative. When he paused in front of the table, a shorthaired brunette 
looked up from her computer and smiled. 


“Hello,” her voice was cheerful and her smile designed to put Charlie at ease, but it 
did not succeed very well. “Here to apply?” She laughed. “Of course you are! Silly 
question. What do you do?” She motioned for him to take one of the chairs in front of 
the table. 


“Uh, I work on things,” he mumbled, suddenly embarrassed. 
“You do what? I didn’t hear you.” 
Louder, “I work on things.” 
“What kinds of things?” the girl looked puzzled. 
“All kinds of things. If it’s broke, I can fix it. If it ain’t broke, I can make it work better.” 


Charlie was having second thoughts about his plan. But it’s the only way I can find 
Anniston and Adrian.


“I see. Kind of a jack-of-all-trades?” she asked. 
“Yeah, kinda.” He was not sure what one of those was, but it seemed to be the right 


answer. 
She looked at the list in front of her. “Well,” she frowned, “we don’t have that 


particular job listed.” She scrolled down the list. “Ah!” she said with a big smile. “Here it 
is:  Mechanical Repair Specialist.” She looked at Charlie. “Sound about right?” 


Charlie nodded, excitement rising in him. Maybe this’ll work after all. 
“Alright. I’ll need some information from you, your name, address, past work 


experience and a couple of references. That okay?” 
Charlie nodded and began to answer her questions. It didn’t take long. Once the 


questions were over, the girl grinned at him. “That wasn’t so bad, was it? Where can I 
reach you? It’ll take a couple of hours to finish the process and, if you’re suitable, I’ll call 
you.” 
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Charlie gave her his comm sequence and moments later found himself outside the 
building. Now what? He wondered. He glanced at the time and grimaced. Sure would 
like to have a drink, but nothing’s open this early. His stomach suddenly growled. 
Breakfast? Charlie looked around and noticed a small storefront down the street. “Open 
24/7” was painted on the front window and beneath that, “Breakfast/Lunch/Dinner.” 
Charlie headed that way, hoping he had enough money left for a decent meal. 


Three hours later Charles Stanton was in Gateway. He had been shown the 
barracks where he would live—a place without much privacy and with a common 
shower/bathroom—put his meager belongings in a compartment underneath his bunk, 
and was sitting in an office waiting for his new boss. The office was just as plain as the 
barracks and just as unappealing, which really didn’t bother Charlie at all. He had his 
plans, nebulous as they were, and a job in Gateway where he could put his plans into 
action, and that was all he cared about. He was waiting to meet with the Chief of 
Maintenance, Jet McCloud, who answered to the Head of Global Utilities, who reported 
directly to the Director of Operations, Jessup Turlip. It seemed a bit convoluted to 
Charlie, but it was just another example of bureaucratic bull. The door opened behind 
him and he stood up and turned, expecting Jet McCloud. A woman! Charlie was 
surprised, although he had no real reason to be. For the last couple of hundred years, 
women had repeatedly proven that the only handicap they tended to suffer from when 
their performance in a job was compared to a male was the lack of upper body strength, 
and women were everywhere, in every area of life in the 23rd Century. 


She was of average height with curly black hair and big brown eyes and a figure 
that was emphasized by her clothing. She wore a light blue, one-piece garment with an 
open collar and long sleeves. On the right side of the upper part of the garment was a 
stylized dragon in dark blue and gold that went from just below the collar all the way 
down to her waist. Above the pocket on the left side of her torso was a gold nametag 
with a white border around it and the name “Jenni” in black. The belt was black. The 
pants legs were tucked into a pair of boots that Charlie recognized as the same ones 
used by the Peacekeeping forces. There seemed to be pockets everywhere on each 
leg:  small ones, medium ones, large ones. She stood before him, a small smile on her 
face as she endured his careful inspection. Maybe I should do a pirouette so he can see 
the whole me, she thought, then decided against it, having learned years ago that men 
enjoyed looking at her and she began years ago to consider such an inspection a 
compliment. 


 The dragon fascinated Charlie and his eyes were locked on it. The fact that her 
impressive breasts caused the dragon to assume very interesting contours made his 
examination even more enjoyable. After a moment, the girl spoke. 


“My eyes are up here,” her smile never wavering. 
Charlie could not prevent the blush that swept across his face. “I like the dragon,” 


came his inane reply. 
She nodded and dismissed his embarrassment with a small wave of her hand. 
“Are you Jet McCloud?” he asked. 
“No, I’m Jenni Monday and I’m looking for Jet myself. Have you seen him?” 
Charlie shook his head. “I don’t think so. What does he look like?” 
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Before she could begin to give Charlie a description, the door behind her opened to 
allow the whirlwind named Jet McCloud to burst through. He stopped short as he 
noticed the two people in his office. 


“Jenni!” he reached out to hug her. “How are you? Did you finally escape from the 
clutches of that tyrannical boss of yours, Captain Lovett?” 


She laughed as she returned the hug. “I see my cousin hasn’t been able to curb his 
enthusiasm for life, has he?” 


“Nope! Never happen. What brings you here to the nether world of working stiffs? I 
thought you were allergic to real work.” 


She slapped his arm playfully. “We who work with our brains and not our hands also 
work, you jerk.” She turned serious. “The HVAC in my office is acting up again. It 
switches back and forth from hot to cold whenever it feels like it. Can you send 
someone over to look at it? Thankfully, the Captain is out of the office today, otherwise 
you’d have him here instead, sitting in your lap until it’s fixed. I decided I’d come over in 
person to ask for help.” 


Jet McCloud frowned. “I’d much rather see you than him. He can be just a little—” 
Jet searched for the most appropriate word, “—intense sometimes.” He switched focus. 
“You mean you’re not here to see me? This is really official and not just goofing off?” He 
sounded disappointed. 


Jenni Monday laughed. “I can see you anytime, Jet. I cannot, however, get the 
damned thing fixed anytime. Can you help?” 


Jet looked at Charlie Stanton. “You Charlie Stanton?” pointing a finger at him. 
Charlie nodded his head. 
“Know anything about HVAC systems?” 
“Some,” Charlie admitted. 
“Okay, here’s your first job. Grab a tool kit from the next room and go fix it. Jenni will 


show you where the mechanical room is.” He glanced at the time. “Thirty minutes, that’s 
all I’m giving you. Be back then and we’ll talk about your other duties. Can do?” 


Charlie nodded and headed out the door. He had seen a number of tool kits 
hanging on the wall just outside the office so he did not have to ask for directions. 


Jet turned back to Jenni with a more serious look. “How are things going?” 
She shrugged. “About what you’d expect. Too many alligators and not enough 


swamp-draining.” 
They both laughed as Charlie came back into the office, a tool kit hanging around 


his waist. He followed Jenni out the door. 
He looked around curiously as the two made their way from the Maintenance Shop 


toward a two-story building that looked more completed than most of the other buildings 
he could see. Everywhere he looked, the buildings had an unfinished, aged look to 
them, decrepit, one might say, although that term was not in Charlie’s vocabulary. They 
walked on the side of the street because the sidewalks were buckled and dangerous; 
the few plants he could see were scrawny, half-dead and obviously neglected; the 
buildings worn and dilapidated, some with windows missing, most with paint peeling off 
in large flakes. But, Charlie realized, everywhere he looked someone was doing 
something; and everyone seemed to be enjoying what they were doing. Laughter 
echoed in the air and workers called to one another in loud, excited voices. There was 
an aura of excitement in the air that even Charlie could not ignore. He had dropped a 
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couple of steps behind Jenni as his head swiveled from side to side, trying to take in all 
the sights. He scurried up beside her. 


“Is it always like this?” he asked her as he waved his hand to indicate the whole 
area. 


“Yes,” Jenni answered with a sigh. “There’s so much to do before we can start 
bringing in the colonists. This place,” she too waved her hand in a general sweep of 
Gateway, “is perfect for our purposes, but there’s so much to fix. Trust me; you’ll have 
more than enough to keep you busy.” 


“These are all just workers?” Charlie asked. “Nobody here is going on the trip?” 
Jenni frowned to herself. That question seems to be innocent enough, but for some 


reason I don’t think it is quite as innocent as it sounds. I wonder what’s behind it.
“Not really. Oh, there are some colonists who are here already, but they’re also part 


of the corporation structure, like I am.” 
“Oh,” Charlie thought for a moment. “But you said there are a few colonists here?” 
Jennie nodded as she waved to one of the workers. “Yes. Some of the spouses of 


the department heads are here, and, of course, Captain Lovett’s family.” 
“Captain Lovett?” There was something hidden in the sharp question and Jenni 


hesitated, again wondering what Charlie Stanton was really asking. 
“Captain Anderson Lovett, his wife, Minuet, and their four children:  Austin, 


Beaumont, Cheyenne Dawn and Ember Anne.” 
“Is he the guy who set this all up?” 
Jenni was uncomfortable now. His questions seemed to be too pointed to be casual 


conversation and she tried to find a way out of answering him. There was not one that 
she could find. 


“No. That would be Daniel Snyder, head of Snyder Enterprises. He’s the one who 
planned everything.” Jenni decided that the conversation was at an end. She was just 
too uneasy with the interrogation and she began to hurry her footsteps to get the trip 
over sooner. 


Charlie fell silent as he digested the information. Daniel Snyder, he repeated to 
himself several times. Daniel Snyder. So you’re the son of a bitch who made my wife 
leave me and take my Adrian with her. I don’t know what you look like, Mr. Daniel 
Snyder, but I’ll find out. And when I do—


Both Jenni Monday and Charlie Stanton were silent for the rest of the walk. Finally, 
to Jenni’s relief, they walked up the steps to the headquarters building and into the 
lobby. Charlie looked around at the pictures that covered the walls. 


“What are these?” he asked. 
“Enya,” Jenni answered, no longer willing to contribute much to the conversation. 


Charlie Stanton gave her the willies and she looked forward to getting him out of her 
sight. They went up the stairs and Jenni showed him the mechanical room. 


Charlie stepped inside and started to look closely at the HVAC equipment that filled 
the room. It was old, but looked in pretty good shape. He bent down to peer at what he 
had learned was the Achilles Heel of most HVAC units:  the thermostat interface. As he 
suspected, one of the wires was loose and making intermittent contact. He reached into 
his tool belt and felt around for the right-sized screwdriver and a wire stripper. It took 
only moments to loosen the tap screw, strip the wire of insulation, connect its bare core 
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back to the thermostat and tighten the tap screw down. He stood up, put away his tools 
and looked at Jenni. 


“There ya go,” he said confidently. 
“That’s it?” Jenni was astonished at the speed of the repair. “That’s all it was?” 
Charlie nodded with self-satisfaction at the look on her face. “That’s all it was.” 
“Well, I’ll be damned! I was afraid it was something really serious. Thank you, 


Charlie. I will be telling Jet how quickly you fixed this thing.” She glanced at the time and 
shook her head. “Can you find your way back to Maintenance? I have so many things to 
do and I’m so behind schedule.” She looked pleading at Charlie. 


“Sure,” he replied. “I’m good at finding my way around places.” He was proud of his 
talents and definitely happy that his first task at his new job went so well. “If you have 
any more problems, just call me.” He turned to go. 


“Thank you again, Charlie. I will.” Jenni headed toward her own office, glad that the 
repair was completed but still bothered by the direction and intensity of Charlie’s 
questions. Maybe it’s just my imagination, she tried to convince herself, but there was 
still a small kernel of uneasiness in the back of her mind that just would not go away.  


Charlie went down the steps and headed back to the Maintenance Office. He was 
busy turning over the information he had gotten out of Jenni and paid no attention to his 
surroundings. Daniel Snyder, Daniel Snyder, he kept repeating to himself. There was a 
feral look on his face as he turned the corner. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


The barbecue was in use again on the patio by the pool. This time, Minuet was 
overseeing the steak and baked potatoes that were on the menu for the evening. 
Anderson loves steak, Minuet thought as she rotated the potatoes so they would not 
burn. And, she grinned to herself, so do I—including everybody else in this household. 
Anderson had made a trip to Houston earlier that morning and had stopped by the 
3,500 square kilometer King Range and picked up 14 large tenderloin steaks, enough 
for three meals for the seven people living in the Lovett House, and Minuet had 
reluctantly frozen those that were left over. She had a “thing” about serving the same 
meal two days in a row, although she knew that nobody in the house would complain if 
it were steak. But still— She closed the lid and stepped over to the patio table to capture 
her wine glass. The sounds of uproarious laughter were coming from the four in the pool 
as she sat down next to Anderson. It was a pleasant evening at Gateway and she was 
glad that Anderson was back from his trip. Minuet wasn’t a clinging vine—no one who 
knew her would ever have used that particular term to describe her—but she always felt 
just a little incomplete when her husband was gone. He’s back now, and all is well. They 
sat for a few moments in comfortable silence, Anderson’s hand in hers.  


“I hired a replacement for Kathryn Harman today,” Anderson finally said. 
“Oh? Anybody I know?” Minuet asked as she took a sip from her glass. 
Anderson got that look on his face that Minuet knew so well. The “I’ve got a secret” 


look that meant he was about to drop a bombshell and was looking forward to the 
reaction. 


“Yeah, as a matter of fact, you do,” he answered and went no further. 
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It was a game he often played, making Minuet jump through hoops before he would 
tell her anything. Both of them enjoyed the game, but Minuet was not in the mood 
tonight. She was relaxed, happy and very contented with life and just did not feel like 
Twenty Questions. 


“So, cut to the chase, Anderson Lovett,” she said, the verbal clue she used to 
indicate to her husband that it was not playtime.  


He nodded in recognition of the message. With a smile, he announced, “Steve 
Hoage.” 


Minuet’s eyebrows rose in surprise. “Steve Hoage?” she repeated. 
“Yep. Did you know he has a degree in Agrarian Ecosystems? And a Master’s 


degree at that!” 
Minute shook her head. “No, I didn’t. Is that why you hired him?” 
“Well,” Anderson replied, “one of the reasons. Remember my comment that 


anybody who could come up with both a Peacemaker and a Peacekeeper was 
someone we needed in ECC?” 


Minuet nodded. 
“That was part of it, but not all of it. After he told me why he resigned from the 


Peacekeeping Forces, we had a long discussion about a number of things. He had 
some very interesting ideas that we’ll probably adopt. No,” he interrupted himself. “I will
adopt. That man has a pretty sharp mind, sharper than I originally thought. I look 
forward to getting Land Management back on track. It wandered off the beaten path and 
it’s one of the more important parts of the whole plan. I’m pretty sure I don’t have to 
worry about favoritism or backstabbing with him. Besides, he wants to go.” He took a sip 
of his own wine. “Daniel is coming out next week to hold a press conference and 
announce the names of all of the department heads and to answer the usual dumb-ass 
questions from the media.” 


“Are there any other kind?” Minuet smiled. 
“Not that I’ve ever heard. And,” he sat his glass down. “I made another hiring 


decision today.” 
“Oh? Might I ask what that was?” 
“We need a historian, Min. Someone to keep track of all the decisions and choices 


we make and to record our accomplishments and,” he frowned, “our mistakes so that 
the next flight learns from what we do.” 


“Who did you pick?” 
“Walter Hasbro of WNN.” 
“Have you talked to him yet?” 
Anderson shook his head. “No, but I plan on taking him aside after the press 


conference next week and making him an offer he can’t refuse. He’s honest, Min, 
completely fair and probably the most unbiased of all of the carnivores out there. I’ve 
gone back and looked at his reports over the past few years; he doesn’t seem to have 
an agenda in reporting the news, and we need someone like that on the team, someone 
who will record just the facts.” 


“Well,” Minuet got up to investigate the state of dinner, “if you think so, far be it from 
me to complain about co-opting one of the enemy.” She opened the lid and inspected 
the contents carefully. Satisfied, she turned around and yelled out to the four fish 
frolicking in the water. “Everybody out of the pool!” 







135


Enya Colonization Corporation Headquarters 


Steve Hoage stood in the middle of his new office 
with his hands on his hips and a look of amused disgust 
on his face as he looked around. Behind him, standing 
uncertainly in the door, was Cadence Chance, the 
previous occupant’s secretary who Steve had inherited, 
along with the Director of Land Management title and the 
virtually empty office. The walls were blank and the floor 
was bare except for a rickety card table holding a 
computer and a folding chair that had seen much better 
days. The chair did not look comfortable. 


“Well,” Steve commented. “It looks like I’m going to 
have a pretty free hand in decorating my new office. What 
do you think?” He turned to look at Cadence with a raised 
eyebrow and a wry smile. 


“Yes, Sir,” she replied with a feeble smile, not exactly sure how to take her new 
boss’ observation. The laugh she received in answer went a long way toward easing her 
concerns. 


“So, Cadence Chance, how do I go about getting some furniture in here? And by 
the way, may I call you Cadence, or do you have a nickname you prefer?” 


“A lot of people call me Cade,” she pronounced it as though it were spelled “Katy.” 
“And yes, Mr. Hoage, I can call maintenance to have some temporary furniture brought 
in until you can decide on just exactly what you want. Will that be satisfactory?” 


“Completely, Cade. Thank you.” Steve walked over, pulled out the folding chair, and 
sat down carefully. He wiggled around for a moment and the look on his face reminded 
Cade of her little brother’s reaction the first time he had bitten into a jalapeno pepper. 
Her spontaneous laugh bubbled up from deep inside, surprising her with its insistence 
as it overwhelmed her common sense and hard-fought decorum to burst out of her. 
Recognizing the source of her amusement, Steve Hoage joined her. 


“Could you make that call pretty soon? Please?” There was a pleading tone to his 
voice that no one could have mistaken or resisted. 


“Right now, Mr. Hoage.” She turned toward her own desk, still smiling. 
“And Cade?” 
“Yes, Mr. Hoage?” she turned back. 
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“Whenever we’re not trying to impress someone else with my exalted status as the 
department head for the Land Management Department of the Enya Colonization 
Corporation—like now, and I hope the majority of the time—the name’s Steve.” 


“Oh, no, Sir. I couldn’t do that!” the suggestion that she call her new boss by his first 
name was almost horrifying, especially after dealing with Kathryn Hartman for so long. 
Jenni has the same problem with Captain Lovett, Cade thought. I wonder if there is 
something about this place that stands normalcy on its head. It certainly seemed that 
way, or perhaps it was no more complicated than the call to colonize another planet 
caused a particular type of non-status-quo personality to respond.  


“Try it, you’ll like it!” Steve responded. 
Cade shook her head and went to her desk to make the call.  
Steve grinned at her obvious discomfort, sat back in the folding chair to suffer 


through his own type of discomfort, and started to wander through the files Kathryn 
Hartman had left. At least she didn’t erase them, Steve thought, I’ve got something to 
work with. Thirty minutes later, he was not so sure he was happy that Hartman had not
erased her files. What a friggin’ disaster! I cannot imagine how anybody could come up 
with some of this crap! No wonder Kathryn Hartman is no longer the head of Land 
Management and I am. He was tempted to simply erase everything she had done and 
start all over again. No, he changed his mind after a moment’s contemplation. At least 
this way I have something I can use as a horrible example. He moved all of her files 
except for the list of already identified and designated land parcels into a single file 
which he named “Crap.”  


He stared at the blank document he had created for several minutes but could not 
decide how to begin. I need a final destination before I can map a route to it, he 
decided. And I have no idea at the moment of where I want to go. He closed the file and 
stared out the window, his mind wandering. 


Cade Chance knocked on Steve’s door and poked her head in when she heard him 
call out “Come on in.”  


“Mr. Hoage, Maintenance will be bringing in your furniture first thing in the morning. 
Is that alright?” 


 Hoage looked around the office, even turning completely around to glance at the 
wall behind him, and finally brought his brown eyes, sparkling with humor, back to his 
secretary/assistant. “Well, I soon as I find this ‘Mr. Hoage’ guy, I’ll ask him. In the 
meantime, Steve says it’s okay—not perfect mind you—but okay.” 


“Er—if you like, you can use my office for the time being. I can always switch the 
calls back here.”  


“No, that’s fine. You’ll probably be doing more work than I will today.” He stood up 
abruptly. “In fact, I’m going to wander around for a while just to figure out where things 
are in this place. In the meantime, why don’t you just go ahead and pick out furniture for 
me? I’m not fussy. Just the standard old stuff to make this place look a bit more like 
what it should.” 


She nodded, not exactly positive she liked the idea of being responsible for 
furnishing his office, but willing to give it a try. He can always change it, she thought. 
“Any particular likes in the way of furniture? Cherry? Mahogany? Metal? Glass?” 


He grinned. “Surprise me.” 
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Steve took a step toward his office door, and then stopped. “By the way, is there 
transportation available for my wanderings around Gateway?” Cade started to answer 
but he put up his hand to stop her. “And don’t tell me there are bicycles. I. Don’t. Do. 
Bicycles.” He grinned to take any sting out of his statement. 


“There are electric carts,” Cade smiled back at him. “They’re out the back door 
under the charging station.” 


Steve rubbed his hands together enthusiastically. “Just what the doctor ordered.” 
“But there are bicycles, if you get interested,” she called after him, surprising herself 


with her brash statement that seemed to come out of her mouth without any volition of 
her own. She cringed, wondering if her gaff was over the line. He put his hands over his 
ears with an exaggerated motion and Cade started laughing. 


The back door of the Executive Building opened onto a large, spacious, covered 
area open on three sides. Steve glanced up at the covering and recognized the 
underside of solar panels. Seven cables led from the covering down to seven hooks. 
Each hook had a colored sign above it and a generous space in front. There were two 
electric carts still connected to their charging cables:  one cart was russet colored and 
the sign above the cable storage hook, which was russet as well, read “Land 
Management;”  the other one was purple and parked beneath a purple sign labeled 
“Jurisprudence.” He glanced at the other signs. The first sign was “Executive” printed in 
gold; the next sign was “Infrastructure” and was blue-violet. Next to it was a copper-
colored sign that read “Finance”; Human Services was Peacock Blue and Operations 
was orange. 


On the back end of each of the two carts was, to Steve’s dismay, a bicycle, also 
color-coded. He disconnected the charging cable from the side of the russet cart, 
hopped in, and backed it out of the charging station. He glanced down at his nametag 
and realized that it was the same russet color as the sign and the cart. Putting two and 
two together, he realized that each department of the Enya Colonization Corporation 
had its own color. Clever, he thought. You can tell which department a person is in just 
by looking at their nametag. But, he wondered, what does the white border on the 
nametag mean? He decided he would ask Cade that very question when he got back. 


Not know exactly where he was going, he simply took streets at random, trying to 
get an overall feel for the place. Although most of the buildings looked shabby, with 
rusted sides, broken windows and doors that blew back and forth with the wind, several 
buildings had been repaired and painted. They looked almost modern. One three-story, 
rectangular building had a large sign painted on the ends and sides proclaiming that the 
building was “Barracks 1.” “Barracks 2,” which was right next to it, was still under 
renovation. Steve stopped and watched the workers painting the end of it for a few 
minutes, then continued. There were six other buildings just like the first two in a row 
down the street and each one was in a different stage of restoration.  


As he got to the next intersection, a large building on his right had an orange cart 
parked in front, just under the orange sign that read “Maintenance.” He started to pull in, 
but decided at the last minute that he would just continue and see what he could see. I 
can always come back, he reasoned. At the end of a long road, with nothing but empty 
fields on either side, sat another building that was conspicuous by its separation from 
the rest of Gateway. Parked on front of the door was a gold cart much larger than the 
one he was driving and had seats for up to nine people. If they’re friendly, he mused. He 
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pulled up next to the gold cart and got out, his curiosity getting the best of him. He 
reached for the door handle. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


The four Lovett children had followed retired Master Gunnery Chief Hari Rockwell 
into the long building; across the floor of an empty room; through a heavy, 
soundproofed door; and into Gateway’s just-finished indoor firing range. From the 
outside, the building looked as if it were an excellent candidate for demolition. The 
exterior was torn, dented, and rusting and there were panels hanging loose, broken 
windows and a section of the roof had collapsed on itself. Considering the blatant 
illegality of its very existence, Bear heartily approved of its camouflage. It was a place 
that, were it discovered by the wrong people, would put virtually every resident of 
Gateway and every employee of the Enya Colonization Corporation in jail. 


He put his hand out parallel to the floor with his palm down and made a small 
downward motion with it. Obediently, the four sat on the floor—it was one of the silent 
signals that Bear had taught them during their sojourns into the “wilds” of the Amistad 
Reservoir. Depending upon the circumstances, the motion meant either “sit down,” as it 
did in this case, or go immediately to the ground and remain motionless. He placed the 
two bags he had carried in onto the floor and sat down next to them, facing the four 
expectant children. 


“What you learn in the next few minutes, and in the days to follow, will save your life 
one day. Listen very carefully, pay close attention, and ask any question you might have 
immediately—don’t wait.” He looked expectantly at each of them in turn, waiting 
patiently for each of the apprehensive children to nod their understanding. “This is not 
fun time. No playing around. No joking around. No ‘gotchas.’ It is, literally, life or death—
yours or maybe someone you love.” 


Satisfied that he had their undivided attention, he continued. “There are three rules 
you must live by anytime you are even close to a weapon. First, a gun is always loaded, 
no matter who tells you otherwise, and you will treat every weapon as if it is loaded at all 
times unless, and until, you personally verify that it is empty. Second, you never put 
your finger inside the trigger guard unless you intend to fire the weapon. Third, you 
never point a weapon at anything you do not intend to kill.” He paused. “In fact, there’s a 
fourth rule you need to keep in mind:  Never shoot to wound—always shoot to kill—but 
that will be the topic for another lesson later on. Questions?” There were none. 
Rockwell stood up and the four joined him at the table. He opened the first bag. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


The door opened without a sound and Steve realized that it was much newer than 
the rest of the building. Curiousier and curiousier. There was another door offset from 
the main entrance and Steve walked over to it. Another new door! And a lot heavier 
than the entry door. It, too, opened smoothly and quietly and Steve Hoage stepped 
through it. A table sat in the middle of a long, wide room, parallel to the back of the 
building and five people stood in a tight group in front of the table. Steve immediately 
recognized the four children as the Lovetts, but did not know who the giant of a man 
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who was obviously explaining something extremely important. The body language of the 
four children was intense and Steve could almost taste the level of concentration they 
were giving to whatever the big man was explaining. Both of Steve’s eyebrows rose as 
he recognized what the man was holding. Steve must have made some kind of sound 
because the big man whirled around and went into a defensive crouch, grasping a long 
stick of some kind that seemed to appear magically in his hands. I don’t know who he is 
or what he’s doing, but damned if I’m going to challenge him! Steve raised his hands in 
a peaceful gesture. He could tie me into a pretzel with one hand tied behind his back.


All five were dressed in the same one-piece Uni that Hoage wore. The nametag on 
the man was gold with a white border and the children’s nametags were white with a 
gold border. The nametag coloring scheme suddenly made sense to Steve:  the white 
nametag indicated a colonist and the gold border, in this case, revealed the department 
they “belonged to,” while the gold nametag with a white border identified the person as 
an employee of ECC and a colonist. It was not complicated and Steve wondered who 
had come up with the idea. The big man took a step forward, the long “stick” in his 
hands held level in front of him, parallel to the floor.  


“Who are you and what are you doing here?” the deep voice sounded as though it 
came from his toenails. It was dripping with menace.  


“I’m Steve Hoage and I’m the new department head for Land Management. I 
replaced Kathryn Hartman,” Steve answered carefully, not lowering his open hands. 


The big man glanced toward four children with one raised eyebrow. Cheyenne 
Dawn nodded. The man relaxed slightly and he shifted the curious stick to his side, the 
end resting on the floor, still held securely in his left hand. Steve slowly lowered his 
hands but kept a wary eye on the tall, muscular man. 


“You might want to be a little more careful what you interrupt, Mr. Hoage.” The smile 
on his face was not very humorous nor was it especially friendly, Steve noted. 


Pointing to the table, Steve responded, “I think I know what you’re doing and, just 
for information, that’s one of the two birthday presents I gave Minuet.” 


The big man’s face smoothed into a more pleasant look and he held out his hand. 
“Ah, Mr. Hoage, I’m Hari Rockwell. And I, for one, am thankful for your ‘birthday gifts’.” 


The handshake was powerful and Steve resisted the impulse to check his hand for 
broken fingers when it was over. I do not think a show of any kind of weakness would 
impress this man, Steve decided. He stepped to the table and picked up the 
Peacemaker, checking to see that that was no magazine attached and making sure that 
the muzzle was pointed away from anybody. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see 
Hari Rockwell’s nod of approval for Steve’s caution. “First lesson?” Steve asked. 


“First lesson,” Rockwell replied. “We’ve just gone over the basic rules for handling 
weapons like these.” 


Steve nodded. “It’s always loaded, keep your finger out of the trigger guard and 
never point it at someone or something you don’t intend to kill.” 


“Peacekeeping Forces?” Rockwell asked. 
Steve nodded. “Lieutenant, late of the Space Forces. I was a Shiva pilot. You?” 
Hari’s expression became even more accepting of the interloper. “Retired Master 


Gunnery Chief.” 
“Ah ha!” Steven nodded, “The man called ‘Bear. ’” 
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“And,” Cheyenne Dawn interrupted, “Grand Master of the Order of the Quarterstaff, 
Enya Lodge.” 


“Quarterstaff?” Steve looked confused. 
Bear lifted the “stick” off the floor and held it out for Steve to inspect. “This is a 


quarterstaff, and these,” he motioned to the four children, “are among the first members 
of the Enya Lodge. The other two initial members are Anderson and Minuet.” 


The two boys puffed up their chests while the two girls stood silently. “Well, 
congratulations—I think,” Steve commented. He was not quite sure where knowledge of 
a quarterstaff would be helpful on Enya, but he assumed that if Anderson were involved, 
it was probably some sort of advantage. He made a mental note to look into it later. As 
much as he wanted to stay and watch, Steve Hoage decided that it would be better to 
leave the group alone. His mind went back to his own initial training with weapons and 
knew that the session would go more smoothly if there were no stranger involved to add 
even more stress into the situation. 


“I think I’ll let you continue your lesson without me, Gunny. I’ve several more stops 
to make today and I should be getting on my way.” He did not have anywhere he had to 
be at any certain time, but it was a graceful way to back out of the scene. “Maybe you 
and I can get together some time for a little friendly wager?” 


Hari Rockwell nodded. “My pleasure, Lieutenant.” 
Hoage waved the title away with a hand motion. “Just Steve, Gunny, just Steve.” He 


smiled at the four children and turned to leave the range. Behind him, he heard Hari 
Rockwell resume his lesson. “Okay. This is a magazine, which goes into this hole in the 
bottom of the grip. It holds...” His voice cut off as Steve Hoage let the inner door swing 
shut. He exited the outer door and climbed back into his cart, backed up, and headed 
down another road toward the cluster of buildings that marked the center of Gateway. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Steve plugged in the charging cable for his cart, walked back into the headquarters 
building, and headed for his office. His household goods had been delivered late last 
night and he had not had a lot of time to put things away. He decided he would call it a 
day and spend the rest of the day to organize his new home. He could have just called 
Cade and let her know, but he preferred to have a much more hands-on approach and 
do it in person. As he entered the hallway leading to his office, he noticed a stranger 
looking around at the pictures on the walls, his hands on his hips. The stranger was tall 
and skinny with an impressive mane of salt and pepper hair. His feet seemed too big for 
his body and his hands were just as outsized. Steve knew he had seen this stranger 
before, but he could not put a name to the face. The stranger obviously heard Steve 
coming down the hall and turned toward him. The freckles that populated the stranger’s 
face and the somewhat ruddy completion finally rang a bell and he recognized the man 
as Walter C. Hasbro, the senior correspondent for World News Network. 


“Mr. Hasbro?” Steve asked, extending his hand. 
“Yes, that’s me,” the stranger responded, grasping the offered hand with a 


surprisingly strong grip and a wide smile. 
“Welcome to Gateway and the Enya Colonization Corporation. I’m Steve Hoage.” 


Steve smiled back. 







141


Hasbro released Hoage’s hand and waved it around to take in the whole of the 
building. “This is an impressive place, Mr. Hoage.” He peered closely at Steve. “And 
what do you do here?” 


“I’m the new head of the Department of Land Management,” Steve shrugged. “I’m 
still not positive what I’m doing yet. I’ve only been here since this morning. But I’m sure 
I’ll figure it out eventually.” 


Walter Hasbro nodded in understanding. “I’m sure you will, Mr. Hoage.” 
Steve cocked his head to one side. “And you’re here to...?” 
“I’m your official historian.” 
“Historian?” 
Hasbro smiled. “As it was explained to me by Mr. Lovett, I’m here to record your 


successes and your failures so that the future will know exactly what happened and 
when it happened.” He broke into an infectious grin, “And to make sure everyone knows 
who to blame.” 


“I see,” Hoage responded with a grin of his own. “I believe the break room is 
finished, Mr. Hasbro. Can I buy you a cup of coffee?” 


“I’d prefer a cup of hot chocolate, if you don’t mind. If you will lead...?” 
Steve noticed Cade Chance had come out of the office to see who was talking in 


the hall and he waved at her. “I’m back from my tour, Cade. Mr. Hasbro and I are going 
to the break room for an afternoon cup. I’ll stop by before I leave for the day. Okay?” 


Cade nodded acknowledgement and ducked back through the door. Hoage turned 
and headed for the break room, Walter C. Hasbro right behind him. 
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Senior Management Housing, Snyder Enterprises  


Jared Dunlap packed for the trip to Gateway just as 
carefully as he always packed for any trip, making sure 
his clothes were “just right” and would arrive unwrinkled. I 
do have a reputation to uphold, he thought idly. He folded 
the last item and placed it in the suitcase. He went down 
his mental checklist and nodded as everything on it was 
marked off. The big press conference was in a couple of 
days, the one that would introduce all the department 
heads of Enya Colonization Corporation and bring the 
public up to date on the colonization project. Jared was 
sure he could arrange things so that he and Captain 
Anderson Winchester Lovett would find themselves alone, 
at least for long enough for Jared to take care of 
business. He reached over to the bedside table for the 


last item and smiled as he picked it up. It was not a smile to display in polite company. 
The custom-made knife had cost him more than he really liked to admit, even to 


himself, but the end certainly justified the expense. He withdrew the blade from the 
sheath and turned it from side to side, letting the bedroom light reflect off the razor-
sharp edge of the 20-centimeter-long blade. The handle was only five centimeters thick, 
which meant he could carry the knife in a special holder between his shoulder blades 
and no one would be the wiser, unless, of course, someone decided to hug him—
there’s a vanishingly small chance of that! The handle had been treated so that no 
fingerprints or DNA could be obtained from it. The holder and sheath, when doused with 
water, would simply dissolve, leaving no discernible trace of its existence behind—just a 
wet spot on the ground. No, Sir. I have no idea who it was that attacked us, he practiced 
his answers to the inevitable questioning he knew he would have to endure; he would 
be, of course, the only eyewitness to the murder of poor Captain Lovett. The attacker 
was a man, I’m sure of that, dressed all in black and his face and head covered so I 
couldn’t get a good look at him. And that? Well, I so frightened when the attack 
happened, I dropped my water bottle. The fact that his story would immediately be 
revealed as a lie by a Veracity Hearing somehow did not enter into his thought process. 


The volcanic anger that had seized him when he first learned that Captain Anderson 
Lovett had stolen his own role as captain and leader of Earth’s first interstellar colony 
attempt had finally retreated. It was still a white-hot lump of hate which, he knew, was 
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affecting his day-to-day performance, but he didn’t care—he reveled in its existence, 
allow it to burn within him and he often took it out and caressed it like a long-lost friend 
and basked in its glow. It had taken him months to come to the realization that the 
suave and persuasive Lovett had simply duped Daniel Snyder. Snyder was, after all, old 
and sick and mentally decrepit. The fact that he had been manipulated was not very 
surprising. Jared had been doing it for years. His initial anger at Snyder had morphed 
into pity. If I ever get that senile, I hope somebody will simply kill me—hopefully, I will be 
smart enough to kill myself, Dunlap had often mused. 


But Lovett—Lovett was Evil itself. Evil personified. Lovett was the Devil incarnate. 
Lovett was the Anti-Christ. Lovett was the bastard that had stolen Jared’s place in 
history. It was all his fault. Jared caressed the blade as though it was his lover’s body 
and he smiled once again. And I am the revenging right hand of God who will smite the 
Anti-Christ.


He slid the knife back into the sheath and nestled it underneath the sweater that 
topped the clothing in the suitcase, closed the suitcase lid and locked it, picked up the 
suitcase and closed the bedroom door quietly behind him. 


The perfect crime. He smiled again. 
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Gossamer Wings Construction Site, Luna Orbit 


In space, beyond Earth’s atmosphere and its 
refractive properties, stars do not twinkle; they blaze like a 
billion pinholes in a black, back-lighted canvas. This was 
not Anderson’s first Extra-Vehicular Activity, a 30-year 
career as a shuttle pilot had provided him the opportunity 
to go on numerous EVAs. As he paused in the open 
hatch of the shuttle’s air lock, he held himself steady with 
his hands on the edges of the hatch and gazed, as he 
often did during an EVA, in wonder and fascination at the 
spectacle that surrounded him. It was impossible for him 
to pick out galaxies from stars, binaries from singletons, 
or even to recognize constellations with his naked eye; 
there were simply too many of each of those miracles—
he had given up trying years ago. For a moment—just a 


fleeting moment—he even forgot the purpose of his shuttle trip to Luna orbit:  the 
Gossamer Wings, under construction a mere kilometer from him. With a small shudder 
of awe, he turned his attention to the ship. 


It looked, Anderson decided after a short contemplation, a lot like the skeleton of a 
fish; there was the head, composed of the command section at the forward end of the 
ship, and there were the bones, which were the support beams that would hold the 
circular living quarters for the colonists. The tail, a sphere attached by a long, thin shaft 
which looked like a backbone, had been finished a week before. Huge solar panels 
were being jockeyed into position by tiny figures in EVA suits which were dwarfed by the 
size of the ship. Once attached, the solar panels would begin the more than yearlong 
process required to charge the huge capacitor that would discharge itself in one gigantic 
burst of power, hurling the ship 200 light years from the Earth and into the star system 
that held Enya.  


 One of the semi-circular units that made up one deck of the living quarters was 
lined up between a pair of support beams that made the forward part of the ship look 
like a skeleton. It would take many long hours of herculean efforts to maneuver it into 
position and to attach it to the support beams. This was the first of the living quarter 
decks to be attached to the ship. There would be many nuances that the construction 
crew had to learn before the process became smooth. Anderson wondered if the ship 
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would be completed in time to meet the scheduled launch, some 15 months in the 
future. He decided to be confident that it would and shook off the thought. 


Jean-Pierre Paul sat back in his pilot’s seat and patted the console between his and 
the co-pilot’s seat, just vacated by Anderson. 


“Good girl,” Jean-Pierre whispered to Gossamer 1, the lead shuttle of the 25-person 
shuttle fleet of the Enya Colonization Corporation. There were five more just like it in the 
final stages of construction. Although designed primarily as a “bus,” a description that 
invariably brought a quick but fleeting frown to his normally cheerful face, he was 
extremely satisfied with the responsiveness and agility of his ship. The shakedown trip 
from Gateway to the unfinished Gossamer Wings had been flawless and he was proud 
of his “baby.” Even the presence of Anderson, an icon in the arena of shuttle operations 
for decades, had only added a bit of spice to the trip, although Jean-Pierre was 
convinced that he had stared at him every second of the trip and had taken copious 
mental notes, listing Jean-Pierre’s real or imagined shortcomings and errors. Jean-
Pierre shrugged off the thought, smiled to himself, and began the automated checks of 
propulsion, navigation and life-support systems required by the exhaustive Standard 
Operating Procedures. As the master computer began its routine, he started to inspect 
the under-construction colony ship through the shuttle’s external camera system with 
interest. He had, of course, seen the blueprints of Gossamer Wings, but those paled 
into insignificance compared to the real thing. This is really going to work! He thought, 
the reality of the colony ship finally banishing his nagging doubts. Anderson had 
indicated as he headed toward the shuttle’s airlock that he would be gone for several 
hours and Jean-Pierre was determined to enjoy every minute of his solitude. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Clide Lewis had spent his whole life in space—if being born and raised on the Moon 
counted as living in space—and he had never set foot on Earth. He had heard time and 
time again of the horrors of Lunies (the somewhat disparaging slang term for someone 
born on the Moon used by “Earthies,” another disparaging term used in turn by Lunies 
for someone born on Earth) who had traveled to Earth. They told of the crushing weight 
of Earth’s gravity; how it felt like walking through thick mush to get from place to place 
and the constant stink of Earth’s atmosphere that crouched in the back of the throat, just 
waiting for the chance to devolve into active nausea. He wanted no part of that and was 
generally ecstatic about living in controlled environments without any of those nasty side 
effects of Earth and its natural atmosphere and the bothersome gravity.  


He had worked on the Moon, on L-4 and L-5, and was now working on the ship 
named Gossamer Wings, in orbit a hundred kilometers away from the giant asteroid that 
Snyder Enterprises had captured and moved into orbit close to the Moon to use as raw 
material to build the colony ship. His commute from “home” to work took over an hour 
each way but that was a small price to pay for the magnificent increase of his bank 
account and the chance to be a part of an equally majestic project. One day, just out of 
curiosity, he had figured out that, since his 16th birthday, he had spent almost 75% of 
his life in a spacesuit.  


The huge pie-shaped section that was to be part of a living quarters deck was 
carefully positioned between the two ribs and it was someone else’s task to secure it in 
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place. He glanced at the time and realized that his shift was over in 15 minutes. Well, he 
thought, the boss isn’t going to complain if I head back a few minutes early. It was one 
of the pleasures of working for Snyder Enterprises:  few of the supervisors were 
sticklers about punching a time clock, although technically, he was an employee of the 
Enya Colonization Corporation—few of the workers on the Gossamer Wings made that 
distinction and, Clide thought, it really doesn’t make a difference anyway.  


He pushed away from the module he had helped guide into place and made a 
curious swimming motion with his arms, tracing a convoluted pattern in order to align 
himself with the shuttle bus that waited not too far away to take the off-going shift back 
to their quarters. The oncoming shift had already left the shuttle and was meeting in a 
group with the new shift supervisor who had already been briefed by his predecessor. 
Clide touched the thruster controls on the front of his suit that would expel a puff of 
propellant from the two thruster nozzles on the back of his suit and start him on his 
gentle way toward transportation. What he got instead was a catastrophe. 


The right-hand thruster unit went to full power and the left-hand thruster began to 
erratically produce 50 percent power, sending Clide Lewis on an uncontrollable, wild, 
tumbling course toward the stars. His path took him between two of the colony ship’s 
empty ribs with only a couple of meters’ clearance. Had he hit, it would have meant 
instant death or at least serious injury that could well have led to death. Instead, he now 
faced an unknown destination in space. Clide instantly realized that, barring some sort 
of intervention—Divine or otherwise—that he was going to die. Die alone, tumbling 
through the cold of space, slowly suffocating as his limited air ran out and to eventually, 
perhaps hundreds of years in the future, burn up in the 10 million degrees of Earth’s 
nearest star, the Sun. The instant recognition of his impending demise took away his 
breath, his willpower and any shred of optimism he might have ever had. I’m dead, he 
thought over and over again. I’m dead. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


“Oh, shit!” Anderson and Jean-Pierre Paul exclaimed simultaneously, unknown to 
either of them. They had both seen the same thing at the same time:  the space-suited 
figure with flailing arms and the bright flash of thruster units headed away from 
Gossamer Wings on a trajectory into the black of space. Jean-Pierre had been watching 
the worker through the zoom lens mounted on the nose of Gossamer 1 out of pure 
curiosity and Anderson had been trying to find the red spacesuit that denoted the shift 
supervisor. Both knew immediately what had happened. Jean-Pierre Paul reacted first. 


“Dutchman! Dutchman! Dutchman! Gossamer 1 is declaring a Dutchman at 1325 
Universal Time,” Jean-Pierre announced in a surprisingly calm voice over the 
emergency frequency. Every radio on L-4, L-5 both Moon bases and every space-suited 
figure working on Gossamer Wings heard the call as the emergency channel overrode 
every conversation. Even as he spoke, Jean-Pierre Paul had aborted the computer 
checks on the shuttle’s system, locked onto the wildly gyrating figure with the shuttle’s 
targeting system and glanced at the numbers that appeared next to the circle on his 
screen, intuitively digesting the information. 
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“Dutchman bears 090, 045, 180 from datum established as Gossamer Wings. 
Speed is zero point zero one three kilometers per second. Gossamer One assumes 
Dutchman Control.” 


“Dutchman” was a code word that sent a chill down every space worker’s spine. It 
meant that someone was “lost in space” and, unless there was a quick rescue, the 
person faced death in the unforgiving depths of space. “Datum” was the point from 
which the Dutchman originated—in this case, Gossamer Wings. The three-part bearing 
numbers indicated the x-y-z coordinates of the Dutchman from the initial datum. 
Assuming “Dutchman Control” indicated that Gossamer 1 was the on-scene 
commander for all rescue efforts. 


Anderson threw himself into the co-pilot’s seat next to Jean-Pierre Paul and quickly 
snapped his five-point safety harness into place. He removed his helmet and placed it in 
the rack attached to the seat and glanced quickly at the data displayed on the cockpit 
consoles. 


“Pilot has the Conn; co-pilot has the deck,” Anderson assumed the duties as on-
scene command without thinking; the emergency had brought out the military responses 
Anderson had lived with every minute and every day for 30 years. It was a no-nonsense 
approach that had only one goal and that was to complete the mission.  


“Pilot has the Conn; co-pilot has the deck,” Jean-Pierre repeated. Like Anderson, 
Jean-Pierre had been a part of the United Nations Peacekeeping Forces Shuttle 
Command and completely understood the meaning and the intent behind Anderson’s 
calm statement. As the pilot, Jean-Pierre’s only job was to get the shuttle to the 
Dutchman as quickly as possible. Everything else, including the rescue attempt itself, 
was in Anderson’s hands. 


Anderson activated the com button that put his transmission on the radio channel 
used by the work crew. “Shift Supervisor, this is Gossamer 1. Do you have a name for 
the Dutchman?” 


“Clide Lewis,” a deep voice replied. There was just a hint of a quiver in the voice. 
“Roger, out,” Anderson took a deep breath and opened the circuit again. “Clide, this 


is Captain Anderson Lovett aboard the Gossamer 1. Hang in there, Clide. We’re on our 
way to pick you up. Can you give me a run-down on your status?” 


It was important to contact a Dutchman as soon as possible, not only to find out if 
there are any injuries, but also to let the Dutchman know that help was on its way. The 
psychological devastation of the situation could not be prevented and, in some cases 
was so severe that the person never ventured into space again, but it could be 
ameliorated somewhat if contact was made early so that the Dutchman knew someone
was trying to rescue him. 


“Oh, God! Oh, God! Help me!” It was obvious that from the tone of Clide Lewis’ 
voice that he was teetering on the brink of pure, unadulterated panic. 


“Keep it together, Clide,” Anderson’s voice was as unemotional as he could make it. 
This was not the time to project excitement or doubt. “Give me a rundown on your 
status, Clide. What’s going on?”  


For a moment, Clide Lewis did not answer and Anderson was just about to call him 
again when Clide’s voice came back over the radio. There was not a huge improvement 
in his panic, but Anderson nodded in satisfaction at the subtle change. 
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“My thruster packs are exhausted and I have an hour of oxygen left in my tanks and 
my suit power level is at 53 percent. No injuries that I’m aware of, but everything hurts! 
Please come get me! I don’t want to die out here.” Clide’s voice began to slide back into 
panic with his last words. 


“You’re not going to die, Clide. We’re going to get you. Just give us a few minutes to 
get to you and we’ll have you back home in time for dinner.” 


“Please hurry!” 
“We are—as fast as we can, Clide. Now,” Anderson glanced at Jean-Pierre, “are 


you tumbling or have you managed to stop that?” 
“Still tumbling,” Clide replied. 
“Are you having any effects from the tumbling?” Nausea was a serious, life-


threatening problem in space; a person could easily drown or severely damage their 
lungs if they aspirated the contents of their stomach—there was nowhere else for the 
vomit to go but into the helmet. 


“No,” Clide’s voice sounded better and Anderson began to relax slightly; the 
situation was settling down where the major concern was just to retrieve the man, 
instead of facing medical problems.  


“Good!” Anderson glanced at the console screen that depicted the relative positions 
of the Dutchman and Gossamer 1. “It looks like we’re just about ten minutes away from 
you, Clide. Can you hang on for that long? Just ten more minutes.” 


“Yes,” Clide’s voice was stronger now that he had an idea of how long he would 
have to wait before his rescue. 


“Okay. I’ll need to get back to the airlock, Clide, to get ready to grab you. I’ll be off 
the air for a couple of minutes. If you need anything, my pilot, Jean-Pierre, will be here 
to help. O.K?” 


“Okay.” Clide answered. 
“Clide, this is Jean-Pierre. Just a few more minutes and we’ll have you. You’ll have 


a hell of a story to tell your grandkids around the fire someday. This will all be over in no 
time. Captain Lovett is on his way to the airlock and I’m about to come to rest about 100 
meters from you. You can’t see me, but I’m almost there.” A yellow light on the console 
flashed and caught Jean-Pierre’s attention. “Ah! The airlock light just came on, which 
means that Captain Anderson is in the airlock and cycling should be completed in just a 
minute.” 


The airlock hatch slid open and Anderson connected the required lifeline to his own 
suit and snapped a second lifeline to the same hook just outside the hatch. The rapidly 
flashing red strobe lights on Clide Lewis’ suit, which he had managed to activate as 
soon as his thrusters had ignited, made Lewis stand out against the backdrop of 
unblinking stars. With extreme care, Anderson floated out of the airlock and toward 
Clide, using as little of his thrusters’ power as he could. Anderson stopped his forward 
progress just outside the sweep of the tumbling figure and thought hard. Without 
thrusters, Clide could not stop his gyrations. That was the first order of business. Once 
Clide was more-or-less stationary, the rest of the rescue became simple. 


“I’m here, Clide,” Anderson said calmly. “We need to slow down your motion so I 
can grab you.” Anderson thought for a moment. “Clide, when I give the signal, extend 
your legs and arms out as far and as fast as you can at the same time, which should 
stop most of your motion.” The concept was akin to an ice skater’s spin:  the closer the 
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arms and legs were to the body, the faster the skater spun; the further away the arms 
and legs were from the body, the slower the spin. It was not the best solution, but it was 
the only one Anderson could come up with now. 


“Ready?” 
“Yes.” 
“Now!” Anderson had the end of the second safety line in one hand and his plan 


was to attach the safety line to Clide’s suit once the spin slowed enough.  
Clide threw his arms and legs out as wide as he could, which, to Anderson’s 


disappointment, did not have the effect he wanted. The spin slowed, but it was still too 
fast for Anderson to attach the safety line. Doing so would have wrapped the line 
around Clide’s suit and simply make the situation even worse. 


“That’s better, Clide,” Anderson said, his mind flashing through alternatives since 
the safety line idea was not going to work. He did not like the only solution he came up 
with, but it was a matter of doing whatever was necessary to rescue Clide Lewis. 


Anderson took the extra safety line and clipped it to the one that connected him to 
Gossamer 1 and then released his own line. It was a dangerous act; now both he and 
Clide were floating free with no margin for error. Both of them could become lost if 
Anderson was not extremely careful. 


“Keep your arms and legs extended, Clide. I’m going to have to grab you myself.” 
Anderson watched closely and, at the last second, used a puff of his thrusters to close 
the distance between them. They met with a bit more force than Anderson expected, 
but he wrapped his arms around Clide’s suit and held on for dear life. Clive’s motion 
continued and the two of them rotated slowly a few meters away from safety.  


“That went pretty well, don’t you think?” Anderson asked. 
There was no answer from Clide, but Anderson was sure that Jean-Pierre was 


burning up the cockpit’s atmosphere with some very creative language. Probably in 
more than one language, if I know Jean-Pierre, Anderson thought. In spite of the 
seriousness of the situation he almost smiled. Anderson had just thrown The Book out 
the window and completed a crazy action that broke every safety rule. Anderson used 
his own thrusters to slowly overcome Clide’s rotation and several minutes later, with 
Anderson draped over Clide’s back, they came to a complete stop.  


“You’re crazy as hell!” Clide yelled into the radio. “Absolutely crazy as hell!” 
“It worked, didn’t it? Now, let’s get to the airlock and get inside the shuttle. I think 


I’ve had all the fun I want for one day.” 
The trip to the airlock was anticlimactic and accomplished as though it was nothing 


unusual. Two people in the airlock was a bit of a squeeze, but Anderson managed to hit 
the cycle button and fill the lock with air. When the inside hatch automatically opened, 
Clide Lewis tumbled out and lay on the floor, emotionally and physically exhausted. 
Anderson was not much better, but he leaned down and removed Clide’s helmet, then 
his own. 


“Welcome to Gossamer 1, Mr. Lewis,” Anderson greeted the now ex-Dutchman as 
though his arrival aboard the shuttle was an everyday occurrence and nothing out of the 
ordinary. Clide’s wide eyes stared back at Anderson in disbelief and relief. 


In the shuttle’s cockpit, Jean-Pierre saw the light that announced the status of the 
airlock go from red to orange to green. Since Captain Lovett hadn’t notified Jean-Pierre 
of any injuries to Clide, which would have been protocol (and Jean-Pierre knew Captain 
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Lovett would follow protocol to the letter in this case, in spite of having just violated
protocol), Jean-Pierre Paul announced over the emergency radio circuit, “All stations, 
this is Gossamer 1. Dutchman retrieved without apparent injury. Gossamer 1 is 
terminating Dutchman at 1500 Universal Time. Gossamer 1 out.” 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


“You did what?” The look on Steve Hoage’s face was priceless, a combination of 
absolute disbelief and reluctant admiration. He and Anderson were sitting in Anderson’s 
office in Gateway, Anderson nursing a glass of Stone Mountain while Steve held a mug 
of Platinum Pilsner.  


Anderson shrugged. “I didn’t have a choice. He was spinning and there was no way 
I could get a safety line on him.” 


Steve shook his head. “You know you broke every rule in The Book, don’t you?” 
Anderson smiled. “Rules are made to be broken.” 
“That’s the stupidest cliché in the world,” Hoage’s voice dripped with disgust. 
Anderson waved his hand. “Whatever works.” 
Steve Hoage stared at Anderson for a moment, and then asked, “Just out of 


curiosity, what would you have done if you were still Commander, White Sands Shuttle 
Base and one of your pilots pulled the same stunt you did?” 


“Publicly or privately?” 
“Publicly.” 
“Stomp on him,” Anderson answered without a moment’s hesitation. 
“I see,” Steve paused, and then raised one eyebrow. “And privately?” 
Again, without hesitation, Anderson answered, “Hugged the son of a bitch and tell 


him ‘Good job.’ Then, after the dust settled, say six months or so later, I’d have given 
him a medal.” 


“Really?” Steve looked askance. 
“Really.” Anderson took a sip of his Stone Mountain. “One thing that too many 


people never learn is when to use a carrot and when to use a stick, and,” he grinned, 
“when to use both.”
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Enya Colonization Corporation Headquarters 


The conference room on the second floor of the 
ECC’s headquarters building in Gateway was crowded, 
but not as crowded as the conference room’s table, which 
almost groaned under the weight of a magnificent buffet 
of treats. Walter C. Hasbro (he insisted on the middle 
initial) stood at the end of the table as he stuffed some 
kind of chocolate lover’s dream-come-true into his mouth 
(the small, white card in front of the plate of melt-in-your-
mouth treats said “Death By Chocolate”—Hasbro 
categorized that as a gross understatement) while he 
glanced around the room. There was still 30 minutes to 
go before the press conference that would introduce the 
“movers and shakers” of the ECC to the world and to 
provide an eager audience with an update on the 


preparations to colonize Enya, still more than a year away, and Walter took time to 
watch the interactions all around him. Later, he would use his eidetic memory to record 
everything he observed and add another chapter to the history of the ECC and its 
colonization of another world—for that was Walter C. Hasbro’s function, Official 
Historian. He capitalized the title in his mind and, just for a moment, wondered at his 
transformation from Chief Reporter for the World News Network to Chief Historian. He 
was uncomfortable at first with the change, but that discomfort seemed to melt away 
from day to day as he became more and more familiar with the interworkings of the 
Enya Colonization Corporation and its growing number of adherents. 


He felt a tap on his arm and he looked down at the redhead with her sparkling blue 
eyes standing next to him. Addison Grace Case, his new assistant, had arrived in 
Gateway just that morning and she was still trying to get a handle on everything. Addy, 
as friends and family knew her, was almost 158 centimeters tall, which meant she was 
much shorter than most other people were in the 23rd Century and especially those in 
the room. Somehow, the steadily increasing stature of humans from generation to 
generation had overlooked her. If Walter had to describe her, it would be as a 
fascinating mix of elf, pixie and nymph; her facial features were delicate and precise, 
her ears almost pointed, and her body slender and athletic. She had a bubbly 
personality, a beautiful voice and seemed to be comfortable anywhere she went, no 
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matter what the circumstances or who the people were. Her most valuable asset, 
however, had nothing to do with her physical appearance; it was her uncanny ability to 
convince even a rock to give up its deepest and darkest secrets. Walter had first noticed 
Addy several years ago when she served an internship with WNN and he had kept a 
close eye on her since then. Less than an hour after Anderson asked Walter to become 
the historian for the Enya Colonization Corporation, he had contacted Addy to become 
his assistant—no other name had even occurred to him.  


The smudge of dark chocolate on Walter C. Hasbro’s chin did not do a thing for his 
attempt to look serious. A huge grin broke out on Addy’s face and she reached up with 
her napkin to wipe his chin. “You need a keeper,” she admonished him. 


“Young lady, I was saving that for a snack later on and now you’ve ruined my 
plans,” Walter riposted with a savage scowl. 


“Stick one in your pocket,” she suggested, completely ignoring his obviously fake 
displeasure. 


“Right! I’ll do that.” He gave her a ferocious glare and she laughed it away, and then 
turned serious. 


“Tell me who I’m seeing, Walter. I had enough time to research the names before 
you dragged me out here, but I can’t put faces to the names. And you probably know 
more about the people involved than most. Well,” she smiled, “you know about the real 
them, the private them, not just what’s for public consumption. For instance, him,” she 
discreetly pointed at someone sitting alone in a chair next to the wall. “He doesn’t look 
like he fits with the rest of them.” 


I wonder how long it’s going to take for him to either self-destruct or for Anderson to 
replace him? Hasbro wondered idly as his eyes went to the slightly built man sitting on a 
chair against the wall. Jessup Turlip, the head of the Operations Department, sat 
hunched over the plate perched precariously on his knees and delicately nibbled on a 
boiled prawn. Hasbro had immediately recognized the signs of Obsessive Compulsive 
Disorder in Turlip and the highly effeminate mannerisms were clues to Turlip’s gender 
ambivalence as well. That, Walter observed, was not the problem. Gender identification 
was a highly personal matter and any lingering prejudices against those who enjoyed a 
different sexual lifestyle had disappeared long ago. The problem is that he fits in with 
the rest of this crowd just about as well as a whore in church. Walter chuckled to himself 
at the old, out-dated cliché.  


Prostitution was another social stigma that had died out well over a hundred years 
ago. In fact, the world’s oldest profession had become a socially accepted, although 
not-quite-yet honored, career choice that was no longer illegal or even, in many eyes, 
immoral. It was just another job, a job that happened to require a bit more personal 
contact than the norm. Interesting, he thought, how the plummeting incidence of sexual 
crimes curiously coincided with prostitution’s change in status—although the term 
prostitute disappeared long ago. The more acceptable term these days was “cocotte.”
He shook his head as he reached for another chocolate delight. Of course, he reminded 
himself, rape is often an exercise in power as opposed to a “simple” sexual act, but the 
numbers were still impressive. Whatever the reasons, the results are what count.


“Jessup Turlip, head of the Operations Department for the Enya Colonization 
Corporation. And you’re right, Addy. He is an outlier. I suspect that his ‘idiosyncrasies’ 
are going to become insurmountable in the very near future. I personally don’t believe 
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he’s the colonizing type—at least the thought of him making it on an untamed planet 
boggles the mind.” 


Addy chewed on that for a moment. “You never know.” 
“Trust me,” Walter responded. 
“How about them?” she indicated two men and a strikingly beautiful woman 


standing next to one of the windows across the room. “I recognize one of them as 
Anderson Lovett, but I don’t know who the other ones are.” 


“Obviously you recognize Lovett from the red cape and the big ‘S’ on his chest.” 
“Huh?” Addy sounded confused. 
“You haven’t heard about Anderson Winchester Lovett's latest escapade?” 
“No,” she shook her head. “Tell me.” 
“He took Gossamer 1—that’s the lead shuttle in the Enya fleet—up to Gossamer 


Wings yesterday to get a feel for how construction of the colony ship is going and while 
he was there, just happened to be in the right place at the right time to save a 
Dutchman.” 


“A Dutchman?” she asked. “What’s that?” 
“A Dutchman is when someone in space has an incident which sends them spiraling 


off into nothingness to die when their air runs out. He,” Walter nodded at the figure, 
“went out of the shuttle without a safety line to grab the construction worker and pull him 
to safety. As I understand it,” Walter knew little about space, “he took a hell of a chance, 
but it worked out okay in the end.” 


“A risk taker? Or maybe a cowboy?” 
“I suspect that Captain Lovett had already carefully calculated the chances of 


success as being on his side before he even unhooked his safety line. He doesn’t strike 
me as foolhardy.” 


“And the blonde that looks like a 13-year-old boy’s favorite wet dream with the 
platinum hair and bright green eyes standing next to him?” 


Walter tried not to smile at the apt description and wondered how Minuet would 
have responded to it. She’d laugh, he decided. “His wife, Minuet Hayes Lovett. She’s 
the daughter of General George Hays and Arpeggio Hays.” 


“I’ve certainly heard of General Hays! So that’s his daughter,” Addy interjected. 
“And,” Walter indicated a group of four young children at the other end of the buffet 


table who were concentrating on the food spread out before them as though the whole 
table had been put together just for them. “Those are their four children:  Austin, the 
taller of the two boys with the black hair and Beaumont, the shorter one with the straight 
brown hair, are the twin boys. Cheyenne Dawn, she’s the small one with the short 
platinum hair and the big green eyes like her mother; and Ember Anne, with her long, 
midnight-black hair and startling steel-blue eyes, are the twin girls.” 


“They don’t look like twins, any of them,” Addy commented. “Are you sure—” 
“Don’t even go there, Addy, you’ll not find a more dedicated, monogamous couple 


anywhere, no matter that the concept itself is often stretched beyond thin these days. 
They’re fraternal twins. That’s why they don’t match. And by the way,” Walter grinned 
down at her. “Don’t try to sweet talk that foursome. You’ll come away with your head in 
your hands. Their nickname around here is ‘The Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse,’ 
although which one is Conquest, which one is War, which one is Famine, and which 
one is Death is open to discussion. Sometimes they switch off just to confuse 
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everybody.” He laughed. “Actually, all four of them are kind, generous, friendly, and 
intelligent and the most precocious kids you’ll ever find, but they’re as dangerous as a 
saber-toothed tiger with an impacted molar. When they’re together, which they usually 
are, they are an elemental force of nature, especially the two girls.” Walter pointed to 
the stylized dragon on his Uni, “Ember Anne, the most artistic of the four, designed the 
Enya logo.” 


“And the giant tree standing behind them?” 
“Retired Master Gunnery Chief Hari Rockwell, who goes by the nickname ‘Bear.’ 


He’s the Lovett family’s mentor and protector and has become an adopted member of 
the family. If you want to get on his good side, ask him about quarterstaffs.” 


“Quarterstaffs?” Addy looked puzzled. 
“Quarterstaffs. He’s the eleventh and newest Grand Master of The Fraternal Order 


of the Quarterstaff. That, coupled with his training and experience in the Peacekeeping 
Forces, makes him a walking death sentence looking for a deserving victim.” 


Addison looked carefully at the man called “Bear” with a curious expression on her 
face. After a moment, she murmured almost too softly for Walter to hear, “He has nice 
buns.” 


Her words sent Walter into a spasm of laughter that was loud enough to get the 
attention of several people who glanced his way. “Oh ho! So that’s the way your mind is 
working. Be careful, Addison Case, it just might be like the old story about the dog that 
caught the car.” 


She blushed furiously, and then changed the subject. “How about the guy next to 
Lovett? Where does he fit in?” 


“That’s Steve Hoage. He replaced Kathryn Hartman as the head of the Land 
Management Department and, as an ex-fighter pilot, is in charge—for now—of the 
shuttle fleet. There’s a story in that ex-pilot situation but nobody seems to know exactly 
what it is. He and I had a long talk the other day and some of his ideas about land 
management on Enya will astound you. He’s another ex-Peacekeeping Forces member 
of the Enya Colonization Corporation. In fact, you’ll find that many of the people in 
Gateway fall into that category. Almost every one of them is going on the trip. That tells 
me a lot about the quality of the colonists headed to Enya.” Hasbro began to point out 
others in the room. 


“That tall one over there, the blonde who looks like she should be the centerfold for 
Amazon Monthly? That’s Dasi Cunningham, Department of Finance. Enlisted in the 
Peacekeeping Forces (Ground) and made Sergeant in two years. Got out, went to 
school and then rapidly became a major player in the world of banking. She can make 
numbers do unnatural sexual acts.” 


“She does look like the proverbial Amazon, doesn’t she? Although she can’t be a 
real Amazon.” Addy commented. 


“No?” 
“Nope,” Addy shook her head. “As I’ve always heard it, Amazons removed one 


breast so they could shoot a bow and arrow better.” Addy grimaced. “Not only does she 
have both of them, it looks like she got her share and somebody else’s share as well.” 
Addy glanced down. “Like mine!” Her tone was disgusted. 


“Humph!” Walter was non-committal, staying as far away from that minefield as he 
could. Besides, Addison Case, his eyes followed hers, I don’t think you have all that 
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much to complain about. Cutting off that train of thought, he tore his eyes away from the 
very pleasant scenery and went back to the original subject. “Anyway, she’s standing 
next to Judge Randolph Field, the short, balding guy. You know about him, don’t you?” 


Addison chuckled. “Who doesn’t? The youngest person to be accepted to the bar in 
over 200 years; the youngest Circuit Judge in 200 years; the youngest District Judge in 
the same time period, and—” she paused for effect. “—the only person to say ‘No thank 
you’ to an appointment as a Supreme Court Justice! Yeah, I know about him.” 


“And over there, that group of three, is Dr. Bosworth, Lori Hermitage and Jenni 
Monday. Dr. Bosworth—Brandon Bosworth—heads up Infrastructure. He has multiple 
degrees in Civil Engineering, Materials Management and Complex Civil Structures. He 
also has alopecia areata universalis, which is why he’s bald. In fact, he has absolutely 
no body hair at all, not even nose hair. 


“Lori Hermitage, the one with the short, curly, mahogany-brown hair and the long, 
dangly earrings, is Human Services, which includes the Surgeon General, Education 
and Training, and Vital Statistics. She’s a medical type herself and is one of the best 
administrators ever to wield a stylus. I’m surprised Snyder was able to latch onto her.” 


Hasbro paused to take a sip from his wine glass. “That leaves Jenni Monday, 
Anderson’s assistant. Fiercely loyal, sharp as a tack and the best gatekeeper you’ll find. 
She can turn you away and make you believe it was your own idea. You’ll never realize 
you’ve been shuffled to the bottom of the list or,” he laughed, “completely off the list in 
some cases.” 


”How can anybody have hair that curly?” Addison stared at the cascade of black 
curls that framed Jenni’s face and fell to her shoulders. “I almost don’t believe that's 
natural.” She fell silent and let her eyes roam once again around the extraordinary 
gathering. “Quite a collection,” Addy finally commented. 


“Yep,” Walter agreed. “All in all, a rather remarkable group of over-achievers all in 
one place. The more I learn about them, the better I feel about the possibility of 
success. There’s one hell of a lot of competence standing around in this room.” Hasbro 
nodded to himself in satisfaction. “One hell of a lot of competence.” 


“How about those two?” She indicated two men standing close to one another in a 
corner of the room, the younger one making some emphatic point with his hands. “I 
know the older one is Daniel Snyder, but who’s the other one?” 


“That’s Jared Dunlap, Snyder’s long-time assistant.” He frowned. “There’s 
something about him that makes me nervous. I can’t put my finger on it, but there’s a lot 
of bad juju bubbling around inside him. Keep an eye on him, but don’t get too close. I 
suspect that when he finally explodes, the fallout is going to be severe and cover a wide 
area. I do not want to be around when that happens. He was originally going to head up 
the trip to Enya, but Snyder replaced him with Anderson. Dunlap didn’t take it well, to 
say the least.” 


“I wonder,” Addy remarked, looking around the room, “did Daniel Snyder gather 
these people together by abilities or by looks?” 


Walter looked down at her with a curious expression on his face. “What do you 
mean?” 


“Well,” her hand made a general sweep around the room. “Just look at them! The 
women are all beautiful with bodies that, like most women I know, I would cheerfully kill 
for.” She sighed heavily. “And the men! Handsome. Strong. And obviously fit.” 
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“Like Hari Rockwell?” Walter could not resist the temptation to tweak Addy, since 
she had handed the opportunity on a silver platter. Addy’s cheeks turned an interesting 
shade of red but her blue eyes were laughing.  


He fascinates me, she admitted to herself. “Like Hari Rockwell. And Anderson 
Lovett. And—” 


“Excuse me,” a voice said behind them and both Walter and Addy turned. Like 
everyone else, the man was dressed in the blue Uni that everyone in the Enya 
Colonization Corporation wore. The color of his nametag indicated that he was part of 
Operations and the tool belt around his waist suggested he was in Maintenance, but the 
absence of a white border around the name “Stanton” meant he was not a colonist. 
Hasbro realized that there were not very many people around Gateway without the 
white border around the nametag and he glanced curiously at the worker. 


“Sorry to interrupt you, but I was sent over from Maintenance to do some repair 
work before the press conference.” There was something in his tone of voice that raised 
the hair on the back of Hasbro’s neck. Walter C. Hasbro had a finely honed ability to 
read a person’s body language as well as having an innate talent to recognize 
someone’s mental status; everything about Stanton screamed “Danger!”  


“Who did you say that person was?” Stanton pointed to Daniel Snyder.  
Before Walter could say anything, Addy answered the question. “That’s Daniel 


Snyder, the CEO of Snyder Enterprises.” She waved her hand around to encompass 
the room. “This is all his brain child.” 


“He’s responsible for all this?” 
The sudden flare of emotion in Stanton’s eyes reminded Hasbro of the looks he had 


seen on the faces of the fanatics, both religious and otherwise, he had interviewed 
through the years—a combination of pure hatred and implacable resolve. The feeling of 
impending doom intensified, but Walter Hasbro had no idea what to do about it. The 
only presence in the room that could be remotely classified as someone in the area of 
security was Hari Rockwell, and Bear was on the other side of the room, his back 
toward Walter. 


“Thank you,” Stanton said in a strange voice. “I’d better get on with my job.” His 
eyes were blazing now and Walter almost put a hand out to bar Stanton’s path. More 
quickly than Hasbro expected, Stanton wove his way through the people and around the 
buffet table toward Daniel Snyder. Hasbro started to follow Stanton but he was far too 
late. 


Charles William Stanton had but one goal in mind and nothing else mattered now 
but to get to the man who had stolen his wife and child from him. He stopped just in 
front of Daniel Snyder and pulled a large, long-shanked screwdriver out of his tool bag. 
Stanton screamed, “You bastard! You stole my wife and my son from me!” 


Charles Stanton aimed the screwdriver at Snyder’s chest, using it as a deadly 
weapon. The tip was just centimeters from plunging into Snyder’s chest when Jared 
Dunlap reacted instinctively. His left hand flew up to deflect the screwdriver and his right 
hand reached behind his neck. It was too little too late. Instead of Snyder’s chest, the 
screwdriver plunged up to the handle into Daniel Snyder’s left eye. Snyder collapsed n a 
spray of bright red blood without a sound, like a puppet whose controlling strings were 
suddenly cut. The screwdriver was still in Stanton’s hand as Jared Dunlap drew the 
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custom-made knife from its sheath. Jared’s cry was unintelligible as he drove the blade 
into Stanton’s stomach with almost inhuman strength. 


Stanton’s eyes went wide with shock and pain as the blade eviscerated him. He 
managed somehow to bring the screwdriver to his side and, with his last ounce of 
strength, buried it in Dunlap’s chest, between two ribs and directly into Jared’s heart. 
For a moment, Dunlap’s heart tried to continue beating around the metal shaft but it was 
unable to overcome the massive damage. Like Snyder, they fell to the floor, their bodies 
intertwined in a macabre death embrace. For a moment, everyone in the room stood in 
shocked silence, unable to comprehend what had just happened. 


Hari Rockwell was the first person to react. He moved across the room quickly and 
knelt next to Daniel Snyder feeling for a pulse in the side of Snyder’s neck. He had seen 
enough violence and death to know instinctively that all three of the men were dead, but 
he felt for a pulse anyway. There was none. Grimacing, he turned to Jared Dunlap and 
then to Charles Stanton. All three were dead, their intermingled blood spreading out to 
soak the light blue carpet and stain Rockwell’s boots. He looked up at Anderson, who 
had been the second person to react and shook his head sadly as Anderson knelt 
alongside Daniel Snyder’s body. 


The people standing closest to the sudden and completely unexpected abattoir 
moved away from the bodies quickly in horror and disbelief. Someone moaned a heart-
rending sound that shattered the silence and seemed to bring everybody back to reality. 
Anderson got to his feet. 


“Call the police,” he said in a surprisingly calm voice, his face a study in stone. He 
looked around, found Walter Hasbro, and pointed at him. “Call the police, Walter.” He 
turned his attention to the others in the room. “Please go to your offices and wait. Those 
of you who don’t have an office, share one.” He shot a look at one of the caterers from 
Gateway’s food services section. “What we need right now is some strong drink—for 
everyone. Make it happen.” The caterer nodded and ran for the door. 


No one had moved—everyone was still rooted to the position each had held when 
the killing started.  


“Ladies and gentlemen, please leave the room and find a place in the building to 
stay. The investigation will take some time, I am sure, and it would be better for 
everyone to be out of the way yet available as needed. This,” his hand encompassed 
the three bodies on the floor, “is as much of a shock to me as it is to all of you, but we 
must keep our wits about us.” He indicated the conference room door. “Please?” 


Slowly, the room began to empty, the murmurs rising as people began to discuss 
what had happened right in front of their eyes. 


“The police are on their way,” Hasbro said quietly in Anderson’s ear. “They’ll be 
here in a few minutes.” Hasbro bent down next to Daniel Snyder. 


“Don’t touch anything, Walter,” Anderson cautioned. 
“I’m not,” Walter replied. “What a damned shame! Why?” 
Anderson shrugged. “I don’t know, but we will find out.” 
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Snyder Enterprises Headquarters 


“The Board of Directors is ready for you, Captain 
Lovett,” said the redheaded secretary who was guarding 
the conference room door like a hungry Rottweiler on a 
short leash. Anderson glanced at the time and realized he 
had been waiting in the vestibule for only five minutes. It 
sure feels like I’ve been here longer than that! Anderson 
thought. I would have bet it was six or seven hours. In 
fact, every day of the last two weeks since the 
assassination of Daniel Snyder and the deaths of Jared 
Dunlap as well as Charles Stanton, the assassin, had 
seems to drag on interminably, as though the world had 
been put into slow motion. So many things had to be 
accomplished, so many questions had to be answered, so 
many possibilities had to be considered. There were 


many things yet to accomplish, questions were still unanswered, and the possibilities 
seemed to have a litter of young every day. 


He smiled back at the secretary as she opened the massive wooden doors which 
led into Snyder Enterprises’ intersanctum. He should have expected the terse summons 
from the Enya Colonization Corporation’s parent company, but somehow it had 
surprised him. He shook his head as he started through the entry. So much has been 
happening, he remarked to himself in his own defense. I wish I had Minuet’s calming 
presence with me right now. Anderson kept telling himself that Snyder Enterprises had 
poured too much time and too much money into the Enya Colonization Corporation for 
them to pull the plug now, but as Anderson had learned during his military career, a new 
broom often swept clean. And there was a new broom at Snyder Enterprises in the form 
of Bartholomew Capen, Daniel Snyder’s replacement. Anderson had met him before, 
but did not know him well enough to have any idea what he would do. He squared his 
shoulders and entered the “lion’s den.” 


Bartholomew Capen met Anderson just inside the door with an outstretched hand. 
“Captain Lovett, thank you for taking time out of your very busy schedule to meet 


with us,” he said with polite warmness, his face devoid of any clue as to his thoughts. “I 
believe you know everyone here?” 


Of course, Anderson knew all the members of the Snyder Enterprises’ Board of 
Directors; he had worked with each of them, one way or another, during the last year 
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and a half. Anderson nodded a general acknowledgement to the eight people sitting 
around the conference table. Their response was just as neutral as Capen’s. 


“Won’t you please take a seat?” Capen indicated a comfortable-looking chair which 
sat by itself on one side of the long table. “Can I get you anything, Captain? Coffee? 
Tea? Water?” 


“No thank you, Mr. Capen. I’m fine.” The chair was just as comfortable as it looked. 
Bartholomew walked around the table, sat down, folded his hands together on the 


tabletop with his fingers interlaced and stared for a moment at Anderson. 
“As you know,” Bartholomew Capen began, “following the unfortunate death of 


Daniel Snyder, I was elected to the position of Chief Executive Officer for Snyder 
Enterprises in accordance with our official By-laws. One other provision of those By-
laws is the requirement to review all company projects annually and determine whether 
the company will continue or cancel that project. It is time to review the Enya 
Colonization Corporation, especially in light of recent developments, in order to make 
such a decision.” 


The faces on the other side of the conference table told Anderson absolutely 
nothing. There were no clues as to what any member of the Board of Directors was 
thinking. His lack of insight into their thoughts worried Anderson. There was no 
animosity there, neither was there a friendly face. They all sat there, non-committal at 
best, and waited for his reply. Anderson swallowed and wished that he had asked for 
water at least, took a deep breath, and began. 


“The Enya Colonization Corporation was created, as its Mission Statement says, to 
‘successfully colonize the planet named Enya orbiting HIP 56948 with a view to creating 
a safe environment in which volunteers may live and prosper.’ The process to meet this 
mission statement was divided into four phases.” 


“Excuse me, Captain Lovett,” Traci London interrupted Anderson. She poured a 
glass of water from the carafe sitting in front of her and offered it to him, as though she 
had been reading his mind.  


I wonder if that’s a subtle statement of support or just a humane gesture. Anderson 
wondered as he gladly accepted the glass of cold water and took a couple of generous 
sips. 


“Phase I, which we’re currently in,” Anderson continued, sitting the glass on the 
edge of the conference table, “which we’ve nicknamed ‘Get Ready,’ involves 
construction of the colony ship, vetting those volunteer colonists and scientists who will 
go to Enya, and training of the colonists in survival techniques. This Phase is on 
schedule and currently on budget.” Anderson took another sip of water. 


“Phase II entails stocking the ship and transferring the colonists and scientists to 
Gossamer Wings. That part of the project is, of course, in the future. We do not foresee 
any problems with Phase II, which we’ve nicknamed ‘Get Set’. Gossamer 1, the lead 
shuttle, has completed all its testing and passed every one with flying colors.” 


“No pun intended, I assume,” Bartholomew said with a chuckle. 
Anderson smiled in return. “No pun intended. Not too long ago, I took Gossamer 1


up to the construction site to view progress. I was assured, and see no reason to 
question the evaluation, that Gossamer Wings will be ready on time.” 


“Was that the same trip that you saved the life of one of the workers?” the question 
came from the right side of the table. 
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“Yes, Sir.” Anderson saw no need to elaborate. The rescue of Clide Lewis had 
created a firestorm in the media and Anderson had quickly become weary of all the 
attention. He often wished that the whole thing would just go away and leave him alone. 
“Phase III is the actual trip to Enya and the landing on the planet.” 


“And your nickname for this phase?” Bartholomew’s lips were fighting a losing battle 
against a smile. 


“Go!” 
The ripple of laughter from around the table was the first positive reaction Anderson 


had heard. He relaxed slightly. 
“We are still working out the details of what will happen after we land on Enya, but I 


feel confident that, by the time we arrive, all those details will have been ironed out.” 
“So, Captain Lovett, you are confident that this project will be successful?” 


Bartholomew Capen asked after a moment. 
“Completely.” 
“Cost overruns?” 
“I expect none.” 
“Is there anything you need that you don’t have?” 
“Nothing that I know of now.” That’s encouraging. 
Bartholomew looked at each member of the Board of Directors in turn. Without 


exception, each one of them nodded, and Anderson became more and more relieved 
with each nod. 


“For the record,” Bartholomew Capen broke into a grin, “let it be shown that, upon 
the unanimous agreement of the Board of Directors of Snyder Enterprises, the Enya 
Colonization Corporation will continue to be fully funded and supported until its eventual 
conclusion.” Bartholomew stood up and leaned across the conference table to shake 
Anderson’s hand. “Congratulations, Captain Lovett. All nine of us seldom agree on 
anything.” 


Anderson broke into a wide grin as he clasped Capen’s hand. “Thank you, Sir. I 
must admit that I’m relieved.” 


Bartholomew glanced at the time. “Would you join us for a drink before we have to 
run you off when our next victim—” he coughed into his fist, “—I mean our next visitor, 
arrives?” 


“Of course.” Damned if I don’t need a drink, and a stout one at that!
It was a surprisingly pleasant half hour as Anderson fielded questions about the 


Enya Colonization Corporation and especially about Enya. Some of the questions, 
Anderson had to admit, bordered on the ludicrous, but some of them opened interesting 
avenues of thought. Anderson made careful note of those for further contemplation 
when he returned to Gateway. 


Finally, Bartholomew Capen got the group’s attention. “I’m sorry to call this interlude 
to a conclusion, ladies and gentlemen, but we have another interview momentarily.” 


“One question before I go, if you don’t mind,” Anderson interjected. 
“Of course. What is it?” 
“How is Elizabeth Jayne Martin?” 
Silence fell on the group and Bartholomew Capen frowned, obviously unhappy. “As 


you well know, Elizabeth Jayne did not take the death of her parents well.” 
Anderson nodded at the gross understatement. 
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“Unfortunately, she took the death of her grandfather even less well. The doctors 
think they can bring her out of her catatonia, but they’re not willing to place any bets on 
their success.” 


“Oh!” 
The trip back to Gateway was a quiet one for Anderson. 
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Living Quarters, Gateway 


“Whoa, there, partner!” Steve Hoage called out as he 
bent down to capture the wet, soapy, naked little boy who 
was running as fast as his little legs could carry him down 
the hallway of the three-story building labeled Barracks 4, 
which had slowly started to fill up with colonists and 
scientists making the trip to Enya. It took only seconds for 
Steve’s Uni to become soaked as the young boy 
squirmed in a valiant but doomed effort to escape. 


“Adrian!” a scandalized voice came from down the 
hall. 


Steve looked up to see a woman hurrying after the 
wiggle worm in his arms. She was only a couple of 
centimeters shorter than his own 182 centimeters, 
slender, with bright blue eyes and hair the Titan red of a 


tropical sunset shot through with highlights of gold; it was a striking combination. Her 
eyes were harried and her hair in disarray as she came up to Steve and wrapped a 
towel around his captive. 


“Enough!” she said in a no-nonsense voice and the boy became suddenly still. 
“I’m so sorry!” she apologized, breathless. “Sometimes he goes wild. Why couldn’t I 


have just a normal five-year-old boy instead of a—a—” she could not find the right word 
to describe her son. 


Steve laughed. “A wild Indian?” he offered. 
“A wild something, anyway. Thank you for preventing ‘The Great Escape,’ Mr.—” 


she glanced at his nametag. “—Steve.” 
“You’re welcome. Steve Hoage. Does this happen often?” he asked with a grin on 


his face. 
She was drying her son’s hair with one corner of the towel. “At least once a week,” 


she sighed. She tucked Adrian securely against her body and held out her hand. 
“Anniston Stanton.” 


Hoage’s face went blank as her last name registered. 
“Yes,” she nodded with a depressed, embarrassed sigh. “That Stanton. Believe me, 


Mr. Hoage, it is not something I brag about. I’ve begun to think I’ll go back to my maiden 
name, Jacobson.” 
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“But your name is Stanton, Mommy, just like me!” Adrian looked confused. “Why do 
you want to change it?” 


Anniston hugged her son and glanced at Hoage with a wry smile. “He doesn’t 
understand what happened. All he knows is that there are now just two of us and that 
everyone is, for some reason, avoiding us as though we carried the plague. There are 
times,” she took a deep breath, “I think we do.” 


Steve struggled within himself. This was Charlie Stanton’s widow—Charlie Stanton, 
the man who murdered Daniel Snyder—but it was obvious that she did not share 
Charlie’s opinion of the colony and its goals. Her nametag had a white border around it, 
which signified she was a colonist. He wondered how she had managed that, but was 
not about to bring up the question, not now, especially not now. The desperate look on 
Anniston’s face caused Steve to discard his initial reaction. He could not exactly 
sympathize with her, but at the same time, he could admire her brave attempt to face 
reality head on. It must be an impossible situation, he thought. I wonder what I can do to 
get her to smile. He had no idea where that came from, but, to his surprise, he realized 
he actually meant it. 


“I see your nametag is russet. That means you work for me, in a way. What do you 
do?” Steve carefully changed the subject. Besides, I really do want to know. He was 
almost afraid to ask himself why he wanted to know. 


Anniston looked relieved but still cautious. I wonder why he s interested. Surely, he 
has more important things to do than listen to me ramble. “Green Spaces. I m a licensed 
Master Gardener.” 


Steve nodded sagely, as though that answered his question. He had not yet had the 
time to talk to each of his division heads in depth and was not exactly sure what it 
meant to work in Green Spaces. He promised himself he would collar Markus Loud and 
find out and soon. Well, why not now? All you’re doing right now is escaping the 
paperwork sitting in your In Box. Might as well do something constructive.


“What do you do in Green Spaces?” 
“Well, right now,” she shifted Adrian onto her hip, “I’m trying to make Gateway look 


more like somewhere people would like to live, rather than the barren wasteland it is.” 
She blushed. “I know that sounds a bit conceited, but I’m really, really good at what I 
do.” 


“And in your spare time?” Steve grinned and pointed to Adrian, “When you’re not 
chasing a naked, wild Indian around the building?” 


She shot him a sharp look before she realized he was being humorous. “Well, I’m 
kinda looking at what Green Spaces is going to do once we get to Enya.” 


“Oh?” Steve was surprised, although he should not have been. One thing he had 
learned from talking to other colonists is that all of them were looking ahead. Everybody 
seemed to consider Gateway as nothing more than a way station to bigger and better 
things, which it was, when one got right down to it. 


“Any ideas?” he asked. 
“Well, yes,” she replied. 
“Can you tell me?” 
Anniston smiled. At last! Steve thought. She had an infectious smile that 


transformed her face from merely beautiful to almost breathtaking. “I can do better than 
that, if you have the time. Besides,” she resettled Adrian on her hip. “I’d like to get this 
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loose cannon that masquerades as my only son settled down for his afternoon nap. 
Would you like to go with us to our cubby? It’s not much, but it’s as much as anybody 
else has.” 


“I’d be delighted!” 
She hesitated, looking askance at Steve. He realized what she was thinking and 


simply shook his head. It seemed to satisfy her and she turned to lead Steve down the 
hallway. “This way,” she threw over her shoulder. Steve followed. 


The door into her “cubby” was at the end of the hallway, right next to the floor’s 
communal bathrooms and showers, and she punched in her security code to open the 
door. Steve had watched with interest as the barracks underwent refurbishment but he 
had not seen the finished project yet. In fact, that was why he was wandering around 
the building today. He followed her in and looked around.  


True to the blueprints, the cubby had a main room with a mini-kitchen tucked in one 
corner with a hot plate; a small refrigerator; a sink and a tiny, two-person table. The 
walls were devoid of decorations. A door led to what Steve knew was a miniature 
bedroom with little more than a bed and a dresser. All in all, it was Spartan, to say the 
least, and teetered on the edge of depressing. 


“Be it ever so humble,” Anniston remarked as she waved a hand in the air to 
encompass her home. 


Steve was silent for a moment. If this is a normal cubby, it certainly isn’t very  
“homey.” He wondered if there was some way to improve the environment, but shook 
off the thought for the time being. Anniston took Adrian into the bedroom and Steve 
could hear the boy complaining about his mother’s insistence that he get dressed. He 
walked over to the table and glanced at the PADD sitting there. The screen saver 
showed scene after scene of plants. Although PADDs did not need a screen saver (that 
requirement had gone the way of dinosaurs when more advanced technology replaced 
cathode ray tubes), over 99 percent of their owners still put something on them. Steve’s 
own screen saver was composed of hundreds of pictures of Enya taken from the probes 
that had examined the planet for months. He had thought about changing them for 
something that did not fascinate him so much, so he would quit staring at the screen 
and get lost in the future -but he knew he would not.  


One of his favorite scenes popped up on Anniston’s PADD; it was a picture of the 
huge, semi-circular harbor carved out of the land by an ancient meteor strike with a 
wide river emptying into it. It was the primary landing spot on Enya chosen by Anderson 
and Dr. Brandon Bosworth. Steve agreed wholeheartedly with their choice. The area 
framed by the wide river and the deep-blue harbor, covered with what looked like bright-
green grass with short, compact blades was an intriguing picture. The picture on the 
PADD morphed into another flower and Steve turned away from it as Anniston, now 
with a fully dressed Adrian in tow, came back into the room. She had managed to repair 
the damage to her hair and change into a dry Uni.  


“Say goodbye to Mr. Hoage, Adrian. And then I want you in bed for a nap. You have 
entirely too much energy for me to cope with this afternoon. Okay?” 


“Good night, Mr. Hog,” he said, mangling Steve’s last name. 
“Good night, Adrian. It was nice to meet you, even wet.” Steve managed not to 


laugh as the way his name came out of the five year old. 
Adrian grinned and closed the bedroom door behind him. 
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“Do you think,” Steve said in a conspiratorial whisper, “that you’ll survive his 
childhood?” 


Anniston sat wearily down at the kitchen table. “I sometimes doubt it.” She glanced 
up at Steve. “He really is a good boy; it’s just that he has so much energy. If he could 
just give me some of it, I’d be happy.” 


“Just remember,” Steve replied, “youth is wasted on the young.” 
She grinned. “It does seem that way, doesn’t it?” Her face grew serious. “You 


wanted to hear some of my ideas?” 
“Of course.” 
“I had a flash of brilliance a while back,” she grimaced. “At least I thought it was 


brilliant, although my idea wasn’t met with much enthusiasm.” She frowned. “Anyway,” 
she flicked her hand as if to dismiss the thought. “We’re going to be landing by that big 
crater where the river feeds into it, aren’t we?” 


“That seems to be the current plan,” Steve nodded. 
“Well, it seems to me that we should commemorate that landing place with 


something extra special. I’ve played with some ideas and thought that we should mark 
the exact landing spot with a big park—a green space to celebrate our accomplishment. 
It’s not every day that we land on another planet.” 


“That’s an understatement!” 
She nodded in agreement. “Why don’t we make a great big green space there and 


fill it with flowers and ferns and plants and walking paths and a reflecting pool? A place 
where people can visit, relax and reflect on the courage and spirit of the first colonists 
and understand just how momentous it all was.” She cut her eyes to Steve to gauge his 
reaction. 


“What exactly would be in this ‘park’?” He asked. 
“Three main centers of interest. The first, and primary one, would be a reflecting 


pool with an eternal flame in a parabolic, dish-shaped base, floating in the center, which 
would represent mankind’s perpetual quest for the stars and mark the exact spot that 
the first shuttle made contact with Enya.”  


“And the reflecting pool would reflect what?” Anniston’s concept was fascinating. 
“On one side would be a curved wall of some native Enyan stone -preferably black. 


On it we could engrave the names of those people who made the ultimate sacrifice in 
the name of the colony.” Her shoulders rose as if she were warding off a blow. “Like 
Daniel Woodhouse Snyder,” she said in a quiet voice. “That would be my choice for the 
first name. Additional names that meet certain qualifications are added on an annual 
basis, if appropriate. I hope that there will not be too many names on it, but anyone who 
thinks we’ll have no casualties is fooling themselves. I call it the ‘Wall of Honor’.” 


Absolutely brilliant! Steve said to himself. He kept his excitement over the concept 
to himself and simply motioned Anniston to continue. 


“A second wall, this time of white, again native Enyan stone, erected one-third of the 
way around the reflecting pool from the Wall of Honor would list, in alphabetical order by 
last name, every first-flight colonist -including the scientists who will be returning to 
Earth after they complete their investigations, as well as any following colonists. I call it 
the ‘Wall of Memories.’ The last thing I would have would be the actual Gossamer 1. I 
assume that’s going to be the first shuttle to land?” 


Steve nodded. “That’s the plan.” 
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“Each of them:  the Wall of Memories, the Wall of Honor and Gossamer 1, would be 
placed 120 degrees apart around the reflecting pool.” She stopped and waited for some 
response from Steve Hoage with trepidation on her face, as though she feared that he 
would summarily dismiss her idea; it was not the first time that had happened. She 
added in a quiet voice, “I call it ‘Gossamer Greens’.” 


Steve was silent as he examined her concept, looking for flaws or changes. He 
finally decided that he had nothing to add to or subtract from her ideas. 


“Why haven’t I heard about this before now?” he asked. 
Anniston shrugged. “I did bring it up to Markus Loud once, but it wasn’t received 


with a great deal of enthusiasm.” She frowned at the memory. “In fact, if I remember 
correctly, he looked at me and told me to ‘go back home and play with your 
vegetables’.” 


“Really?” 
The tone of Steve’s voice and the frown on his face alarmed Anniston. 
“I hope I haven’t gotten Mr. Loud in trouble, have I? I promise that wasn’t my goal in 


telling you about my ideas.” She looked stricken. 
“I have never been a proponent of retaliation, Anniston, and I don’t plan on starting 


now. However, I do plan to discuss this with Markus Loud. I’d like to find out why he 
thinks it’s a bad idea.” 


Steve rose to leave, his mind on the conversation with the Green Spaces division 
head he envisioned. He held out his hand. “Thank you, Ms. Stanton. You’ve given me a 
lot to think about and I appreciate you sharing your ideas with me.” 


“Anniston, please, Mr. Hoage!” She shook his hand, a cautious look still on her face. 
Another grin split Steve’s face. “And my name’s Steve.” He held her hand just a 


moment longer than was necessary. “I’d like to meet with you again to discuss any other 
ideas you might have. This one is fantastic and I look forward to the next one.” 


She blushed but nodded. She stared at the door as it closed behind him. What have 
you done, you silly girl? Your husband’s not even cold in the ground and you’re already 
lusting after another one! Her words startled her. Is it lust? Or just appreciation for the 
fact that someone was willing to listen to you? Anniston Stanton was extremely quiet for 
the remainder of the day as she tried to untangle her thoughts. 
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Gateway 


Cheyenne Dawn had taken to the quarterstaff as 
though it were a natural extension of her body. Like a fish 
takes to water, Hari Rockwell thought as he watched her 
warming up. There were still some rough spots, of course, 
but far fewer of them than Bear had ever seen in 
someone who had spent such a relatively short time 
learning how to use the 2.5-meter shaft. He knew he 
could not take credit for all of the girl’s progress, most of it 
was simply natural talent, but he was proud of her all the 
same. He had a suspicion that her abilities would come in 
handy on Enya. Of the four siblings, CeeDee was the 
most likely to find herself in situations where her prowess 
would be valuable. Her personality promised that. 


Beaumont was progressing well, too, but not like 
CeeDee. Bo was, Bear had decided, the second most likely to need to defend himself; 
he was, after all, a born risk-taker. Austin and Ember Anne, on the other hand, would 
doubtless remain safely ensconced in the more developed areas of Enya and probably 
neither of them would venture out into the wilds like CeeDee definitely would, and Bo 
probably would. The Grand Master of the Enya Lodge of The Fraternal Order of the 
Quarterstaff left that train of thought behind as Cheyenne Dawn completed her warm-up 
exercises and stepped onto the mat. She bowed to the Grand Master to indicate she 
was ready for the final match which, should she accomplish one more touch against the 
Quarterbot that was her opponent today than it accomplished against her, would qualify 
her to become a Journeyman, the next step in her progression up the levels of 
proficiency in The Fraternal Order of the Quarterstaff. 


“Are you ready, Specialist Lovett?” he asked formally. 
“I am ready, Grand Master,” she replied and bowed, just as formally. There was a 


tiny bead of sweat on her forehead that indicated to Bear that, in spite of her calm 
demeanor, she had a healthy measure of anxiety. Which is a good sign, he thought. 
Overconfidence can be deadly.  


“Assume the position,” he said as he quickly checked her protective clothing:  the 
helmet with its faceguard and chinstrap, the padded jacket, the shin guards and the 
gauntlets that covered her forearms. It was more of an automatic inspection since Bear 
had known without a doubt that she was properly dressed.  
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CeeDee turned and moved toward the Quarterbot that stood a couple of meters 
away from her in the center of the mat that covered the floor. The Quarterbot stood 
about two meters tall and looked like a human, although the face had none of a 
human’s detailed features. It had two arms, two legs and artificial skin interlaced with a 
sensor suite that reacted to a strike from the opponent’s quarterstaff exactly as a human 
body would. Of course it did not feel pain, but the central control “brain” imposed the 
same limitations on the Quarterbot’s body that a human would in reaction to pain or an 
injury. It was not quite artificial intelligence, but close. This particular Quarterbot’s 
program mimicked the skill and techniques expected from a Journeyman’s level of 
expertise. Although the Quarterbot was no faster than a normal human was, getting that 
“one more touch” was not necessarily easy. Her previous four bouts had been close 
things and she had not been able to make a “fatal blow” in any of them, but she had 
been successful. A fatal blow was a strike that, if accomplished against a live opponent, 
would cause death or debilitating injury. This match was her last hurdle between 
Specialist and Journeyman. 


”Ready," Bear called as he activated the Quarterbot. The two faced each other 
about a meter apart, the staff in her right hand held between the forefinger and thumb, 
her elbows slightly bent, the upper part of the staff in the hollow of her right shoulder, 
the point on the ground and in line with the toe of her right foot. This was the traditional 
beginning of any bout. 


”Prove Distance," was Bear’s next command. He watched carefully as CeeDee 
made a half turn to the right on her heels and raised her staff from the floor with her 
right hand. She straightened her left arm to the front of her body until the upper end of 
her staff touched the center of the Quarterbot’s chest, the back of her hand in a line 
with, and as high as, her shoulder, and adjusted herself to the proper distance from her 
opponent. Bear nodded his satisfaction at both her and the Quarterbot’s stance. 


“Ready,” he called out and the two returned to the proper Ready position. He waited 
a moment, and then began the bout with “Engage!” 


To Bear’s surprise, CeeDee was extremely aggressive, going from one attack to 
another at a rapid pace, instead of beginning on the defensive as she had in the 
previous four bouts. She segued cleanly and effortlessly from attack to attack in a 
beautifully coordinated blur. Who is this girl? Bear wondered, pleased more than he 
could ever have expressed, as his star pupil put on a clinic. The sounds of the staffs 
striking each other as CeeDee attacked and the Quarterbot defended filled the room like 
a hungry woodpecker searching for lunch.  


Guard followed Attack, Feint followed Feint, Attack followed Guard and the Grand 
Master of The Fraternal Order of the Quarterstaff of the Enya Lodge watched with his 
mouth open. He had never seen CeeDee so ferocious, not in any practice nor in any of 
the previous four bouts. Suddenly, CeeDee made a move that absolutely astounded 
him. She somehow moved her staff into a Low Guard position, her right hand at the very 
butt end and her left hand about half a meter from the right and made a sweeping 
motion with the staff aimed at the Quarterbot’s knees. The Quarterbot leaped up to 
escape the strike, bending its “knees” and lifting its “feet” in an attempt to dodge the 
blow. Instead of allowing the staff to continue its arc, CeeDee managed somehow to 
stop the staff’s horizontal movement and brought it viciously upward between the 
Quarterbot’s legs to impact its groin. It was a move seldom attempted by anyone other 
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than a Second or First Master, and even then only in desperation; a move that Hari 
Rockwell had never mentioned to any of his students. Ten-year-old Cheyenne Dawn 
made it look easy and effortless. True to its programming, the Quarterbot reacted to the 
vicious blow exactly as a human would:  it crumpled to the floor, its quarterstaff spinning 
out its hands.  


For a moment, Hari Rockwell was speechless, then managed to cry “Break!” just as 
CeeDee started to drive the blunt end of her quarterstaff into the chest of the Quarterbot 
with all her strength, accompanied by a bellow of triumph. She managed to pull her blow 
at the Grand Master’s command and she stepped back from the Quarterbot to assume 
the Ready position, gasping for breath, sweat running in rivulets down her face.  


She looks like the canary that just ate the cat, he thought, and wondered where the 
thought had come from and, even more than that, Where in Hell had she learned that 
move?


They stared at each other, the student looking up at the Master with an expectant, 
satisfied look on her face; the Master looking down at the student with surprise on his 
face. 


“Do you know what you’ve done?” he asked. 
“Yes, Master,” she answered, still trying to catch her breath. 
“And where did you learn that move?” 
“I’ve been reading Swetnam and McCarthy, Master,” she answered in a matter-of-


fact voice. 
Swetnam was the author of The Schools of the Noble and Worthy Science of 


Defence, published in 1617; and McCarthy referred to Thomas A. McCarthy, who wrote 
Quarter-Staff: A Practical Manual, in 1883. Each, in his own right, was an expert in the 
quarterstaff. Their writings were two of the most seminal guides in the world of the 
quarterstaff.  


To the absolute wonder and delight of Cheyenne Dawn, Bear suddenly leaned 
down, put his arms around her, lifted her chest high and swung her around in an 
exuberant circle. He sat her down after a couple of revolutions and bent down to kiss 
her forehead. It was so totally out of character for either Master Gunnery Sergeant Hari 
Rockwell or a Grand Master that it took CeeDee’s breath away, what there was left of it. 


His laughter boomed loud enough to rattle the windows as he sat her back down, 
the grin on his face threatened to split it in two. “I loved it!” he cried, and then he cleared 
his throat loudly and morphed back into his Grand Master persona. 


“You realize, Journeyman Lovett,” CeeDee’s heart thumped loudly at the title he 
used, “that you should never, ever use that move in a real bout or a real fight unless you 
have absolutely no other alternative?” He frowned at her. 


“Yes, Master,” she tried to look appropriately subdued, without success. She was 
too hyped up from her success to control her expression. She broke into a wide grin. 
“But it worked!” 


“That it did!” he agreed. “Congratulations, Cheyenne Dawn Lovett. You have 
successfully met all the requirements to become a Journeyman and shall, henceforth, 
enjoy all the rights and privileges of that rank.” 


She lowered her head in a bow as he spoke the traditional words that marked a 
promotion in The Fraternal Order of the Quarterstaff. When she straightened up, Bear 
was grinning again. 
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“Let’s go celebrate! I think a banana split with all the trimmings and extra chocolate 
syrup is in order.” He reached out with his right hand and took her left hand. “Especially 
extra chocolate syrup!” They sauntered out of the room, the tall Grand Master and the 
short student talking excitedly of the bout. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Steve Hoage sat at his desk on the second floor of the headquarters building of the 
Enya Colonization Corporation in Gateway, staring into space while he drummed his 
fingers on the desktop. He had met with Markus Loud, the head of Green Spaces, a 
division of Steve’s Department of Land Management, several times over a period of 
months but had never really talked to him, until this morning. In Steve’s opinion, the talk 
had not gone well. 


Opinionated, shallow, unimaginative, stubborn, backward and unhelpful, Steve 
commented to himself. And those are his good points. No wonder Markus Loud and 
Kathryn Hartman got along so well together. What was that expression Anderson had 
used the other day? Ah, yes! ‘Two peas in a pod.’ Now, what do I do about it?


He knew what he wanted to do, but his solution seemed to be fraught with danger 
and the possibility that bad things might happen because of it, and not just for him 
personally. 


The signal from his commband announced a call and he jerked out of his trance. 
When he activated his computer to receive the call, Anderson appeared. 


“What are you still doing in the office on a beautiful afternoon like this?” Anderson 
demanded, recognizing the background. 


“I—uh—I’m working,” Steve answered lamely. 
Anderson frowned. “Then get your butt over here. We’ve got burgers and hot dogs 


and chicken and potato salad and stuff with your name on them. And,” Anderson added, 
“I’ve got a couple six packs of Platinum Pilsner in the refrigerator. So get in your cart 
and hightail it over before I throw them to the hogs,” he paused, “or the kids—which is 
pretty much the same thing.” He shook his head. “I can’t believe how much those four 
stomachs with legs eat these days!” 


“I—” Steve was not sure he wanted any company. There were too many decisions 
for him to make and he needed some time alone to make them. 


“Do I have to make that an order?” 
Steve grinned. “No, Captain, you don’t.” The grin faded. “There’s a couple of things 


I’d like to talk to you about, if you don’t mind.” 
“Trouble?” Anderson frowned. 
“No, not really. At least not right now. Just a couple of decisions I’d like your input 


on.” 
Anderson nodded thoughtfully. “Just as long as you don’t ruin my supper.” 
“I won’t make any promises,” Steve replied. 
“We’ll expect you in a few minutes. Just come around to the back and use the pool 


gate. We’re all back here around on the patio and probably won’t hear the doorbell. See 
you soon.” His image faded away and Steve stared at nothing for a minute, wondering if 
he was about to make a mistake. 


He snorted and stood up. At least I’ll get a good meal out of it.
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Ten minutes later, he let himself through the pool gate. All four kids were in the pool 
while Anderson and Minuet sat at the patio table, the smoking barbecue grill behind 
them. Tantalizing smells filled the air. There was a bottle of Platinum Pilsner on the 
table in front of an empty chair.  


“Come. Sit. Stay.” Anderson motioned to the empty chair and Minuet waved her 
own welcome. 


A chorus of “Hi, Mr. Hoage” came from the pool, barely audible above the splashing 
of four kids. He waved back at them, even though he was sure none of them noticed as 
they went immediately back to their game of Horse; it was the guys against the girls and 
it looked like a draw at this point. CeeDee was on Em’s shoulders and Bo had his legs 
around Austin’s neck. He slid into the chair and raised the bottle of beer to his lips with a 
sigh of contentment. He sat the bottle back on the patio table and looked at Anderson. 


“Anderson, I have a problem I need help with.” 
“Oh?” 
Steve nodded. “Yeah.” 
“And that would be?” 
“Markus Loud in Green Spaces. I want to replace him.” 
“So replace him. There’s no problem there. You know I expect my department 


heads to run their departments without my interference,” Anderson threw over his 
shoulder as he used a pair of tongs to turn over the hamburger patties and the chicken 
thighs on the grill. Even more tantalizing smells joined the ones already in the air. 


“Yes, I know, but that was more in the way of an introduction to the problem rather 
than the problem itself.” 


“So tell me the problem.” 
“It’s who I want to replace him with,” Steve took another swallow of his Platinum 


Pilsner. 
Minuet had been watching Steve carefully ever since he had walked through the 


gate and now raised her hand. “Wait,” she interrupted, her hand palm out toward Steve. 
“I think I know what the problem is.” 


“You do?” Steve looked at her skeptically. She nodded. 
“You want to replace him with a her,” she stated as if it were a foregone conclusion. 


“And you have a burgeoning interest in the her.” 
Anderson shot Steve a sharp look. “Is that true?” 
Steve nodded. “Yes, that’s true, but it’s not the real problem.” 
“So what’s the real problem?” Anderson’s tone of voice was impatient. 
Steve Hoage took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “I want to replace Markus with 


Anniston—Anniston Stanton.” There, it’s out in the open. Steve waited for the storm to 
begin. 


Anderson stood with the tongs, holding a chicken thigh suspended in midair as he 
stared at Steve in surprise. 


“Yes, that Stanton,” Steve responded to the unvoiced question. Why am I so 
defensive? He wondered, and then shrugged off the question. Anniston Stanton was the 
person he wanted, and not because of his growing interest in the woman, but because 
he had been impressed by her ideas for Gossamer Greens. If she had come up with 
that novel idea on her own and persisted in her planning even though she had been 
rebuffed by her boss, Steve felt that she had more novel ideas in her head she hadn’t 
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brought to the surface. He wanted that fresh viewpoint to lead what he considered a 
valuable division of his department. 


Anderson closed the lid and sat back down, staring at Steve the whole time, his 
thoughts hidden behind what Minuet called his “command face.” He reached for his own 
glass of Stone Mountain and twirled it around, staring at the ice cubes as they clinked 
together. He took a sip, glanced at his wife, who merely raised one eyebrow, and looked 
back at Steve. 


“Is it the best move? Or is it a personal move?” Anderson asked softly. 
“Both,” Steve admitted. “You’re right, Minuet, I do have an interest in her, but that’s 


not the main reason I want her to run Green Spaces. I happened to run into her in 
Barracks 4 a couple of days ago and she showed me an idea she had for after we land 
on Enya.” He went on to relate the meeting and describe her concept of Gossamer 
Greens, the Wall of Memories, the Wall of Honor, the Eternal Flame and the role 
Gossamer 1 would play. When he finished, he sat back in the patio chair and waited for 
the reaction of Enya Colonization Corporation’s CEO. 


For several minutes Anderson stared off into space, his face blank. Finally, after 
what seemed to Steve to be an eternity, he took another sip of his drink and looked at 
Steve. “If she’s willing to take the job, knowing what she knows about how difficult it 
might be to overcome the stigma attached to the name ‘Stanton,’ then I think you’ve 
found yourself a new assistant to run Green Spaces.” 


He took another sip of the Stone Mountain and raised the glass in a small salute. 
“Congratulations.” 
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Gateway 


It was, in military terms, an “All Hands Evolution.” 
There were 2,737,500 Ration Packages, called RatPaks 
by everyone who used them, to be unloaded from the 
convoy of large trucks that had arrived at Gateway and to 
be stored in a large, refurbished warehouse. The RatPaks 
were on pallets that were unsuitable for use aboard the 
Gossamer Wings. Smaller containers, designed to fit into 
the shuttles that would fly them to the ship, filled one side 
of the warehouse. The gigantic task to repackage the 
RatPaks involved even Captain Anderson Lovett. It was a 
hot day in Gateway and gallons of sweat were generated 
by those involved in the task. Turlip, who was the head of 
Operations, had set up table after table of ElectroLite 
bottles, a sports drink developed to replace the minerals 


lost during perspiration and to maintain hydration for the workers. It was, Anderson 
thought grimly, one of the few accomplishments that Jessup Turlip could point to in the 
last few months. I’m going to have to be replace him, Anderson mused. I’m just not 
confident that he’s going to do well on Enya. He just does not seem to be the pioneering 
type. Anderson congratulated himself for the obvious understatement. At least right 
now, Operations isn’t a critical part of the colonization effort. But once we get to Enya. . . 
He shrugged and went back to layering the RatPaks into the half-full container in front of 
him. 


Each RatPak, which provided 3,000 calories for one person for one day, was in a 
box that measured 20 centimeters by 20 centimeters by 10 centimeters. In addition to 
three main courses and three side dishes for each main course, there were desserts, 
crackers and a spread of some kind (cheese, peanut butter or jelly) in each package. 
Additionally, a powered drink mix (usually ElectroLite), utensils, salt and pepper, and a 
flameless Ration Heater were included. On top of all that, there was a small bottle of 
hand sanitizer, enough water to hydrate the meal and to prepare the drink mix, a 
package of instant coffee including packets of sugar and cream, and collapsible dishes. 
Like the box the RatPak came in, the dishes, utensils and the condiment packaging 
were biodegradable. Anderson wiped the sweat from his forehead and glanced at the 
RatPak in his hand. The label read “Spaghetti and Meat Balls with Garlic Bread.” He 
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shook his head. No way would this compare with Minuet’s spaghetti and meatballs, he 
thought with a smile as he fitted the box into the cargo container. 


There was also “Meat Loaf,” “Chicken Alfredo,” “Ham and Hash Browns,” “Red 
Beans and Rice,” “Beef Brisket,” “Tuna Casserole” and “Beef Stew.” For breakfast, 
there was “Pancakes with Syrup,” “Scrambled Eggs and Bacon,” “Grits,” “Oatmeal,” and 
a couple of other delicacies that Anderson thought he might pass up. There were 
“Peaches,” “Peanut Butter and Cheese Crackers,” “Nutritional Bars,” “Fruit Salad” and 
“Orange Slices.” He shook his head ruefully. If we can’t get our own food to grow on 
Enya, this is going to be a long, excruciating experience. He patted his stomach. Well, 
at least I’ll probably be able to keep my figure. He laughed aloud and got a curious look 
from the person next to him. Anderson shook his head and muttered “private joke.” 
Somewhere in the crowd of people in the warehouse were Minuet and all four of their 
children, along with every Department Head and probably 90 percent of the rest of 
Gateway’s current population; even the truck drivers had volunteered to help, although it 
was contrary to their normal policy. It’s going to be a long day, he sighed. He was 
wrong—it was a long two days. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


There were four long tables set up in the training room, each with 10 chairs and a 
small box in front of every chair. There was a body in every chair in the training room. 
Although, Anderson admitted to himself, some of the people in those chairs were not 
especially enthusiastic about being there. At the front of the room was a raised platform 
that held Anderson, Master Gunnery Chief Hari Rockwell and a podium. Anderson 
stood behind the podium while Hari stood at his left. In the back of the room sat 
Anderson’s four children. They had volunteered to set up the room, put out the boxes on 
the tables and to clean up the room after the session was completed. Anderson smiled 
at them before he spoke. 


“Thank you, ladies and gentlemen, for taking time out of your busy schedules to be 
here this afternoon,” he began.  


Bear leaned toward Anderson and in a stage whisper said, “Captain, you said this is 
a mandatory training session.” 


“Oh, yeah. I did, didn’t I?” A ripple of laughter moved through the 40 people in the 
room. 


“Well, be that as it may, welcome to Survival 101. These classes, as Bear has 
pointed out, are mandatory for everyone going to Enya. People, we do not know what 
we are going to find there—or what might find us. We know there’s breathable 
atmosphere, we know there are plants, trees, and bushes, but we don’t know what else 
we might run into once we land. Some of those things we find will probably be friendly 
or at least non-threatening, and some might dangerous or even deadly. Since one of 
our first tasks is to explore our surroundings, it behooves us to make sure each of you 
know how to protect yourselves. It may just save your life one day. Or maybe someone 
else’s life. 


“This first class will introduce you to the ISK, your Individual Survival Kit, issued to 
each of you when you first arrived at Gateway. The lower right pocket of your Uni was 
designed to hold the ISK securely so that you always have it with you.” Anderson 
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paused. “How many of you have removed the ISK and left it in your quarters because 
you felt it was a pain to lug around?” 


Several tentative hands went up and Anderson nodded. “I thought so.” He put his 
hands on his hips and frowned out over the assembly. “This kit may save your life or the 
life of someone you love. Keep it with you at all times, even here in Gateway. It won’t 
take long for it to become just another thing you carry around with you, like the stylus 
that almost everyone of you have in one of your pockets. While we are not into corporal 
punishment here in the ECC and we do not burn people at the stake for not following 
common-sense precautions, no one will have any sympathy for you if you need an ISK 
and you don’t have it on you. Carry it with you at all times. For those of you who have 
misplaced your ISK, pick up a new one from one of my capable assistants who are 
sitting in the back of the room.” He waved a hand in the direction of his four children. 


Anderson paused for a moment, hoping that every person in the room was 
absorbing his message. If not, he thought, that’s their tough luck. The ones who were 
most likely to ignore him were the scientists. He was not worried about the ex-
Peacekeeping Forces in the room; they had grown used to carrying a similar kit on their 
uniforms, but the civilians—that’s another story. He motioned to Bear. 


“For those of you who don’t know, this is Master Gunnery Chief Hari Rockwell. Call 
him ‘Bear.’ He is in charge of the series of lectures on survival and the several field trips 
scheduled for each of you during the next six months. If you have any questions about 
anything associated with survival on Enya, he is the man to ask. Bear?” Anderson 
stepped away from the podium and Bear took his place. 


“Each of you has an ISK sitting in front of you. In this session, we’re going to 
investigate every item in it and explain what it’s for and how to use it. As Anderson said, 
the ISK may save your life or the life of someone you love.” 


Anderson went to the back of the room as Bear began to talk and sat down next to 
his children. He leaned over and, in a quiet voice so as not to detract from Bear’s words, 
thanked them for setting up the room. He knew he didn’t have to do that, but it was an 
integral part of a parent’s responsibility toward their children to instill common curtsies in 
them. Each of the four had already learned that, Anderson was confident, but it never 
hurt to reinforce the lesson. They smiled back at him, never taking their eyes off the 
front of the room. 


“Your ISK is in a water-proof container that is designed to withstand a lot of 
punishment and to fit into one of your leg pockets. However, you can damage it if you’re 
not careful, so keep that in mind. Nothing is idiot proof. If you will open your ISK, we’ll 
begin by talking about what’s on top.” 


It took a couple of minutes for everyone to open the containers that sat before them 
and Bear waited patiently. When everyone had their kit opened, Bear continued. 


“The first thing you’ll notice is that there are several items attached with a piece of 
tape to the inside of the lid. By the way, the inside of the lid is also a mirror that you can 
use to signal someone if you find yourself in a crisis. Now, let’s look at the items taped 
to the lid. You’ll see a couple of large needles, a rolled-up length of heavy thread, a 
couple of safety pins, two mini-glowsticks, known as cyalumes, and a single-edged 
razor blade. 


“The large needles with the wide eyes, once called sail maker’s needles, can be 
used as an arrowhead or used to repair damaged clothing with the heavy thread. The 
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safety pins are there to mend small clothing damage or, in extremis, hold the edges of a 
wound together. The mini-glowsticks can be used for emergency lighting or to mark 
your location for a rescue party. And the razor blade, the edge protected by a piece of 
cardboard, will help you skin an animal or cut a piece of line or rope. There’s another 
razor blade in Layer 6 of the nine layers in the ISK, which we’ll talk about later when we 
get down to that layer. Any questions so far?” 


There were none. 
“Okay. Let’s look at what’s in Layer 1 of your ISK:  bandages and medical pads. 


There are several sizes of bandages, designed to protect minor injuries such as scrapes 
or small cuts. There are a couple of bandages designed especially for foot blisters. The 
medical pads are there for injuries that are more serious. There’s also a small tube of 
Seal-It which, mixed with water or saliva, will hold the edges of a wound together until 
the body can heal itself. You can also use the waterproof medical pads to mend holes in 
your tent or tarpaulin or even your clothing.” Bear had taken each item of the ISK from a 
kit on the podium as he talked about it and held it up for everyone to see. He reached in 
for the next level. 


“The four antiseptic wipes in Layer 2 of your ISK, are obviously for cleansing 
wounds or bites. They can also be ignited by a spark to get a fire going, should you 
need one.” He laid the wipes aside. 


“Layer 3:  Six packets of Puralene, which is a chemical water-purification tablet. 
Each packet holds six tablets and each tablet will disinfect three liters of water. There’s 
also a piece of cheesecloth to filter the water you purify with the Puralene tablet.” 


“This is silly!” Bear stopped talking and glanced toward the voice from the right side 
of the room. Dr. Damien Drake sat at the end of the first table with a disgusted look on 
his face. He had not opened the ISK in front of him. 


“Dr. Drake, I believe?” Bear’s voice was chilling. 
Drake nodded, a look of disgust on his face. 
“Did you have something to contribute?” 
Drake waved his hand. “This is all very silly,” he repeated. “With all the modern 


conveniences we’re going to have aboard the ship and on the ground, I don’t see any 
reason for anybody to have to carry this stuff,” he pointed at his ISK.  


Behind Dr. Drake, an anonymous voice said in disgust, “It’s not silly, but you are 
stupid.” Drake flushed and turned around, looking for the speaker. Everyone behind him 
had an innocent look. Drake turned back around to face Bear, his anger obvious. 


Bear stared at him for a moment and then, in a quiet, unemotional voice, asked, “Dr. 
Drake, you are a biologist, correct?” Drake nodded. “Have you ever been in the field?” 
Drake nodded again. “Then you should realize better than anyone else that Murphy can 
make his presence known at any time. Is there any reason why we should not be 
prepared for any problem we might encounter on Enya? Have you ever scratched your 
hand or arm while you were gathering specimens?” 


“Well,” Dr. Drake responded gracelessly, “I suppose there are some people who 
don’t pay attention to what they’re doing, I guess. Real professionals don’t have those 
problems.” 


“Damien Drake, you are a damned fraud!” Sitting next to Drake was a regal-looking 
woman with gray in her hair and laughter in her voice. “Have you somehow forgotten 
the Ene River? As I recall, you swelled up like an over-inflated balloon after brushing 
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against some bush on the edge of the river.” She glanced up at Bear. “The Ene River is 
one of the multitudes of tributaries which feed the Amazon River,” she explained. “Dr. 
Perfect here,” she poked Dr. Drake with a forefinger, “had an amazing reaction to the 
defensive mechanism of one of the local plants. It gave new meaning to the word 
‘inflation’.” She cut her eyes toward Damien Drake with undisguised glee. “That’s why 
his nickname is ‘Balloon’.” 


Drake looked mortified and attempted, unsuccessfully, to shrink into his chair while 
still giving the woman an evil, life-threatening look of pure hatred that failed to overcome 
the merriment that accompanied her tale. 


“Then you, Dr. Drake, of all people, should appreciate what we’re trying to do here; 
however—” his voice had a hard edge to it. “—this training is still mandatory. I suppose 
you could ask Captain Lovett to excuse you from it. But,” Bear smiled, “I doubt if you’ll 
be successful. He seems to be pretty committed to his goal of giving everyone the most 
complete toolbox of weapons to keep them safe and healthy on a world we’ve never 
been to. So, if you don’t mind, Dr. Drake, I’ll continue. I think we’d all appreciate it if 
you’d keep your negative comments to yourself.” 


Bear turned away from the angry biologist and returned to his lesson. “Now, Level 4 
is a re-sealable packet of Petroleum jelly. Use this for chapped lips, rashes and sores. 
You can also use it to help start a fire. Level 5 contains a waterproof notepad and a 
mechanical pencil for taking notes or leaving a message somewhere. There’s a plastic 
magnifying glass which can be also be used to help extract insect stings or splinters or 
to start a fire. There are also several sheets of toilet paper which—well, perhaps I don’t 
need to explain them!” He smiled at the laughter that greeted his words. 


“Layer 6:  a pocket survival saw for cutting fire wood, another single-edged razor 
blade, and three needles already threaded with pieces of strong, artificial filament for 
repair. Layer 7 has two Photon-emitting Diode flashlights, one with a red lens and one 
with a white lens . The batteries, by the way, which are rated for a thousand hours of 
use, are in backwards and you’ll need to reverse them before you use them; handles for 
the survival saw in Layer 6; a mini multi-tool; flint; a fire steel and a couple of tampons 
for starting fires. By the way, you can smear the Petroleum jelly on the tampons and 
make starting a fire much easier. And a snare wire to make animal traps or use as 
lashing.” He sat those items aside and pulled out the next layer. 


“Here’s a piezoelectric fire starter, several waterproof matches in a waterproof bag 
and a baggie of potassium permanganate. At low concentrations the potassium 
permanganate can purify water and, at high concentrations, to cleanse wounds.” He 
held up the bag, “Also, if you combine it with sugar from your RatPak, the combination 
will start a fire. That’s Layer 8.” 


Bear stopped and looked over his audience. “Are there any questions?” No one 
responded. 


“Okay, here we have Layer 9, the last items in the ISK. The non-lubricated condoms 
are not here for what you think.” Several snickers came from the audience. Bear 
grinned. “They’re included so they can be used to transport or store water, or to protect 
anything you need protected,” he glanced at Dr. Drake. “Like specimens. Or an injured 
finger. The mini fishing kit with several hooks, flies, swivels, split-shots and some fishing 
line is also ideal for repairs. Of course, we’re not sure if we can eat any fish on Enya, 
but at least it’s there in case we can. Fish are easier to catch than animals.” 
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He sat these items to the side. “Now, there’s a little bit of room left in the ISK if you 
want to personalize it. Some things you might consider adding include plastic baggies, 
aluminum foil, painkillers or aspirin, or perhaps some surgical tubing so you can reach 
water that might be in an otherwise inaccessible place. We can talk about additional 
items outside class anytime you’d like to meet with me. And that, ladies and gentlemen, 
is your Individual Survival Kit. Keep it with you at all times. You never know when you, 
or someone else, might need it. Any questions?” He looked over the room. When no 
one said anything, he nodded. “Our next mandatory,” he emphasized the word 
‘mandatory,’ “session will deal with how to start a fire. Please meet here again on 
Thursday at the same time and we’ll get started.” A hand appeared from the back of the 
room. “Yes?” Bear asked. 


“What other things are we going to do in this survival training?” 
Bear smiled and began to tick the items off with his fingers. “Start a fire, First Aid, 


weather, crossing rivers, vertical movements, tying knots, setting up a camp, creating 
shelter, cooking, trapping animals, sanitation and a few other miscellaneous subjects. 
I’ve focused everything in these lectures on keeping you alive. Anything else?” 


He waited for a moment, and then continued. “Thank you again for your attention. 
We’ll meet here again Thursday for Survival 102. Leave the ISKs on the table and my 
capable assistants, will take care of them. On your way out, pick up a new ISK from the 
pile on the table if you need to. Good evening.” 


The room emptied quickly and Anderson walked to the front of the room. “You 
handled Dr. Drake well, Bear.” 


Bear shook his head sadly. “I don’t mind ignorance. I can fix ignorance. But 
stupidity? There is no cure for that! I’ll bet he’s the first one that winds up needing help, 
just like he needed help in the Amazon. Some people are just incapable of learning from 
their mistakes.” 


“Probably,” Anderson agreed.  
Bear turned to the four kids who were gathering up the opened ISKs and their 


contents and throwing them into a large container on a handcart. “If you want to wait 
until tomorrow to take that to the main copier, it’s okay.” Since the contents of the ISKs 
had been handled, opened, folded, spindled and mutilated, the children would take 
them to Gateway’s main copier to be returned to the materials pool it used to create 
new things. “Just remember, share and share alike.” 


“It won’t take us long, Bear. We’ll just finish it up and then go home,” Ember Anne 
responded, glancing at the other three for affirmation.  


“Thank again for your help.” He told them and Bear and Anderson exited the room, 
talking about Survival 102. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


It took only a few minutes for the four to clean off the tables and they took turns 
pushing the cart down the street to a medium-sized building and into a room with the 
label “Materials Receiving” on it. Cheyenne Dawn marched up to a large, dimly lit panel 
on the side of the large machine sitting in the center of the room and said, “Deposit.” 
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The panel brightened and a melodious voice issued from a hidden speaker. “Good 
evening, do you have a deposit to make? Will this be a single deposit or a multiple 
deposit?” 


“Multiple,” CeeDee answered. 
“And is there a specific manner in which the deposits are to be allotted?” 
“Equal.” 
“Very well. Please place the items in the Receiving Bin and, when all materials have 


been transferred, tap the ‘Finished’ button on this panel and follow the instructions 
which will follow.” 


Since the only sharp objects in the tattered and torn remains of the Individual 
Survival Kits were the razors that were protected by a cardboard cover, the four Lovett 
children simply grabbed handfuls and dumped them into the waiting hopper. Austin, the 
tallest of the four, reached down to capture the last, lonely band aid that had mounted a 
stubborn defense against being recycled by clinging to the bottom of the cart. It followed 
its companions. Bo reached over and closed the lid to signal the Copier that it was time 
for the next step in the process of turning unwanted material into wanted material.  


The Copier had grown out of the 3D and 4D printers of the early 2000s. It broke 
down materials into their basic components and held them in stasis until needed. It 
could create anything for which it had a blueprint stored in a memory cube, anything 
from building materials like Clearment to the complicated PADD. If there were no 
blueprint for the desired item, the Copier could scan the new item and create a blueprint 
for it. How long it took to create a new blueprint depended solely on the item’s 
complexity. It did however, have a limitation:  it could not make a copy of any organic 
material, like a fruit or a vegetable or a piece of meat, with any nutritional value. It was a 
limitation that scientists had tried to negate for two hundred years—without success. 


Nothing happened for a minute or two, as the silent machine analyzed the materials 
and calculated their value. When the process was completed, the voice spoke again. 
“Please enter the first Bank of Enya account number for allocation of your credit.” 


Cheyenne Dawn entered the number ‘5’ on the pad and pressed “Enter”; that was 
her Bank of Enya account number. The Bank of Enya, organized under the umbrella of 
the United Nations Bank and granted a charter by that organization, was the main—and 
only, right now—financial institution for the planet Enya. It was a significant role player 
in the colonists’ lives even here on Earth and would be essential on Enya. It handled all 
transfers of money within the colony between individuals or within the Enya Colonization 
Corporation itself, and would have an exclusive role in financing the projects on Enya. 
Dasi Cunningham, head of the Department of Finance for the ECC, had offered the 
Lovett family the honor of becoming the Bank of Enya’s first customers:  Anderson’s 
account number was “1;” Minuet, “2;” Austin, “3;” Beaumont, “4;” Cheyenne Dawn, “5;” 
and Ember Anne, “6.”  


“Please enter your password. Remember, your eight-character Password is case 
sensitive.” 


CeeDee stuck her tongue out at the unnecessary reminder—passwords were 
always case sensitive—and used the touch screen to enter her Password. The machine 
considered her input for a moment, decided that it was, indeed, the correct password for 
that particular account, and the panel displayed her account balances in a line-item 
format. The first line was her main account and the second line was her “savings” 
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account. At the far right of the screen, each line had a blank space in a column labeled 
“Percentage or Amount.” She quickly entered “90%” on the first line and “10%” on the 
savings account line. Anderson and Minuet had constantly emphasized the need for all 
the children to put at least 10 percent of any money they earned from babysitting (a 
need that hadn’t changed in hundreds of years), doing extra tasks around the house (no 
one used the term “allowance” any more) or, in this case, any work they did for ECC, 
into a savings account “for their old age.” It had been so ingrained in them that none of 
the children thought anything about it anymore:  it was simply automatic. Ten percent 
always went into savings. 


The money in the Bank of Enya was in the form of credit pegged to the current 
value of the dollar used on Earth. Once the colonists landed on Enya, they would be 
converted, using some mysterious mathematical formula that none of the children had 
the foggiest idea of (and did not really care about) into New Dollars, which had already 
been christened “NDs,” pronounced “Indys.” For the time being, however, one Indy 
equaled one Earth Dollar. 


It did not take long for the other three to enter their account numbers and allocate 
their share of the materials credit to the appropriate accounts. Soon the four of them 
headed back to the training room to return the cart to its proper place. CeeDee and Em 
had piled into the cart while Austin and Bo gleefully provided the propulsion. Their 
laughter echoed from building to building as they rattled down the dimly lit streets back 
to the ECC Headquarters building. It was not, by any stretch of the imagination, the 
straightest of paths. Nobody cared. 
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Enya Colonization Corporation Headquarters 


Anderson stared at the projection that covered one 
complete wall of his office, his hands clasped behind his 
back. It was a complicated diagram with hundreds of lines 
representing those myriad tasks remaining before 
Gossamer Wings could break Luna orbit and head out of 
the Solar System for Enya. Anderson nodded in 
satisfaction at the unbelievable number of green lines that 
indicated completed tasks. There were many orange ones 
to represent tasks nearly completed, but there were also 
more than a few red ones—things still left to finish.  


“Okay, Jenni, Task 923A is finished,” Anderson, said 
to Jenni Monday, who was sitting at Anderson’s desk. Her 
fingers flew over the keyboard and the line representing 
Task 923A turned from orange to green. He nodded and 


leaned forward to get a closer look at another of the task lines. “According to Jessup, 
Task 944G will be completed next Wednesday, so go ahead and make it orange.” 


Jenni paused, her hands poised over the virtual keyboard. “Are you sure?” 
Anderson frowned. “No, I’m not.” He sighed, leaned against the edge of the desk 


and shrugged in frustration. “What am I going to do with him, Jenni? Every time I turn 
around, he misses a deadline. I’m getting to where I just can’t trust him anymore.” 


Jenni nodded. “Jet and I had dinner together last night out in Del Rio.” Jet McCloud 
was Jenni’s cousin and the head of the Maintenance Division in Operations, the 
department led by Jessup Turlip. “There are a lot of problems in Operations and Jet 
says that morale gets worse every day.” 


“I know,” Anderson mumbled as he rubbed his face with his hands. “We’re only six 
months away from launch and I’m afraid things will get screwed up if I replace him now.” 
He looked over his fingertips at his assistant. “Any suggestions?” 


“I’ve got lots of suggestions,” a voice interrupted the conversation as Steve Hoage 
came through the door. He flopped into a chair and extended his legs out in an 
undignified sprawl. “My number one suggestion is that you fire his worthless ass and get 
somebody in there that can do the job. You do remember our little talk about Markus 
Loud, don’t you?” 


Anderson snorted. “Yeah, I remember.” 
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“Well, replace him! Look how well things turned out when I fired Loud. Anniston is 
doing one helluva job in Green Spaces. So take your own advice.” Steve looked 
defiantly at Anderson. 


Anderson thought for a moment, and then nodded. “You’re right, Steve. You’re 
absolutely right.” He turned to look at Jenni. “Call Mr. Turlip, please, and ask him to 
come over, right now.” His frown turned into a smile. “And call Jet. I want him in here in 
30 minutes.” 


Steve broke into a wide smile. “Excellent choice! Jet McCloud will get things back 
on track.” 


“You’re going to promote my cousin to the head of Operations?” Jenni said with 
wide eyes. 


“Yep.” Anderson waved his hand in her general direction in a royal, imperious 
gesture that—long ago—used to accompany the command “Off with his head!” The grin 
on his face softened his hand motion. “Make it happen.” 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


An hour later, two men had left the Executive Building; one dejected and slinking 
along the street to his quarters, the other smiling and almost dancing in delight. 


Jessup Turlip had been outwardly devastated when Anderson told him to pack up; 
inwardly, he was so relieved as to be on the edge of tears. As the days passed and the 
time to leave Earth for Enya came closer and closer, Jessup had become more and 
more panicked. A recurring nightmare took over his nights. One where he was naked 
and defenseless in the middle of a forest clearing. From all around him came the 
sounds of some terrible, unknown monster which stalked him and hid in the shadows, 
snarling and spitting as it planned his death. He would wake up screaming, the sheets 
wet with sweat, his eyes wide in terror, his heart beating so fast and loud that it seemed 
to echo from his bedroom walls. During the day, the memory of his paralyzing dread 
followed him everywhere, interfering with his ability to concentrate and to make rational 
decisions. He had known, deep down inside, that he was on shaky ground and that it 
was only a matter of time before Anderson had to step in. Now that the axe had finally 
fallen, Jessup Turlip was ashamed that he had failed so miserably. He had never been 
fired before—ever—and he found it almost impossible to separate his mixed emotions. 
He was ashamed but, at the same time, he was unbelievably relieved that his nightmare 
death would never come true. 


Jet McCloud, on the other hand, was already making a mental list of the things he 
knew he had to accomplish in order to put the Operations Department back on track. He 
was not an egotistical person, but he knew he could whip the department back into 
shape in short order. Occasionally a twinge of doubt over his ability to overcome the 
errors his predecessor had made would surface, but each time he beat the misgivings 
into submission. He was good with people, he knew; and he was an excellent 
administrator, even if he did say so himself. He stopped at a street corner and punched 
in a number on his commband. 


The little-girl voice of Malibu St. James, the Operations Department Administrative 
Assistant answered him. “Yes, Mr. McCloud?” 
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“Knock off the Mr. McCloud stuff, Malibu, and get a hold of the division chiefs for a 
meeting in 30 minutes in my new office.” 


“Your new office?” Malibu’s voice was a curious mixture of surprise and satisfaction. 
She was as intelligent as she was attractive and Jet suspected that his news was no 
news to her. 


“My new office,” Jet responded with just a tiny touch of hubris. “I’m the new 
Operations Department head.” 


He could almost hear the smile in her voice. “Yes, Sir!” 
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Lovett House, Gateway 


Anderson was uncharacteristically somber as he sat 
at the dinner table and picked at his food, his eyes 
staring, unfocused on his still half-full plate. Dinner was 
usually the time of day when everyone in the family 
caught everyone else up on their day’s activities. 
Sometimes a philosophical discussion would erupt and 
often result in an extended mealtime and cold food. 
Nothing was sacrosanct at the table; not politics, not 
religion (what there was of religion on 23rd Century 
Earth), not even the peccadilloes (or worse) reported in 
the numerous “Smut Sheets” published around the world. 
The only rule was that the discussion, no matter the topic, 
could not include personal attacks. If you disagreed with 
someone, be prepared to defend your stance on its 


merits. His family had unconsciously reacted to his mood and everyone was unusually 
quiet, as though they hesitated to intrude upon his thoughts. Minuet and CeeDee had 
put together a superb meal, each of them making their favorite dishes. CeeDee was 
beginning to enjoy cooking and, Minuet had to admit, close to rivaling Austin’s talent in 
the kitchen.  


Even the seven-layer German chocolate cake for dessert, one of Anderson’s 
favorites, failed to rouse him from his brown study. Finally, Minuet had enough and she 
threw her napkin onto her dessert plate in disgust.  


“If you are going to continue to sulk, husband of mine, either tell us why you’re 
acting this way or take your gloom and doom somewhere else. We’re all too excited 
about tomorrow and, should this mood of yours at the table continue, I expect there to 
be five very large explosions which will probably be heard and felt at least as far away 
as Del Rio, not to mention the damage they’ll do to you personally.” 


The surprised look on their father’s face was too much for the four children around 
the table to ignore and they broke into roars of laughter that turned into tears as they 
succumbed to their father’s pole-axed expression and his obvious momentary mental 
confusion. Minuet joined them. A series of emotions flashed across Anderson’s face:  
surprise, indignation and a dawning realization that he had been a wet blanket tossed 
over what he had to acknowledge as anticipation and expectation from his family. His 
frown turned into a sheepish grin. 
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“I’m sorry,” he apologized in a voice loud enough to break through the chortles and 
snorts that swept around the table. “It’s just that tomorrow is a big day and I keep 
wondering how many alligators are going to climb out of the swamp to bite me on the 
ass.”  


If he thought his admission would halt the laughter, he was sadly mistaken. They 
did not do a thing to stem the peals of mirth that began all over again at his lame 
explanation. It took several minutes, but finally the laughter sputtered to a halting end. 
However, the smiles—grins really—stayed behind as though they belonged to the 
Cheshire cat. 


“Now that that’s out of your systems,” Anderson said, “let’s talk about tomorrow.” He 
leaned forward, his elbows on the tabletop. “Almost all the luggage and equipment has 
already been taken to Gossamer Wings and loaded into the cargo holds which leaves 
only the people.” Each colonist could take 50 kilos of personal belongings on the trip 
and the long shaft between the living quarters and the engine sphere was divided into 
cargo holds designed to store the more than 500,000 kilograms of material going with 
the colonists.  


“Tomorrow we start taking people up to the ship. The first shuttle, well, actually the 
second shuttle, with 25 people aboard will launch at 0900, followed by the third at 1000, 
the fourth at 1100, and so forth, around the clock, until everybody is aboard the ship. 
Steve and I have modeled it carefully, more than once I might add, and are convinced 
an hour should be long enough for the trip up and for everybody to get off the shuttle 
and onto the ship.” He sighed. “The next couple of weeks are going to be damned 
stressful.” He sat back in his chair. 


The grins slowly changed into more serious expressions as he continued. 
“Now, Dasi Cunningham, Brandon Bosworth and I will alternate at the Control 


Tower to oversee shuttle operations. Steve Hoage and Jet McCloud will supervise 
refueling of the shuttles and any required maintenance. Min,” Anderson nodded at his 
wife, “along with Lori Hermitage and Anniston Stanton, will handle the Departure 
Lounge and track the passengers. Judge Field will be available to help anywhere he’s 
needed.” He took a sip of his wine. 


“That brings us to you four.” 
Four sets of eyebrows raised in unison. Each of them had already been assigned a 


job and they were looking forward to being an integral part of the process of transporting 
the scientists and colonists from Gateway to Gossamer Wings. Granted, it meant they 
would be the last to go aboard the ship, but the self-satisfaction they had already begun 
to feel about their contributions to the colonization effort would overcome any 
disappointment about being last. Now, suddenly, they were afraid that their roles might 
be changed or even eliminated. Their trepidation was obvious from the stricken looks 
Anderson saw on his children’s faces. 


“No,” he shook his head. “You’re not being ‘shuffled off to Baltimore’.” They had 
heard the expression before and knew immediately that their fears were unfounded. 
The sighs were almost audible. “All I want to do is go over your jobs one last time to 
make sure there are no questions, so relax.” They relaxed. 


“Austin,” Anderson pointed to the taller of the two brothers. “You are my go-fer, as in 
go-fer this and go-fer that. And you, Bo, are Steve’s go-fer. No matter what we need, 
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you’re in charge of getting it. I suspect both of you will get tired of carrying gallons of 
coffee, but I also expect that gallons of coffee will be exactly what each of us will need.” 


“You,” he looked at Ember Anne, “and CeeDee will be helping Min and Anniston 
with the passengers in the Departure Lounge. CeeDee, you’re with Min on the first shift 
and Em, you’re with Anniston on the second shift. The only two things you need to 
worry about are that every passenger takes a dose of Dratamine and every passenger 
is carrying or wearing a pair of Magna-Booties. Anybody who won’t take the Dratamine 
or refuses the booties does not get on the shuttle. If you have problems, let your mother 
or Anniston know immediately. Don’t hold up the loading, just move them aside and 
holler for help.”  


Dratamine was the most effective anti-nausea medicine ever developed; some 
people did not handle weightlessness well and, since there was no way to identify those 
particular people beforehand, everyone would take one of the purple capsules. Booties 
were nothing more than tight-fitting, calf-high slippers with magnetic soles to keep the 
wearer’s feet on the floor, or deck, of the ship; there would be no gravity on Gossamer 
Wings until it began powered flight out to the edge of the solar system. Without the 
booties, a person would simply float around in the zero gravity environment. 


“James Delasandri, along with Stoni Case as his assistant, will take the third shift in 
the Departure Lounge. Jenni Monday, Cadence Chance and Malibu St. James will be 
aboard Gossamer Wings to get people to the correct cabins and settled in—they’ll be on 
the first flight.” Jenni Monday was Anderson’s administrative assistant, Cadence 
Chance was Steve Hoage’s, James Delasandri was Dr. Bosworth’s, Stoni Case was 
Dasi Cunningham’s and Malibu St. James was Jet McCloud’s assistant.  


“And last, but not least, Sunni Touaxe, Bear and Walter Hasbro will be in the 
barracks to corral each shuttle flight’s passengers when it’s their turn to leave. Addison 
Case will be the floater, helping out anywhere she’s needed.” Sunni Touaxe worked for 
Judge Field while Addison Case was Walter C. Hasbro’s Assistant Historian. 


“We,” he waved his hand to indicate all of them at the table, “along with Anniston, 
Steve, Lori, Dasi, Brandon, Jet, Sunni, Bear, Walter, Addy, James, Stoni, Sunni, and 
Judge Field, will be in the last shuttle.” He glanced at each of his children in turn. “Any 
questions?” 


There were none. “In that case, I think it’s about time for all of us to go to bed and 
try to get some rest. But before that,” he nodded to Minuet who got up and went into the 
kitchen, “I think a small celebration is in order.”  


Minuet wheeled a kitchen cart back into the dining room. There were six small, 
fluted, personalized glasses on a tray and a bucket holding a bottle of champagne 
covered in ice. Anderson removed the wire from the champagne bottle and wiggled the 
stopper until it popped off. It flew over CeeDee’s head, hit the wall and bounced to the 
floor. CeeDee had instinctively ducked to dodge the missile. 


“Damn! Missed again!” Anderson said. Bo reached down, grabbed the plastic 
stopper off the floor and sat it on the table with a big grin.  


Anderson poured each flute half-full of champagne and handed them to Minuet one 
by one, who checked the name engraved on each and handed them to their namesake. 
He stood, lifted his own personalized goblet and held it toward the center of the table. 
His wife and children followed suit.  
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“To Enya, the New World. May it be all we hope for.” The tinkle of crystal against 
crystal was loud in the quiet room. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


A massive dome of high pressure hovered over the western Gulf of Mexico and, 
according to the weather guessers, would remain there for a month—maybe. It was 
unusual for this time of year, but Anderson was very happy it had developed. The high 
pressure guaranteed good weather as long as it stayed where it was and that meant 
that even if a hurricane developed (it was, in fact, hurricane season on the Gulf Coast) it 
would be steered away from Gateway and the monumental task of moving 7,500 people 
from Gateway and up to Gossamer Wings. The air was clear and calm this morning and 
the temperature had already started its inevitable climb upward when Anderson reached 
the top of the Control Tower that overlooked the runways of Gateway. There were three 
runways, one of them about 2,000 meters long and the other two almost 2,700 meters 
in length, thanks to the once-booming United States Air Force training base that long 
ago was called McLaughlin which had been turned into Gateway. 


He glanced at the anemometer readout and nodded at the zeros displayed there. A 
little wind would have been nice, but you can’t have everything, Anderson commented 
to himself. He looked down at the edge of the main runway, designated 13C/31C, at the 
shuttle that sat there, access hatch open, waiting for its passengers. He thumbed the 
push-to-talk button on the radio. 


“Gossamer 1, this is Mission Control, over.” 
“Mission Control, this is Gossamer 1, go ahead,” Jean-Pierre Paul answered 


promptly. 
“Are you ready for your first customers?” 
“Roger, Mission Control. Our cargo is secured and we’re ready to receive 


passengers.” 
“On their way.” Anderson entered a number on his commband and said, “Jenni? 


Head ‘em up and move ‘em out.” He activated the radio again. “Gossamer 1, you are 
cleared for takeoff at pilot’s discretion. Good flight. Out.” 


“Roger, Mission Control. Understand Gossamer 1 cleared for takeoff at pilot’s 
discretion. Gossamer 1 out, and thank you.” 


Three figures walked out of the Departure Lounge, across the apron, up the stairs, 
and into the waiting shuttle. The last person, who Anderson recognized as his assistant, 
Jenni Monday, waved cheerily just before the hatch closed behind her. Moments later, 
the shuttle roared down the runway and into the air. Jenni Monday, Cadence Chance 
and Malibu St. James were on their way to Gossamer Wings to prepare for the first 
flight of 25 passengers scheduled to lift off at 0900, a little over an hour away. 


I wish that were me. I didn’t realize until just now how much I miss flying. A tap on 
his shoulder interrupted Anderson’s wistful stare at where the shuttle had disappeared 
from sight. 


“Dad?” Anderson turned to face his son, Austin, who stood behind him balancing a 
tray with a cup of coffee, a cup of hot tea and several delicious looking doughnuts in 
one hand. For the first time, Anderson realized his son was almost as tall as he was. 
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They grow up so fast! Anderson thought with a tiny sliver of disappointment. He 
shrugged off the thought. Nothing is going to spoil today. 


“Ah!” Anderson said in anticipation, as he reached for the coffee cup. 
“The doughnuts are chocolate filled,” Austin informed his father with a grin. 
“Ah-ha!” Anderson’s exclamation was even more enthusiastic as he put out his 


other hand for one of the bulging, glazed pastries. “You are a son any father would be 
proud of!” 


“Besides,” Austin said, laughing, “so far as I know, you’ve never met a piece of 
chocolate you didn’t like.” 


His mouth full of warm, dark chocolate, Anderson could only nod agreement. Austin 
took one of the doughnuts and examined it carefully. “I guess there’s a gene for that. 
Everybody in this family is a chocoholic.” 


“It’s called ‘appreciating the finer things in life’,” his father replied with his own laugh, 
albiet his words muffled by his full mouth. 


“Whatever!” Austin took a large bite of the doughnut, leaving his lips smeared with 
the glazed coating and a smidgen of chocolate on his cheek. 


They turned to the apron, where a yellow “mule” was towing the second shuttle, 
Gossamer 2, out of the hangar. Twenty-five passengers would fill up all the seats and it 
would take off, so long as the schedule held up, in just a little less than an hour. The 
other four shuttles, Gossamer 3 through 6, would take turns loading scientists and 
colonists and make multiple trips to Gossamer Wings until everybody was on board. 
Once that was done, it would be time to head out of the Solar System to an area just 
beyond Neptune and on the very edge of the Kuiper Belt. That’s where Gossamer 
Wings would make the translation from “normal space” into whatever strange and 
inexplicable dimension or realm the ship would then enter in order to depart the Solar 
System and almost instantaneously arrive 200 light years away at the edge of the Enya 
system.  


A part of Anderson wished the shuttles held more passengers, but there were 
physical and technical reasons why 25 was the maximum load each shuttle could carry. 
If we only had the Star Trek transporters that we were promised years ago, Anderson 
reflected wistfully. We could just transport everybody up to the ship and not have to 
spend days getting them there. He and Ember Anne, had discovered the two-century-
old series several months ago and both of them watched, enthralled for hours, by the 
science fiction shows and movies that once were so popular. Ember Anne reminds me 
of Spock sometimes, the idle thought surfaced and Anderson smiled inwardly at the 
comparison. It helped that Ember Anne’s favorite expression was “fascinating.” 


“Mother and Em are already in the Departure Lounge. I noticed them as I was 
picking up breakfast,” Austin said around his full mouth. Anderson nodded his 
satisfaction. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


The Departure Lounge, located on the first floor of the Control Tower, was empty 
and quiet when Minuet and Cheyenne Dawn arrived. The rows of chairs looked like they 
were not too uncomfortable; at least for the short time they would be in use. Two of the 
same type of chairs, one on either side of the double doors leading to the apron and 
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beyond that the runway, were obviously for use by the Docents, a term that had gained 
popularity, referring to the two-person teams stationed in the Departure Lounge. Minuet 
frowned. They might be okay for a short while, but if I have to sit in one of these things 
for eight hours, I won’t be able to walk afterwards. She made a mental note to have 
more comfortable chairs brought in to the Lounge. 


Minuet sat her PADD containing the list of passenger names for the flights 
scheduled for her and CeeDee’s shift on one of the chairs and looked around for her 
daughter. Where else? Minuet shook her head in resigned acceptance as she saw her 
daughter hovering over a table loaded with donuts, croissants, jams, jellies, butter and 
other condiments. There was even a small micro set up in case someone wanted to 
warm up their breakfast selection. CeeDee had a donut in one hand, a glass of orange 
juice in the other and a pleased look on her face. Both CeeDee and Em had started 
eating like horses in the last couple of months and Minuet suspected, based on her 
experience with the two boys, that the girls were stocking up on food to fuel their own 
adolescent grow spurt. Her own growth spurt had started when she was just about the 
same age and she viewed with trepidation the complaints that the two girls would have 
as their bodies changed. Growing up can sometimes be uncomfortable, Minuet reflected 
remembering her own growing pains. She walked over and poured herself a cup of 
coffee. 


“Where did you put—oh, never mind.” Minuet noticed the rings of wristbands lying 
on the end of the table halfway through her question. Each passenger had a 
personalized wristband that had his or her name, cabin number, and a three-digit 
number that identified the flight number and passenger number on it. They were the 
same kind of wristband that still used to identify patients in a hospital.  


“Good morning!” came a cheerful voice and Minuet turned to see an old friend enter 
the Departure Lounge. 


“Dr. Hardesty!” Minuet sat her cup down and hurried over to give Julian Hardesty, 
MD, a hug and a smile. Dr. Hardesty returned both the hug and the smile with interest. 


“CeeDee,” Hardesty nodded at the girl as he and Minuet walked toward the table. 
“Good morning, Dr. Hardesty—or should I say ‘Mr. Surgeon General’?” CeeDee 


answered, grinning impishly at the distinguished, silver-haired physician who had 
become the colony’s chief medical officer. 


“I’ll ‘Mr. Surgeon General’ you, you little twerp!” He bent down. “Give me a hug and 
knock off all this silly stuff.” Dr. Julian Hardesty and the Lovett family had a long history 
together, starting when Arpeggio Hays went into labor with Minuet. He had been 
Anderson and Minuet’s physician from the beginning of their relationship and he was 
present for the birth of each Lovett, even though he was not an obstetrician. 


Hugs property exchanged, Dr. Hardesty glanced at the table then at the croissant in 
CeeDee’s hand. “It’s nice to have something to nibble on, I’ll have to admit,” he frowned, 
“but it’d be even nicer if it were just a little bit healthier.” 


CeeDee shook her head. “To think that, after all this time knowing us, you still hold 
onto the illusion that you can change our eating habits. How sad for you!” 


Before Hardesty could respond appropriately to CeeDee’s opening salvo, the door 
opened to admit one of The Refectory workers wearing a white apron and pushing a 
cart with four large glass bowls on it. The Refectory was Gateway’s cafeteria where 
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employees and guests were served meals. He picked up a bowl from the cart and sat it 
on the table.  


“Sorry I’m late. I got behind on slicing the pineapple somehow,” he said with an 
embarrassed look on his face. 


“Ah, but you’re here now!” Dr. Hardesty said, looking with approval at the bowls full 
of strawberries, melon balls, sliced pineapple, grapes, kiwi and diced cantaloupe. “This 
is much better!” He shot a stern look at CeeDee who pointedly reached for another 
croissant with studied exaggeration. Hardesty laughed. “Haven’t changed a bit, have 
you?” 


“I’m certain I have absolutely no idea what you could possibly be referring to,” 
CeeDee answered in her best pretentious, royal, you-are-so-beneath-me tone, her nose 
lifted in the air.  


Even The Refectory worker joined in the laughter. CeeDee put the croissant on a 
napkin and reached toward one of the bowls.  


“Actually,” she admitted, “I do kinda like kiwi.” She popped the slice of green fruit 
into her mouth and began to chew. “I wonder if it will grow on Enya?” 


“I suspect,” Hardesty answered, suddenly serious, “that’s just one of the gazillion-
and-one questions that will get answered not too long from now.” 


The Departure Lounge grew quiet again as the three contemplated what they might 
find on Enya. Minuet was the first to shake off the sobering thoughts.  


“So you’re on the first flight? I haven’t even looked at the list on my PADD yet.” 
Dr. Hardesty nodded, taking a bite out of a large, juicy strawberry. “Me and four 


medical assistants—just in case we’re needed on the ship.” 
“Do you want to go ahead and get your wristband now and I’ll check you off the 


list?” She asked, reaching for the sheaf of wristbands. 
“No, I don’t think so,” he replied after a moment’s reflection. “Someone might think 


I’m getting preferential treatment. Besides, if everyone hears my name called, they’ll 
feel better knowing that there’s a doctor in the house.” He grinned. 


Before Minuet could reply, the door opened once again and a gaggle of people 
came through it, talking excitedly at each other. 


“Good morning!” Minuet called out. She pointed to the tables of food. “Breakfast is 
served. Please make your selection quickly and take it to a chair so we can get the 
departure process started.” She glanced at the time. “You have about 20 minutes before 
we begin.” 


Ten minutes later, the last passenger for the first passenger shuttle walked through 
the door, followed by Walter C. Hasbro, who gave Minuet a thumbs-up sign to indicate 
that there was no one left.  


“Ladies and gentlemen,” Minuet began when the majority of the passengers had 
finished eating. “Gossamer 2 is ready for you. If you will form a single line,” she 
gestured toward the double doors, “we’ll get started. I will check off your names on the 
passenger list. As soon as I do that, please see Cheyenne Dawn so she can give you 
your wristband, which you’ll use as soon as you arrive aboard Gossamer Wings. She 
will also give you a small dose of Dratamine that you must take in front of her. It will 
keep you from getting motion sickness.  


”Also, she will check to make sure you have your booties. If you do not take the 
Dratamine or you do not have your booties, I cannot allow you to board the shuttle. 
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Once you have taken your Dratamine and have your booties, go through the doors, 
board the shuttle and find the seat assigned to you. You can find your seat number on 
your wristband. It’s the number in red. Your pilot today is Vallejo St. James and your co-
pilot is James Penney. James will help you with your safety harness." 


She paused, looking at faces for any confusion. “Are there any questions?” No one 
said anything. Minuet nodded. “And who would like to be first?” 
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Shuttlebay 2, Gossamer Wings 


Jenni Monday watched Gossamer 2 as it carefully 
entered the docking bay and was captured by the bay’s 
automatic landing system. After the shuttle settled 
securely into the cradle, a tube automatically extended 
itself from the wall—bulkhead, she reminded herself, not 
wall—and molded itself to the shuttle hull, encircling the 
hatch just behind the cockpit at the front—bow, Jenni 
corrected herself with a wry smile—of the now-quiescent 
shuttle. A moment later the light above the airlock turned 
green and Jenni punched the button labeled “Open.” The 
hatch on Gossamer Wings’ end of the tube slid open and 
the hatch on the shuttle disappeared into the shuttle hull. 
Jenni reached out to touch the screen she had just used 
to watch the landing and it changed into a diagram of one 


of the ship’s decks. She stepped over and stood right in front of the now open hatch as 
the first of the 25 passengers made her way down the tube and into the Arrival Lounge. 


It was not easy, but Jenni managed not to laugh at the woman’s peculiar gait as she 
made her cautious way down the tube. Walking in the magnetic booties that would keep 
the wearer firmly attached to the floor—deck, Jenni frowned as she corrected herself yet 
again—of the ship while it experienced zero gravity was nowhere near the definition of 
“graceful” to be found in any dictionary. One had to make sure that the forward foot 
made solid contact with the deck before “peeling” the back foot off that same deck to 
make the next step. The evolution was more of a stomp, lift and slide than a natural 
walk and the jerky motion that resulted was a bit comical. Instead of giggling like a 
schoolgirl, she smiled broadly and motioned for the woman to move further into the 
Lounge so the remaining passengers could deplane—or is it deshuttle?


“Welcome aboard Gossamer Wings,” Jenni said to her, and repeated the greeting to 
each successive colonist as they joined her, crowding around her in a loose circle. 


“Here, you might need this,” Jenni pulled a rubber band from one of the many 
pockets of her Uni and handed it to a woman who had obviously ignored at least one of 
the pre-departure instructions. The woman’s long hair, allowed complete freedom by the 
zero gravity of Gossamer Wings, encircled her head, standing out all over and 
reminding Jenni of Medusa. The woman looked both chagrined and thankful as she 
gathered her unruly hair into a ponytail and wrapped the rubber band around it. Even 
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after she finished, the ponytail did not lie obediently down her back, but it was a definite 
improvement over the flyaway mess it had been. When the last passenger stood in the 
Arrival Lounge, Jenni began her instructions. 


“Welcome aboard Gossamer Wings,” she repeated. “This will be your home away 
from home for several days until we leave the Solar System, transfer to the Enya star 
system and finally land on Enya. Zero gravity, and it’s interesting effects,” she nodded at 
the Medusa-haired woman, “will be the order of the day until the ship reaches its 
cruising speed as it moves its way from Earth. It won’t take you long to become more 
comfortable with walking, it just takes practice. My name is Jennipher Monday, but 
please just call me ‘Jenni.’ I am Anderson Lovett’s assistant and I am here to help you 
find your living quarters and get settled in.” She waved her hand to encompass the 
Lounge. “This is the Arrival Lounge. As soon as I finish my preliminary remarks, we’ll 
head for the turbolifts—that’s our name for elevators—and to your assigned cabins.” 


She pointed to the diagram that had replaced the view of the docking bay, her finger 
tapping each part of the hull as she described it. “The ship has a number of decks, 
which are identified by a number:  1, 2, 3, etcetera. Each deck is divided into four 
sections, identified by either A, B, C or D. There are several circular corridors, or 
passageways in each section, like the layers of an onion and are designated by a lower-
case alphabet, such as ‘a,’ or ‘b.’ In addition, every compartment on the ship is 
numbered. This will make it easy for you to find anything on the ship.”  


Jenni was not telling them anything new; all of this was part of the extensive 
lectures held while they were at Gateway. Human nature being what it is, some of them 
had not paid a great deal of attention. She reached for the wrist of the distinguished 
man standing next to her. She winked at him and he smiled back. 


“Each of you, like Dr. Hardesty, has a wristband.” She held up his wrist for all to 
see. “Printed on the wristband are your name, your flight number and seat number and, 
most importantly, your living quarters’ number. Please don’t remove these until you are 
confident that you remember where you live.” She glanced at Dr. Hardesty’s band. 
“Look at your wristband and find the three-section coordinates printed in blue. These 
identify your living quarters.” She looked at his wristband. 


“Dr. Hardesty’s living quarters are A-4-c005. He’ll use Turbolift A and punch the 
button for Deck 4, just like you would in an elevator. When he steps outside the turbolift, 
he will have a wide passageway right in front of him leading directly away from the 
turbolift that goes all the way to the hull of the ship. As he walks down that straight 
passageway, Section A will be to his right. The third corridor on his right side is the one 
designated ‘c.’ At the third corridor, he’ll simply turn right, walk down and look for his 
compartment number, 005. Odd numbers will be on the left, even numbers will be on 
the right.” She paused. “Any questions?” 


A voice from the back asked, “Who thought up this numbering system?” 
Jenni smiled. “I believe it was Captain Lovett himself. Why do you ask?” 
“Because it’s absolutely brilliant! Only an idiot could get lost.” 
“On behalf of Captain Lovett, I thank you. He designed the system to be as simple 


as possible. Each of you has enough to worry about until we get to Enya—getting lost 
on the ship shouldn’t be one of them.” Although the colonists and scientists selected for 
the trip to Enya were, for the most part, the most intelligent of Earth’s population, Jenni 
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could not help but wonder just how many “idiots” would get lost in spite of everything. 
Probably more than I would like, she thought wryly.  


“If there are no more questions, shall we head for the turbolifts?” Nods answered 
her question and she started to turn. “Oh, by the way,” she turned back. “Each of the 
four turbolifts has an ‘A,’ a ‘B,’ a ‘C,’ or a ‘D’ in big letters on the door which indicates the 
Section which they service. So, if you’re going to Section B of some deck, for example, 
make sure you get in the turbolift marked ‘B.’ That will put you right where you should 
be.” She turned back and led the group through the door. Hatch, she reminded herself 
with a shake of her head. 
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Bridge, Gossamer Wings 


Anderson Winchester Lovett looked around the 
bridge of Gossamer Wings at the people sitting at their 
consoles. Each of them was looking back at him. He 
smiled as a fragment of an old, old song suddenly ran 
through his mind:  I was looking back to see if you were 
looking back at me... Although every person on the bridge 
of the ship was an experienced “space dog,” with one 
notable exception, Dr. Willard West, this was certainly 
going to be an out-of-the-ordinary experience for them. 
They would normally be strapped into their seats in a 
crowded cockpit, not sitting around in almost sinful 
comfort in a short-sleeve environment with plenty of 
elbowroom. 


“Are we ready?” Anderson asked. “Any last-minute 
problems?” That wasn’t very military, was it? He realized with an internal wince, but this 
was not a military vessel. So, I guess it’s okay.


His answer was a thumbs-up from everyone. Anderson nodded and reached for the 
ship-wide intercom switch. 


“May I have your attention, ladies and gentlemen?” His voice echoed in every 
compartment in the ship. People stopped what they were doing and most of them 
unconsciously looked at the compartment speaker. “This is Anderson Lovett. We will be 
getting underway in five minutes. There is no need to prepare yourself or to be 
concerned with any awkward maneuvers. Our movement will be slow and gradual for 
the next couple of days as we build up speed. You will notice that, little by little, your 
weight will return until we reach one gravity of acceleration. It will take us about 21 days 
to reach our translation point just this side of the Kuiper Belt. I am sure that the return of 
gravity will be a welcome event for most of you.” Low laughter rippled through the 
bridge; zero gravity had presented a large number of the colonists and scientists with 
some interesting challenges. “I will keep you informed of our progress during the next 
three weeks.” Anderson paused and took a deep breath. “People, we’re on our way!” He 
released the talk button and took a deep breath. “Steve?” 


“Sir?” 
“Engage!” Anderson pointed at the bow of Gossamer Wings. It won him a look of 


disgust from Steve Hoage at the dramatic gesture. Steve was well aware of the source 
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of that gesture, having spent several hours with Cheyenne Dawn, Ember Anne and 
Anderson watching an old, old television series called Star Trek:  The Next Generation. 
Anderson grinned in response. 


Smiling now, Steve Hoage slid his finger along a touch-lever on his console and 
rerouted the power generated by the enormous solar panels from the huge capacitor in 
the engine sphere to the in-system propulsion system’s batteries. He rotated his finger 
on a touch-pad to activate the thrusters and spin them up to full power. For a minute or 
two, it seemed as if nothing had changed, that the ship merely sat where it was. But 
then the main viewscreen at the front of the bridge showed the scaffolding erected 
around the ship (which had been moved a kilometer away from Gossamer Wings)
slipping slowly away from them. Anderson was not the only one to breathe once again. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


“Attention on Deck!” Jean-Pierre Paul, standing just inside the hatch, could not 
conceal the devilment in his eyes as Anderson shuffled his way into the ship’s Ready 
Room, a relatively small compartment designed for briefings to the pilots and crew who 
flew the Gossamer Wings’ six shuttles. The five pilots and six co-pilots who had been 
lounging in their chairs stood up at attention with a rustle of fabric and the soft sounds of 
their magnetic booties on the deck. Since the ship had been underway for only a few 
hours it had not yet achieved its cruising speed of one Earth gravity; therefore, booties 
were still a requirement to keep their feet on the deck. In another day or so of 
acceleration, everybody could put away their magnetic booties since they would be 
superfluous until Gossamer Wings entered the Enya system after translation. 


Anderson shot his Senior Pilot a pointed look that had the distinct possibility to 
carve Jean-Pierre up like a Thanksgiving turkey. In spite of how sharp the look was, it 
simply slid off Jean-Pierre like a fried egg off a Teflon skillet.  


“Please be seated,” Anderson said in a growl. “A repeat performance of this 
tomfoolery will probably result in a new Senior Pilot and a new Junior Pilot,” Anderson 
said to no one in particular. His only reply was a smattering of laughs from everyone in 
the compartment. 


“May I remind everyone that we are not in the military and, although I expect, no, I 
demand, appropriate respect from your hooligans, this is going too far.” 


More laughter. Jean-Pierre Paul moved to take a chair, a wide grin on his face. 
For a moment, Anderson looked around at the people who had accomplished the 


monumental feat of transferring 7,500 people from the surface of the Earth to the ship 
orbiting in space without a single hitch, injury, or delay. He was proud of them. Very 
proud. 


“If I could, I would give each of you a medal,” Anderson began softly. “You have met 
the insane challenges of the last two weeks with courage and dedication. And,” he 
broke into his own grin, “with a minimum of bitching.” 


He leaned on the podium and waited for their laughter to subside.  
“As you well know, it will take Gossamer Wings almost two days to reach her 


cruising speed of one Earth gravity. After we reach that acceleration, it’s another 19 
days before we will be close to the Kuiper Belt and can make our translation to Enya. 
However, there’s no rest for the wicked—which is the politest term I can use for a group 
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such as is sitting before me. Therefore, I have informed our Senior Pilot, who is hanging 
onto his position by his fingernails, that the next two weeks are dedicated to 
maintenance, maintenance and, in your spare time, I’d like you to do maintenance. At 
the same time I want you to become experts on Enya.” 


The dozen men and women of Enya’s Shuttlefleet reacted to the serious tone in 
Anderson’s voice by becoming quiet. 


“I want every nut and bolt, every electronic connection, every moving part, every 
unmoving part of every shuttle to be inspected with a magnifying glass before we get to 
Enya. Everyone aboard this ship will be eager to get to the planet’s surface and I really 
don’t want there to be any reason why we can’t get them there in the shortest time 
possible. Now, I know each and every one of you have been looking at the charts of 
Enya compiled by the probes over the last couple of years. But I want you to be able to 
see Enya in your dreams. To know every peak, every valley, every lake, every river, 
every forest and every hazard to navigation on the main continent as well as you know 
the back of your own hand. 


“The first several months after we land will be the time to build temporary housing, 
get equipment ferried down to the surface and explore our immediate surroundings 
carefully and completely. After that,” he paused for effect. “After that, we’re going to 
start exploring the continent. You’ll be taking exploration teams out to various locations, 
dropping them off, and bringing them back after they finish their detailed investigations 
of the local flora, fauna and geographical features. I want that evolution to go just as 
smoothly as your most recent successful evolution was. I don’t want anyone or anything
broken.” 


Anderson glanced at the time. “And now that I’ve used both a carrot and a stick on 
you, it’s about time for lunch. But before we all go to sample the culinary delight of the 
day brought to you by RatPak Foods,” a ripple of laughter indicated their collective 
opinion of Anderson’s choice of words, “I’d like to shake each and every one of your 
hands and personally extend my congratulations for a grueling job well done.”  


He turned and held out his hand first to the Senior Pilot, Jean-Pierre Paul. Right 
behind him was Gossamer 1’s co-pilot, Donald Wyatt. Next were the pilot and co-pilot of 
Gossamer 2, Vallejo St. James, who happened to be Malibu St. James’ brother; and his 
co-pilot, James Penney. The others crowed around:  Annie Black and Sky Mueller of 
Gossamer 5; Charleston Byrne, know to all as “Charlie,” of Gossamer 6 and her co-
pilot, Elizabeth del Toro; Domino Fullbright and Piper Torrey of Gossamer 4; and Ian 
Tennille and Conestoga Waggon, affectionately known as “Connie,” of Gossamer 3. 


Anderson had virtually stolen the very best of the very best from the United Nations 
Peacekeeping Forces. Based on the succinct comments Anderson received on a daily 
basis beginning shortly after he began his larceny, the “powers that be” were 
unimpressed by his thievery. Oh well, some days you’re the windshield and some days 
you’re the bug. Each of the pilots and co-pilots aboard the Gossamer Wings had been, 
not so very long ago, a member of Anderson’s own shuttle command and he knew them 
well. He knew their major strengths and their minor strengths—there weren’t too many 
of the minor ones—knew almost everything there was to know about them:  their 
favorite foods, their favorite drinks, their pet peeves. There were no real weak spots 
anywhere; not one of them would have ever even momentarily contemplated doing less 
than their very best. And we’ll need their very best, Anderson thought grimly. It was a 
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daunting task ahead of them—all of them, pilot, scientist and colonist alike—to make a 
whole world their own.  


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Cheyenne Dawn and Ember Anne stood patiently in line as they waited for their turn 
to pick up the next day’s issue of RatPaks for their family, Ember Anne holding the bag 
of refuse from yesterday’s issue. When it was her turn, she would deposit the trash into 
the recycling slot, wait for a moment as credit for the return of the packaging was 
applied to the family’s account, enter her compartment number on the keypad and pick 
up the six new meals earmarked for that particular compartment. There was a 
dispersing unit on each deck of Gossamer Wings. It was the usual evening routine to 
get new RatPaks and the passengers on Gossamer Wings used the time they spent in 
line to gossip and complain and talk about what might happen once they actually landed 
on Enya. Like Austin and Beaumont, when it was their turn to make the pilgrimage to 
pick up food for the family, CeeDee and Em spent the vast majority of their time in line 
listening carefully to the comments around them. Like good little spies, they would then 
report what they saw and heard to Anderson and Minuet, who would use their 
information to gauge the atmosphere and morale aboard the ship. Tonight—although 
there was no real day or night on the ship, just artificial distinctions alternating between 
light and dark in the ship’s passageways to simulate day and night—the mood of those 
in line seemed not to have changed from the optimism and eagerness the two girls had 
observed on their previous trips to the dispenser. 


“I am so-o-o glad we don’t have to wear those stupid booties anymore!” came the 
comment from a dark-haired woman just behind them. “I was so tired of walking like a 
wounded duck.” 


A tall, silver-haired man ahead of CeeDee and Em turned to face the woman. “You 
realize, of course, that once we get into the Enya system, we’ll have to wear them 
again. At least until we land on the planet.” 


The woman snorted. “Yeah, I know.” There was a large measure of disgust in her 
voice. “But at least the end will be in sight. And,” she put her hands on her hips in 
defiance, “once I get down, I’ll never wear shoes again!” 


“Huh!” A young girl several years older than CeeDee and Em who stood in line 
behind the speaker expressed her disbelief. “And you’ll probably get bit by all kinds of 
creepy crawlies if you do and wind up in the hospital where they'll have to cut your feet 
off to save your life. And then you really will walk like a wounded duck!” 


“Uh...” the first woman obviously hadn’t thought of that. “Well, maybe I will wear 
shoes after all.” 


The laughter from those around them who had been listening to the exchange 
reinforced the feeling that CeeDee and Em had that there was nothing wrong with the 
morale aboard the ship—at least right now. Who knows how that would change as the 
voyage to Enya unfolded. 


“Hey, Sabrina! What’d you get this time?” the question came from another person in 
line and was directed toward a tall blonde who had just picked up four RatPaks from the 
dispenser and was headed back to her compartment. 
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She glanced down at the boxes of food in her hands. “They’re all the same this 
time:  Spaghetti and Meatballs,” she replied with a sigh. “At least I won’t have the kids 
fighting over who wants what this time,” she looked up with a grin. “And that, my friend, 
is a major improvement over yesterday! It came close to a knock-down drag-out and I 
thought Jimmy and I were going to have to invoke martial law there for a while.” She 
headed toward the hatch leading to the turbolifts with a toss of her head, leaving those 
who had heard the exchange chuckling. Most of them who had children with them had 
experienced the same problem at least once. 


A large number of the people aboard Gossamer Wings were scientists in a wide 
range of specialties who would spend months on the planet examining every facet of 
the flora and fauna and geography and every other aspect of the new planet. The rest 
were ordinary, every-day people and their families immigrating to Enya. The Second 
Flight, as it was being called, would leave for Earth in a year or so to drop off those who 
decided that Enya was not for them (the vetting process each colonist had gone through 
before their selection seemed to indicate there would be few of those) and pick up an 
additional 7,500 colonists to supplement the First Flight.  


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Compartment A-1-a001 was one of the larger passenger cabins on Gossamer 
Wings; there were only a couple of living quarters on the ship designed to hold six 
people and the six assigned to this particular compartment were seldom all together at 
one time—usually only for eating and sleeping. Anderson spent almost all of his time on 
the ship’s Bridge; Minuet circulated throughout the ship, spreading good cheer—a 
calming presence and smoothing the inevitable stormy waters caused by the cramped 
and often uncomfortable conditions in the ship. Cheyenne Dawn and Ember Anne were 
the major family spies; no one knew exactly what Austin and Beaumont did during the 
day and Minuet had decided early on that as long as there were no injuries or deaths, 
she really did not want to know. 


To call the compartment Spartan was an insult to the word, CeeDee thought as she 
glanced at the label on her RatPak. Meatloaf and Mashed Potatoes, Green Bean 
Casserole and Cornbread Muffin were the dinner menu. She sighed. It’s not that the 
food tastes particularly bad, she decided, it’s just so bland. Even the generous 
application of spices and hot sauce included in the RatPak did little to transform the 
meal into an epicurean delight. She waited for the chemical heater to warm the food and 
glanced around at the bare-bones compartment. 


Along one bulkhead, there were six bunks in two equal columns, with a privacy 
curtain on each bunk. Each bunk was exactly 183 centimeters long, 92 centimeters 
wide and there were 60 centimeters between the top of the mattress and the bottom of 
the bunk above it. Each one had a space underneath the mattress for personal items 
and clothing and one had to lift the mattress support and latch it to the bunk above it to 
get to the contents. There was a four-place table against one bulkhead right next to the 
entry hatch and a small shelf with a computer on it along another bulkhead, which also 
held a viewscreen and its controls. Everything was off white: the walls (called 
bulkheads), the floor (or deck) and the ceiling (which was called an “overhead”). The 
overhead had mysterious, different colored pipes that carried things from one place to 
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the other in the ship; CeeDee didn’t know, and, frankly, didn’t care what they carried or 
where they carried their unknown contents. Only a month left, she told herself with a 
large measure of resignation. Only a month more of this and we’ll be on the planet.  


The telltale on her dinner package turned green and she began to eat her meatloaf. 
The usual banter and discussion that had been the hallmark of her family’s usual 
mealtime was absent as everyone turned their attention to the more important task of 
refueling. It did not take long for any of them to finish—no one was completely satisfied 
but no one was still hungry, as they all seemed to stare in disgust at the empty 
containers in their laps once they were finished. 


Beaumont broke the silence as he stuffed the leftover packaging into the master 
bag that had held dinner. “Dad?” 


Anderson sat at the table along with Minuet and looked up from his Apple Strudel—
at least that’s what the label said. “Still hungry?” he asked his son. 


Bo shook his head emphatically. “No, Sir!” 
Anderson grinned at the tone of Bo’s voice. “What, then?” 
Bo sat his RatPak carefully on the deck. “What happens after we land?” 
A frown flitted across Anderson’s face. “Didn’t you pay attention to the briefings?” 
“Yes, Sir. But I just want to go over it again to make sure I didn’t miss anything.” 


Beaumont wasn’t about to admit that he’d paid scant attention to the numerous briefings 
he’d attended; that was not the way to his father’s heart and Bo really didn’t want to stir 
up anything. The bare living conditions, the less-than-spectacular food, and the lack of 
physical activity were particularly hard on Beaumont. Taken together, the constraints 
were foreign to his personality and he was having a hard time coping. 


Anderson nodded, accepting the explanation at face value, although he harbored 
suspicions that his youngest son had not paid all that much attention—Bo had a short 
attention span for a Lovett and he often ignored at lot that went on around him. Maybe it 
has something to do with hormones, Anderson though idly. It is about that time. 
Anderson shrugged off the thought as immaterial. 


“After we reach orbit around Enya,” he began, “we’ll launch Gossamer 1 for the 
initial landing on Enya in what appears to be a clear spot on that big harbor right next to 
the river which empties into it. The first flight will have nine people on it:  me, your 
mother, Uncle Steve, Jet McCloud, B.B Bosworth, Bear, two of his Security people, and 
Anniston Stanton. The remainder of the seats have been removed so we can carry 
several copiers down as cargo. We’ll land, Bear and his people will establish a 
perimeter, spread out to check out the surroundings, and then, if everything looks okay, 
we’ll unload the copiers and start making tents for everyone to use until we get some 
better, temporary housing started. That will be the signal for Gossamer 2 to bring down 
a full load of people to help us out. We’ll all spend the night on Enya and be ready to 
start ferrying people from the ship on the second day. And yes,” he smiled at the four 
children, “all of you will be on Gossamer 2, so don’t get your panties in a bunch.” 


Ember Anne suddenly began to laugh, pointing at her brother.  
“What?” Bo asked, bristling at the accusing finger. 
“I just had an image in my mind of you wearing panties,” Em managed to respond. 


“It wasn’t an especially pretty picture,” she chortled, “since it was a thong!” 
The levity shattered the seriousness of the moment and everyone relaxed and 


joined Em’s laughter. 
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“If we can get back to the subject at hand.” Anderson said, still amused by his 
youngest daughter. “It will take a while to get everybody down to the planet and snug in 
their high-class tents. The biologists will start by testing the vegetation for anything that 
might make it dangerous to eat and we’ll send out a couple of hunting parties to bring 
back samples of the native animals for testing. Once we determine that the plant and 
animal life on Enya is safe for us, we’ll put aside the RatPaks and eat off the land.” 


There was a chorus of hand clapping and cheers at his last remark and the 
enthusiastic response surprised him. Although he did not care all that much for the 
RatPaks, he had early on decided to accept the inevitable. Are the RatPaks creating a 
problem I don’t know about? He wondered.  


“CeeDee, Em? Is there something going on about the food I should know about?” 
The two spies looked at each other and Em nodded. CeeDee answered. “Well, not 


a big problem. But everybody’s tired of them and they want real food—soon.” She 
grimaced. “Me, too.” 


Anderson sighed. “It won’t be long before we can make things better, I hope. 
However, we all knew going in that there would have to be some sacrifices. Is it going to 
be a big enough problem that I have to get involved?” 


Minuet answered the question; she had been playing spy as well. “No, Andy. It’s not 
that big a problem. It’s more just frustration than anything else.” 


“Okay,” Anderson nodded. “That takes away one crisis.” 
He paused for a moment, and then continued with the discussion of their schedule 


once they landed on Enya. “Now, after we get everybody on the planet … ” 







202


Compartment B-2-a105, Gossamer Wings 


Steve Hoage carefully went to his knees next to the 
bottom bunk in the two-person compartment. He took a 
moment to admire the tantalizing view before him. He put 
his forefinger in his mouth, took it out and began to 
massage the rose-colored areola that topped the firm 
breast uncovered by the wandering sheet. The areola 
immediately began to crinkle and the nipple hardened. I 
love it when a plan comes together! He smiled to himself. 


“You are a lecherous, evil, rotten, vile, loathsome, 
despicable, deviant pervert with absolutely no sense of 
propriety,” Anniston’s voice was sleepy. “And,” she 
added, “you have exactly three hours to stop that.” 


“Oh? And how long do I have to stop this?” His lips 
replaced his finger. 


Anniston reached out with her left hand and put it on the back of his head to pull him 
more securely against her. “About a year, I think. I’ll let you know later.” She was not 
sleepy any more. Steve’s hand slid across her smooth, flat stomach to caress her other 
breast. 


“Ah, that’s better! It was getting jealous,” Anniston sounded breathless. She kept 
her eyes closed. 


Several minutes passed before she spoke again. “You know, of course, that our 
relationship is somewhat unethical, and maybe even illegal, don’t you?” 


Steve made a sound in his throat that could have meant anything. Anniston 
reluctantly pushed Steve away from her and opened her sparkling blue eyes, which, for 
the moment, were serious. 


“Do you think Anderson knows about our sinful relationship?” she asked. 
Steve shrugged. “With all the pressures on him right now? Probably not. But if he 


does, he’s not going to let it interfere with what he has to do. After we get to Enya he 
might say something, but I’m not too sure about that. He seems to have a case of 
selective blindness when it comes to things he just doesn’t want to address. It’s an 
ironclad certainty that Minuet knows. Nothing gets past that woman! I’ll bet she has 
eyes in the back of her head.” 


Anniston giggled. “And what do you think her reaction is?” 
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“Minuet? If it wouldn’t detract Anderson from his job, she’d probably lead a cheering 
squad and throw a party to celebrate. That woman has her head screwed on right.” 


“Should we dial it back, do you think?” 
“Hell, no! Why? If the only man that matters doesn’t notice and the only woman who 


matters is on our side, what’s the problem? Are you getting tired of me?” Steve looked 
hurt. 


“No way!” was the quick answer. 
“Then,” he leaned back down. “I hate leaving a job undone. Just relax and enjoy the 


next half an hour or so. You deserve it—I deserve it.” 
Anniston’s eyes closed again and there was nothing else in the world except 


Steve’s lips and hands and the delicious things they were doing. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


“May I have your attention, please?” Anderson had activated the ship-wide 
communication circuit and everyone in the ship stopped what they were doing and 
looked at the bulkhead-mounted speakers in the compartment they happened to be in 
at the moment. They knew that it was just about time to translate from the Solar system 
to the Enya system. 


“We will be translating in 30 minutes. Please return to you compartment and secure 
yourselves in your bunks with the netting attached to each of them. As soon as the 
translation is complete, we will be back to zero gravity so make sure you are wearing 
your magnetic booties. I will remind you at the 15-minute mark, again at the 10-minute 
mark, and once again at the five minute mark. At 10 seconds, I will begin a second-by-
second countdown until we make the actual translation. We’re close, people—very 
close. Good luck. Anderson out.” 


Anderson released the circuit and glanced over at Dr. Willard West, who sat in front 
of the Propulsion Console and was concentrating on its readouts. The inventor of the 
faster-than-light propulsion system installed in Gossamer Wings had been just as 
difficult to deal with as the late Daniel Snyder had warned him. Dr. West did not really fit 
the stereotypical description of a “mad scientist,” nor was he the legendary “absent-
minded professor.” What he was, Anderson thought with a grimace, was a person totally 
devoid of any social skills. Every attempt at a normal conversation rapidly degenerated 
into a lecture, with Dr. Willard West as the primary subject expert, no matter what the 
topic. His famous, or infamous, supercilious attitude had rapidly spread throughout the 
colonists and he was quickly labeled “persona non grata” and pointedly ignored by the 
vast majority. Unfortunately, I can’t do the same.  


He took a deep breath. “Dr. West?” 
There was no response. 
“Dr. West?” Anderson tried again, a little louder this time. 
West snorted and condescended to turn his head toward Anderson, looking down 


his nose. “What?” 
Anderson swallowed his initial response and faked a smile. “Are we on schedule?” 
West turned back to his console, dismissing the question as inconsequential.  
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“Dr. West?” Anderson slipped into command mode, a tone that he had developed 
during his 30 years in the military. Even Dr. Willard West could not ignore the intense 
psychological effect of command mode. 


“Yes. Of course.” His answer was curt.  
I guess that’s about the best I can expect, Anderson told himself. “Thank you.” He 


glanced at the time, then around the bridge at the others with a raised eyebrow. The 
positive responses from each of them, nods and the traditional thumbs-up gestures, 
satisfied him and Anderson sat back into his chair, unconsciously checking that his 
safety harness was tight. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


“Ladies and gentleman, this is your 15-minute warning. Please secure yourself in 
your bunk and check with the others in your compartment to make sure that they, too, 
are secured. Please make sure everyone is wearing his or her booties. Fifteen minutes 
to translation. Fifteen minutes.” 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


“Ten minutes, ladies and gentlemen. Ten minutes to translation. Check everybody’s 
netting and make sure everyone has on his or her booties. Ten minutes.” 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


“Stand by for translation. Ten. Nine. Eight. Seven. Six. Five. Four. Three. Two. 
One!” Anderson released the circuit button and looked at Dr. Willard West.  


“Dr. West? Now, if you please.” 
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Bridge, Gossamer Wings 


He felt as though he were a rubber band stretched 
almost to the breaking point:  thin and elongated and filled 
with elastic potential energy. On top of that, it felt like he 
was being forced through the eye of a needle like a 
thread. His mind slowed to a crawl like a truck mired in 
mud and it seemed to take hours to formulate a simple 
coherent thought.  


Anderson had long ago concluded that time was 
subjective and how one experienced time depended 
almost entirely upon the individual’s age. To a four year 
old, a day was 1/1,461 of days already lived. However, to 
a sixty year old, a day was only 1/21,915 of days already 
lived—a much small percentage than the four year old. 
That explained, at least to Anderson, why days appeared 


to pass faster as one grew older. It was not a scientific fact since there was no empirical 
evidence to support his theory, but it seemed to fit the available anecdotal evidence, 
even though he realized that doing so was a form of informal fallacy. He was, however, 
completely comfortable in embracing his personal theory. 


Right this instant, though, as Gossamer Wings and its 7,500 passengers translated 
from one place in space to another place 200 light years away, time seem to have 
somehow turned into an elderly snail on crutches. Even though Anderson knew (at least 
intellectually) that the transfer from the Earth’s Solar System to the Enya System (he 
seldom used the system’s correct name—Intipa Awachan—it was just too damned 
awkward) was instantaneous, that was not exactly the way it felt. It was an interesting 
contradiction in terms that he planned to explore more fully later. 


The instruments on the ship’s bridge and the people around him were somehow 
fuzzy, their outlines and edges blurred. There was a curious sense of immobility, a 
feeling that his muscles had atrophied, not as if he was frozen, but simply not strong 
enough to move. As quickly as it began, it passed and suddenly the bridge and the 
people snapped back into focus as though the effects of the translation had been 
somehow an ephemeral exercise of an over-active imagination. He took a deep, 
shuddering, involuntary breath. The residual physical effect of the translation was a 
slight feeling of nausea, but it passed quickly, leaving a metallic tang hovering in the 
back of his mouth somewhere close to where his tonsils used to reside. He looked 
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around him at the others on the ship’s bridge and recognized the same disquieted look 
on their faces that he was sure was on his. 


“Damn! That was weird!” someone spoke in a shaky voice. It may have even been 
him. He would not have put money on it either way.  


Anderson shook his head, more to reassure himself that he could rather than to 
clear the cobwebs and looked at the viewscreen’s projection of the area around the 
ship, fed by the cameras liberally spread over the Gossamer Wings’ hull. There was 
actually little to see from this distance. He could not differentiate the planets from the 
myriad of stars, and even the system’s star itself was just another pinpoint of light, a 
little brighter than other stars, but otherwise the view was unremarkable. It would take 
the ship’s computers only a few minutes to sort out the confused picture and to present 
a coherent and accurate representation of the star and its companions. The sensors, 
Anderson reminded himself, were only as fast as light, not instantaneous. However, his 
previous concept of the word “instantaneous” had just taken a serious and perhaps fatal 
hit. 


“Everybody okay?” Anderson asked after clearing his throat. His answer was a 
number of nods and a couple of hands rotated back and forth in a “kinda, sorta— 
maybe yes, maybe no” motion. Anderson reached out and activated the ship-wide 
communication system. 


“Ladies and gentlemen, this is Anderson Lovett. Gossamer Wings has completed its 
translation and we are now on the outer edge of the Enya system. You may now move 
about freely, so long as you are still wearing your booties. We will be in free fall for a 
while, until we calculate our course to Enya and are able to re-establish gravity through 
our acceleration in-system. As soon as I know when that will be, I’ll let you know.” 
Anderson paused and he broke into a wide grin. “Congratulations, everybody! We made 
it!” 


Gossamer Wings had arrived in the Enya system with without any momentum. If 
she were a ship on one of Earth’s oceans, the term for that state of affairs would have 
been “dead in the water.” She was about thirty degrees above the elliptic plane of the 
system and on its very edge. Anderson wondered how long it would take the onboard 
sensors to start making sense of the ship’s exact location so that they could plot their 
course to Enya and the next installment in the historic voyage completed. His 
exhilaration began to slowly morph into low-level impatience; he wanted more than 
anything to step foot on Enya, to be beneath a sky and to stand on ground once again.  


“Proximity Alarm. Inbound object at four-three by one-seven by minus two-two, 
constant bearing, decreasing range; impact in 300 seconds. Executing extreme 
avoidance maneuvers.” The automated, warm-contralto voice of the ship’s computer 
displayed no excitement, no emotion at all—as though it were simply commenting that 
the sky looks like it might rain. A jangling alarm came immediately on the heels of the 
dispassionate announcement to shatter the silence.  


Steve Hoage sat at a console called the Maneuvering Board. The console had 
numerous small indicators that reported the status of each of the scores of maneuvering 
thrusters on the hull of the ship. These maneuvering thrusters maintained the ship’s 
place in space and, when necessary, moved it slowly, ponderously, into a different 
position. One whole panel of lights which reflected the status of the maneuvering 
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thrusters on the starboard side of the ship, changed from a steady green, indicating they 
were operating normally, to a rapidly flashing red. 


“Starboard maneuvering thrusters activated!" Steve reported with a strained voice. 
He stared, mesmerized, at the console. “Thrusters at 110 percent of rated maximum.” 
He looked up at Anderson with concern in his eyes. “At this rate, they won’t last very 
long.” 


The scene on the giant viewscreen flickered and changed to show an asteroid the 
size of a 10-story apartment building, growing larger and larger as it slowly rotated and 
moved closer and closer to Gossamer Wings. The surface of the asteroid was 
pockmarked with overlapping craters too numerous to even count and it was long and 
thin, shaped like the balloons used by Twisters or Balloon Benders at parties to make 
dogs and crowns and other balloon sculptures to enthrall children and adults alike.  


There was nothing anyone on the ship’s bridge could do but stare into the face of 
approaching death. The ship’s computer had taken over control of the ship and all that 
the humans on the bridge could do was to watch. 


Anderson opened the ship-wide circuit again. “Ladies and gentlemen, please 
remain in your bunks with the netting secured. If you have left your bunk, please return 
to it immediately. We have a slight difficulty and may experience some turbulence 
shortly. Stay in your bunks, please.” The voice belonged to someone else. It certainly 
was far too calm to belong to Anderson, who was clutching the chair arm so tightly that 
the knuckles on his left hand were white. He found himself praying for the safety of his 
wife and children; it was, he realized, the first time in his life he had ever prayed.  


Like many people living in the 23rd Century, especially those in the military, religion 
was not a significant part of his life and he tended to categorize those who were 
immersed in the pomp, circumstance, and rigidity of religion as “fanatics” who he 
watched carefully and held at arm’s length as much as possible. He had never been 
able to understand how a normally rational person could accept the inconsistencies of 
organized religion with their inevitable “Good God/Bad God” dichotomy. Neither could 
he understand how anyone could believe in a deity that was somehow benevolent, 
jealous and retributive all at the same time; or the concept that whatever happened to 
someone, good or bad, was “God’s Will,” beyond the individual’s ability to influence. He 
was not even sure if he believed in an omnipotent God, was an agnostic, or an atheist. 
It had never seemed to be of any immediacy—until now. He did not realize that he was 
not a part of his prayer, only his wife and children.  


“Impact in 200 seconds,” the computer-generated voice said calmly. “Locus of 
impact estimated to be Frame 00, probability of accurate impact point 73 percent.” In 
one corner of the viewscreen a diagram of the ship appeared. The front part of the ship 
(Frame 00 was the ship’s bow) flickered red to show the area of possible impact. With 
every passing second, the red area shifted ever so slightly to the right as the computer 
constantly recalculated the asteroid’s impact point. The thrusters made minor 
adjustments to the ship in order for it to maintain an orbit, not for gross movements. 
There was absolutely no way to know if activating the thrusters, even beyond their 
designed maximum performance levels, would be able to move them out of the way of 
the asteroid bearing down on them. 


“Impact in 100 seconds, locus of impact estimated to be junction of starboard solar 
wing and main hull, probability of accurate impact point 85 percent.” Anderson cursed 
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the impersonal voice as everyone stared at the viewscreen. Slowly, ever so slowly, the 
red outline continued to shift. 


“Impact in 60 seconds, locus of impact estimated to be leading edge of starboard 
solar wing, probability of accurate impact point 97 percent.” 


The bow of the ship was uncolored now, no longer outlined in red, just the starboard 
forward solar wing claimed that distinction. Anderson took a deep breath. I don’t know 
what losing the solar wing on the right side will do to us, but at least the hull is out of 
danger. We just might get through this after all. 


“Impact in 10 seconds, locus of impact is determined to be the leading edge of the 
starboard solar wing, probability of accurate impact point 100 percent.” 


Every eye on the bridge, even Dr. West’s, was still on the viewscreen. There was 
not a sound anywhere; everyone was holding his or her breath. 


“Impact!” 
The asteroid sheared off the outer three-fourths of the starboard forward solar wing, 


cutting through the man-made material as though the huge rock was a sharp knife and 
the enormous solar wing was warm butter. A surprisingly slight shudder rippled through 
the ship, but it was scarcely noticeable. The asteroid, along with the bent and twisted 
pieces of the shattered solar wing, moved silently away from the ship, getting smaller 
and smaller by the second. 


“Holy shit!” The strained, brittle voice did not match the normal voice of anyone he 
knew on the bridge. Anderson did not bother to try to pin it to any specific individual; he 
completely agreed with the sentiments expressed by the unknown speaker. Anderson’s 
voice did not quite match his usual rumbling bass-baritone either, as he looked at Dr. 
West. “How badly are we hurt, Dr. West?” 


The narrow escape from death seemed to have overwhelmed Dr. West’s normal 
caustic personality. He shook his head slowly, his eyes were still wide with shock and 
he managed to stammer out his answer: “I don’t know, Captain. Give me a few minutes 
to review our status. I’ll let you know as soon as I know.” 


“Ladies and gentlemen, we have just been struck by an asteroid,” Anderson had 
once again activated the ship-wide communications system. “The ship’s hull is 
undamaged, but we have lost a portion of one of our solar wings. We are in no danger 
at this moment. As soon as I know more, I will let you know. You may now move around 
safely.” 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


The loss of one-fourth of the ship’s power source had two major impacts on the ship 
and the people on board. First, their speed suffered greatly and secondly, the ship had 
a much-reduced level of power for day-to-day living.  


“What that all means,” Anderson explained to his family as they gathered around 
him in their compartment, “is that it’s going to take us over twice as long to get to Enya 
as we had originally planned. And,” Anderson grimaced, “on-board power consumption 
has to be reduced across the board.” 


“Reduced how?” Minuet asked. 
“Well, the lighting level throughout the ship will be reduced by 50 percent and the 


availability of entertainment will be non-existent—a majority of the viewscreens and 







209


computers will be turned off most of the time. The oxygen scrubbers will be operating at 
a lower level so the carbon dioxide level will increase, therefore everyone must reduce 
their normal physical activity. Shipboard waste recycling is severely impacted, so the 
order of the day is:  ‘If it’s brown, flush it down; if it’s yellow, let it mellow’.” That got 
strained grins from the four children. They had managed to tuck the concept of recycling 
human waste into potable water deep into the furthest dark corners of their mind and 
were not happy that Anderson had dragged it back out into the open, kicking and 
screaming. 


“In addition, the interior temperature will be lowered several degrees. We won’t be 
quite as comfortable as we would be normally, but we’ll still make it. There are other 
measures we’ll take, but most of them won’t impact on anyone but the bridge crew and 
the engineers.” Anderson tried to look reassuring and confident. He knew that Minuet 
knew it was all a charade and that it was, in fact, a serious situation. She put a 
comforting hand on his forearm and smiled wanly in support. He smiled back at her in 
appreciation of her encouragement. Their smiles fooled neither of them. 


Like everyone else on the ship, Anderson’s wife and children had seen the 
recording of the asteroid striking the solar wing and their eyes were still wide with the 
realization of just how close they had all come to a sudden death. It was not a 
comforting feeling. 


The near disaster had another, completely unexpected consequence in that the 
passengers on Gossamer Wings had coalesced into a determined, one-for-all and all-
for-one, integrated, tight group instead of the individual, prickly, at-each-other’s-throat 
crowd that it had become before the incident. It was a welcome change, Minuet thought. 
She was weary of playing peacemaker in squabble after squabble. They united in a way 
that nothing else but a shared, close brush with death could have effected. Even Dr. 
Willard West seemed to be more human lately. He had even said “Hi!” to Minuet not too 
long ago when she met him in a passageway as she made her way to the Lovett 
compartment. Would wonders ever cease?


/ / /  \ \ \ 


Gossamer Wings moved in-system toward Enya at a crawl. As the days limped 
along, the ship finally gained enough speed to provide a measure of gravity but it was 
little more than enough to help everyone walk at a more “normal” gait instead of the 
“wounded duck waddle” of zero gravity that had been forced on them.  


Jet McCloud, the head of Operations, to whom the shuttle pilots reported, stood just 
inside the hatch into Shuttle Bay 4 and watched the beehive of activity as the copier that 
had been moved from one of the cargo bays into one corner of the bay created yet 
another solar panel segment. The copier had been turning out replacement sections of 
the solar wing around the clock, placing an even larger drain on the power available to 
the rest of the ship. The shuttle assigned to the bay, Gossamer 4, was out of its docking 
cradle and securely fastened to the ship’s hull just outside the bay doors. Every 12 
hours, the shuttle would take out a load of replacement panels for attachment to the 
severely damaged solar wing. It had taken a full 48 hours for Operations Department 
personnel to cut away the damaged sections and another six hours to prepare the 
remaining panels to accept the newly created ones. Every panel replaced added just a 
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fraction of additional power available to the ship but it seemed that the solar wing would 
never be completely functional once again. 


“If I knew who to complain to, I’d be writing one hell of a letter,” a voice behind Jet 
broke into his thoughts. He turned to meet Annie Black’s eyes. 


“When you find out, let me know. I’ve a few words to add to that letter—most of 
them four letters long.” 


Annie Black, the pilot of Gossamer 5, was a diminutive brunette with dark brown 
eyes and excruciatingly short hair that was just this side of non-existent. Her dull eyes 
reflected her fatigue and the tautness of her face reinforced Steve’s impression that 
Annie, like the rest of the shuttle crews, was close to her physical limits.  


Annie snorted. “You realize that a few more days of this and none of us are going to 
be worth a shit, don’t you?” 


Jet nodded. “I know,” he replied quietly and spread his arms in a “what can I do?” 
gesture.  


Annie sighed. “We all know there’s nothing you can do, Jet.” She covered her face 
with both hands and rubbed up and down. “God! I’m tired.” 


Surprising both of them, Jet put his arms around the tiny woman and hugged her. 
Annie stiffened at first, then relaxed and leaned into him, her close-cropped hair against 
his chest. They stayed that way for a minute, and then broke apart, both of them slightly 
embarrassed by the unexpected display. Annie stepped away from him and looked up 
into his gold-flecked, hazel eyes. 


“If you think for one minute, Jet McCloud, that a hug is all you need to get into my 
pants,” a smile spread across her tired face, her eyes sparkling, “you just might be 
right.” 


A stunned, speechless Jet McCloud stared at her and Annie Black took that 
opportunity to turn away from him with a sultry wink and walk back out the Shuttle Bay 
hatch. Her hips were swaying suggestively and, just as she reached the hatch, she 
looked over her shoulder and winked. 


He was still staring blankly at the hatch when Anderson came through it. 
“Is there anything wrong, Jet? You look like you’ve just been hit by a truck.”  
Jet never took his eyes off the hatch. He shook his head, more in wonder than as 


an answer to Anderson’s question. “No, nothing wrong,” he finally managed. “Just had a 
surprise, that’s all.” 


Anderson had wondered about the smug look on Annie Black’s face when he met 
her just on the other side of the hatch. He quickly put two and two together and the grin 
on his face threatened to split his face in two. Anderson had known Annie Black for 
quite a while and had a very good idea just what the surprise was. Minuet had even 
mentioned in one of their infrequent private conversations that she was sure the shuttle 
pilot had designs on the Director of Operations. Anderson was not positive he could see 
Jet McCloud giving up his “harem” for one person—Jet was the focus of a lot of female 
attention—but anything was possible. Anderson put the thought aside for the moment. 


“How’re we coming?” he asked. 
Jet turned to Anderson. “Three more days and the panels will be in place, a day and 


a half after that to double-check the connections and to test the circuits. That is,” Jet 
frowned, “if my pilots live that long.” He looked uncomfortable. “We’re using them up. It’s 
only a matter of time before someone makes a mistake—a mistake that could be fatal.” 
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“I know, Jet.” Anderson made the same “what can I do” gesture that Jet had used to 
Annie Black just minutes before. “Give me an alternative. Any alternative that will work 
and I’ll jump at it.” 


Jet did not have one. 
“That’s what I thought,” Anderson replied to the silence. He put his hand on Jet’s 


shoulder. “Just do the best you can, Jet. That’s all I can ask. That’s all anybody can 
ask.” 


Anderson took one more look at the frantic activity in the Shuttle Bay, turned, and 
left without another word. 
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Geosynchronous Orbit, Enya 


Thirty-three days later, Gossamer Wings came to a 
halt above Enya’s North Pole. In Shuttle Bay 3, Anderson 
watched as the Solar Satellite, or SolSat for short, was 
loaded carefully into the now seat-less cabin of Gossamer 
3. The bulky satellite now fit inside. In fact, the satellite 
was so large that the cargo bay doors on the top of 
Gossamer 3 had to be left open. Ian Tennille and Connie 
Waggon, the pilot and co-pilot of Gossamer 3, along with 
two others to help muscle the satellite out of the cargo 
bay, were wearing environmental suits since the shuttle 
was open to space.  


The large cylinder had six gigantic solar panels 
connected to the satellite’s main body by short “ribs.” The 
solar panels, which were rolled up against the satellite’s 


main body and made of a combination of mélanged graphene and transition-metal 
dichalcogenide crystals, would unfurl after Gossamer 3 placed it in orbit above Enya’s 
surface and it would immediately begin to generate power from the system’s star, Intipa 
Awachan. There would eventually be eight of them, four at the north celestial pole of 
Enya and four at the south celestial pole, but the other seven weren’t to be put into orbit 
yet since there was no need for more power than the one SolSat could generate—at 
least not yet. They would be put into orbit as they were needed. 


There were a number of Power Transmission Nodes on the SolSat’s main body, 
which would broadcast the power generated by the panels to one or more Relay 
Satellites (or RelSats). Each RelSat beamed the power down to Enya’s surface, 
covering a specific area to provide power for the various equipment which would be 
used by the colonists, everything from such mundane items as computers to heating 
and cooling units as well as the numerous copiers still stashed in Gossamer Wings’ 
cargo holds.  


Gossamer 6 would launch from its Shuttlebay carrying a single RelSat for 
placement in a geosynchronous orbit directly above the spot selected so many months 
ago for the initial landing on Enya. Later, when more RelSats were placed in space 
around the planet to eventually cover every inch of Enya’s surface, this first one would 
be relocated to another orbit. Along with beaming power down to the planet’s surface, 
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the RelSat functioned in the planet’s Global Positioning System (GPS), acted as a 
communications relay and fulfilled the role of a weather satellite. 


Anderson grinned at the breadth and scope of invectives coming from both Connie 
and Ian as they directed the work crew trying to fit the uncooperative and far-too-
stubborn SolSat into the shuttle’s cargo bay. If I listen long enough, he thought, I might 
learn some new words. Never can tell when they might come in handy.


Jet McCloud, in Shuttle Bay 6, escaped the same unique vocabulary-learning 
experience as Anderson in Shuttle Bay 3. The RelSat, was much smaller than a SolSat, 
had slipped into Gossamer 6 as though it knew exactly where it was supposed to go. He 
watched the cargo bay doors on the shuttle slowly close and the suited figure of Charlie 
Byrne held up her thumb in the age-old gesture to indicate success.  


“It’s a wrap!” Connie’s exuberant voice came from a speaker in the Shuttle Control 
Station where Jet was standing. 


Jet let out a sigh of relief. “Good job! The beers are on me!” he told Connie over the 
boom mike he had been wearing.  


“I’ll hold you to that,” she replied, laughing. 
He took off the headset, draped it on its proper hook and headed to Shuttle Bay 3, 


curious to see how the SolSat loading was progressing. 


/ / /  \ \ \ 


One 26-hours-long Enya day later, Gossamer Wings settled into orbit above the 
ancient meteor crater that had created a natural harbor almost 400 kilometers in 
diameter on the western coast of the main continent some 600 kilometers north of the 
equator. A large river with its headwaters in the western branch of the mountains that 
stretched from east to west almost the full width of the continent emptied into the crater 
on its eastern side. Probes had reported that the land around the water-filled crater was 
almost perfectly level with only a four percent gradient sloping down to the water’s edge. 
The closer one came to the foothills at the edge of mountain range (which was about 
800 kilometers north), of course, the steeper the gradient, but four percent would feel 
almost level. It was here that Gossamer 1 would land and that landing spot be forever 
known as the place where man first walked on another planet in another star system. 


Minuet envied the calm that the people around her evidenced, although she 
suspected that they were just as excited as she was, just better at hiding it. She; her 
husband, Anderson; Steve Hoage; Jet McCloud; B.B. Bosworth; Hari Rockwell; 
Anniston Stanton; and the two security people, Eureka Fallon and Lake Leschaco, 
stood next to the open personnel hatch of Gossamer 1, waiting for Jean-Pierre Paul to 
give them the go-ahead to board. Minuet’s heart was beating rapidly and she had a 
singing sensation in the pit of her stomach. We’re actually going to do this! She thought. 
From the day that Anderson had related his meeting with Daniel Snyder, Minuet had 
faced the trip with stoic anticipation. Now, when the culmination of all the months of 
planning and preparation was about to become reality, she was almost afraid. She 
looked up at her husband, who smiled back at her. 


“Nervous?” he asked gently. 
Minuet nodded, not trusting her voice. 
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“Me, too!” he said softly. “And so is everybody else,” he waved his hand to 
encompass the others waiting outside the shuttle. His voice was louder and Minuet took 
strength from the nods of the others that acknowledged their own anxiety. Jean-Pierre 
Paul’s voice startled her as he stuck his head outside the hatch. 


“All ashore that’s going ashore!” he announced with a grin.  
Obviously, Minuet thought, the pilot of Gossamer 1 does not share the slightest bit 


of our apprehension. She followed her husband into the shuttle, sat in her designated 
seat, and listened carefully to Anderson’s explanation of how to secure the five-point 
safety harness attached to the seat. She wiggled around a little and settled down in a 
more comfortable position. The door into the pilot compartment was open and Minuet 
could see Jean-Pierre Paul and Donald Wyatt flipping switches and could hear their 
muted conversation, although she could not make out the words. For a moment, she 
equated the situation with a simple airplane ride on Earth; the comparison did not 
survive long. Donald Wyatt got out of his seat, walked down the narrow space in the 
middle of the shuttle, closed the shuttle’s access door and double-checked it to ensure it 
was locked in place. 


As he walked back up to the pilot compartment, he rested a hand momentarily on 
the shoulder of each of the nine passengers. When he reached the door into the pilot 
compartment, he turned and smiled at them. “In just a minute, the shuttlebay will be 
emptied of atmosphere, the shuttlebay doors will open and we’ll be on our way. 
Everybody relax. This is a piece of cake—chocolate cake with chocolate icing.” He 
grinned at Anderson as he described Anderson’s favorite dessert. He hesitated for a 
moment and his face grew serious. “Good luck.” With that, he closed the door into the 
cockpit and the nine were left with their own thoughts. Anderson’s hand slid over to 
grasp his wife’s hand and he squeezed it gently. 


Minuet could feel the throb of the pumps as they emptied the shuttlebay of oxygen. 
It took surprisingly little time for the large compartment to reach the point where the 
doors could be opened safely. She could not hear the rumble of the bay doors but she 
had an active imagination. She felt Gossamer 1 lift from the deck and begin to move 
slowly toward space and the planet below. There were no windows in the shuttle and a 
tiny bit of claustrophobia crept into her consciousness. She shook it off and 
concentrated on the viewscreen mounted on the forward bulkhead. Gossamer 1 was 
free of the ship and began rotating so it could begin the descent. Minuet squeezed 
Anderson’s hand more tightly. 


It took about 45 minutes for Gossamer 1 to circle Enya and line up for a landing. No 
one spoke during the trip. The apprehension so obvious before the shuttle exited the 
ship was replaced with contagious excitement and Minuet was just as infected as the 
others were. 


“Ladies and gentlemen,” the voice of Jean-Pierre Paul intruded into the silence. “We 
will be landing on Enya in a few minutes and I’d like to welcome you to the New World. 
The temperature is a balmy 28 degrees Celsius; the skies are clear and are the most 
beautiful blue you have ever seen in your life. Please remain seated until the aircraft 
comes to a complete stop and make sure you take your belongings from the overhead 
compartments. Thank you for flying Gossamer Airlines.” 
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A ripple of laughter greeted Jean-Pierre’s cheerful announcement. It seemed to put 
everything back into prospective, although no one relaxed. It was too momentous an 
occasion for much levity. 


The shuttle nosed down and seconds later, Minuet felt a bump as its landing gear 
touched the surface of Enya. Rollout took only a minute or two and suddenly, they were 
at a standstill. It was almost anticlimactic. Jean-Pierre Paul opened the cockpit door and 
moved quickly to the hatch, opened it, pressed the button that extended the steps and 
motioned to Anderson. 


“The honor, I believe, is yours,” he said solemnly. 
Anderson glanced at Minuet, released the safety harness and stood up. “I want 


everybody to see this. Is it your honor as well.” 
Moments later, the eleven people aboard Gossamer 1 were crowded around the 


open hatch. There was a gentle breeze blowing and the atmosphere was filled with 
exotic fragrances. Anderson took a deep breath and started down the access steps. 
Minuet noticed he had something in his hands, but what it was and where it came from 
she had no clue. Anderson stepped off to become the first human on Enya. He stared at 
his surroundings for a moment, and then turned to face them 


“‘That’s one small step for Man, one giant leap for Mankind.’ Those words, spoken 
more than 300 years ago by Neil Armstrong when he became the first human to set foot 
on the Moon, are just as true today as they were then.” Anderson held out the object in 
his hands and unfurled a flag mounted on a telescoping staff. He pushed the end of the 
staff into the ground and the wind unfurled a white, rectangular flag with the blue and 
gold dragon logo of the Enya Corporation centered on it. It fluttered in the light wind.  


“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to Enya.” His voice broke just a little at the end of 
his statement. 


Minuet was surprised to see a tear trickle down her husband’s cheek, but she 
completely agreed with his unusual display of emotion. Her own eyes seemed to be 
blurry and she wiped at the moisture without embarrassment.  


Jean-Pierre Paul motioned for Minuet to follow her husband. She glanced at the 
others around her and saw them nod in approval. She carefully made her way down the 
steps and a moment later Minuet Hays Lovett stood hand-in-hand with Anderson 
Winchester Lovett, the first humans to stand on the surface of Enya. 


THE END 
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Thank you for reading On Gossamer Wings, Book 1 of the Enya Chronicles. I hope 
you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. 


 If you would like more detailed information about the planet Enya and the Enya 
Chronicles, including maps of the planet and the people, places, and things of the series 
and the planet, please visit me on the web at www.enyachronicles.com. 


DISCLAIMER 


On Gossamer Wings, like every book in the Enya Chronicles, is a work of fiction. 
Any similarity of the characters to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental and 
is not intended to be a comment on that person’s name, character, moral turpitude, 
race, creed, color, religious affiliation, sex or sexual preferences. Any references to 
past, present or future technologies are simply happenstance and do not constitute an 
intentional or unintentional infringement on any past, present or future copyright or 
patent. No value judgments are implied in any conversation or description depicted in 
these literary efforts. Any conclusion the reader might draw while reading these words 
are the sole responsibility of that reader and do not reflect the conclusions of the author. 
In other words, you’re on your own. 
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SNEAK PREVIEW 


Here is a sneak preview of Cheyenne Dawn, Book 2 of the Enya Chronicles. 


Cheyenne Dawn Lovett was nervous. What was 
that phrase Daddy uses? The cliché that always 
makes Momma roll her eyes? She thought hard for a 
moment. Oh, yeah: Nervous as a long-tailed cat in a 
room full of rocking chairs. It almost made her smile. 
Almost. 


It wasn’t the fact that she was on the planet 
Enya, more than 200 light years from the world of her 
birth that made her nervous. Well, maybe just a little. 
It wasn’t the fact that she was more than two 
thousand kilometers from the relative security of the 
temporary city of Starlight, where the colonists from 
Earth had landed several months before. Well, 
maybe just a little. It wasn’t the fact that she was on 
the edge of an unexplored forest made up of trees 
with trunks measured in meters and so lush that little 


direct light ever reached the ground that made her nervous. Well, maybe just a little. It 
was the man sitting far too close to her on the fallen tree trunk that made such a 
convenient, albeit hard, couch.  


Dr. Lamont Pierce was in his early sixties with thick, wavy, black hair, penetrating 
blue eyes and a slender build. The young girl glanced at him out of the corner of her 
eye. He’s not that bad looking, she mused, but his smell! She had always possessed an 
acute sense of smell that teetered on the outer edge of human normal. To Cheyenne 
Dawn, everyone had a distinct smell and she could immediately identify someone from 
that smell, even with her eyes closed. It wasn’t a powerful smell, not an overpowering 
presence that overwhelmed every other smell, not a stench, but more like an aroma, a 
subtle bouquet that resided in the back of her throat, identifiable but not blinding.  


She could not, of course, identify herself since her own smell was integral to her 
very existence, but her sister, Ember Anne Lovett, was a calming coconut; her mother, 
Minuet Lovett, was a delightful and comforting vanilla. Interestingly enough, the smell of 
a male didn’t fall neatly into the spice category like females. A male’s smell was more 
things, like new-mown grass, fried fish or burning wood. Her father, Anderson 
Winchester Lovett, for instance, smelled of a library whose shelves were packed with 
ancient tomes bound in supple, well-oiled leather—a comfortable, homey place where 
one could find the answer to any question. One of her older brothers, Beaumont 
Winston Lovett, carried with him the slightly pungent scent of a bottle of old-fashioned 
furniture polish; while her other brother, Austin Raleigh Lovett, was reminiscent of 
freshly baked bread just out of the oven.  


Some people, like Dr. Lamont Pierce, gave her a sense not of a thing, but an 
emotion. She had quickly learned from experience that those who fell into that group 
were people to avoid. They made her extremely wary, as though that particular category 
of smell announced some sort of defect, some sort of danger, some sort of wrongness 
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within. They made the small hairs on the back of her neck stand up and she didn’t trust 
them at all. The smell from Dr. Lamont Pierce brought to her mind a predator, a deadly 
and dangerous carnivore stalking his next victim slowly, carefully, intent on nothing else 
but the final killing strike and the gratification of devouring his still-living prey. 


She sometimes wondered if her sense of smell was like a dog’s, if they identified 
people the same way she did—or was it vice versa?—did she identify people the way a 
dog did? It was suspiciously like the question of which came first, the chicken or the 
egg? She had long ago given up thinking about it very much. It was valuable to her and 
that was all that mattered. 


He is, she decided, entirely too close. She began to search her surroundings with a 
renewed determination to find a viable reason to stand up, move away from him to give 
herself some breathing room—to take back that cushion that was her territorial 
imperative space. 


Eleven-year-old Cheyenne Dawn, known to everyone in the Enya Colonization 
Corporation as “CeeDee,” had wheedled, begged, pouted and sulked until her parents 
had given in and let her join Exploration Party 16, that had landed several hours ago on 
a clear space between the edge of the forest that some had already christened 
Sherwood Forest and the banks of a rapidly flowing river, as of yet unnamed. Her body 
had started to ripen into that of a voluptuous young woman, her hips broadening, her 
breasts already straining against her B-cup bra and the two years of intense physical 
training and exercise with her quarterstaff that, at the moment, lay too far away from 
her, had changed her once boyish body into something lithe and graceful and 
sensuous. Platinum-blonde hair and bright-green, exotic eyes left no doubt in anyone’s 
mind that she was the daughter of Minuet Hays Lovett, wife of the colony leader, 
Anderson Winchester Lovett. 


Momma always said that there were some words, like love, hate and grief, which 
are fairly easy to understand intellectually but had to be felt emotionally in order to be 
fully comprehended. I think that I’ve a got another word to add to that list—lust. The 
thought of her mother, so far away, caused a small sigh to escape from her pursed lips. 


Dr. Pierce had been leering at her ever since the moment the two had met back in 
Starlight and CeeDee was not happy with the clearly lascivious way he looked at her; it 
was her first experience with being visually stripped naked. In the beginning, she had 
been confident that she would be able to ignore his unwelcomed attention—now she 
wasn’t so sure. Maybe I should have stayed home, came the unwelcome thought. While 
her fraternal twin sister, Ember Anne, who was tall and raven-haired with compelling 
steel-blue eyes and unabashedly feminine (very unlike her tomboyish sister), reveled in 
the ever-increasing attention from males of all ages, CeeDee often found that attention 
more irritating than enjoyable. “It’s not that I don’t like boys. They do have their uses,” 
CeeDee had often confessed to her mother with a sly grin. “I just wished they would go 
away when I want them to. Why can’t they be more like Austin or Bo?” And just as 
often, her mother would reply, “Your brothers are truly special. You can’t expect 
everyone to be just like them.” 


An idea struck her. “I want to go look at the river again,” she said as she launched 
herself off the tree trunk and rapidly covered the two meters between her and her 
quarterstaff she had, unfortunately, left leaning against a nearby tree. Bear was right,
CeeDee admitted with chagrin. “Never be more than arm’s length away from your 
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quarterstaff,” was a phrase retired Master Gunnery Chief Hari Rockwell, known to the 
colonists as “Bear,” had tried again and again to impress upon his students. “It can’t 
protect you if you don’t have it in your hands.”  


The Grand Master of the Enya Lodge of The Fraternal Order of The Quarterstaff, a 
long-time friend of Captain Anderson Lovett of the United Nations Peacekeeping 
Forces, Bear had reiterated in lesson after lesson the message that the new world of 
Enya was not going to be without its dangers, that the dangers weren’t restricted to the 
planet itself, and that it was the individual’s responsibility to be prepared for anything. 
CeeDee ruefully understood that now and vowed that, like the man who was, after her 
father, the male she adored most, she would never again be separated from the 2.5-
meter-long quarterstaff. 


Six months ago, she, her family, and almost 7,500 other people had departed Earth 
to become the first humans to land on a planet outside the Solar System. Enya (named 
after Earth’s richest man’s deceased wife) was in the constellation Draco almost exactly 
208 light years away from Earth. It was the third of 12 planets orbiting the Class G5V 
star named Intipa Awachan. Enya lay in the middle of Intipa Awachan’s Circumstellar 
Habitability Zone—commonly known as the Goldilocks Zone—and was an identical twin 
to Earth. In fact, Enya was even more habitable than Earth, with its 12 degree axial tilt, 
which gave it a year-round tropical environment; its slightly less gravity (three percent 
less); and an oxygen level that was five percent higher. The planet had a diameter of 
12,000 kilometers and the year was 420 days long, composed of thirteen hours of 
daylight and thirteen hours of darkness. It was a veritable paradise. 


All of the colonists’ energies for the first six months after landing had been put 
toward building places to live, investigating the area around the meteor crater that had 
carved out a large protected harbor several million years ago (which turned out to be 
everyone’s first choice of where to land), and discovering which of the varied flora and 
fauna on this new planet were digestible. Now that they knew the area around the initial 
landing spot was safe and that a great majority of the plants and animals on Enya could 
be safely eaten, the next step of the colonization of the new planet had begun. A 
number of small exploration parties, composed primarily of biologists, botanists, 
geologists and others with suitable expertise, were flown by shuttle to various locales to 
discover more about the planet, dropped off and, sometimes days later, picked back up 
and taken back to Starlight to share their discoveries and update the planetary 
database. Anderson Lovett called this phase of the colonization process “boots on the 
ground.” 


Doctor Lamont Pierce watched the young girl walk across the small clearing where 
he had established the base camp for his exploration party. His breath caught in his 
throat. No, he thought, she doesn’t “walk.” It’s more the way a cheetah or a jaguar 
moves in the jungle—with absolute purpose and a grace and fluidity that is 
mesmerizing. How can she be so unaware of how she affects me, how even her simple 
act of walking strokes the fires within my body, how much I desire her?


She bent over to pick up the quarterstaff and Pierce’s heart seemed to stop beating 
for a moment. He fondly remembered touching her shoulder once and how the tight, 
firm, warm skin beneath his fingers had immediately caused a stir in his groin that he 
had desperately tried to hide. That same stir began again as he devoured her every 
feline movement and the tantalizing body so obvious beneath the Unisex garment she 
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and every other colonist wore—this time he could not prevent his reaction and he 
unobtrusively squirmed on the trunk to find a less revealing position. She will be my 
prize, worthy of her place on the pedestal upon which I will establish her. Even her 
name sings to me and it is music that my soul cannot ignore. I will give her ecstasy, 
raise her to heights of pleasure she can only have dreamed about, and our children will 
be as beautiful and haunting as she is. I must have her. I will have her.


CeeDee grabbed her quarterstaff in one clammy hand and headed for the 
riverbank, leaving her PADD open on the tree trunk next to where she was sitting. 
PADD stood for Personal Assistant Digital Device, a combination of the obsolete 
computer, laptop and tablet used in the past. With 9 terabytes of memory and a 
sophisticated suite of wide-ranging programs, the small, compact and powerful device 
was an ubiquitous tool which everyone on the unexplored world of Enya kept close at 
hand.


She could feel the growing tension and a sense of danger hammered at her, 
nervousness turning to something akin to fear. How did I get myself into this? she asked 
herself for the hundredth time in the last five minutes. Ignoring the origin of the danger 
she felt, CeeDee walked quickly out of the small clearing and toward the riverbank. She 
knew he was following her. She paused at the riverbank and watched the pristine blue 
water caress the rocks that dotted the edge of the riverbed. 


The placid river was about 200 meters wide here at the exploration party’s base 
camp. On the opposite bank the forest began again, the upper branches interwoven to 
form an identical canopy to the thick trees which populated the forest behind her. The 
tree limbs spread out wider as the tree height increased like an inverted triangle, getting 
thicker and thicker as they got taller. Here and there were small trees, with thick limbs 
jutting out a meter or less from the ground. The leaves of both kinds of trees were 
verdant, a lush green that contrasted with the deep blue of the river. A few fluffy, white 
clouds marred the otherwise clear, cerulean sky and, just for a fleeting moment, the 
beauty spread before her overcame her growing apprehension. Her mood shattered as 
she felt Dr. Pierce behind her. 


“Beautiful, isn’t it?” His silky voice sent a shudder down her spine. 
CeeDee nodded in spite of her apprehension she and tightened her grip on the 


quarterstaff clutched in her right hand. Unconsciously, Cheyenne Dawn recognized that 
a climax was approaching between her and the biologist. Even that realization didn’t 
prepare her for what happened next. 


Dr. Pierce moved quickly from behind her to her side and grabbed her left arm in a 
vice grip. He turned the young girl toward him and stared into her surprise-widened 
eyes. 


“I love you, Cheyenne Dawn Lovett,” he stated forcefully. “I love you and I want you 
by my side for the rest of my life.” 


Her mind froze at his outrageous words and she stood there, immobilized, shocked, 
appalled, repulsed, afraid. He reached out with his left hand and cupped her breast 
possessively, as though he was formally taking ownership of her body and soul and this 
was his official imprimatur. Cheyenne Dawn realized at that moment that she was in far 
more danger than she had thought. Automatically, she recoiled from his touch and he 
held her tighter. 


“You are everything I’ve always dreamed of. I want you. I need you. I will have you.” 
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It took a moment for the ramifications of his touch and his words to sink in, but when 
she finally understood his intentions, it galvanized her into instinctive action. She 
brought the quarterstaff in her right hand up from her side, tucked the end under her 
right armpit for additional leverage and, with her left hand providing all the impetus she 
could muster, brought the end up with every last bit of strength in her. When the 
weapon smashed into his crotch, he let out an animal-like shriek that, for just a split 
second, appalled the young girl. His hands went to his groin in automatic reaction to the 
horrendous pain and he went to his knees, tears in the eyes that stared back at her in 
utter disbelief. 


Another snippet from her training with Master Chief Gunner Rockwell intruded upon 
her now angry thoughts. “If it’s either me or thee, it jolly well won’t be me.” She changed 
her hold on the quarterstaff to the more traditional grasp, brought her hands closer 
together almost at the end of the staff and leaned back slightly, carefully keeping her 
balance, to increase the force of the blow, and brought the staff across from right to left 
in a whistling arc until it landed on his upper arm. The sound of his arm breaking was 
even louder than Pierce’s gasp for breath as his body slammed down on the ledge 
above the river. Cheyenne Dawn assumed the self-defense stance she had learned to 
emulate in her sleep and stared coldly at the huddled figure at her feet. “Bastard!” she 
shouted. “Keep your fucking hands off me!” 


The edge of the ledge beneath Lamont Pierce began to crumble and he screamed, 
“Help me!” as the ledge began to disintegrate, sliding down the sheer, 15-meter drop to 
the rock-filled river beneath him. Without thinking, Cheyenne Dawn dropped to her 
knees and held out her left hand for him to grasp. She didn’t want to kill him, just stop 
his attack. He grabbed her arm with one hand, the other one, the broken one, 
scrabbling for purchase on the collapsing edge. She could see the agony on his face. 
The only thing his attempt to save himself accomplished was to rip the commband from 
her arm, leaving a long gouge on her forearm that immediately filled with blood. She 
dropped the quarterstaff and reached out with her other hand but it was too late. Dr. 
Lamont Pierce’s desperate scream as he fell into the river was suddenly cut off as his 
temple met the corner of a pointed rock. 


Horrified, Cheyenne Dawn leaned over the riverbank to see Pierce’s body wedged 
between two rocks, a halo of blood quickly diluting in the water below. She felt the edge 
of the cliff start to give way beneath her and she desperately scrambled backward to 
safety, instinctively grabbing for her quarterstaff.  


I didn’t mean it! I didn’t mean it! Her mind seemed to fixate on the words for an 
eternity as she realized what had happened. Her fight-or-flight response, an integral part 
of the human psyche, took control and she ran back to the clearing, gasping for air that 
now seemed too thin for her to breath. The only thought in her mind was Get Away! She 
grabbed the backpack that leaned against the trunk of a tree, struggled into it, and 
began to flee into the forest, away from the river, away from the body and away from the 
temporary campsite, turning ever so often to look for non-existent pursuit, leaving her 
still-opened PADD behind.  


After several minutes of pell-mell flight, she turned her head once again to look 
behind her. She returned her eyes forward just in time to see the tree branch that stood 
in her way. The impact knocked her feet from beneath her and the quarterstaff flew 
away as she hit the ground—hard. Everything went black.  
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