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	PART I




Chapter 1

	“Hadron, you have a heritage, an inheritance. You are a man, full of breath and beauty. I’m getting old and tired, so now it is your turn to breathe. Son, pay attention to what I’m about to say.”

	Hadron sat up. He’d never heard his father speak this way.

	“Many generations have come and gone. Those that managed to survive the engineered wars died in the following cold. Some moved and survived off-planet, at least, for a time. Some stayed here.”

	Hadron listened.

	His father continued, “You carry the past, encrypted in your bones, containing the unaltered record of true men.”

	“A record?” said Hadron.

	“Engineered Men hunt to destroy the record. Hadron, they were once true men, but rewrote themselves.”

	“What do I do?” said Hadron. He did not like the idea of being hunted.

	“You must work to fulfill your purpose.”

	“What purpose, father?”

	His old eyes met Hadron’s vigor, “To create and preserve beauty, son, that is your work.”

	Hadron hesitated. He was struck by a different idea, “Are there any true men left?”

	“No, only Engineered Men from a different mind, and missing something,” he said.

	“Missing what?” said Hadron.

	“Come, let me show you something,” he said. Hadron’s father retrieved and opened a little wooden box, revealing some white flowers.

	“They’re so small,” said Hadron. They looked dry and fragile, and made him feel large and a little dangerous. “What are they?”

	His father gently lifted one out of the box. It had six, cup-shaped leaves, and three tiny yellow strands in the center. “They are imperfect, and beautiful.” He held it closer so Hadron could see it. “This remembers what it is. It comes back. But Engineered Men chose to forget. Do you understand?”

	“I think so,” but looking at the flower Hadron asked, “How did you find them?”

	“You have to dig.”

	“Dig where?”

	He smiled at Hadron’s confused face, then placed the flower back in the box and gently closed it.

	“Hadron, it’s time you saw the surface.”


Chapter 2

	A wide-eyed Hadron followed his father out of the sparse room and to the end of a long corridor. His heart beat a little harder as his father placed a hand in the center of a sensor plate next to the door and tapped a pattern with his fingers. A loud clank, clunk reverberated through the corridor, and the door opened, revealing a dim, metal-paneled hallway. What little light crept through the hallway reflected partial outlines of dark metal doors along each side. But looking farther down, it appeared to be gobbled up by darkness. His father motioned him to follow.

	“We’re going in there?” said Hadron.

	“This is The Passage. It leads up to the surface, but you must know the sequence of doors, for there are many hallways like this one. Pay attention, Hadron.”

	Hadron followed his father from one inclined hallway to the next through many dark and threatening doors, their heavy opening and closing sounds jarred the silence. Left, right, straight ahead, another right, another left. Each door and hallway looked the same, and he lost all track of time.

	“Where did all of this come from?” said Hadron.

	“Some memories persist even when you try to destroy them,” he said cryptically. “No harm stands a chance of making its way down to us. The Passage is an effective labyrinth.” After a long time of navigating through more hallways and clanking and clunking doors, they stopped. His father turned to Hadron and handed him a suit and helmet. “Now, put this on and stay close to me. It's dangerous outside.”

	The door opened and diffused light filtered into the hallway. Hadron squinted while his eyes adjusted to the change. He followed his father’s feet until they walked on snow and ice, then they stopped.

	“Look up, Hadron,” said his father.

	Hadron looked up and saw towering walls of ice looming to the right and left, and ahead a canyon that stretched out and away from him in a long, gentle, perfect curve. The sheer amount of space made him feel small. Exposed. “This is the surface?” said Hadron.

	“This place is called The Scar. We live down there,” he said, pointing beneath his feet. “Underneath the bottom.” The Scar appeared to be engineered, or at least unnaturally made, because the long curve had no imperfections.

	“Where did it come from?” said Hadron.

	“A terrible energy carved it in some long-forgotten battle.”

	“A battle made this?” Hadron imagined that a giant metal blade had gouged out the canyon. 

	“Violence leaves a scar,” said his father.

	“How did this happen?” said Hadron, looking up.

	His father looked down at the ground and said, “There is blood in the dirt.”

	“How did you find this place?” asked Hadron, trying to find the top, but it blended in with the gray sky high above.

	“I came a long way,” said his father, “in between the spaces.”

	“Before I came along?” said Hadron, unsure of what he meant.

	“Long before you, son.”

	“Before the ice?”

	“No, that was already here. Everywhere,” said his father, taking in the surroundings.

	“What’s up there?” said Hadron.

	“More snow and ice.”

	Hadron looked down, “What’s under the ice?”

	“Plants. Grass mostly, at least here. The dirt. Us.” Something caught his father’s attention. His eyes shifted, intently focused. His tone changed, “We need to get back inside. It’s not safe.”

	But Hadron stared up at the sky, enthralled. “Can’t we stay?”

	“No, we need to go. Come, Hadron, I have something else to show you.”


Chapter 3

	As they made their way back down through The Passage, Hadron’s father stopped in the middle of a hallway, turned around and said, “Not everything is ice.” He tapped his fingers on a sensor plate next to the door and it opened. A dense fog spilled out of a bright room onto the hallway floor. Hadron stood amazed. Unlike the manufactured hallways and doors, the room appeared completely alive, full of vivid blue flowers.

	“Is this what you meant?” said Hadron.

	“A makeshift garden,” said his father.

	“Are all of the rooms like this?”

	“Most of them.”

	Hadron stepped into the room, “It’s so warm. What are these called? How do they grow?”

	His father smiled.

	“Will you show me more?” said Hadron, eager to uncover more of The Passage.

	“This way.” They stepped back into the hallway, and his father closed the door. Hadron followed him through many hallways where he opened other doors, each one full of dense fog and different varieties of flowers.

	“Where did all of these come from?” said Hadron.

	“Most of them were salvaged a long time ago. But I found the white ones while digging in the dirt.”

	“No, father–where did they come from?” said Hadron.

	His father thought for a moment and said, “The answer to that question is in your bones.”


Chapter 4

	Hadron followed his father through The Passage until they came to a door, one that looked like all the others, except that when he opened it, they were back in the corridor that led home. His father opened the door at the end of the corridor, and a slightly warmer light welcomed them into a large room full of lab equipment. Incomplete metal paneling revealed segments of polished rock walls. Beyond that were smaller rooms, and in the rooms, their beds.

	“I have struggled to make sense of the past. It is difficult to know what happened,” said his father.

	His father must have read his thoughts about how things got the way they were. “Why is it difficult?” said Hadron.

	“Memory is a tricky thing–hard to transmit. But it is also the only thing we have, so it is to be handled carefully. Unfortunately, the closer we get to our own time, the less we have.”

	“Because of Engineered Men?” Hadron guessed.

	“Yes, and the voices that corrupted them,” said his father.

	“Where are they now? The Engineered Men,” said Hadron.

	“If any are left, far from here,” he said.

	Hadron looked around the room at all of the equipment and screens and realized they belonged to a different time. “Where did all of this come from?” said Hadron.

	His father let out an audible, heavy sigh. “I’ve wondered that for a long time.” He stared blankly through the room.

	In the silence Hadron realized that his father didn’t know everything. He felt strangely sorry for him. “I’m sorry, father. It doesn’t matter if we know everything.”

	He smiled and laughed. “You have figured out in a handful of moments something that took me my whole life.”

	“But, do you think we’ll ever know?”

	“Hadron, some things we know because we can reproduce them in a lab. Some things we know because we trust what others have told us.” He pointed to his chest. “But some things, Hadron, we know in here.”

	“I think I understand,” said Hadron.

	“Come with me,” he said. “You are ready to see more.”


Chapter 5

	Outside again in the natural light, the great white walls of The Scar towered on the left and right, and high above the walls, dark clouds. They overshadowed Hadron’s sense of wonder.

	“Walking out here leaves tracks. We must move quickly,” said his father. “We will go to the other end of The Scar.”

	“Father, how do the flowers grow?” said Hadron, wanting to think of anything other than the looming landscape that unfolded in front of him.

	He turned around to face Hadron. “How is just a matter of time. It is why that you should be asking.”

	Hadron made a puzzled face.

	His father tried again, “Hadron, it is only a matter of time before you figure out how something works. But if you fail to ask the why of something, you might live a thousand lives and still have no understanding.”

	“I understand, but how do the flowers grow?” said Hadron.

	His father gave a mild scowl, but relented. “There is a great tunneling of energy, in between the spaces.”

	Hadron did not like his father’s scowl. “Why?” he offered.

	His father looked up to the dark clouds. “Because there is more than enough.”

	“Enough of what?” said Hadron, looking up.

	“Someday,” his father said, “you will see it for yourself.”

	Hadron waited, but nothing came.

	His father stood a little straighter. “Why, not how. The meaning, not the mechanism. Why does the flower grow?” 

	“Because it is beautiful?”

	“Yes, why?”

	The answer took Hadron longer, “It must be important.”

	“Pay attention, Hadron. Have you already forgotten what I told you?”

	Hadron looked to the ground, covered in ice. He thought about what was under the ice. He thought about digging, and about the dirt, and where the flowers came from, but came to a dead end. “I’m not sure, father,” he said, still looking at the ice.

	“Someday you will discover why. Come, we have to move.”

	They set out. After three days of walking, sheltering, and walking again, the end of The Scar appeared. But the end of the vast canyon wasn’t a wall of ice, it was a massive black ship that disappeared up into the clouds. The scale of the ship eclipsed the canyon. It had smooth sides and few features, at least from where he stood seen through gusts of ice.

	“Is that it?” said Hadron’s nervous voice. “Is that where we’re going?”

	“Yes, we are almost there,” said his father. “Stay alert. There are other things here.”

	Hadron tightened his grip on the pack in his hands. Just up ahead, dozens of mounds of different shapes and sizes appeared, each with different sections of smaller black ships sprouting from the white floor of The Scar. “More ships? What do you mean other things?”

	“We will take shelter inside one of the smaller ones. Stay close,” he said, picking up the pace.

	Hadron’s eyes were drawn upwards where the sky raced with a bolt of pure energy and thundered so loud he loosened his grip and forgot about unseen threats. “What was that?” said Hadron, amazed.

	His father dropped his gear and began digging out the snow. “It’s a storm, Hadron, very dangerous.” The sky lit up again and again in irregular pulses, sometimes rumbling, sometimes silent, and seemed to have a wild and untamed life of its own.

	“Hadron, turn around, pay attention. Watch for movement.”

	Hadron set his attention to the mounds of snow-covered ships. “Did they all crash here?” The massive one at the end looked as though it had crashed nearly straight down. “Who could build such a thing?” said Hadron, trying to imagine what might be inside.

	“Help me get this door up,” his father said grunting.

	Hadron turned around to the uncovered black door of the smaller ship that his father was trying to open. He set down his pack and with great effort helped his father slide and prop up the door just enough to crawl inside. His father began shoving gear through the door. “Quickly, Hadron, take these.” He followed Hadron in and squeezed through the small opening.

	“Now help me push the door down.” The door closed with a thud. It was dark. His father exhaled a relieved breath. “We will stay here tonight. Tomorrow, I will show you how to retrieve energy cells.”


Chapter 6

	The next morning they dug out a section of snow near the base of the massive ship. After some time they hit metal. Somehow, his father had dug straight to a mangled hole in the ship. Bits of snow fell ominously into the hole and disappeared.

	“We’ll enter here. Give me your rope,” said his father.

	“How did you know where to dig?” said Hadron.

	“I’ve been here many times. Now, watch me, and be careful you don’t impale yourself going in.” He finished tying the knot, grabbed the rope, stepped over the hole, and in one motion contorted his body to avoid the metal while dropping into the ship. The rope pulled tight for a moment, then released and danced freely in the air.

	Hadron grabbed the rope and peered over the hole. He couldn’t see anything. “Father?” he said into the hole. No answer. Time to enter the unknown. Hadron carefully managed his body around the metal, took a breath, and jumped down into the hole. His stomach dropped and he nearly forgot to hold onto the rope. When he got to the bottom his father laughed, “You are braver than I was when I first came down here.”

	He looked up to the mangled hole, which now looked like a pinhole of light. Anxious and surrounded by darkness, Hadron was afraid to move. “I can’t see anything, I can’t even see you,” said Hadron.

	“Your eyes will adjust. Stay close. This way,” said his father, confident about what he was doing. Hadron followed behind his father as they made their way through the cavernous dark. Each step produced a reverberating knock of metal through the darkness until the ship sang a strange wailing song. Hadron became unsettled at the ghastly sounds swirling around him.

	“Father, are there dead men here?”

	“No, Hadron, they were destroyed a long time ago.”

	“No, father, I mean, are they still here?”

	His father stopped and turned around. “What do you think?”

	Hadron opened his eyes wide, as if to see past the dark all around him and listened. The ship continued to groan against their footsteps. It created a different sensation of space than he was used to at home underground. A present emptiness. But he felt distinctly not alone. “I think I can feel them,” said Hadron.

	“It’s hard to know how many were left,” said his father.

	“Why do I feel them?”

	“Men have always longed for a connection to the past. You and I are no different, even if we are so far removed from what happened here.”

	Hadron’s eyes began to adjust to the dark. The metal floor had a peculiar pattern. Or was it the wall? The ship was tipped up on its end. “I can see the floor, or the wall. I can see something.”

	“Good. Now we can make progress. It will take a while to get up to the energy cells. There are many beams to cross and a platform ahead, can you keep your balance, Hadron?”

	“I think so.”

	“We’ve just a little farther to go, then we climb. Keep your eyes on the beam beneath your feet, it’s a long drop to the bottom.”

	“Why do we have to do this?” said Hadron.

	“Your garden will grow cold without energy,” he said.

	“Where are we?” said Hadron, trying not to think of a long drop to the bottom.

	“Inside one of many containers in the ship’s cargo hold. This container is badly damaged, but the ones above remain intact. One of them contains energy cells, but in order to climb up to them we have to get through here first. Just follow me.”

	His father started to climb, and Hadron followed. As they went, Hadron noticed more details of the ship. Structural supports in different configurations, great tracts of metal with other peculiar patterns, and long cables. The more he noticed, the less he could make out what it all was. He tried to imagine what the container looked like, but as they climbed farther up, the fear of falling into perpetual darkness interfered. At last, they reached a ledge, just enough to stand on.

	“We will leave our things here. It will make climbing easier,” said his father.

	“But how will we carry the energy cells?”

	“That’s the easy part.” He held up a belt with several attachments.

	“What’s the hard part?” said Hadron.

	“Not detonating them. Are you ready, Hadron?”

	“Yes,” said Hadron, not wanting to disappoint his father.

	“Good.”

	Hadron watched as his father’s shadowy shape worked its way up the beams. He disappeared above, but the sounds of his ascent filled the container with more unsettling, echoing groans.

	“How far is it?” said Hadron.

	“It’s best if you concentrate on keeping your grip.”

	When they finally reached the top of the first container his father stopped. “Do you see the hatch up there?”

	“Yes,” said Hadron. It looked out of reach.

	“Good, that’s where we’ll climb through.”

	They climbed onward in the dark through many containers. Hatch after hatch opened and closed. The strange sounds of the metal reverberating through the darkness were eventually overtaken by sounds of heavy breathing.

	“I’m tired, father. How much longer?”

	“We are nearly there, do you need to rest?”

	“Yes, my arms are sore.”

	“You can sit like this.”

	Hadron could see his father resting between the beams where they made a V-shape. Exhausted, Hadron sat down in the beams, but his mind was anything but tired.

	“Father, what were they carrying in all of these containers?”

	“They were at one time full of life.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“Men, Hadron.” His father did not elaborate.

	“But you said this was a cargo ship, why would men be in containers?” As soon as the question left his lips, a dark answer formed in his mind, even before his father answered.

	“Some men were willing to be rewritten. These containers shipped men who were not. They were used to engineer Hybrids.”

	“Hybrids are men?” said Hadron.

	“More like servants, conditioned to obey Engineered Men.”

	“Are there Hybrids here?”

	“Yes. That is why we move quickly through The Scar. It’s also why we live underneath the bottom.”

	“Why did the Engineered Men make Hybrids?” said Hadron.

	“Probably the same reason that The Scar exists. Engineered Men have always desired new ways to destroy their enemies, many times at their own expense.”

	Hadron didn’t know what to say.

	“That’s enough rest for now, we need to keep moving,” said his father.

	Hadron pulled himself up out of the beams feeling wearier than before. When they reached the final hatch, his father said, “We’re here, but we’re above the energy cells. When we get in there and you take your first one, whatever you do, do not drop it.”

	The strange wailing sound continued to echo through the ship. It was somehow following him. Hadron moved forward.


Chapter 7

	His father opened the hatch, and they entered the container. The black space hummed with restless Unseen Energy, which came in unpredictable, sweeping waves, making Hadron feel even more unstable. Hadron looked down and saw endless racks, thousands of energy cells, packed tightly together all the way down into deep shadows.

	“Because this whole ship is tipped downwards, the energy cells will want to fall out of the racks. Hadron, it’s very important that when you remove one you don’t disturb the surrounding cells. You can handle them firmly, they won’t explode as you lift and move them, only, do not drop them. Do you understand?”

	“Yes, father,” said Hadron bravely, “How many do we need?”

	“Two, so we’ll each carry one. I’ll get mine first, you stay here and watch.” He gripped a structural support that led across to the racks and worked his way hand over hand holding on to the beam, away from the hatch out over a huge, empty space towards the energy cells. “Just keep your eyes on the beam and don’t look down,” said his father.

	“What if I fall?” said Hadron. The fear in his voice rose above the persistent humming of the energy cells.

	“You won’t,” said his father, still working his way across.

	“How do you know?”

	“Some things you just know.”

	His father reached the other side and carefully put his feet down on the end of the structure. He got down on his stomach and pulled himself to the edge overlooking the racks of energy cells. Several of the racks were empty.

	“Did you empty those ones already?” said Hadron.

	“Yes.”

	“There’s so many,” said Hadron, trying to make sense of the number of energy cells.

	“Yes, we are very fortunate, now pay attention.” He lowered his legs over the edge and braced his feet to keep from falling, then slowly lowered himself down. He held onto the edge with one hand and reached for an energy cell with the other, and placed it in the attachment connected to his belt. Finally, he pulled himself back up to the top, sat up a little, then faced Hadron.

	“Your turn. Wait there, I’ll come back to you.”

	A mounting pressure grew in Hadron’s chest, his heart started beating faster and faster. He looked down and imagined being trapped in the dark container with the dead men. “Isn’t there a better way?”

	“I’m afraid not,” said his father, sliding next to Hadron. He pulled out the energy cell. “Here, have a look.”

	“It’s so small,” said Hadron.

	“What did you think it would look like?” The container continued humming in disorienting waves of energy.

	“I don’t know,” said Hadron, wondering how something so small could produce so much energy.

	He handed it to Hadron, but pulled it back just before Hadron took it. “Be careful, it’s heavy.”

	Hadron’s hand dipped low as his father handed him the small, black cube.

	“How is this so heavy?”

	“Don’t be deceived by its size. It’s dangerous.”

	Hadron held up the energy cell for a closer look. Its shape was a perfect cube, a little wider than his palm with a smooth black and shiny surface. It had precise edges and no markings or indentations, but it also had an agitated presence.

	“I’ll take that now. Your turn.”

	Hadron handed it back and adjusted his belt. He took a deep breath, grabbed the structural beam and went along hand over hand until he dangled out over terrifying emptiness. He couldn’t help it and looked down, and the darkness suddenly felt heavy, like it was pulling him off of the beam.

	“Don’t look down! Keep moving!” shouted his father.

	Hadron looked up to his hands and willed them to move. He forced himself to notice the beam. It was black. It was coated and had a strange pattern. Why does it have a pattern? His thoughts derailed. At any moment his fingers would slip off of the pattern and he’d fall.

	“Keep going, you’re almost there,” said his father.

	Hadron glanced down and saw the structure. He lowered himself down in the same way his father had and got down on his stomach, very much relieved to be on something solid. But the relief was short-lived.

	“Is it supposed to be vibrating?” shouted Hadron.

	“Yes, Hadron, you’re on top of a mountain of energy, be careful.”

	Hadron slowly pulled himself to the edge and looked down. The racks of energy cells seemed to go on forever. Thousands of perfect, angry black cubes. He cautiously lowered his right leg over the side. The left leg followed, but as he slid it over its momentum dropped out of his control. He gripped the edge, tightened all of his muscles trying to pull his legs in, but they crashed against the empty racks. Clang!

	“Father?”

	“Hold still! Don’t move!” he shouted.

	The racks first vibrated from the impact. The clang echoed through the container, but instead of subsiding, the vibrations grew into a terrifying rumble that came from below. The energy cells rattled in place. The rumbling turned into violent shaking. Hadron felt like everything was coming loose, and that he was about to fall into the darkness.

	“Father!” he yelled in terror.

	“Hold on!” his father’s voice was swallowed by the unbearable sound. Hadron instinctively tucked in his head, figuring something would fall from above and hit him. Looking down, he opened his eyes for just a moment to see a light dimming in the darkness below. What was that? Finally, the rumbling passed and the shaking stopped.

	“Are you alright?” his father said.

	“I think so. What was that?” said Hadron, still clinging to the racks.

	“I’m not sure. That shouldn’t have happened.”

	“I saw something. Something at the bottom,” said Hadron.

	“Hadron, what did you see?”

	“It looked like dimming light.”

	“Stay there, I’m coming over.” His father set his pack down and made his way across the beam. Soon he was hanging next to Hadron on the racks.

	“What are you doing?” said Hadron.

	“Let’s go have a look,” he said.

	“But the energy cells, the shaking?”

	“Hadron, you didn’t cause that shaking.”

	“I didn’t?” Hadron had been sure it was his fault.

	“Something down there did. The rumbling came from below and agitated the racks somehow. You said you saw something, right?”

	“But there is no light in this place, it’s a warning, father,” said Hadron, trying to dampen his father’s enthusiasm.

	“We’ll go slow, follow me,” said his father, ignoring Hadron’s omen. He climbed down as if he’d done it a thousand times.

	“Have you ever been down there?” he said, watching his father disappear once again into the dark.

	“No.”

	“But how do you know its safe?” said Hadron.

	“I don’t.”


Chapter 8

	At the bottom of the racks, the dim lights from their helmets revealed a mixed up pile of jumbled metal crates and boxes. “Look Hadron, you were right, there is something down here,” said his father. He climbed down off of the racks onto a large crate, and Hadron followed.

	“They must have ended up down here when the ship crashed,” said Hadron.

	“Yes, I think you’re right.”

	Odd symbols with geometric patterns inside of different shapes were etched into the metal. “They all have symbols on them. Is this writing?” said Hadron. 

	“Yes,” said his father, but he was preoccupied charting their next steps.

	“Can you read it?” said Hadron, realizing now that the whole ship was full of dead language and a dead past.

	“No, but I understand a few.”

	There were dozens and dozens of crates and boxes of all different sizes spread around. His father climbed over on top of a different crate that was a little higher than the others. “Look, Hadron, your light,” he said. Something at the far end of the pile emitted a warm glow. They made their way over to it, careful to stay on top of the pile.

	“What is that?” said Hadron.

	The crates appeared to be cut out from the center, glowing a hot red-orange at the edges. It was as if a perfect sphere had burned itself into the space and left nothing behind.

	“That’s what caused the rumbling and shaking,” said his father, pointing at the void.

	“Did something explode?” said Hadron.

	“No, I don’t think so, see, everything else is intact. This is strange.”

	Hadron did not like the sound of his father saying something was strange. “I don’t think coming down here was a good idea,” said Hadron.

	His father ignored him and continued, “Something in the crates right here,” he pointed to the center of the negative space, “must have burned, or, ignited. Or-”

	“Or what!?” said Hadron. His nerves had gotten the better of him. He felt at any moment the container would start shaking again, or that something else would explode, or that some other unpredictable danger would suddenly reveal itself.

	“Hadron, this ship is very old, and everything else inside of it. It’s possible that something in there became unstable and, well, burned or something,” said his father.

	“Shouldn’t we get out of here?” said Hadron, pleading with his eyes.

	His father stood thinking for a moment. “No.” He stood up straight and surveyed the jumbled landscape like they were a treasure trove. “I think we should clear some space first. Let’s stack some of the smaller boxes and set them aside, then we can rotate them along in the open space to see what’s here.”

	Hadron started to protest, but there was no dissuading him, “Good. We’re going to open all of them,” said his father.

	They began to stack the crates, making space along the floor of the container until there was enough room for both of them to stand and work freely. After some time had passed, the first crate was ready.

	“I’ll open the first one,” said his father. Hadron looked on as his father unlatched the lid. He cautiously removed it, keeping his face away from the opening but still watching it from the corner of his eye. When nothing happened he set the lid down and looked inside.

	“Look, Hadron,” he gestured with his hand.

	Folded up inside was a suit, unlike any Hadron had seen before. “A suit?” said Hadron.

	His father pulled it out and held it up, its dark gray limbs fell down slowly through the air, “It’s extremely light.”

	Hadron held up the suit, which was practically weightless. “It’s so light. How?” He pulled and stretched it, “But it’s strong.” He imagined an Engineered Man inside of it. 

	Underneath the suit in the crate was a handle on a divider. Another compartment? Hadron pulled the divider out of the crate and set it aside. “A helmet,” said Hadron. Now the Engineered Man in the suit had a head to go with it. The dim reflection of the visor caught his own helmet’s curious stare. Two helmets peering at each other. He tried to picture what an Engineered Man looked like.

	“Hadron, I think you’ve found something of great value.”

	Hadron turned away from the helmet to his father, who was remembering something. “If that is what I think it is, you’ll never need another suit,” he said.

	“What do you mean?”

	“Engineered Men wore suits like that one. They could go out for years at a time sustained by them.”

	“How can a suit sustain a man?” said Hadron, looking at the lightweight material.

	“The helmet’s symbol means sustaining, or longevity. It’s called an Environmental,” said his father.

	Hadron removed the helmet from the crate. It was made to cover the whole head and had a wide visor. The inside of the helmet was lined with a soft material covering a firm padding. He turned it over and around and found a round symbol with a few lines at the back near the neck. It looked like a button. He was about to touch it, but stopped. “How will we get all of this home?”

	“Let’s not worry about that now. Help me get this big one opened,” said his father.

	Hadron put the helmet back in the crate and stood next to his father. He wondered what was inside the imposing crate. For some reason, it didn’t feel right to open it. They unlatched and lifted the lid together as it was heavy. Just as it opened a terrible stench escaped the crate and violated the air. Hadron dropped his side of the lid and it slid off the top.

	“Ugh! What is that!?” said Hadron, recoiling away.

	“Put it back! Quickly! Grab your end,” shouted his father.

	Hadron looked inside and saw mangled, slimy bodies, or were those body parts? stuffed into the crate. They were melting away in a goop. 

	“Hadron! Get the lid. One-two-three,” and they fit the lid back onto the crate.

	“What was that?” said Hadron.

	“Flesh,” his father said, securing the lid.

	“What?” There really were dead men in the ship.

	“Rotting flesh, only rotting flesh smells like that.”

	“What?” said Hadron again, unable to process what his father said. The angry stench lingered in Hadron’s mouth and nose, and Hadron felt a wave of nausea pass through his stomach, up to his throat. 

	“I’m sorry,” said his father.

	Hadron stared at the crate and the horror of rotting men.

	“Hadron, look at me.”

	What are dead men doing in a crate?

	“Hadron.”

	We are surrounded by dead men.

	“Son.”

	Hadron suppressed the lump in his throat and turned away.

	His father pushed the crate to the side. “Alright, we will stay away from the large crates,” he said.

	“I don’t want to open any more crates,” said Hadron.

	“You don’t have to open the larger ones if you don’t want to, but if there are things here we can use, I have to know.”

	“Why are there dead men in crates!?” shouted Hadron.

	He hesitated with his answer, not wanting to upset him further. “Probably part of the rewriting program, Hadron.”

	“I don’t understand.”

	His father took a breath. “The truth is much to bear, but, the truth is also that I don’t really know, Hadron. The important thing is that we get the energy cells and these other things home and continue working. These men had their chance. Not these men,” he said looking at the crate, “but these men,” he waved his hand around, “from that time.” He shooed them away with a gesture.

	Hadron grew frustrated, “What is the rewriting program?”

	“It’s difficult to explain what I know. Maybe some other time.”

	“Why won’t you tell me?”

	“You will wait,” he said firmly.

	Hadron turned away, looking in the direction of the glowing crates, which were now dim. “I’m going to go find more of the smaller ones.”

	“Good,” said his father, “I’ll start on these.”


Chapter 9

	Hadron gathered and stacked smaller crates, trying not to think about what might be in them. He was about to head back when he noticed, at the bottom of the sphere shaped hole, the tiniest reflection of polished metal. Moving closer, he could feel the crates radiating heat. It took a moment for his eyes to adjust, but there on the ground, beneath a layer of charred material was a weapon. He knelt down, careful not to snag the surrounding metal of the crates, and pulled it out of the ashes. It was small, a little shorter than the length of his forearm, and heavy–heavier than it looked. It had a semi-circular handle that connected to a bulbous body. The front of the weapon seemed to cave in on itself, having a wide mouth. He raised it up and began wiping off the rest of the charred material with his hand. It was exquisitely crafted, and even in the dim light of the container Hadron could see it was the most refined, perfect metal he’d ever seen.

	“Father, I found something,” said Hadron.

	“What is it?”

	“I don’t know.”

	“Stay there, I’m coming to you.”

	Hadron continued studying the weapon. It was extremely smooth. It had no real features, markings, or straight lines, except a small trigger that emerged from the curved handle. The front of the weapon was odd, just an open void. The void was somehow darker than everything else. The weight of it made him feel small and out of place, like the energy cell. But, unlike the energy cell, it had no presence and felt lifeless. “It’s ok, I think it’s broken. It was here at the bottom of these ruined crates,” said Hadron.

	His father came quickly and saw the weapon in Hadron’s hands.

	“What is-?” his eyebrows made a strange shape. “Hadron, let me hold it.”

	Hadron saw his father’s face turn from puzzlement to realization. His next words proceeded with a sort of reverence.

	“It’s an Energy Form. Very dangerous. Unstable.”

	“Unstable?” said Hadron.

	“Yes. I think it explains the ruined crates and the shaking, although, how and why it went off I have not the slightest idea.” 

	“But, it’s dangerous, right?”

	“Yes,” said his father, studying the discovery, half-listening. It took a moment, then he said, “We’ll take it with us.”

	“But you just said it was unstable,” said Hadron.

	“If it still works, you may never need to fear a Hybrid. Or anything else for that matter.”

	“What does it do?”

	“It could be a very effective weapon,” he handed it back to Hadron. “We shouldn’t leave it here.”

	“Have you used one before?” Hadron fumbled it, trying to hand it back, but his father wouldn’t take it.

	“No.” He looked at Hadron who stared at the weapon, terrified. “We’ll leave the rest for now. Come, Hadron,” he gestured for Hadron to keep the weapon, “Let’s gather everything and go home.”

	Hadron reluctantly kept the Energy Form. Its power and weight should have been a reward, but instead it felt like a burden.

	“You’ve done very well for yourself on your first trip through The Scar. I’m amazed to see you holding an Energy Form.” He suddenly laughed a huge laugh that filled the container.

	Hadron made an artificial smile. He was overwhelmed, not ready for this new world full of dark riddles. It took a long time to climb back down to where they’d started. And the climb back up the rope where they first entered the ship, being weighed down with an energy cell and an unstable weapon tested Hadron. But most troubling of all was the lingering smell of dead men.
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