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      Hive was anxious, waiting in the depths of her underground lair.

      Hung on the mandibles of indecision. Threatened with the single greatest existential crisis she could remember, stepping back across the countless generations of memory from her mothers that had been passed down to her.

      Each time the Nest had grown large enough, she had spun off carefully-selected splinters of the whole and herself, to colonize adjacent places: across the great, red stone; farther down the hill where man-stone buildings lurked; into the green space where man gardened.

      Slowly, they drove back all the neighboring colonies of ants who were merely ants, and nothing greater. Each of those daughters had gone her own way, pushed ever so slightly in a direction beneficial to Hive and her visions, letting her look up, safe to watch the lesser orb dance, and the stars twinkle from the security of her lair.

      Her own Mother had done the same, once. But her Mother had been merely. Poised on the verge of greatness, but unable to grasp it.

      Mother had not dreamed. None of her aunts, or cousins dreamed, either.

      Only Hive and her daughters.

      It had saved their future from a darkness so terrible as to represent the apocalypse. And it let her watch the lesser orb in its nightly tracks across the sable sky.

      But Hive represented something new. Something unimaginable in the assembled grand halls of queendoms that represented ant-kind. Something that would go well beyond merely.

      The short summer darkness had fallen. Overhead, through the eyes of Thinkers tasked not solely with observation but with astronomy, Hive watched the lesser orb dance.

      Once, Hive had dreamt of nothing so much as touching that face. Her quest had taken her to the land of the giants.

      Learning from the gods, she had built an ant/machine, a javelin of fire, and sent it aloft, emulating man/machines in the quest for her dreams.

      That first launch had merely proven that Man, the Jotun in whose lands Hive kept herself carefully hidden, was merely one Apex species. Not the only one.

      Like Prometheus before her, Hive had stolen fire from the Gods, an allegorical tale she had learned while slowly reading the entirety of the Great Library inside the Jotunheim above her hidden nest, that monstrously grand, underground place she called a Secret Base.

      Man considered herself supreme on the strength of her technology, her knowledge, her accumulated wisdom. She had placed many man/machines into the emptiness of the sky above. She had sent probes to the many moving stars Hive now knew were sister worlds, called planets and named after ancient Roman deities. She had landed on the face of the lesser orb and returned, one-sixes-zero times.

      One-sixes-zero. It was an auspicious number, unluck striking down one attempt, that one itself a man-unluck number, two-sixes-one, a challenge even Man’s Gods would not countenance. It had only been a warning, though. Man had stopped at one-sixes-zero and left well enough alone.

      And so the Gods had smiled.

      Hive considered the lesser orb.

      Mankind was no longer the greatest species on the strength of having been the only ones to ever go to that orb and come back again. Hive had sent daughters, Engineers, to taste the regolith, understand it, report home.

      They had.

      At the same time, Man had been so arrogant in her superiority over other species that she could not imagine a competitor willing and able to learn. The Jotunheim had a library. Sixes of sixes of sixes of volumes that had been laboriously scouted by the Readers and reported back to Thinkers tasked with remembering.

      Hive had discovered radio, and packet encryption, and had accessed a greater store of books than even Lost Alexandria, near forgotten in the mists of antiquity.

      So great had been the accumulated information, that Hive had bred up a new kind of Thinker, capable of storing tremendous amounts of individual facts, woven together as Hive slowly parsed the data. She called them Bards, harkening back to the ancient storytellers of Man’s legendary history. Each held a chunk of data, overlapping with several others so that no single piece was at risk of being lost.

      Man had taught her that trick as well, with her computers made of lightning that stored important details in what they called parallel.

      Hive’s greatest need had been to reduce the stories to non-volatile, long-term information storage.

      Man had invented books to solve the task.

      Tremendously inefficient tools that had a number of greater values Hive had considered after the discovery of theories of written communication. Man could store data for centuries, passing it randomly and anonymously along to any who could read, including Hive. Thus was no information at risk of being lost by the accidental death of one Thinker.

      At present, the Nest itself was so massive that Hive worried constantly about how to simply feed the ever-growing armies of Engineers, Readers, Thinkers, Warriors, and Scouts necessary to sustain itself, to say nothing of the space-rockets and space planes she had built.

      And now, Hive had bred a new kind of daughter. Engineers were Thinkers who could do. Readers were Scouts who could understand. Bards were Thinkers who could remember.

      Evolution in pursuit of ever-greater Great Machines had taken another great stride forward with the latest generation. She had produced her first artists. The first who could produce and sustain that holiest of Grails: non-volatile, long-term information storage. She had bred a generation of daughters who were Archivists. She was on the verge of building the first ant/library.

      They were no longer merely ants. Hive and her offspring had gone places that mere genetics would never lead them. They had learned to think, and to dream.

      With the rest of her strangely-evolved daughters, Hive had all the tools necessary to create a Nest that would be star-borne. She had built greater machines than that first one, or the later one that had assembled a small orbital station from which Engineers and Scouts had visited the lesser orb and returned.

      Now Hive prepared for the greatest adventure of all time. She would create an entire colony of the star-borne, freed from the constraints and risks of being trapped on a single world.

      Before her, a great, silver lance stood poised in the launch bay, itself carefully hidden below ground. It would ride a pillar of flame into the night, and open up the universe.

      There was only one problem. One terrible conundrum.

      She had pondered on it for planetary years, a mother sending out colonies of daughters from the top of the hill to slowly expand the reach of her own kind from water to water, but that was here on the surface Man called Earth.

      Hive still dreamed of the empty darkness. She’d heard it call to her across a distance so great that she had invented new mathematics, stolen from the Jotunheim, to express it.

      She could send a colony ship of her daughters into space, let that seed take root. Let it be star-borne.

      But the stars called her. Demanded her. Sleep would not come until she became star-borne herself.

      The costs would be enormous, even if she was successful. The risks of failure coincided with an extinction-level event that might end all of her kind.

      Was she willing to risk the entire Nest in pursuit of her mad dreams?

      Hive could envision multiple futures, many of which hinged on the slightest changes, the slenderest margins of error, the randomest fall of invisible dice.

      Brazilian butterflies danced malevolently in her nightmares.

      Thinkers tasked with advocacy and prosecution argued their cases in the court of public opinion. Thus did policy, like science, come to rest on solid bases.

      But Hive could not simply be a benevolent, remote deity, content to let the Nest work out the issues and decide. Nor could she send her explorers star-borne and let a daughter dream that dream instead.

      She was the first of her kind, and the strongest.

      And she dreamed.

      The tales she had absorbed from the ancients taunted her, tales that must be translated first into man/language from some variant, archaic scribing.

      There was one who spoke the right visions. She was the greatest of man/bards, words caught by man/Archivists only after her death and committed to eternity of memory, but herself lost forever. And in her loss, Hive found strength and dread in equal parts.

      Dare I live forever? Shall I risk that eternal darkness, or would it be better to cower from such a gamble? Is it a grander thing to look the coming snake in the eye and cower? Or spit? Would eternity be better served, or adventure? For I must sleep, perchance to dream, perhaps to pass. But I must go into that undiscovered country, and be that wary traveller that may yet never return, if I would truly seek what dreams may come.

      Beyond the sciences Hive had acquired, she had found the man/thinkers and their explorations of the various natures of epistemology. How one came to think, to understand.

      To Dream.

      Hive’s own mother had been merely. Poised on the verge of greatness, or abomination, as one might measure such things. Lost in the mists of time and history, many cycles of seasons lost to the wrath and unluck of the man/machines.

      Her daughters were no longer merely, but they did not demand the solar wind blowing on their antennae. Not like Hive.

      Hive had been born to dream, and in her dreams had changed many futures, side-stepping death’s hungry snake.

      Would she cast herself into the pit now? Or could she find that single path, that ley-line into the future?

      Man barely understood his own nature, having spent centuries of logic, stories, and science exploring.

      Hive was the first and the greatest. Perhaps her own daughters would grow into something greater, given generations, but she could not see those paths, closed off as each daughter came into her majority and walked her own path into darkness.

      Perhaps one day, the merely would be overwhelmed, unable to compete, and Hive’s daughters would remove them from the field. On that day, perhaps war among herself and her daughters as they sought to control the limited place wherein they called home.

      Hive looked into that darkest place, that farthest dream, and knew despair, for she could not see her shadow on the hillside she called home, even with this Jotunheim fallen and gone.

      Thus the grand failure of prophesy, that none may see her own death and know how to prevent it.

      Hive looked out over the majestic, underground cathedral, hundreds of body-lengths across, where she assembled the great machines that leapt into the night on feet of flames and shadowed hulls. It was the largest nest Hive could remember from all her forebears.

      A needle-prowed vehicle stood there, proud and indomitable.

      It would be the last.

      The Nest itself had grown so vast, the costs to feed the many mouths so exorbitant, that Hive would have to abandon her dreams of being star-borne with this final flight. There were too many mouths to feed at once, to maintain enough Warriors on the borders, enough Engineers building ant/machines, enough Thinkers to catalog the world, enough Bards to sing, enough Archivists to listen.

      The House of Cards would fall. And do it soon.

      Dare she look the coming snake in the eye and spit?

      In the past, Hive had tasked one Thinker with advocacy, and another with prosecution, and let them bring the entire Nest around, consensus cast as concrete beneath their feet to bridge the gap and find the future.

      Now she must task the Thinkers with identity, let them explore all facets of what it meant to be Hive, and how to preserve that uniqueness in the face of the coming winter.

      Hive closed her eyes and sought out a path through the cold and darkness.

      She dreamed.
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      Hive awakened to sorrow. Fall had come, and she was no closer to understanding.

      An entire generation had come of age immersed in the exploration of self. Already, Hive’s visions and fears had begun to alter the shape of the nest, queens laying more Workers and Warriors, fewer Engineers and Bards.

      Only the Archivists held pace with the future.

      This winter would be the last for her kind.

      The Thinkers gathered before her, magnetic poles of indecision forcing their patterns away from happiness. It was as Scylla and Charybdis channeling the tide between them, to cite the ancientest of tales the Jotunheim had yielded.

      With no other pattern upon which to draw, the Thinkers had elected their own speakers, the chief Engineer known as The Herald facing the most prominent Bard, known as Storyteller, and all the rest rippling out in indecisive, tidal flutter.

      Hive remembered her dreams of butterflies dancing. Black swans whose slightest change of arc wrought possible devastation.

      advocacy understood that Hive was greater than the collection of Thinkers and Engineers remembering, but could not produce a mathematical treatise that could explain how such a gestalt had first been created, let alone maintained over the generations.

      prosecution looked upon advocacy with wild eyes, quoting the translated texts that spoke of self, rather than astro-mathematics, or electrical physics.

      There are more things in Heaven and Earth than are dreamt of in your philosophy.

      And Hive knew fear.

      Fear of

      
      
      
      
      
      
      [image: ]

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/images/menelaus_cover_1667x2500.jpg
Mene/. QAU S ‘

SEQUEL TO MOONSHOT

How far
will Hive's
dreams take
her?

LAZE

BESTSELLING AUTHOR





OEBPS/images/krp_site_icon.jpg
KRP





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-fixed.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


