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  THE SHAPES OF THEIR HEARTS


  I


  You could say it was chosen by mistake and the choice maintained out of an obstinate refusal to admit the error, or you could point to the hand of the Deity, the perception doesn’t matter yet. What does matter is that this is Eden—the Registry name is Idun KSA 1826/GB1, but the claiming group under the Refugee Resettlement Acts heard the name as Eden, and have called it that ever since. After all this time, there’s no arguing with them, and almost everybody calls it Eden, too.


  It’s an unremarkable world—a nice world, even. In the long-form name that even Scatterlings shorten, you can read the details: terra-fertile, the indigenous vegetation and minor life harmless to human beings (barring of course one or two nasty little insects, but human enzymes are harmful to them, too, and they won’t bite unless provoked), the climate comfortable, and the land masses large and accessible. There are enough metals in the mountains and minerals in the soil to sustain a reasonably conservationist population almost indefinitely, and there’s even an export crop—flox-grass—that the Bahnoei buy in bulk twice a year to keep the trade in balance.


  It’s the people that are the problem, no surprise there. I mentioned the RRA and a claiming group under that Act. Well, that group was a cult—a religious minority, I should say, with all that that entails. They were then known as the Seeking Children, and are now just the Children, sometimes the Believers when they’re feeling contentious, and the Church when they’re feeling authoritative, which is often—in any case, the majority, and the majority rules, per the RRA’s settlement charter. They are nominally Christian, but that is overlaid with a Revelation, given by the Deity and His Son to Gabril Aurik over the course of a ten-day coma, during which he learned to eschew the drugs that had been his life and how to purify himself, and then again ten years later, when he fell into a second coma and emerged with the Word that would purify the rest of humanity. This was on Finbar, a tough world for cults, particularly when they interfere with business, as this one did. The Deity, according to Aurik, had created DNA as His particular Marvel; to change it in any way was to flout God’s Will. This meant that God disapproved of transgenic robots—which was fine, since Territorial law had done the same, declaring the Keremma and all their kindred to be fully human beings; it also meant that God disapproved of clones common and special, and of the FTL Gates and the unnatural changes they caused in bodies and genes. God also distrusted profit and approved communalism, and it was this that went down so badly on Finbar. It was, however, popular with enough of the working classes to earn a level of persecution that qualified them for resettlement under the Act.


  The decision to accept resettlement was, of course, the result of much soul-searching: after all, if the Deity so thoroughly disapproved of leaving one’s natal planet—leaving Earth was humanity’s Second Fall, according to Aurik—this opportunity could only be a snare of the Devil, in whom the Children believed almost as passionately as they believed in Aurik and the Deity. However, after much prayer and fasting and debate, the aging Aurik came up with a solution. He would take the sin on himself—this was the final gift he could give and that he had been given, the until now inscrutable purpose of his existence—and he would die during the passage, in order that the rest might be saved. His cadre of close followers protested that they would thus lose access to the fine details of the Revelation, which were locked in Aurik’s memory, untranslated and possibly untranslatable into word or speech, and Aurik answered with another Divinely given insight. He would leave a memory-box, a braintaped copy of those memories and dreams—an exact duplicate of sensations, emotions, conscious thoughts, and half-acknowledged images, everything he’d experienced in those two Revelations—that could serve as a Scripture in his place. After debate, this was deemed acceptable, and the cadre rigged Aurik’s medicapsule to inject him with a neopiate instead of the usual translation drugs. He died, as far as anyone can tell, at the moment of translation, and presumably took the Children’s sins with him, since the colony was an immediate success.


  The Resettlement Authority knew nothing of any of this, of course. They were delighted that the Children were out of their hair—Aurik and the cadre were just as annoying, with their insistence on the inhumanity and intrinsic unworthiness of the cloned population, as they had been to the government on Finbar—and filed them as a success and moved on to the next group that needed their help. Oh, they established the usual safeguards, designed to make sure the persecuted didn’t turn around and do unto others as had been done unto them—the Authority had learned that lesson early, and they were experts on it by then. The spaceport and environs were firmly extraterritorial, and a mixed brigade of Territorial Auxiliaries was stationed there to make sure of it, with a big recruiting office to welcome in any and all disenchanted Children. They made sure there were Scatterling creches as well, and plenty of balance. If you were born on Eden, and had no taste for the religion, all you had to do was get yourself to the spaceport—the Freeport, it was named, unimaginative, but definite, and declare your intention of staying. “Breathe salt air with caution” they said on Eden— the Freeport is on an island in Observatory Bay—and that was all.


  Of course, the trouble with revelation as the foundation for a religion is that you never know who’s going to have one next. And, equally of course, someone eventually did. This time, it was a senior theologician named Hamar July, who logged on to the Memoriant and in the chaos of Aurik’s memories was the Divine Hand write large and very plain: Aurik, he saw, was in fact in Hell, doomed to remain there until the Children could bring his word to the rest of humanity. Eden’s very success would be its damnation unless they could convert the rest of the Territories. There was debate, but the outcome was never much in doubt—every part of the Children’s past predisposed them to this belief—and the governing board authorized the Export.


  Obviously, if you won’t leave your own planet, you’ll have some trouble proselytizing to the rest of the human galaxy—the Board is still deciding what the Revelation means to non-human species—and at first the Children were content simply to send out their writings and to dispute their beliefs in the chaos of Territorial Communications. The expense was high, a measurable percentage of the planet’s GPI, but that was the Board’s business, and maybe the supporting congregations’, and in any case nobody complained. But as the Tricentennial of the Revelation approached, and the theologicians realized that it would coincide with another Millennium, they began to fear that time was running out. The Memoriant was consulted, formally and en masse, and in the fever and colors of Aurik’s Revelation it was discerned that force could be used, since persuasion had failed.


  That is the dispensation under which I was born.


  Oh, yes, I was born on Eden, and so I have these inescapable connections. But even so, fair warning: don’t believe me. I also have an ax to grind.


  1


  Anton Sien Hsia Tso studied the design floating in the center of his workcube, enjoying the play of form and color, touched the control bead to spin it slowly, admiring the work. The heavy, brightly colored balls that symbolized the atoms that made up the latest antiviral flashed in and out of sight, alternately obscured and revealed by the molecule’s complex shape. It was perfect, really: a little less beautifully tailored than the proprietary version—which was fine, considering that that would help convince a judge that his people had discovered the compound on their own, if it came to that—but there was no reason to think it would work any less well than the original. It might even work better, at least according to the doctor who had brought him both the formula and the competing plans. In any case, it would cost less to manufacture than the original and, given that the original sold for nearly two credits a thirty-milligram tablet, he could charge a credit apiece, corner the disorderly markets, and probably penetrate the orderly markets as well—certainly in the public sector—all at a decent profit. And the people who spent the most on medicine—his own people, the people of Southside and the Harbors—would support the Zous more than ever: another important benefit, these days, and to be courted beyond mere profit. They would have to run tests, of course—serious side effects could be ruled out in virtuo, but the small things were still more easily found live—but he knew three clinics along the waterfront that would be happy to take a supply, and could keep the kind of records he needed.


  He pushed himself away from the workcube, reached for keypad instead, and opened a secure file, watching the codes flicker across the top of the screen. The background faded from red to green and then to neutral white, and he keyed in a second nonsense string to give himself access to the clinic files. Before he could set up the search, the local board chimed twice, and instinctively he closed both files, not bothering to save the work.


  “Yes?” he said, and a woman’s cool voice spoke from the concealed speakers.


  “I’m sorry to interrupt, Doctor, but there’s a call from your brother. On the secure line.”


  Tso suppressed a curse, knowing better than to protest. “Put it through. Match his security, please—and put the levels on the screen.”


  “Yes, Doctor.”


  Tso swung back to his main desk as the larger commscreen faded to life, leaving the workcube running behind him. That was bravado, and he knew it, but no one in his brother’s business would know how to read the image, and one thing Henry Zou did know how to do was to keep his secrets. As he’d requested, a security string popped into sight at the bottom of the screen: Zou was using his best privacy.


  “Anton.”


  The face in the screen was almost identical to his own: his elder twin, the natural son who had not been expected to live, whose childhood illnesses had required his own conception. And whose continued survival had resulted in Tso’s own ambiguous status, a Zou in everything but name, fostered by the family of his father’s closest friend.


  “Harry,” Tso acknowledged, and couldn’t quite keep the wariness from his voice. Usually they kept their distance from each other and from each other’s businesses, accepting that their talents were as equal and as mutually incompatible as the surnames they had been assigned. For Zou to call during business hours—and about business, from the level of privacy—meant that something important was happening, and probably something unpleasant.


  “I—we need your help with something important,” Henry Zou said. “Can we meet?”


  “Who’s we?”


  In the screen, Tso saw the other man look away. “Partners of mine. Reiter Spath in particular.”


  “Your partner, not mine,” Tso said, and then the name registered fully. “I didn’t think he would be walking around yet.”


  Zou made a soft noise of agreement. “Nonetheless, he is. And he wants to talk to us.”


  “He’s your partner,” Tso said again. “Why me?”


  “It’s the stadium bombing,” Zou said.


  “Surely that’s an uptown problem,” Tso said, knowing it would do no good. Out of sight of the common pickups, he ran his hand over the nearest control pad, reconfiguring it for a datasearch. He was familiar with the event, of course—no one on Jericho could not be—the bloodiest terrorist attack in generations, made worse by the fact that it came from outside, not from any of the political or sports factions who usually did these things. The search form windowed in the desktop, angled to be invisible from the pickups. He touched virtual keys, setting parameters: the bombing, police reports, and then the key names, Spath, Egoran, Mondrik, HappiTimes, Enactment Banking. The screen went blank, flashed a holding pattern while the engine worked.


  “You know better than that,” Zou said. “When Pal Egoran was killed—well, that makes it everybody’s business.”


  “Not mine.” A set of icons flashed in the desktop, information sorted by priority, but Tso ignored it. “I make drugs. I make remedials, recreationals, and the occasional prophylactic, I make them on spec or on commission, and I do not concern myself with anything that is outside my particular sphere of business. That was the agreement. And I expect to be left alone. As we also agreed.”


  Outside the curtained window, the sunlight brightened, clouds scudding away in the onshore wind. Tso glanced toward the hand’s-span gap between the heavy draperies, saw reflected light flash from the mirrored windows opposite his own tower. The same fleck of light caught the Grandfather Plaque on the wall beside the commscreen, the heavy plastic glowing suddenly, deeply red, the carved antique characters of their original ancestor’s name abruptly stark with shadow, and then the light caught the pickup and Zou flinched, lifting a hand to his eyes.


  “Godteeth, Anton.”


  “Sorry.” Tso went to the window and drew the curtains completely closed. He came back to the desk, wondering how the Grandfather was taking all this—wondering not for the first time what the Grandfather had advised about his own existence—and resettled himself in the padded chair.


  “You have dealings—business dealings—with Eden,” Zou said reluctantly. “That’s why they want to talk to you.”


  “I buy from Eden along with—”


  “And you’ve been there twice,” Zou interrupted. “They’re very serious about this, Anton.”


  Serious enough to go through Harry, and to observe at least the semblance of the courtesies. Tso glanced quickly at the desktop—a dozen megs of data, easily, too much to read now—then looked back at the commscreen. “When?”


  Zou looked down at a screen of his own. “This afternoon. Two—and they’ve agreed we can meet here.”


  Getting more serious all the time. Tso flipped to his own calendar, fingers tapping as he rearranged his plans, and nodded. “All right. Two o’clock, at your office.”


  “Bring your DaSilva,” Zou said.


  Tso smiled. “Don’t worry.”


  “I always worry,” Zou said, and cut the connection. The picture vanished, the screen fading back to a pale oyster-gray indistinguishable from the rest of the wall. Tso leaned back in his chair, contemplating it and the darkened plaque beside it, and then tapped a hidden control. A single pinlight sparked to life, its glow deepening the rich red of the Grandfather Plaque, and at the same time the roomlights dimmed, leaving only the light glowing on the face of the carved square. Tso rose, bowed once as he’d been taught, and came out from behind his desk to bow again. Incense sticks stood on a small lacquered table beneath the plaque, and he scratched one to life, set it in the brass holder in the center of the table.


  “Grandson.” The voice was frankly mechanical; the system had been reworked so many times that the original voiceprint, if there had ever been one, had been lost, and it was not a Zou trait to pretend to have something that wasn’t there.


  “Grandfather.” Tso bowed a third time, clasping his hands. “You’ve heard what passed.”


  “I hear everything, Grandson.”


  And that was probably true, Tso thought. Both he and Henry had copies of the Grandfather loose in their house systems—the plaque was nothing more than a localized interface and backup storage—so the program probably did have access to almost everything that was entered into both systems. He made a mental note to review his security coding, and said, “I respectfully request your advice on the matter.”


  There was a little silence. The smoke from the incense had reached the edge of the plaque, curled sideways in a stray air current so that it ran along the line of characters as though it underlined the name: first the elaborate spidery characters, the only words that Tso could read, Zou Jieke, and then the realprint much smaller translating those characters to the name everyone still remembered, Jack Zou. He had been one of Jericho’s first settlers, relocated under one of the Migration Acts; unlike most of them, he had fought back, created a family and a business and then a dynasty, and died owing nothing, owning much. Whatever was left of Jack Zou in the Grandfather program was worthy of honor, Tso thought, and also worth consulting.


  Something mechanical whirred in the plaque’s depths, startlingly like a sigh, and the Grandfather spoke at last. “It is always good, Grandson, to preserve the family. You are the younger brother, you must obey your elder. But Eden is a dangerous place and should be approached only with caution.”


  Tso waited, hiding his disappointment—there were times when he suspected that the original Jack Zou memory-box had been lost along with the voice, and that the family had filled in the gaps with a program that was a cross between a database of proverbs and a fortune-teller—but there was nothing more. “Thank you, Grandfather,” he said, bowing a final time, and turned back to the desk, leaving the incense burning beneath the plaque.


  At the desk, he touched a second key. “Renli.”


  “Yes?” The voice came from the speaker, but then the door slid open. “Trouble?”


  “Probably,” Tso began, then nodded. “Yes.”


  “Ah.” Renli DaSilva moved into the room, letting the heavy door slide closed again behind her, only the flicker of her eyes betraying that she saw the lit incense on the table. She was tall—an iris child, his mother would have called her, admiring the younger woman’s willowy grace—and the high-soled sandals that matched her traditional skirt and blouse added another six or eight centimeters to her height. “Spath?”


  “How’d you know?” Tso frowned slightly. He wasn’t precisely surprised by the security woman’s guess, but he couldn’t help wondering when and how it had been made.


  “Now that Egoran’s dead, there’s nobody else who can make your brother jump like this. I saw the call come in.” DaSilva lowered herself into the client’s chair, offset so that she could see the commscreen as well as Tso. “So what’s going on?”


  “We’re meeting Spath and Harry in Harry’s office at two,” Tso said. “I don’t know who else Spath is bringing.”


  “Nobody we know,” DaSilva said. “Or at least that we know well. He lost his top people in the bombing.”


  “Is that good or bad?” Tso asked.


  DaSilva shrugged, the uncertainty as graceful as everything she did. “Bad that we don’t know them, good that they’re not Spath’s original best. And he hasn’t had time to bring them up to speed.”


  “I didn’t think Spath would be out of hospital yet.” Tso looked down at the desktop screen with its neat stack of icons, news reports, edited and raw, in one heap, the police records--flashing blue to warn him that they were hacked and so unverified—in another. It had been important to Egoran and his partners to at least appear to be football fanatics like the rest of uptown; they couldn’t have avoided the final match if they’d wanted to, not and keep their credibility in gambling circles. When the Edener’s bomb had gone off—no, he corrected himself, almost certainly not an Edener, but definitely one of their disciples—Egoran had been in the premium boxes with the rest of the high rollers. And he and his had died with the rest of them, except of course for Spath. If anyone could get out of the inferno alive, it would be Spath.


  “They took him to TransCity One,” DaSilva said. “He has an account there.”


  Tso lifted an eyebrow at that. TransCity One was the most expensive of the city’s private hospitals, not a research center itself, but the first place to benefit from research. If a treatment made it to TransCity, it was worth pirating. “Do you think he expected something?”


  DaSilva shook her head, shifting the silk-wrapped braids that framed her face. The wrappings were teal today, with a single strand of gold. “Probably just on general principles. The uptown markets are, well, more disorderly than yours.”


  Tso smiled. “Disorderly market” was the latest euphemism for Jericho’s underground economy, and one he rather liked. “So what did you hear about the bombing?”


  DaSilva shrugged again. “Probably about the same things you heard. I left a report in your box.”


  Tso glanced guiltily at the desktop, and this time saw DaSilva’s signature card floating among the other icons. “I haven’t read it.”


  “I didn’t think you had.” She smiled to blunt the reprimand. “You want the short form?”


  “Please.”


  DaSilva closed her eyes, summoning up images. “All right. Body count’s up two, makes it two-twelve, but Rescue is pretty sure that’s everyone. Correlating our sales figures with the official hospital reports, there were probably close to a thousand people with injuries that needed professional attention. Over-the-counter sales showed a bump, too, but I can’t do more than point it out. The police released a coded warning from somebody calling itself Jehu —it’s a Bible name—and giving what sounds like an Edener rationale for the attack.” She opened her eyes. “You want to hear it?”


  “Not really.” Tso had already heard it once, seen the screen filled with hot, swirling colors—angry colors, his imagination persisted in calling them—and heard the voice speaking from their heart, promising damnation and death to those who dared deform their precious, divinely written DNA. By the Children’s reckoning, he and Harry had only one soul between them, and they would both inevitably suffer for it; that was one of the many reasons he had always done his business on Eden through the mostly apostate citizens of the Freeport.


  DaSilva closed her eyes again. “Five days ago, the police released an ID and a composite image—how about that, you want to see it?”


  “Yeah, put it up.”


  The commscreen faded to life again, filled with a standard police record. Each of the four quarters contained a face, but only the last two were recognizable.


  “The first two are from stadium cameras,” DaSilva said, before he could ask. “And the last one’s the official ID shot.”


  “Thanks,” Tso said. Once you knew what you were looking at, the first two pictures were indeed blurred shapes that might have been faces, one caught almost head-on, the other turning away. The third shot, bright with false color, was the computers’ enhanced composite, not quite identical but very close to the final blandly institutional ID card photo.


  “Police say his name’s Cantriff, Philos Cantriff,” DaSilva said, “and he is, or he was, a teacher at the technical institute in Verry.”


  Tso tilted his head to one side, examining the image. He could believe that the ID showed a tech-school teacher, right down to the clipped hair and the way the coat rode badly on his thin shoulders. What he found more difficult was the idea that this schoolteacher could have broken stadium security. The technical schools dealt with hardware, with engineering, not the kind of software skills you’d need to bypass the stadium’s equipment. “What’s your feeling, Renli?”


  DaSilva shrugged again. “Spath thinks he’s the right one. He’s put out a price, and a good one, for a full or partial, but the DNA has to match the ID sample.”


  Tso grimaced. Every time the uptown dismarkets set up something like this, bodies fell out of the woodwork—but at least Cantriff was obviously euro. That should keep down the body count in Southside and the Harbors.


  “No takers yet,” DaSilva went on, “or at least none that I’ve heard of.” Her eyes flicked open. “That’s pretty much everything, bar the usual conspiracy chat.”


  “Anything plausible?”


  “Not really.” DaSilva smiled. “When you have the chance, you might enjoy some of the theories, but, no, nothing likely on that side.”


  “All right.” Tso rubbed his chin, staring at the desktop screen without really seeing the patterns in its surface, and then blanked the commscreen with a quick gesture. “Obviously, I need to dress—and I want food, I doubt Harry will think to feed us. Have Jimmy bring the car around in forty minutes.”


  “That should give us plenty of time,” DaSilva agreed, and swayed easily to her feet. There was a trick to moving in the long skirts, heavy with velvets and embroidery now in the winter months, a way of shifting the draperies out of the way of each step that Tso found endlessly fascinating. It was equally fascinating to him that the DaSilva training could override the confines of cloth and custom, so that each of the three times that his life had been seriously threatened, Renli had been able easily to step between him and potential death. He wondered sometimes how she was able to work for him, she who had lost her place in her family to a cloned male, but knew better than to inquire too closely. The DaSilvas were a private clan, almost as secretive as the Zous, and they, too, had their trade secrets to protect.


  The car was waiting as ordered. Tso glanced at his reflection in the mirrored window, automatically smoothing the skirts of his long coat before he ducked into the armored passenger compartment. DaSilva climbed in after him, her crimson skirts puddling on the dark upholstery, and then she’d closed the door and touched her remote to signal the driver to move on. Tso leaned back into his seat as the fans kicked in, lifting the car to its traveling altitude, its acceleration a gentle pressure against his spine. They slid out from under the shelter of the building and out into the cool winter light that filled the ice-scarred streets. The bluffs that divided the Harbors and the Southside from the Uptown neighborhoods loomed above the tiled roofs, the bands of harder, redder rock bright against the drab brown matrix, and the spray from the Great Falls was almost indistinguishable from the white sky. Spath would be coming down from there, taking either the Spiral or the longer, easier eastern route. Tso sighed, and looked away. The streets were quiet, the few pedestrians bundled against the chill wind; occasionally office workers clustered by ones and twos in doorways, hands cupped around the hots that were forbidden in the buildings themselves. In another three hours, of course, the streets would be full of people, the tide flowing away from the business towers at the water’s edge to the poorer neighborhoods beneath the bluffs, but for now the only traffic was a few other cars like his own.


  Henry Zou had an office on a middle floor of the Sikong Building, across the canal from the Customs House. As the car made the sharp turn into the Sikong’s private entrance, Tso could see the Patrol copters parked on the roof and the side verge, and the boats tied up along the barricaded wharf, and wished Harry had chosen to work elsewhere. Still, that was the only uncomfortable factor; everything else, from the hurricane shutters and armorglass to the express drop to the garage, was perfect for the disorderly markets. One could hardly complain too much about the neighbors.


  The offices themselves were plainly furnished, everything carefully chosen to give the impression of a Southside firm that spent its money on equipment rather than appearance. A part of Tso’s mind counted the worn spots in the carpet and the scuffed furniture and the grade-two secretary who probably doubled as security, and admired the effect. The grade-one secretary came hastily down the hall, her tall shoes almost silent on the carpeting, and bowed politely. It was Southside courtesy, a familiarity that set them apart from the rest of the city, and Tso admired that as well.


  “Doctor. Baba Zou is in the main conference room—and Ser Spath is with him.”


  “Thanks, Janni,” Tso answered, and let her lead them back down the long hall. Although he’d been there dozens of times, it wouldn’t be proper to let him arrive unannounced—and of course, today of all days it would probably be stupid as well. Spath was bound to be nervous about visitors still. The secretary was small and stocky and quick moving. In spite of himself, Tso was aware of the contrast between the rapid flicker of her long skirt and the slow swaying at his side.


  The secretary paused at the last door, tapped the intercom panel. “Baba, Doctor Tso is here. And Sera DaSilva.”


  There was no direct answer, but a tiny telltale flickered from orange to green on the pad’s miniature display. The secretary smiled and worked the room controls. “Won’t you go on in?” she said, and the door slid back with a hiss that betrayed the armor at its core.


  “Thank you,” Tso murmured again, and stepped past her into the dimly lit room. The window that normally gave a clear view of the Customs House was curtained, the heavy fabric drawn tight so that the security interlace could block any eavesdroppers. A ceiling cone cast its light directly onto the meeting table, highlights dancing in its jet-black surface; the men at the table sat in comparative shadow, Zou with his hands wrapped around the controls of an expensive filigree-bound infoblock. Spath sat farther back, hiding his face, but Tso could see the pale, silky scar spreading across the back of his one visible hand. Behind him, a tall man with the DaSilva face lounged beside the service cart, his expression deceptively bored. Out of the corner of his eye, Tso saw Renli nod to him and saw the other DaSilva nod back. He hadn’t known that Spath had hired that firm to provide his security: moving up in the world, he thought, and took his place at the table. His DaSilva moved up behind him, falling into a position that counterpoised her—cousin? brother?—across the room.


  “Harry,” he said, and made himself smile. “Reiter.”


  “It’s good you’re here, Anton,” Zou said. He glanced quickly at the infoblock, then looked at Spath. “Reiter has a very interesting proposition for us.”


  “For you specifically, Anton,” Spath said. His voice was hoarser than Tso remembered, and had a breathy quality that had not been there before. For a fleeting second, Tso considered the technical problem—was it actual damage to the larynx, or a drug side effect, or maybe regen?—and then put that aside.


  “I’m flattered,” he said, and saw Zou’s mouth twitch into an almost smile.


  “I’ll spare you the background,” Spath went on, “since I’m sure you’re aware of the details. The simple point is, we want to take down the people responsible for killing Pal Egoran. We’ve got one of them…” He paused, and his DaSilva supplied the name. “Philos Cantriff.”


  “That’s news to me,” Tso said.


  Spath shrugged one shoulder. “They’re running the final indent now, but it was a ninety percenter to start with.”


  Tso nodded, masking his emotions. He wasn’t sure what he felt, exactly, except that he—and Harry too, he was certain—had heard their father animadverting more than once about the foolishness, the futility, of revenge. “Unbusinesslike,” the old man had called it, and that had been his kindest word.


  “But that’s not the interesting part,” Zou said, and Spath cut in harshly.


  “Jehu Cantriff is only half of Jehu. The other half is, probably was, a computer program. The Patrol is on it, it’s either shredded itself or they’ll shred it soon enough, and, anyway, it’s only a copy. I want to take down the original.”


  “He also wants a copy for himself,” Zou interposed, and even in the shadow Tso saw Spath’s grim smile.


  “I wouldn’t object to it, let’s say. Assuming that the obvious problems can be overcome.”


  “Like the virtual blockade,” Tso said, and it was only with an effort that he kept his voice even, “the real embargo, and the fact that this program is a well-known rogue. Not to mention the fact that it is a revered rogue, at least on Eden—on Eden, it’s as close to a god as you’re likely to get.” He paused, almost hoping he had made himself look ridiculous. “You are talking about the Memoriant, I presume.”


  Spath nodded.


  “You’re sure? It’s not easy to get something that complex off Eden.”


  “My people have a partial, footprint-derived. They’re reasonably sure.”


  Zou said, “Programs and hardware get smuggled on and off Eden all the time. It’s pretty much a technical problem.”


  “You don’t understand.” Tso took a deep breath, startled by the depth of his own revulsion. But then, the Memoriant—well, the Children, but the Memoriant as their symbol and their scripture—consigned clones like himself to at best an outer circle of hell, or condemned them as soul-less, nonhuman, outside consideration. The Territories had already fought that issue, first with the clone-sibs that populated every new settlement, and then with the Keremma, the trans-genic robots that were human in every respect except their altered genes. He nodded to the infoblock still cradled between his twin’s palms. “Look, do me a favor, Harry, run what that says about the Memoriant. Put it on the table.”


  Zou glanced at Spath, who nodded. Tso suppressed a wince. He had known that Spath was the real power in the room, that his own and his family’s strength was nothing outside the city, outside their stronghold neighborhoods, but he hadn’t expected to see Spath emphasizing it quite so much. Zou’s fingers slid over the filigree case, caressing invisible control points; a moment later, a column of light sprang up in the center of the table. Text appeared in its depths, false screens angled to face each viewer, and then a series of illustrations. An instant later, a cool machine voice spoke from the heart of the light.


  “—Memoriant. Braintape and composite datexpert near-AI, which serves as primary Scripture for the Seeking Children of Eden, and which resides or is stored in seven databanks scattered across the planet. The Children’s Governing Board does not make decisions without consulting the Memoriant, which is defined as the living legacy of their founder, Gabril Aurik. The Children hold that the Memoriant obliges them to convert the rest of human space to their beliefs, and have released tailored export copies of the program that their followers used to support terrorist activities Territories-wide, and also to infiltrate the T-Comm net. These actions have resulted in a blockade—”


  There was more, but Tso spoke over it, watching the crosslinks—Eden, Gabril Aurik, the Refugee Resettlement Acts, Bad Monday, terrorist centers—flicker past in the text screen. “If that’s all you’ve got, then you really don’t understand what you’re dealing with.”


  Spath flattened his scarred hand on the tabletop, muting the display. “No, Anton, you don’t understand. What we have—what we retrieved—is the most sophisticated icebreaker I’ve ever seen. I want it.”


  Tso shook his head. “You’ve seen a downgraded copy, the export copies the infoblock is talking about. The copies have to be downgraded, simplified—completely rewritten, sometimes—if you’re going to get them off-world. If that’s what you want, I might be able to get one for you, but you don’t want the Memoriant itself. And even that won’t be easy, the Patrol isn’t stupid, and even the copies take up a lot of storage.” He stopped, realizing that Spath wasn’t listening, worse, was listening with patent disbelief. “Look, the block says near-AI, but I’d bet my business it’s a full artificial intelligence.”


  “These copies,” Zou said. “Where do they come from?”


  “The Children—the theologicians, especially the technicians in Mnemony, they make them,” Tso said. “From what I heard—and that wasn’t much, I didn’t have much dealing with the orthodoxy—the theologicians used to troll for converts on the T-Comm, and then send them special copies, each one tailored for its recipient’s greatest need. Now that the blockade’s up, I don’t know how they do it—I mean, it’s obvious that they still tailor the program for each recipient, but I don’t know how they make and maintain contact, at least not without submitting to Patrol censorship. But, like I said, my business is in the Freeport. I don’t—I can’t deal with the Children.”


  “Your cobapples don’t grow in the Freeport,” Spath said. “I know that much about the place. Which means they don’t mind taking your money, even if you are a clone.”


  “No, they don’t,” Tso answered. “But they don’t deal with me, either. My agent buys the crop, and I pay him. Reiter, these people think we stopped being human, me when I was born, you when you made your first Gate translation, and they’ll cut out your heart to prove it to you. I try to stay well clear of that.”


  Spath looked at Zou. “Harry, your family has always bragged it can get anybody anything. I’m calling that bluff.”


  “We can get anybody anything for the right price,” Zou corrected. “And, very clearly, this is an exceptional job.”


  Spath leaned forward, and for the first time Tso saw the reconstruction work around his face and neck. From the pattern of the scars, his entire left arm was probably a prosthesis, and his neck below the hairline was unnaturally smooth where the synthetics still protected his growing skin. “We can—I’m willing to pay.” He lifted his scarred hand, and Tso saw his DaSilva rock forward slightly on her high shoes.


  Spath’s DaSilva lifted his hands, showing them palm empty. “Truce, cousin?”


  “Truce.”


  Despite the word, Tso could feel the leashed tension in her muscles. Spath’s DaSilva stooped, still keeping one hand in the air and visible, came upright slowly, a slim courier-case in his other hand.


  “Put it on the table,” Tso’s DaSilva said.


  Spath’s DaSilva nodded, laid the case flat on its side and slid it into the cone of light. Spath looked at Zou.


  “May I?”


  “Be my guest.” Zou leaned back in his chair, painfully casual, and Tso felt the same fear cramping his back and thighs. Spath had a reputation; it wouldn’t be out of the realm of his possibilities to try a suicide takedown. But there wasn’t cause, Tso reminded himself, the Zous hadn’t crossed the uptown organizations in a long time—at least not seriously enough to warrant that big a gun.


  Spath flipped back a metal cover, revealing the lockpad, keyed in one code, and then another. The click of the lock releasing sounded very loud in the silence. And then he’d lifted the lid, and the light from the cone struck fire from the stacks of gold-wired wafers.


  “Three million in chips and blanks,” Spath said. “Certified first-quality, not a reject in the lot.”


  Zou tipped his head respectfully, but fixed his eyes on his brother. “Tell me, Anton, what does the Eden trade bring in? The half-year figures?”


  “It averages three-point-five,” Tso answered. “That’s also millions. Over seven in the year.”


  Spath smiled, the movement wrinkling the hairless reconstructed skin on his cheeks. It was a temporary patch, Tso knew, but the effect was startling and unpleasant. “And we acknowledge your authority here in the Harbors.”


  That changed everything. Tso swallowed a curse, recognizing that Zou had no choice but to take the commission, and saw the same knowledge in Zou’s slow, crooked smile.


  “I will enforce that authority here,” Zou said. “I don’t want any problems with that.”


  “And you won’t get any,” Spath said. “Once I’ve got the program.”


  “Will you accept an export copy?” Tso asked, without much hope, and wasn’t surprised when Spath shook his head.


  “You tell me I shouldn’t—I can’t trust them. Any alterations I want my people to make.”


  Zou looked at his brother. “How long?”


  Tso spread his hands, the only protest he could make. “Depends on when I can get a ship, and then what my contacts in the Freeport can do for me. A month, two, maybe as much as three—who knows? But, Reiter, listen. The Memoriant is dangerous—”


  “Tell me something I don’t know,” Spath answered, with the first snap of his old temper, and pushed back his chair. His DaSilva moved smoothly with him, and Tso’s DaSilva countered as neatly, the potential violence abstracted and contained. “Do we have a deal, Harry?”


  Zou nodded slowly. “We have a deal.”


  Spath moved toward the door, smiling now. Tso waited until it closed behind him and his DaSilva, then drew a breath. Before he could speak, Zou raised a hand.


  “Don’t start on me, Anton, this is too good to pass up.”


  “Yeah, I know.” Tso sighed. Not for the first time, the heat of the argument vanished before it was expressed, killed by the certainty that each of them understood the other’s anger. “Look, Harry, this is not going to be easy. I’m not sure it’s even possible.”


  Zou returned the sigh, and for an instant Tso felt their twinship strongly. “Practically speaking, what can you get, and what do you need from me to get it home?”


  So much for kinship. Tso said, “I may”—he stressed the word—”be able to get an export copy specially made, something complex enough to pass for what he wants. I cannot imagine any way I could get a true copy of the Memoriant, and even if I did, I could not get it here.”


  “Even assuming a pass-through arrangement with Customs?”


  Tso blinked at that—he’d always assumed his brother had some sort of agreement with at least someone in the Customs office, but it wasn’t something either of them ever mentioned—but shook his head. “The problem is getting it off Eden, not getting it here.”


  Zou nodded.


  “In any case,” Tso went on, “it’s bringing it here that scares me. I assume that the Memoriant—its export copy, mind you—helped Jehu, whatever his name was, break stadium security?”


  “So Reiter says,” Zou answered. “The police aren’t talking, but it does make sense.”


  Behind Tso, DaSilva cleared her throat. “It’s happened before. Not here, but on Trebizand.”


  “So.” Tso nodded. “First, I don’t particularly want Spath to have something like this, it’s not something I’d trust him with—”


  “A copy for us?” Zou began, then waved the words away. “Sorry. Go on.”


  “That’s the biggest problem,” Tso said. “It’s not just that I don’t trust Spath with it, I don’t trust it at all. It’s a dangerous program, at best; I think it’s real AI and it’s got an agenda of its own that doesn’t include you or me or anybody like us. It’s what the blockade is trying to contain—that’s why they closed the T-Comm links with Eden, so this thing wouldn’t get loose in the nets. I’m very sure I don’t want to bring it home with me.”


  “You’re serious about this,” Zou said, no longer sounding surprised.


  “Deadly,” Tso answered, and his brother made a face.


  “As you say. But I can’t refuse him. Not if I want to keep things running—tidily—here in the Harbors.”


  “I know,” Tso said. He looked down at the tabletop, seeing his fingers reflected in the brilliant surface. He could remember the days when the uptown gangs had fought on the Harbors’ streets, knew, too, the price that their father, and now Zou, had paid and were paying to keep the fragile peace. That kind of intimidation was very much Spath’s style, except that he was better at it than the Old Man had been. “I’ll see what I can arrange—I might be able to fake something, or prune it back to where it’s safe to use. Reiter might notice, he might not.”


  “If it did him a mischief,” Zou said, “I wouldn’t weep—assuming it was discreet, of course.”


  Tso grinned. The idea had already crossed his mind, and he’d already started running down the list of reliable software engineers in the Freeport. “I’ll see what I can do.”


  “How soon can you leave?”


  Tso spread his hands again. “I’ll have to hire a ship—nobody goes there, outside harvest season, except the Patrol, the security’s just too tight to make it worthwhile. You have to seal everything, you know, down to personal implants.”


  Zou grimaced. “Painful.”


  “Mostly unpleasant,” Tso answered. Stuffy, and crowded, like being walled up inside your head.


  “So how long?”


  “To get a ship? At least a week, maybe longer, plus I need to talk to some experts about preparations for bringing this thing into the system,” Tso said. “I’m not a software specialist, Harry, and I need one for this.”


  “Take vouchers if you need them,” Zou said, and Tso nodded.


  “I will. And thanks.”


  “Not at all.” Zou’s smile was wry, and Tso felt his own expression mirroring the thought. “If this works, I’ll owe you even more.”


  2


  Renli DaSilva leaned over the rented commsole, fingers busy on the keyboard. It was nearly an antique, by some standards, but for certain types of jobs there was nothing like the Old Town system’s spare grammar. She had shed her skirts and high-soled shoes for drab gray trousers and a muffling knitted jumper, looked like any of a dozen people, women and men, bundled against the cold wind off the water. She had paid extra for privacy, not the network privacy that cost fifty credits a quarter hour and was too easy to break, but personal privacy, the kind that Billo and his sons enforced with boot and bottle. Even so, a part of her attention—the trained part, the part she had trouble disengaging at the best of times—monitored who passed her cubicle door, and how frequently. So far, there was nothing to worry her, and most of her thoughts were on the clumsy interface, remembering the tricks that let her jump from one level of the hierarchy to the next. The cubicle walls were papered with advertising and PS notices—including, incongruously, the mandatory Sex Safety warning with its explicit and unerotic drawings of the three basic couplings—and scribbled code strings left by users who had forgotten to bring their own notepaper. The image in the screen was just as cluttered, flat and two-dimensional, the directory tree floating above the main image as she jumped from window to window, searching for the right connection. She found it at last, in the public low-commerce directory, where the listings were cheap and generic: one ill-designed icon, an eye at the center of a sunburst, and a mailcode. The single line of text was deliberately unenlightening as well, but she ignored it, clicked on the mailto to activate it, and typed a single string of her own.


  Need advice on technical matter—personal contact, at present location. Please advise time.


  She touched a second set of keys, adding her own personal encryption—Janos had had that on file for years, just as he had every DaSilva’s—and pressed a final virtual button to send it on its way. The screen blanked itself for an instant, then ejected her into low-commerce’s main freespace. The screen filled with advertising blocks, all bright colors and crude, jagged graphics, flashing buttons offering sound-at-a-price, but she ignored them, calculating. Janos would be home—that was why she’d chosen this time, and this place—and he was perpetually on-line, his multiple systems always alert and ready, experts in place to evaluate the traffic and inform him of anything important. She had qualified as important as recently as three months ago, and as far as she knew nothing had happened to downgrade her rating. If it had… She grinned at the coruscating screen, then touched the tree to shift to a virtual arcade. She would contact Janos in person, and upgrade herself again.


  She studied the new screen as it finally scrolled into focus, mostly intact, only a pair of grayed icons, gamesites either too full or extinct, but before she could select one, the mail system chimed and deposited a message on the screen. She touched it, and the system promptly spat back a demand for keys. She typed in the correct strings, and the message blossomed: another single line of text, complete with the mistyping that guaranteed its ultimate authenticity.


  Be htere in twenty.


  DaSilva smiled again, and touched keys to dismiss and destroy the note. The games popped back into view; she chose one of the solitaires more or less at random, and leaned back to watch the demo. Through her open doorway, she could just see into the cubicle across the corridor, where a thin, intent woman scooped noodles from a paper cup without taking her eyes from the screen. Not a game, she guessed—the gamers were always too busy to bother with food. A student canvassing the cheaper libraries, maybe, or a freelancing datavert, clipping random images from the local.net; the latter might be illegal, but it wasn’t her business, at least not until and if Tso was ever parodied on the ’stream. And even then, it wouldn’t be like Tso to retaliate. It would be more his style to find the datavert, and hire them for something of his own—absorb them into advertising, offer them salary and security, and make sure the word got out, both locally and on T-Comm.


  The screen beeped for her attention, and she touched keys to run the demo again, not wanting to bother with the game itself, then pushed herself away from the cramped desktop. She leaned against the cubicle doorway, arms braced against the frame to either side, feeling the tension in her muscles and the way the flimsy padded walls gave slightly when she put her weight against it. She was in good shape, she’d always known that, had worked to get that way and now worked hard to keep herself in the top rank of the family. Her younger brother, the one who would inherit everything when their father died, had never matched her, not even when he was eighteen and supposedly at the top of his form. She had taken part in the Reunion that year, and her team—her uncle’s, really, but she had been a subleader—had soundly beaten him, a memory that still brought warmth to her soul. It was getting harder to stay in perfect shape, though, took more time and effort every year; she had been accepted as donor stock three years ago, and should probably consider that option.


  She grimaced at that, turning back to face the flashing screen just as a sequence of cards unraveled with a lucky draw. If she retired, accepted donor status, all the family prohibitions, the strict rules that helped her keep her already genetically optimized body at its physical peak, would be relaxed. She could give up
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