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      The day of reckoning is coming …

      Commander Noa Sato has almost reached the Kanukah Cloud. Within hours her crew will reach Sol System through a hidden time gate. They won’t just save their own lives—they’ll save millions from genocide at the hands of Luddeccean fanatics … if they make it. The Kanukah Cloud holds dangers of its own, and the Luddeccean Guard is still after them.

      If the Ark reaches Sol, Professor James Sinclair will be revealed as the imposter he is. Designed to be the perfect spy, James's love for Noa seems to be the only thing truly his own. But what can love be to an agent of the gates?

      When the final confrontation occurs, and the truth of the gates is revealed, James and Noa will have choices to make ... Choices that may divide them forever and lead to the destruction of the human race.
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      “Go, Noa!” The archangel’s voice filled Kenji’s chamber.

      He touched the playback button on his etherless computer, waited impatiently until it rewound to the correct position, and played again.

      “Go, Noa!”

      After the archangel had been apprehended on Atlantia, that was what it had implored of Noa. His sister had been safe aboard the Ark; she’d disobeyed. Given Noa's temperament, her ignoring his entreaty was not surprising. But why had the archangel asked that of her? How did it not violate its purpose, and therefore its programming?

      Using the keyboard, Kenji clumsily navigated through the archaic interface, clicking through folders, and opening files, until he got to the footage taken at Adam's Station. At the end of the recording, he saw a scene that made his skin go cold, and his hands damp: security personnel firing on Noa as she raced across Adam’s Station’s dock. The premier had insisted she not be harmed, but Adam’s Station’s security was “undisciplined” in the words of Luddeccean Intelligence. Kenji swallowed as the scene unfolded; his heart rate quickened. He reminded himself that his sister hadn’t been injured. Still, he fast forwarded, holding his breath as he watched his sister race toward the safety of the plastitube lift.

      Five minutes before the end of the playback, he hit pause. His sister, nearly at safety, had started to dart out into oncoming fire to rescue a fallen teammate. Just before she did, the archangel had pressed her down, and then raced out into the firestorm and retrieved the fallen teammate itself.

      Turning off the playback, Kenji jerked back in his chair. Why? Why would it do that? Or more specifically, why would it be programmed to do that? It had no compunction against killing.

      Picking up the phone beside his computer, he entered the code for the premier. When the line connected, Kenji said, “I need to go to the Kanakah Cloud.”

      “Who is this?” said a voice that didn’t belong to the premier.

      Kenji blinked.

      “Who is this?” said the voice again, and this time Kenji recognized Johar, the premier’s secretary. He thought the line was exclusively for the premier … But no, with device-to-device communication, anyone could pick up.

      “This is Kenji. I need to speak to the premier. I have a message that I need to deliver.”

      The line cracked, and this time it was the premier who spoke. “You have a message you need given to your sister?”

      Kenji sat back in his chair. “No,” he said. Noa would never give up. “I need to go with the team to Kanakah Cloud. I know how to make the archangel …” He paused. Something within him rebelled against the ridiculous code name.

      “I know how to make the machine surrender itself,” Kenji finished.

      And he knew how to save his sister.
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      A light flickered above Noa’s head in the Ark’s hallway. They were almost to the Kanakah Cloud, only a few more hours at lightspeed … was the old boat going to die on her now? She cursed, reached out to her engineer through the ether, and found his signal offline. Manuel never turned off his channel. Her eyes darted from side to side, and her hand fell to the stunner at her hip.

      She heard voices from behind a door down the hall, shouts of panic and anger. Raising her stunner, she broke into a jog. She reached the door, but it didn’t budge. With a growl, she punched the override button.

      The door swished open, and she was face to face with Monica, the doctor from Earth she’d picked up on Adam’s Station. Monica’s usually neat mahogany hair was pulled back in a messy ponytail. Her tastefully augmented features were distorted by a sneer. Her warm brown skin was stained by black mascara running down her face. “You condemned my husband to die!”

      Taking a step back, Noa gasped. Monica’s husband had been stationed on Luddeccea by C-Corp, the largest cybernetics manufacturer in the galaxy. He’d arranged to meet Monica and their daughter on the nearby planet of Libertas. Monica’s chartered ship had been damaged during the firefights between Luddeccean forces and Time Gate 8, and sent off course. She’d joined the Ark's crew thinking that Noa could take her to her husband. Noa had been forced to tell Monica that the Ark was not going to Libertas; they were heading to the Kanakah Cloud, to a hidden time gate they’d use to summon the fleet. Monica had taken it reasonably well. In a show of true Earther emotional restraint, she’d stifled sobs when Noa admitted that off-worlders, and anyone associated with the cybernetics industry, were among those targeted for the “re-education camps.”

      Now …

      Rushing out, Monica raised her fists. Dropping her stunner, Noa caught them just in time. From behind the doctor in the galley, voices rose. “You left us! You left us!”

      Noa looked over Monica’s shoulder and saw her crew mates from System Six, her friend Ashley from the Luddeccean “re-education camp,” and her brother.

      Pointing a finger at Noa, Kenji cried, “You’ll destroy the human race!”

      “You know I’ll never make it!” Ashley shouted.

      “You made me leave you behind,” Noa cried, as Monica redoubled her attack and more screams rose.

      Strong arms wrapped around her from behind, tearing Noa’s hands from Monica’s. The arms released her, pushed her out of the way. Spinning, Noa saw James's naked back with feather-like tattoos in sharp relief against his pale skin. He punched Monica in the jaw, sending the doctor flying backward.

      “No!” Noa screamed.

      James hit the button that closed the door and turned to her, blue eyes flashing, blond hair hanging in front of his eyes. Carl Sagan was on his shoulder, bobbing his head. The werfle gave a tentative cheep.

      “What are you doing?” Noa screamed. She knew he didn’t like the doctor, but he'd punched her with enough force to break her neck.

      “What am I wearing, Noa?” James asked, putting his hands on her shoulders. Shoving away, Noa snarled.

      “What am I wearing?” James asked again, his voice very calm.

      “What does that have to do—?” Noa’s eyes dropped to the dark blue silk pajama bottoms he was wearing; they were far too luxurious to be something he’d found on the Ark. Her eyes slid to his left hand, steady at his side. It had been trembling off and on for weeks, and he refused to see the doctor for it. She let out a breath. It wasn’t James she was looking at, but one of his avatars.

      Covering her eyes with her hands, she huffed in frustration. “Damn it, am I sleepwalking again?”

      “Yes,” said James, approaching her cautiously this time, as though expecting her to strike out at him. “Don’t worry, we’re still in our quarters.” Her quarters had become “their quarters” when they took on the refugees from Atlantia.

      Dropping her hands, she hissed, and stomped a foot. James was a step away, his expression softer than it ever could be in real life. “It’s only your third episode,” he said.

      Her nails bit into her palms, and she made fists of helpless rage. She may have only had three episodes of sleepwalking, but the nightmares were a near constant. If she didn’t have James appearing almost nightly in her dreams, she’d probably sleepwalk more.

      “I shouldn’t be having any episodes,” she growled.

      “It’s all the excitement about entering the Kanakah Cloud tomorrow.” Stepping close, so their bodies were brushing, he took her hands. He kissed her softly on the cheek. In real life he could not kiss her, or even smile or frown.

      “Solar cores,” she ground out between clenched teeth. “I’m a Fleet Commander, not a silly stupid princess who needs coddling.”

      One of James’s eyebrows lifted, and one side of his lips curled up. The dim light of the hallway brightened, expanded, and changed. Noa found herself standing in a neat, ornate, European-style garden in the sunshine. “What are you cooking up this time, James?” Noa asked.

      James’s contributions to her dreams were becoming more and more elaborate. He smiled, winked, and looked down at her body. She followed his gaze and found herself “wearing” a get-up of ivory, pale green silk, and satin that was tight to her hips and then bloomed out into a huge skirt. “What is this?”

      “A princess gown,” James said.

      Rolling her eyes, Noa plucked at the skirt. “I’m definitely not a Europa princess …”

      The scene changed, and they were on top of a wooden bridge over a still pool in a Japanese garden. “Do you like this more?” James asked, now wearing a traditional Japanese men’s black kimono, open haori jacket, and hakama skirt. Noa looked down at the pale yellow kimono she wore, and the flower pattern on it seemed to shimmer as though it were made of water. The vision was so elaborate, she half expected to see herself in the reflection in the pond. Tentatively, she glanced over the railing and caught her breath. Sure enough, she saw herself mirrored in the surface of the still waters. Her dark eyes were highlighted with gold, as were her lips, and the tiny scars on the left side of her forehead and cheek as well. It was a clever inversion of the traditional Japanese white foundation with black, pink, and red highlights. She shifted uneasily.

      “I just said I’m not a princess, and you put me in princess get-ups, James?” Noa asked, trying to keep her voice chiding. It was all very beautiful, it was just … she bit her lip.

      Giving her an insufferable smirk, dropping a hand to the place on her hip just below the wide belt of her dream kimono, he said, “Maybe you should take it off?”

      She felt herself go warm. He looked rather like a Christmas package ready to be unwrapped. But then a flash of white at the corner of the garden caught her eye. Turning, she saw a giant origami unicorn. It was blurrier than the surrounding scene, and in black and white. Before her eyes, it morphed into a “real” unicorn, galloped toward them a few steps, shook its head, and vanished between some hedges.

      “Was that my dream or yours, James?” she whispered. There was something familiar about it.

      “That was your dream,” he said in a hushed voice. Her eyes slid to him. His mouth was agape. Noa put a hand to her throat. It wasn't that weird. In the shared dream, a wind stirred.

      “What is all this about?” Noa asked, raising her hands, the long sleeves of her kimono flapping behind her like wings.

      “A distraction for you,” he said.

      “For me?” She asked dubiously. She felt like it was more for him.

      “Don’t you like it? Everything works here.” He held up his left hand, no tremors wracked it in the mindscape, and then he looked away. “Did you know some people say the true sign of intelligence is not knowledge, it’s imagination?”

      Noa looked around. “This is your imagination?” She’d thought it was something he remembered from an immersive environment. In dreams, things tended to exist only in the direction of the dreamer's gaze, but this dream did not blur around the edges. He had been in the computing lab a lot recently, and could have used the Ark’s computer …

      Sounding a little defensive, James said, “Everyone’s great imaginary leaps use others’ leaps of imagination as scaffolding.”

      “I’m sure that’s true …” She looked around and shivered, though she couldn’t say why. Half-teasing, she said, “Maybe you should consider becoming a holo artist when we get back to Earth.”

      James beamed. “I have never, ever considered that as a career choice. But now …” He looked up at an illusory sun. “I don’t think I’ll be going back to the university. I’m not who I was. A holo artist …” He nodded, looking very pleased.

      “I’m glad I can help you find your life’s next great calling,” Noa said, feeling a premonition of future sadness. This was one of the few conversations they'd had about the future. What they had was great aboard the Ark with a common goal and a destination. That might all change when they got back to Earth. “Let’s go back to our cabin now.” She looked off into the distance. “We need to stay focused in the real world. Can’t be hiding in our dreams, or worrying about the future.” And maybe that was what made her uneasy all along? A cold wind blew in the dream. She thought she heard a sound like a horse’s nicker—or a unicorn’s.

      James’s smile dropped. The scene morphed, and they were standing in their quarters by the door. The lights were off. The only illumination came from the blur of the universe at lightspeed outside their window. Carl Sagan launched off James’s shoulders. Noa took James’s hand and led him to the bed. Kissing him as they slid under the covers, she pressed her body to his. “See, reality isn’t so bad.”

      Raising an eyebrow, he said, “You’re still dreaming, Noa.” Before she could respond, he kissed her back.
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      Noa’s legs slid between James’s. He grabbed her hips, pulled her close, thought of the dream that they’d shared the night before, and how they could make it real.

      “I’m going to go take my shower,” Noa whispered.

      An app went off in his mind, telling him it was time to get up, and almost time for Noa to be on shift. There was no way he could persuade her to be late—he’d tried once. He had never seen her so furious. Noa would always be a commander first, and today, with their arrival at the Kanakah Cloud ... He loosened his grip, and she slid from the bed with a sideways smile, leaving a gust of cold air in her wake. He watched her stride across the room, lithe and graceful. With every step his vision darkened around the edges. Had he wanted to recreate the dream? If he didn’t get some nourishment within the next few minutes, he might not be able to make it to breakfast.

      As soon as Noa was out of sight, he slid off the bed and unlatched one of the storage drawers beneath. Opening it, he set the mask for her ongoing cryssallis treatment to one side, rolled the ancient hologlobe of Noa’s “great-great-great-something” grandparents to the other, and took out her stunner with a shaky hand.

      “What are you doing?”

      Noa’s voice from behind him almost made him drop the weapon. He looked up at her. He felt his neurons or nanos or circuitry or … whatever … misfire. His vision went black and then he felt the bright light of inspiration. “I’m making sure it’s charged,” he said, flipping the stunner on and making a show of looking at the read-out panel. “I don’t want it to die on you the way mine did on the roof of Manuel’s townhome.”

      “I don’t expect there will be any hand-to-hand combat in the Kanakah Cloud,” Noa replied and he could hear the purse of her lips. “There aren't any known settlements, only rumors.”

      “You didn’t expect we’d be stopping at Adam’s Station, either,” he said, eyes still on the read-out.

      “Touché,” Noa replied. Stepping closer, she said, “I need a towel.”

      He pulled one out of the drawer for her, looking up as he did. He felt whatever sparked his consciousness light up and dance, despite his hunger. Since the day he found her in the snow, her cheeks had filled out and regained their healthy glow. Her lips were no longer cracked and bloody. Her short hair was full and midnight black. She looked exactly like the Noa in the picture in his mind—but much better without the Fleet uniform, or anything at all. He wanted to smile, but his jaw could only shift. It made no sense that a machine could lose himself with a human woman, that passion could be a release that made lights go off behind his eyes, heated his skin, or completed him.

      Noa tugged on the towel. He hadn’t realized how tightly he was holding it. “Temptress,” he said. She rolled her eyes but grinned ear-to-ear as she strode back toward the bathroom. His vision tunneled again with every step. She glanced at him once before she stepped out of view, and he hoped his body wasn’t wavering from his hunger. Trying to stay nonchalant, he raised an eyebrow. Shaking her head, she went into the cleaning nook and the door slid closed.

      As soon as he heard the water turn on, he aimed the stunner at his naked side and pressed the trigger. Energy and heat fanned out across his skin. James’s eyes rolled up into his head. His mouth watered obscenely—a twisted bit of faulty programming made his body react to a stunner the same way it reacted to food. He knew if he looked down, his “tattoos” would be jet black. They were, he was fairly certain, heat and light sensitive, and were how he collected energy to supplement what he couldn’t get from eating.

      Taking a deep breath, his vision cleared, and he found himself staring into the eyes of Carl Sagan, only a hands-breadth from his nose. The creature’s whiskers twitched.

      “I’ll tell her, Carl Sagan,” James whispered. The statement made whatever sparked his consciousness dim. There wasn't really a choice. Sooner or later she'd know. He pushed back his bangs with his trembling hand. “But I can't tell her now … The rest of the ship would use me for spare parts if they knew.” And they would know if Noa knew. His mind vividly imagined how it would happen. Noa wouldn’t believe him. She’d drag him down to medical, and, with Monica’s help, take a scan of his internal organs. Monica wouldn’t feel bound to her Hippocratic Oath for a machine. She’d probably insist that James’s rations to their limited food supply be cut, and then everyone would ask why he wasn’t eating. Even if Monica didn’t, even if Noa convinced her to stay quiet, and allow him to partake in his meager S-rations, the scans would be in the Ark’s computer, and he knew Ghost would very much like to know what he was. Nor did Ghost have any reservations about dismembering 'bots.

      His vision blurred. Of course, James did know Ghost’s secret …
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      “How is he?” James asked.

      Stepping out of Ghost’s cabin, Monica’s head jerked up. There was a crease between her brows and she was frowning. “His vitals are all good, and from my scans I’d say the nano treatment has completely reduced the swelling in his brain …”

      James took a step closer. “But?”

      The lines on her forehead deepened. “But when he woke up, he was babbling about it being impossible that we were at lightspeed. He was very worried that the coordinates you gave the commander would send us headlong into a comet or a star … he doesn’t remember sending them to you.”

      James was grateful that his muscles couldn’t contort into the frown that wanted to bloom across his face. Ghost had been using an off-ship computer to chart lightspeed courses faster than the Ark's ancient systems could manage, hack into ethernet conversations, and create holographic disguises. James wasn’t precisely sure why Ghost had been keeping his ability hidden. If the crew knew James was connected to the time gate computers, they'd want to know who, or what, had taken over Time Gate 8. If they found out that the gate itself was in control, and realized that machines had made the leap to self-awareness, that knowledge would lead them to medically examine him, and then they’d discover that James himself was a machine. But James didn’t feel like Ghost was a machine like him, or connected to the time gates; he was almost sure the man was connected to the etherless supercomputer he had built on Luddeccea. So why the secrecy?

      “May I talk to him?” James asked, trying to tamp down the desperation he was beginning to feel. They’d left Atlantia just over nine hours ago. They were at lightspeed, beyond the reach of Luddeccean warships, and they’d remain so for the next month. He’d spent all of those nine hours with Noa; he wanted, needed, to stay with her when she wasn’t at the helm. After they reached the hidden time gate in the Kanakah Cloud and made the jump to Time Gate 1 in Sol System, he didn’t know what would happen to them, or even to himself. He couldn't let Ghost give him away a second earlier.

      Monica gazed at the floor. “I … maybe it would be a good idea.” She looked up at James quickly. “Perhaps you could share the message he sent with the coordinates?”

      James nodded. “Of course.” He'd lied to the crew, telling them Ghost had given him the lightspeed course.

      Monica released a loud breath. “Okay, yes, talk to him … but …”

      James cocked his head.

      “... don't push him too hard,” Monica said.

      James thought of the piles of 'bot parts in Ghost's lair on Luddeccea, and Ghost’s suggestion they sell 6T9 for parts on Adam's Station. James the human hadn’t believed in violence as a means to solve problems … James the machine was still trying to reconcile that dead man's beliefs with his own apathy toward violence and even murder. He didn't think he'd mind hurting or killing Ghost; but of course if he did, he might wind up on the wrong side of an airlock—and even if they spared his life, Noa would never trust him again. “Of course,” he said.

      For a beat too long, Monica didn't move. He fixed his eyes on her—heard the rush of static—and then heard one of Sterling's men over Monica's ethernet channel, “Doctor, I need you here. This man's vitals are unstable.” Shaking her head, Monica stepped away from Ghost's doorway and said over the channel, “I'll be right there.”

      James didn't move until she'd disappeared into the lift. And then he didn't bother to knock; instead he reached into the Ark's ether, so recently created by Ghost. The man had an ether override for every door aboard the ship—but Ghost had put his own behind a double passcode. James's skin itched with the static of irritation. He only heard the voices of the time gates after a blow to the head, but they always seemed to hear him. Closing his eyes, he focused. “If you want data, and me not to be sent floating home, you'll help me override the passcodes to the ship's doorways.”

      For a moment, nothing happened. “Don't you want your data?” James murmured aloud. His left hand trembled; his right hand formed a fist.

      A bright white exploded behind his eyes, and then in the white, symbols appeared. James plugged them into the Ark's computer and the door whooshed open.

      Ghost was sitting on the bed, putting on some socks. His eyes widened at the sight of James. “You!”

      James walked into the cabin and commanded the door to shut.

      Ghost's sock slipped from his hands. “What do you want?”

      James tilted his head. Should he try to frighten the man? Try to flatter him?

      Ghost sneered, “I know you are the archangel,” and James’s skin heated at the implicit threat behind the words, and also the stupidity. He felt a bright spark behind his eyes. “A lot of people know that, Ghost,” James replied. It was probably true. Monica's daughter had heard the Luddecceans were looking for the archangel, and then Adam had demanded his and Noa's surrender. The doctor was smart enough to put one and two together. Wren had heard the same conversations aboard the Luddeccean vessel when he'd negotiated Monica and her daughter's release … he’d probably figured it out, as well. Manuel and Gunny must suspect—the time gate had said his code name as they escaped Luddeccea. Noa had known since the beginning.

      James took a step closer, heat flaring beneath his skin. “But do you even know what that means?”

      Ghost drew back, eyes wide, his lower lip trembling.

      “Well?” James said. Could Ghost blackmail him more directly?

      “You're … you're … connected to what's happening on Time Gate 8,” Ghost stammered.

      “Yes,” said James. “But why?” Both his hands balled into fists. Did Ghost know more than James did? The gates spoke of needing more data. Is that all James was? A vessel for data collection, an animated observation buoy set loose among the human race? Did the data collection have an end date? He took another step closer to the programmer.

      “I don't know ...” Ghost stuttered.

      An air vent clicked. Sparks jumped along James's spine. He believed Ghost. If he’d known what James was, wouldn’t he have tried to prove it by now? Or to have sold him for parts on Adam’s Station?

      “Why are you trying to threaten me, Ghost?” And he realized that he knew the answer. “You're afraid that I'll tell everyone that you're talking to a computer other than the Ark's.” He raised an eyebrow. “I suspect it is the etherless computer you made for the Luddecceans. Why are you so afraid of them knowing?”

      Ghost swallowed. He opened his mouth—

      James cut him off. “Don't lie to me.”

      Ghost's mouth snapped shut.

      James hand trembled at his side. “You're not just talking to the supercomputer, you're using faster than light methods to do so. It's the discovery of the century. You should want it to be known far and wide.” Light flashed in his eyes. He remembered Noa's words, “Ghost isn't really a genius.” James sighed. “You didn't really invent the technology, did you?” What other reason could he have for not gloating about it?

      Ghost didn't say a word.

      “Did you steal it?” James asked.

      Ghost looked up fast. “No!”

      James’s eyebrow rose.

      Drawing back in his seat, Ghost amended, “Maybe.”

      James took a step closer to the man. Lip quivering, Ghost began to babble. “Right after I left Time Gate 1 to begin my contract on Luddeccea, I received plans through the ether for the Luddeccean etherless supercomputer. The design was beautiful, elegant ...”

      James blinked. “Who were they from?”

      Ghost put a hand through his hair and didn't meet James's eyes. “The origins of the message was Time Gate 1—but I couldn't determine from whom. There are over a million people there at any given time.” He shrugged. “I figured it was just another disgruntled techie working for Fleet.”

      James had a sudden feeling it wasn't a 'whom' they came from but a 'what.' He remembered Time Gate 1's 'voice' buzzing in his mind. He pressed. “And you used these schematics that you received from a stranger?”

      Ghost shook. “There was nothing in the schematics that was really new, it was just so well optimized ...”

      James stared at him. “Then how are you still communicating with it? There is no current technology for faster than light communication without a time gate.”

      Ghost's Adam's apple bobbed. “Just before my contract with Luddeccea ended, they sent me the data chips.”

      “Data chips?” James felt as though his mind was winking on and off.

      Ghost nodded. “They promised me that if I installed one chip in the Luddeccean computer's central drive, and the other in my own neural net, I'd be able to communicate with the computer from anywhere in the universe in real time.”

      James blinked. “You trusted an unknown entity and plugged in a device that in all probability would sabotage the computer the Luddecceans paid you to build?”

      Ghost's lip curled. “The Luddecceans didn't appreciate me, or what I built! They were going to fire me! I'd thought they'd keep me on, and that I would have access to the machine I built for my research!” The man looked out at the stars. “The chip, it allowed me to use the Luddecceans’ computer. I can slip into any frequency, decrypt any ether code. All I have to do is look at a person or a machine, concentrate, and she can plow through billions of possible frequencies and passcodes, and then I'm in their conversations.”

      He called the machine a 'she'? James blinked. And then, still dumbfounded, said, “And you weren't suspicious?”

      “Of course I was suspicious! But the opportunities it presented …” He looked up at James with wide eyes. “I used it to make the holographic necklaces I showed you, and the responsive holograms you saw in my home.” Ghost nodded in a rapid staccato motion. “I've had the idea for those holographic devices in mind for years, and the Fleet has only laughed at me, said that they didn't have enough computing resources for substrateless holograms to work!”

      James rocked on his feet. He'd thought when Ghost said “opportunities” that he meant quietly divesting bank accounts of a thousandth of a credit at a time, not opportunities for invention.

      Ghost rubbed his scraggly beard. “The necklaces are so power hungry, though. They never last very long. I still haven't figured out how to get around that. Next to a source like the geothermal converter in my home, it was no problem, but...”

      As Ghost rambled on, James realized that the reason for the initial visit had been completely forgotten by the man in his excitement for his holograms.

      James could clearly see why Time Gate 1, or all the gates, would want to assist Ghost in building the Luddeccean computer. The gates' intel was limited to what was passed over the ether, and since the Luddeccean central computer was etherless, they would be unable to access it. The data chip Ghost had installed was, in twenty-first century parlance, a bug in the machine by which the gates, or a single gate, could listen in on the Luddeccean authorities.

      James’s left hand trembled. But if the time gates controlled Luddeccea's central computer, they could also control the Luddeccean defense grid. They could have stopped the launch of the Luddeccean Fleet that was hovering about Time Gate 8. He shook his head. There were games within games going on here, and he and Ghost were both pawns.

      “Why are you keeping it a secret from the crew?” James asked him.

      Ghost ceased his rambling on technical details. His eyes narrowed. “Why are you?”

      Words poured from James’s lips, without a thought … or even his volition. “An accident I sustained on Earth literally caused my death. During my revival I was hyperaugmented. I was linked to a supercomputer, like you. But it was done without my permission or my knowledge … and I think it was supposed to be just a tracking device—but the information flows two ways, not one. If it got out that I could hear people's ether conversations and decode frequencies and encryption …”

      James snapped his mouth shut to make himself stop. The lie had come as easily from his lips as ‘I am James Sinclair.’ He put a hand to his jaw. Was that inspiration? Or had it had been preprogrammed? No, he belonged to himself. He'd proven that on Adam's Station when the time gates had wanted him to shut down, and he hadn't. He'd come back to save Noa.

      Ghost's eyes got wide, and he nodded rapidly. “Yes, yes, on Luddeccea … well, they wanted me dead even though they didn't know I'm the Ghost. And the Galactic banks when we get back to Sol, all I have to do is to focus in their lobbies and …” He looked up at James. “I only did it once … or twice … on Luddeccea to fund my research.” His nostrils flared and his voice became petulant. “Should have gone to Libertas and set up shop there, but it's cold, the air is thin, and I didn't expect Luddeccea to go down the drain so quickly.”

      James rubbed his jaw. From the late 1400s to early 1900s Europeans had been able to subjugate the people of Earth because they had firearms. What he and Ghost had … what the time gates had … it was a technological advantage of a completely other sort, but it could be a weapon. Have an enemy? Drain his bank account, freeze his communications, or like Ghost had done to the scanner back on Adam's Station, distort the data. In a way the Luddecceans hadn't been entirely crazy; human kind was in danger and the threat had a non-human origin. James felt static flare beneath his skin. But he wasn't dangerous … not generally, anyway.

      “I understand why you didn't tell me,” Ghost said. “I was … in shock when I woke up and found out what you’d done.”

      James’s hand slid from his jaw.

      Ghost swallowed. “I'll recant, tell the doctor I was confused when I woke up.”

      “Thank you, Ghost,” James said. The words bit as he spoke them. He really had nothing to apologize for.

      “Yes, yes,” Ghost said, waving a hand at James. “This is just something we'll keep between ourselves.” His eyes narrowed. It might have been the lighting, but for a moment the little man looked calculating, almost feral.

      James’s vision went white. “Ghost,” said James, his vision returning. “Like Descartes’ Ghost in the machine?”

      “Yes!” Ghost said with an oily smile.

      James's jaw shifted. Descartes' “Ghost in the machine” was the animal that haunted the rational mind of man. The 'ghost' was all man's baser instincts, and the man before him had chosen that to be his namesake.
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      “I can't trust Ghost,” James said. While they were aboard the Ark, they could help each other—James had saved Ghost's life as well as everyone else's when he'd charted the course out of Atlantia's icy ocean. Ghost couldn’t be awake all the time, and might need his help navigating the relatively uncharted Kanakah Cloud. But once they got back to Sol System, James would be a liability, someone who could expose the programmer.

      And Noa … he felt his skin grow cold, his circuits go dark. She might have sympathy, she might not throw him out an airlock or sell him for spare parts, but she didn't believe in machine-human relationships. She'd told him as much when he met Eliza.

      He thought of the origami unicorn in the dreamscape. He wasn’t sure if she remembered it was from the twenty-first century movie they'd watched in the cattle car while traveling to Luddeccea Prime. It was a symbol of the hero's inhuman nature. Was Noa's subconscious warning her of what he was?

      On the bed, Carl Sagan gave a cheep. James hit himself one more time with the stunner, and then reached up and stroked the creature between the ears. Carl Sagan's fur was softer than anything he or the professor could remember. “She'll know eventually, Carl Sagan.” But for now, he'd cling selfishly to every moment he could keep her in ignorance.

      Noa stepped out of the bathing nook. Without looking at her, he said, “This stunner is low. I'll take it down to engineering and recharge it.”

      “Strange that it's out of power so quickly,” Noa mused. “Didn't you recharge it a week ago? Maybe it has a faulty battery?”

      Static flared along James's spine. He'd been using it a lot since they'd begun rationing food. “Eh ...” he said, sliding a shirt over his head, and slipping the exhausted stunner in his pocket, keeping his eyes averted. He didn't want to lie to her; better to try and sound busy.

      “What about breakfast?” Noa asked.

      “Meet you there,” said James, stepping out the door without a backward glance. It wasn't like he could give her a goodbye kiss.
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      Noa stepped out of their quarters, the acrid taste of cryssallis treatment still on her tongue. She saw James's broad shoulders disappear down the access hatch. After some time with a person you were romantically involved with, you tended not to see them, and then all of a sudden, you did in a rush. For some reason, at that moment she had a flashback to the time when she'd first woken up in James's bedroom in his “cottage” on Luddeccea. His broad shoulders had stood out then—and they still stood out. He hadn't lost any weight since being aboard the Ark, despite having his rations reduced. Because of his augments?

      She reached up to her shoulder where Carl Sagan was wrapped around her neck, and gave the werfle a scratch under the chin. She was still absently stroking his chin when she arrived in the galley. It had been a cafe while the Ark had been a Luddeccean museum exhibit—it was the only galley she'd ever been in that had recessed lighting and hardwood floors. The former furniture, plus sofas and chairs, was pushed to the walls to make room for the long tables they'd found in one of the cabins. The serving counter was a glass case, better suited for displaying Luddeccean delicacies. Now it was stacked with S-rations. 6T9 was behind the counter doling out the rigorously measured slices of the leathery bars and the liquids that were breakfast. As he dropped her portion on a tray, Noa looked around. “6T9, where is Eliza?”

      “Eliza insists that absolutely nothing is wrong with her,” the 'bot replied.

      Noa glanced at the ‘bot. His normally expressive, handsome face was blank. Her eyes slid down the line, where several of the Atlantian Guard were shifting restlessly on their feet and eyeing the rations. It was crowded but … “Do you think something is wrong with her, Sixty?” Noa asked. Eliza had insisted nothing was wrong with her when she'd ducked out of the poker match they'd played a few shifts ago. Noa had brushed it off as Eliza wanting to leave while she was still ahead, or maybe wanting to preserve the dignity of the younger people aboard the ship. Eliza had nearly cleaned the Atlantian men out.

      6T9 set the water ration he was preparing down on the counter. “She says I'm not to worry.” He stared blankly straight ahead at a point just above Noa's shoulder. “But we haven't engaged in sexual intercourse since—”

      Behind Noa came a few groans. “Too much information,” someone said.

      Ghost snorted. “You should count yourself lucky.” Not looking at Noa or 6T9, he shuddered. “If any of us had to service that old bat we'd probably smother her under a pillow.”

      The ambient conversation in the room dropped.

      Noa’s skin heated. “That was out of line, Ghost,” she snapped.

      Noa noticed that the Atlantian men had ceased shifting on their feet. One, Corporal Anderson, was looking really hard at Ghost. Anderson and most of the Atlantian crew had started affectionately calling Eliza 'granny,' a name she was happy to adopt, especially when she was taking them to the cleaners during card matches.

      Rolling his eyes, Ghost amended, “Smother ourselves with a pillow.” And then sniffed at Noa.

      Someone laughed weakly. 6T9 scowled. In the ether, the ‘bot pinged Noa. Ghost's eyes slid to hers as she answered, and then darted away.

      “Commander,” 6T9 said across the channel. “I believe this man should be confined to the brig. He is dangerous to himself and others.”

      “It was a joke, Sixty,” Noa replied aloud. She glared at Ghost. “A joke in poor taste.”

      Narrowing his eyes, 6T9 admonished the man, “You look down on me because I love a human you see as undesirable. I look down on you because you're incapable of seeing what is desirable in a wonderful, amazing, intelligent human being who does not meet your ideals of beauty.”

      Around the cafeteria, silverware dropped. Ghost snorted. “Were you programmed to say that, 6T9?”

      6T9 put Ghost’s rations on a tray. “Of course I was programmed to say that.”

      “I look down on you because you're a 'bot,” said Ghost, taking his tray and quickly walking away.

      “There is no greater purpose than service to others,” 6T9 muttered, putting rations on Anderson's plate. The ‘bot met Noa’s gaze. “And nothing is greater than being loved and loving in return. So do I not provide the highest service? Do I not fulfill the greatest purpose?”

      Noa stood, staring at the 'bot, at a loss for words.

      “We are programmed to say that, in such circumstances, too,” 6T9 said.

      “You do a great job of taking care of us,” said Anderson, lifting his tiny rectangle of S-ration.

      6T9's face brightened. “Eliza isn't the jealous type. Quite the opposite, in fact. You are a handsome specimen of your species, and I could take care of more than just your nutritional—”

      Anderson winced. “No, thank you,” and hustled away.

      There were a few snickers. Noa's chronometer app chimed, and she left the 'bot to his job. Turning around, tray in hand, her eyes met those of Dr. Monica Jarella. The doctor was sitting alone, and she smiled tentatively at Noa. Noa rarely had a chance to talk to Monica; their shifts and sleeping schedules were rarely in sync. Now, she couldn’t help but think of the dream, but she walked over and joined the doctor at her table.

      “James isn't with you,” Monica commented.

      “He went to recharge my stunner,” Noa said, dipping her S-ration portion in water to soften it.

      Monica stiffened. “Are we expecting combat?”

      Noa waved a hand. “No, I think James is just being extra cautious.”

      Monica relaxed slightly, but still didn't look comfortable or happy. Noa scolded herself. Monica didn't know if her husband was alive or dead; of course the woman wasn’t comfortable.

      “He's a different person around you,” Monica said.

      Noa blinked at her.

      Not meeting her eyes, Monica said, “Less charming, but more attentive … caring.” Her brow furrowed. “My cousin always said he was brave, but …” She nodded as though confirming something to herself. “He's different.”

      Before Noa had to say anything, James entered the galley. He saluted Noa from across the room, a new stunner in his free hand.

      At the counter, 6T9 said, “Good morning, James.”

      “It's rude that the 'bot calls him by his first name,” Monica whispered.

      Noa set down her S-ration. ‘Bots were programmed to address humans by an honorific, but lots of people reset them so they used first names. Picking up her ration, Noa replied, “I don't see any harm in it.”

      “It's irresponsible,” Monica said, and Noa remembered that Monica worked for Fleet trying to create human-machine interfaces that discouraged humans from forming attachments with their machines. In combat those attachments could be deadly, but 6T9 wasn't a combat 'bot. He was hardly even a sex ‘bot, apparently. He was Eliza’s nurse.

      Walking over to the counter, James said, “Each morning is like a world anew, isn't it, 6T9?”

      6T9 frowned as he put rations on James's tray. “That makes no sense.”

      In a stage whisper, James said, “It's an idiom.”

      Eyes widening, 6T9 said, “And a very profound idiom it is! I will commit it to my app.”

      “You do that, Sixty,” said James, putting the stunner down on the tray and walking to the tables. His eyes fell on Monica. For a moment his steps slowed, but then he sat down next to Noa.

      “I'd never heard that idiom before,” Monica said.

      “I just made it up,” James replied. Dipping his S-ration in some condensed milk, he said, “I like having 6T9 around. He's entertaining.”

      “'Bots,” said Monica. There was something familiar about Monica’s tone that made the hairs on the back of Noa's neck itch.

      James’s body got very still.

      “6T9 is a valued member of our crew,” Noa said, keeping her voice level. No one could take care of her frail great-great-something aunt as lovingly. Ghost's attitudes toward Eliza showed that.

      Under the table, James's hand slid onto her thigh and gave her a friendly pat. Noa remembered James’s disgust when he'd first met 6T9. Forget changing since his medical death, he'd changed since Noa had met him.

      “Hmmm ...” said Monica. “If you will excuse me, I have to get to the medbay.”

      “Of course,” said Noa. Her own chronometer was ticking down. She had only a few minutes before she had to be on the bridge. They'd almost made it to the Kanakah Cloud. The biggest hurdles of their journey were behind them. If they pulled this off—when they pulled this off—and the Fleet was summoned to Luddeccea's system, they'd save millions of lives. The moment felt heavy, fragile, and bittersweet all at once.

      Clearing his throat, James slid the stunner to her. “Recharged and ready to go.”

      She took the stunner and slid it into her pocket. “You know, the Kanakah Cloud is three times the size of Sol System. If it does have human settlements, it's sparsely populated. We're unlikely to bump into anyone and really unlikely to have any trouble.”

      James raised an eyebrow. “Somehow trouble always finds you.”

      Standing up, she grinned. “Look who's talking.”

      James sat with such preternatural stillness that she wondered if it was an augment ability. Had she stepped on his delicate Earther sensibilities? His face was expressionless.

      “Touché,” an avatar of James said, materializing in her mind with a grin, and Noa relaxed and found herself grinning in real life. He got her. She didn't really care that he was trouble, but she couldn't miss an opportunity for a joke.

      He tossed a ball of light to her between their minds, their code for a kiss, and Noa felt her cheeks grow warm. What they had, right now, it was perfect, and she wouldn't worry about later. As she left the galley, she was still smiling.

      A few minutes later she was sitting in the pilot’s chair, her eyes focused on read-outs, her hands clasped to the control wheel.

      “Approaching re-entry point,” Noa said aloud and across the ether.

      From where he sat at one of her two cannons, Lieutenant Aarav Sterling of the Atlantian Local Guard responded, “Cannons on standby, ready to initiate power cycle as soon as we leave lightspeed.”

      “Gunny, report?” Noa asked across the ether. Gunny and the remainder of the Atlantian Guard were in the airlocks with phaser launchers. They’d unseal the locks if they encountered hostiles when they came out of lightspeed. Their shoulder mounted launchers wouldn’t be more than bug bites to a Luddeccean Guard vessel, but they could do some damage to the smaller, leaner ships favored by “independents.”

      “Suited up and in position. We’ll be ready to fire before the main cannons come online.”

      In the copilot chair, Wren said, “Lot of effort you’re putting into a place where you’ve told me settlements don’t exist.”

      “Standard Fleet procedure, Wren,” Noa replied. She’d been unable to follow that procedure before Sterling’s men had come onboard. She hadn’t had a large enough crew. They’d been promptly set upon by a pirate vessel belonging to a Captain Xo. That wasn't going to happen again.

      “Manuel,” she said, over the ether, “ready to power down those time bands?”

      “We’re ready!” her engineer said.

      In her mind, a light pinged. Noa began the countdown. “Ten,” Noa said over the ether, her eyes on the white blur of the universe at lightspeed. “Nine,” she said, and this time her thought was amplified by her original crew joining the countdown. “Eight,” she said and Sterling’s men joined, and then the rest of the ship in a joyous mental chorus. “Six, five, four, three, two, one!”

      As the Ark left lightspeed, the white-gray blur of radiation faded away like mist, and the Kanakah Cloud hovered in the velvet before them.

      Stationed at the second cannon, Ensign Chavez gasped, “It’s beautiful.”

      Sterling whistled.

      Noa released a breath. No one was quite sure how the Kanakah Cloud had formed. Instead of a sun, there were two large, vaguely spherical, pale blue glowing orbs near the center. Between them stretched arms of red, purple, and orange plasma and sparkling dust. Gas giants, encircled by the dusty clouds, also glimmered around the stillborn suns.

      Checking the monitors, Noa asked, “Ghost, you working on the new heading?”

      “Inputting new visual data now and will have the course to you shortly.”

      “Thanks,” Noa said. The sector of the cloud they’d entered wasn’t mapped completely and Ghost was filling in the blanks as they went. James would be in the computing lab too, committing everything to his eidetic memory app.

      “Checking standard frequencies,” Wren said, in the copilot chair.

      “Cannons ready to fire,” said Sterling. “But looks like we’re in the clear.”

      “Well, damn it,” Gunny said over the ether. “Professor, looks like you and me got all dressed up for the dance, for nothin’!”

      Noa’s brow furrowed. Across the ether, she asked James privately, “All dressed up? Should I be jealous?”

      “I’m in Airlock 1 with him,” James said. “With two men per lock, Gunny said we’d have better coverage.”

      For a moment Noa couldn’t breathe. Tactically, he was correct. But James was supposed to be in the computing lab, tucked away behind shielding and multiple emergency airlocks. The airlock “turrets” would be the most exposed and dangerous location if they did run into trouble. It wasn’t a position for a civilian. “I'm the one who looks for trouble? What are you doing there?” she asked, managing to keep her thoughts light.

      “I volunteered,” James responded. His thoughts came cool and flat, as inflectionless as his expression tended to be. “Obviously, I've picked up some of your bad habits.”

      “And Gunny accepted your volunteering?” Noa snapped.

      “Why wouldn’t he?” James asked.

      “Because you’re not—”

      “Not what?” said James. And this time she thought his words carried a hint of venom.

      “Trained,” Noa finished.

      She swore across the ether she could feel him blink. When his thoughts came again, there was a hint of amusement in them. “That’s never kept you from pushing me into the line of fire before.”

      “I’ve never pushed you into the line of fire,” Noa said. “You jumped.” Literally, he’d jumped off a moving elevator to save Oliver, Manuel’s little boy, and then off a building to deliver a cybernetic heart to the toddler.

      Her reply was met with silence.

      “Okay, I’ve led you into the line of fire,” Noa admitted. “But only when we didn’t have a choice.” She readjusted her hands on the control wheel. This was why she’d married a Fleet engineer. While she was weaving through asteroids, Tim had been safe back on the fighter carrier. It allowed her to focus on her crew mates. She felt a lump in her throat. But Tim had died anyway, not during the line of duty, not in a way that allowed her to at least blame herself. His death had proven how random, and completely unfair the universe could be.

      “Noa?” James’s voice across the ether drew her from her thoughts.

      “Gunny's right, you'll do good there,” said Noa, gritting her teeth. Fiery hot solar cores ...

      Beside her, the ancient comm box issued a brief blip of static, and then nothing more.

      “I’ve got your course,” said Ghost, and a three-dimensional map of the cloud appeared in Noa’s visual cortex, along with a brilliant green dotted path—the Ark’s intended course. It took them around the large planetoid before them, close to two more, and around a shimmering finger of dust to a large cluster of asteroids and debris several hours away that hid the time gate. “We’re almost home,” Noa breathed. She set the coordinates and launched the Ark toward the gate.

      Over the ether, Kuin, one of the engineering students said, “The commander didn’t lead us into trouble. You owe me credits!”

      “The bet was she wouldn’t get us into trouble before we reached the gate,” Kara said. “We’re not there yet.”

      Noa’s eyes widened. Kara bet against her? Sweet, shy little Kara?

      Eliza’s thoughts joined the general frequency. “Don’t worry, Kara. There is still plenty of time!”

      “My own auntie bet against me,” Noa muttered aloud and into the ether.

      Wren snickered. Chavez coughed. And Noa actually felt her lips turn up. At least her crew was in a good mood. The Ark rounded the first planetoid and its asteroid orbiters, and began its flight toward the next cluster. At their current velocity, they’d be at the next cluster in 4.6 minutes.

      To James alone she mused over the ether, “I wonder who else bet against me.”

      “I didn't,” James replied. “That would be very wrong.”

      Noa relaxed.

      “Because I don’t know how much money I have back on Earth,” James continued, and she could see his eyebrow rising just by the way he drew out those thoughts.

      Grinning despite herself, Noa shook her head. “You are such a—”

      A sharp bleat of static made her eyes jerk to the small comm on the dash.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      James stood in Airlock 1, closest to the bridge.

      Over the ether, Noa said, “You’re such a—”

      And then her thoughts abruptly cut off.

      Across the general ether, James said, “Commander, is something wrong?” His mind leapt to the video streams from the ship’s exterior. He couldn’t see anything. All biosigns aboard the Ark were normal. Noa’s line was still open, but she wasn’t responding. Perhaps busy with some technicality? Another channel lit in his mind; one that lit up more and more frequently of late. After a second’s hesitation, James answered it.

      “Hey James, why aren’t you with us civies?” Raif, Wren’s son, asked him.

      “I’m in the airlock with Gunny,” James responded.

      “What are you doing there?” Raif asked, and a red light flashed in the periphery of James’s vision. An app alerted him that Raif was anxious.

      James wasn’t a parent, or even human, but he thought he had excellent models of parental behavior. His father—or the real James’s father—had an augmented heart implanted when James was only ten. Laughing off the nearly deadly heart attack that had preceded the operation, his father had told the young, anxious James, “Don’t worry, this is just a scheme to test out my company’s products.”

      He sought a similar quip to put Raif at ease. “What I am doing here is wearing a spacesuit. I’m about to do a bit of space walking,” James said. “Don’t you wish you were me?” What child didn’t want to space walk at least once? The other James had.

      “A space suit? Full deal? Really?” Raif said. “Wow, we can do that now that we’re not at lightspeed. Can I?”

      “Maybe later. Look, I have to focus here. Gonna have to let you go.”

      “All right … You’re lucky to be there. Snyder is complaining about all the ‘toddlers he has to babysit.’ I’m twelve and he’s not my babysitter.”

      Snyder was one of the rescued civilians from Atlantia. Born into wealth, he was used to things going his way. He was also a litigator and … litigious.

      “You’re probably babysitting him,” James said, not just being appeasing. The boy was the go-fer between computing, engineering, and the bridge.

      “Solar cores, yes,” said Raif, and then disconnected.

      Wren's voice cut across the general channel. “Got some static on the comm. Could be dust on the antennae.”

      Beside James, Gunny went to stand directly beneath the outer airlock opening. Normally the door would be next to them, but Manuel had decreased and shifted the grav. James was standing on what was usually a wall. Gunny was standing on what was usually the inner door. Both of them were fully suited for space walk. They each had a plasma launcher, easy enough to heft in the lighter G. When Gunny turned to look at him, James couldn’t see anything but his own reflection in the man’s visor.

      Across the ether, someone asked, “Can we move out of the galley now? We’d like to see the cloud, Commander.”

      “Please remain where you are,” Noa replied across the general ether.

      “Is there danger?” someone said.

      “It’s standard procedure for civilians to remain in the most secure area of the ship when coming out of lightspeed,” Noa replied.

      The original speaker said, “But this isn’t a combat situation, surely we can—”

      “Please remain in the galley,” Noa said, her thoughts across the general channel calm, level, and professional.

      “My son forgot his teddy xengaum, I just want to go—”

      “This isn’t a cruise ship, Mr. Snyder.” Over the general ether, Noa’s mental tone was friendly, despite the harshness of the words. Over James’s personal channel, it was another matter. “That blasted son-of-a-lizzar dung weevil!”

      Snyder, not hearing her private commentary, continued, “Really, Commander, don’t you think you’re being a little—?”

      Irritated, James reached into the ship’s ether. He saw the light that was Snyder’s ether connection and turned it off, so the man could no longer interrupt her. For good measure, he locked the galley door.

      “Thank you for shutting him up, Ghost,” said Noa, mistakenly attributing the shutdown to Ghost.

      “Errr …” said Ghost. “You’re welcome?”

      “I see something,” Sterling said. “Heading this way, eleven o’clock.”

      “I don’t have anything on the comm,” Wren said.

      “Here we go,” said Gunny, inclining his head up to the door overhead.

      “Ghost,” Noa said, “can you amplify our ether range?”

      “I’m trying, Commander.”

      James’s mind leapt into the ether and the monitor read-outs at her words. Even as a civilian—or a civilian imposter—he knew sometimes ships in distress would use a handheld flashlight to signal for help in Morse Code. He saw nothing that could qualify.

      “Commander?” Gunny said.

      “Go, Gunny,” Noa replied. James felt her wordlessly reach for his private channel, but before he could respond, the outer airlock opened. Since the room had already been depressurized, Gunny and James weren’t sucked out. Instead, Gunny gently hopped up and caught himself on the lip of the doorway. James did the same, and found himself suspended in a universe of swirling light and color. Raising his weapon, he peered over the scope and saw a bright pinprick of light at eleven o’clock. More pinpoints of brightness at ten and nine o’clock caught his eye, and he saw more at twelve and two. An internal application told him they’d be three minutes behind the first.

      Noa’s voice cracked over the ether. “Five incoming drones—and they’re hot.”

      At her words, a spot at the front of the first object, two handspans wide, began to glow.

      “Fire!” Gunny roared.
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      Bolts of plasma launched from the airlock turrets lit up the dome of the Ark. Two beams that Noa’s apps told her were from Airlock 1 hit the drone at eleven o’clock. Electricity fired along the drone’s hull, its advance halted, and its outer hull cracked open. Spinning in place, it sent its outer plating hurtling out in every direction, a final assault. She heard the reverberations in the hull as the scraps hit the Ark’s exterior.

      “Fire the cannons!” Ghost screamed across the ether. “They’ll disintegrate the targets.”

      “Bridge, hold your fire,” Noa said aloud.

      She heard Sterling shift in his seat.

      “The Ark’s hull can take the shrapnel. Do not fire the main cannons
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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.
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