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      The pane of high-silica, carbon-reinforced glass stood close to thirty meters tall and it looked simply terrifying as it fell from atop its tower, toward the crater.

      The sun’s glare, and glints from working lights shone from the glass’s surface. It fell slowly, lunar gravity being so low, but picked up speed, given the complete lack of air resistance.It was going to be bad.

      Alex Gerraty took two steps toward it and stopped. His heart pounded in his ears. Almost amplified by his suit’s helmet and reticulation systems.

      He was wearing a KMT 91 suit. One of the new ones fresh off the looms up at Tycho. It was comfortable and reassuring. A low level visor light HUD gave him constant data on the suit’s integrity. Never below 100, but still with notes on heat, wear and grit levels.

      Weighing in at less than ten kilograms, without the life support package, it was as close as anyone would come to that old saw of ‘like wearing nothing at all’. Ten kilograms on the moon was less than two kilograms to actually lug around. Even with forty kilograms of the package it was still a breeze.

      It was so easy to move around in. A whole, remarkable system of self-repairing fibers that meant that the joints could be more flexible and need fewer inspections.

      Here he was at Sodabake, near the lunar south pole testing it out. He’d driven over, from their little eight-person temporary habitat a few kilometers away. He’d come on one of the tri-wheelers. No cabin, which made them great for little recces. No need to transfer in through an airlock as with the bigger vehicles.

      The suit was great. He was going to write a glowing report.

      Sodabake was a little over twelve hundred meters across. He could still hear his father, Doug, arguing over meters and yards. They’re basically the same, kiddo, why get all scientific over it?

      It’s science we’re doing, Dad.

      Sure, but you’re losing the romance.

      Alex missed him, that was for sure.

      The huge sheet of glass was part of the whole new facility’s construction here. Gantries in place, about to mount the glass on a two-hundred meter tall pylon, with a spindle atop, to gather sunlight.

      A brilliant system. The base of the crater was essentially in shadow throughout the entire period of the moon’s orbit, yet if you put something two hundred meters above the crater’s rim, it would be in sunlight the whole time.

      Very efficient way to generate energy.

      And energy was what you needed if you wanted to get at all that lovely water. Well, frozen and muddy water. Dig it up, melt it, separate the oxygen from hydrogen and you could fuel up that ship they wanted to send to Jupiter.

      Alex was thirty-five years old. His fifth tour to the moon, but his first excursion to the south pole. It was going to be a whole other ball game, that was for sure.

      He’d trained for it for a full year at Earth’s south pole.

      Antarctica. They’d never mentioned the wind. Amazing that the entire continent hadn’t been stripped of ice eons ago.

      And it gave you a feel for endless darkness and endless light. Six months of each, even though Tycho station only got two weeks of each.

      Despite the wind, Antarctica did give him a feel for making do with the resources on hand. Now way to drop around to Home Depot for a new spanner or some sheetrock.

      His suit radio gave a tiny ping.

      “Check in,” he said.

      He was a good eighty meters from the falling glass. Should be out of harm’s way.

      “Alex?” Cooper Grant, Sodabake Station manager. The guy still thought he was in Texas. Put away too much beer and was a total shark at pool.

      “I’m here,” Alex said.

      “I see you on the visuals. You need to move. Head north. Fast. Just run.”

      “I—”

      “We’ve lost the generator glass. It’s falling.”

      “I see that.”

      “Are you running yet?”

      “I... no.”

      “Move!”

      “It’s not falling near⁠—”

      “Stop arguing. Run!”

      A but came to his lips, but Alex held it.

      He turned and ran.
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      Low gravity is a whole lot different to microgravity. Alex had spent plenty of time in both, and generally figured he understood the distinctions.

      In the Lagrange stations, where he’d done some prep on every tour, microgravity was kind of fun, and kind of tiring.

      But the body knew. Some odd way that the brain responded to being weightless. He could float or spin, hook himself to a console or tie himself down to a treadmill in hopes of maintaining some body tone.

      Low gravity on the moon, though, was a trickster. The body knew it was in gravity and anticipated things working a certain way. Drop something and it falls. The body understands that.

      But the pace of falling is all out of whack.

      In a suit, you can jump high. Even in those stinky, bulky suits he’d worn on his first couple of tours.

      The sheet of generator glass weighed in around two thousand kilograms. Light for its size and capacity, but it was still two metric tonnes.

      Moon weight was north of three hundred kilograms. Equivalent to a couple of big men. Or four and bit of Alex.

      With the mass of two tonnes.

      Alex kept running.

      The ground was rough. Plenty of dust. Plenty of loose rock. Plenty of smaller craters.

      He stole a glance back.

      The glass sheet was silently smashing through the open framework of the tower.

      Almost on the ground.

      The glass was going to hit the crater’s edge.

      In less than a second.

      Alex faced the way he was going again.

      Sprinted. Kind of.
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      Alex had trained for this, of course.

      Trained to move fast in a suit. Technically, in an emergency, you should move slow. Regular walking pace. If you tripped and fell you could multiply the problems of the emergency. Slow and sure was the better approach.

      Then again, sometimes you just had to run for your life.

      He bounded, rather than sprinted. Another effect of lunar gravity. Giant steps. Words from an ancient song ran through his head. They liked to play it for new arrivals at Tycho.

      He covered five meters with a step.

      Had to be careful he didn’t overbalance.

      Those first lunar explorers in their crazy thin box of a vessel and their huge suits had discovered a kind of skipping motion to⁠—

      The ground shook.

      Alex stumbled.

      Around him things began landing. Rocks. Dust.

      Each making their own little crater.

      He hadn’t gotten far enough.

      He caught his footing. Bounced again.

      Mid-flight, something knocked him down.

      Through Alex’s comms, Cooper swore.
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      When he first flew in the Lockheed-Martin parabola jet to experience simulated zero-gravity, Alex had gotten trapped.

      The jet’s seating, floor and general amenities had been stripped out, leaving basically a long tube with windows, a sealed cockpit up front, toilets in back, and only the ridge of the wing spar interrupting the cylindrical interior between.

      The whole interior was padded. It had smelled of vinyl with just the vaguest hint of vomitus. The techs did their best to clean it out, but there was only so much.

      Fifteen of them aboard while the aircraft flew on a roller-coaster trajectory. Weightless through the top of the arc and much of the way down, all of that borrowed weight piling in on them through the bottom of the arc.

      It was a balance really. Three minutes of weighing nothing, followed by three minutes lying on the floor, feeling your eyeballs squish as your weight doubled.

      Conservation of energy, or something. Whatever you stole, you had to give back somewhere.

      They’d had instructions, of course. No eating for four hours beforehand. Nothing in your pockets. Lie on the floor during the swings through the bottom of the arcs.

      No tomfoolery.

      Which had kind of gotten forgotten.

      Alex, Shirelle Langston, Gina Padmer and José Adams had formed an unconscious clique in their intake group. Studying together, hitting the beach and the bars together. Attempting to outdo each other in tasks and tests.

      Shirelle had been real good at inverted, blindfolded ship
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