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The commotion behind the doors caused Darwin to raise his head. He wiped the sleep out of his eyes.




“What could they be doing?” he said to no one in particular.




Bruce strolled casually up and sat beside him.




“Where have you been?” Darwin asked, eyeing the new expensive clothes that clung to the thin assistant’s frame.




“Nowhere,” he answered quickly. “Why do you ask?”




“Nice clothes.”

“I didn’t think you paid attention to stuff like that.”




“New clothes, new car. Let’s just say, my curiosity is being aroused.”




Bruce tried to turn his attention to the door.




“What’s going on in there?”

“They wouldn’t let me in, wouldn’t let me talk to him, but-” he caught himself, waiting, to keep the information about Robe close to his chest.




“But what?”

“If I could have talked to him, I might have been able to determine his frame of mind and give additional insight for them to enter into the Master Terminal. But I’ve been blacklisted, even my terminals have been off lined. I think the decision has already been made and no amount of new information will change it.”




“That’s too bad,” Bruce dropped his head, meaning it more than he let on.




If they killed the Templar, his source of information, his fund would quickly dry up and he would find himself back in the same shape as before, broke.




Sure, he could write a tell all or two, but how long would that last once the people’s interest moved on to the next subject.




He felt like crying.




“I have attempted to interface through three separate networks,” Darwin continued. “And each of them are closed to my specific entry.”




“Let me try,” Bruce took the laptop away from Darwin and keyed in a command and password.




“Any luck?”

“Nope, it’s closed to me too. What can we do?”




He passed the computer back to the Doctor.




“Wait,” he sighed.
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The tunnel stretched in front of them, lit only by an occasional wire covered light scattered indiscriminately in the low ceiling.




“What are these?” the Templar asked.




“Utility access tunnels,” Robe was out of breath.




The Templar held him up. He wasn’t even sweating, Robe noticed with envy. He on the other hand, felt like a gorilla was sitting on his chest, crushing the air out of him.




He wished he would have worn his Suit.

He could have used the energy reserves.




“We can go,” he started out. The Templar fell in step behind him.




“If I had my Suit, I wouldn’t need to rest,” he explained, gasping.




“If you had your Suit, it would slow us down,” the Templar countered. “Like them.”




Somewhere in the tunnels behind them, they could hear the slow progress of the Troops, hampered by their big Suits in the small spaces.




They banged against the ceiling, the walls, fell to the floor clanking and yelling as they forced through the pipes and wires after the two men.




“Where will this take us?” the Templar asked.

“Pip’s supposed to meet us with a car. From there we’ll-”




The wall beside him imploded, collapsing in a pile of rubble, eclipsing the tunnel with a dust cloud.




“Troops!” he screamed.

The Templar hauled him past the gaping hole, ignoring the plasma blasts cutting through the silt filled air.




He shoved Robe ahead, hiding him with his broad back.




“Go! Go!”




They ran away.




Robe had to dig deep to find the strength.




He wished for pain dampers now, and pure oxygen. But he vowed he would at least keep up with the man behind him.




He ignored the burn in his legs, the stitch in his side that cut him whenever he took a deep breath.




He ran until he collapsed. The Templar picked him up and carried him across his shoulders.




“Which way?”

“Turn here,” Robe directed them down a small passageway.




It was a dead end.




The Templar dropped him, turning to fight.

The floor opened up underneath them. They fell through a slick chute, the stench stealing the air now, making a full breath impossible.




The angle was steep and they gathered speed on the glass smooth walls. The ride was over fast.




They fell onto a conveyor belt carrying them toward an edge just out of vision.




The Templar was up as he landed, ready to fight.




“What-”

“Garbage chute,” Robe climbed up beside him, leaning against his strong arm. “Pip should be . . .”




“Robe!”

“There,” he pointed through the steam and dimness to a small figure standing in a hover car at the end of the conveyor belt.

“What’s down there?” the Templar pointed at the edge, where garbage and refuse from the building was dumped over the side.




“That’s an alley. Like it or not, we’re outside.”




Outside, freedom but the Templar remembered the Mob. And it was dark.




“What about the Mob?”




“No worries,” Robe said, but his face told a different story. He could see the Templar didn’t believe him.




“They pick over the garbage for food. But they shouldn’t worry about us.”




“And if they do?”




“We have you,” said Robe.




He leaped from the conveyor belt to the waiting car. Pip clapped him on the shoulder and jumped in the back seat.




“You stink,” she said.

The Templar landed in the passenger seat beside Robe.




“Buckle in,” shouted Robe. “It’ll only be a minute before they find out where we went. They’ll be here.”




There they were, Troopers in Jumpsuits running up the belt, firing blaster rifles at them.




Robe closed the cockpit canopy and shot the car up like a rocket, carrying it out of range.




He leveled off just above the skyline.




“It just got dark,” he said. “We have to stay airborne for nine hours.”




He checked the fuel gauge.




“We should have enough,” said Pip. “What next?”

Her voice was small in the backseat.

She was just over seventeen.




In the Templar’s world, a seventeen-year-old was a seasoned warrior or farmer who knew how to fight. But in this world, she seemed so young.




“The Suits make them soft,” he thought.




“Next is up to you,” Robe said to him. “We saved your life, but we can’t go back. I hope you know what that means.”




The Templar nodded. If they fought again, these two young warriors would fight against their friends, men and women they shared their life with.




“Keep us out of a fight for now,” he proposed.




The voice of Eleven called to him, offering advice from the grave.




“Find the high ground, measure your enemy. Fight, or move on.”

He could no longer distinguish the voice in his head from the voice in his heart.




Somehow, he determined, they must be the same.




“Or at least both intent on keeping me alive,” he thought.




“Take me somewhere I can contact Darwin,” he said.




“We can do that from here,” Robe motioned to the on-board computer.




“Can they monitor?”

“You’re right.”

“We can go to the Academy,” Pip said.

“Can the track us?” he asked.




Robe pointed to a hole in the dashboard.




“Pip disabled the device.”




“Will they expect that?” she asked.




“We move as if they expect everything,” the Templar said. “You’ve got eight hours. Tell me the history of your world.”
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Nova stood on the end of the conveyor belt watching the after streaks of the hover car recede in the distance. Bram stalked up behind her.




“Want to tell me what happened?” she growled.

“It was Robe,” he said simply.

“Impossible,” she said the word, but in her heart she knew it was the truth. Robe had betrayed them.




A small part of her cheered him, welling up inside of her with the strong conviction that what he was doing was right, no matter what the money men or Main Terminal thought. But that wasn’t important now.




He would be killed, alongside the Templar he helped rescue, once they were caught.




He was doing what he believed in and she hated what she had to say next.




“Track them. Shoot them down.”




Bram waited a moment, giving her time to reconsider. They had a lot invested in Robe, not just the training, but an emotional attachment that comes from being a unit that functioned as one. To order his death couldn’t be an easy thing.




But she said nothing to countermand, so he turned and walked away.




“Wherever the Hell you are going,” she said to the sky where they disappeared.




“Get there and get out of sight. And for all it’s worth, stay there.”








  
  
  Chapter Four

  
  
















“They’ve escaped.”




“What?”




Bruce shook the Doctor awake from an enticing dream where he was a Viking raider straddling the bow of a mighty ship.




The young man was flush with excitement.




“They’ve escaped. I don’t know how, I mean they won’t give any details, but the prisoner got away somehow.”




“So this is my signal,” Darwin sat up, adjusted his coat and gathered his satchel.




“What did you say? What signal?”




A Trooper standing by the door looked at them sharply.




Darwin covered Bruce’s mouth with his hand.




“You young people really have to learn to shut up.”




He led Bruce down the corridor to the lift.




“What time is it?” he looked at his watch.




“Still dark outside. Where are we going?”




“The Commander gave me quarters here. I’m going there. You might as well come along, you can’t go home now.”




Bruce stood beside him in the lift, shifting from one foot to the other.




“Why are you so happy?” Darwin asked.

“He’s alive. They didn’t kill him.”




“I thought you wanted him dead. Justice served and all that.”




“Not dead. No, I never wanted him dead. Maybe punished, hurt a little, but never dead,” he adjusted the bandage on his arm.




“They kept us in the dark for how long?”

“I don’t know. You were asleep all afternoon. No one came in or left or even said anything. I noticed a lot of radio activity from the Troopers watching the hall but I couldn’t hear it.”




“I wonder how they did it?” the Doctor said aloud without meaning to.




“Who?”




“What? Nothing, thinking out loud.”




“You have a theory,” Bruce leaned the audio recorder in his pocket closer, clicking it on.




He hoped Darwin would offer some insight.




“He escaped from a room full of Troopers with guns pointed at him. The man is purely magnificent.”




“So you’ve said.”




“He obviously had to have some help. But now what will they do? There is nowhere to go in the city, and no helping hand to turn to.”




“Lost and forlorn, what a great story,” said Bruce.




“What do you mean?”




“This is going to be a great story to tell my kids. Hell, it’s a great story to tell in the bats. Do you know what the info-zettes are going to run on this? The vids will be crazy with footage and docudramas. You ought to sell your rights.”




“Preposterous. I would sooner shoot you than sully my name.”




Bruce stepped away from Darwin, not sure if he would act it out.




“It’s not so bad. I hear the pay is great.”




Darwin eyed him dubiously.




“I don’t need pay. I don’t need a thing they have to offer. And if you’re as smart as you claim to be, you’ll stay away too.”




Bruce nodded.

“Sure, whatever you say, Doc,” he agreed, but he had no intention of following through.




The dollar signs were ringing in his head and with no outside vids allowed into the Trial, his was the only testimony.




No matter that he would have to embellish the parts he missed, namely from the time the Templar walked through the door. Who would dispute him?




It was time to ask for a raise on his next by-line, he decided.




Darwin led him into a small room with one bunk in the corner.




The bed looked soft and inviting, and Bruce realized how tired he was.




He never how exhausting waiting could be.




“Are you going to bed yet?” he asked the Doctor.




“I’ll be researching for a while.”




Bruce stretched out on the bunk.




“You mind if I take a nap,” he closed his eyes and didn’t wait for a response.
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“When I was younger, I skipped all my history classes,” Robe said, looking downcast. “All I know is how to fight.”


“Who taught you that?” the Templar asked.


“Bram mostly. Darren, some others. The Computer generates models and we fight the plausibility.”


“How do you learn from that?”


“The Suits have memory chips. They encode the data and react accordingly when a situation occurs. That’s why we had so much trouble with you. We’ve never encountered your actions before, so we couldn’t react. Our Suits went blank.”


“You couldn’t think for yourself.”

“Well, sure, if we expected it. But you’re not the typical Mob crowd we get in trouble with. I mean, every move you made was something new. But we can’t expect that again. The Main Terminal will have studied your vids and analyzed them. We won’t be lucky once they download your files. All the Suits will know how to beat you.”


“Beat me. A Suit?”


“Our best bet is to lay low. Pip, you were good in history, weren’t you?”


“When I went to class,” her voice was soft and sleepy from the backseat.


“You tell him then.”


“What does he want to know?”


“I don’t know. Where should we start, Sir?”


The Templar shook his head.

“I didn’t know the history of my own world. I didn’t listen to their talks. The people would gather around the fire and talk about the world, now and
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