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      Their planet had no name, but they were about to fix that. The colonists had been using its dry scientific designation or calling the planet their “new home” long enough. The time had come to settle the question of what to call it and get on with the colonization.

      Cariad sat on the stadium bench waiting for the Leader to get to the point. The votes on the proposed names had been cast. All the Leader needed to do was to announce the most popular choice, then the job would be done and everyone could party. But like the natural politician she was, she wasn’t going to miss out on an opportunity to speechify.

      Cariad stifled a yawn, conscious that, sitting in the Leader’s box, she was under everyone’s gaze. Ethan caught her eye and winked at her. He had to be finding the experience as tedious as she did.

      The rest of the audience was tiring of the drawn-out address too. The assembled Gens and Woken were restless and a low chatter had started up. Even the few Guardians present, stiff in their uniforms, appeared to be struggling to maintain their attention.

      The Leader began winding up her speech.

      At last!

      She consulted the interface in her podium. Placing a fingertip on the screen, she said, “I am pleased to announce the winning name is—”

      A massive explosion roared.

      The force hit Cariad, flinging her from her seat and through the air. She landed heavily and her head struck something hard. Debris rained down, trapping her. There was a crunch that sounded terrifyingly like a bone breaking.

      She lay in the darkness, unable to move. Her ears rang. Dizzy and faint, she pushed against the wreckage holding her down, but it was too heavy. She couldn’t move it, and one of her arms didn’t seem to be working.

      She was losing consciousness. She fought to remain awake. She had to get out. She mustn’t pass out. She mustn’t. She had journeyed so far. She’d broken the hearts of everyone who loved her. She couldn’t die within weeks of Arrival.

      Her confused mind drifted, trying to make sense of what had happened.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Her shift was over, but she wanted to check on the final batch of fetuses before she left for the Naming Ceremony down on the surface. She had time to catch the last shuttle planetside if she didn’t take too long.

      Planetside.

      She smiled as she repeated the word in her mind. She was picking up the Gens’ vernacular. Their English wasn’t very different from hers and the rest of the Wokens’, despite the one hundred and eighty-four Earth years that separated them, but the Gens had invented new words. She admired their creativity, though other Woken made a point of not adopting the new terminology. Quite a few Woken stubbornly insisted on calling themselves the “previously cryo preserved” or “project scientists” and using the Nova Fortuna Project’s official designation for the Gens, referring to them as the Generational Colonists. Still, the Gens’ words accurately described the new way of living. Why shouldn’t Cariad use them? In time, a blending of Woken and Gen language was inevitable.

      She thumbed in the code at the Gestation Room door and exhaled into the breath-reader. The lock gave out its familiar metallic whir and clunk. She eased the heavy door open and stepped into the dim red light of the room.

      Fifty thick-walled, transparent gestation bags hung in rows from the ceiling. Some of the bags were motionless, others gently swayed or jiggled as the human infants inside squirmed or kicked, their tiny limbs testing the constraints of the artificial wombs.

      As she walked the aisles, Cariad checked the bag monitors. She could have checked the growing babies’ vitals on her personal interface, but she liked to get a visual. She liked to see the little faces, slightly distorted by the pressure of the bag and the fluid that surrounded them. The babies would grimace and smile and yawn and suck their thumbs and sometimes even open their unfocused eyes. It was a pleasure to watch their personalities and habits developing even before they were decanted.

      Her comm chirped, and she lifted her lapel button to check it. Ethan was calling. She opened the channel. “You’re still aboard the ship too? I thought you would have left by now.”

      “I was packing the last of my stuff,” Ethan replied. “I transfer planetside today. Do you want to meet at the shuttle bay?”

      “Sure. I’ll be there in around twenty minutes.”

      “I’ll meet you at the entrance. Don’t be late. I’m not waiting for you.”

      Cariad chuckled as she closed the connection. Ethan would wait for her even if it meant he might miss the shuttle and the ceremony. That was the kind of person he was.

      Taking a final look at the last generation of colonists ever to be decanted aboard the Nova Fortuna, Cariad left the Gestation Room, passed through the Fertilization Lab, and walked to the nearest transit bay. Her footsteps echoed faintly in the empty corridors. All but a skeleton crew would remain aboard for the duration of the Naming Ceremony. Afterward, most of the Gens wouldn’t return to the ship, unless for a special reason.

      Cariad, as a Woken, would be able to come and go as the shuttle schedule allowed. For the time being, she was needed aboard ship. She would assist in the final decanting and wrapping things up in the reproductive facilities—shutting everything down properly was essential. If things didn’t go according to plan they might need to start up the processes again.

      What she would do after she’d finished her work aboard the Nova Fortuna, she hadn’t yet decided. She would think about it during the Naming Ceremony.

      The transit car drew up and she boarded the predictably vacant carriage. Without any more passengers to stop the car, she was whisked six klicks around the outer circumference of the Nova’s gigantic spoked wheel in less than ten minutes, arriving at the shuttle bay ahead of Ethan.

      A few more last-minute passengers passed her at the entrance while she waited for her friend. By the time she finally spotted him approaching, she was beginning to wonder if she would be the one who would miss the Naming Ceremony due to his delay.

      Ethan jogged closer, a large bag over his shoulder.

      “Sorry,” he panted when he was within speaking distance. “Took longer than I thought.”

      “That’s okay, but we’d better run. The shuttle’s leaving in one minute.”

      They sped through the entrance and across the wide bay to the station at the very end, where a single shuttle stood, its ramp down. An attendant appeared as they approached and took Ethan’s case to stow in the hold. The passenger cabin was nearly full but they managed to find two seats together, where they sat and caught their breath as the pilot made the final checks and sealed the hatch.

      “I can’t believe I almost missed the ceremony,” said Ethan when his breathing had returned to normal. “What would I have told my grandkids when I’m old and gray? I’d have to make something up. Oh yes, grandpa had a front row seat and saw everything. The Leader forgot her words three times! No, that’s no good. I’d have to think up something more interesting than that.”

      “Whatever you made up,” Cariad replied, “it would likely be more interesting than the actual ceremony. I know it’s a momentous occasion and all, but I’m not looking forward to it. Our new Leader’s capacity for monotonous droning has to be some kind of record.”

      “Didn’t you know that’s an essential requirement?” Ethan asked, straight-faced. “The candidates take a test after nomination. If they can’t drone monotonously for at least four hours straight, they’re not allowed to stand for election.”

      Cariad chuckled, but when her laughter subsided she said in a serious tone, “I still think it should be you up there speaking today. It’s what most people want. They look up to you. You would make a great Leader.”

      “Uh, no, I wouldn’t. And I don’t want that anyway.”

      Her friend began to look uncomfortable as he always did when she mentioned the issue, so Cariad let it slide. She would only be stating the obvious. The facts were plain: Ethan had saved hundreds of colonists’ lives practically single-handed during the First Night Attack, when a sabotage had led to an invasion of predatory native wildlife in the first encampment. Everyone knew of Ethan’s heroism, though the man’s role had never been formally acknowledged. The Gens and even some of the Woken would have felt safer with Ethan in charge, but his self-effacement wouldn’t allow him to contemplate the notion.

      “It’s a pity you can’t be Leader,” said Ethan. “You would be perfect for the job. Plenty of people would vote for you.”

      “No it’s right that none of the Woken can stand for election. We’re from the old world. The new world belongs to you Gens. We’re only here to help with the transition.”

      Ethan tutted and shook his head. “But if it weren’t for you—”

      Cariad placed a hand on his arm. “We’ve talked about this often enough already. Let’s not go over it again, huh?”

      He was referring to her actions that terrible night of the attack. She’d figured out how to repel the predatory organisms, but he always overstated her role. It wasn’t her who nearly died saving others. What was more, Ethan was wrong to think the Gens would countenance a Woken as Leader. Gens viewed the Woken with a mixture of suspicion, envy, and animosity. The friendship between her and Ethan was rare.

      The window covers around the passenger cabin retracted. The shuttle had entered the atmosphere of the planet and would be landing soon. Cariad looked out at the view of the blue and green dome beneath them and wondered what the planet would be called.

      They dropped lower. The settlement was coming into view. At the center of the small town of prefabricated houses sat an open-air stadium. Within it were the tiny moving figures of two thousand people. The surrounding streets were empty.

      Beyond the town, a low jungle of vegetation spread out. The life forms that had attacked the first night’s camp had come from among the plants, and now a well-maintained electric fence and regular patrols protected against a reenactment of that devastating event. Cariad recalled the digging of the first cemetery afterward with sorrow.

      To one side of the settlement the rest of the Nova’s shuttles stood in short, neat rows. Standing out among them was the sleek, shiny shuttle that belonged to the Guardians, the most recent arrivals at the planet. Their ship, Mistral, humanity’s first faster-than-light starship, hung in orbit above the new world like the Nova Fortuna did, though Cariad had never been to it. The Guardians hadn’t invited any of the Woken or Gens aboard. It was odd, but no one dared to challenge them on the subject.

      The shuttle was making its final descent, and Cariad realized that the normally talkative Ethan hadn’t spoken for most of the flight. He looked pensive as he gazed out at the rapidly approaching shuttle pad.

      “Thinking about your new life?” she asked. “Have you received your allotment yet?”

      “I haven’t,” he replied. “That’s tomorrow, I think. All the farmers have a meeting in the morning. I expect they’ll tell us then.”

      “Is there any area you’d prefer? The lake area looks pretty.”

      He shrugged. “I don’t really mind what they give me. The work will be the same. Clear the land, plow, sow, reap, just as people always did on Earth.”

      “You don’t seem too happy about it.”

      The cabin intercom chimed. “We have safely touched down,” said the pilot. “Welcome to your new home.”

      His announcement was met with cheers and applause. For some of the passengers, it was their first time on the planet surface. If they worked in a profession that had kept them aboard the Nova, they might not have had the opportunity to go down until now, but everyone was invited to the Naming Ceremony.

      “Disembark from the rear,” the pilot instructed. “That’s the cool zone. And no pushing. You have plenty of time to get to the stadium before the ceremony begins.”

      In spite of his words, the rising excitement in the cabin did result in a mild scuffle among the passengers in their eagerness to leave the vessel. Cariad and Ethan waited for the aisles to clear.

      When they finally arrived at the bottom of the ramp, a Guardian called Strongquist was waiting for them. He had never told Cariad his first name.

      Like all of the Guardians, Strongquist was tall and he wore the Guardian uniform: a tunic of dark gray with thin white stripes, close-fitting and neat from his gaiters to the collar. His hair was drawn into a neat top knot and not a trace of stubble was visible on his face. He nodded in greeting as they reached him.

      “Ethan, Cariad, it’s a pleasure to see you again. I was becoming concerned that neither of you would make it to the ceremony. None of the shuttles were posting manifests, and I believe this is the last one.”

      “You’ve been waiting for us all morning?” Cariad asked.

      “I have, but that’s no matter. It’s been interesting to meet more colonists. Would you care to accompany me to the stadium?”

      Cariad exchanged a subtle look with Ethan. Like her, he seemed uneasy about the invitation but she couldn’t think of a reasonable excuse to refuse.

      Everyone Cariad had spoken to about the Guardians seemed to share her unease regarding the newcomers. They had set out in their starship centuries after the Nova Fortuna had departed, their mission to warn the colonists of a plot to sabotage the colony, uncovered in historical documents. And they had been the colonists’ ultimate saviors during the First Night Attack—no one could deny it. Yet they volunteered few details about themselves or the Earth they’d left behind, which was odd.

      “I have to collect my luggage,” Ethan said, and walked around to the hold.

      Strongquist was watching Cariad expectantly, waiting for her reply.

      “Sure, we can go together. Why not?”

      Ethan reappeared with his bag. He looked hopefully at Cariad, but his expression fell when it became clear she hadn’t thought of a way to turn Strongquist down.

      The Guardian positioned himself in the middle of their small group as they left the shuttle pad and crossed the open area leading into the settlement. The passage of many feet had already worn paths through the rubbery, moss-like ground cover.

      “You must both be very excited to be present at the naming of not only a new world,” said Strongquist, “but also humanity’s first deep space colony. I know I am. It’s quite something, don’t you think? The names of every person present today will go down in history.”

      “Are we still the first, then?” Cariad asked, seizing the opportunity to probe the man for information. “No colony ships left after ours? I’ve always wondered about that.”

      Strongquist looked like he’d swallowed a fly. “Er, no, none did.” He paused. “As you know, the Natural Movement was growing very powerful at the time the Nova Fortuna departed, and soon afterward it entered its heyday. The Movement’s influence continued for centuries.” He brightened his tone. “But that’s all in the past. Today we should be thinking about the future. And what a future it will be. Nova Fortuna colonists will thrive and spread across the planet. I’m sure of it. And, who knows, one day another colony ship may launch and humanity will take a step farther out into the galaxy.”

      “That’s a long way ahead,” Ethan said, “if we ever get there. I’ll be happy if we make our first target of self-sustainability within five years. That’s what we should be thinking about right now. Not what our descendants might achieve. We’ll all be dust by then.”

      “Practical as always, Ethan,” said Strongquist. “I know I can rely on you to bring me back down to Earth, or rather, I wonder what name I should use? What did you vote for?” He addressed the question to Cariad.

      “I didn’t vote.”

      “You didn’t?” said Strongquist. “Why not?”

      “A: I really don’t mind what we call it, and B: I don’t feel I have the right.”

      “Don’t have the right?” Strongquist’s tone was surprised. He turned to Ethan. “What about you? Don’t tell me you didn’t vote either.”

      “I did vote. I voted for—”

      A klaxon sounded within the stadium. The ceremony was about to begin.

      “Hurry up,” Strongquist said. “We don’t want to miss the opening.” He grabbed Cariad’s and Ethan’s upper arms and urged them forward.

      Cariad squirmed free. “Ease up. It won’t matter if we miss the first few minutes. The Leader’s going to speak for at least an hour before she gets to the point.”

      “Oh yes, it will matter,” Strongquist said. “Come on. They’re all waiting for you.”

      Cariad and Ethan stopped in their tracks. Strongquist turned to face them then swept his arm in a wide curve, inviting them to lead the way. They shared a worried look. There seemed no other option than to do as Strongquist suggested, however. Together, the three went through the wide, open doors that led into the stadium.

      A deafening cheer erupted from the assembled Gens, Woken, and Guardians. It was so loud and unexpected, Cariad’s first impulse was to run, but Strongquist was right behind her, lightly pushing her forward. Along with her friend, she walked into the open area at the center of the stadium, entirely bemused. She stood side by side with Ethan in the strong afternoon sunlight while the crowd cheered and clapped.

      Eventually, the noise began to die down, and the Leader brought it down further by speaking over the broadcast system. At first, Cariad couldn’t make out what she was saying, but as the cheering subsided, it became clear the woman was speaking about the First Night Attack and the roles Cariad and Ethan had played in it.

      At last, it all began to make sense. The Leader was well aware the Gens would rather have had Ethan in her position. By orchestrating this show of appreciation, she was piggybacking onto his popularity among the Gens and, to a lesser extent, Cariad’s with the Woken. The Leader would be perceived as gracious, humble, and generous. She was an intelligent woman.

      There was nothing Cariad could do except smile and bow to show her thanks.

      The Leader talked for an excruciating ten minutes or so, while Cariad and Ethan stood and waited for it all to be over. When she had finally, mercifully, finished, and the audience had given another round of applause, they took the seats reserved for them in the dignitaries’ box.

      A drop of water hit Cariad on the nose. She held out a hand, looking up at the sky. Gray clouds had blown in. The stadium roof would protect most of the seating areas, but it looked like the ceremony would be slightly spoiled by rain.

      She realized that Ethan wasn’t with her. He’d left the box and was standing at the edge of the field, holding out both his hands and looking up in wonder at the sky. Gasps and murmurs were running through the crowd, and people were running down to the stadium’s center.

      Rain had begun to fall, softening the light and dimming the view.

      Of course.

      Cariad laughed. It was the first time any of the Gens had experienced rainfall. They had grown up aboard the Nova Fortuna, where water had been a precious commodity. Each drop had been carefully dispensed, collected, and recycled. No Gen had ever felt the rain on his or her face or listened to a thunderstorm at night.

      Nearly all of the two thousand Gens were wandering about the field, getting wet, grinning and whooping. Some of them were dancing. Cariad watched, her heart warmed by their enjoyment of the simple pleasure. Their lives on the new planet promised to be an amazing adventure.
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      Something was lying across Ethan’s chest, pinning him down, and it was covering his face so all he could see was darkness. His legs were free, however, and he didn’t seem to be badly hurt. The only discomfort he could feel was an ache where he’d hit his head and the crushing pressure on his rib cage.

      All around him he heard sobs, screams, and cries of pain. The memory of where he was flashed back into his mind. There had been an explosion. He began to struggle. He had to find Cariad. She could be seriously hurt. He had to help the others.

      He pushed against the thing trapping him. He felt it shift, and he pushed harder, grimacing with the effort. The object seemed to move toward his head, so he concentrated his efforts in that direction. The pressure on his chest began to lift. He pushed harder, drew up his knees, and used his legs to drag himself downward.

      As he eased out from the confined space, his chin caught on a metal corner. He twisted his head away, but he couldn’t escape the sharp edge. He was panting with the effort of holding up the object above him, but he couldn’t let it go. If he did that, the corner would descend into his neck.

      There was nothing for it. If he wanted to get out, he would have to drag his face down the corner. He took a deep breath and pushed upward as hard as he could. He lifted the trapping object another few millimeters and pulled with his legs. As he slid along, the corner bit into his skin at his jawline. He winced. A cut tore up his face to his cheekbone. He gasped in pain and paused for a fraction of a second before making a final effort. The corner grazed his eyelashes and hit his eyebrow. It drew another cut up to his forehead.

      With a yell of effort, he pulled himself the last few centimeters. He was finally free.

      His left eye immediately filled with blood and more ran down his face and dripped from his chin. He sat up and looked about him with his one good eye, wiping the blood from the other. Before the explosion, he’d been seated in the Leader’s box. Now, he was nearly at ground level, and the seating was in broken chaos all around him. A section had fallen onto him. He was lucky to have survived relatively unscathed.

      People from the unaffected parts of the stadium were running over to help. Some were already lifting the wreckage left by the explosion, desperately trying to free trapped victims.

      Still wiping the blood from his eye, Ethan climbed to his feet. He had to find Cariad. She’d been sitting right next to him. She couldn’t be far away. He scanned around and spotted a single white shoe. He was sure it was one of hers. Then he caught another glimpse of white deep within the jumbled remains of the seating. It was the other shoe. He was sure of it.

      He scrambled over shards of broken plastic and metal and put his face to the opening where the shoe was visible. He could see a glimpse of her ankle.

      “Cariad!” He repeated her name twice but heard no reply and her foot didn’t move. He pulled at the ruins that were trapping her, removing the mangled pieces one by one.

      “Have you found her?”

      Strongquist had appeared by Ethan’s side.

      “Let me help you,” the Guardian said.

      Ethan briefly wondered where the man had been seated that had allowed him to survive the blast. He’d thought Strongquist had been sitting close by. But his fears about Cariad soon drove the thought from his mind. He could now see her leg. Blood spattered her dark skin.

      Together, he and Strongquist removed the remaining pieces that covered her. They each grabbed one end of a large section of seating and lifted it up. Beneath it, Cariad lay on her side. One of her legs was folded up but looked okay. However, one of her arms was bent at an unnatural angle. Her clothes were stained red and her eyes were closed.

      Ethan crouched down beside her and gently touched her shoulder. “Cariad.”

      “Don’t move her,” said Strongquist. “Her neck could be broken. Is she breathing?”

      Ethan watched her chest, which rose and fell slowly. “Yes.”

      “Good. Stay with her. If she wakes up, keep her still and calm. I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

      The Guardian stepped down over the seating and ran across the stadium field, heading for the exit that led to the shuttles.

      Other Guardians were working through the wreckage, but many Gens were standing around in shock, simply watching what was going on or wandering around the muddy ground aimlessly. Rain had begun to fall again, but this time hardly anyone seemed to notice. Ethan remained with Cariad, his hand resting lightly on her shoulder. The fact that she didn’t seem to be bleeding heavily reassured him a little, but he wished she would wake up.

      What had caused the explosion? There had been nothing explosive in the stadium. No fuels or anything under pressure. It had to be a bomb. But who would want to set off a bomb during the Naming Ceremony? He didn’t have to think hard to answer that question: it had to be a member of the Natural Movement.

      After the sabotage on the First Night Attack, the perpetrator had been caught and executed, but now it was clear there was more than one of them. Natural Movement fanatics were living among the colonists, determined to prevent the expansion of humanity into the galaxy.

      Memories of Lauren flooded his mind. He would never forget seeing her fall beneath one of the predatory native life forms on that fateful night. He couldn’t erase the image of her remains from his memory. His feelings of loss were still raw. Looking down at Cariad, he swallowed. He couldn’t face losing someone else he cared about.

      Her eyes were moving beneath their lids. They flickered, then opened wide in alarm. She tried to rise, but he gently restrained her. “You’re okay, but you mustn’t move. You’ve been hurt. Strongquist has gone for help. You’re going to be all right, but you need to stay still.”

      She seemed to hear him because she stopped struggling. Her gaze sought out his. When their eyes met, he managed a small smile to try to reassure her, but he imagined the sight of his bloody face was less than reassuring. She struggled to speak but he couldn’t make out the words.

      “Don’t worry. We’ll get you fixed up. Everything’s going to be okay.”

      Strongquist was back. He’d brought two of his Guardian buddies with him, and they were carrying a board somewhat like a stretcher and other items Ethan didn’t recognize. A flitter hovered nearby, and more were spread across the field. Guardians were loading the injured onto them.

      Ethan stepped back to give Strongquist and the other Guardians room to work. First, they pressed a jet injector against Cariad’s neck. Immediately, her body relaxed and her eyes half closed. Then they carefully turned her onto her back while one of them held her head, keeping her as straight as possible on the uneven surface. They slipped some kind of collar around her head, neck, and back, and lifted her onto the board.

      Ethan helped the Guardians carry Cariad down to the flitter. “Where are you taking her?”

      “Back to the Nova Fortuna,” Strongquist replied. “Her back or neck may be broken, and the settlement’s medical facilities aren’t equipped to deal with an injury of that severity. We can assist with her treatment aboard the ship.”

      Ethan wanted to go with Cariad but he also wanted to remain to help search for more survivors. The scene was still in chaos. The Leader was missing and no one else seemed to be organizing a response to the emergency. “Can you please send me word as soon as you know anything about her condition?”

      “Of course,” Strongquist replied. “Don’t forget to have someone check you over and fix that cut.”

      With those words, the Guardians sped away on the flitter with Cariad. Ethan turned to face the pandemonium. He went to the nearest group of bystanders who seemed to have been frozen to immobility and gave them instructions for organizing others who were also doing nothing, forming them into rescue teams. He also told them to find people with medical experience and send them to him.

      They needed to divide the destroyed portion of seating into sections, and they could take it apart, piece by piece, shoring up unstable parts. They would find everyone who was trapped.

      He realized he was still using only one eye because the other was covered in blood. He took off his shirt and ripped off the sleeve. He tried to wipe the blood from his eye so that he could see out of it, but it was too crusted up. Instead, he cleaned his face as well as he could, though his cut continued to weep fresh blood, then he tied his shirt sleeve over his eye.

      A Gen ran up to him, panting. “I’m a medic. Where should I go first?”

      It was going to be a long, hard, heart-breaking afternoon.
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        * * *

      

      When Ethan woke up the next morning, the whole left side of his face ached. He reached up to touch the gauze covering his cut and the healing gel the settlement doctor had applied. He seemed to be the first to wake in the dorm of twenty men. Instinctively, he lifted his lapel to check his comm button for messages, then remembered he was planetside and the comm network wasn’t set up yet.

      The colonists were using stationary interfaces. There was one in the dorm, and the previous evening when he’d checked it, there hadn’t been any messages from Strongquist. He got up and weaved through the sleeping men to check the screen by the door again. A message had finally come. It was short. Strongquist only stated that Cariad had a broken arm and was heavily concussed. She should make a full recovery in two or three days.

      He exhaled in relief and rested his forehead on the wall beside the screen. After a moment, he lifted his head again to check the general news. Fourteen people had died in the explosion: thirteen Gens, including the Leader, and one Woken. Thirty-two people had been seriously injured. No one had claimed responsibility for the bomb but the Natural Movement was suspected. The Guardians were investigating the cause of the explosion and hoped to find evidence that would lead them to the bomber.

      The Guardians were coming to their rescue again. He couldn’t imagine what they would do without these late arrivals from Earth and their advanced tech. He hoped they would catch the saboteurs before they killed or hurt anyone else.

      The other men in the dorm had begun to stir and wake. Like him, they were all farmers, or rather, they were all going to be farmers.

      He hadn’t had much success at school so not many professions were open to him. Farming had seemed as good as anything else when the time came to choose, but he’d never been content with his decision. He would be confined to his farm most of the time. His crops would need a watchful eye to guard against pests, diseases, drought, and any of the other hundreds of things that could affect them. On the other hand, the colony needed farmers. The colonists were relying on the success of the farms to survive. If their buildings leaked or their children didn’t learn much from their teachers, they could live with it, but they couldn’t live without food.

      Yet for as long as he could remember, from when he’d first understood the purpose for which he’d been born, he had always nurtured a secret desire to explore the new planet. But that role was strictly off the cards for Gens. It was written in the Manual. Aside from venturing a day or two from the main settlement, exploring wasn’t allowed. The new settlers couldn’t afford to risk their lives on adventures, and that stricture had been cemented after the First Night Attack. Even with all the supplies they had brought, the colony wouldn’t last longer than five or six years if they couldn’t make it self-sustaining, and that would require the utmost effort from everyone.

      “That’s a beauty,” remarked another farmer, Misha, as he passed Ethan on his way to the showers, gesturing toward Ethan’s face. Ethan followed along to check his reflection in a mirror and found a black and purple bloom surrounding his eye.

      “What’s happening about the explosion?” Misha asked as he entered a shower. “Did you hear anything?”

      “The Guardians cordoned off the area once everyone was out. They’re going through the wreckage, looking for evidence. I haven’t heard any more than that.” He stripped, stepped into another cubicle, and began to wash, carefully avoiding exposing the gel on his face to water. His skin crawled at the thought that whoever had planted the bomb was living among them, pretending to be the same as everyone else—working toward the colony’s success while secretly plotting its downfall. The saboteur could even be Misha. He shook the thought from his head. Suspecting everyone of belonging to the Natural Movement would be playing right into the terrorist’s hands.

      The only bright side to the situation was the fact that the bomber hadn’t been able to create a bomb large enough to take out the entire stadium. If they truly wanted to destroy the colony, that would have been the obvious move. For the moment, it seemed that they didn’t have access to materials to make larger or more deadly explosives.

      He turned off the shower and turned on the blower, which quickly dried him. After dressing, he ate breakfast before joining the rest of the farmers in the meeting room. The organizer waiting for them wasted little time in getting down to business.

      “I’m sure what’s at the front of all your minds is the explosion at the stadium yesterday. I don’t have much news on that, but what I will say is this, whatever the murderer might think, we’re not going to let him or her stop us from building a thriving community. We’re going to carry on as normal and not let the bastard stop us. Right?”

      “Damned right,” said a voice, and the other farmers joined in with loud agreements.

      “Let’s get on with it then,” said the organizer. “I have the land allotments here.” He swiped across a pad and a holo of the settlement and the landscape surrounding it appeared above the desk. Lines cut through the 3D map, marking boundaries. At the center of each block, a name floated.

      The farmers got up out of their seats and went closer to see their allocations. Some asked to swap with others. Ethan had remained in his seat for a while as the rest crowded around the holo, but he decided he might as well find out where he was going to spend the rest of his life.

      He went over and saw he’d been allocated a squarish block that bordered a lake about seven klicks from town. Well, Cariad said it was pretty.
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      Cariad woke. She opened her eyes and gasped. Where was she? Then she remembered. She was aboard the Nova Fortuna. She’d made it. She’d survived cryo.

      The lights above her were bright, blindingly bright, and she closed her eyes against the pain. She tried to move, but her limbs were leaden. She recalled her last memory: she’d thanked the medical team and said goodbye before they put her to sleep. It had been a weird, sad parting after they had cared for her so well while preparing her to be frozen. By the time she woke up—if she woke up—they would all be long dead and buried.

      The team had been emotional too, though for some of them it was probably because they believed they were euthanizing her. Yet despite the risks, despite the unproven process of cryonically preserving people for centuries, the chance had been too good to miss.

      Public opposition to the launching of the Nova Fortuna had grown to fever pitch in the years and months leading up to departure. If she hadn’t taken the opportunity, another wasn’t likely within her lifetime. As a world-class geneticist involved in the project, accepting her application had been almost a formality.

      She had familiarized herself with the cryonic preservation process and knew it should work, yet she almost couldn’t believe she’d survived. After she’d been made unconscious, her blood was replaced with a non-aqueous, oxygenated solution that would not expand when frozen. External to her body, the solution was circulated and gradually cooled until she grew so cold that her breathing ceased and her heart stopped beating. She had been lowered into a frozen slush that suspended her, avoiding pressure sores from the pooling circulatory fluid. Her body was cooled still further until she was entirely frozen.

      To all intents and purposes, she had died. Along with one hundred and ninety-nine other scientists—some old friends and acquaintances, a few strangers—she was sealed within an individual chamber aboard ship weeks before departure. She hadn’t witnessed the ship leaving Earth orbit, never seen the protesting mobs, never met the First Generation men and women who had embarked knowing they would end their lives in deep space—people who would create and raise children who, before they were even conceived, were sentenced to share the same fate.

      The long journey was over. She had survived.

      She opened her eyes again and felt the smooth sheet beneath her. She moved her fingers and toes, and tried again to lift an arm. She winced as a bolt of pain shot from the limb. Something seemed to have gone wrong with it. She tried to raise her head, and she winced again. She had the mother of all headaches.

      To one side, out of her field of vision, a door opened, and she heard footsteps.

      “Glad to see you’re finally coming around,” a voice said. “How are you feeling? You took quite a knock. How’s your arm?”

      She squinted and managed to bring into focus a familiar-looking man in red scrubs. One of the infirmary medics. She thought his name was Alasdair.

      She became very confused. How did she know his name? He was six or seven generations in the future from her perspective. And what did he mean about a knock?

      Alasdair was fiddling with the infuser attached to her inside elbow.

      “How are the others doing?” she asked, hoping that the rest of the scientists had been successfully revived.

      “There were fourteen deaths and thirty-two injured, I’m sorry to say. You’ve been out around fifty hours, in case you were wondering.”

      “What?”

      “Dr Montfort put you into a coma to give your brain a chance to heal from the concussion. We withdrew the sedative a couple of hours ago.”

      “What?”

      Utterly confused, she tried to sit up to get a better look at her surroundings. Maybe she would see something that would help her make sense of what the medic was saying.

      Alasdair placed a hand on her shoulder. “Just relax for now. You’ll be feeling the effects of the sedative a little longer. I’ve told the doctor you’re awake. He’ll be along in a moment. After he’s checked you over, maybe you can sit up and have something to drink.”

      Now he mentioned it, she realized her throat was dry and sore, as if she’d been sleeping with her mouth open. She gave up trying to move and tried to make sense of what was happening.

      A memory of an explosion flashed into her mind. She recalled flying through the air, then nothing. She worked back from the explosion. She’d been in a stadium and resigning herself to listen to a boring speech, then… Everything came flooding back. She’d woken from cryo two years previously. The Nova Fortuna had reached her destination. They’d held the Arrival Day celebration, and after that there had been the First Night Attack.

      She gasped again.

      “Is something wrong?” Alasdair asked. “Are you in pain?”

      “Ethan. Is he okay?”

      Alasdair smiled. “He’s fine. He pulled you from the wreckage, in fact.”

      As she closed her eyes, Dr Montfort arrived.

      After examining her, the doctor said she could sit up. He wanted her to stay in the medical bay another night in case of any after effects of her concussion. Her broken arm would be mended in about a week, the doctor said, and then she could return to work.

      Montfort paused. “A Guardian, Strongquist, has been asking about you. He wants to speak to you about the explosion. I can put him off another few hours if you don’t feel up to talking to him, but… ”

      “No, it’s fine. I’ll speak to him.”

      She had a burning desire to find out who or what was responsible for the disaster. Though she had her reservations about Strongquist, she was willing to put them aside for the sake of a successful investigation.

      The Guardian came into her room. “I’m glad to see you looking so well, Cariad.”

      “Thanks. I’m lucky I didn’t suffer worse injuries, but you’re even luckier than me. You weren’t hurt?”

      “I have to confess I’m not one for long speeches. When the explosion occurred, I’d already left the box.”

      “Good timing.”

      “Indeed. I’m sorry for being so impatient to see you, but I want to catch the person or people who did this, and quickly, before they do something else.”

      She sat up higher in bed. “Then it was a bomb?”

      “I’m afraid so.”

      “The Natural Movement again?”

      “We can’t think of any other explanation.”

      She digested the information dejectedly. After the Guardians had apprehended and executed the person responsible for the First Night Attack, she’d thought the threat to the colony was over. She hadn’t imagined there might be more than one Natural Movement fanatic among them.

      “Whoever is masterminding these attacks,”  Strongquist said, “it could be a Woken or a Gen.”

      “It’s more likely to be a Gen, don’t you think? Though I hate the idea. The person you executed was a Gen.”

      “We aren’t ruling out the possibility that it’s a Woken. The First Night Attack saboteur could have been persuaded to turn off the electric fence by someone else. She said she’d acted alone, but she must have been lying. Conversely, she could have been a member of covert Gen cult that’s existed since the Nova Fortuna departed Earth.”

      “You mean like a secret tradition, passed down the generations?”

      “Exactly.”

      “If that’s the case, we could be talking about more than one or two people. We could be talking about tens or hundreds.”

      “I doubt that it’s hundreds. If there were so many, it would be difficult to keep their beliefs secret, and they wouldn’t be confined to single, small acts. They could do something much bigger and more damaging. A few hundred can overwhelm a couple of thousand with a little planning.”

      “But if the Natural Movement followers are Gens, there could still be quite a few of them.”

      “We already know there’s more than one,” said Strongquist.

      Cariad sighed. The colonization was going to be hard enough without contending with a secret, subversive faction. “We seem to have lost track somewhere. How can I help with the investigation?”

      “Ah, yes. I’m enlisting the help of the Woken because you may remember things from the development of the project that may not have been recorded. We’ve analyzed the bomb residues, but the chemicals used aren’t particularly difficult to acquire. Anyone could have stolen small amounts while we were bringing down the supplies. So we turned our search to historical records, hoping to discover Natural Movement affiliations among the Woken or the original Gens. But we haven’t uncovered anything useful so far.

      “Then it occurred to me that the project scientists are living, talking historical documents. People like you, Cariad, are a source of knowledge and memories. I’ve been asking all the Woken to watch the news recordings from the protests and read the reports and other documents. Perhaps you’ll see a face or read a name you recognize and you may make a connection. Would you mind going over a few things and telling me of anything that strikes you as possibly relevant, however insignificant or tangential it might seem?”

      “I’d be happy to.”

      “Thank you.”

      “And when I’m up and around again, in a day or so according to Montfort, I’ll help with the investigation too.”

      Strongquist looked less happy about this proposal. “Thank you for offering, but I don’t think there’s any need—”

      “We can’t continue to rely on you Guardians all the time. We aren’t babies, and now my work with the actual babies of the colony is coming to an end, I’ll be able to devote some time to ensuring justice for those who were murdered.” She gave Strongquist a fixed smile.

      The Guardian didn’t buckle under her gaze, but he seemed to concede the fight was one he wasn’t going to win. “As you wish. I’ve sent links to the relevant files to your account.” He rose to leave.

      “I want to thank you for everything you and your colleagues have done for the colony, Strongquist. It isn’t that I don’t appreciate it. I just think the sooner we learn to stand on our own two feet the better.”

      “I understand perfectly.” He nodded to her and left.

      She reached for an interface with her broken arm, winced, and swapped to her other arm. She pulled the screen in front of her and swiped it open. Strongquist’s list was at the top of a string of messages from friends wishing her well. She opened the first of the Guardian’s links, a vidnews report.

      She checked the date. It was the day the Nova had begun its maneuvers to break free of Earth orbit: the official departure date. By that time, she had already been frozen in slush for several weeks, and she’d missed the response of Earth’s population to the ship’s departure.

      It was quite the reaction. The recording showed massive crowds in the world’s capitals and major cities. Protesting millions surged through the streets of Beijing, Washington, Moscow, London, Cape Town, Nairobi, New York, Sydney, Mumbai, and Buenos Aires. Her hand rose to her mouth as she watched the rioting, fires, water cannons, and the effects of exploding nerve gas canisters.

      Leading up to the final preparations, she’d been aware of the growing popularity of the Natural Movement, but she’d been working around the clock and hadn’t followed current affairs closely. She also hadn’t been very interested in them. As a scientist, the movement’s objections to deep space colonization had been hard for her to understand. She’d rarely bothered to think about them. She would have better understood an angry reaction to the fact that so few were able to come along.

      What was she supposed to be looking for? Did Strongquist expect she might see something significant in the mobs? After witnessing a particularly violent confrontation, she gave a shudder and silent thanks that the Nova Fortuna had been built in space, out of the reach of Natural Movement followers. They would probably have tried to blow up the ship.

      The next link led to an interview with some Natural Movement leaders at a protest. She leaned closer. Here was something that might yield useful information. She scanned the faces in the background. Prominent figures wouldn’t have been so foolish as to try to infiltrate the colonization project, but individuals behind the scenes had a greater degree of anonymity. Yet no one looked even remotely familiar.

      The scene shifted to a studio interview, and her heart skipped a beat. What had moved her wasn’t any of the debaters, Natural Movement leaders and politicians with global influence, but the large image projected behind them. It was a portrait of a scientist. Though she looked younger in the photograph than Cariad remembered her, she recognized the woman right away. It was Dr Crowley: the first victim of the First Night Attack.

      Poor Meredith. Always so warm-hearted, so ready to see the good in others, so trusting. Too trusting, as it turned out.

      Cariad had warned her friend that the Project’s ambition of creating a society free of violence was too lofty; that human aggression was innate and not a product of social conditioning. She would have given anything to have been wrong and have Meredith back again.

      Sickened by the brutality of the riot scenes and the anger from the Natural Movement leaders, she closed the recording and opened another of Strongquist’s links. It was a list of members of the subversive society. The Guardian had attached a note explaining that in her time, the document hadn’t been in the possession of authorities. It was a secret list uncovered by historians centuries later. He wanted to know if any of the names meant anything.

      She scanned the list. The names numbered in the thousands. For several minutes, she saw nothing familiar. She yawned. After the surge of adrenaline when she woke up, her injuries were catching up with her.

      She drank some water to help her stay awake, but her mind drifted. One hundred and eighty-four years had passed while she’d been in cryonic suspension, and she had only lived through two years since her revival. Yet her time on Earth seemed a lifetime away.

      Memories she’d previously suppressed began to surface. Memories of saying goodbye to her parents and sisters, knowing that she would never see them again; recollections of the sharp sting of guilt at the stoicism on her family’s faces. Their parting was something she would never forget. Effectively, in her terms and theirs, they had all died at that moment.

      She wiped away a tear with the heel of her hand. Her family, friends, and acquaintances had all passed away while she’d been in suspension, and by the time she was revived they were turned to dust and long forgotten by everyone but her. She swallowed, trying to force down the emotions threatening to overwhelm her, but it was no use. For the first time since she’d been brought back to life two years ago, she gave in to the grief and sorrow she had been denying for so long.

      It was some time before her feelings softened and she returned to browsing the lists of Natural Movement members. Almost immediately, a name caught her eye: Frederick Aparicio. She frowned. She wasn’t sure why the name was familiar. She couldn’t place him in her memories of everyone she’d known on Earth. Yet she knew the name, unless her mind was playing tricks on her.

      She opened her personal files of vids, mails, and images from her previous life. She rarely dared to look at them, but perhaps because she’d vented her feelings, viewing the files didn’t upset her as much as she’d feared. In fact, it gave her pleasure to remember all the people she’d left behind and read their messages.

      She searched all the files for the name Frederick Aparicio but turned up a blank. As she was puzzling at the problem, deep in concentration, a new mail arrived. It was from Ethan.

      Heard you’re awake and feeling better. Glad to hear it! I’m going to see my farm tomorrow. Do you want to come along?
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      Ethan waited for Cariad in the lot outside the shuttle station. A regular shuttle schedule of three arrivals and departures per day had begun to run, and Cariad had comm’d to say she would be on the noon arrival. He had watched the shuttle fly in, appearing from out of the sky as if by magic. To him, the Nova was now no more than a stationary point of light at night, and in the daytime the starship was entirely invisible.

      As a Gen, he now required special permission to return to his old home. The new rule rankled, especially because Woken like Cariad could come and go as they pleased. The reason given was that the Woken’s roles were mostly scientific and performed aboard the starship, while Ethan’s and the other Gens’ jobs were confined to the settlement or nearby. Yet the delineation was clear: the Woken had freedom to travel to and from the ship and the Gens did not.

      The planetside dwellers had quietly pushed back by taking control of the flitters. The ship had brought thirty of the fusion-powered land vehicles to the new world. They would run for around three years before their energy ran out, and the technology to refuel or replace them was unlikely to have been developed by that time. Consequently, the Manual stated they must only be used when absolutely necessary, such as for emergencies and transportation of materials or equipment too heavy to be moved by any other method.

      The Gens had taken it upon themselves to bend the parameters of what constituted absolute necessity by routinely using the flitters on trips outside the settlement. Massive road making machines were already crawling slowly across the landscape, and solar-powered electric vehicles were being assembled from kits, but were not ready yet. The Gens were nervous about venturing into the wild with no means of escape from predatory organisms other than their own two feet. Also, they had quickly picked up on how convenient it was to ride a flitter. After growing up aboard a starship with transit cars, they weren’t used to walking long distances.

      Ethan was looking forward to taking Cariad for a ride. He’d packed some food so they wouldn’t have to return to the settlement to eat when they got hungry. Shuttle passengers began to emerge from the station exit, and he smiled as he saw Cariad’s familiar figure among them.

      She spotted him seated in the flitter and waved. “Hi,” she said as she approached. “How did you get permission to take one of these? I thought we were hiking there. I wore my walking boots.”

      “It’s a little far to walk. Besides, all the farmers have the use of the flitters.”

      Cariad’s eyebrows lifted. “All the farmers? But aren’t you supposed to be—?”

      “Saving them for emergencies? Strictly speaking yes, but the roads aren’t ready, so that doesn’t make a lot of sense, does it? Also, though the creatures from the First Night Attack are nocturnal, there’s always a chance something else might take an interest.”

      “Have any other life forms been spotted?”

      “Not yet. Xenobiologists have combed the farming districts but they didn’t find anything. We put up an electric fence around the farms anyway, just in case.”

      Cariad opened the flitter door and climbed in. There were seats for six, but the rear four were folded down to make room for a load. The flitter briefly dipped under the extra weight then returned to its former elevation.

      “What happened to your face?” Cariad asked when she saw him close up.

      He’d forgotten they hadn’t seen each other since the bombing. She probably didn’t remember being rescued.

      “Just an injury from the explosion. The scar’s fading now. How’s your arm?”

      “It’s getting better. The doctor said just another few days and it’ll be good as new.”

      “And your head?”

      “It’s fine. I heard you pulled me out of the wreckage. I wanted to thank you.”

      “You don’t have to thank me. Anyone would have done it.”

      “I know, but… ” She drifted to silence, apparently unsure how to frame what she wanted to say. “It’s good to be planetside again. I always feel a little claustrophobic aboard ship, even though it’s as big as a town. There’s something weird about living in an entirely artificial environment. I’ve never quite gotten used to it.”

      “I never minded it. Living aboard the Nova was all I knew before we came here. In fact, the first time I came planetside, I was nervous. The idea that I could walk for years and never walk in the same place twice freaked me out, though I wouldn’t admit it to Lauren.”

      Cariad’s expression turned sympathetic, but the atmosphere between them became awkward. He wondered if it was the first time he had mentioned Lauren in front of her. He couldn’t remember. Thinking about Lauren since she passed was almost unbearably painful. Maybe he hadn’t talked about her up until now.

      “It’s about time we left,” he said, starting up the flitter. He reversed the machine from the curb and pulled out of the lot. Once they were through the gate in the electric fence, he set the flitter to automatic.

      Cariad gave a surprised Oh, as it left the road before setting off through the fern-like trees surrounding the settlement.

      He chuckled. “We’re heading directly to my land. The flitter doesn’t pay much attention to roads. When you’re floating thirty centimeters high, there’s no need for them.”

      “I would have thought there might be some need for them.”

      “Nope. Flitters go around anything that’s in the way, moving or not, or they rise up and pass over. They’re very safe. You never went one back on Earth?”

      “I didn’t. They were entirely new technology. Anti-gravity propulsion had only just been invented, and the engineers had barely run all the safety tests on flitters before they were loaded onto the ship. I hadn’t even seen one in real life, only in vids. I remember the FTL starship engineers had hopes that a-grav would lead them to a breakthrough, but that hadn’t happened by the time we left.”

      “This is really your first time in a flitter?” A wave of delight washed over him. He’d always seen Cariad as smarter and more experienced than he was. He’d never thought he would be more accomplished at something than her.

      “What are you thinking?”

      “Nothing much. Why?”

      “You have a goofy grin on your face.”

      “I do?”

      “Is it because I said it was my first time in a flitter?”

      “No… well, yeah, actually. I didn’t think I’d ever have more experience in something than a Woken. You always seem to know everything and have done everything. Being around you makes most of us Gens feel stupid, if I’m honest.”

      Her expression fell, and she turned to look out at the passing landscape.

      “Is something wrong? I didn’t mean anything by what I said. I was only talking about what it’s like being a Gen. I wasn’t criticizing you.”

      When she turned back to Ethan, her face remained sad. “Is that how you see me? Is that what I am to you? A Woken?”

      “No. I didn’t mean it like that. I was only talking generally. I don’t think of you as just another Woken. You’re a friend, Cariad. A good friend.”

      She appeared to feel a little happier. “You’re a friend, too. I don’t think of you as a Gen.” She returned her gaze to outside the flitter. They had left the forested area surrounding the settlement and were traveling across an open plain, where the rubbery ground cover grew waist high. The flitter adjusted its height accordingly. On the horizon lay a thin blue line: the lake that bordered Ethan’s land.

      He stole another look at his companion. She seemed to have gotten over the downturn in her mood. He recalled seeing her in the First Night Attack, carrying a flaming brand in each hand, the light of the torches flickering across her features. The image had remained in his mind and probably would forever.

      “I think I can see it,” she said. “That’s the lake, right? Is your land on this side of it?”

      “Yes, it is. Of all the allotments, mine is farthest away from town. The land on the other side of the lake doesn’t belong to anyone yet.”

      “Yes it does. It belongs to everyone,” Cariad said with a smile.

      “Yeah, that’s right. Until it’s allocated.”

      “Maybe if your farm does well, they’ll give you the land on the other side too. You could have a huge place.”

      “I guess so.”

      “Wouldn’t you like that?”

      The only person he had told about his dissatisfaction with the idea of becoming a farmer was Dr Crowley, his other Woken friend. She’d died that terrible first night of the settlement.

      The profession allocation system was intended to be flexible within the parameters set by academic achievement, strengths, and temperament, but refusing to choose any of the positions offered to you upon high school graduation was seen to be anti-social. He was only going to be a farmer because he didn’t really have a choice. In another life, on Earth, he thought he would have done something quite different.

      “Ethan?”

      He realized he hadn’t replied to her question. “I’m not very enthusiastic about farming. If I could choose, I’d rather explore this new world. I used to read a lot when I was a kid, mostly when I should have been doing my homework. I read about the great explorers of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries on Earth. They would go places where no human had ever set foot, like the South Pole. Then fewer and fewer of those places existed. Later on, people went to the summits of the highest mountains and deep into ocean trenches. They went to all the places on Earth where it used to be too hard for people to survive. They went to the Moon. Then by the twenty-second century, there wasn’t even anywhere on the colonized Solar planets that someone hadn’t explored.

      “But this place… we know hardly anything about it. We only have information from probes to tell us what’s here, and we found out on the first night that information isn’t reliable. We need to know more about this planet. I want to find out more. But I’m going to be stuck here digging the ground and growing crops for the rest of my life.” His voice had risen. He paused and gave a wry smile. “Sorry. I guess I needed to vent.”

      They had passed through the gate in the fence surrounding the farming district. Cariad looked out at the approaching lake in silence for a little while, then she said, “You know, you’re right. What if there’s some other menace out there that could destroy us? We need to know about it. If we don’t, how can we defend ourselves? We’re lucky that the electric fence seems to keep everything dangerous out of the settlement. What would we do if there’s a life form that isn’t affected by electricity? We need people like you to find out what the dangers are.”

      “I’d love to do that,” Ethan said, “but I don’t see anyone giving the order any time soon.” A new Leader had yet to be elected after the bombing, and a date for a new Naming Ceremony hadn’t been set. “We’re nearly there. We might already be on my land, in fact. It isn’t easy to tell without boundary markers, but I think this is it.”

      The lake stretched out in front of them. If he had to be a farmer, he counted himself lucky to have such a useful resource on his doorstep, though water channels to other farms would cut across his land. Maybe the lake contained something like fish too, something that humans could eat.

      He stopped the flitter a short distance from the shore, and they got out. The ground was spongy, and their footsteps left imprints as they walked across it, wading through the vegetation. Together, they went toward the stretch of water.

      “I wanted to ask you,” Ethan said, “is this planet very different from Earth?”

      She thought a while before replying. “At first look, it isn’t. The sky’s blue, the vegetation is green, there are mountains and oceans, rocks and soil, and the gravity is nearly the same. That was the main reason this place was chosen. Once the colonists arrived, they would be on their own. No request for help would even reach Earth until it was way too late. So we couldn’t commit to a colonization except on a world where conditions were as near perfect as possible.

      “But now that I’m here, it’s different in so many ways. The plants look weird. The air smells funny. The sunlight isn’t quite right, and of course the night sky is totally different. And the sounds… Can you hear anything?”

      “Only the noise of the wind.”

      “On Earth, if we were out in the countryside we would hear birds and insects, maybe frogs and other animals depending on the time of day. This planet is almost entirely silent. If I don’t think about it, I don’t notice, but I guess I feel it on another level. Nothing is quite right about this place. I don’t dislike it, but I seem to always be a little bit aware that I’m somewhere different.”

      A warm, humid breeze came toward them from across the lake. The sun was still high. Its rays blazed across the water surface, creating a silver sheen on the smooth expanse.

      They reached the lake’s edge where the vegetation gave way to black sand. Lazy ripples lapped at the shore. They were alone in the alien landscape.

      “What do you think?” Ethan asked.

      “It’s beautiful.”
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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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