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Tomy faher,

who reached into my Asian midnight, and saved me.
Tolove, and bear; to hopetill Hope creates

From its own wreck the thing it contemplates.
—Percy Bysshe Shdlley,

Prometheus Unbound

Prologue

False Angels
JERUSALEM

Thewound was their path.

Nathan Lee Swift sat strapped in the belly of the cargo helicopter with a dozen assorted archangels,
looking down upon what little remained. The earthquake was visible mostly by what was no longer
vishle. Citiesand villages had smply vanished in puffs of dust. Even his ruinswere gone. The map had
gone blank.

Theair was hot. It was summer. There was no horizon. The sands stretched into haze. He fdlt chained to
the giant beside him, hisformer professor David Ochs. He had not wanted to leave, now he didn’t want
to come back. Not likethis.

Due south from the U.S. Army basein Turkey, they flew pardld to therift system. Like animmense raft
drifting from shore, Africawas shearing loose of Eurasa. It was nothing new in the larger scheme of
things. Satellite photos barely registered the latest geological breach. Even from the hdlicopter’'s
scratched Plexiglas windows, the devagtation appeared strangely faint. The earth had pulled open and
Sealed shut.

Nathan Lee searched for his bearings. Only afew weeks earlier, he had been down there, somewhere,
sfting away at ancient Aleppo, homing in on the end of hisfield research. Now the ruins were gone, and
his dissertation with them. Only love—or lust—had spared him from the disaster. If not for Lydia Ochs
vigting histent one Arabian night five months ago, he might have died in the sands. Asit was, the
professor’ s younger sister had accidentally saved him with her fertile womb.

She had come to Aleppo with her brother, unannounced, during the winter break between semesters.
The professor was checking up on his graduate students, anchoring his grants, aday or two here, then on
to the next, and she wasjust dong for the ride. Nathan Lee had never seen her beforein hislife. He was
acatch-and-release, hefigured. A desert conquest. Her Himaayan climber in the sands. But thenhe'd
gotten her letter. Back in Missouri, she was five-months pregnant. Now she was ten-days married, and
al hisnew in-laws were proclaiming he’ d been miraculoudy spared. Miraculous seemed astrong term
for what owed lessto the hand of God than to a Wonderbra, afull moon, and a bottle of old nouveaux
Beaujolais. But he did not correct the record.

Hewas gill dazed by the sudden change. The wedding band glittered on his brown fist like some strange
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growth. Twenty-five seemed so young. He till had hisfortune to find, and his name to make, and thefar
edges of theworld to see...and see again. It wasn't that his mirror was empty. He saw an earnest young
man in there with John Lennon spectacles and durable shoulders and abit of hair on hischest. But he
lacked form. Hefdt asif his moleculeswere still coming together.

Maybe it was afunction of working the sandsin near solitude for the last two years. But it seemed like
his footprints were gone the minute he left them, and his shadow kept shifting shape. Therewas
something about burying his gypsy parents on opposite Sdes of the planet—his mother in Kenya, his
mountaineer father in Kansas, of dl places—that stole his sense of direction. He could go anywhere. He
could be anyone. And what he was now was at square one with his doctoral work, up to hiseyeballsin
student loans, and with ababy on the way.

He could have resented the pregnancy. But he was an anthropol ogist. He had his superdtitions. And there
was no denying that the child had aready saved him once. The name was amost too good to be true.
Lydiahad chosen it. Grace.

“Tell me, my friends” avoiceinterrupted. It was the demolitions engineer from Baghdad. He wore a
slver hard hat. “What brings two American anthropologists racing to adisaster zone? And with body
bagsfor your only luggage. Allow meto guess, forensic scientists?’

Roped to boltsin the floor, five cases of body bags occupied the aide. There were twenty to acase. The
economy models were white vinyl with no handles. They cost fourteen dollars each. The body bags had
sped their journey in unforeseen ways. Their tale of amission of mercy had become asmall legend. Ochs
had seen to that. Air freight for the shipment had been waived. They’ d been boosted to first classasa
courtesy. TWA had delayed its Heathrow-Athens flight so the two Americans could make the
connection. A flight attendant with very long legs had sat on Nathan Lee' sarmrest for an hour. She had
always wanted to do good works. They were so brave. So humanitarian.It’ swhat we do, Ochs had told
her.

“We rearchaeologists,” Ochs answered the engineer. His shoulders and arms and Falstaffian belly
looked ready to burst his T-shirt. It saidRazorbacks with the size, XXXL. Peoplein this part of the world
tended to identify the giant with the World Wrestling Federation. His voice carried above the engineroar.
“George Washington University. My field is Biblica archaeology up to and including the Hadrianic era.”

It was one of those liesthat were the truth by omission. Until last semester, Professor Ochs had held a
digtinguished chair at George Washington. Then his past had caught up with him. One of his boy toys had
filed agrades-for-sex lawsuit. Already freighted by rumors of smuggled artifacts, Ochs had sunk likea
rock. Thus Jerusalem, with his newly minted brother-in-law for company. Nathan Lee kept thinking he'd
gotten over the worst of his queasiness. But he hadn’'t. He didn’t belong here, not thisway, on this
mission. It felt like he was like being pulled under by adrowning victim.

“Biblica archaeology....” The engineer pounced at the clue. “Project Year Zero,” he said. “The search
for Jesus Chrigt.”

Ochsreplied evenly. “We are connected. But you misconceive us. Y ear Zero isfounded on scrupulous
scholarship. It grew out of the discovery of the Dead Sea scrolls. The Smithsonian and Gates Foundation
commissioned adetailed review and collection of artifacts and organic materia dating back two thousand
years”

“Organic material.” The engineer wasno fool.

“Pollen samples. Textiles. Bone. Mummified tissue.” Ochs shrugged.



“Bone and flesh,” said the engineer. “| perfectly understand.”
“Targeting the year zero was entirely arbitrary, a sop to the Western caendar.”

“A chance sdlection,” the engineer smiled indulgently. “The Holy Lands at the beginning of the Chrigtian
era” Like other Levantine Mudims, he was bemused. The Crusades had never redlly quit. Now the
West fought with trowels and picks.

“The date appedled to the public imagination,” said Ochs. “And to funding agencies. Stripped of dl its
controversy and superdtition, we are Smply gathering evidence of aplace in time. Unfortunately people’' s
imagination ran off with it. Now we have this nonsense about a man-hunt for the historical Jesus.”

“Nonsense?’ The engineer feigned surprise.

“Congder. True believersrgect ‘the bones of Christ’ asacontradiction in terms. If hisbody roseinto
heaven, there can be no remains. And nonbelieversdon’t care.”

Infact, for al hisand Lydia s sophistication, the Ochs clan sprang from Pentecostal roots, snakes,
tongues, and al. Nathan Lee hadn’t known the depth of it. It was no wonder an abortion had been out of
the question. The Missouri wedding had been like something out of the Civil War, al lace, black
broadcloth, and raw bones.

“Which areyou then, Sr?" asked the engineer. “The believer who doesn't believe, or the nonbeliever
who doesn't care?’

Ochsevaded him. “Ask my student here. He claims Jesusis a sausage.”
The engineer’ s black eyebrows rose into the brim of his hardhat.

In Arabic, Nathan Lee said, “My tongue runs away from me sometimes.”
“A sausage, though! What animage.”

“A human skin,” Ochs supplied, “stuffed with myths and prophecy.”

The engineer enjoyed that. “ And yet you dedicate yoursdlf to Y ear Zero?’

“The professor borrows me now and then,” Nathan Lee said. “My doctora focusis seventh-century
northern Syria. I'm exploring the disappearance of Roman families from the so-called Dead Cities. They
were prosperous and deeply rooted here. Their villas had mosaic floors and windows that |ooked out
onto the oases. Then suddenly one day they were gone.”

“Wasthereawar?’ asked the engineer.

“Thereareno 9gnsof violence, no layers of ash.”

The engineer gestured at the landscape beneath them. “ An earthquake, perhaps.”
“The villas were left standing. Herders use them to shelter their goats.”

“What happened then?’

“Some small thing, probably. A gap in their rhythm. Maybe a crop went wrong. Or aniirrigation cana
ruptured, or they had a cold winter or adry summer. Maybe insects came. Or arat with afleawith some
exatic flu. Civilizations are such fragile things”



Someone across the aide called out, “Damascus,” and they al looked out the windows. It was no
different from Halab and Hims and other cities dong the way. From this height, except for the outer ring
of refugee camps, Nathan Lee would have guessed the city had been extinct for centuries. It resembled a
thousand other Levantinetels, one more gray pile of history and dust.” Allah irrahamhum,” one of the Iraqi
physicians declared.May God be compass onate to them.

They left the sight behind. The engineer resumed. “Why come at thistime, when the catastropheis so
fresh? heasked. “ And why Jerusalem?’

Nathan Lee shifted hiseyes away. Ochs answered. “ The awful truth is,” he solemnly confessed,
“opportunity. With the city turned inside out, the past lies bared. In asense, we' re here to conduct an
autopsy.”

“Y ou intend to go into the remains?’ the engineer asked. “It will be very dangerous. The aftershocks. The
outbreak of disease. It's been over seven days. By now, the dogswill al be rabid. It won’t be safe until
the engineershaveleveled it.”

“Precisdly why we' reracing to get there,” said Ochs, “ before you accomplish your work.”
The engineer took it as acompliment. “Of course,” he said. “ And the body bags?’

“Our smdl gift,” said Ochs.

“But you mustn't fed guilty,” the engineer said to Nathan Lee.

“Guilty?’

“It iswritten on your face.”

“Never mind him,” Ochs said to the engineer.

But the engineer was a compassionate soul, and now he liked Nathan Lee. He gestured at the other
passengers. “ Each of us bears a special talent. Some go to feed the people, someto heal, someto handle
the dead. | go to complete the destruction with bulldozers and plastique so that the rebuilding may begin.
And you are here to find meaning in the bones. Be strong, young man. It takes great |ove to make sense
of God'srevenge.”

Nathan Lee wasn't sure how to respond. “ Thank you,” he said.

NEARINGISRAEL, THE FLYING CHANGED. Wild thermals prowled above the desert sands. The pilotstried
invain to evade theworst of it. Their blades chopped at the thermas. The thermal's chopped right back
at them. The helicopter shuddered and bucked, pitching savagely. Far below, spontaneous whirlwinds
leapt about, writing wild, cryptic lettersin the sand.

They dodged to the Sde, the pilots searching for a dipstream through the thermals. No dice. When the
therma sweren’t hurling them sunward, they were plunging into troughs and crawling for dtitude.
Strapped tight, the passengers suffered their bruta entry into the Holy Lands. Ochs vomited on the floor.
Nathan L ee offered no sympathy. They didn’t belong here. Thiswas the professor’ sidea. Soon the floor
was dick with last suppers.

Nathan L ee pressed the wire rims onto the bridge of his nose and closed his eyes. He thought of Grace.
His seasickness ebbed. Who would she take after? Honey-haired Lydiafor looks, he prayed. He saw



himsalf asaplain man. Hisface wasthin, his eyeswere narrow. He still could not reckon why Lydia had
chosen histent that night. Maybe it had been the full moon, or she’ d just wanted to add anomad to her
list. Even among the eccentrics camped out in the anthro department, Nathan Lee was notorious. He'd
been known to hunt and butcher game with neadlithic flints.

Nathan Lee did hope their daughter might acquire something from his side of the equation, abit of pig
iron to temper Lydia s mercury. Or acid, asit were. The honeymoon was over. His hot-blooded desert
lover had turned cold, and modern. She required 110 volts twenty-four hours aday, it turned out, for
everything from her hair drier to her cellphone. Their wedding night had been invested in adiscussion
about money. She was going for her MBA. Hewasgoing for...Jerusalem.

At last they topped the Golan Heights and |eft behind the desert thermals. But asthey entered the greet,
long trough of the Dead Sea Rift, Nathan Lee saw the destruction was only beginning. By thistime every
school child knew from television that 800,000 megatons of energy had been released by the quake,
1,600 times more than al the nuclear explosionsin war and peace combined. Tsunamis had erased the
Gaza Strip. Like ancient Alexandria, Tel Aviv lay submerged beneath the Mediterranean. The Sea of
Gdlilee had emptied, flooding the Jordan River. Thefloor of the Dead Seahad dropped fifty feet. Its
waters reached halfway to the Gulf of Agaba

The cargo bay had no air conditioning. They steadily descended below sealevel between raw limestone
walls. To thelr right and |ft, roads and pathways terminated in midair. It was spring. The treeswere
budding green. Lambs bounded to their mothers. Finally they turned west and climbed out of the depths.

Thewreck of Jerusdem lay before them. Unlike the Syrian cities, it was dlill in its death throes. Inky
smoke hung above the ruins. Where gaslines had ruptured, columns of flame lanced the sky.

Ochs thumped Nathan Lee' s knee with an immense bear paw. He was elated. Nathan L ee was shocked.

“Haram,” murmured Nathan Lee. The term was universdl in this part of theworld. It meantforbidden
orpity. More classicdly, it meant tomb.

The engineer heard him. Their eyes met. For some reason he gave him ablessing. “Keep your heart pure
inthere”

Nathan Leelooked away.

The ship flickered from place to place dong the wracked perimeter. White tents flashed benegth them
bearing Red Crosses and Red Crescents. Roofs of baby blue U.N. plastic fluttered in the rotor wash.

Abruptly the helicopter spun to earth. Ochs clutched hisarm. They touched down hard near the south
summit of the Mount of Olives.

No one waited to greet them. The samaritans smply dismounted into vast heat upon aroad that ran
above the city. Y ou could barely see Jerusdem for the layer of black petroleum smoke. Isragli
commandos in desert camouflage and berets rose up from the yellow dust to herd them to Camp 23.

The cases of body bags were off-loaded. Ochs opened one box and took severa of the bags. He left the
rest in theroad, and led Nathan Lee away from their Trojan Horse. The trick had worked. They werein.

WHILEOCHS SLEPT OFF HISJET LAG, Nathan Lee roamed the larger Camp 23, orienting himself, hunting
down rumors, harvesting information. Sunset was only hours away.



Six days ago there had been no Camp 23. Now it lay sprawled and shapeless upon the dopes of Olivet,
aPaegtinian collecting point. Before the quake, locals drove up the meandering road to picnic and gaze
upon their city. Now 55,000 ghosts occupied an overlook of vile black smoke. The unwashed survivors
were coated white with cement dust. The lime in the cement made their eyes blood red. Their massed
voices buzzed like cicadasin the heat.Allah, Allah, Allah, they wept. Women ululated.

They reached out with filthy hands. Nathan Lee knew better than to meet their eyes. He felt desolate. He
had nothing for them. Some would be dead soon. The ground was muddy, not from rain, but from their
raw sewage. Cholerawas going to rampage through them. All the aid workers said so.

A team of skinny rescue rats from West Virginialoaned him two hardhats. They were gaunt. Onehad a
broken arm in aplastic splint. They didn't mark their calendar in days, but in hours. For them, time had
started the minute the first quake hit, 171 hours ago. It was arule of thumb that after the first 48 hours,
the chancesfor live rescues evaporated. Their work was done. They were heading home. Nathan Lee
asked for any advice.

“Don’'t go down there,” one said. “Why messwith the gods?’ He had acombat soldier’ s contempt for
thecivilian. If you don’'t belong, don’t be there.

His partner said, “How about the lions; you been briefed on the lions?’
“Serioudy?’ said Nathan Lee. It had to be an urban legend.Here be dragons.
The man spit. “From the zoo.”

Thefirst man said, “They found abody in the Armenian quarter. Mauled to rags. Oneleg missing. That
means they they’ ve tasted us. They’ re maneaters now.”

AT sUNSETthe smoke turned bronze.

Nathan Leefound Ochs on acot in atent, stripped to the waist. He' d seen pictures of the linebacker in
his 400-pound bench-press days, an Adonis on steroids. Nathan Lee looked down at the wreckage of
beer fat. Sweat glistened on his salt-and-pepper chest hair. “Wake up,” Nathan Lee said.

Ochs came to with agroan. The canvas and wood creaked as he pried himself from the cot.

“We made amistake,” said Nathan Lee. “It’stoo dangerous. There' sacurfew, dusk to dawn. Shoot to
kill.”

“Givemeaminute,” Ochs growled.

“It'sawar zone. No on€ sin charge over there. They’re at each other’ sthroats. Hamas and the
Hezbollah and the SLA and Isradli army and kibbutz militias”

Ochsglared at him. “ Suck it up, Swift. What did you expect? Nine-point-one on the Richter scale. From
hereto Istanbul, it's scrambled eggs.”

“| don't likeit.”

“What'sto like?” Ochstossed his head sdeto side like aboxer warming up. The vertebrae crackled.
“Thistime tomorrow, we' | be on our way home. Think of it as starting the college fund. Grace's,” he
added, “not yours. It’ stime you moved beyond your academic ambitions.”



The unborn child had become Ochs s hostage. Nathan Lee didn’t know how to stop it. The conspiracy
between sister and brother was beginning to scare him. “Y ou don’t need me,” he said pointblank.

“But | do,” said Ochs. “Don't let it go to your head. Y ou' re younger. Y ou have abilities. Come on.
WEe re on the same team, dick.”

“Thisisn't abowl game,” said Nathan Lee. “WEe re trespassing on history. Legends. Everything we do
could dter therecord. It could bend religions.”

“Since when did you find God? Anyway, you' ve got responsbilities”

“It was you who taught me about the integrity of the Ste”

“Those were the days.”

“You just want revenge,” said Nathan Lee,

“I just want money,” said Ochs. “What about you, Nathan Lee? Don't you get lonely in there?’

They went to the mess tent. It was crowded with relief workersin various states of fatigue. They spokea
babel of languages. They were fed much better than the survivors. In place of protein bars and bottles of
water, they got lamb stew and couscous and candies. Ochs made a bedline for the caffeine.

Nathan Lee went outside with his paper plate and sat on the ground. Ochs found him. “No more seesaw.
It'syesor no.”

Nathan Leedidn’'t say yes. But he didn’t say no. That was al Ochs needed.

AT MOONRISE, they cast loose of Camp 23.

They wore cotton masks, Red Cross bibs, the borrowed hardhats, and jungle boots from the Vietnam
era. The soles had metal platesto protect against punji stakes. Ochs had spotted them inan Army
aurplus store outside of Georgetown.

In theory, the camps were locked down between dusk and dawn. Buit for al the razor wire and sandbags
and ferocious | sraeli paratroopers at the entrance, Nathan Lee had learned there was no back wall to
Camp 23. The gate was all show. Nathan Lee and Ochs ssimply strode downhill and the camp dwindled
into darkness.

They |eft theklieg lights and diesd generators and food lines behind. On the dark outskirts, they passed
the mad and dying. Nathan Leeimagined thefind circle of hell as something likethis.

The hillside doped gently, cut by terraces. Nathan Lee took the lead downwards. They carried
headlamps, but did not use them. He was reminded of climbing in the Himal ayas and above Chamonix
with hisfather. Mountaineers called it an dpine sart. Y ou kicked off at night while the mountain is adeep.
Other senses emerged: night vison, different kinds of hearing, afedling for the movements underfoot. The
world lost its margins, it ran loose out there. Deep jointsin the earth snapped like bones. The underworld
beat within your skin. That's how it felt tonight. Ochs s heavy footsteps drummed on the earth. Even the
sarswerevibrating.

Nathan Leelooked out across the top of the vile smog. The enormous white moon had finished sucking
free of the distant desert. HE' d never seenit so large and explicit.



“Sow down,” Ochs said.

Nathan Lee could hear him back there, laboring...downhill. That was not good. They’ d barely started
the night. The man sounded like horses bregthing. Nathan Lee didn’t wait, but a the sametime hedidn’t
let their spacing grow too wide.

They plunged on, lights off, Nathan Lee ahead. Ochs was clumsy. He demanded arest. Nathan Lee
made him demand it three times, then reined himsdlf in. Ochs caught up and sat on arock. He blamed his
football knees and Nathan Lee' s pace. “1 know you' re trying to wear me down. It won't work,” he said.

They continued down through fig and pistachio groves with clusters of ripe buds. The branches of olive
trees |ooked frozen and convulsed. Through his cotton mask, Nathan Lee could smell the blossoms
glittering like Christmas tree ornaments. Their scent could not hide the smell of spoiled meet, even at this
distance.

They penetrated the layer of oil smoke. The moon shrank and turned brown. Deeper, they passed
through a Christian cemetery with toppled gravestones and crosses. They reached the underside of the
cloud. Suddenly the walls of the Old City stood before them.

It was adifferent world under the canopy. Green and orange flares cut the low sky. Y ou would see them
rocket up through the black smoke, then dowly reappear from the murky heavens. By night, the gas
flamesresembled Biblicd pillars of fire. Nathan Lee looked a Ochs and the snout of hiswhite mask was
caked with soot. He looked like a hyena nosing through the ashes.

Timeess Jerusdem lay squashed flat. Because it was built on arising hill, they could see over thewalls,
into the upper neighborhoods. At first glance, the city looked fused, one single melted element. Then
Nathan Lee began to discern detailsin the ruins. In place of Streets, there were arteries, and in the
arteriesmoved lights. Hatreds older than Americawere in motion. Here and there streamers of tracer
bullets arced between the pancaked apartment buildings. It was every man for himsdf in there, militias,
sects, rebels, and predators.

Nathan Leewas afraid. Thiswasn't like the controlled adrend hit you got climbing along runout on rock
or ice. It was more ingidious, more consuming. And there was another difference tonight. He would have
adaughter soon. For some reason, that mattered to him. Hislife counted for more.

In the distance, poised above the shredded skyline, the Dome of the Rock was till standing. The sight
had a peculiar effect. It was an oddity of quakesin very old cities that modern structures will collapse,
leaving the ancient buildingsintact. The Nationa Cathedra in Mexico City was one example, the Hagia
Sophiain Istanbul another. The mosque atop the Temple Mount was clearly another. The dome gleamed
intheflarelight like agolden moon fdlen to earth.

They descended into the Kidron valley, then trekked up and reached the base of the wall. It soared
above them. Hardin dapped the big, squared blocks of limestone. “We' rein the zone,” he said. “Can
you fed it?’

They followed thewall to its southern edge, then skirted west, on the outside of the worgt fighting. The
Mudim and Jewish quarters rumbled and thundered insde thewall. No rest for the weary. They were
fighting right through Armageddon. Bullets and shrapnel szzled overhead from the platform of the Temple
Mount.

After twenty minutes they reached a collgpsed abbey. Not much further, they reached the end of the
south wall, and took arighthand turn along the origina Byzantinewall.



The suburbswere in utter collapse. Disembowel ed high-rises teetered above mounds of debris. The
bulldozers had not visited this part of the city yet. Every street lay buried. Instead, Nathan Lee followed
dight traces that threaded between the mounds of wreckage. It was little more than agametrail. Worn
by feet or paws, the path glowed faintly.

Through the archway of the Jaffa Gate, they entered the Old City itself. First they shed their disguise.
Inside thewalls, rdlief workerswould just be sniper bait. Off came the Red Cross bibs and their cotton
masks. Underneath his mask, Ochs had daubed his face with camouflage paint.

Modern rubble gave way to ancient. The pathways wound back and forth through the twisted
devagtation. There were dozens of forksin thetrail. Ochs offered opinions, but dways deferred to
Nathan Leg singtincts.

Nathan Leefdt a home here. He had atheory that the stranger always has an advantage in chaos. The
stranger can't lose hisway, only find it. People born and raised here would naturally depend on familiar
street corners and shopfronts and addresses. He had no such landmarks. Ruins were their own city, the
same worldwide, old or modern. The key lay in your mind.Begin inthe beginning. ...It wasatrick
learned from hisfather, the mountain guide.

The rest he got from his mother, the ape lady. Instead of brothers or ssters, he’ d grown up with baboon
troopsin the wild.If you want to know athing, she would say,go insdeit. She and her mountain-man
husband were products of their generation, brimming with wanderlust and little Zen sayings and being
red. They’ d raised him to see worlds within the world.

Ochs kept stumbling. Phone lines and checkered keffiyahs tangled their feet. Blocks of limestone shifted
underfoot. Twice the professor nearly speared himself on pieces of iron rod and copper pipe. He needed
more frequent rests.

They passed the old and the new. Beside asquashed Toyotalay the remains of a horse stripped by
predators. Minarets blocked their path like toppled rocket ships. Five-and six-story apartment buildings
had dropped straight down and Nathan Lee found himsaf waking between smdl forests of TV antennae
fixed atop the former roofs.

An old woman appeared from the shadows, startling them. That wasthe first time Nathan Lee saw
Ochs spigol. It was alittle Saturday night specia. He pointed it at her. She cursed them in Russian, then
wandered on.

“Where did you get that thing? Nathan Lee whispered.
“We should stop her,” said Ochs. “ She'll give usaway.”
“She'scrazy. Didn’t you see her eyes?’

“You'retaking usin circles,” Ochs snarled. Low on blood sugar, jet-lagged, he was becoming
dangerous.

Nathan Lee held up ahand for quiet.
Ochs pushed him, then he heard—or felt—it, too.

Thevibrationstraveled up the long bonesin Nathan Lee' slegs. The ruins were trembling. Someone was
approaching, apatrol or gang or militia. Killers. Night angels. Their footsteps shocked the earth.

Nathan Lee wasted no time cdculating their distance. He started up a hillsde of mangled debris, racing



from one moon shadow to the next. Ochs followed, grunting, boots dugging for purchase. Nathan Lee
saw thegunin hisfigt, aslvery toy. He reached the top of the debris, and stopped.

The Church of the Holy Sepul cher stood beneath him. They had reached the Christian quarter.

Nathan L ee had been here before. The place actualy housed many places. Crusader towers crowded
againgt Byzantine domes built upon the ruins of aRoman temple of Venus. Here, contained under one
roof, were the legendary landmarks of Christ’ s death, from the rock of Calvary to the tomb of His
resurrection. Some of the outer buildings had fallen, but most of it wasintact, even thelittle crosseson
top of the domes.

Ochsreached him, and saw the church. He gasped. “ See?’ he said. “ See?’

Then Nathan Lee heard voices bel ow. Without aword he lowered himsdf into a hollow where the rubble
had sagged. Ochs squeezed in beside him.

“Untouched!” said Ochs. “Just like we saw on CNN.”

Nathan Lee drew back into the shadows. He lay his cheekbone againgt a concrete dab and rested his
fingertips dong aprong of rebar sticking from the rubble. The footsteps drew closer. He could fed the
tremors gaining strength. Ochs's sweset stank.

Then they appeared, or their shadows did. He saw shapes, not men, huge shadows streaming against
what walls till stood. He saw the glint of rifles. They trampled the ruinslike quiet machinery.

Ochs s eyes were huge and white in the dark recess. His jowls were tiger-striped with black and olive
paint. Helifted hisgun.

Thekillers passed.
Ochs stood. “Comeon.”

Nathan Lee stayed on his hands and knees. “ There' s something down here,” he said. Next to Ochs's
boot toe, the thing jutted up.

Nathan Lee thought at first it was atiny potted tree growing out of the wreckage, ten inches high, no
more. He leaned closer to seewhat it was. The shock of recognition made him grunt.

It was ahand.

The twigswerefingers, wilted. Thewrist wasthin. It held awoman’swatch. Thelong plastic fingers had
nailslaguered ruby red. The gold wedding ring was shiny and new. A mannequin’s hand, that’ swhat he
wanted it to be. He knew it was not.

“Look,” said Nathan Lee.
Ochsshined hislight.
“It sawoman.”

They had been smélling the dead dl night. The odors seeped up from the ruins. Nathan Lee had sarted
to think they might just escape without seeing any bodies.

“Okay, you found one,” said Ochs. He kept hisvoiceflat. “Let’sget going.”



Nathan Lee stayed kneding. The flaresilluminated their ridge top with electric reds and greens. The hand
hung limp, forefinger dightly pointing asin Michdange o' s picture of Adam taking the mortal spark from
God. The beautifully painted fingernails were broken off at the tips, and packed undernesth with dirt. She
had clawed her way out of the tomb. That spoke to him. She had refused to surrender.

“Do you hear that scratching sound?’

Since entering the city, the sounds had been rising up to them from underground. Murmurs, cries,
knocking, scratches. They’ d done afinejob pretending it was just the city settling in on its own rubble.
Nathan Lee couldn’t pretend anymore.

“You're hearing things,” said Ochs. He drew taler. “ She’ sdead. The city’ sawrite-off. Come on.”

Nathan Lee st his ear against the ground. Something was scraping under there. It could be stones
whispering againgt one another. Or nails gently stroking at the dirt.

“Dogs,” said Ochs, “trying to dig their way in. Or house cats. They' reworse, | hear. They go for theface
muscles”

Nathan Lee began lifting Sones away.

“What are you doing?’

“It could be her child down there,” said Nathan Lee.
“Have you lost your mind? Her child?’

“It could be.” Nathan Lee pried up one block, but another did into its place. He tried another stone, and
the debris shifted again. It waslike a puzzle that refused to be undone. The ruins did not want to give her

up.

“Y ou can't change what' s happened,” said Ochs. “We rein enough danger.” A machinegun rattled in
the distance.

Nathan Leelifted her fingers on his pam. They wereflexible, not entirely cold. He squeezed them gently.

“Damnit. Fed for apulse,” said Ochs. “ Get this over with.” He reached across and stabbed his fingers
agang theinner wrist.

Thefingerstwitched. The hand clutched Nathan Lee's. “God,” he barked. Hetried to let go. But she
held on. Her grip relaxed very dowly. Nathan Lee stared at hishand.

“A nerve contraction,” Ochssaid.
“How would you know?’
“Dead frogsdoit.” Ochs milked the wrist, and the hand baled and loosened, a puppet with no brains.

“Stop,” said Nathan Lee. He took her hand again, but thistime she didn’t return hisgrip. Helaid his
fingersaong the wrist. Wasthat apulse, or the earth’ s vibrations? The warmth, was it aresdue of the
day? He returned to pulling at the heavy stones. “Hdp me,” he said.

“Wecan't day here,” said Ochs. “If the aftershocks don’t kill us, the animals or soldierswill. Y ou' re not
going to find your conscience in the dirt, you know.”



Faraway, aman shrieked. Grieving or gut shot or mad. It stopped suddenly.
“Go,” said Nathan Lee. “There syour church. I'll be here. | won't leave without you.”
“I need you down there,” said Ochs. “Thetrench is deep.”

What trenchwondered Nathan Lee. Ochs had offered no cluesto his prey, other than the name of the
Churchitsdlf. “Help methen,” he repesated. He strained at another stone.

“All right,” Ochssaid. “But first you help me. We go into the church. Get what we camefor. It will take
half an hour. After that you can come back here and dig to your heart’ s content.” Histeeth glittered red
and green.

Nathan Lee balked. “And you'll hep me.”
“I'll help. If anyone asks what we have in the body bag, we' ll tdll the truth. Human remains.”

Another clue, thought Nathan Lee. He marked the edge of the depression with amountaineer’ scairn,
rocks stacked on rocks. Then he led Ochs down the rubble to the flat stone courtyard.

One of the great wooden doors had buckled open. They stepped insgde from ruin into relative serenity.
Tiles had buckled here and there. Colored glass crunched underfoot. Candles lay toppled and bent.
Otherwise the interior appeared to be unscathed.

It was like walking through a dream among the dtars and dark iconslining thewalls. The rotundaarea
was larger than he remembered, but that was because the crowds of pilgrims were absent. Fillarsand
arches surrounded them. Flare light illuminated the surviving stained glass art. Not a soul occupied this
safe haven.

“What did | tdll you,” said Ochs. “All ours.” The quiet interior put him at ease. “ The Tomb of Jesus,” he
announced, walking to aboxy shape at the center of the rotunda.

The marble was polished from centuries of fingertips and reverent kisses. Insde the small edifice, Nathan
Leeknew, was atiny gate with apoor view of arock. As he recalled, the fragment was covered with
white and pink wax drippings. Wasthat Ochs s souvenir? It would explain the geologist’ s hammer and
gone chisals. But not the “human remains”

“What are we after?’ said Nathan Lee. Hefdt disoriented in this place. Stone staircasesled up here,
down there. In the beam of hisflashlight, metal chandeliers swayed dightly on heavy chains. The earth
was dill settling.

Ochstook histime. He crossed to a separate area, and Nathan Lee followed. A horizontal window
looked down upon a misshapen boulder.

“The Rock of Cavary,” Ochs entoned. “Golgotha, in the Aramaic. The cave of Adam’s skull, they say.
Thehill of Chrigt’sdegth.”

“I’ve had the tour,” said Nathan Lee. The rock was roughly forty feet high, made of cream-colored
limestone known asmizzi hilu, or sweet sone, afavorite of Iron Age quarriers. This particular blob of
stone had been left in place because it was flawed, with a crack through the top that predated the
Chrigtian eraby eons. Was this Ochs s memento, achunk of Christ’s rock? But what museum would
buy such athing?

“Look how small the summit is” Ochsdrily observed. “No room for two more crosses of the thieves,



would you say? And steep. Have you seen the section drawing by Gibson and Taylor? It's overhanging
on the back side. Maybe a climber like you could get up the sides with a cross on your back. But a man
who'sjust been whipped half to deasth? They say afully assembled cross would have weighed 200
pounds. Evenif it was only the crosspiece Jesus was carrying, it still would have meant agood fifty
pounds or more.”

Ochswent on. “The Gospdl's said nothing about Jesus being crucified on ahill, only at atopos or place.
According to Jerome,golgotha was a common term for crucifixion sites. The skull referred to the
unburied remains. I’ s no wonder scholars have cometo dismissthe site. | did, too.”

“Wedon't havetimefor this,” said Nathan Lee. Helooked around for something portable and precious,
but it was al knickknacksto hiseye. He couldn’t imagine what Ochs wanted here.

“Onething iscertain,” Ochsrambled on. “Wherever Golgothawas, it must have served for thousands of
other executions over the years. Varus crucified 2000 in the year 4B .C.E. Florus crucified dmost twice
that many at the start of the First Jewish Revaolt. A few years|ater, Titus was crucifying 500 people per
day. It adds up. But have you ever asked yourself, with dl those dead men, where are the remains?
Wouldn't some of those skulls and bones have survived? In dl our excavations around Jerusalem, we' ve
found only one skeleton that had been crucified.”

Nathan Lee knew the skeleton. ..by name. Y ehochanan had been amale, five-foot five-inchestall,
twenty-five years old. Possibly he' d been arebd. Possibly hislittle daughter had been killed before his
eyes as he hung on his cross. At any rate, her bones had been found mixed with his. A spike driven
sdeways through his hedl bone had stuck, and they had buried Y ehochanan with the nail at atomb just
north of the city.

For amoment, despite himsdlf, Nathan Lee fdt pulled in. “ The bones were removed when the Old City
wallswere expanded,” he said. “ According tohaakhic law, carcasses, graves and tanneries couldn’t
remain within fifty cubits of the town.”

“That's conventiona wisdom,” said Ochs. “But the Jews weren't in charge of the city’ sexpansion,
remember? It was the Romans calling the shots. They didn’t give adamn about Hebrew regulations.”

“Then the bones turned to dust. | don’t know. They’re gone. What doesit matter?’
“My man,” tutted Ochs.

The piecesfdl together. “ There are remains?’

“Under our very feet.”

“But | would have heard about it.”

“They were only discovered amonth ago,” said Ochs. “ A team with the Studium Biblicum Franciscanum.
Vatican people. Y ou know how secretive they are.”

“How did you find out then?’

Ochsrubbed his fingers and thumb. “Filthy lucre. | know you think you' re above everyone else, Nathan
Lee. But even you have your price.”

Nathan Lee flushed. Ochsled the way down aset of stone stairsthrough achape region, then further on
to abarred gate with a U-shaped, titanium bike lock. “The Cave of the Invention of the Cross,” he said,
beaming hisflashlight into the depths.



According to legend, the true cross had been discovered here, in 327 C.E., by the newly converted
mother of Emperor Congtantine. In asense, she' d been the original archaeologist, dashing around,
digging up artifacts, orchestrating bits and pieces of the Passion Narrative, the story of Jesus death. It
was she who had decided the Rock was Golgotha, atomb was the Tomb, and that Jesus' cross had
been buried in this cave. The wooden crosswas long gone. Twiceit had been lost to Modem
conquerors, first the Persians, then the great Kurdish warrior Saladin. Each time it had been recovered,
only to be nibbled to toothpicks by faithful Chrigtians. If Christ’s“treg” had ever existed in thefirst place,
it was now scattered around the world in holy relic boxes.

Ochs gave the bars a shake, and took off his daypack. Hetried apry bar, but the bike lock defied him.
Helooked like agiant rat gnawing at the door. “ The chisel, comeon,” he said.

Nathan Lee shucked his pack. The boltsin the hinges were negligible. He chopped their heads off. The
gate opened.

Even from the top of the stairs, Nathan Lee could smell the fresh dirt of adig. They descended into a
room with an dtar built against onewall. Next to it yawned a narrow tunnel. The floor of the
subterranean chapel was piled with dirt on tarps. Sieve trays were neatly nested by agrid frame, trowels,
and other tools of thetrade. “ After you,” said Ochs, shining hislight into the tunndl.

Nathan Leeturned on his headlamp. It was hisfather’ s headlamp, ataped, tended thing.Get over it, he
thought.

He had to crouch to move insde. The Franciscan team had braced the sdes and ceiling with scaffolding
and beams. Somehow it had stood up to the tremors. His claustrophobia was not helped by Ochs
looming behind him.

“Careful ahead. It goes back twelve meters, then turns right, and drops nine meters.”
“It goes down? | thought this was bedrock.”

“So did everyone e se. Then they did a sonar scan from the chapel above, and the new cavity popped
out at them. The old quarry ran deeper than anyone redlized. Kegp moving.”

A beam had sagged in the ceiling. Ochs kept talking. “When the Romans started building their Venus
temple, they needed tofill in dl the pits and cavities. They used whatever was at hand. Dirt, garbage,
potsherds, and...”

Nathan Lee reached the pit.
Thewallswere studded with white and brown sticks. “Human bones,” he said.

A smdll ledge had been trimmed along the lip of the pit. A rope ladder fell into the depths. Ochs crowded
beside him. They shined their lights on the tangle of bones jutting from the deeper walls.

“It will take yearsto properly excavate the cave,” said Ochs. “Y ears more to articul ate the skeletons. So
far dl they’ve doneis sink this exploratory shaft. Wheat little materia that’s come out has been dated and
sexed, though. All aremae. Most arefirst century or earlier. And there’ sno question how they died.”

“The missing crucifixions” murmured Nathan Lee.

“It' sone giant, compacted ossuary. The estimates run into the tens of thousands of bone fragments.
They’ ve even found pieces of wood, nails, rope. And tear phiasleft by mourners. Forget the rock of
Cavary. Golgothawas here after dll, right outsde the old gates, longside the road to Jaffawhere every



traveer could see the wrath of Rome.”

The shaft gaped up at them. “Thisisincredible,” said Nathan Lee. “It could change the way we read
higtory.”

“So could the Dead Sea Scrolls,” said Ochs. “But look how long the Vatican sat on them. Decades. It
took alone scholar leaking photocopiesto findly let the rest of the world see them.”

“So looting isapublic service?’

“That' sthe spirit,” said Ochs.

“But you'll destroy the site.”

“That'sarchaeology. To dig isto destroy. Anyway, it could dl be lost again in the aftershocks.”
“Someonewill notice.”

“No onewill notice. They don’t know what's here. How can they know what’ s not?’

Ochs handed Nathan L ee the plastic envelope containing their body bag. “Let’ s get thisover with. Fill it
up.”

“This doesn’t make sense. Who would buy apile of bones?’

“Who do you think paysfor you to root in the dirt? The university? Where do they get their money?
Foundations? What are they? The aristocracy. Wrap your head around it. Aristocracy isthe engine that
drives archaeologica exploration. Private collectors, museums, thecognoscenti. Without them, artifacts
would smply fdl to dust.”

There was nothing more to argue. Nathan Lee climbed down the rope ladder. The braided hemp
creaked under his weight. He had never seemed so heavy. Down at the bottom, he began cutting loose
the dead.

IT WASNEARLY FOURIN the morning when Nathan Lee finished. The bonesrattled in the body bag. They
backtracked through the church and up the ridge to where Nathan Le€' s cairn marked the site of the
buried woman.

Her hand was gone.

He searched. It was possible an animal had torn it loose, or the stones had sedled it over. But there was
no blood. To Nathan Leeit was asif she had pulled her hand back into the underworld. Away from him.

1
The Collector

CorrUlSLAND, GREECE
MARCH

Thetwo old men entered a spacious room, their wivestrailing them. Nikos led them to awall of glass.



Perched upon ahigh cliff, the room aimed due west. From here one actually looked down into the sun as
it sank into the sea. Unprepared, the Egyptian surgeon and hiswife stepped back from the glassed-off
precipice. The abyss waswild with pure light.

The Egyptian realized that Nikos had precisdly timed their entrance for the maximum effect. Beauty,
profound beauty, drove the man. That' s all you needed to know about Nikos. His merchant navy and
import-export cartel and banksdl had their explanation not in money or power, but in asunset such as
this

The Egyptian glanced around the room. Nikos s passions were on display in typically Spartan measure.
There was aKoons on one wall, spectacular and obscene. A plate of oranges glittered by one window.
In the corner was a priceless bronze shield said to be from the Trojan War. And then therewas hiswife.
Perhaps athird his age, she was awoman of almost inhuman beauty. Her gray almond eyeswere
gartling. The Egyptian could tell that his own wife, eegant herself, was shaken. She would be gossiping
about this evening for along time to come. Nikos was nothing if not memorable.

“Where are your golden death masks?’ the Egyptian continued. “ The steles and amphorag? Y our torso
of Achilles? The swords and chariot wheels?’

“I havelaid asdethearmor.” It was said quietly, with amodesty unlike him. “Let others see Homer's
accuracy,” Nikossad. “1 have found a grester mythology to provered.”

“Greater than Homer?’ the Egyptian teased hisold friend.

The Egyptian’ s eyes shifted to Nikos. The man till carried the wide shoulders of asailor, gtill cracked
walnuts with hisfingers and threw the mest at his mouth. But his scarred hands and thick forearms bore
liver spots among the white hairs. There were smears of auminum-oxide paste on the skin cancer his
glorious sun had ignited. His spinetilted to the left. It waslike seeing a powerful statue being eaten away.

“What new adventure have you embarked upon then?’ asked the EQyptian.
Nikos glanced at him sideways. “Can you hold off your hunger for an hour more?’

The Egyptian looked at hiswife. Shetilted her head with mock servility. “At your pleasure,” hereplied to
Nikos.

“Excdlent,” said Nikos. It seemed important to him. “1n the meantime, perhapsthe ladies might enjoy a
tour. Medea?’

The young woman needed no further ingtruction. Shelinked arms with the Egyptian’ swife and gracefully
guided her out through the door. Nikos went to the back wall and did open a set of panels that reached
from the floor to the celling. Behind them, thick glassfronted an interior chamber. The Egyptian smiled a
the theatrical touch: No women allowed, thiswas an inner sanctum.

He touched the glass with hisfingertips, and it was cold. Nikos s secret room was refrigerated. Inside
stood stainless stedl cases with glass shelves lit from behind. He tried to see what the shelves held, but the
windows were coated on the inside with asheen of frost. In another setting, he would have recognized it
asastorage unit for medica specimens or art objects. Here he could not say for surewhat it held.
Oddities of nature or man, that was sure.

Opening the door, Nikos stepped insde. He touched the switch and light cascaded through the glass and
meta room. “Come,” hesaid.

The room wasfilled with rdlics. Chrigtian relics. There were scores of them. The Egyptian could not help



feeling cheated. These trinkets were the source of Nikos sddight? The old pirate had smply gotten
reigion.

“Impressive,” hefindly said. Hisword lingered before him, acloud of fros.

“Say what you mean. Nikas, your dick has grown soft.””

“We reold men,” the Egyptian shrugged diplomaticaly. “We re dlowed our gods.”
A crafty grin restored Nikos sair of mystery. There was something moreto this.
“What?' said the Egyptian. Hewasrdieved. “What isthisall about?’

Nikos edged among the chill glass shelves. “Doubt,” he said.

Pure white light suffused the room. The effect was of acrystd forest. The glass shelves and their sted!
mounting gleamed. The artifacts seemed to hang in space. “ Y ou know what these are?’ he asked.

“I"ve seen such thingsin the Coptic churches of Alexandriaand Cairo. Holy rdlics. They hold the remains
of martyrs...bone chips, pieces of mummified flesh.”

“Perhaps, perhaps not.” Nikos took down an octagona vessal with transparent sides and handed it to his
friend. “| have had to learn awhole new vocabulary. This particular type of casing is caled amongtrance
orogtensorium. The lockets aretecta. The general term isdomo or house. Peepholes on the divine. They
are often made of precious metadl and studded with gems,” he said. “ But the prize iswithin. Y ou see that
glass capsule? This pretty little house of silver was built just to hold it. But even that is besde the point.
For the soul liesingde the capsule. Thereistherdicitsdf.”

Nikos had become a collector of dead souls? The Egyptian held the monstrance at eye level, peering at
the ampule mounted insde. “I can see something. The bone of asaint?’

“Or adog.” Nikos replaced the monstrance, and lifted a cross-shaped receptacle. Thistime the Egyptian
noticed asmall red sticker on the glass. The cross was numbered 127.

Nikosflipped open its hinged top like acigar box. Ingdelay asmall bundle of black hair. “When the
crusaders descended upon Jerusalem, they sparked aglut of forgeries. They flooded Europe with
worthlessjunk. For that reason | depend upon science. All my specimensgo to labsin Tel Aviv,
Stuttgart, Paris, Tokyo, and Glasgow for dating and genotype. The Italians | no longer trust; they are so
gullible. Whisper the wordmartyr and their greatest scientists begin weeping into their microscopes. Thar
assays are nothing but prayers. Usdless.”

The Egyptian was heartened by Nikos sirreverence. But it made the collection al the more baffling.
Hagiography was a convert’ s hobby, not the grand quest Nikos had boasted, his proof of agreater
mythology, whatever that meant.

“Themateria varies.” Nikos pointed at different artifacts. “ Some of it comes from bodies, human or
anima, some from the place of last suffering.Ex ossibus meansthe relic comes from bone.Ex carne, from
the flesh.Pelle, skin.Praecordis, the ssomach or intestines.”

Nikosfingered the hank of black hair. “ Thisisex capillis, from the hair. It belonged to awoman of
Frankish and Roman descent. She was probably twenty years old when thislock was cut. They have
matched her genetic chronology to the fifteenth century.”

“But of course, apiece of Joan of Arc,” the Egyptian politely volunteered. He hoped hisfriend would not



begin prosalytizing. That would be boring.
“Joan of Arc! Thefifteenth century!” Nikos snapped the box shut. “I’ m after bigger game.”

The Eygptian was intrigued. They moved on among the strange fruits as Nikos explained that hisideafor
this collection had cometo himin adream. Ever since, he had pursued his goa with exacting
perseverance.

“Atfirst | was ababein the woods. Every new collector is,” he said. “1 wasted good money on forgeries,
ancient and modern. | wasfooled. My only comfort was that even the Pardoner in Chaucer’ sCanterbury
Tadeswastricked into buying pig’s bones. Now I'm more seasoned. The counterfeits are obviousto my
eye. Dedersare more careful in what they offer.”

“Y ou mean to say thereisamarketplace for these bits of the graveyard?’

“Oh, alively one,” said Nikos. “Pieces become avallable. Auctionsare held. Very slent. Very ruthless.
Pricesfluctuate. My chief competitors are not churches, but the Japanese and, of late, Chinese, mostly
children of the Maoist warlords. They make the auctions very expensive. | have cometo prefer other
methods. My agents have fanned out in Eastern Europe and Russia, where political unrest hasforced
Orthodox monasteries and churchesto sell their holdings at cut rate. Most of the reliquaries have been
picked over. Much of what' sleft isrubbish: skullsor vids of the Virgin's breast milk or amputated fingers
of famous saints. My best acquisitions come viathe night.”

The Egyptian grinned. Here was the freebooter of old. “Y ou stedl holy rdlics?’

“I acquire orphans,” Nikos admitted with asmile. “The practiceis as ancient as relics themsdaves.Furta
sacraitiscdled. Thetheft of sacred relicsisatime honored tradition. For over athousand years, monks
and bishops and knights—and common burglars—have been “trandating” relicsfrom one placeto
another. In asense, the theft renews the value of what are just tired bits of bone and tissue. It declares an
object of desire.”

He went on to describe abizarre world of corpses, skulls, shriveled hearts, and miracles, aworld the
Egyptian had thought ended in the Dark Ages. Nevertheless, coming from the land of mummiesand
bottled viscera, he was no stranger to man’ s abiding fascination with the morbid. Nikos stheory tying
theft with desirability made perfect sense. For millenia, mummies had lain worthlessin their tombs. Only
inthe last few centuries had Europeans restored their eminence, dragging them up into the sunlight to
display in museums or to crush into medicina potions.

At the end of one row, Nikos opened afile cabinet. Each artifact had its own numbered file. Nikos
plucked saverd at random. Somefilesheld officid Church documents—" authentics’—which validated
the relic as genuine and described the date and type of its enclosurein alocket or hollow crossor
monstrance. Others had no authentics. The Egyptian presumed those were filesfor the stolen relics. Each
artifact hasits own story, and Nikos has conscientiousy documented every anecdote and more. Also,
every file contained reports from international laboratoriesthat read like medica histories.

“The Church has devel oped three classes of relics,” said Nikos. “ Thefirgt classis organic, from the body
itself. The second classisfor clothing or objects that the martyr touched. Thethird classisinggnificant. It
consists of bitsof cloth that have been touched against first or second class objects.”

“Your interest,” the Egyptian guessed, “liesin thefirst class. The body itsdf.”

Nikos seyestwinkled. “I'm afraid that would be aheresy, given my prey.”



The Egyptian grunted with delight. Prey? A corpse as heresy? He loved riddles. “Ah, the Holy Grail.”

“Thereisno such thing,” Nikosfirmly stated. He was demondtrating his scholarship. The Egyptian’s
respect was important to him. “ The Bible never mentionsagrail. Infact, it was conjured up by ahermit
who had avisonin 717. But the idea gained such popularity through poems and novels and now
Hollywood that people take it for granted. I’ ve learned to beware of legend.”

“No grails? No veils? No holy mangers?’

Nikos grinned. “My search isfor the instruments of torture and death. They have termsfor those, too.Ex
dipite affixionis refers to the whipping post. The crown of thornsis caledCoronse spinse.

“Thethornbush till growsin the hills of 1srael and Lebanon. Botanists have identified it asZizyphus
bulgarislam, abush that grows to twenty feet. Itsthorns gppear in pairs. What we cdl acrown was
probably a cap that fitted over the entire top of the head. Supposedly the one used for Jesus held sixty or
seventy thorns. After it was rediscovered by Constantine' s mother, most of the thorns were broken off
and given asrelics. She gave them out like candy, and they were handed down through the generations.
History records that the emperor Justinian gave one thorn to Germanus, bishop of Paris, in 565. Mary,
Queen of Scots, gave someto an earl. Eight thorns resided in the Oviedo Cathedra until the Spanish
Civil War. Only five thorns survived the destruction.” Nikoslowered hisvoice. “And | own two of

them.”

The Egyptian tried arranging these clues. Nikos had some system here, and the system was his answer.
But it duded him. Nikos wanted his batch of sacred art and the tidbits of martyrdom to reach back to the
beginning. Maybe that’ sl there wasto it, the antiquarian’ s urge toward oldness or a prototype.

Nikos continued the tour, pointing at this or that relic. One he had obtained from a British commando
who gtoleit from acathedra during histour of duty in Northern Ireland. Another came from amuseum in
Berlinimmediately after the Wall fell. He had anumber of bones|ooted from an Armenian churchin
Jerusalem following the terrible Dead Sea Rift earthquake. Severa more pieces had been pilfered from
the famous Y ear Zero collection. Disasters and man-made schisms had furnished his collection.

The Egyptian began to notice other aspects of the collection. All of the containers had been opened.
Their contents had been |oosaly returned to the hollow interiors, like the hank of hair, or elselaid beside
the container. Dozens of ampules and capsules of different-colored glass had been cut open, then placed
upon small squares of surgica gauze. They looked like rare cocoons. Behind every domo stood asmal
rack of test tubes with red or yellow or blue plastic stoppers, each labelled with lab tags. Nestled in their
bellies were fragments of bone, wood, hair, dust, or splinters.

The Egyptian gave up trying to guess Nikos s purpose. “I don’t understand,” he said. “Y ou have
cultivated an impressive knowledge about early Christianity. Y ou have gathered together artifactsthat are
2000 years old. But then you tear them to pieces.” He picked up agold and crystal container, and the
opening in the back gaped like awound. A sudden flash of recognition jolted him. “Wait. Y ou mean to

“Yes” sad Nikos. “1 am hunting Jesus.”

The Egyptian coughed. He was astonished. Exhilarated. He shivered with the cold. The audacity. Only
Nikos. “Christisyour prey?’

Nikos shook hisfinger. “Not Christ,” he said. “Jesus”

“Thesamething.”



“Not at al. Christ isfaith. Jesusis history. | mean to excavate through two thousand years of superdtitions
and myth and religious baubles and to find his evidence.”

“Issuch athing possble?’
“People claimed Troy was amyth. That Agamemnon and Nestor were merefictions. No longer.”

“But they left ruins and gold. What could be left of a peasant who....” The Egyptian stopped himsdif.
“Blood,” he murmured.

“Yes,” said Nikos. “The DNA of God.”

Asthe Egyptian looked around the refrigerated reliquary, the brazen undertaking came rushing together.
The artifacts, the blood traces, the labs. He was thrilled by the challenge Nikos had set, and felt himsalf
tumbling into the mystery. A thousand questions crowded in.

“Onemust be careful,” Nikos pronounced. “Jesusis atrickster. He has hidden himsdlf behind thousands
of years of storytellers. | demand hard proof.”

Nikos paused and took down a primitive tin with early Chrigtian etchings on the outside. “Thiswas one
of my first purchases. It was very exciting,” he said, lifting thelid. A small, crude cross—perhapstwo
inches high—set on the bottom. “ The preliminary tests suggested it might have come from the true Cross.
The wood was dated to the first century. Further it was atype of pine that only growsat 1,000 feet
above sealevd. It hastraces of blood, see? The genotype was Levantine. Semitic. Unfortunately it came
from awoman. Unless Jesus had breasts and awomb...and adouble X sex chromosome...my little
souvenir was afake. It taught me alesson, though. Theroad islong.”

“But how will you ever recognize the blood evidence even if you find it?’
“Didn’t you know?’ Nikos said. “ Jesus was blood type AB.”
“Now you'rejoking.”

Nikos kept astraight face. “1n the eighth century, so the story goes, in the monastery of St. Longinus,
named for the Roman soldier who pierced Jesus with alance, the wine and Host became actua blood
and flesh. The blood congedled into five pdlets. The circle of flesh dried into athin disc. In 1970, two
professors of human anatomy were allowed to andyze therdics. Their concluson? The disc of flesh was
griated muscle tissue from the wall of ahuman heart. The blood wastype AB.” He paused. A grin
erupted. “Of course, the professors were Itaian.”

“And so my question stands,” said the Egyptian. “Evenif you find the blood of Jesus on asplinter of
wood, how will you know it istrue?

“I won't know,” Nikos said more somberly. “But at least | will know if itisfase”

The Egyptian was baffled dl over again. “Why not cal it dl false and be done with it? Let thefathful have
their visons and miracles. Why muitilate these ornaments?’

“Surely aman of science understands,” Nikos answered him. “Desecration is knowledge. Doubt isfaith.”
“Yes, if oneislooking for the center of the universe or the structure of an atom.”
“Andso| am, my friend.”

“But you said it yoursdf. Evenif you find what you' relooking for, you' Il never know if it istrue.”



“Andyet | will havetouched it, evenif | didn’t know it.”

The Egyptian wasn't sure what to make of that. Here was arationd man. He wasfilled with worldly
skepticism, but seeking some hidden moment. “Y ou contradict yoursdf,” he said to Nikos.

The Egyptian knew he should have expected something like this. He tried to recall hisHomer, or wasit
Tennyson? Odysseus sets off with an oar across one shoulder. He leaves upon a quest with no end. He
looked at Nikos. After aminute, the Egyptian said, “I’m cold.”

“Ah,” said Nikos, angry at his own bad manners. “Forgive me.”

On their way out of the chamber, Nikos paused beside a small wooden crate by the door. “A new
acquigition arrived two days ago. Very old. Very exciting. | took one look and decided to wait before
trying to dissect it. It might interest you. Would you care to help me? In the outer room, whereit's
wam.”

The Egyptian was touched by the generosity. He held the door while Nikos carried the crate. The last
rays of sunlight felt glorious. Nikos placed the crate on atable at the far end of the windows. He turned
on alamp and they each sat in chairs. A drawer held histools and specimen kit. The Egyptian remarked
on the completeness of his ouitfit.

Together they carefully lifted out afourteen-inch silver and gold crosswith ahollow interior. Nikos
sprayed off the dust with an aerosol can for cleaning cameralenses, then lay the cross on awhite foam
shest. “It comes from a Serb church in Kosovo looted by the KLA. Their asking price was $1.8 million
U.S. My agent countered with $125,000 and they grabbed it. They had no ideaiitsreal worth. | didn’t
ether.”

“It looks magnificent,” commented the Egyptian.

Nikos appraised it more coldly, making notes on alegal pad. Each arm of the cross, front and back,
displayed adifferent holy man in early Byzantine design. They were two-dimensiona, verging on cartoons
with halos of slver. But the figures stood out againgt the gold background, their incised linesfilled with
niello, ablack enamdl. Judging by the artwork, Nikos guessed its date at 300CE . He was unimpressed.
“Let’ s hope the contents are at least two centuries older than that,” he said.

Unlike many of the other artifacts, this one had no little window through which to seethe enclosed relic.
The Egyptian weighed it in his hands and determined the crosswas clearly hollow. “What if thereis
nothing ingde?’ he asked.

Nikoslaid down his pencil. “Then we will have our dinner that much sooner,” he said cheerfully. He
swivelled amagnifying lensover the artifact. “Now,” he spoketo it, “how do we enter your labyrinth?”

Heturned the cross over several times. In the center of the back, ablot of red seal wax carried a
bishop’simprint. Nikos did not recognize the imprint. He took severa photoswith asmall camera, then
pried away the wax in chunks. Underneath, the surface was blank.

“Y ou can never tell where the door to the house might be,” he said. “ Oftentimes thedomo is hinged on
onedde, or thetop lifts off or ahidden lid is nested into the surface. Others smply have ahollow built
into their backs that is threaded shut. But some—especially of this eraand earlier—can be quite
elaborate. They are puzzle boxes built by ancient masters.”

Using jeweler’ stools, Nikos touched the crossin various places. He pressed gems studding the front as
if they were doorbells. “The very old ones sometimes have secret lock mechanisms, hideaways, even



fase capaules” heexplained. “I’ ve learned the hard way. My clumsiness destroyed severa of the oldest
relics. One must be patient and try to think like the puzzle maker. It isagame. Him againgt us.”

Heraised hiseyesto the Egyptian. “Would you careto try? Look for alatch or dia or pressure point.”
The Egyptian was eager. “But what if | damageit?’ hesaid.
“Then | surely would have damaged it. Y ou' re the surgeon; I'm just an old sailor.”

The Egyptian took adental pick and along dissection needle. He placed his hands to either sde and bent
over the magnifying lens. He had noticed something about a carbuncle of amethyst at the center of the
cross supright. It had abit of rust around the edges, quite unlike the lead solder embedding the other
gems. “What do you make of this?’ he asked.

Nikos peered over hisshoulder. “You' reanaturd,” he said. “ Something isthere.”
“Perhaps you should teke over.”
“Why?It'syour discovery.”

The Egyptian was pleased. Hereveled in theinvestigation. It did fed like agame of chessashetried to
decipher therdiquary. He pried away flakes of rust. A different metal had to lie benesth the amethyst,
perhaps some kind of iron mechanism. He gently pressed the gem, but nothing happened. “Am | doing

something wrong?’
“Who knows? These boxes can be complicated. Some are more like machinesinside. Keep going.”

“Marvelous,” breathed the Egyptian. Hetried ajeweler’ stool, teasing at the purple gem. The gem
refused to move. He gave up. He would never forgive himsdlf for ruining hisfriend’ streasure. “Here” he
sad. “Plesse”

“WEe | do thistogether,” said Nikos. Nikostook a syringefilled with graphite oil. Helaid addicate
beadwork of oil drops around the amethyst. While they waited for the oil to dowly bleed into the rusted
works, Nikos went on talking.

“Asyou may know, Jews, like Protestants, adamantly reject the practice of holy relics. And yet inthe
Book of Kings, in the Old Testament, they describe the miraculous recovery of adead soldier when his
body touched the bones of the prophet Elisha. Early | sradlites were attributing magica powersto their
dead saints—their prophets—centuries before Jesus was ever born. That got me thinking.” He paused
andsad, “try again.”

The Egyptian set the dental pick on arugosity on the gem. He applied pressure, an ounce, no more.
Nothing happened. Nikostook his syringe and circled the stone with another line of oil. Nikos continued

histhought.

“All art isderivative.” He pointed a the painting on the wall. “ K oons borrowed from Rubenswho
borrowed from earlier artists. The mortuary arts are no different. | redlized that the early Chrigtians
cregting these miniature tombs had a context. They lived during the Roman empire. Craftsmen from
dozens of countries were being brought to Rome. Craftsmen from your own country, aswell. Their
ancient skills were being transported to the very place Christians were being persecuted.”

The Egyptian touched the cross. “Y ou think one of my ancestors built this?’ It was an astounding notion.

“Perhaps not this very object,” said Nikos. “But the Christians learned how to make puzzle boxes from



someone. Someone highly skilled in adying art. The art of preserving the dead. That would explain why
some of these very earlydomos are so complex. Like your booby-trapped tombs and pyramids, they are
meant to thwart the uninvited vistor.”

The Egyptian looked at Nikos. “We seem to have forgotten our art,” he said. *Y our box is beyond me.”

Nikos smiled. Turning his pencil upside down, he gave asinglejab at the amethyst. The pink eraser
struck its center. The stone sank into its mount. A piece of metd clicked insde. A small hatch released
on thetop of the cross. “We'rein,” said Nikos.

They were like two smal boys building amodd airplane, only here they were unbuilding it. Neither paid
attention to the twilight stealing across Homer’ swine-dark sea. Standing the cross on end, they removed
the hatch and shined alight inside. At the base of atin pit, two inches square, was akeyhole. “Now
what?" said the Egyptian.

Nikos produced alocksmith’'s prong. Ten minutes passed as he tried different picks and angles. After
another injection of ail, thelock gave way. A second lid opened, and they carefully removed that with
tweezers. It seemed adead end until Nikosinserted a dental mirror and they found asmall hook hidden
under aconcealed shelf.

Stage by stage, they dismantled the box. It was an ingenious device. Nikos proved himsdf amagter,
overcoming the safeguards and odd defenses. After an hour, they heard three distinct clicking sounds.
“Oh no,” breathed Nikos. “It is destroying itself. They are sometimes rigged to crush the capsules and
thelr rdic materid.”

But asit turned out, the sounds were of |atches unfastening. The entire front rose aquarter inch. Nikos
exchanged aglance with hisfriend, then took the invitation. With hisfingertips, he evenly lifted theface
from the cross.

Theinterior wasamarve. The artisan’s secrets lay exposed like meta organs and veins, the wires and
latches and levers. There was more. I’ ve never seen such athing,” said Nikos. “It holds not one
capsule, but four. What an extraordinary find!”

In each corner of the cross, trapped like afly in spider webbing, a glass capsule lay bound in place with
red thread. The Egyptian could barely contain his excitement. Nikos drew arough diagram of the cross
and labeled each corner A through D. Benegth that, he wrote “A” and set down his pencil.

Using ascalpel, Nikos severed the threads securing the topmost capsule. Beneath the tightly-drawn
threads was an oblong ampule with marbled swirls of blue and white. “Roman glass,” said Nikos. “The
Romans learned from the Greeks the technology of hermeticaly sedling objectsinside of glass bubbles.”

“What do you supposeisin there?’
“It could be amogt anything. Thereisonly oneway to find out. We must crack the egg.”

The Egyptian took him literally and expected a hammer. Instead Nikos mounted the capsule in a padded
vise and reached across the table for adevice that fitted over the capsule. “ A glass cutter,” Nikos said,
setting calibrations for its height. He brought the diamond tip to rest on the glass. Ever so delicately, he
moved it in acircle around the crown of the capsule. The cutter made half a dozen orbits, scoring deeper
eschtime,

Nikos halted. The cutting was nearly complete. “Come closer,” he said. “ Thereis an unexpected reward.
It lasts only afew seconds, once | breach the glass. Make yourself ready.”



“For what?’
“Theair ingde. An aimosphere twenty centuriesold.”

The Egyptian understood. He leaned in. Their heads were touching. “Ready?’” said Nikos, and they both
emptied ther lungs.

Nikos completed thefind rotation. With ajewelers gummy stick, helifted the top off the capsule.
Immediately both men inhaled.

The Egyptian closed hiseyes. He amiled. The scent was ancient, part herb, part ail. Asif sampling a
narcotic, he Spped the odor of antiquity through hisnostrils. He drew it into hislungs. Hereleased the air
dowly, tasting its parts. Now he understood why Nikos had offered him no food. Thisfeast, sorare and
subtle, was best appreciated on an empty stomach.

The Egyptian opened his eyes. Nikos was peering into the capsule. It was empty except for aserous
materia at the bottom, some kind of thickened liquid. “ Perhgpsthe rdlic disintegrated,” he said. “That
happens, especidly if therelic was organic. No matter, the labs can il provide detailsfrom the resdue.”
Six times, onefor each lab and himsdlf, he dipped a cotton swab insde the glass shell. Thetips came out
brown and sticky. Each swab went into its own test tube. When he was done providing for the labs,
Nikos touched hisfingertip to the edge of the glass and rubbed the residue between hisfingers. He
sniffed at it again, then touched hisfinger to histongue. The Egyptian did not go so far. Nikos made
severa notesunder “A,” then wrote, “B,” and bent to cut the second capsule from itsthreads.

They repested the act three more times. Each time they inhaed thefirgt rich, momentary burst of air.
Only one capsule contained an object. In capsule C, at the foot of the cross, they extracted aflat splinter
of metd. “lron,” said Nikos. “Part of anail, what do you think? Or alance head. The metallurgy isquite
different. And if thereisany blood residue, it will show up in the lab work, too.”

He broke pieces from the splinter and placed them into test tubes the Egyptian opened and closed for
him. What was |eft of the metal diver he set on agauze pad. When they were finished, there were six sets
of four test tubes. The Egyptian helped him pack the test tubesin padded mail tubes that were already
addressed to laboratoriesin Europe, Isragl, and South Africa. Nikos took the tray with the pieces of
thedomo and the opened capsulesinto hisrefrigerated chamber. He arranged the dismembered artifact
on aglass shelf dongsdetherest of his collection. With that they were done. Nikos closed the panels
across the glass chamber.

The Egyptian felt tired, but energized. “When will you get the lab results?” he asked.
“Within theweek,” said Nikos. “I am afavored customer.”
“You must tell mewhat they say.”

“| fed good about thisone,” said Nikos. “Perhapsit’s just the company thistime. But | sensethisone
was specid.”

They werein acelebratory mood. “Medea,” Nikos called out. After aminute, hiswife appeared at the
doorway. “Bring wine. Join us.”

She and the Egyptian’ swife returned with glasses and a bottle of French chardonnay. Nikos pulled the
cork, poured the glasses, kissed his beautiful wife. Hefet grand.

They raised their glassesin toast.



“Tothemyseriesof life” Nikossaid smply.

He had never contemplated the term “extinction event.” Ashe drank hisfine wine, it would have been
inconceivable to him that he had just opened the door upon the end of mankind.

2
Genesis

MT. DESERTISLAND, M AINE
APRIL

Save us, Father,Miranda prayed to the black winter sea.

Waves crashed against the cliffs. Rime snaked around her L.L. Bean boots, then dithered back into the
depths. The teenager shivered and went on searching for the light, in speciad need of it thismorning.

A million milesaway, anarrow gap opened on the edge of infinity. Dawn was coming. She was not
superdtitious, but Mirandatook hope. Perhaps they would not kill her monster.

Heartened, she turned from the cliffside and quickly crossed the overlook’ s parking lot and Crooked
Road. Except for her Schwinn ten-speed chained to a pole, the place was empty. The summer tourists
werelong gone. Theice age had arrived: springin Maine,

Miranda started up a steep path between pines and scrub oak plastered by nor’ easters. Her pale breath
leaked among the bare branches. It was like something out of afairytae. Shelooked back and her
footstepsin the frost were her only friend.

She moved swiftly, faster than awalk, not quite arun. When she had first begun the daily visitationsto
the quarry, thetrail took forty painful minutes. Now, after three months of twice-a-days, she could knock
it down in fourteen flat. Her long legs had sprouted calves and thighs. Maybe she was going to outgrow
the stick body after al. She was starting to get |ooks from some of the guys. Mating looks. Asif she had

sparetime.

The sky bleached grey. She reached the quarry and went directly to its edge. Once upon atime men had
cleaved the black granite from this hole for bank buildings, libraries, and nationa monuments. Today,
filled with acentury of water, it had returned to nature. “Wington?’ she called. A pane of ice sheathed the
pond'’ s surface. There was not a motion down there, not a sound except for her own forlorn voice
echoing back up.

Loca legend told of a broken-hearted town girl casting hersdf Mayan-like into the granite cenote. Her
ghost was said to haunt the waters. True or not, the quarry was deserted. High school loversdidn't visit.
There were no Saturday night keggers, no skinny-dipping. For 153 days now, the place had belonged to
her and little Wington. Only at last evening’ s feeding had Miranda noticed the tire marks on the old fire
road and fresh footprints in the frozen mud, alot of them.

The shock had still not worn off. They had found her out.Y ou’ ve killed him, she despaired to herself.

Since the age of four, Miranda had been disciplined to expect better of hersalf, no resting. Her tutors had
been carefully screened and highly specidized. At her father’ singtruction, they inhabited her days, serving
as mentors, never nannies, never friends. No one ever told her to dow down, kick back, smell the roses.
It was known that she would peak young. Miranda had read the literature, talked to shrinks,
eavesdropped on the Mensa chat rooms. Genius of her freakish degree burned bright and fast. Shefell



into that same peculiar realm of the extraordinarily beautiful, Sriking awe into complete strangers. The
difference was that Miranda saw no beauty in her mirror, only the dark, bruised circles under her eyes
frominsomnia

It felt like exilein this northern light, but she wasfar from al aone. Jax, as the Jackson L aboratory was
known, employed nearly athousand people year round. But idand life got notorioudy edgy once winter
st in. The suicide rate and wife abuse rose with the gas bills. She felt caged among postdoc fellows who
treated her like alittle sster, jailbait, or acomrade in their own weirdness. Town kids her own age
seemed aien. She could explain string theory, but not freak-dance or snowboard or apply mascara. It
wasn't for lack of trying. With ruthless precision, she had speed-readCosmo andTalk, gotten pierced and
cornbraided, and memorized the cultural hot buttons. But none of it took. The pop lyrics made no sense
to her, the clothes didn’t fit. Surfing for soul mates, she found only repetitious e-sex. She knew how to
open ahuman cell and tease out the secrets of life, but strangely not how to liveit.

Now that they’ d discovered Winston, there was going to be a storm of psychobabble about the line
between brilliance and dienation. Asadgirl, she’ d gotten used to having no privacy except the insde of
her mind, with even that up for grabs. When she was nine, she' d discovered them monitoring her
keyboard strokes on the computer. At ten, she cracked the safe holding her med and psych records, and
it was like reading the biography of aninmate.

Wington was her firg redl act of rebelion. She' d thought she was being so careful. But they had her now,
andhim,

Mirandalowered hersalf down agiant’s staircase of cut ledgesto the water’ s edge. She took three
bundles of raw fish wrapped in newspaper from her daypack. He should have appeared by now. It was
6:30. He knew thisledge. Together they’ d become creatures of habit.Where are you, baby?

For amoment, she feared they might have taken him away aready. Another thought occurred. Maybe
Wington's physiology had kicked in. She was gill unsure which of his physiologiesruled, but it was
possible he' d begun hibernating. If that was the case, short of draining the quarry, they wouldn’t catch
him before oring.

Mirandawas no swimmer, much lessadiver, but she' d visited hiswatery nest in her imagination. It
would be ahole with a cozy shelf and its own air pocket, and fish bones and hislittle hoard of things.
Ever since lugging Winston herein afive-galon plastic bucket, she had noticed what an avid collector he
was. He gathered heaps of bright pebbles on different ledges by the pond’ s edge. He herded together the
red and yellow oak leavesthat floated on the surface like awhaling fleet, then separated them by color.
Sheliked to think his nest was furnished with al kinds of salvage from the bottom sediment, Coke bottles
and beer cans and rusted stonecutter’ stools. Maybe he' d found the skull of that poor girl and carried it
to his nest as a sweetheart.

The sun nudged higher. Pencil points of light pierced the forest screen. The shegth of ice began to skin
open, vaporizing into cold white steam. “Wington?’ she pleaded to the water.

“Don’t tdl meyou ve named the thing.”
The voice came down to her from theforest.

Her heart gave aleap. It had throw weight, that voice, and the mgjestic pacing of a Shakespearean actor.
In many ways Paul Abbot was an actor. Besides playing kingmaker to scientists and sorcerer to
politicians, he performed abit role as her father. Not one of his best performances.

She turned. He was standing on the upper rim. His Burberry was unbuttoned. It hung like a cloak from



his broad shoulders. He looked leonine. There was no telling how long hel d been waiting in the shadows.
Hewas not out of breath. There was no mud on histweed dacks. That meant he had not taken thetrail.
They must have unlocked the gate and driven him up the old fire road.

“I didn’t think you would comeintime,” she said. That wasthe truth. There was never any telling where
inthe world her occassiond phone calswould find him: D.C., Tokyo, London, Atlanta. But here he was.

“Infact, my visgtisoverdue,” he sternly replied. “ Please come up here. Away from the water.”

They had told him, Mirandaredlized. There were no secretsin her world. Mysteries, yes. But her hiding
places and conced ments aways failed. “How long have you known?’ she asked. Where had she erred?

“Months,” hesaid. “We re ill uncertain about your technique and timing. But once you transferred
this...Wingon...to thefish tank in your room, the evidence mounted.”

From conception through birth then, the secret had held. Miranda began reviewing the months afterward,
September and October and November. She sorted through the hours and faces. They couldn’t have
known much before October, she decided. Otherwise they would have stopped her back then. “Why
now?’ she asked.

“1t would have been sooner. But welost track of it,” her father said.

“No one expected you to move him. We thought maybe it had died. But then the reports started coming
in. Finaly they pieced together your trail. That was yesterday.”

Y esterday! Until then, Winston had been safe. Now that she’ d been discovered, Miranda had to admit a
touch of relief. Frankly, she wastired.

“Who told you?’
“Doesit redly matter?’

Hewasright. It didn’t matter. Ever since she could remember, powerful people had been reporting to
her father, the “ science czar.” Dr. Abbot, Nobdl laureate and advisor to presidents, generals, and
Congress, ruled the National Academy of Scienceswith an iron grip. There was nothing to be gained by
hiding his daughter’ s actions from him. To the contrary, grants had away of following in her wake.

“They swabbed your lab equipment, Miranda. They scraped tissue samplesfrom your glassware. They
found your artificid womb tank. Built on Y osinari Kawabara s Plexiglasmodd. | called himin Tokyo, by
theway. He said he never spoke to you.”

Mirandafelt pride. “It wasn't that hard to figure out.”

“Yes” hesad. “But my point is, the Jax people may have been one step behind you, but they’ re not
blind. Jax specidizesin cloning mice for medica research. Y ou introduceRana sylvestrisinto their
laboratories and you think no one' sgoing to notice?’

“Rana pipens,” Miranda corrected him with satisfaction. Their deuthwork hadn’t been so very preciseR.
sylvestris was adapted to the woods. She had chosenR. pipens—the * northern leopard’—specificaly
for its pond bias. Back in the blueprint phase, it had seemed a perfect way to contain her creation. So far
her logic was right on. The quarry was Smply alarger aguarium, and Wingston had shown no desireto
leave.

“Frogs,” her father said. “Y ou get my point. Y ou mixed gpples and oranges. And then started monkeying



around with the genes.”

She marveled. That'sdl they’ d discovered, the frog materia ?“No one’ s seen him, have they?’ she said.
“They haveno pictures. No visud sghtings.”

“They have educated guesses. Y ou’ ve created anew species. It'srecombinant. It's derived from an
amphibian. It's carnivorous. And you contaminated your [ab equipment.”

“What?’
“Y ou cut yoursdlf. There were traces of your DNA dl over the samples.”

That’ swhat they thought? They hadn’t come within amile of the truth. Then her anger flashed. Since
when had they 1.D.’ed her blood?“I didn’t cut mysdlf,” shesaid, and let it Snk in.

Her father wasfrighteningly quick. Thetruth hit him. Hewhispered, “You didn't.” Hewasa
mathematician by training. Cell biology wasn't even hisfield. For that matter astronomy, particle physics,
medicine, and atmospheric chemistry weren't either. But his mind encompassed them dl. Heknew alot
about alot of things.

She nodded yes.
“What have you done, child?’
“It was easy enough. | waited for theright time of the month. Then | harvested one of my own eggs.”

“Miranda,” he said. “Why not amouse egg? Or frog?’ Hetreated it asapersond violation, asif she'd
crawled into his bed or raped hersdlf. It made her fedl indecent.

Chinfirgt, she stated, “1t was mine.”

The truth was that afrog’ s egg would have been much easier to manipulate, because they were vastly
larger than human eggs. But she' d taken one of her own eggs as a statement, to pronounce her utter
belief in what she was doing. It was acommitment. Whatever happened, thiswasintringcaly her a the
heart of it. Strangely, even as she had searched through her menstrud flow and found the egg and

g phoned the nucleus from it to make room for the frog nucleus, Miranda had felt asif shewere leaving
hersaf and entering avast beautiful design. 1t had been an epiphany of sorts. She was part of thisworld,
not just an observing eye.

“That till does't explain your DNA materid inthe samples,” hesaid. “If you properly enucleated your
egg, it would be an empty vessdl. The clonewould bedl frog.”

She shrugged, but felt alifetime of guilt laid into her by her tutors. They had done their job well, shaping
their charge into an overachieving, neurotic thoroughbred. “1 didn’t get the whole nucleus,” she
confessed.

He groaned.

“I botched it, okay. Some of me wasleft insde.”
“Some?’

“Morethan| redized.”

Miranda carried out her own punishment. She summarized her errors, which were multiple. First, she'd



failed to sphon out her entire nucleus, leaving her egg rich with human DNA. Then she had teken a
nucleusfrom thelining of atadpol€ sintestine. Too late, shelearned that in frogs the sperm and egg cells
first form in the scomach, then travel to the gonads for storage. |nadvertently she' d taken the nucleus from
asperm cdll. In short, she' d fertilized her own egg. Technicaly, Winston was not atrue clone, but a
monstrous child teased together with micropipettes and glass bell jars and a customized mix of amino
acids.

“A chimera,” hesaid. “You’ ve crossed the species barrier. With human genes!” The Old Testament
reproach, she' d expected. But there was something elsein hisvoice. Fear. She' d never heard that in him.
He was shaken.

“He shamless” shesad.
“Miranda,” he declared, “thisthing isan abomination.”

She wanted to mock histerm. What came next, a burning at the stake? But she restrained herself. “You
haven't even seen him,” she said. “He' s so extraordinary. Y ou won't believe what I’ ve discovered.
Something wonderful.”

His anger melted. Miranda could see he was curious. But, she cautioned hersalf, Paul Abbot was never
fatally curiousthe way so many scientists are. That was his nature. He had the salf-control to shut down
hisintellectua attachment before it ever chain reacted. So far as she knew, he had no vulnerabilities.
She' d cometo redlize the pity of that. Every daughter should have some power over her father, and she
had none.

“Comeup,” herepeated, “please. Away from the water.”

What was with the water?*Will you listen?” She bargained. “No prejudgements. With an open mind.”
“Yes” hesaid, “just come here.”

She climbed up the ledges with the packages of fish and joined him at therim.

For amoment, they were both disconcerted by how much she had grown. He had always seemed so tall.
Now she could ook him gtraight in the eye. He made amotion that could have been the overtureto ahug
or, dternately, the meansto balance himsdlf. With him, love and dignity were essentiadly the same.
Miranda et the arm hover for amoment, then leaned in. She gave him aquick embrace, though
Sideways, s0 that he wouldn’t notice her new breasts as well. Her womanhood was none of his business.

“Y ou changed your hair again,” he remarked. It had been eight months.

Snakesfor hair. Very Eingtein. “Y ou noticed,” she said.Don’t you remember me? she wanted to say to
him.l’m your baby. But he wasimmune, and she knew it.

He neatly shot hisdeeveto check thetime. “ Ten minutes,” he announced to her, then held up hishand
and flashed five fingerstwice. Ten. It was asignal. She looked around &t the forest, and whoever he'd
come in with—hisdriver or assstants, or maybe the director of the labs—was keeping out of sight while
he had thislittle one-on-one with his prodiga daughter. Then she saw movement on the far sde of the
quarry. Dressed in camouflage, they could have been soldiers or poachers. Or field biologigts.

She ripped open the newspaper wrapping abloody piece of cod. “ Catch,” she said, and lobbed it at her
father. He snagged it inches from his creased dacks.

He held the raw flesh. “Okay,” he said. “Now what?’



They were more comfortable thisway, him on dow burn and short of time, her glib and exercising
maximum self-defense. “It’ s called bregkfadt,” she said. “Giveit atoss”

He pitched the fish underhanded and it dapped flat on thethin ice. They waited. No Wington. “He's
probably frightened,” she said. “He' s never seen aman before.”

“He swatching us? Through theice?” Her father took a half step back from the edge.
“Don’'t worry, he doesn't eat people.”
“Yet,” her father stated.

“Don’'t beslly. We gave grasshoppers atry,” she brightly explained. “Wington' s gtrictly afish man,
though.”

“Y ou haven't seen the pieces of animd, then?”
Hewasn't asking a question. He was springing atrap.
“What are you talking about?’

“The bones. The carcasses. The egg shdlls and feathers. Scattered dl over the forest floor. Winston's
quite ahunter. Thelist of speciesisimpressve. Comprehensive. He' sessentidly sterilized theforestina
haf-mileradius. Everything from mice, squirrels, and raccoonsto owls and jays. Even adeer, thoughiit's
uncertain if it was wounded during the hunting season or he actudly brought it down himself.”

Mirandaturned to the water, trying to hide her shock. Winston had been leaving the pond? Moving up
the food chain? He could climb trees? Cross land? Kill? What made her nervous was that he had a
secret life she knew nothing about. “ He barely weighs forty pounds,” she said.

“There smorefield work to do,” her father went on, “but it's clear your creation is getting bolder. HE's
widening hisfeeding range in concentric circles. At first he was tentative and stuck close to home. But the
freshest kill wasfound amost amile away. If you must know, that’ swhat prompted our discovery of the
quarry. A homeowner called the sheriff’ s department. Thiswas yesterday morning. The lady didn’t see
the killing, only what was |eft. Her golden retriever had just whelped. Winston tore the mother to pieces
and ate most of thelitter.”

“I don't believe you.” Shewas automatic. “ There are other wild animals on theidand. All kinds of
predators. Foxes. Coyotes.”

“Miranda, he brought one of the puppies back to play with.” Her father pointed to atreeleaning over the
quarry. Mirandaflinched at the awful sight, the puppy, arag doll in the birch. “He brokeitslegsand I eft it
in the crook. We can only speculate why he went to dl the extratrouble. Wasit atrophy? A midnight
Snack?’

Still warm from her body hest, the chunk of fish steamed out on theice. It began to melt through.
Mirandafindly sad, “1 haven't seen any evidence of that.”

“Then maybe you weren't supposed to.”
Shefrowned a him.

“He kept the corridor around your trail clean,” her father said. “It's possible he was hiding hiskillsfrom
you.”



Oddly...wrongly, but she couldn’t help herself...Miranda s horror lifted. “Winston!” she murmured to
hersdf. Then, to her father, she said, “Do you know what that means?’

“Totdl thetruth,” hereplied, “I don’t know what any of this means.”
She was excited now. “ Saf-consciousness. Intelligence.”

“That’ senough, Miranda.....”

“Y ou have no idea. His cognitivefunctionis...unred.”

At that moment they saw a dark shape glancing beneath theice. It moved with the silence of ink. His
back sheared afraction of an inch beneath the water, purple and orange, more spirit than body. Her
father pointed. She nodded yes. It washim.

Abruptly the shadow cut a swift crescent beneath the surface and the dab of cod was gone. It happened
so quickly. All that remained was afish-sized holein theice.

Her father sounded like he was legking air. For the moment, despite himsalf, he was astounded. “Will he
return’?’

“Yes.” Mirandaknew what to look for. She saw the air bubblesin hiswake, nestling like beads against
glass. His coming filled her with such happinessit amazed her. It wasn't the food that drew him up from
the depths, that was plain now. He knew how to take care of hiswants. Rather it was the dawn itsdlf.
Winston loved the sunlight. And her. It wasthat pure and smple. She wondered how thefirgt light must
look from underneath theice. Like aceiling of rainbows, she decided.

At the sametime, she felt betrayed by hiskills. That wasn't exactly true. It wasn't his hunting that
disappointed her, but his maturing. She had brought him into being, and now he had grown beyond her
understanding. He was no longer dependent.

“Whereishe?’ said her father.

Winston breached. He speared up from the ice through an explosion of shards, and seemed to hang in
midair. His scomach was the color of ripe citrusfruit. Then he twisted and punched back through the
glass. Therewas aloud icebreaker crack. He was gone again.

“My god,” her father whispered.
Way to go, Wington,thought Miranda. “1sn't he beautiful ?” she said.
He was shocked. “That face.” He had seenit.

“He svery expressive.” Highlight the positive, she thought. Gain time. Let them get used to each other.
“He amiles. Frowns. Shows fear. Sorrow.”

Miranda untied asecond bundle. It held alobgter, hisfavorite. “Wington,” she cdled, and threw it highin
thear.

The mongter arced upward to catch it, shattering the thin ice. Once more he was caught in the sunlight,
hisdick skin gleaming, webbed feet pushing at the water, arms outspread. His natural grace only

hel ghtened the grotesque. With the head and face of an ape, absolutely hairless, he was ablend of
beings, neither one thing nor another entirely. He caught the lobster in hands with short knuckles and
waxy nails, the tips crimson, his pamswhite. She' d held those fingers. They had whorls. Winston had



fingerprints. And bright jade-green eyes.

At thetip of hisapogee, Wington looked across at them. His ears, small nubbinswith holes, rotated
toward them. Hewas Szing up the stranger. An expression of ...delight....formed on hisface. Then he
plunged back through theice.

“Youredly didit, didn’t you?" her father muttered. He was trembling. He had seen the eyes. They were
Miranda s eyes. In turn, Miranda s were the green, green eyes of awoman neither of them ever spoke
about. “You dared.”

“There' smore,” Mirandacamly replied. She knew her world was about to change. From here on, it was
samply amatter of degree. Her fatalism felt ancient. The only unknown waswhat her father planned for
Winston.

“I’ve seen enough.”
“No,” shesaid, “you haven't. For once let me have your open mind.”

Hewaved that away. “ Y ou're being transferred. Y ou’ ve turned into a cowboy, a cowgirl, whatever. A
loose cannon. Someone should have been watching over you more closely. Guiding you. Imparting
respect for the system. I’ ve spoken with an old friend.”

They were dways old friends, her guardians and regents and keepers. “Who thistime?’ she asked.
“Hise Golding.”
“Elise?’ bresthed Miranda

It was Elise, at the funera, who had gotten down on her knees behind a bewildered little girl and helped
press her palms together and whispered a prayer in her ear for her to whisper. While Paul Abbot wept, it
was Elise who had hel ped Miranda send her mother to the angelsin Heaven.

“She'll take you on the condition that you promise....”

Mirandadidn’t hear therest. Any conditions were her father’ s bully threats. Elise would take her without
condition, and she knew it. A warmth ran through her.

“You leavetoday. Thismorning,” her father finished. “Y ou’ ve caused havoc a Jax, but the director has
agreed to clean up your mess. The sheriff has been taken care of. Thiswhole thing never happened.”

“Thismorning?’
“Y our bags are packed.”
“Youcan't dothis”

“You'regoing to Los Alamos. The University of California oversees operationsthere. Elise hasfound a
gpot for you. They say you have golden fingers.”

“But Wingon....” she began.
“I can only saveyou,” he said.

“| can't just abandon him. He needs me.”



“It will be safer for you there, Miranda.”
“Hewould never hurt me.”
“It'snot your creature that I’ m worried about.”

She hesitated. His voice had retreated into his bureaucratic shadows. Again she heard it, hisfear.
Profound fear.

“Y ou’ ve heard about these micro-outbreaks in Europe?’ he asked. “A mystery virus.”

“Andin South Africa,” she said. “But that was weeks ago. And they were confined to two or three labs.
It'sover.” With ashrug, she quipped, “Ebola happens.”

“ltwasn't Ebola,” hesaid.

Each of the outbreaks had involved reputable labs specializing in DNA typing, not disease research.
None used more than rudimentary bio-safety measures. The real mystery waswhy any of them had been
handling avirusin thefirst place. There was quiet talk that ecoterrorists might have mailed the deadly
samples, or a Unabomber with his own private stash of contagion. In the scientific community it had
become common wisdom that the outbreaks had been hemorrhagic fever of some type, probably Ebola.
Transmission was by contact, she'd heard. But it might aso be aerosol. The authorities had goneinto
standard defensive posture, neither confirming nor denying the accidents. They had let the tabloids
exaggerate it to flesh-eating absurdity. The public quickly quit believing it was anything more than
entertainment. Miranda had quit paying attention.

“They did contain it, though,” she said.

“Sammed the door shut oniit,” her father said firmly. “But it wasaclose cdl.”

Shefelt an edge of fear, lessfor the*closecal,” than his adamant closure. “What was it?’
“Wedon't have afix onit yet. It attacks the skin. Then it goes Sraight for the brain.”

She thought about that for amoment. Skin, then brain, what was the connection there? The symptoms
gtarted with the most externa organ, and then jumped to the most interna organ.

“Of course” sheredized. “They originate from the sametissue.” She wanted to dispensewith hisriddle,
demondtrate her virtuosity.Cowboy! He was watching her.

“In early development, the outer layer of thefeta bal envaginates,” sherecited. “ The outside becomes
theingde. The ectoderm creates atube, an empty space, that becomes the spina cord and brain. At the
cdl levd, skin and the nervous system are the same thing. That’ swhy melanomais so deadly. It shows
up on the skin, then goes traight for the nerve cdlls”

Hewasimpressed, she could tell. But impressed enough? Would he grant her probation, let her follow
through with her dippery creation?“ That’ s probably what’ s at work with thisnew diseese” he said.

“Skin,” shewent on. “Touch. Contact. Isthat how it spreads?” What about aerosol transmission? Wasit
blood-or water-borne? How long can it survive outside its host? Where does it come from? Have you
mapped its proteins?” The questions bubbled out.

“We haven't figured out its natural reservoir,” her father said. “No one has seenit. Wehaveno idealif it's
even avirus. We don't know.”



Not for lack of trying, Mirandaguessed. Theinternationa effort must have been fantastic—and
fruitless—to earn hisanxiety. “What else could it be?” she asked. Bacteriaand rickettsias were too large
to miss. Given the state of modern immunology, they would be like e ephants wandering through Lincoln
Tunnel. A prion, then? They were the next new thing in aien contagions.

He shut down the line of inquiry. Back to Chairman of the Boxes. Boxes within boxes within boxes. * For
now,” hesad, “1 don’'t want you working with animals”

“I hear your concern about this outbreak,” she said. “But Winston is separate. He' s not a problem.”

“He may be separate, but heissmilar,” her father said. “Like viruses, he congtitutes a kingdom unknown.
We don't know what heis, therefore heisadanger. | won't argue.”

“There s something more you need to know,” she blurted out. “ About Wington. It’simportant.”
His eyes darted from her to the pond. Shards of broken ice bobbed on the dark water.

How to sumit al up?*“1 boosted his growth,” she said. “In the womb. Winston was born the way you
just saw him. Same height. Same weight. He was born fully formed.”

Ever the reductionist, her father broke the notion into manageable parts. “Y ou grew him to full maturity?
Insde a Plexiglas box? Impossible,” he said.

She skipped on. “| accelerated his development. Thetrigger wasthere. | just had to switch it on. That
wasn't the hard part.”

“What was the hard part then?’

“Switching thetrigger off. Otherwise he would have died of old age amonth ago. | had to find away to
sopit at the genetic level.”

“Miranda,” her father dowly entoned. “Y ou had to find away to stop what?’
“Aging. Death.”

“What?'

“| found the brake. I builtitin.”

Her father was staring at her. “That can’t be.”

“Why not?’ shesaid. “Becauseit’smethat found it?’

“Because, Miranda,” he said, “it’ s not chronologica with the research being done. 1t comes out of
nowhere. And yes, becauseit’ s you, an unpublished, unfunded sixteen-year-old girl working in secret by
hersdlf. With no assstance, with afew stolen instruments, out of the scientific community’ s view, with no
guiddines, no oversght.”

Sheinterrupted. “ Dad. Seventeen. For the record. Two weeks ago.”

His mouth opened and closed. Usually one of his secretariesfaked it for him, some roses and a check.
She watched his chagrin, amatter of jaw muscles. “If what you say istrue,” he said, returning to
Winston’ sgenesis, “you’ ve jumped across the entire process.”

Shehad jumped their chronology. So what? “ There' s nothing mystica about it,” she hurried on. Her ten



minutes were nearly up. “It' sas natura as nature. Everyone' s so busy with gene mapping and cloning
mice, they haven’t bothered going out into the world to test-drive the code. | did. That's how | madethe
redl discovery.”

She had his complete attention now. “Y ou have to see thisfor yoursdf,” she said. “We haveto go
closer.” She hopped down to the next ledge.

“Get out of there, Miranda. It's dangerous.”
“Just alittle closer. So he can get a better look at you. Thenyou'll see”
“Y ou don’t know what it’ s capable of .”

“But | do,” sheinsgted. “He' slikeamiracle. Y ou know the law of unintended consequences. Results
youdidn't build for.”

Something—her conviction, his curiosity—obridged their gap. He took off histrenchcoat, and lowered
himsdlf to her ledge. Miranda hopped one lower, and he followed. She didn’t take him dl the way to the
water. He was close enough.

Miranda unwrapped the final bundle, another lobster. She skated it on top of theice afew feet away.
“Here, Wington,” shecalled.

The mongter came. He was a powerful swimmer, and his lime green dorsdl ridge cast asmadl roogtertail
of water behind him. There was no showing off or fancy dolphin legpsthistime. He cameto ahdt just
behind the lobster and heaved his head and shoulders up through the thin ice, facing them.

Wington' s face was so fantadtic that he was either revolting or supremey beautiful. There was no middle
ground, no ordinariness by which to judge him. His head was wider than it was high, the nogtrils were
flared and black, his skin dick. He had lips, human shaped, but bleached of dl colors. Histeeth werea
mess, crooked in gums too weak to keep order, broken from chewing on bones, rotting. The scalp
wanted to grow, but hisfrog genes stunted it, and the result was pimpled follicles. Half in, half out of the
ice, he reached for the lobster and started nipping away the shell. He burrowed into the viscera and took
it like astring of spaghetti. All thewhile, he pretended not to be studying them.

“Hdlo, Wingon,” said Miranda
His ear stubs rotated.
“How' smy little prince?’

The monster spoke. He didn’t bark or hoot. His sounds were very close to human speech, a series of
garbling and glottal stops. The string of wet noises marched on. He was talking about something with
great consderation.

“It'sred language,” sheinformed her father. “If you listen carefully, now and then, you can make out
certain words. Almost in English. | think his hyoid boneis maformed. He can't shape sounds. But he
definitdy hasthingsto say. And he understands me.”

“You've built yoursdf apet. A parrot. Y ou taught him words.”

“That’ sthe strange part.” Miranda looked back at her father. “ The day he was born, he aready knew
how to speak. He came out of the incubator with afull vocabulary.”



“Enough,” her father snapped.

“That'swhat | said. | didn’'t believeit. But it kept happening.”
“What,” he demanded.

“He kept remembering things.”

He snorted. “Miranda.”

Shewent on. “Old things. Thingsfrom my past.”

“Stop.”

“Memories. My memories. | brought abox of my toysfrom home. | mixed them with stuff from the
Goodwill. He sorted out what was mine.”

“Y ou're saying memory is hard-wired into our genetic code?’

“Or soft-wired. Why not? Genetic diseases are. They become part of us at the cellular level. Metabalic
circuitry. Cdlular wiring. Whatever you want to cal it.”

“Memory isagenetic disease?’ he scoffed.

“That’ sacynicd way of puttingit,” shesaid.

“I’ve had enough of this.” Heturned away.

“What's my name, Winston?’ she suddenly asked. Her father paused.

The monster looked up from hislobster. His green eyes were bright and happy. “Mirn-dot,” he said.
“And him?Who ishe?’ She pointed at her father, who shook his head sadlly.

Winston had that one dl figured out. “Da-da,” he said.

“Tricks,” her father declared. 'Y ou showed him my photograph.”

Mirandafaced her father. Hisjaw was set. He could stop the bad things that were about to happen with
aword. Ingtead he was going to unleash whoever they were lurking in the forest. Her little Winston was
history. They would poison the pond or shoot him or sedate and cage him. She had failed her cregtion.
The old coldness settled into her heart.

“One big problem with that explanation,” shetold her father.

Hewaited.

“I don’'t have photos of you to show him.” She went for thejugular. 1 threw those out along time ago.”
He retreated behind stone eyes. Not awince. “I’'m sorry this hurts you so much,” he said.

[t did. It hurt. Then it did not. Love was no use. Its bonds were false. So she did not say goodbye to her
creation. She turned so that her father could not see the tear in her eye, and walked away into the
woods.

3



The Descent

THEHIMALAYAS
MAY

God!” Nathan Lee' s hand twitched. It was watching him, the white face crowning amass of fur.
Thetelephoto jiggled. Helogt it. Hisyeti.

Metoh-kangmi,the Tibetan refugees had called it, Sherpafor dirty or wild man. The Chineseterm
wasyerin. From the beginning there' d been achance that thiswas awild goose chase, that evenif there
was abody, it would prove worthless, one more lost yak herder or refugee or frozen ascetic. But it was
red. Inthat single glance, he' d seen something eusive and radicaly primitive.

Trembling, Nathan L ee scoped the mountainside again, but his eyesweretired. He looked a hiswatch,
then at the larger vida.

At 24,400 feet above sealevel, Makalu La—the pass between Makalu and a neighboring
pesk—wasted no refinement. It invited no repose. Y ou were here only to get there, whichever side of
the Nepd border that might be. To the north lay the inert, mythica Tibetan plateau in the People’s
Republic of China. At hisback loomed the enormous west face of Makau, frisked by morning winds.
Seven mileswest, Everest’ s upper pyramid was bright orange with sunrise, practically Egyptian atop the
sea of darkness.

He checked the trail below. Ochs and a porter named Rinchen had findly left last night’s camp, asmall
blue tent insde awind break built of rocks. They were like ants on the lower switchbacks. Nathan Lee
gave ashout. They looked up. He pointed higher. Ochs waved dowly, then resumed his bovine plod.
Just watching him made Nathan Lee fed spent and afflicted. Anymore, it seemed, he and Ochs had
become characters trapped in afilm, doomed to replay the samethieves tae over and over.

Jerusalem had led to aregular calendar of other lootings. Guatemala, the Noco digsin Peru, moreraids
on quake-ruined Y ear Zero Sites near Qumran, even afew break-ins at monasteries and churchesin the
former Soviet Union. Sometimesit was commissioned by private clients or, aswith the Smithsonian, by
established museums. The landscape changed, but never the errand: time crime, the FBI and Interpol
cdled thetrafficking in artifacts and bones.

Rinchen followed behind Ochs, idling with that deep patience of Himaayan people. A tiny puff of
tobacco smoke lesked from his mouth. The grizzly old shepherd hunted snow leopards for the Chinese
black market. He had gold teeth and spoke alittle English. He claimed to know the territory, though not,
Nathan Lee had cometo redlize, thisterritory. The man had never been closeto Makalu La. He wasjust
another outlaw along for theride.

The past two weeks had been strained by ugly banter. Nathan Lee had learned to rise early and set of
aone, letting Ochs share the trail with Rinchen. He had tried in vain to separate himsdlf from the grave
robber and the poacher. Ochs saw his sdf-loathing. At their campfires, hereveled in it.He who fights
with mongters, he taunted through the flames,beware lest he become a monster.

Nathan L ee returned to the yeti. With the camera balanced on a boulder, he methodically swept theridge
bordering the pass. The light changed. Shadows opened. The mountains had away of diding out from
under your feet up here. Y ou had to work hard to keep up with the dragon.

Hefound it again. Somehow the refugees had spotted the body with the naked eye. Even with a
200-power lens, he' d passed over it adozen times. The figure was perched on aledge, white and black



among the white and black rocks, hidden in plain sight. There wasllittle to see but patches where the
skin—or bone—stood exposed. The face had not moved. It was still aimed at Nathan Lee on his cold
rock. Through the telephoto, he carefully memorized the shelves and ramp leading upward.

He stood and began packing histhings, nestling his camera beside the body bag. 1t was one of those
same bags they’ d used to trick the Y ear Zero bones out of Jerusalem. Four years had passed since then,
but it was like time had stood still. He was still douching circles around theivory tower, basicaly faking
it. He had no title, no position, no presencein the world. About al he did have was areputation for
looting, and visitation rights with Grace, which Lydiaand her divorce sharks were tearing to bitswhile he
dragged her brother through the Himalayas.

He strapped on his scratched red helmet and started up. Faraway, rocks hissed down from the heights.
Avaanchesflowered in utter silence. There was no need for ahelmet here. The climbing was scarcely a
scramble. But he was taking no chances. Nathan Lee loved the high mountains, but had come to hate the
dangers. Fatherhood had made him a chicken.

He picked hisway acrossthe scree field. The dope steepened. Scree gave way to shelves shingly with
thefosslsof smal seaanimds. The Chago Glacier gaped two thousand feet below.

As conceived by an ambitious curator at the Smithsonian’s Nationa Museum of Man, their plan involved
locating the bodly, if it truly existed, then carrying it severd milesto the south, well into Nepd, safely
away from the border and any claims by the People' s Republic of China. Everyonein the museum
business recalled the pitched battle between Italy and Austria over the Iceman found on their apine
border. The Smithsonian wanted no such complexities.

Two days downvalley, Nathan Lee had found a cave used by Buddhist hermits over the centuries. It was
empty now. They'd cached al their suppliestherefor the trek out and agreed it would be the perfect
gpot to replant their own iceman, then “discover” him. Besides averting an internationd tug of war, it
would alow the Smithsonian to negotiate with Nepa ese ministers who were even more corrupt than the
karaoke commies, as Ochs cdled the Chinese generds controlling Tibet. Ochs was going to use his part
of the take to purchase a Hockney painting. Nathan Le€' s part was going to go to Lydiaand lawyersAll
inthe family, hethought.

After ahdf hour, Nathan Lee started a handline for Ochs and the Khampa. 1t would help get Ochs up.
Moreimportantly, it would help get the body down. He unknotted his coil of hot-pink perlon, tied one
end to arock, and the other to hiswaist. The rope waslight and thin, only seven millimeters, but very
grong and dmost five hundred feet in length.

Helost sght of the ledge with the body, but followed hislandmarks. There was the snapped pinnacle,
here the dark streak. Rounding a bend, he mantled up onto aflat ledge. And thereit was.

For some reason, he had expected amale. Certainly the jaw was massive enough, and the enormous
hands and feet. But there was no questioning the exposed breast, even shriveled to an empty pale pouch.
She didn’t belong here. No one did redlly, but especialy not her, and not because she was awoman.
When the rumor of abody had firg arrived, the Smithsonian thought thiswould be just another
quick-frozen neolithic stray. She was different.

No one could have predicted the body would turn out to be a Neandertal woman thirty or fifty millenia
old.

Homo neandertaishad never been found in this part of the world. A complete specimen had never been
found anywherein the world. Nathan Lee stood very dill, asif she might flee. Perfectly mummified, she
sat dumped againgt the wall, facing Makalu.



Strangdly, the goraks—ravens with huge black wingsfor the thin air—had not taken her eyes. They were
milky and mineralized beneath half-closed lids with long sun-bleached lashes. Her lips had stretched back
to the gum. Shewas intact except for the windward side where some of the scalp and one cheek had
been polished away. A breeze sfted through her long black hair.

Nathan Lee remembered the rope a hiswast. He untied himsalf and anchored the handline with a
figure-eight loop over an outcrop. He faced the body again, dmost shy with awe. Thefind was
incredible. The flesh was till on the bones!

Dazed by the enormity of the event, the archaeologist in him stirred. A thousand questions flooded in.
What on earth had aNeandertd been doing in the high Himalayas? Exploring? Migrating? Searching for
gods?He couldn’t get over it. Her remainsimplied that an isolated pocket had survived in some mountain
sanctuary, alost race in Shangri-la

Besides her tota displacement in time, something was strange here. Her presence in this place didn’t
make sense. It was too damn hard to get here. He' d seen and read about ice men and maidens found in
the Andes, and she didn't fit. For one thing there were no outward signs of violence, no strangulation
cords around the neck, nothing to suggest ritua murder. Gently, asif pressng eggshells, he papated her
skull. There were no depressions, no evidence of an accidenta fall or some shaman’sax or club. If this
were aburia they would have laid her flat, or folded or bound her limbs.

He stood back and took it in. To al appearances, she had been aive when she cameto thisledge. You
could tell by the way she was seated, in a cup of stone, and protected from the wind. She had made
hersdf comfortable. It struck him that she might have have chosen this place hersdlf, then waited to die.
But why here, why would she do such athing? Was she a suicide? Had she sacrificed hersdlf to some
god? He felt mystery, then pleasure, then strangely hope.

Far to the south, white monsoon clouds were rising like smoke over the Indian plains. Another half hour
went by. Nearly noon. Still no Ochs or Rinchen.

Ever since Jerusalem, he' d been searching for away out, or away back in. He' d come to see aquest as
nothing more than burglary. Ochs had done that to him. He'd done it to himsdlf. But he could undoit.
Why not? He could do it right. He could go legitimate. In one fell swoop, he could restore his reputation.
He could do red science, write her up, get his doctorate, come out of the shadows. The possibilities
grew.

Histraining took over, helet it return to him, heinvited it. The Ste was everything. He began to treet the
ledge like a crime scene, backing off, getting his camera from the pack. He changed the lens and shot
two rolls of Fuji from every direction. Only then did he allow himsalf to approach.

Nathan Lee ran hisfingertips across the deep aborigina furrows on her forehead. None of her teeth were
missing or decayed or worn. She seemed hedlthy, no outward signs of injury or disease. Thiswasno old
woman abandoned by her tribe. She was asturdy young woman in her prime.

Ochswould never need to know. It was ssimple enough. Before Ochs and Rinchen got any closer,
Nathan Lee could bury her under rocks and besat aretreat. He would remove hisrope. Erase histracks.
Halt the search. In three months, he could return....free of the Ochs “franchise.”

Nathan Lee scrambled to hisknees. Not in years had he fdlt this absolutely clear. His gangster days were
over. He began carefully stacking rocks over her legs. He worked quickly, piling them haphazardly.
Another few minutes, that' sal he needed.

“Good lord.”



Nathan Lee lowered his rock.

Ochs s massive head and shoulders were perched at the edge of the ledge. He was amess, his beard
and chest ribboned with snot and drool. Bound to the back of his pack, the point of hisice axe stuck
above his head like an exclamation point.

“Wewerewrong,” said Nathan Lee. “It’sjust another body. Some poor refugee.”

“Thehell,” Ochs croaked. Even in his hypoxic state, sucking for air like abeached fish, he recognized
what thiswas. Ingtantly the spirit of the place felt fouled.

“We haveto go down,” Nathan Leetried. “ Thereé sastorm comingin.”

The rope tugged. Rinchen arrived, quiet as awhisper. Eyes masked by ancient sted-rimmed glacier
glasses, hismouth around O, he looked like a deep-sea diver from JulesVerne. A goiter bulged at his
throat. Long scars striped one cheek.

Rinchen took one look at the dead woman and went very sill. Helooked stricken. Then hisbig, gnarled
peasant hands came together, and he began to pray. Nathan Lee realized he wasn't praying for the
Neandertad woman. He was praying to her.

“What aglorious bitch,” Ochs crowed. “The Ice Queen. That' sgot aring to it. Goddess of the Death
Zone.” He patted her head.

“Unh,” Rinchen grunted &t theirreverent pat.

Ochswas oblivious. He started pitching the heaped stones from the ledge, palming bouldersthat had
taken Nathan Lee two hands to move. The rocks ricocheted downhill and disappeared into the glacier.

A gust of wind licked across the mountain. Thewoman'sblack hair suddenly came dive, lifting off her
shoulders. The long ends were braided.

“Leaveher,” said Nathan Lee.
“What?’
“For another day.”

Ochs snorted. He was sick of thewilds, sick of thethin air, sick of camp life. All he talked about was
getting back to his beamer and art works and DuPont Circle condo. For an answer, he seized the
woman’'s arm and gave ayank. The arm didn’t move. She was anchored in place, her back fused to the
ledge. Ochstried again. But she had become part of the mountain.

Nathan Leetook the chance. He revealed his dream. “We can come back. Start over.”
“Go draght?’
“Something like that.”

Ochslooked at him. “That smple?’ he said. He emptied Nathan Lee s pack on the ledge and picked up
the body bag.

“You'renot listening,” said Nathan Lee. He grabbed at the folded packet. Ochs fumbled it. The packet
went sailing over the edge. They watched it fall.



A corner caught on arock, tearing the plastic, and the body bag suddenly ballooned open. It drafted
downwards, awhite gossamer tube. The sight encouraged him. That wasthe last of their beginning. “It's
over,” hesad firmly.

Ochs shook hishead. “Y ou crossed the line. There sno going back. Never.”

“Maybe not for you.”

Ochsfaced him. “Y ou can be finished with Lydia. But not with me. Y ou and | are business partners.”
“I’'mout,” said Nathan Lee. Already hefdt lighter.

“Don’t break my heart, man.”

“It' sover.” He added, “And she stays.”

“Or ese?’ said Ochs.

Nathan Lee didn’t answer. Out of nowhere, the sky spoke. Thunder rumbled. Ochsturned and cursed in
surprise. The distant clouds had assembled in aclot at the mouth of the valley. It didn’'t seem possible
they could gather so quickly. Nathan Lee smdled ozone. A stregk of lightning wormed through the dark
out.

“We haveto get down,” said Nathan Lee. “We can begt the storm if we start down. Now.” Rinchen's
prayer grew louder. Clearly, he linked the storm clouds with this dessicated mountain deity. Nathan Lee
looked over the edge. Their tent seemed so tiny beside the far glacier. When he looked back again, Ochs
had unstrapped hisice axe.

“What are you doing?’ said Nathan Lee.

Ochs did the shaft behind the mummy’ s shoulder and pried forward. Insde the lesther flesh, bones
snapped. But the body itself stayed in place.

“Stop,” said Nathan Lee.

Ochsthrust the meta shaft down along her spine. Something crunched back there, gravel or ice or
vertebrae. He hauled with dl hisweight. Still shewouldn’'t move.

Nathan Lee shoved a him.
Ochstoretheice axe from dong her spine and raised it high. He swung.

Nathan Lee ducked. But the axe was aimed at her. Ochs sank the pick up to the hilt in the woman’s
collarbone. He pulled it loose and got off asecond stroke, planting it hafway through her neck. 1t looked
like he wasin mortd combat with the corpse. “No more,” cried Rinchen.

Nathan Lee caught the axe on the third swing. He jerked it from the man’ s gloved hand.
“We earned this,” Ochs growled.

“What? Earned what?’ said Nathan Lee. The vandalized body sat there. Bone and black meat showed
from the two deep gashes.

“The head,” said Ochs. “We can take that much. Give methe axe.”



Nathan Leethrew the axe asfar asit would go. They could hear the metal clanging and ringing into the
depths. “Haveit your way,” Ochs said.

Nathan L ee thought he had surrendered.

Ochs bent. With hisbare hand, he ripped her lower jaw off. It came away with acrack. Thedried
tongue roosted benesth the upper teeth.

“Now it'sover.” Ochs shook the horseshoe of bone and teeth and mummified flesh at him. “Y ou never
had the ssomach for it.” He stuffed the trophy insde his parka.

Neither of them expected what came next. Without aword, Rinchen legpt at Ochs, knocking him against
the back wall. Ochs swiped at him. The old hunter was fearless. He picked up arock.

Nathan Leetried to get out of their way, but the ledge was small and crowded. As much to defend
himself as stop thefight, he threw afist a the side of Ochs s head. With his other hand, he dragged
Rinchen backward.

Ochsfdl over thewoman'slegs. He bellowed and raised up. His nose was mashed to one side. Blood
sopped hiswhiskers and fanned across the front of his parka. Then alook of puzzlement replaced his

rage.

Nathan L ee |ooked around.

Rinchen had vanished.

Nathan Lee leaned over the edge. “No,” he whispered.

Far below, Rinchen was careening down the dope. A leg broke backward, then an arm, flapping asif the
bone had been taken out. Nathan Lee couldn’t take his eyes away. He was sure the broken puppet doll
would go the distance, averticd half mile. But four hundred feet down, Rinchen tangled in the handline,
The pink rope cinched around his broken leg and he whipped to a savage hat. Thelong rope jerked and
gave a bowstring twang. There he dangled.

Ochs peeked over the rim. Benegth the sunburn scabs and blood, hisface wasrigid with terror. “Y ou did
theright thing,” he gasped.

“What?’ said Nathan Lee.
“Hewastryingtokill me”
“Hewastrying to stop you.”
“He'sdead,” Ochssaid.

But Rinchen wasn't. That was the terrible thing. The man moved. He lifted his head. Heraised an arm,
then went limp again.

Nathan Lee hooked his pack with one hand.
“Now what?’ said Ochs.
“He s4ill dive”

Rinchen thrashed briefly on the stretched line, then lapsed to tillness again.



“You killed him,” said Ochs. “We can’'t change that.”

Nathan Lee heard the cunning at work. He felt apull deep in hisbowels. “ The man fdll,” he said more
evenly.

“Sure,” said Ochs.
“It was an accident. Y ou know that.”
“No onewill ever misshim. Why would | tell anyone?’

Nathan Lee grew adarmed. Ochs was blackmailing him. He steadied himsdlf. Timefor dl that later. There
was an injured man down there. Nathan Lee balanced on the edge, peering over. “I’ m going down after
him”

“And then what?’

“And then we' re done,” said Nathan Lee.

“How’ sthat.”

“I’'mout. Leave meout, or I'll expose you. Do you hear? It' sover.”
Softly, Ochssaid, “I hear.”

Nathan Lee didn’t register the cleaving in Ochs svoice. He barely fdlt the dight touch at his back.
Suddenly hewasjust faling.

It was not like other times when he had falen. On acliff you dropped through open space, maybe
barking the stone atime or two before the rope caught you. There was no rope thistime, no freefal. The
dope was pitched at an angle. Rocky dash and patches of ice flashed up at him.

Nathan Lee did. He hit an outcrop, dowed, reached for purchase, then pinballed against a second
outcrop and accelerated on adide of ice. His only hope was to keep hisfeet under him, to Say face
outward. It wasliketrying to run at termind velocity. Hetried grabbing for holds, and they only dissolved
in hishands. He cartwheeled. A gout of hisown blood spunintheair.

Hefdt the blows a a distance. He wondered how long it would take to lose consciousness, then realized
it wasn't going to be that easy. Those deafening cracks of thunder weren't thunder, but his helmet
clashing and banging. He was going to be awitness to his own execution.

The pain started coming through. It wasn't specific to any onelimb or rib, more like bolts of lightning
filling hisskin. In hismind, he saw himsdlf breaking to pieceslike Humpty Dumpty.All the king' s horses,
al theking’'smen. ...He heard avoice. It came through the helter-skelter. Grace. Singsong.Sweset
dreams. Don't let the bedbugs bite.

Hereached along funnd of ice. Thistime, instead of clawing frantically at theice, he used it. Withapam
here, ahed there, he could steer himself, however minutely.

Off to the left, bare instants lower, lay aband of grey rock. Beyond that, the dope fell away. There were
no more chances after this.

He gathered his strength. He pushed with his hands and catapulted face out toward the dike of scree. He
flew, aamswide, sacrificing himsdlf to wild luck.



Therocks struck hard. They tore at him. He opened himsdlf to their talons.Hold me, he prayed.
They did. He cameto a halt.

In the sudden tranquility, arms wide, he felt pinned to the mountain. His earsrang. He looked, and the
hungry glacier till waited below, itsjawswide open.

HE passeED ouTand revived in waves. The earth seemed to rise and sink beneath hisback. He didn't
move.

Nathan Lee wasn't quite sure if he was dive or not. There were reasons to believe he might have died.
For onething, the limbo sky was dropping ash. Squinting, he redlized they were snowflakes.

Next time Nathan Lee opened his eyes, he saw Ochsin the long distance, descending the switchbacks at
abrisk pace. He d gotten himsdlf to safer ground and was practically trotting through the storm. Nathan
Leedidn’t cal out. The man had aready done his best to kill him once. After afew minutes Ochs
vanished down arise.

The horizon dimmed. Rock and ice, heaven and earth, everything was merging into one. The snow began
to stick. He opened his mouth and it seared histongue. The melt ran from hisface like teardrops. Body
heat, he comprehended. He was dive.

At last he made the effort to raise onearm. It lifted dowly. The glove had skinned off. Some of the skin,
too. He brought it closer to hisface and stared at the fingers, flexing them. Bit by bit, he assembled
himsalf. He struggled to sit. He freed the strap under his chin and the red helmet was scraped and
battered, with a crack running from brim to crown.

Hisleft leg was bent and bulging at the knee.

Nathan Lee groped at hisleg. Hetried pressing it straight. Each time the pain drove him back. He
cowered from hisown body. Finaly he lodged hisfoot between two rocks and pulled. Thejoint gavea
mesaty pop. The knee came together again with a scream.

WHEN HE OPENEDhis eyes again, night was coming on. Snow wasfaling in thick curtains. Lightning did
overhead like eectric serpents. Nathan L ee dozed off.

His next awareness was of the sound of snow hissing off plastic. A few minutes later, the sound repeated,
unmistakable, the dither of snow shedding off atent wall. For amoment, he thought Ochs must have
repented and come and carried him down the mountain and laid him in their tent. Then he saw that he
was still stranded upon his dike of stone. Hewas very cold.

Off to one side, aghostly shape moved in the gloom. Snow hissed off fabric again. He pulled himself
closer to the thing. It was the body bag, sill partly inflated, tethered here by afew ounces of snow. It
looked ready, in amoment, to fly off again. Nathan Lee snatched at it.

Nauseated and shocked, with fingers like thumbs, he pawed at the zipper and it did open. With thelast
of his strength, he crawled onto the plastic and laid it over hislegs. He zipped the bag closed, leaving a
holefor air.

* * *



HE WOKE GASPINGTor air and blind in the darkness. A monster was crouching on his chest tearing him
with claws. In his panic, he had no memory, no idea where he was or what had happened. He thrashed.
His hand caught on the zipper hole and heripped it open. Heflailed at the covering of snow, and thereit
was, open air. Light. Hefilled hislungs.

He dug wider through the covering of snow and elbowed hisway to stting. Blinking, hefound himsdf ina
netherworld pitched at atilt and paved with leaden snow. The sky was greasy. There was no color.

None. Mountains hulked on every Sde. Their summitsran into void. Thelight was so flat he fdlt blind. His
watch read one. It was after noon of the next day.

He sat there with hisarms resting on top of the ruptured snow. His head pounded. His throat was raw.
Thefingers of one hand werefat as sausages. He tried moving hisleg under the blanket of snow, and the
painnaled himflat.

He quit testing things. He began weeping for himsdlf. Remembering a snapshot of Gracein his shirt
pocket, he fumbled insde hisjacket. Most of hisfingernails had pulled away. It was clumsy work. He got
the photo from his pocket.

Suddenly the world took on color. Shewas standing in afied of yellow sunflowers and wearing tights
with red hearts. The sky was clear blue. The day came flooding back.

He' d asked her to smile. Asusua Grace had chosen grave intensity. Her date blue eyes seemed to stare
right through the lens. There was no mistaking her heart.

Nathan Lee brought the picture closer. He swiped at histears. He touched her face, then looked down at
himsdlf. Wasthisthe legacy he was going to leave his daughter? Half buried, baked black, a
jack-in-the-box mummy. All because he' d quit?

He carefully returned the photo to his pocket, then began chopping himsdlf loose, furious at his sdlf-pity.
One handful at atime, he excavated himsdf. It took two hoursto open the tomb and roll himself out.

His knee had swollen to the sze of histhigh. Nathan Lee started crawling. He arranged the body bag
under hisbad leg asasort of ded, and pulled himsdlf aong.

Around three, Nathan L ee reached flatter terrain. By holding the knee with both hands, he could manage
asort of shuffle.

He found the gully leading down to camp and came within sght of the yak herders stone windbreak. He
armed himself with arock and made himself resolute. If Ochs threstened him, he would bregk the man’s
leg. Then they could both exit as cripples. If that didn’t stop him, Nathan Lee was ready to brain the
bastard.

He reached the windbreak. He peered over the wall.

Their blue tent was gone.

IT TOOK HIMTfive daysto cross ahaf-day moraine. Nathan Lee found a porter’ s stick among the
boulders, and that became his crutch. Even as hunger whittled him down, hisknee swelled larger. The
firgt tide of monsoon westher receded, and the snow melted, providing him thousands of rivuletsto drink
from. The threads of glacier water braided together to form a stream, then asmall torrent.

The erile, bony moraine gave way to avaley with wildflowers. He covered six milesin three days,



steadily losing dtitude. Theair grew rich. Rhododendrons glistened among pines. He sampled the green
leaves and strips of pine meat. It made him sick. Hefilled his ssomach with milky glacier water. Despite
hisfamine, Nathan Lee felt more and more lucid. That was abad sign, he knew. The visonary’ s concet.

Onthe next day, the hermits' cave appeared on ahillside. It was empty, of course. Ochs had looted their
cache, resting and gorging on their food before heading on. The one thing Ochs had not taken was a
five-pound sack oftsampa. Early on, he' d declared Rinchen’ s roasted barley medl inedible. Mixed with
water, it formed asticky brown paste. Nathan Lee took it like a sacrament.

One more pass loomed. Shipton Passwas less than 18,000 feet high, but Nathan Lee wasweak and his
head ached dl thetime. It took aweek to climb through the cold fog, another week to descend. He
could judge the dtitude when the | eeches began bleeding him.Hirudinea suvanjieff did not live above
7500 feet. They would reach out from the leaves and branches like dick black fingers. Every haf hour he
would scrape them from his ankles and arms and egt afew, tasting his own blood.

Onthelast day of July, he reached a chain footbridge swaying over theraging Arun River. Makalu was
the headwaters of the Arun. The beginning wasthe end.

He cameto avillage caled Khandbari. The street was vacant. It turned out they were busy killing arabid
dog, which was done by setting out big leaves with poisoned rice and then everyone waiting indoors. As
he limped through the middle of the village, people cameto their windows. There was no question he
made a strange sight with his beard and wood crutch and rain jacket made of abody bag. Nathan Lee
was so starved he picked up one of the leaves of rice, but they cried out to him.

He sat on abench infront of asmal schoolhouse. After awhile, two policemen in brown uniforms and
Nikes gpproached. The younger man looked frightened. At first, Nathan L ee thought he was scared of
the lurking dog. Then he redized he was the source of the man’sfear.

The older policeman was armed with a small bamboo baton tucked under one arm. * Please show me
your passport, sr,” he said.

“Gone,” rasped Nathan Lee.
“ Areyou the gentleman, then, from Makau?’

They knew him. Suddenly the last of his strength drained away. Ochs had come through here, of course.
He had started weaving his cover story, and it was clearly one of hisown survival from grest violence
and deception. Nathan Lee wastoo tired to try to repair the damage. “May | have somechai, please?’ he
asked.

The interview was interrupted while the younger policeman scampered off for tea. It took severa
minutes. While he was gone, Nathan Lee asked, “What happens now?’

The officer sad, “Everything will befine, gr.”

The young policeman returned with athick glass of milk teadosed with sugar. In his other hand was an
ancient set of shackles.

Nathan L ee accepted the tea. He camly watched them cuff his good ankle. None of this seemed redl.
None of it. He had a daughter back home. He was not a bad man. They would straighten matters
out.Everything will befine.

Out of kindness, they didn’t shackle his swollen leg. The chain and extra cuff lay on the ground,
unnecessary. It was plain for al to seethat the beast had been captured.



4
Sunday

KERKYRA,CORFU

After mass, thefaithful milled in the square, chatting with their neighbors, enjoying their last quiet hour
before the tourists arrived. Easter was over. The mummified body of theidand’ s saint had been paraded
through the streets and returned to his church. In the town museum, a 2,600-year-old statue of the
Gorgon Medusawith serpentsfor hair had been dusted off. The money season was about to begin.

Inforty minutes the ferry from Italy would arrive a the New Port. Thefirst of hordes of pasty white
British and Germans would descend into their midst. Before the summer was out, the visitors would
number tens of thousands, some on their way to other idands, many just planting themselves on Corfu's
beaches. All had to passthrough theidand’ s capita. The town was ready. Therembetis had tuned their
bouzoukis and eectric guitars. Cafes and bars were well stocked. The progtitutes and taxi driversand
hotel keepers could not wait.

It was a pretty morning. The sun waswarm, the sea blue. The hills above town were bright green with
bas| and rosemary and thyme and oregano seedlings. Drugged with sun, deepy cats watched from
windows and flower boxes.

Suddenly there was a shout from up the narrow street, then another, abark of outrage. “Slow down,
fool,” someoneydled.

A wild-eyed young man came careening down the winding lane, scarcely ableto control hisbicycle. A
big fisherman reached out and caught him before he ran into the Sunday crowd. The bike struck awall.
He dropped the young man onto his seat on the cobbles.

“Ah, it'sonly Spyros,” people said. Half the men on Corfu were named Spyros after their saint, the
mummy Spyridon. But something in the inflection distinguished this one. He was Spyrosthe smpleton, a
laborer on afarm.

“Madonna, Madonna.” Tears poured down hisface. He was dressed in coarse, patched trousers and a
faded Ralling Stones T-shirt.

“What isit thistime, Spyros?’

Spyros scrambled to hisfeet. He began shouting about an apparition.

“Hush,” awoman said, “you' Il scare the children.”

But he went on. An angdl had gppeared to him in the hills above town. “The Virgin hersdf.”

A loca tough strutted up. He shoved Spyros. “Don't be sacrilegious,” he said.

The big fisherman pushed the tough away. “Leave him done. HE ssmple,” hesad.

“Then shut him up. HE |l drive the tourists away.”

“Sheiscoming,” said Spyros. He cast fearful glances up the street. Others looked and saw nothing.

Someone threw asmall stone at him asif driving away adog. Another stone followed. People clucked or
hissed or spit.



“She comes from heaven,” said the young man.
“Go back to your goats, Spyros.”
“I never trusted hisfamily,” aman said. “Look at those blue eyes. He comes from the Turks.”

Only dowly did they become aware of her. She appeared from the lan€e’ s deep shadows and descended
into view. Perhaps she had followed the smpleton downhill. Perhaps she was drawn by the church bells.
Maybe she had smply obeyed gravity on her trek to the sea.

“Dear Chrigt in Heaven,” someone whispered.

She moved on two legs, but did not look human. Naked as a ghost, she seemed made of glass. From a
distance, asthey squinted into the shadows, her body seemed to flicker in and out of redlity. She drew
nearer, but hatingly, with the pace of adegpwalker.

As she passed, Spyros put his handsto his head and cowered against the wall. The fisherman stared in
dishdief, then took off his cap uncertainly. He crossed himsdlf. She swayed past them without a glance.

“What isthis?” someone murmured. The square opened to her. The crowd pressed back against the
buildings.Who could she be? Where did she come from?

She entered the sunlight and became even more fantastic. For her skin was nearly transparent. Her veins
showed clearly. Backlit by the sun, her organs were asilhouetted mass. One could see the limned bones.

And yet she was not a gruesome sight. Quite the opposite. Despite her condition, the woman’ s beauty
was evident. Her hair was long. Except for the trangparent roots, it was black and tangled with flowers
and vegetation. Her figure was voluptuous, with luminous breasts and flared hips.

She cameto ahalt. Some noticed her lower legs and feet. The skin was torn. Shepherds dogs had bitten
her. Thorns stuck from the edges of her soles. Even if thistransfigured being had descended from the
heavens, it was clear she had dso walked along distance.

It might have been the sméll of the seawhich stopped her, or the warmth of the sun or the flatness of the
square, the fact that she was no longer being pulled downhill. Or it could have been the sight of the
church. No one knew why she stopped in their midst. She had adight cough.

“What isyour name?’ aman caled out.

Nothing in her radiant face conveyed knowledge. She seemed not to register the question. Her
pescefulness was sartling.

“Why have you come here?’ someone asked.

Her mouth opened, but no language came out, only a sound like the beginning of asong. Her innocence
dtilled them. They listened to her single note of sound. It went on and on.

Sheraised her arms out to the sides. Something wondrous happened. Wings of color flashed and
disappeared as her hands lifted up. Her flesh had become a prism. She faced the sun, and her entire
body threw a penumbra of rainbow.

“What kind of creatureisthis?’ someone asked.

Someone might have recognized her, even in her condition, if she were adaughter of thisidand. Asit
was, no onein thistown had ever met Medes, the fifth wife of Nikos Engatromenos. She was a stranger



to them regardless of her flesh.

An old woman in black dared to go forward. Clutching her rosary, she reached out and touched the
angdl. The strange creature lifted her head and turned blindly in the direction of the old woman. A
murmur rifled through the crowd.

The old woman brought her face closer and made her judgement. She kndlt.“ Evloyite,” she said.
Normally it was agreeting reserved only for monks. She said it again.Bless me. Rainbows danced upon
the old woman's black dress.

Devotion overtook the crowd. It was spontaneous. In their collective minds, the woman was nothing less
than an angd fdlento earth.

Word spread. Hundreds of people came close to genuflect and reach out to touch her. Those close
enough crossed themsalves with beads of her swest. Otherstore off bits of their clothing to pressto her
miraculousflesh.

In the distance, ahorn sounded from the sea. The 12:10 ferry from Brinidis was approaching. Dock
workers and merchants and taxi drivers and cafe owners detached from the crowd and hurried to greet
the boatload of tourists.

Medea sang to them. She glistened. On foot, with wings of light, the plague had come to meet its
messengers.

5

Crossingtheline

NEWMEXICO
SEPTEMBER, FOURMONTHSLATER

Their yellow schoolbus burst from the mob. Splattered with eggs and blood and neon paintballs, it
looked psycheddlic, like atime machine from the Age of Aquarius. Abbot glanced around him. Peeking
from the windows, some of hisfellow passengers could have been flower children with their stringy hair
and old jeans. In fact they wereinternational scientists on their way to the Mesa, better known asLos
Alamos Nationa Laboratory.

Every seat wasfilled. There were young and old, rich and poor, weird and plain, each one of them on the
cutting edge of their research. From the rear, he saw bleached blond buzz cuts and pierced ears, long
hair, bald monk pates, pencil necks, wrestler shoulders, mad scientist frizz, and expensive blow-dried
perms, male and femae. Some were high-bred cosmopolitans able to navigate the most convoluted
dinner conversation. Others were near dumb with introspection and shyness. Some lived by Bach, others
by Puff Daddy. Many were university academics or ran labs for the government or private industry.
Severa had branched out and beached tens of millionswith their own biotech start-ups. The mgority
were biologists, who tended to be more socia and grounded than, say, mathematicians or particle
theorists. Abbot thought that had to do with their proximity to living beings, regardless of how minuscule.
In oneform or another, they handled the mortd coail. It kept them from spinning off into surredlity.

Abbot was the chief of the National Academy of Sciences. Theriot reflected on him. He had
orchestrated for them a quiet taste of the Southwest. Rancho Encantado was a resort north of Santa Fe.
The Daa Lamahad stayed there once. Therewas apicturein thelobby of him with a cowboy hat. For
thefirst two days, the scientists had presented papers, showed pictures, and ridden horses. Thismorning



they had risen early and eaten a pancake-and-eggs breakfast, and boarded the bus. And driven straight
into that howling gauntlet awaiting them on Highway 40.

There was no questioning the mob’ s hatred for the scientists. The demonstrators had let the eggsrot in
the sun for days. Y ou could smell the sulfur dioxide on theriot cops hunkered in theaidesand in the well
of the bus door. Their ninja-turtle armor dripped with gouts of neon paint and spoiled food, and the
scientists leaned away from them. The paint and rotten food were mischief, thought Abbot. But the blood
was pure malice. It was human, donated by the pint from radical anarchists. In thesetimes of AIDS and
Hep-C, throwing blood was not a statement, it was an act of terrorism.

The newspapers would treet it as one more demonstration against the G.E.s, or genetic engineers. Token
peaceniks would decry the random violence, but denounce the evil scientists. The sheriff would stress his
restraint, the governor would extend gpologies. It was al theatrics. Abbot knew how these things
worked. Someone very high up had authorized putting some fear of God into the distinguished members
of Genome XXI, the twenty-first symposium of the Human Genome Project.

Abbot mulled over his enemies. There was a vicious Senate battle in progress over budget cuts. The
sciences were being treated like parasites. In the name of his creationist congtituents, Senator Immy
Rollins of Kansas was once again frothing at the mouth, afeeble mind, achesp plagiarist. It could have
been the European Union lobby, of course, till trying to block geneticaly modified “frankenfoods’ from
their shores. Or the farm unions, working for leverage.

“Stop fretting,” Abbot’ s seatmate said. Her name tag readElise Golding/lUC. The“UC” wastoo humble,
Infact the University of Californiawas amost an empire unto itself, including even Los Alamos.
Fossilized bubblegum stuck to the wall beside her plaid skirt. She patted hisarm. “It’ sthe times, Paul.”

Her sdt-and-pepper hair was bound in athick ponytail. The low sunlight glinted off the planes of her
face. The radiance stripped her face of its crow’ s-feet and laugh lines. For amoment she appeared thirty
years younger, that same young woman he' d first met, ironicaly, a awild sormy protest againgt the
Vietnam War. She had been on the faculty at Corndll, hea MIT. Everyone had been full of daring that
day. And night.

“Those weren't just fundamentalists and anti-abortionists,” he growled. “Y ou saw their sgns. All the
Ludditeswere there in force. Greenpeace, Earth First, WAAKE-UP, the animal rights people, the
AFLCIO goons. It was alynch mob.”

“And you provoked it,” shesaid.

“Good grief, Elise, they just attacked a childrens’ schoolbus.”

“They atacked an idea.”

“Driven by demagogues and talk radio and tabloid nonsense.”

“Admit it, Paul,” she said more quietly. “Y ou’ re mad because your plan backfired.”
“What plan,” hesaid.

“Youused us.” Her eyesflashed like grey stedl. She had alow tolerance for falseness of any kind.
Shenanigans, she called it. It waswhy he’ d placed Miranda under her guidance. Elise was an ethics
lesson in motion. “You drew alinein the sand. They crossed it. It sthat smple. Politics. You'rejust as
guilty asthey are. Y ou wanted to make a statement, and it bit you on the ass. It got ugly. Thank
goodness no one got hurt. These windows aren’t bulletproof, you know.”



“Now we have to ask the rabble’ s permission to do science?’ he blustered. “ Someone hasto take a
stand, Elise. It' snot just gen-tech they’ re after, you know. All the sciences are under fire. | seeit onthe
editoria pages, in the budget cuts, in the empty classrooms. We re diding backwardsinto the Dark
Ages. Next they’ |l be burning books. Or us.”

“Y ou want them to love you.”
“Of course not,” he snorted.

She continued. “Y ou do. Y ou want them to fedl the spark of discovery and be awed and thank us. And
oneday, Paul, they will again. Maybewe Il give them anew energy source. Or acure for the common
cold. Or avaccinefor this Mediterranean thing. These things move in cycles. But you have to accept that
for every glorious Apollo moon landing there' s some Galileo upsetting their apple cart. For every Sdlk or
Curie, there’ saDarwin calling them monkeys. For every Carl Sagan or Stephen Hawking trying to
illuminate the masses, there saMengde or Tdler giving them nightmares. We re not in the hugging phase
right now, that’sal. And hosting a convention of geneticistsin their backyard won't get you there.”

“Backyard? We rein the middle of nowhere.”

“Y ou know what | mean. Y ou arranged headlines. Y ou gave that20/20 woman an interview last week.
Y ou could have focused her on the search for this Mediterranean virus, you could have made us heroes.
Instead you talked about evolution. What was al that about mutation as God' s plan? And why on earth
did you pick aranch in the desert instead of just housing these people at Los Alamoswhereit’s secure?’

Just yesterday, Abbot had seen classified reports from the National Security Agency and Homeland
Security recommending an immediate three-month shutdown of U.S. borders. He was on the insde of
that call. It would be a draconian measure—no air, seaor land travel, no shipping, no businesstrips back
and forth to Paris, no spring breaksin Cancun—and it would have to be done by Presidential directive.
Politicians and bureaucrats would stonewall it until doomsday. The economy would plunge. The
President was wavering. But the foot-and-mouth epidemic and the mad cow scarein Europe afew years
back, and more recently America s brush with anthrax, were turning out to be handy lessonsin rapid
response. The President was close to signing the directive. For now, however, there no sense panicking
the public. It was agreed at the very top levels, busness as usua. Even Elise was out of the loop.

“The Med outbresk isamillion miles awvay to most Americans. Besides the Europeans are handling it.
That’snot our story here. It'safree country, Elise. That’smy point. Scienceis till part of theworld.”

“And to make your point, you put us at risk. We were lucky.”

She had him. In asense, they were his, each of them, from these biol ogists to the astronomers and
robotics wonks and butterfly chasers and al the other scientists he represented. Asthe so-called Science
Czar, he nurtured them with funding which he enchanted from Congress, corporations, and true believers.
He sheltered them with hisfixers and spinmei sters and his Mosaic influence. He shaped their research
with hismaster plans. He rewarded them for their genius. Even those from other countries moved within
his orbit, anbassadorsto hisempire. And yes, he did fed guilty about the mob. Hewastheir king, and it
was hisjob to safeguard each and every one of them. Elise was right. They were lucky. Those paintbals
could have been bullets.

“I lovethis hour of the morning,” she suddenly announced, and he glanced at her. She was pretending to
look out the window glutinous with egg and spittle. The mob had frightened her. Now she smply wished
to get on with the day.

Over the years, Abbot had refined hisversion of why they had not married back in the beginning, and she



had, too. They talked about it sometimes. If only you' d said this or done that, they would say. The
bottom line was that they had not married. They had drifted on to other lives, found mates, made families,
then lost their mates. Death had taken her Victor just Sx months ago, and tried to take her, too. The
surgeons had repaired her broken heart, but she was il frail. Impulsively Abbot wanted to take her
hand in his, to hold it without the excuse of fear or consolation, just to remind them both of what might
have been. But he did not. If they were younger and it mattered, perhaps. But neither of them would
marry again. That’show it was.

The bus wound toward the mesatop. They passed through Los Alamos, and its plain buildings and green
park could have been anywherein 1970s Middle America. It was acompany town. Their busnesswas
sample Big Science.

The bus stopped at a bridge above a sheer canyon. Traffic normally flowed into the research complex
beyond. But this morning, following the demonstration outside Rancho Encantado, heavily armed Pro
Force soldiers were ready and waiting. An officer with a clipboard mounted the bus and walked down
the aide to where Abbot and Golding sat. Golding knew right where to sign the paperwork. He said,
“Thank you, ma'am,” and started handing out security badges and dosimeters. Soldiers waved the bus
through amakeshift barricade. Asthey crossed the bridge, the air of tenson relaxed. The sight of
machine guns on hummers was a novelty to many of the scientists. They treated the security badgesand
radiation tags like tickets to a James Bond theme park.

Occupying some twenty square miles, the laboratory grounds were hived off into technical areas
containing research facilities and office buildings. Back in the early ' 50s, when Godzillaand the Blob
were leaving wakes of fear, the U.S. Atomic Energy Commission had been tasked to study mutations
caused by ionizing radiation. If they were going to start dropping H-bombs or building nuclear reactors,
the government wanted to know the consequences. With time, the Mesa had gotten amakeover of sorts.
The Atomic Energy Commission had become the Department of Energy. Los Alamos had come under
the adminigration of the University of California. Genetic research morphed into the Human Genome
Project. And now two former peaceniks, Elise Golding and Paul Abbot, were largely in control of the
birthplace of the Bomb.

They reached an empty parking lot in front of anewly built structure. ALPHALABORATORY , read asign.
The bus stopped. A solitary, twisted figure awaited them in awhee chair. He looked like abroken fighter
pilot, hiswhedchair averitable cockpit bristling with gadgets, joysticks, and abuilt-in computer termind.

“Cavendish,” one of the passengers hissed.
Someone said, “The dark prince.”

Helooked much theway Abbot remembered him at the commission hearings in Washington two and
three years ago. No buttons: aturtleneck. Penny loafers. The smdl chin shaved clean.

The occassion of thefirst Congressiona hearing had been Cavendish’ sinfamous “mest tree.” Funded by
Burger King, working in a private lab in Nebraska, Cavendish had conjured up aherd of headless cows.
Asamatter of fact, Cavendish’s cows did have heads, but geneticaly stripped to the basics, atiny bone
casing with ahole for breathing and one for tube feeding. He' d deleted eyes, ears, jaws, and horns,
anything superfluousto rudimentary existence. Technicaly each anima had abrain. The nubbin of abrain
stem ensured that the lungs respirated and the food digested.

Until then, no one had ever heard of Edward Cavendish. That changed. Skirting the academic publishing
process, he' d released the story directly to the public. His photos had shocked the world. Mest trees,
he’ d dubbed his creations. He offered avariety of uses and excuses for them. The animaswould provide



acheap protein source for the Third World. Housed in factories, they would save the rainforest and
return America s grazing landsto the buffalo. And since his mutant cattle were born into a state of coma,
he pointed out, they felt no pain a “harvest.” They had no consciousness, no “animal soul,” meaning even
vegans could eat them without qualm.

The pundits quickly jumped on the real underlying issue. If one could create headless cows for harvest,
why not headless humans for organ transplants? For afew horrified weeks, Cavendish had dominated
internationd attention, even edging out the latest supertyphoonsin Bangladesh and car bombingsin
Quebec. The supermarket tabloids whipped public hysteriainto afroth. Everyone had an opinion, from
cowboys predicting the end of family farmsto bishops and philosophers damning histwist on nature. All
inal, theincident had been abold, clumsy coming-out party for himsdlf, aone-man show. Congress
quickly passed alaw against mest trees. But that wasn't the end of Cavendish.

The second time Abbot met him had been after the Neanderta incident. Usng DNA from afrozen dentd
nervein apreserved mandible, and “borrowing” a Jersey milk cow for the womb, he had cloned a
Neandertal infant. Again his creation shocked the world, and carried an underlying twist. SinceH.
neandertaliswas by strictest definition notH. sapiens, Cavendish had managed to break the taboo against
human cloning without technically bresking it. The psychologica barrier was crossed. Human cloning hed
arived.

A Presidentid commission, chaired by Abbot, had dutifully listened to the mordists and Chicken Littles.
During the course of the hearings, Abbot had come to respect Cavendish. The young man’ s contempt for
timid research sprang from a deep vein of misanthropy. He had smarts andcojones, and the cunning of a
young Turk. In certain ways, he was adead ringer for Abbot himsalf back before he' d learned the public
was not atool, it was the toolbox.

“| thought he’ d been outlawed,” one of the scientists said.

“Censured, not outlawed,” awoman said. “He' s ill being alowed to dabble. Here. Subsidized with
taxpayer money!”

It was Abbot who had “ disappeared” Cavendish into Los Alamos after the Neandertal controversy. Elise
despised the man, but accepted Abbot’ s reasoning. Science could not afford to lose amind like
Cavendish’s. At the sametime, they couldn’t afford to have him running amok in theworld & large. At
Los Alamos—in theory—his genius could be caged under the watchful scrutiny of his grestest critic,
Elise. The problem was she had fifty other projectsto oversee, plus budget meetings and auniversity
system to help administer. Her heart attack had effectively hated al oversight. No one was quite sure
what Cavendish had been up to for thelast sx months. An artificial womb wasin the making, Abbot
knew that much. And Miranda was somehow involved.

Helooked for her out hiswindow. Asthe years caught up with him, Abbot missed hisrebel daughter
more and more. It was no surprise she had not come out to greet him. Cold, lofty Miranda. The daughter
of her cold, lofty father. Elise read his disgppointment. “Well find her,” she said. “ She wantsto seeyou.”

“Don’'t pretend,” he said, “please.”

“Takeher on her terms,” Elise said. “That would be agtart. Be proud of her.”
“Youthink I'm not?’

“Paul,” shesad, “Mirandaisnot your enemy.”

“What?’



But Elisewas glent.

Grunting under the weight of their wegpons and riot gear, the cops dismounted first and took positions.
Like children on afield trip, the scientists filed out of the bus. Severd of the elders needed ahand
descending the steps. It was early September, and the air was chill up here at eight-thousand feet. They
clustered uncertainly, some bundled in wool blankets with the Rancho Encantado logo.

“Good morning,” Cavendish cheerfully greeted no onein particular. His eyes swept across them, ahead
count. He noticed Abbot. He noticed Golding. He recognized power.

“Ha,” someone tossed back at him. Now that they were on the outside of it, the passengers were
shocked by how much punishment the schoolbus had taken.

Cavendish seemed obliviousto the spoliation. “Follow me” hesaid. “You'relate. It sdmogt time.”
“This better be good,” awoman enunciated loudly.
“Damn good,” another added.

They were rude, Abbot saw, because they were intensaly curious and didn’t want to admit it. Also,
Cavendish scared them. The group started inside. Cavendish waited while Abbot helped Elise down the
steps.

“Still on the mend, Dr. Golding?” Cavendish asked pleasantly. His eyes were cornflower blue. He had
long black lashes. Unfortunately the touch of gentle handsomeness exaggerated what was otherwise a
pinched mask. Rightly or wrongly, any wonderment looked cruel on hisface.

Abbot felt Elise’ s hand tense on hisarm. “ Sorry, Dr. Cavendish,” shereplied. “The surgeonsgot to mein
time. You'll need to wait afew more yearsfor my job.”

“Y ou misunderstand me,” said Cavendish. “Theair isthin up here. Newcomers have trouble the first few

days”
“I"m not anewcomer,” shesaid.

What is going on hereAvondered Abbot. This was more than normal bureaucratic friction. Abbot opened
his mouth, then decided againgt meddling. Thiswas Elise sterritory, her rogue employee, their issue. He
looked away. The bus driver was spraying theriot cops Kevlar armor with window washer fluid and
wiping them off with paper towels.

“On the other hand,” said Cavendish, “you haven't visited in nearly half ayear.”

“Which iswhy | ordered each department to report monthly. And you refused. Y ou’ ve drawn acurtain
of slence around this project. | don't like surprises.”

“Yes,” said Cavendish. He refused to wither. He wanted her job, or at least not her oversight. That was
evident to Abbot. The man desired akingdom dl his own.

Cavendish led them into the building.

THEY DESCENDEDbY elevator. Thelighted wall pand displayed three floors above the surface, and three
below. They went to afourth level, and there were probably deeper ones. Thiswouldn’t be the only
building with stacked sub-basements, Abbot knew. During the Cold War, Los Alamos had been



congtructed asjust that, multiple Alamos that could withstand anuclear siege.

The elevator deposited them in asmall lobby with red and whitetiles. Severa doorsled off. They entered
apodtive pressurear lock. Thewarm inner air blew against Abbot’ sface like atropicd breeze. Midway
through the air lock, he recognized asimple ultraviolet-ray gate. It bathed each visitor with alow-level
wash of radiation to kill externa microbes on their clothing and skin.

“The ddivery chamber,” said Cavendish. Thefar door did open.

It waslike emerging benegth the sea. Theroomwasavirtua cavern, thirty feet high, glimmering with
aquamarine light. Two of the walls were honeycombed with work stations that had their own sets of
ladders and catwalks. A third wal held arow of glassed-off offices, like sky boxes at astadium. Inthe
center stood alarge, spherica aguarium tank of glassribbed with metd. The air wasfilled with arhythmic
beating.

“Thisisthefina stage of our artificia womb process,” Cavendish explained. “ That sound you hear comes
from afetd heart monitor.”

Immediately Abbot began assembling the clues. He timed the heartbegt, and if it was human, it was not
infant. The water was brilliant blue. Synthetic amniotic fluid, he guessed. Three men and atal womanin
no-nonsense swimsuits were adjusting their face masks and scuba gear up on the deck overlooking the
water. Something was about to be born.

Golding was flabbergasted. “How did you come by dl this?” she demanded. “ There was nothing like this
inthe budget.”

“My scrounger discovered most of it in the other lab buildings,” said Cavendish. “We had somethings
the other labs wanted. It was a straight exchange. No money involved. No paperwork. It doesn’t appear
inthe budget.”

“Your scrounger?’

“Acquistions specidig, if youwill. I've used him before. He' s knocking around here somewhere, abig
fellow, very resourceful. | decided to bring him on board.”

“Thisisn't apirate ship,” said Golding. “ Just what isgoing on here?’
“Making do, Doctor,” Cavendish answered. “Making do.”

An assstant hurried forward with afolded EK G readout marked with pencils and red and blue ink.
Cavendish let the folds spill across his lap and the computer console. “We rein target range,” he
declared to Abbot and Golding. “If you'll join the others, we' re about to begin.”

They crossed a stedl-grate bridge and joined the others at viewing stations midway up the agquarium wall.
Bluelight rippled across Elise’ sface. They heard a splash above. One of the divers appeared in aburst
of white bubbles and long thighs. “ She could be her mother,” said Elise. With astart, Abbot recognized
Miranda

The other diversjoined her. They floated in acircle, heads up, waiting. In aminute, a Plexiglas box the
size of asmall telephone booth was lowered into the water. The divers converged and quickly opened
the box to reveal an opaque, veined sac. The sac had alimp coil of cable or cord attached.

Their finsfeathering the water, the divers each cradled aside of the sac. They were vigilant of the colored
wires leading up to the surface. One was the fetal monitor, Abbot judged, the rest read other vita sgns.



Then he saw what lay curled ingde the sac. Elise groaned.

Candled by underwater lights, the hunched, curled silhouette amost resembled the Thinker. Anticipation
crackled among the scientists. They werelooking at afree-floating womb. The organ pul sed.

But to Abbot’ seye, the figurein the sac looked too large. Flexed initsfetal curl, it was easily the Sze of
the divers hovering about. Even the Neandertal infant had been just a quarter thissize. Had they created
agiat?

“Cavendish!” an outraged voice came from their ranks. “Where are you, by god!”
“Here)” sad Cavendish. “I'm gtill with you.”

They looked up. He had backed onto a small lift and now sat above them beside the tank. Hisface was
lit green by his computer screen. “ Thirteen weeks ago, a cloned embryo was implanted in the synthetic
womb you now see suspended in our birthing tank.” He spoke swiftly and clearly. No Q & A dlowed.
Hewas racing that heartbest.

Thirteen weeks!thought Abbot.From conception to birth, just three months? Then he thought,Miranda.
He remembered her little mongter Winston, born in agtate of full maturity.

“Our womb represents arevolutionary advance,” Cavendish continued. “The sac is built from nylon for
tensle strength and from the embryo’s own DNA. Asthe fetus grew, so did the womb. The umbilicusis
made of embryonic DNA recombined with the genesfor spider silk, which dlowed for the attachment of
aplastic tube. Throughout gestation, nutrients—again, grown from the embryo’ s own stem cell
material—have been fed through the cord, which was a'so connected to an ordinary heart machine. That
oxygenated the blood and carried away impurities. The fetal environment was maintained at 98.6 degrees
Fahrenheit.”

His audience was not pleased. “ The bastard’ s gone and doneit,” a man grunted.
“But thirteen weeks?” They were dtill baffled. It was clearly human, and yet not possibly human.

Cavendish ignored the hubbub. “Hisbirth—it’saboy, I’ll spoil the surprise—was timed for your
participation. I’'m pleased to announce that histime has come.”

“Stop,” avoice shouted. “ Stop before you start, by god.” The crowd parted. Sir Benjamin Barneswas a
reedy, old Brit supported by a briar-wood cane. One of the fathers of DNA science, he had used his
Nobel to create apersonal fortune, bed international beauties, and generaly sabotage those trying to
follow in hisfootsteps. “ Thisfreak show of yourswill be our ruin. Therabble, you havenoidea....”

Cavendish maintained hisMonaLisasmile. Helet the old man finish.

“If you had been properly trained, sir,” Barnes said, “you would know that scienceisadow, quigt,
cautiousthing. It is necessary to give people time to make sense of our discoveries. To digest, you see.”

Cavendish cocked his head, listening to the heartbest. It was growing faster. It contradicted caution. “No
timefor that, I’'m afraid,” he said. “Unlessyou mean to kill thisinnocent being with your virtues.”

Old Barnesrapped his cane against the floor. The rubber tip did not make a sound. “That’ s coercion. |
object. Strenuoudly object.”

The heartbeat quickened. “ Sir Benjamin votesfor death, then,” Cavendish said. “ And the rest of you?’



Abbot watched the brinksmanship. He knew the outcome, or thought he did. The child would be born.
But not before Cavendish bent them to hiswill. He was assaulting their hypocrisy. Human cloning wasthe
other shoe waiting to drop. For years people had been pretending the shoe was in a state of zero gravity.
They had the technology, the genetic map, the kills...but not the daring.

The band of scientists stood silent. The heart drummed faster over the speakers, urgent, profound. Elise
spoke up. “You vetwisted natureinsde out,” she said.

“What'snew?’ Cavendish replied. “Include yourselves. It'swhat we do.”
“Itisprecisaly what we do not do. That is Sir Benjamin’ s point.”

Abbot waited. Would Cavendish shrug? Call them fools? He was smarter than that. “As| learned the
sory,” hereplied evenly, “ Prometheus did not ask the gods for permission to borrow fire. He reached
out hishand. And he snatched it from them.”

“And was punished for eternity,” Elisereminded him.
“Y es, but he knew therisks. And hetook them,” said Cavendish. “And helit our darkness.”

The fetal monitor beat at them. Thefigure insde the sac had arted to struggle weskly. Floating in the
tank of water, Mirandaran her hand over the sdes asif to soothe the unborn child.

Eliseressted Cavendish. “Why?’ shesaid.

“To quote the great Oppenheimer,” Cavendish said, “when you see something that’ stechnically swest,
you go ahead and do it.”

“But what' sthe purpose?’
Cavendish shrugged. “Who knows? Someone will find one someday, I’ m sure.”

All eyesfixed on Elise. She was Cavendish’ s boss. He had surrendered authority to her, but only to force
her surrender to him.

“Deéliver the poor thing,” she muttered.

“Asyouwish.” Cavendish gave asingle decisive tap at akey on hiswheelchair’ s computer pand. It was
thesgnd.

One of the divers snipped the colored wireswith apair of scissors. The heartbest fell slent. Inthe
slence, they heard adistant voice counting down to zero. The wires were drawn up and out of the water.

A scalpel appeared in Miranda s hand. She made a careful incision. The sac opened. Its contents gushed
out in apinkish plume. The plume obscured their view. The other divers hel ped open theincison asthe
scalpel moved. Asthey peeled away the placental deeve, more organic debris floated outward. Between
the divers and the plume, it was impossible to see the newborn.

Then the clone drifted free. He began to sink like afdling climber, upside down, the umbilica cord
trailing like dack rope. Abbot thought the scalpel must have dipped, because along black stream floated
from the head. It wasn't blood, though, but hair, three or four feet of it.

Miranda kicked hard and dove lower. In dow motion, she opened her arms and caught him from below.
Hishair settled around her shoulders.



Thiswas no infant. The clone opened hisarms and unfolded hislegs, and at the end of each limb wasa
rack of curled, tangled nails. He had abeard. A wholelifetime of hair and nails, Abbot redized. The
clone' sbhody hair was stark black against skin that had never seen the sun.

The other diversjoined Miranda, and together, cradling the man between them, they drafted upwards.
Asthey passed the observation windows, the clone suddenly woke to his new world. He opened his
eyes. And they were blue. Cornflower blue. “Look!” someone gasped.

Inside her dive mask, even Miranda appeared shocked.
The face was unmistakable. Cavendish had cloned himsdlf. It grew more audacious than that.

The eyes opened wider. The cloneturned his head, taking in the surroundings. He noticed the audience
of scientists watching from the other side of the glass. A faint smile gppeared in his streaming beard.

“Did you seethat?’” Abbot whispered to Elise.
“Of course, | saw,” she seethed. “He' s doomed us. The genieis out of the bottle now.”

“No, Elise. The smile. He smiled. He recognized us”

6
Monster

KATHMANDU/BADRIGHOTJAIL
THIRTEENMONTHSLATER

Likeagargoyleinwirerims, Nathan Lee sat crossdegged in the windowslll with Grace s storybook in his
lap. He'd been at work with it for nearly ayesar. It was early in the morning. Blue fog |apped against what
were |eft of histoes. Behind him on the floor, three leperslay dreaming in ahuddle,

The palace belonged to me he neatly printed.At night | listened to my heart beating and the quiet claws of
gecko lizards. To thelizards, | wasking.

Heleft afour-inch space for art work. That would come later, maybe an aerid view of an Escher-style
maze. Or anaturalist sketch of agecko. He d aways been pretty fair at drawing. He would giveit athin
sepiawash, or gently lay in somewater colorswith adry brush. One had to be careful painting on this

old rice paper.

| could look down and spy people going about their ordinary lives.He bent closeto seetheink on the
page. His candle kept flickering in the tin lantern.But no matter how loud | shouted, no one seemed to
notice me. No one, until the day alittle girl happened to look up at my window.

Heloved this hour. He had made a habit of waking first among the prisoners. All too soon the dawn
would break wide open. Roosters would screech; dogs would bark. Nine hundred men and boys would
fill theyard, muttering prayers and hawking up the taste of night, clamoring, washing, bartering for extra
rations of rice or for old Hindi movie magazines or rags of clothing. The noise would stretch into night, the
clockwork of volleybals batting back and forth and chess pieces clicking and lunatics chanting. But for
now, his peace held and he could pretend to be alone with his daughter.

Long ago, Badrighot Prison had been a Rana palace. At this hour, in thisfog, it was easy to make out the



bygone glory. In buildings now occupied by murderers and political prisoners and rapigts, rgjas once
listened to music. From terraces where prisoners now grew smal red tomatoes and ginger roots, princes
used to fly kites. Monkeys had capered in an arbor that no longer existed. Elephants and peacocks had
drunk from apool with emerald green lotuses. He had discovered dl of thisand wovenitinto his
storybook.

The former palace had become his escape. Ironically it was escape that had brought him here. Since
being jailed fourteen months ago, Nathan Lee had gotten loose three times. He wasn't very good at it.
Thelongest hisfreedom had ever lasted was fifteen minutes.

After histhird escape, they had transferred him to this medieva compound with its towering brick wals.
He' d gotten five years added to histwenty. As an extra punishment, they’ d placed him with the lepers. It
amounted to a death sentence. It wasn't the leprosy that concerned Nathan Lee. He knew it wasrarely
contagious. But the lepers were regarded as waking dead. They received lessfood than the other
prisoners. Even on afull ration, Nathan Lee knew hewould never last aquarter century inthis Third
World sewer.

The leper asylum stood off by itself and was considered more secure than the other buildings. It waslike
abox within abox. The guards watched it, but so did the prisoners. Even the untouchables | oathed to
have lepers mingling with the generd population. Like geese, prisonerswould cry thedarm if anyone
tried to leave the building. The one person lower than them al wastheir sole Westerner. Their one and
only man egter.

Nathan Lee remembered histrid only vaguely, as part of alarger nightmare of interrogation and jail and
the horror of hisfrosthitten toes blackening on the bone. He remembered the pitiless Indian doctor with
his scissors more than the judges or lawyers. Apparently some kind of animal had gotten to Rinchen’s

body before the authorities did. Gruesome photos were introduced showing the ravaged corpse tangled
in Nathan Lee' s pink climbing rope. Once the charge of cannibalism was raised, the American consular
officer had quit sitting behind Nathan Lee in the courtroom. TheMen's Journal writer had moved closer.

In asworn deposition delivered by diplomatic pouch, Professor David Ochs claimed Nathan Lee had
tried to throw him, too, off the mountainsde. “Mongter,” concluded Nepal’ s main newspaper, The Rising
Sun. “Theyeti lives.” The court agreed. Nathan Lee had grown used to the pitter-patter of prisoners
spitting on him or flicking stones at hislegs. Whét tore at him was how much Grace might be hearing of it.
He could only pray Lydiawould spare her.

To hissurprise, the lepers were good to him. They doctored and fed him when he developed afever.
They gave him astraw mat and a blanket and a mosquito net belonging to a dead man. Some mornings
they would ask grave questions about his dreams. It turned out he wept in his deep every night.

Once aday, they were dlowed to walk around the compound. It was usually the hottest part of the day,
or the wettest, or the coldest. Most of the other prisonersretregted inside their own buildingswhile the
lepers staggered and limped around the walking circuit at the foot of the walls. One day he found tusk
marks high upon the eastern wall. Though the gouges had been plastered over, they were the ghostly
evidence of royd e ephants. That was the beginning of his book for Grace.

After that, he pursued an archaeological survey of the old paace. He paced off measurements, gained an
overlook of the grounds from the upper windows, collected ord histories. He cameto treat it ashis
long-lost dissertation. His exploration quickly became magica for the lepers, too. They gave him paper
and ink for hisdrawings. He gave them wings.

He hired one of the lepers, a cobbler, to sew his pages together into a book. It was comprised of a



hodgepodge of paper. Some were pieces of rice paper, some linen or pulped wood, and some were
empty end pages recycled from other books. A few were even made of papyrus or soft vellum. In all
there were over three hundred pages bound together in acover taken from a nineteenth-century botany
compendium entitledF ora of the Greater Himalaya, by George Bogle, apotato specidist. The book was
asbeautiful asit was strange. It weighed five poundsin hishands. It even smelled rare and enticing. His
archaeologica notes and stories-in-progress occupied thefirst 183 pages. The rest was blank, waiting
for his pen and paintbrush. Each morning, Nathan Lee rose at this same hour to fill in alittle more.

Now he adjusted the tin lantern, and by its orange glow resumed hisfairytale of the mongter in the
tower.She was so small down there among that crowd. | wondered, Who could she be? What did she
think, seeing my faraway face?

Heleft the rest of that page blank for awatercolor portrait of alittle girl. It would consume him for days.
Of late, hefound himsalf confusing Grace with images of other girls and women. The lepers had shown
him antique studio pictures of their wives and daughters, and their facesintruded on him. He had glued
the snapshot of Grace to theinside cover, but it was nearly ruined from water and sun exposure. Time
was againg him and he knew it. She was growing up. Her fifth birthday was coming soon.

He' d sent dozens of letters, wishfully picturing Lydiareading them to Grace, and yet knowing better. Not
so much as apostcard came back. Maybe Grace believed her daddy had perished in the Himaayas, a
colorful excusefor her preschoal friends. Just aslikely, she' d been told he was an animal rotting ina

faraway cage.

Nathan Lee closed the book. It wastimeto start afirein the clay pit in the floor. He tucked the book in
highola, ahaversack made of coarse wool. The book fit perfectly, leaving just enough space for his pens
and thelittle watercolor kit. Thejholanever |eft hisside.

As he was backing from the window, the fog suddenly parted and Nathan Lee saw something he' d never
seen. Thirty feet away, at his same height, there was amonkey in the guard tower. It was perched on its
haunches. The monkey saw him at the same moment. They regarded each other, then the monkey
resumed egting a piece of fruit from some neighborhood dtar.

Nathan Lee waited. There had to be some mistake. The guards were gone.

He sniffed for the smoke of theirbidis. He threw a pebble at the tower. The monkey bared itsteeth and
turned its rump to him and vanished into the fog. Now the guard tower stood completely empty.

What could this meanhe wondered. All winter, Kathmandu' s power supply had been dowly dying. For
the last severad weeks there had been no dectricity at al. The prison’s loudspeakers no longer blared
childlike Hindi songs. At night the rusty lightbulbs didn’t light. The blackout spawned al kinds of theories.
Some claimed it was evidence of a changein government. Others thought the rivers had run low. The
country bumpkins blamed a dearth of lightning bolts the preceding summer.

Nathan Leetook off his glasses and carefully wiped them. He was thorough. He rubbed his eyes and
replaced the glasses, and it was the same. The tower was empty.

There should have been two or three guards out there in the tower. They had gotten used to Nathan Lee
gtting in hiswindow with the orange candle flame. Onefdlow had made amorning ritua of aming his
rifle at the American canniba. Nathan Lee would press his palmstogether in greeting, a
wordlessnamaste. The guard would smile behind hisiron sights. Not this morning. All were gone.

Nathan Lee swung hislegs down and stood on the clay floor. His limbs ached. He dung higholaon one
shoulder. He didn’'t wake the lepers. Thefire could wait. Barefoot, he stole down the wooden staircase.



Theleper building had only one entrance. He paused in the low doorway. Going out without permission
was forbidden. But who would see him in thismist?

He took the chance and stepped from the building. No one cried out. He headed uphill, hopping wide
acrossthe ditch with grey water. Two posts marked the volleyball court. He limped acrossamillion
footprints pounded into the dirt. The blue air smelled of ash and curry and urine.

A soft clapping noise came from behind. He stopped. It was only a prisoner in the distance, the dap-dap
of histhongs fading out. Nathan Lee went on, heading straight for the front gate. Regular prisonerslived
for the gate. It wastheir eventua exit. Through itsbars, they visited their lawyers, business associates,
and loved ones. None of that applied to him, so he had avoided it. Until now.

The mouth of atunndl yawned just ahead. Nathan Lee tried to remember what lay insde. When they’d
brought him here, he was dmost catatonic with despair. He remembered the clatter of chainsbeing
dropped and the heavy gate screeching on its hinges and an interva of darkness. His heart was racing.
He entered.

The tunnel ran thirty feet, but seemed much longer. It was pitch black insde, the arched walls greasy with
human passage. Nathan L ee reached the entrance. The gate hung open. Itsiron straps were pitted with
rust. The chainslay at hisfeet like dead serpents. He stopped.

Just ahead lay the world. It was dmost too much to believe. Thefog was thinning. He could see buildings
hanging in the distance. L.ittle shapes—people, dogs, cows?—roamed through the far mist. Therewas
not aguard in ght.

He hestated. Wasthisatrap? A dream? It seemed so close to one of hisfairytales about a city that
suddenly evaporated around alone traveler.

Closing hiseyes, Nathan Lee planted one bare foot outside the walls. There was no gunfire, no darm.
Mobs did not assemble. Thunder did not crack the sky. He let out a breath. For months he had
contemplated all sorts of harrowing escapes. Now al he had to do was walk away? The moment was
surreal. He began walking.

For the first few minutes, he didn’t darelook over his shoulder, afraid asingle glance might sveep him
backwardsinto jail. With every step he wanted to run through the streets, shout, throw hisarmsin the air.
He kept hisarms close. Thegholawith his book rapped against his hipbone. He had no other possession
in the world except the rags on his back.

A human figure surfaced to hisleft, giving him agtart. It was agoddess, her shrine built into the red brick
wall. Vermilion and ghee smeared her face and shoulders. While he stood looking &t the stoneidol, a
woman and her daughter approached.

Nathan Lee drew hisebowstighter to hisribs. He was caught. Surely they would cry out. But the
woman didn’t waste a glance on him. She was businesdikein her devotion, tossing abit of rice,
murmuring aprayer. Thelittle girl stared a him with huge black eyes. Nathan Leelowered hishead and
moved away.

His previous escapes had been nothing but wild, mindless gallops. Thistime, he vowed, would be
different. He wanted to bolt from the city. But for the moment, his best ruse would be to mingle with
other Westernersin the tourist ditrict. Even there, Nathan Lee knew he would stick out. Injail, he'd
weighed himself by the hook scale used for sacks of rice. He had shrunk to forty-six kilos. At six feet
two, he weighed less than Miss America



In the fabled hippie days, world travelers used to show up looking much like he did now, thin as
skeletons, draped with rags, unwashed, impure, hair long. That was then. Nowadays tourists came
gporting North Face and Nike brands, with designer sunglasses and thousand-dollar video cameras.
Perhaps they would mistake him for asaddhu and give him some money. That would be a start. He could
beg for clothes. Shoeswere apriority. And socks. And food. And abackpack. His thoughts tumbled.
Maybe some climberswould take him in. Maybe he could even arrange a passport. For the time being,
the American embassy was out, however. The police would surely be watching it for him soon.

The migt bled pink, then burned to white. Nathan Leefdlt like avampire, desperate to get off the streets.
Clutching highola, he reached the main road, Kanti Path, and it was strangely slent. By now there should
have been a stream of traffic with honking horns and the jingle of bicycle bells. Instead, two farmers were
trying to push acart piled with grass between scores of taxis and autorickshaws and buses. .. dl of them
abandoned. Some stood parked in the middle of the street, others had pulled onto the sdewalk. Judging
by theflat tires and missing seets, they had been sitting here for weeks or months.

Agtonished, he spoke to the two farmers. “Why are the carslike this?’ he asked in Nepdli.

“Bhote,” one said to the other, indicating Nathan Lee. With his bad accent and dumb question, they took
him for amountain yoke.

“Do you think acar useswater?’ the other said to Nathan Lee,

Fuel,he meant. There was no fuel. Now Nathan Lee saw the strangle weeds growing everywhere from
cracksin the asphat. He looked around, and the post office wasin smilar condition, itsdoors|lolling
open, creepers growing up the concrete. Telephone cables hung down the sides, dit open for their wires.
Wood smoke came from broken windows. Squatters had taken residence in there. No fuel, no postal
service, no police, no eectricity, no phone. The infrastructure had vanished. “What happened?’ asked
Nathan Lee.

“Mahakaa,” one farmer responded.Mahakaawas awrathful deity. He was black and ferocious, with a
sword of flamesto cut down the demons of ignorance.

“Theworld iscoming to an end,” said the other farmer.
“Wasthereawar?’ asked Nathan Lee.
“No, | just told you. It just iss0.” The man shrugged.” Ke garne?’ What to do?

They returned to pushing their cart. The morning fog opened wider. Sunlight glinted on Swayambunath,
the hilltop temple to the west. People surfaced from their homes. Freshly paintedtikas on their foreheads
were bright and preciselike bullseyes. Men woretiny devotiona flower petalsin their hair. Shopkeepers
opened their shutters and peasants laid their winter vegetablesin neat rowsfor sae. Asif the odor of raw
meat weren't enough, bright orange goat heads—rubbed with tumeric to keep away flies—advertised a
butcher shop. Chinese bicycles, deathless clunkers, clattered back and forth, bellsjingling.

And no one paid the dightest attention to him! Penniless, weak, and bewildered, he began to relax.
Maybe thiswas adream, after dl. Maybe he was dtill lying adeep on his straw mat.

Kahmandu had dways been avortex of centuries swirling upon themsdves, the medieval and the
modern. Electric lines threaded among thirteen-tiered temples. Ancient sione gods peered up from shafts
in the agphdt. What he saw this morning was mostly the medieva. Video and fax shops, Indian
boutiques, carpet andthangka stores: al were closed, their sgnsripped away. The air wasrich with
spices, smoke, dung, meat, wood shavings, incense. ..everything but the city’ sinfamous smog. The



dinosaur blaring of taxi horns was extinguished. Time had dowed down. The world had dipped acog.

Nathan Lee couldn’t shake the feding of fantasia. His somach rumbled. Kathmandu was huge. Its
templesloomed. What redly threw him was the shift in human scale. Nepdis had dways seemed to him
dight and undernourished. But this morning everyone looked lush and muscular. His norm had become
emaciated prisoners.

The plaza of Durbar Marg was packed so tightly with cars and busesthat it looked like solid metal.
Vehicles had been pushed from the narrow streetsinto this rusting junkpile among serene pagodas. He
kept moving, |etting the tangle of streets guide him. He had escaped into a city moving backward in time.
Now he had to figure away to escape time itsdlf.

At thetime of hisarret, political parties had been waging street warfare with posters and paint. Now al
the politica graffiti had been whitewashed to extinction, replaced by images of their god-king, a
youngcaudillo in sunglasses and a pencil moustache. Had he decreed areturn to traditional ways? That
might explainit.

The street wound back and forth. The city was so quiet! No radios, no horns, no engine roar. Here and
there little courtyards opened in the walls like separate worlds. People circled shrines, ringing little temple
bells. Soothsayers and ayurvedic doctors and professional ear cleaners plied their trades on steps
beneath temple eaves.

Hereached Thamd, the tourist digtrict. Hislittle expedition with Ochs had started here a the Tibet
Guesthouse, afavorite of mountaineers. It was closed, the meta gates wired together. He meandered
deeper into tourist territory, his ssomach pinched with hunger. This should have been his sanctuary, a
place among fellow Americans, brothers of the rope, sympathizers. But there were no climbers prowling
for one-night stands, no adventure-travelers with StairMaster thighs, no package tourists, no money
changers, shoeshine boys, or professional beggars. Trekking shops and bookstores stood shuttered.
Gaudy Chrigmastree lightsin restaurant windows were dead on the vine. Led Zeppelin was nowherein
the air. The whole scene had gone belly-up.

Then he glimpsed aman and woman at the far end of the block. They were dressed in New Age gypsy
clothing. Her hair was blonde. The man was pushing a sturdy, green mountain bike. Westerners!

Nathan Leedidn’t call out. After so many months spent among the whispering lepers, he had become an
untouchable in hisown mind. He hurried to catch them. His knee ached. The missing toesforced a
rocking, hitched gimp. He even walked like aleper now.

The woman was draped with haf a dozen scarves flowing in the sunbeams. Their pace was casud. Her
laughter sparkled. She was smoking amintbidi. What for Nathan Lee was a painful, life-and-desth
pursuit amounted to nothing but amorning stroll for them.,

His pursuit dowed. He was weak. He lost them. Then he spied abidi in the gutter till venting mint
tendrils. Spurred on, he found the man’ sbicycle resting against the wall. Nathan Lee smelled food. It was
arestaurant of sorts, an old-fashioned, no-nonsensebhaati that probably served nothing but tea, rice and
lentils with chicken parts on the bone. He descended the few steps and bent to enter aroom lit with two
candles. It could have been an opium den.

As hiseyes adjusted to the dimness, Nathan Lee saw the man and woman. They werethe only
customers. He went toward them and stopped, keeping arespectful distance. He didn’t speak.

Findly the woman said, “Ooo are yoo?’ She was French. She had rings on her thumbs and fingers. Her
eyeswere rimmed with kohl, her earsfringed with gold earrings. Exotic was her middle name. The man



wore red pujathreads around histhroat. His left hand was wrapped with prayer beads. His eyes were
golden with jaundice. Dharma bums. Nathan L ee read them in an ingtant. They had cast themsdlves|oose
from their homeland. They would be dogmatic about not being dogmeatic. Mankind was their landscape.
Once upon atime they might have been his parents.

Nathan Lee was afraid to tell the woman hisname. “1 need your help,” he said.

She moved a candle towards hisface. “Why isthat? Look at me.” She moved the candle back and forth.
“Have you forgotten yoursdl f?’

Nathan Lee blinked at the flame. Was this some mystical riddle? The question was very concerning to
her. He didn’t know what answer would satisfy her, so he said nothing.

The woman could not make up her mind about him. She set the candle back on the table and spoke to
her companion. “Maybe, maybe not,” shesaid. “I can't tell. They say it does't always show.”

“How did you come here?’ the man asked him. “ And speak |ouder so we can hear.”
“I followed you,” Nathan L ee confessed.

“No, no. Where do you come from before this?’

“America,” Nathan Lee said tentatively.

Theman tsk’ ed at hisdull answer. Of course he was an American. The woman was more patient. She
tried again. “Did you come from the south? Or from the north, down from Tibet? Tea-bit, she
pronounced it.

Nathan Lee saw no choice but to trust them. “I wasinjail.”

“Y ou see, Monique?’ The man backed from Nathan Lee. “ The stories are true. They are locking them
up a the border.”

L ocking who upwondered Nathan Lee.What border?“ They let me go,” Nathan Lee quickly assured
them. “This morning. One hour ago.”

“Here?’ said the man. “1n Kathmandu?’ Kotmawn-doo?

“Let himdt,” said Monique. “Look at him. He can barely stand. Have you eaten? Where are your
things?’

Among the lepers he had quit feding impoverished. At least he had dl hisflesh, or most of it. And he had
his book.

The owner’ swife brought food. “ Sit,” said Monique, and she did her teain front of Nathan Lee. He
wrapped both hands around the hot glass and brought it to hislips. Therich taste of milk and sugar and
teadust took his breath away.

“Monique,” her companion complained in French. “We havelittle enough. And what if he came up from
India? He could mean theend of usal.”

“Theendiscoming,” she answered serendly. “It' sonly amatter of time. We agreed.”

Nathan Lee had no ideawhat they were talking about. M onique pushed across atin plate heaped with
riceand lentil gravy.“Merci,” hesad.



Monique s partner was not pacified. He turned to Nathan Lee. “Tell usthe truth. Are you infected?’

Suddenly Nathan Leeredized their concern. It was histoes. They thought he was aleper. He smiled.
“Don’'t worry. | lost those to the mountains.”

It was their turn to be confused. “Now he talks nonsense,” said the man.

Nathan Lee held out hisfoot. “Frostbite,” he amplified. “Not leprosy.”

The man tsk’ ed again. Stupid American. “Leprosy, what isthat? I’ m talking about the plague.”
“Plague?’ Therice was 50 fat, the spices sorich!

“Hetreats uslikefools,” the man snorted in French.

“Or maybe he doesn’t know,” Monique replied.

“After ayear?’ The man gave Nathan Lee ahard look.

“They cdl itkai yuga,” said Monique. “A dark era. We are entering a period of planetary holocaust. And
then the planet will bereborn. All of us. It will be aparadise on earth.Shambala.”

Nathan Lee took another drink of tea. Who was ta king nonsense now? He' d thought the apocalypse
was all over with after the Y 2K scare. But apparently some people were going to the ends of the earth to
get another hit.

Nathan Lee played aong. Hewasn't finished esting. He pointed at the candle flame. “I saw. Thecity has
no eectricity. The carsdon’t run. Thetourists are al gone. Where have they gone?’

“Tourigts?’ the man grunted. “ Thereis no such thing anymore. No more dilettantes. No more voyeurs.
Now onemust livered life. Or die.” He seemed pleased. Nathan Lee sfather could have spoken those
very words. Life wasrisk, death abitch.

“You redly don’t understand, do you?’ Monique said to Nathan Lee. “Thewholeworld islikethis” She
swam her fingersthrough the flame’ saureole. “ And soon it will be like this” She pinched the wick,
plunging their tabletop into gloom.

After aminute, Nathan Lee' s eyes adjusted and he could see his plate of food again. He applied his
spoontoit.

“We came ahead of themaadie,” she continued. “We werein Indiawhen it broke out in Europe and
Africa. That was e even months ago. Now it iscoming across central Asa We have come hereto wait
for our destiny.”

“Thereweresgns. Omens,” sad her lover. “ Earthquakes. Great avalanchesin the Alps. Windstorms that
flattened parts of the continent. Drought in Africa. Wildfiresin Russa Swarms of locusts. Deformed
frogs. | have afriend who saw riversturn to blood in Kosovo.” He paused to see the American's
resction.

Nathan Lee didn’'t dare spesk hismind, not before his medl was finished. There was no telling when he
would eat again. Things were getting buggy with this French pair. Thiswas what they meant by a plague?
Thelitany of disasters was feeble. Since when had therenot been earthquakes and avalanches and
wildfiresand locusts? They fell under the heading Mother Nature. Asfor deformed frogs, blame Dow
Chemical. And bloody rivers? The cutthroats of Serbia. “ Sounds like Moses dl over again,” he said



between hites.

“Yes” sad the Frenchman. “But thistime God is erasing His own book of Geness” Hewent onto list
more adversties. crop falures, heat spells, lightning storms, afull eclipse, and an Arctic winter....in Rome
and Miami!

“And now some kind of flu,” Nathan Lee hel pfully added.

“No, not flu,” said Monique. “It is adisease like man has never known. Y ou become infected and soon
grow blind. That isthefirst phase. The color leaves your eyes.”

That was why she had wanted to see hiseyes.

“Later, your skin becomes transparent. Y ou grow into an apparition. The effect is quite beautiful,” she
sad. “Inthefina hours, the human heart is bared for al to see”

“You' ve seen thisyoursaf?’ asked Nathan Lee.
“Only picturesin magazines. Now there are no more magazines.”
Nathan Lee couldn’t help himsdlf. “ People are dying of invishility?’

“Not a al. That isasymptom, nothing more. Asthe pigment dissolves, your mind beginsto die. Soon
you forget everything. Everything. Soldiers at war, they drop their wegpons. That isgood. But aso,
farmersleave ther fields. Mothersforget their babies. The socia contract fallsto pieces. The entire
population dowly starves. One by one, the nations are dying. Thereis no cure. No hope.”

“Thisisin Europe, you say?’

“Thereis no Europe anymore.”

“Theremust be survivors,” said Nathan Lee.
“None.”

Nathan Lee didn’t believe aword of it. They had to be exaggerating about some pocket of disease. No
disease could have a hundred percent attrition, or it would end up wiping itself out. It occurred to him
that they were part of some doomsday cult. Theirguru orrinpoche had hooked a pair with these two.

“You don't believe me?’ the Frenchman seethed. “My whole family. My country. Gone.”
“It just seems so fantadtic,” he said. “How can adisease that kills everyone....”

Monique interrupted him. “The diseaseis not the killer. They forget themselves. It isa state of peace, not
death. The people are dying because they no longer remember to eat or they wander into the cold with
no clothing. They fal from bridges and drown. They walk into the sea.”

This was getting more farfetched by the word. “Where are the doctors? Where are the relief agencies?’

“They tried,” Monique somberly declared. “It iswhat they call adoctors disease. The doctorsrushed in,
only to be killed very quickly. Rescue groups learned not to send workers because they became infected,
too. Then the airdrops of food were suspended, too, because it was decided food only prolonged the
auffering. My mother....” She stopped.

My daughter.Her face flashed in Nathan Lee’ s mind. For amoment heimagined her as part of thiswild



French fantasy. Immediately he rgjected the notion. 1t was very smple. In his heart he could never accept
such athing. His daughter had sustained him through his hell. He would sugtain her.

A tear trickled down Monique' sface. The man reached to hold her hand. “ Our loved ones are freed of
auffering,” he said. “They are cleansed. They have entered the stream.”

Nathan Lee listened to the man’ stwaddle, and a switch flipped insde him. He felt anger. They were
feeding him, but he didn’t owe them hisgullibility. They were deuded. Their story was sdf-fulfilling. They
had gone on a pilgrimage to destroy the salf and be reborn, and so their whole world was doing it with
them.

“And so the plagueiscoming?’ Nathan Lee said.

“From the south. No one knows when it will arrive. Weeks. Months.”

“But why are people walking around like nothing' s happening? Hasn't anyone told them?”’
“They know. It was dl foretold. But where would they go?’

Outsde, atemple bell chimed. A cart rumbled by. Nathan Lee finished wolfing down hisrice. Hefdt
clarified by the food and caffeine. A plan was coming together in hismind.

“What about you?’ he asked them.

Monique regained her composure. “ The Lord Buddha teaches usto have aclear mind. Our placeis
here,” shesaid. “The present eraisover. A higher specieswill evolve. Gods and godesses will
repopulate the mountaintops. Thewhed of lifeisturning.”

Nathan Lee thanked them for the medl. He wished them well.
“Nameaste,” Monique said to him. | bow to the divinein you.

Outsde the restaurant, Nathan Lee straddled the Frenchman’ s mountain bike and rode off. A moan of
joy escaped hislips. Hewas free. He was going to see his daughter.
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LOSALAMOS
NoOVEMBER, ONEWEK LATER

She found Miranda aone among the bones, singing. The world was going to pieces. The borders were
sedled. The plague was coming. And here she sang. Golding paused in the doorway. It was some soft
sort of ballad, maybe very old, maybe the latest tune, and Miranda could have been serenading the
clutter of skullsand femursand ribs.

Golding felt her heart reach out. The girl looked so solitary among the dead, but she sounded so happy.
She didn’'t belong here. And yet so much depended on her being right where she was. Mirandawas
findly letting her hair grow out. Pale red strands traced across the mahogany bones.

“Knock, knock,” she said.

Miranda s heed lifted. “Elise?” A smilelit her face, no pretence, no ulterior motive. Golding had not felt



so welcomein along time. They hugged, and Miranda held onto her the extra, golden second.
“Am| interfering?’
“| was just getting some of the guys pieced together. Comein. Y ou can help, if you want.”

Golding walked among the tables, and every bone carried asmall bar-code decdl. Somelay in little
heaps on plagtic or duminum trays. Some had been partialy articulated: ribsto vertebrae, mandiblesto
craniums. Here was most of ahand, here only afingernail. Severd nearly completed skeletonslay ina
long line, head to toe. Many of the bones had been sawed or drilled. There were hacksaws on the wall,
even amedt cleaver.

“It took quite asearch to find you,” said Golding. “ The security chief for your building findly suggested
thisplace”

“Captain Enote?’

“An older man. An Indian. He said no one can keep up with you.”

“The Captain fretsover me,” laughed Miranda. “ Just like you do. What brings you here?’

“l cameto seeyou.”

Mirandawas politely flattered, then said, “1 mean Los Alamos, you were just here aweek ago.”
“I cameto seeyou,” Golding repeated serioudy.

Mirandalowered her eyes, and her pleasure made Golding fed joyful and loved, but sad, too. This
beautiful young woman meant so much to so many people. They liked her. It was stronger than that,
more than her geniusthat drew them. They bdlieved in her. Mirandawas blind to it; that was Miranda.
She should have had lovers, and Golding was pretty sure she had never had one. She should have had
girlfriends and jogging partners and belonged to book clubs. She should have been making group raids
on the Santa Fe art scene and breaking boys' hearts and talking deep talk over long medls. All of that.
But shewas adone. Minus her father, all Miranda had for family was afrail old lady who showed up in her
life oncein ablue moon.

“Iseverything okay?’ Miranda asked.

Everything was not okay. They would get to that, dowly. “What on earth are you doing over here?’
Golding asked. “The Captain said thisis your latest hangout.”

“I have anidea,” Miranda confided.

“I"d loveto hear it.”

“All right. Just give meaminute.” She tucked astrand of hair behind her ear. 1 wasfinishing something.”
“Takeyour time. | won't touch anything.”

“Oh,” said Miranda, “the bones are safe.”

Golding continued her stroll along the aides. She began to see the wounds. Traumawas not her specidty,
but the marks and breaks spoke clearly. Some of these men had lived violent, brutal lives. Y ou could see
wherefractures had healed or calcium had fused over nicks and cuts on the bone. More glaring were the
injuriesthat had not healed. Golding looked around the large room. These men from Golgotha had died



horribly.

She knew about the bones. Everyone did. Visitors had compared the remains to the aftermath of agreat
battle. But as Golding walked about, few of the injuries correlated with ancient battle. The skulls had not
been caved in. Neck vertebrae didn’t display the dice marks of cut throats nor the chop of beheading.
Collarbones were not cleaved by swords or axes. She had read that preindustrid warriors commonly
displayed more damage to their left, or defensive side, yet the wounds to either arm were random and
few.

The unhedled bone injuries were amost exclusively lower extremity. Hedl bones had been pierced by
spikes. Long leg bones had been hacked, snapped, and bent. A curious wound, one scholars hadn’t
thought of before this discovery, was an incision across the front of the knee. Sever the patellar tendon
and you got the same result as breaking aman’ s thighbone, and with alot less effort. How terrible,
thought Golding. Death on Roman and Jewish crosses resulted from asphyxiation. No matter their agony,
these men had struggled hour after hour to push themselves upwards to breathe. Surely some of them
had tried to hang down and escape into death. But their bodies had taken over. Life could be such a
stubborn vegetable.

Miranda closed adrawer and came over. “ There are something like nine thousand bone fragments here.
I”’m il getting to know who' swho.”

“Y ou're putting them dl together?’

Mirandaleaned over and straightened afew finger bones. * People wander in now and then. It'slikeabig
community jigsaw puzzlefor them. They fill in what they can. Then someone ese comesandfillsin alittle
more.”

They reached a set of metal shelves. It was asmall museum of execution tools: arusted hammer head,
bent nails, plaques of “keeper” wood driven over the foot or hand to keep the flesh and muscle from
tearing free.

“These dways get me,” Miranda said. She picked up asmall terracotta ampoule from a collection of
thirty or forty. “Tear vids. Their women left them by the crosses.” Shelaid it back on the shelf. “I’'vetried
scraping for asample.”

“A sample?’

“Y ou know, genetic. Female. All | getissdt.” Mirandamurmured, “ sorrow.”
“What isit you' relooking for?’

“Samething as everybody el se. Patient Zero.”

Golding didn’t have to ask which Patient Zero. No one even paid attention to the lesser contagions
anymore. Doomsayers were predicting Corfu might be bigger thanY ersiniapedtis. Little did they know.
At thirty-five percent mortdity, the Black Death was a case of the sniffles compared to whatever thisbug
was.

“Since when did you join epidemics?’

“Epidemicskind of joined me,” Miranda answered. “ Some of the other divisions came and asked if |
could help with different aspects.”

“I don’'t see the connection.” AlphaLab specidized in genome studies and cloning, not virus hunting.



“Y ou think thevirusis ill divein the bones?”’

“Not anymore. We know it s not. Not in these bones. Molecular Pathology descended on them like
termites, putting holesin everything, chopping specimensinto splinters. They gave up looking amonth
ago and threw everything in storage here.”

That'swhat Miranda had meant bythe bones are safe.

“They're il trying to get their hands on other genetic materia from the period,” said Miranda. “But it
won't be coming from Jerusalem. Not after what happened to those Navy kids.”

Kids.She sounded a hundred years old. Maybe a handful of the sailors had been her age. Therest had
been veteran soldiers and scientists, men and women twice her age and older. Golding had lost some
good friends to the operation.

Three months ago, the Navy had sent acarrier group back into the Mediterranean. The shipscarried a
rare dliance of specidists from the Centersfor Disease Control, the National Ingtitutes of Hedlth, and the
USArmy’sMedical Research Indtitute for Infectious Diseases. The misson wastdevised, Gulf
War—style, 24/7. It was supposed to have been asam dunk for American know-how, aquick end to
The End, as some tabloids had dubbed Corfu.

People everywhere had watched the operation unfold. The broadcasts were full of subtle dramaand
endless sdebars on disease control, treatments in progress, and barrier nursing procedures. On deck, the
crews manned their stations in cotton masks, paper booties, and latex gloves. Vessals deployed
throughout the hot zone with specific targets. They approached the port cities of Greece, Isradl,

Lebanon, and Egypt asif World War 111 were about to erupt. But the cradles of civilization were
desolate.

With the warships floating off shore, teams of virologidts, veterinarians, entomologists, physicians, and
zoologists had been airlifted to land to began their systematic hunt. Over television, the cities looked like
empty movie sets. The peace was surred. In Jerusalem, thewalls of the Old City glowed like molten gold
in the summer sun. Massive swarms of seabirds circled the metro areas, choosing their feasts.
Combatants no longer fought for the holy places. There were no pilgrims, no prophets, no merchants, no
children. Only tourists dressed in biohazard “moon” suits.

Their goa was smple: find thevirus...or prion...whatever type of microbe Corfu turned out to be. It had
to have anatura reservoir, aplace of origin. So far, the footprints were pure sciencefiction.
Epidemiologists had traced the contagion to an eccentric Greek hillionaire’ smansion on Corfu. In
time-honored tradition, the disease had been named after its point of outbreak. It was now known that
the Greek had collected—and opened—Christian relics, and routinely sent their contents to various labs
for analyss. Thanksto lab precautions and swift government action, the earliest emergence of Corfu had
been contained to the citieswhich held the labs. Investigators quickly compared |ab notes and pinpointed
the source, a Roman-eraglass phid with bits of human remains. Diseased remains. The problem was
more complicated than that. There was a source behind the source.

The contagion may have emerged—in this century—on an idand named Corfu, but that was not its
naturd reservoir. Nor wasthe rdlic, which had traveled from country to country over two thousand
years. No one knew the relic’ s provenance, only its mythology. Ready to believe anything, the public had
reached its own conclusions. The rdic must have held some part of the historical Jesus. The disease was,
therefore, adivine punishment. The proof lay in the dictionary. The Latinplagareferred to an affliction,
caamity or evil sent by God.

Divine or not, it was becoming clear that the natural reservoir was not just aplace, but atime. All



portions of the relic had long since disappeared in the internationa chaos. But according to lab reports,
the Greek’ swood samples had been dated to the early first century.

It was said that the Tartars besieging Kaffain the year 1347 had catapulted corpses infested with
bubonic plague over the city walls. Corfu wasthe equivalent. A disease had been catapulted through
time, from the year zero into the twenty-first century. Initsorigina form, twenty centuries ago, the virus
had apparently behaved likeanormal virus. It killed, but it dso left survivorswho could then tranamit it to
other hosts. With time, contagions tended to evolve aworking relationship with their host population.
From syphilisto malaria, once-lethd diseases grew less maevolent. Killer viruseslike chickenpox
became mere childhood diseases. Even AIDS and Ebola and the fictitious Andromeda Strain | eft
UNVivors.

So far, Corfu was different. Captured and contained as part of arelic two thousand years ago, the virus
had apparently mutated. It had grownmore lethd. Mathematically, the odds were just as greet that avirus
would become more deadly than less deadly. Until this point in time, mankind had been lucky, that was
al. Now, in an age of super technology, experts refused to believe their own gtatistics. But the hard fact
was that to this date not one survivor had been located in any of the afflicted countries. Before Corfu
made its appearance, only rabies had carried that kind of mortality rate.

Trying to locate survivors had been asmall part of the Navy operation. A survivor was important
because he or she would have developed an antibody to combat the virus, or antigen. With the antibody
identified, scientists could at least be creating blood tests for screening out carriers. A test, or diagnostic,
would go along way towards protecting till healthy populations. So far that line of investigation wasa
bust.

But, once upon atime, therehad been survivors. Thiswas amaiter of logic. The virus had afflicted at least
oneindividua in the Levant two thousand years ago. Possibly, while bottled in the rélic, his contaminated
tissue had evolved into modern-day Corfu. If the virus had infected him, it would surely have infected
others. And yet, in the surviving histories of Palestine and Egypt, there were no reports of devastating
plagues during that same period, certainly nothing with symptoms like Corfu presented. Tacitus and
Josephus, among other higtoriansliving in thefirst century, had been much too thorough to misssuch a
detail. And so far, with the bug still eluding their view, the paleopathol ogists and other researchers could
only guesswhen it made its genetic trespass uponH. sapiens.

Somewhere along the line, the virus had jumped species and started using humans asa host. But it had
not caused a noticesble die-off. That suggested two things: the virus had probably started out as a benign
invader, and some of itsvictims had probably recovered. The problem for modern researchers was that
these survivors had lived two milleniaago. Enter the Y ear Zero bones.

While entomologists collected insects in the M editerranean basin, and zoologists trapped rats, mice, and
bats, and pathol ogists took tissue samples from what remained of plague victimsin the streets, and Navy
SEAL S conducted house to house searchesfor living survivors, ateam of Seabees had excavated the
famous Golgotha pit in the caves beneath the Church of the Holy Sepulchre. They didn’'t wastetime. A
bulldozer scraped away the upper building. A backhoe clawed big scoops of bone-rich soil into asea
container. On board the USSTruman, the container had been emptied, the soil sifted, and the bones
vaccuum packaged for air ddivery to the United States. Within twelve hours, scientists at Los Alamos
had been rooting through them for traces of either the origind virusor its antibody.

They had no ideawhat they werelooking for. No one knew what Corfu looked like. Its proteins
remained amystery. Blood drawn from modern victims had till not yielded any strange microorganisms.
Corfu acted like an endogenous virus, atype of retrovirus that could lie dormant through extremes of heat
or cold, and over great spans of time...then suddenly switch itself on. But it could just aswell have been



aprion, which was an even lesslifdike mechanism.

Some people, credible scientists, thought Corfu might have evolved from the same pestilence that Moses
had supposedly caled down upon the Egyptians. Given the mutation rate, its symptoms might have
changed from the boils described in the Bible. Other scientists scrutinized the terrible plague which felled
Athensin the fourth centuryB .C.E. In hisHistory of the Jews, Josephus aluded to, but had not detailed, a
plague in the century before Augustus Caesar came to rule. Or maybe one of Alexander the Great's
soldiers had brought it home. Oneway or another, the contagion must have traveled dong someland or
searoute during some empire.

The bottom line was that the Y ear Zero bones from Jerusalem had remained mute. They had yielded not
one clue. But now Mirandahad an idea.

“Thecdl isout for Year Zero materid that might be lying around in private collections or museums,”
Miranda explained to Golding. “But chances are we' re not going to get anything more to work with. So |
thought, why not make the boneswork for us?’

“Goon,” said Golding.

“Clonethem.”

Golding was quiet aminute. *'Y ou mean to bring the bones back to life?’
“I know it sounds crazy.”

“Crazy isnot the word, Miranda.” Cloning was precisdy what Golding had made thistrip to stop. Before
she could say more, Miranda shot ahead with her notion.

“I'vefound away to ramp up the DNA,” shesaid. “It' sthere. It'sin the bones. The genetic signature of
probably four hundred different men right here on these tables and shelves and in these drawers. If we
restored them to life, we might find some evidence of thevirusinitsorigind sae.”

“It would never work,” Golding retorted. She needed to demolish thisfancy, first. Then she would drop
the bigger bomb. A moratorium on al human cloning research. People needed to be focused on the
basics, not fiddling around on the far edges. “Even if you could clone them, the viruswouldn’'t be
resurrected ingdethem.”

“Not thevirus,” said Miranda. “Its genetic shadow. The genetic scars of the disease.”
“The antibody?’

“Or the shadow of an antibody. It might lie in the memory T-cdlls. If any of these men were asurvivor of
the disease, his cdlswould hold a permanent memory of the virus structure. It would become part of the
code, to defend against future attacks. Or it could be hidden in the junk DNA somewhere, zipped insde
reverse transcriptease with other inert viral genomes.”

“Shadows,” murmured Golding. She was not pleased. She had flown al thisway to lecture Miranda, to
grind into her that Thou shat not do evil in order to do good. But what if she waswrong?*“1 don’t know
about this,” she said. “It sounds S0 desperate. Like an excuse. A fishing expedition in thedirt.”

“| was thinking more dong the lines of amanned probeinto the Y ear Zero,” said Miranda. “But you're
right, it is desperate. We haveto try everything, don't we?’

“Everything?’ said Golding. “What does that mean?’



“Elise, you're so pae. Come over here. Sit down.”

Golding let herself be guided. She sat. Miranda brought her a paper cup of water. “Y our heart?” she
asked.

Golding patted Miranda s hand. “I'm just tired.” But it seemed the world kept on dropping out from
under her feet.

8
Ada
WINTER

North from Kathmandu the highway lay silenced. Truck and bus drivers had walked away from their
stalled vehicles. Roadside vendors had packed up their sweets and cigarettes and Tiger Bam. Now their
little shanties stood empty. Nathan Lee was the sole traffic. Going up, he pushed the ponderous,
overloaded mountain bike. Descending, he smelled rubber and wished for extra brake pads.

It was not that there were no people. Villagers and animas meandered antlike on the terraced hillsides.
Their sounds carried through the valey air, the blacksmith’s hammer, cows lowing, the temple bell,
children’slaughter. They made him ache for a place and people of hisown. Nightshelay on thedirt by
his bike and watched the distant lights of candles and fireswink out. One afternoon, he looked down
from abend and spied boys playing soccer on aflat section of the road. But they were long gone by his
ariva.

In hisrole as canniba and leper, Nathan Lee had come to take loathing for granted. Thiswas different.
These people didn’t know him except as an outsder in the far distance. It wasn't his reputation that
frightened them, but the mere approach of a stranger. He had never known Nepalisto act that way.

He held on to his theory that the new king had made up the plague to scare his people out of democracy
and back into the fourteenth century. It wouldn't be the first time. Pol Pot had doneit in Cambodia,
Hoxhain Soviet Albania, bin Laden with Idam. The fact was he had no proof either way. Mile after mile,
he saw no sign of medica clinics or health workers. He saw no sick people. No stacks of dead. It was
30 much less complicated to believe the plague was imaginary.

Nearing the border, Nathan Lee kept anticipating soldiers. If Nepa had locked itsdlf in feudd antiquity,
then someone had to be keeping the outside world at bay. While he pedaed, he worked up an elaborate
story to bluff hisway through. But when he got to the crossing, there was not a sentry in Sight, even on
the Chinese sde. He smply pedaed across the bright yellow stripe in the middle of the Friendship Bridge
and exchanged one country for the next. First an imaginary plague, now an imaginary border.

Theriver thundered below, fed by Himalayan snow. Langur monkeys barked and sprang through green
rhododendron forests glued to the gorge walls. A large red flag of the People’ s Republic hung inlimp
tatters. Nathan Lee didn’t like the looks of that. It was one thing for atiny kingdom to fdl into neglect.
But awhole empire? Maybe, he considered, the Bamboo Curtain had fallen. Maybe Chinawas
fracturing into independent states. Maybe they’ d given Tibet back to the Daa Lamafor hisdream of an
Asdan Switzerland. The French woman’ sword came back to him. Shambaa

A milefurther up the steep road, the town of Tingri perched upon amountainsde. As he pushed his
bicycle dong the single, winding street, there was not amovement or sound. It was not like in Nepal
where windows and doors weretightly shut while entire villages waited for him to pass on. There you



could smell thelife. Here the doors and shutters flapped open. Tingri didn’'t smell like atown. It smelled
likeacold rock. Not asoul stirred. Oddly, that gave him hope. In the plague chronicles he' d read, from
Thucydidesto Camus, there was always some stubborn old woman or asmpleton or blind man who
remained behind. With hismother in Africa, he' d passed through ghost townsravaged by AIDS, and
there was always someone | eft.

The door to the customs post yawned wide. Inside the floor was littered with gpplication forms that had
blown from the counter. The bureaucrats had been in such arush they’ d even | ft their rubber slamps.
On awhim, Nathan Lee took out hisbook of fairytales and stamped a Chinese visaon ablank page.
Grace would like that.

Helooted abit and found apair of quilted pantsto go with the Jagged Edge parkahe’' d stolen from a
trek shop in Kathmandu. Then he continued upward and north. The air poured cold through the shadows
of the gorge. On hisfirst day in Tibet he more than doubled his dtitude.

Long ago, when he was seventeen years old, Nathan Lee had taken this very road on hisway to Everest
with hisfather. Just as he remembered, the dirt road was carved from cliffsdes and skirted waterfalls.
But rockdides had not been cleared away in months. Ominoudy, certain sectionslooked dynamited, asif
the Chinese were trying to close the door behind them. There could be only one reason they would do
such athing. His high hopes faded. Maybe the plague wasredl.

His progress up the canyon became a crawl. The larger rockdides forced multiple trips back and forth to
transfer hisfood, gear, and bike. The rubble shifted, threatening to spill him hundreds of feet to theriver.
Every dide cost him hours. One day he covered lessthan amile. At that rate, with amere 12,000 miles
to go, hemight aswdl have stayed injail. “God damn it,” he shouted at the empty sky. Hiswords
rounded back on him in echoes.

Every day was afight to keep his spirits up. He reminded himsdlf that the dow pace was alowing his
body to acclimate to the thin air and dropping temperatures. His aching muscles were proof of his
convalescence. Legs, lungs, and calluses: he was regaining his bodly.

AT LAST, after afortnight in the bleak gorge, Nathan Lee reached the high side of the Himalayan barrier.
He cameto the Chinese highway at 12,000 feet above sealevd. It wasaglorified dirt road running from
west to east, built to supply soldiers on the far borders and transport ore to the interior. Tibetan pilgrims
used it on their overland treksto the holy mountain Kailas. Touristsrodeit to Lhasa. Thismorning, asfar
asthe eye could see, the highway was empty in both directions. The Tibetan Plateau lay polished bare.
The absence of people was beginning to rattle him. They had been swept away, it seemed, even the
animals. Even the birds. What did the solitude mean? How far did it stretch?

Nathan Lee headed due east, which put thewind, in generd, at hisback. During the first few days, hefelt
welcomed into this land of wind and light. The sun warmed him. For hours at atime, the wind would
blow so smoothly from behind that he didn’t need to peda. With hisback and shouldersasamast, it felt
asif he might sail the whole way home. For the time being there was no need for amap. Instead of a
meagnetic north, he had the southern horizon studded with giant white mountains. He had memories.

Hisfather’ sideaof apresent had aways been some invitation into his own world. For histenth birthday,
Nathan Lee got a pair of crampons. While other kids his age were plowing intoSilver Surfer orConan
orPlayboy, Nathan Lee was stuck with books by Hermann Hesse, Rene Daumal, Han Shan, and other
mountain mystics. Like many American climbersof hisera, hisfather treated the mountainsasablue
collar shaolin templefilled with specid wisdom and muscular, brooding fraternity. Poverty, risk, even



death: they were dl part of the vertica Way.We re made in the image of the mountains, Nate, hisfather
would spontaneoudy declare. There' s no hiding who we are. Our souls stand out against the sky.
Embarked on her own magica mystery tour, his mother went aong with these noble chesinuts, helplesdy
inlovewith the man.

Cho Oyu appeared, then Everes, thirty miles off, the summit plume smoking like a volcano. Nathan

Lee' smemories of the expedition with hisfather were clean and smple. He' d been ahappy-go-lucky kid
back then, afavorite with everyone, helpful on thetrail, guileess, strong asayak. Stronger, it turned out,
than his own father. They were both surprised by that. Neither was quite ready for it. One stormy
afternoon near the end of the expedition, he and hisfather had climbed to the North Col to strike the last
tent. It wasn’t high, but the saddle dropped off on either side and made for good thegter. “Here,” his
father said, and gave Nathan Lee hisice axe. That was a big moment. Then they went down.

He moved deeper into Tibet. The sky was so0 blueit verged on black. Night was worst. It was so cold.
He had stolen atent in Kathmandu, then discarded it. Now he suffered in the open. Mostly he curled in
shalow pitsdong the road or huddled behind rocks. Thewind stalked him. The stars strafed him.

He came upon an olddzong or fortress and sheltered in its roofless ruins. One night he found ameditation
chamber cut into the earth. Monk after monk had taken turns here, spending months, even years, walled
ingdethe hole, praying and fasting. It was scarcely bigger than a coffin, and he had nightmares of jail.
Another time he crawled into acave and dept atop a pile of hundreds of crumbling clay plagues
imprinted with Buddhas.

One afternoon he stopped by aroad sign with faded Chinese characters that meant nothing to him.
Tibetan pilgrims had tied one end of their long streamers of prayer flagsto the metal post. Most of the
prayer flags were stamped with a cartoon horse. Among the monsters and gods of Tibet, thelung ta—or
wind horse—was an important creature. Animated by the wind, the little horse flew to the heavenswith
prayersonitsback. Nathan Lee cut down aflag. It weighed as much as afeather. Y ou could seeright
through the fabric, except for theink of the horse. Helaid it betwen the pagesfor Grace.

The helpful wind turned mean and fitful. Gusts dgpped him from the sdes. Weaving like adrunk, he
would make afew hard miles. Day after day he fought thewind. It bruised hisface. Dust caked his
mouth and fouled his Sinuses. Bit by bit, the green paint on his bike was sand-blasted to bare metal.

By mid-December he till hadn’t reached Lhasa. In the lee of a shattered monastery, he spread out his
Bartholomew’ s map of Asiaand pinned the edges with rocks. He' d traced three mgjor aternatives, one
aong the Y angtze River to the South China Sea, and one boldly to Beijing, where he fantasized the
American Embassy might take pity on him. Hisfind option, the most lonely, wasto stick to the
wastelands. By threading the Gobi Desert north through Mongolia, he could strike out across Siberiaand
try to reach the Bering Sea.

Looking at the map debilitated him more than the wind or cold. It showed him redlity. Even once he
reached Lhasa, he would barely have gone an inch. Getting home was going to take him many months,
maybe even years. After so much patience learned in jail, Nathan Lee hated the idea of being patient

longer.

Then one day the dirt road became asphdt. It transformed dowly. Hegps of brown dirt had drifted
across the highway, and the asphat surfaced like an old memory. Gradudly the puddles of blacktop
spanned open. Nathan Leelay down hisbike. Helifted his eyes and the paved road stretched off into the
distance and went around a hill. He pried away his dark glasses and stamped his good foat, relishing the
foss| hardness.



Hiswildernesswas over! He knew that wasn't so. Still, America suddenly seemed close enough to
touch. He got the bike upright again, al eighty pounds of it, and straddled the seet, and gave a stroke to
the pedds. The asphdt felt like ariver dinging him on. The knobby tire treads thrummed pleasantly.

Therewould be atown ahead, if not around this bend, then the next. If there were people, he would beg.
If not, he would steal. He would replenish hisfood, deep in abed, find wood, sart afire. He
remembered it was dmost Christmas.

The highway dipped. He picked up speed. Hisluck had changed. Even the wind had quit. The last thing
he expected were the corpses.

Before he could safely stop, he was deep among them. Big trucks had careened right and left from the
highway and tipped or else trundled to lazy halts. Some had nosedived into aravine, others had coasted
far out upon the plateau and looked like tiny idands. For the first time since the French couple spoke
about an apocaypse, Nathan Lee saw a human body. Not one, but many. Many hundreds. Thousands.

It was like being dropped into the middle of a battlefield. What had happened here? The road was
littered for miles. Everywhere, everyone, dead. He emptied the dight, leether odor of them from hislungs
and approached a nearby truck.

Thedriver lay propped against the window asif taking anap. His hair was straight and black. One hand
gtill rested on the steering whed. It was covered with awhite cotton glove, an odd, delicate affectation
even the roughest truckers shared. His head was turned away, and Nathan Lee couldn’'t see the face.
Had the skin turned trangparent? Was he an invisble man?

He selected a second corpse, one that was in the open, away from the tangled heagps. It was ayoung
woman lying face down. Her hands were exposed, and her skin was not transparent, but black, baked
by the sun, preserved and polished by the cold and wind. She had bound her black braids with strands of
turquoise strung on white yak hair.

Nathan Lee remembered being avestruck at the sight of Tibetan girlslike her. She would have had
powerful high cheekbones and amond eyes and very white teeth. They could be awesome beauties, and
awesome flirts. He remembered some of the archaeol ogists at Everest razzing him.Have one, Professor
Ochs had urged him. That came back to him, Ochs prodding him, even in the beginning, to do what he
should not do.

Hisfirst assumption wasthat they were plague victims. The French couple had been right, but wrong.
Nothing about these cascades of bodiesfaling from the truck beds suggested forgetfulness. Certainly
there were no invisible men or women. Whatever it was, the disease was not supernatural. It was
infectious. It killed quickly. Almost instantaneoudy.

And yet something didn’t seem right. Why had so many people died in one place at one time? What
were they doing out here? Where were they running to? What were they running from? Only then did
Nathan L ee notice that the entire convoy had been heading west...away from Chinaand into the barrens.

They had been racing away from the center. Something sudden had spooked their ssampede. It was
amog asif agun had been fired.

He looked through the sprawled bodies. There were no soldiers. No settlers from the eastern lowlands.
These were dl ethnic Tibetans. He frowned. Had the races been separated out? A different, more gridy
pattern presented itself. Could it be that thiswas no die-off, but akilling field?

But if this were amassacre, where was its agent? Where were the machine gun shdlls? Where were the



exploded trucks? And where were the vultures and dogs? Not one of the bodies had been touched. Not
one had awound.

Then he found avulture. And dogs. And ravens. And mice. They lay scattered among the dead. They
had been stricken down in the act of taking their feast. A few minutes later, he happened across adull
orange canigter. It was partiadly embedded in the earth. Stencilled on the underside was the universal skull
and crossbones.

It was abomb. The nozzle was asmple aerosol spray. Nerve gas. He straightened.

Now that he knew what to ook for, he saw five more orange cylinders, some sticking in the earth, others
lying where they’ d bounced and rolled. It was smple to see now. The airplanes—perhaps only one, why
more?—had flown from the northeast and caught the caravan in the open.

That would explain the mass panic, the rapid desths, the dead carnivores. He recaled the lack of
animals. Ever snce entering Tibet, no birds, no grazing yak, no antelope. Thefood chain had been
poisoned from top to bottom. The Peopl€e' s Republic had killed awhole geography.

He conjured amap of Asia It was hisonly way of thinking through the horror, by looking down from a
great distance. It needed a God' s-eye view. It needed history. He remembered the dynamited road
leading to Nepal.

And then he saw it. He saw the ebb and flow of time. He saw epic ruins. Empires shifting. He saw the
ruthlesslogic.

Thiswas no mere genocide. The Middle Kingdom had retreated, asdwaysinitstimesof criss, behind a
Great Wall. China had brought its true children—the Han—into the fortress and closed the gates. Except
thistime the great wall was made of chemica toxins, not stone.

The PRC had sdlted the earth. They had created afirewal. He envisioned amassive dead zone ringing
the core. Mogt likdly it stretched from Manchuriato its western border with India. Millions might aready
have been sacrificed. He did not have to ask why anymore. Here lay the outer edge of aquarantine.

Nathan L ee sagged to the ground.
The plaguewasredl.

And it had no cure.

THERE ISBIRTHIN death. Good in bad. Innocencein guilt. That wasredlity. Life contradicted itself. One
minute the wind was speeding prayersto the gods; the next it wasfilled with poison. Thiswasthe earth
he had inherited. His choicewas smple. Useit or loseit. He became king of the dead. He went
plundering.

Nerve gas, he vaguely recalled, dissipated within hours or days. The whole concept of chemicd warfare
rested on a gas that would decompose before it drifted back onto your own troops. He decided that
snceit hadn't adready killed him, the plain was no longer contaminated.

With aglance at the last ounces of sun, he rested his bike againgt atruck, and climbed into the empty

cab. Thefud gauge showed haf full. The wind horses were with him. Thiswasn't like Nepd, wherethe
nation’ s petroleum reserve had dowly dried to zero. Here the trucks had been fueled up and on the move
when the Chinese struck with their nerve gas.



The battery was dead. No surprise there. Most of the batteries were old, and the cold would have
sapped their charge. Patiently he moved down theline. He pulled drivers from their deathgrips on the
Steering whedls, testing each ignition. None gave the dightest tir. No dashboard lights flickered. He
walked to the next truck, and the next.

The sun toppled behind the mountains. The wind returned. It whistled among the still metd. Exhaust pipes
hooted like organ pipes. The wind moaned in the hollow mouths of the dead.

He came to another truck and the cab was empty. He fought the door open against the wind and
clambered into the cab and let the door dam shut. While he waited for his handsto thaw, the truck
shuddered in the blasts of wind. Dirt hissed against the glass. Pebbles clattered like shot.

He reached for the key. Thewind raged so hard, he barely heard the engine turn over. He pawed at the
pand, found aknob, and gave ayank. Light poured from the headlamps.

The highway and plains jumped up from the darkness. The dead seemed to pring from nowhere. Inthe
beams of hard white light, the massacre Site was gppalling and restless. Loosened clothing fluttered like

beating wings.
The gauge read a quarter full. Behind the seat he found what he expected, afunnd and a coiled plastic
tube that stunk of diesdl fuel. Up ahead, in the shadowy bed of atruck, he saw ajerry canlying onits

gde. It would hold ten gallons. Therewere more likeit in other trucks, some empty, others brimming with
pink diesd fuel. His gas sation was at hand.

The discovery of afunctioning truck changed him. Suddenly he had real mobility. With thetruck, he
could carry dl he could eat. He could begin to put flesh back on his bones. No more crawling through
the winter. The truck would provide heat and shelter. With luck and good roads, he could plow through
Tibet and the Gobi and Siberiain amonth, not ayear. He sat a the whed, contemplating his excellent
new future.

Carefully he put the truck in gear and eased forward. He was thankful for the deafening wind. For the
most part, it drowned the sound of bones under histires. Weaving in and out of the doomed convoy with
its canopies arched taut or flapping like torn sail, he was reminded of a phantom wagon train. He went
through dozens of trucks, taking their fuel and any food. He manhandled three sparetiresinto the rear
bed. He found ablowtorch for heating water or thawing his engine block. He loaded in gnarled firewood,
blankets, arug, ail, grease, and water.

Almost reluctantly, he took notice of the gold. It was glinting in the headlights, adull shining color anong
the colorless mummies. There were thick bangles and earrings and necklaces made of it. Hetried to
ignorethe smdl fortune out there. But eventudly he was going to reach civilization, and when hedid it
was going to cost him coin. Never again would he count on human kindness. The world didn’'t work like
that.

Nathan L ee descended upon the bodies with aknife and wire cutters. Jackals and raptors warred with
the dead like this, scraping and grunting, taking what the bone did not want to give. At the outer edges of
his headlight beams, he disengaged. His sack was bulging with plunder.

WITH A SLow, WIDEU-TURN, Nathan Lee |eft the massacre behind. That night he covered more territory
than in the entire last month. He reached Shigatse, and it was a sprawling necropolis, bodies everywhere.
A grest, intricate monastery stood like a gravestone above the city. He didn’t stop. There was nothing for
him here. On the outskirts, he passed afue station, and it had been blown up.



The road forked north and turned to dirt again. He made another two hundred kilometers by dark, then
made afire and brewed tea and dept afew hours. Over the coming days, he passed other massacre
gtes. Solitary vehicles gppeared in the distance like far idands, but on investigetion they were generaly
mangled and scorched black from explosives or strafing. The Chinese had killed everything that moved.

Day after day, he followed empty roads. He passed lakes like mirrors, and mountains spaled with light,
and prayer flags on thin wands in the middie of nowhere. The world loomed large. Every day hefelt
smaller. Hevisited amonastery, and the prayer hall was nestly lined with skeletonsin robes, some il
stting. Another time he found aherd of wild horses, hounded by some pilot and felled with an orange
cylinder of nerve gas.

He entered Mongolia, pausing a the empty border station to stamp another souvenir visain hisbook. At
night he saw missiles streaking back and forth beneeth the stars. Even faced with the end of the world,
old empires were using up their arsenasto settle old scores. Nathan Leewasglad to bein

no-man’ s-land.

At the end of December, histruck bogged in adune of voluptuous red sand. He wasted aday trying to
digit free, then resgned himsdf to traveling by bike again...only to find abrand new Land Rover waiting
onthe far sde of the dune. Its engine cameto life after he unbolted the truck’ s battery and carted it
across the sand and hooked up the jump cables. A second and third day went into dogging back and
forth with fuel, food and gear to hisnew rig. On hislast trip, the dune was swalowing hisold truck.

The Land Rover proved faster and more nimble than the truck. It set anew precedent, aswell. No more
nursing the beast dong, he drove hard and changed vehicleswithout hesitation, taking another Land
Rover, then aminibus, then another truck. The weeks passed and he grew logt, though that wasn't
exactly true. It didn’t matter that his Bartholomew’ s map no longer worked. He had acompass and his
journd, adirection and a past.

Somewherein Siberiait had to be, he cameto abridgejust at dusk. His only warning of danger wasa
car lying onitstop like an upended turtle. Something had flipped it upsde down. Land mines, he
registered, and hit the brakes. An ingtant later his windshield shattered, and the sniper’ s gunshot reached
him from across the water.

Nathan Lee crawled from the passenger side, taking only hisbook and the bag of gold. He hid in amarsh
until darkness, then crept to ariver. Ice lined the banks, but by tossing twigs out onto the water he was
ableto figure which way it ran and followed the current. He had no idea of theriver’ sname. But the sea
wasinevitable.

9
After Hours

LOSALAMOS
JANUARY

Golding entered unannounced in the middle of the night. Two months had passed since her last visit to
see Miranda. There was no more prolonging this. AlphaLab had run amok. The lab—the project iniits
entirety—had to be decapitated. Cavendish had to go.

She advanced down the halway, trundling her little oxygen set behind like a pet on whedls. At timeslike
this, shelonged for her husband Victor. The nasa cannuladangling over each ear made her fed
conspicuous and vulnerable and old. She wanted to appear commanding tonight. But of late, her doctors



ingsted. They didn’'t like her traveling at dl, much less above sealevel.Los Alamosis going to mug you
someday. But this needed doing. And so she was going into battle dangling plagtic tubes and carting her
air, aoneand on her own authority.

None of the other regents knew she was coming. A simple mgority could have stopped her, but they
werein disarray, the universities on avirtual war footing, teetering on a statewide shutdown. Parents had
yanked their children from schools a every level. Teacherstaught viathe net, if at al. Fear was
consuming knowledge just when knowledge was needed most. No one, it seemed, was watching over
Cavendish, no one but her.

She could have terminated Cavendish by phone or registered letter, or summoned him to her. But
Cavendish’ s minions and collaborators needed to be taught alesson right here on the turf he' d seized. It
wasn't just Alpha Lab. With biofast research overtaking Los Alamos, the whole place was barreling out
of control. Those who didn't like the new direction or objected to the ethical breakdown had exited the
Lab in droves, leaving the renegades with greater autonomy. An example had to be made.

The Corfu pandemic could not have broken out at a better time for Cavendish. Asthe mysterious
contagion spread, panic had ripped apart the fabric. Europe was bakanizing and in shock. Africawas
dead. Officidsin Washington demanded acure, or at least agenetic bomb shelter for the American
people. Cavendish had offered himself as the man of the hour. He promised the moon. His credibility lay
in hisincredibility. His human clone—till considered atop secret, but regularly introduced to visting
VIPs—waswaking, talking proof of Cavendish’s ability and daring. Thank god for his arrogance, she
thought. He had stolen Miranda' s thunder, elbowed her aside completely, and that was al for the better.
Miranda could still be spared.

Despite Golding’ s efforts to curb or block Cavendish’ s spending, money had continued to flow to
him...at least while there was such athing as money. For atime, his burn rate—the speed with which he
burned up money on purchases—had rivaled some of the greets: interferon research as AIDS caught on,
the Apollo space program, R&D for Star Wars. There was gpparently no ceiling to his expenditures,
because technically the money had not existed. Somehow he d convinced the adminigtration to label the
virus hunt ablack project. That meant funds poured in from discretionary accounts the Congressiona
bean counters would never lay eyes on. He spent with avengeance bordering on contempt. Ironicaly, his
expenditures bolstered his reputation as The Man. Thrift would have undermined his promises of acure.

Hismultibillion-dollar shopping spreeincluded everything from petri dishesto Cray computersto the
construction of sate-of-the-art level-4 Bio Safety Labs. With wallstwo feet thick, BSL-4' swere the
most exclusive zoosin the world, reserved for the most lethal microbes, from Ebola, Machupo,
hantaviruses, and now the meta-outbreak of Corfu. Until eight months ago only ahaf dozenBSL-4's
existed on the planet: two in Russig, onein Canada, threein the U.S,, and not onein dl of Europe,
Africa, or Asa Now, within amile of one another, there were five BSL-4'son Los Alamos s southern
mesafinger. In onefel swoop, the place had anointed itself headquartersfor thewar on Corfu. Like
Cavendish, Los Alamos had become an upstart the science world could not ignore.

The expanded infrastructure needed people, of course. Cavendish had spent on that, too. The new hires
weren't al hisdoing, but he set atone. Histastes ran towards apostates and rebels and daredevils and
outlaws. After the fact—always after the fact—Golding saw the application files. In oneway or another,
rightly or wrongly, most of these new émigrésto the Mesafelt that they had been wronged. Their careers
had been margindized in some way, or they’ d been passed over for tenure, or their grant proposals had
been unjustly turned down, or their research spurned. One was a reproductive endocrinologist before
hisin vitro clinic in Horidawas firebombed by evangelicals. An oncology researcher had lost hislicense
after the death of atermindly ill child he' d treated with an untested monoclona cure. Many were ghosts



from biomania, that great Wall Street surge of the 80s and 90s. When the bubble burst, many highly
skilled scientists had been left bankrupt or eking out their days aslab techs or high school biology
teachers.

It was these kinds of people—the jilted, the disenfranchised, the biotech ronin—whom Cavendish had
helped gather into the bosom of Los Alamos. Golding knew the type well. On adaily basis, the vast
Univergty of Cdifornia system turned away such disgraced scientists. It was no surprise that they had
come so gladly into the New Mexico desert, and gave Cavendish such loyalty.

Hedidn't offer them much in rea world terms. There were no Silicon Valley-type neighborhoods. The
labs—springing up like daises—were housed in mothbaled buildings, Quonsat huts, evenin Army field
tents. The offices held metal government-issue furniture. Time was kept by old-fashioned caged wall
clocks. Some of the chalkboards were the very same ones physicists had crammed with equations during
World War 11. What Cavendish offered was a second chance. Life after death.

He aso gave them secrecy. That was the greatest danger. It wasthe Wild West dl over again, afrontier
in every lab, with no Wyait Earp in Sght.

The elevator door opened silently. Golding descended to sub-C, the floor holding offices that |ooked
over the cloning bay. She paused by awindow. Divers were midwifing yet another clonein the ddivery
tank’ s radiant blue water. The procedure had become perfunctory. There was no audience of lab
workers, only ateam of medicswaiting on deck. Miranda was not among the divers. They went about
their job, opening the womb sac, ushering the clone from one life to another. A curtain of hair eddied and
whorled around the body. Golding went on.

A light showed under Cavendish’ s door. Golding straightened her jacket. On second thought she
removed the cannulaand parked her oxygen cart to one side. She could manage without canned air for
the few minutes thiswould take. She gave asharp rap.

“Comein,” said Cavendish.
Golding entered. And froze. *“Paul?” she whispered.

Sitting beside Cavendish, Abbot was waiting for her. He stood up, ever the gentleman. He did not insult
her with afamiliar touch. No kiss on the cheek. He didn’'t make excuses. “1 thought | should be here for
this” he said. Hisface said otherwise. Thiswas't hisidea

“Sit, please,” Cavendish said.

Golding stayed on her feet. Abbot took a seat. She looked down at her old friend, and suddenly his
complicity was written everywhere. Now she understood the power behind Cavendish's power. Who
else but Paul could have tapped into black money? Who e se could have gone around her at every
critical juncture? She was gppd led. Even as she was grooming his daughter, he had been grooming
Cavendish.

“How could you do this?’ she said.

Hewas a Beltway warrior. Masks were everything. If he was sheepish or regretful, it stayed conceded.
And then sheredlized that he had flown in from god knows where for this confrontation. He had crossed
the line to Cavendish. Her ambush was being ambushed. They had known she was coming.

“Our highest priority isto stop the plague,” Abbot began. “Civilization is at stake.”

She struggled to regain the offengive. “Y ou' re right about that. Civilization is dying. Right here, in these



labs. First you sanction the crestion of human clones. Now | learn they’ re being exposed to live virus.”
“A necessary step,” said Cavendish. “ The epidemiol ogists Sarted that line of investigation months ago.”

Months? Golding was speechless. Her firgt intimation of human testing had been Miranda s mention of
Y ear Zero bones back in November. Until thismorning, when Mirandacalled at five o' clock, Golding
thought the idea had been dropped. Miranda had been beside herself. One of her clones had died. She
said the news had reached her only yesterday.

“Thetechnology isin place,” Cavendish said. “ The clones are chegp to breed. A few hundred dollarsfor
chemicals and enzymes. A few hundred man-hours, and room and board. And they can betailored for
different immunological reactions. Or, as heed be, they can beimmune suppressed. The labstdl uswhat
they need. We provide.”

“Human guineapigs,” Golding said. She was a veteran of the wars on cancer and AIDS. She knew the
temptationsto use live humans. But no one had ever dared crossthat line with actual clones.

“Elise” said Abboat, “thisthing is moving faster than our ability to understand it. Our existence may
depend on what they’ re doing here, evenif it involves human surrogates.”

“Humanbeings,” Golding said.

“For what it' sworth,” said Cavendish, “we only use the dead. It makes the experiments easier on our
gaff.” Y ou’re not the only one with a conscience, you know. We debated using real people. Death row
inmates or paid volunteers. But few of our people were ready for that. Also, ethics asde, our secrecy
would have been breached. Someone out there would have gotten wind of it and panicked the masses.
The dead, on the other hand, are forgotten. Buried. No one is minding them. And findly, each of the
clones haslived one life completely. They' ve had their turn, so to spesk.”

“Why not take skin cellsfrom lab workers?’ she said. “Why not use your own clone?’ It didn’t change
the argument one bit, but she needed to buy time, to find an opening.

“Wetried. It got too personal,” Cavendish said. “ Staff members attached to their second selves. It was
like doing surgery on yoursdlf inamirror. Very distracting. Very stressful. Physicians don't operate on
their own family membersfor areason. They don't trust their own objectivity. Our solution wasto
harvest genetic material from strangers. Deceased Strangers.”

“Life,” shesnapped, “isbeing sacrificed within my walls”
Cavendish exchanged alook with Abbot.

“These areradica times, Elise. We need radica measures,” Abbot said. “There sno time for animal
testing. Computer models may or may not work. We have to move quickly. Human tridls are our best
hope. They die so that we might live.”

“They?’ Golding felt tangled in question marks. Miranda had described the desth of just one clone. There
were more. “1 want numbers,” she demanded.

“How many did Mirandatell you about?’ Cavendish asked. He knew it was Mirandawho had told her.
That could only mean Miranda was being watched. Her phone was tapped.

“Y ou dareto drag Mirandainto this.” She turned her wrath on Abbot. “Where are you, Paul? What have
you thrown your daughter into?’



Abbot winced. “ She wantsto be part of the solution,” he said.

“Not like this she does't. How many have died?’ she demanded.
“Thirty-eight,” Cavendish replied.

“Saughter,” she hissed.

“Elise, would you please 5t,” said Abbot. “Where isyour oxygen set?’

She pushed his hand away. The empty chair beckoned. Sit and they would draw her into details and
discussion. Cavendish would needle her. Abbot would search for middle ground. They would
equivocate, sonewal, lie. No, this needed to be done swiftly.

“1 won't sanction murder,” she declared.
“Murder?’” Cavendish asked whimgcdly. “1n an age of plague?’

Golding stared a him. “Enough.” She dapped aletter on hisdesk. “Y ou’ re terminated. I’ m freezing the
entire operation. Every lab,” she said. “I’ ve contacted the FBI. There sgoing to be afull-scae
investigation. Crimind chargeswill be brought. Y ou will betried for thirty-eight counts of murder.”

Cavendish looked unfazed.

“Elise, you don't understand,” Abbot interjected. “Y ou’ re aware the blood test to screen for Corfu was
developed here at Los Alamos. Did you know it came out of human trials? Clones from the Golgotha
bones were used. Mirandafound away to retrieve T-cells from flakes of old blood. Evenif wecan't
locate the microbeitself, at least now we have adiagnostic for who iscarrying it and who isnot. It' sa
gart to defending oursalves againgt thisthing. Now we can defend our borders. Hell, now we can draw
our borders. By sacrificing afew lives, we may be saving hundreds of millions. We may be saving
mankind.”

“It' sover,” shesad.

“I understand,” Cavendish replied. “Y ou see amad scientist lurking in your laboratory. A Napoleon
complex on whedls. You' vetried to rise above what you seein me. | know you have. But you keep
coming back to this crippled little freak in achair. It svery politicaly incorrect. But wedl doit; we see
what we have been programmed to see. Fairy taes. Evil asaflaw in nature. That’sour bias. In away,
it'sour redemption. We want to believe in the good. Evil is monstrous. Crooked. Misshapen. Y es?’

“Areyou finished? said Golding.

He cocked his head. “How old are you, Elise? Seventy-something? A good, full life, wouldn't you say?
Rich with accomplishments. Desires.” He amiled. “1I'll never seethirty-two. I’'min pain. My handsjump
around likefishin apond. My spinetwigts. Againg my will.”

“I’'m sorry about that, Edward.”

“No, please, don't mistake me. No sdlf-pity here. Only an explanation. Since | was old enough to think,
I’ ve been driven by one redlization. What is happening to me doesn’'t need to happen to anyone el se.
That'swhy | pursued genetics. To spare the innocents from my fate. Now | am placed in the path of this
other disease, and | can help. | want to be part of the solution, too.”

Golding wanted to change her mind about him. And yet he had retracted nothing. He meant for the



human experimentation to go on. “ The end does not justify the means,” she dtated.

“I thought it might cometo this,” Cavendish said. He tapped akey on his console. A moment later, his
phonerang. He picked it up. “Yes,” hereplied. Helooked a Golding. “ Someone wants to see you.”

She caught Abbot’' s surprised frown. They were going off script here.

“I told you to leave Miranda out of this,” she said. Who else could it be?
“It'snot Miranda,” Cavendish said. “ Thiswon't takelong.”

Someone knocked at the door.

“Come,” spoke Cavendish. The door opened. There was anoise, wheelsrolling.

Golding didn’t turn to see the visitor. She kept her head high. To her side, Abbot pivoted in his chair. She
saw confusion in his eyes, then shock.

“Elise?” avoicecaled.
She grew very still. Her heart squeezed. She didn’t want to turn. She didn’t want to know. She turned.
“Victor,” she whispered.

Her husband, the father of her children, lay on the gurney, too feeble to move. It wasn't just gravity’s
weight. They had fished him from the tank and docked his hair and clipped his nails. But dready hishair
was cregping onto the pillow. His nails were coiling outwards. What entered had been ayoung man.
Already he wasfifty. The aging was S0 rapid hisbody quivered with the metamorphoss.

“Wheream 1?7’ he whispered.

She stroked his head and the hair pulled out in her fingers. Sixty. Liver spots blossomed on his hands.
Seventy. Hisface was hollowing out. Ninety. He blinked, utterly disoriented. “Y ou’' rewith me,” she said,
and kissed his forehead.

“I don’t understand,” he said with abirdlike voice.

“It' sokay, Victor. | do,” shewhispered. “I love you so much.”

“Isthisadream?’

Hedied.

Even then the accelerated genes did not dow. The metabolism had momentum. Helogt flesh. Hiseyes....
Shefelt her heart go. She draped hersdlf across the body, holding on to the far edge of the gurney.
“What have you done?’ she heard Abbot shouting at Cavendish. Hisvoice was so far away.

“We obtained al the proper permitsto exhume the body,” Cavendish said. “A few cdls, that’ sal we
needed.”

“I won't beimplicated in this” Abbot was shouting.
Shelistened. Such horror. Her grip failed. She did to thefloor.



“Elise!” Abbot knelt over her. Hewastrying to cradle her. “Cal for help,” he demanded.
With the last of her strength, she pushed him away.

10
Por nography

FEBRUARY

It felt to Mirandaasif she had lost her mother dl over again. But mourning had fallen from fashion, and
so shedid not cry.

Nearly everyone at Los Alamos had lost someone by now, ether to the pandemic directly—especiadly
the foreign scientists—or to the circumstances surrounding it. The plague had <till not muscled itsway
onto American shores. But as medica stockpiles dwindled and physicians were sent off to various
“beachheads’ dong the seaboards and Mexican border, other diseases were beginning to prey on the
population. Tuberculosis had made amajor comeback. Polio wasrearing its head. There were cholera
outbresks up and down the Florida peninsula. Mortality was said to be soaring among the very old and
very young. Hedlth care was in such collapse that people were dying out there from dog bites, rusty nails,
and broken bones. Curioudy dl of the suffering, death, and chaos had come to be lumped together. In
oneway or another, every random event was driven by the same single mechanism. That wastheir
definition of the plague. Y ou only had to say the word, and it explained any misery, any misfortune. Even
the degth of an old woman from her second heart attack.

Elise had toppled into the mass grave in their minds. Los Alamos had lost its leader, but gained anew
onein Cavendish. Mirandamade her grief invisible. Asa courtesy to others, you were expected to bear
up and carry on. There waswork to be done. She did her work. In the face of death, she threw hersalf
into creating new lifein the cloning works of AlphaLab. Sometimes her sadness could not be forgotten,
though. That was how she came to begin surfing the plague.

It had become aminor obsession for many of them, aform of recreation, surfing the plague, asthey
cdlled their ectronic hitchhiking, watching the world unravel. Miranda thought of it as along-distance
death watch, and had avoided it for months. But now shefelt drawn to know what was coming.

From the safety of their mesatop, equipped with the latest communi cation technology, surfers tapped
into the storm of dispatches, pleas, rumors, and broadcasts being launched by victims around the world
like messagesin bottles. One only had to did in. With afew keystrokes, Miranda could patch into
security cameras mounted in Swiss or Argentine stores or banks, peer through television camerasfixed to
the masts of legendary skyscrapers, revive phantom signadslingering in distant computers, or download
imagery from satellites. There were eyes everywhere. The sky wasfilled with voices. All you had to do
was choose what you wanted to see, who you wanted to listen to.

People collected their finds like souvenirs, taping or downloading them, swapping them or jedloudy
hoarding them, making websites, talking about their |atest spectacle over coffee. Everyone had their own
tastes, their persond thresholds. Some described communing for weeks with desperate strangersin the
deep of night twelve time zones away. Others went for grand, epic views of whole citiesgoing ill. One
woman was conducting a cyber-romance with an astronaut in the space station. Clubs formed to
reconstruct dead citiesfrom ther eectronic relics, patching together images of empty streets, finding
glimpses of buildings reflected in mirrors or sore windows, entering apartments, viewing bookson
bedstands, the remnants of last meals, even thefina videos watched by occupants. Some people made a
hobby of collecting thelives of victims.



Miranda started by going where they had gone. She toured their cities, eavesdropped on their chat
rooms, sampled their plague biographies, replayed images that were months old. She followed the
exoduses from foreign metropolisesinto the red sands of the Rgasthan Desert, into the Austraian
outback, over the Atlas Range and into the Sahara, and along the raillways into the great forests of
northern Russia. From geosynchronous orbit, the halted trains and traffic looked like dead serpents. She
tracked fifty-mile-long columns of refugees turned back by armiesin the middie of nowhere, at borders
that were no more than lines on maps, the last vestiges of the nation-state. Bloody food riotsin Seo
Paulo, London, and Berlin; the burning of Vienna; street orgiesin Rio de Janero: With unbelievable
Speed, the plague had mushroomed into atidal wave and sent panic ahead of itself. The order of things
did not decay so much asvanish. Old rivals barely had time to swarm across borders, declare
revolutions, or machete each other, before the virus swept them under.

Mirandatraveled through the horrors and went on, searching for something, though she did not know
what. Therewas no lack of partners and placesto explore. Asthe hyper-disease advanced and nations
fell, one smply moved on to the next victim, the next landscape.

At first shefdt dishones, or at least contradictory. Voyeurismis dways parasitic, and here they were,
parasite hunters. On the other hand, their curiosity was naturd. History was being made, or unmade.
Everyone wanted to be awitness. There was comfort in that, even a sort of immunity. To be awitness
implied they would outlast what they were witnessing. Watching, they could remain above and outside of
what they watched. It was aform of pornography, but dso at one leve, aduty. Even asthey went
rooting through the impending death of mankind, they were memorizing what had been forgotten, seeing
what human eyes no longer saw. They were gathering the last of remembrance.

One night Captain Enote, the head of security in her [ab, dipped her agift, apink stick’ em note with
satdllite coordinates. He had been one of the few to attend Elise’ sfunerd, despite having met her only
once. He had showed up in ajacket and tie and stayed at the back, and did not make eye contact with
Miranda, though he' d comefor her benefit. Thiswasthefirst time she’ d spoken to him since. “Try this,”
he said. “ Private stock. Africa. Part of the Navy recon. Keep it to yourself, please. It's supposed to be
classfied”

The Captain wasretired military, aformer Marine, and it didn’t surprise Mirandathat he had someinside
connection to the Navy expedition. She knew only the bare bones of its mission: to inherit the earth. With
Americafast becoming the last and only nation left intact, her fleets had been dispatched to investigate
and catalogue whatever remained on the other continents. The aircraft carriers with their reconnaisance
planeswere centrd to the probe. They hovered off foreign coasts, documenting the state of the citiesand
countryside, their aircraft overflying the roads and rivers, recording any remaining military assets,
gathering data on the condition of gold, copper, platinum, uranium, and other precious mineral mines,
judging the condition of shipping and land transport lanes; and generaly mapping the world from scratch.

She expected a soldier’ s scene, fighter jets screaming off the deck. But when Mirandafindly found the
gpare minute to link up, her screen abruptly filled with green mountains and green rivers. Her minute
turned into an hour. The land moved beneath her in dow, lush waves. It was a paradise down there.

Mirandafet like she had entered a state of grace. Here and there she caught sight of the plane’ s shadow
casting ahead. Otherwise she might have been drifting on acloud top. The forest gave way to gorges and
lakes. Thousands of flamingoes surged up in along, Snuous queue, and it was like watching sound waves
in pink. She passed above a bull éephant soloing toward the secret horizon.

Next morning, she found the Captain. “1 could have been dreaming,” she said.

“Thought you might like that,” he said. “I’ ve been following her from the start. A lot of months now.”



“Her?’ said Miranda.
“Thepilot,” hesad.

There was S0 much to ask that she didn’t get the woman’ s name, and after that her namel essness became
part of the journey. She had read somewhere that monks transcribing textsin medieva times purposdy
kept themselves anonymous, and that’ s how Miranda came to regard the pilot, not asavehicle, but a
hidden hand.

The Captain explained how the battle group’ s two nuclear submarines and two battle cruisers had peeled
off to begin exploring the coast of South Americalast October. The arcraft carrier that his pilot was
flying from, theTruman, had goneto Africa. They had begun their reconnaisance a the beginning: zero
and zero, zero degrees latitude, zero degresslongitude, in the Gulf of Guinea off the coast of Gabon.
“Heart of darkness country,” said the Captain. From there on, it had been like the movieOn the Beach,
but without the beach. Physical contact with the land mass was forbidden.

The pilot’'s Diamondback squadron had four F-14s, each mounted with apod of digita camerasand an
infrared scanner. One at atime, they would head due east bearing pardld to the equator, then return
west dong adightly lower pardld, dl the while beaming their data back to the intelligence and map
people on board theTruman ...and inadvertently to the Captain, and now Miranda. Since October, four
months ago, the carrier had worked its way south around the Cape of Good Hope and gotten almost as
far north as Kenya.

“You missed theworst of it,” said the Captain. In the space of an African summer, ahdf billion souls had
vanished. Week after week, the reconnai sance teams had explored. The hand of man was everywhere.
Welheads dtill pumped oil in Gabon. Villages with thatched roofslay like setpieceswaiting for their
actors. In Capetown the picket fences stood bright white. A suburb in Johannesburg still had dectricity
and its street lights burned bright at midday. Now only the animals were | ft.

Night after night, Mirandatraveled on the wings of the Navy pilot. To do their recon well, she learned,
one had to laiter, cruising afew thousand feet off the ground to give the cameras hanging under the
fusdlage the best views. Flying at 300 knots and dower aso saved fud, which maximized their daily
exploring range. The pilot rarely spoke, usudly letting her navigator radio theTruman when they had
reached thetip of their daily journey and were heading back to their “boat.” When she did spesk,
Miranda liked the woman’ s no-nonsense voice. It sounded vaguely familiar, the accent, the economy of
gyllables.

Working northward, the Tomcat flew above emerad green coffee plantations and lakes so till you could
seethejet rippling in the water. A cheetah was not distracted asit ran down agazelle. They circled
volcanoesin Rwanda. Africabecame her nightly prayer. Mirandawould log on to the recon for an hour
or two, then fall adeep, comforted. Strangely, the closer the plague came, the further away it seemed.
The havoc had grown over. Only beauty was | eft.

Mirandawas certain the pilot had no idea she had electronic passengers watching from the other side of
the planet. But then one night she announced that theTruman had accomplished its misson. “We ve
finished our part of themap,” she said softly. “If you can hear me, I’'m coming home,daichu.” Miranda
didn’t know that last word, but it lacked the jagged consonance of military diction. It seemed tender and
persond, and she wondered who the woman could have been talking to.

The pilot was astranger to her, nameless, faceless. But the newsfilled Mirandawith joy. “ She'scoming
home,” Mirandatold the Captain next morning. It was unnecessary. His eyes were beaming. That was
her firgt hint.



“Datchu,” she repeated the word from last night. “Isthat you?”

“My wifeand |, we il cdl herkolat' sana,” the Captain answered. “Our little chile. Coming home at
legt.”

11
The Petroglyphs

FEBRUARY

The clone lumbered east through the shin-high snow. He fled down through the canyons, away from the
sun, out into the wilderness. His clothing hung in tatters. Hisblood steamed in the frozen air. It turned the
white snow pink, leaving atrall both fleeting and inddible, like the sory of alife, or afterlife, whatever this
was.

He might have guessed the gleaming slver coilsthat surrounded their city would have thorns like knives.
It was a supernatura city, brimming with sharp edges. In his country, the shepherds sometimes made
overnight pens of bramble bushes. Here even the bushes were made of iron. He had nearly flayed himsaif

pulling free.

For the moment, however, he was on hisfeet and away from them. The mesas|oomed on either sde of
thiswadi. No sun this deep. In the distance, adesert of sorts beckoned. Whereit led, God only knew.

He had never witnessed snow with hisown eyes, and it was a horror to him, cold and beautiful to be
sure, but deceptive. Underneath the blank, smooth surface lay rocks that twisted and threw him. The
whiteness proclaimed purity, and yet the forest through which he passed was charred black. Thetrees
were like spears. Digging down, he found the earth was scorched, too. He clawed a hisholewith a
stick, and the soil was ash, sterile and fruitless. The sky was gray. Truly, aland of the dead.

With each backward glance, the fugitive saw his escape painted in the snow. If they chose, they could
hunt him by hisblood. That would bein keeping. His blood wastheir hunger. It had been so from the
beginning. In hislagt life, now in thisone.

Their needles had drained his blood. That was how he had come to mark time, the intervals between
their vistations. The needles merely stung. But the violation of hisbody had grown wearisome. Not that
his flesh and blood were histo possess. Likeit or not, he belonged to the devouring universe. But at least
in his previous life, he had been ableto offer up the pieces of himsalf with acertain freedom. Terrible as
his death had been, he had largely participated in his own destruction. In this new captivity, though, he
was no more than an animd, his veinstapped for one blood sacrifice after another.

Day and night, his keepers caged him in this metd afterlife. Metal holestook his dung and piss away.
Metd tubes provided water to drink...water that tasted like metdl. Even thelight washeld balled in glass
and trapped in metal. The underworld was not a place of shadows, after al. Everywhere he turned, there
was hisown bright reflection in the metd wals.

He knew thiswas the afterlife, because he had died. Remarkably there was not the dightest proof of his
desth, no scars, no funera souvenirs, only amemory. Since waking in this place, the memory had grown
so powerful that it began to consume dl his other memories. He had started to forget hisfamily and
comrades and land. The blue sky, the taste of bread, the sound of women singing: athousand things had
dimmed.

He had grown lost in his own darkness. It was adarkness of his own making, thishell. For he had



forsaken God. God had forsaken him, first. He couldn’t get over that. After so much love and devotion,
he had been cast into shame and suffering. He objected. What kind of father was He? To even think the
thought, though...that washissin.

Againg the memory of histerrible desth, the snow and his dash wounds and deadly confusion were
amogt welcome digractions.

Only upon escaping, had hefindly glimpsed the edge of their empire. Their entire city was built of meta
and glassand wires. |ce hung like wolves' teeth. The roads were made of night. And light! Such light!
Their might wasterrible. They had unlocked the secrets of the earth and trained iron to be silver and glass
to grow in tal sheets. Even so, the Sght of their frozen city had strangely comforted him.

He had begun to think the afterlife was a universe without history, a punishment without past or future,
forever rooted in the opening and closing of hismetal door and the taking of hisblood. Theview of their
city had revived in him asense of progression. Time sill existed, he saw. The generations marched on. In
his day, the Sons of Darkness had lived in legendary cities made of marble. But these were like the Sons
of Light. Perhaps they had won the great war.

All the races of Adam were gathered here, every color, every shape of eye. That was marvelousto him,
too, the earth’ sflocks assembled into one. It was like Rome, but not Rome. They were his enemies, but
they were not devils, no more than the Romans had been. That was the awful truth. His keepers did not
hete him.

When he broke free and sprinted off, they had shouted at him and their faces had filled with fear, not
hate. Devils would not have been afraid. These were people like any other. He had terrified them for
what he represented, amoment of chaos. He was like alion that had escaped in their midst. Heredlized
that the hateful thingsthey perpetrated on him were not acts of punishment. He was, to them, smply a
wild animdl.

Shuddering, his hot breath smoking in the air, the fugitive listened for any pursuers, and there were none.
He heard only his own lungs and heartbest. Birds did not sing in thisforest; there were no birds. The sun
did not shine; there was no sky. He looked up at the grest empty gray vault overhead and the light was
fading. Night wasfdling. Part of him took hope. Perhaps they would give up the chase.

The possibility drove him deegper through the canyon. He craved, not freedom, but exile. If only they
would leave him to wander in this dead white desert, he would gladly suffer its hardships. Hisdesrewas
ahunger more powerful than the ache in his somach. With al hisbeing, he wanted to start over again.
Hewould et the nettles and deep with the snakes and wash his wounds with sand. Anything to re-enter
the grest cycle of hispeople: captivity, exile, renewd.

Father,he prayed.Forgive me.

He had awaystried to do his duty. He had listened to his heart. He had fasted. Invited voices. He had
taken the footsteps that he thought were written into the earth for him to follow. And this snow waslike
the desert, trackless, and at the same time rich with paths.Let me belost, so that | may be found. Deliver
mefrom my enemies.

High above him, perched on the side of the striped cliffs, avillage appeared. He cameto ahdt inthe
snow, half certain it was avision sent to torment him. From the ground, he could see only the upper tips
of the buildings, and they werein ruin. But they looked like home.

He was no stranger to such places. At Qumran and elsewhere along the River and the Sea, caves had
been his second home. And so, he had aknack for the dight niches cut into the rock. He brushed the



snow from footholds and they formed avertical staircase that led to aledge, a hundred feet off the
ground. The ledge wound around the wall, rising dightly, suspended hafway between the canyon floor
and the top of the plateau.

The ledge came to adead end. There the village stood. It was decayed and roofless, its windows barren.
It waslarger than it looked from the ground, and aso much older. No one had lived herein many
generations. Y et the collapsed walls had been tended and repaired and plastered with fresh mortar. That
suggested its antiquity held some specid meaning. Why e se would anyone take the time to restoreits
fdlenwadls?

Here had been the deeping quarters and the fire pits. Gutters were carved into the stone to channel
drinking water. Far below, evident from this height, he saw dumped terraces where the fields would
naturally have laid. If this had been an outpost, such as Masada had become, where was the road it
commanded? Why st it in this remote canyon? That | eft another possibility, that remotenesswasits
apped . Perhaps, like Qumran, this had been the asylum of aha-edah, ardigious congregation. But at first
glance, it seemed more acommon farm village than afortress or amonastery.

He wandered about the ruins, putting off the cold and the pain of hiswounds for aslong as possible. It
was going to be along, brutal night. He had no blanket and no way to makefire. There were no
branchesto cover himself. Once he lay down, his lacerations and the frozen earth would wrack him. His
limbswould stiffen. For dl he knew, strange animals might rise up in the darkness. By dawn, his cgptors
might have found him. No, while therewas il light, he forced himsdlf to stay on hisfeet.

In that way, he came upon the petroglyphs.

The wind and vandal s had abraded them from exposed places, and snow had covered others. But at the
rear of the caves, in more hidden spaces, cut into the walls and boulders or scratched into black soot
smoked onto the stone, primitive hands had drawn animals and geometric shapes and stick figures. In
them, the village cameto life.

Many of the particulars were strange to him, the horned beasts that were neither sheep nor goats, the
crops that were not wheet, the lions that were not quite lions. Y et the drawings spoke to him directly. In
the snakes and birds, he saw their reverence for the earth and sky. The spirasled inward to the
center...not outward to anarchy. Here was lightning, and that was the al phabet of God.

He had seen glyphslike these in the caves of his own land. Sticklike figures of men danced and hunted.
Mystical symbols sprang out at him. He recognized an insect-like character with an enormous jutting
phalusand aflute. That was the peddier, the wanderer, the seducer...the fertile heart. For the unwary,
he was the one who could be the devil. But in the proper circumstances, if you were fortunate, his could
be the prophet’ s song, the very essence of ingpiration.

At last the pain and exhaugtion were too much. The fugitive staggered in place. The snow around his feet
turned red. Daylight wasfailing. He chose the remains of a house built insde a cave, and crawled into its
deepest recess. There was no snow in here. With the last of his strength, he stacked rocksin the
doorway and lay down with hisback againgt thewall.

The wind sang through the cracks. There was no food. He had no ideawhich way lay east. Y et hefelt
thetorment in hissoul. . lift.

The ruins provided more than just ashdlter. For the first time since being born into this bleak underworld,
hefet asense of place and time.

He dreamed of his mother and father, except they were not dreams because his deep was not deep.



Bleeding out, sapped by the cold, he dowly floated into ddirium. It was asif he were freezing into stone.

IN THE MORNING, their soldiers found him. He heard their voices. Daylight pierced the cracksin thewall.
Unable to move, he could only watch asthey clawed the rocks from his doorway, and they were like
animas coming into histomb.

12
The Orphan

LOSALAMOS
MARCH

Mirandawatched the orphan from the dimmed observation booth. The girl sat facing the opposite wall,
legs folded.Crisscross, apple-sauce. She was very il thismorning. They had dressed her—forcibly—in
pink Oshkosh b’ Gosh overals. Broken toys surrounded her. A sippy cup with orange juice sat by one
knee.

Ever since Elise' s death, Miranda had made hersdf an unseen presencein thelittle girl’ sworld. Twicea
day, every day, no matter how heavy her |ab schedule, she had come to watch the four-year-old. It gave
her comfort. It reminded her of things. Elise had hovered over her injust such away after Miranda's
mother died, getting as close as she dared. In asense, Miranda felt she was returning the favor. She
wondered if she had been as mysteriousto Elise asthis nameless child wasto her.

Miranda never went into the room itsdlf. For one thing, the child had become too dangerousto herself
and to others. For another, Miranda didn’t want to spoil her fantasy of a specia connection with the
orphan.

It was a cheery room, il bright with severa gdlons of Martha Stewart paints confiscated by the
National Guard after the Albuquerque riots back in October. Volunteers had painted happy yellow
sunflowers on the sky bluewall. A big rainbow arched over the steel doorway. Much of the paint had
faded from the water hose and disinfectants. But you still got theidea: alittle girl’ s sanctuary.

Her window—bulletproof so that she could not break it—Ilooked east upon the snowy Jemez Mountains.
She had ared and blue plastic bed with atreasured Pooh blankie. In the corner sat her potty. A mobile
made of pink scallop shells hung from the ceiling. Scientists and soldiers with families had donated toys.
There was no denying that people had tried to love the unlovable child.

For atime, the orphan had become something of a celebrity, adistraction from the plague. Like Miranda,
strangers would swing by during their lunch hour to St in the booth and eet their sandwiches while she
played, blissfully unaware of her spectators. This past Christmas, second graders had gathered outside
her window to sing carols. The kids had held a name contest, and hundreds of suggestions poured in,
from Britney and Madonnato Ice. Nothing quite fit.Sin Nombre, they ended up calling her.No Name.

Shewas quirky, but ungodly gifted for afour-year-old. They marveled at her right-brain prowess. At an
age when children were barely imitating lines, she was drawing the aspen tree outside her window with
ten different colored crayons. It was the same tree each day, but always different. She changed her
paette, her theme, the Size of the tree, the emotions. Some pictures had |leaves, some bare branches.
Some used tiny suns or tongues of flame or birds for leaves. No one knew where she had seen fire. Then
they remembered the candle flames of second-grade carolers.



Lately afigure had crept into her drawings, usually seated under thetree. It was a stick figure to begin
with, remarkable initself for her age. With astonishing speed, a matter of aweek or 0, the figure had
acquired fingers and aface with disproportionate details. It was Mirandawho findly figured out the
digtortions. Lacking amirror, the girl had felt her own face and transferred them to the paper. The child
was drawing salf-portraits. Her self-awareness staggered them. They compared her to Picasso. Lately
that had changed.

A month ago, the breakdown had begun. The child tore her clothing to shreds. They found her walls
plastered with her own feces and urine. From this side of the glass, barricaded from the stench, it was
possible for Mirandato see the beauty and mystery contained in that mess of handprints and chocolate
scrawls. Other people only saw neuratic behavior, or possibly something worse.

Popular opinion shifted. The child, it seemed, was afregk after al. Over the next few weeks, there were
other disgusting incidents. The child clawed her face and limbs bloody before they could subdue her and
cut her dready short nails. She ate her crayons. She attacked amale nurse. Their little Picasso had
tripped into rage. The lunch crowd proved to befickle, or at least weak of stomach. Her descent into
madness—if that’ s what thiswas—had no entertainment value. Soon the girl’ s audience dwindled to one.

Mirandaliked it better thisway. She could St done and think her thoughts and draw her own
conclusions. The girl’ s decline made no senseto her. Why had she gone downhill so suddenly? Had she
seen something disturbing through her window? Had one of the nurses been rough with her? All the
while, Mirandahunted for hints of vestigial memory, anything to connect the foundling to her Neanderta
past. Maybe the child had begun to remember things from 30,000 years ago. And yet that defied
Miranda s theory on memory. Thegirl had been born as an infant, not in adult form like the other clones.
As her speech pathways devel oped, past memories should have been overridden or crowded ouit.
According to her theory, the girl was atabularasa, or nearly one, with modern memories written over
ancient ones.

Mirandaremained faithful. She saw hersef in the girl’ s solitude. There was no cadging of toysthe way
you might see among siblings. Thiswas an only child. Though her playfulness had withered, amonth ago
she had been arranging her toysin straight lines and playing elaborate games with them. Her Barbies
were kind to one another, always speaking in agentle whisper. In English.

Linguists had claimed the child could never produce human speech. Based on their examination of old
Neanderta hyoid and jaw bones, they predicted she would lack the vocal architecture to pronounce
voweslikea, i, andu, or hard consonants likek andg. But littleSin Nombre sailed past their
pronouncements. She chanted her ABC' swith gusto.

Everything had been going so well. And then, aoruptly, this other, demonized phase. The toys
dismembered. The silence and retrest.

Asthefirst cloneto be born, the child was considered an index case. Her descent was atopic of debate.
Perhaps clones smply came unraveled with time. The recent escape of that Y ear Zero clone only
confirmed the impression. It was relieving for many people who were conducting research on other
clones. It meant that for al their smilaritiesto human beings, the clones were different, like machineswith
parts that wore out more quickly.

The door to the observation booth opened. The odor of garlic blew in. Mirandalooked and it was Ochs,
and that was not good. They called him the Grim Reaper. Cavendish used the giant to bear bad news,
and to enforceiit, too. Every thronein history had rested on such henchmen.

Ochs had a big turquoise bdt buckle from one of the pueblos. He was blunt. “ The council voted,” he



said. He shook hishead dowly asif it were his sad duty. “ She hasto go.”

Miranda had thought through her reaction. She went out of her way to never pull rank. But something
had to be done. “I’'m going to speak to my father about this” she sad.

“Dr. Cavendish dready took care of that,” Ochssaid. “Y our father agreed that the council’ sauthority is
absolute. They considered your request, and rejected it. That’ sthat.”

The council: arubber stamp. “ She deserves better.”

“I’'msorry.” Hewas't. It didn’t matter, he was just the messenger. It made no senseto talk to him.
Mirandatried anyway.

“She' snot even four, for god' s sake.”

“A ferd child,” said Ochs. “Autigtic. Violent. Evenin the best of times, she'd haveto beindtitutiondized.”
“Shedready is” Mirandaretorted.

“With her own nursing staff and aroom with aview. We can't afford the resources anymore,” Ochs said.

We thought Miranda bitterly. The Cavendish regime. “ Something changed her,” she said. “ Something
externd. Thisisn't her fault.”

“That' s beside the point,” Ochssaid. “Y ou saw the DNA results. She'sagenetic dead end. We haveto
free up our manpower and space. The curerules.” That last part had become awar cry. The curerules.
It justified anything.

“She' sinnocent. Thisisn't farr.”
“She' sbeing transferred, that' s al.”
“Toacageintheearth.”

“Your cage. She'll bein AlphaLab, your building in your technical area. Now you'll be ableto see her
without having to walk al theway over here” Ochssmiled &t her.

Since Elise' sdeath, Miranda had fought to keep the complex known as Technical AreaThree asafe
haven from Cavendish’' s strategy of pitting them against one another. Competition, he preached, not
cooperation. The arena of ideas. In the space of afew months, whipped along by Cavendish, Los Alamos
had started to show fractures.

Therewas growing conflict in the labs, miniature civil warswithin thelarger civil war that wasLos
Alamos National Laboratory. People had thrown tantrums. Shouted. Bullied. Back stabbed. Experiments
were sabotaged.

Miranda had done what she could to counter Cavendish’'s“arena’ philosophy. For dl their differences,
the labs and researchers were not enemies. Despair and guilt, those were their enemy. Frustration was
their monster. The nation—the world—had placed itsfaith in their genius, and they werefailing. Their
pain was like arunning sore. The suicide rate kept climbing. In the last few weeks, five more scientists
had taken their lives, and two had “assisted” their families. Alcoholism and drug abuse wereon therise,
thisamong men and women with the highest level Q-clearance. And church attendance was soaring. In
itsdlf, religion was no one' sbusiness. Los Alamos had dways been “church heavy.” But the overdl fact
wasthat scientits werelosing faith in their own science.



In the beginning Miranda had tried to act the way sheimagined Elise would have acted. She went from
lab to lab and preached cooperation. She made the combatantsjoin hands, literaly hold hands, to wage
war on the plague microbe. She mediated. She found the middle ground. Sheinitiated ho-ho’s, the
Silicon Vdley equivaent of Friday Afternoon Clubs. For atime, it had seemed to work. Then another
controversy would spring up. Another snatch of supplies or chemicas. Another headhunting raid on a
lab. Another plagiarism of some usdlessidea. Another |abor dispute. Another of Cavendish’'s midnight
deportations. The list was endless. Findly Miranda had given up and retreated to the quiet confines of
AlphaLab. Of late, she didn’t want to hear about the misery. She just wanted to take care of her own.

“But you' re taking the sun away from her.”
“It could be worse.” That was the truth.
“Y ou helped create her. Does't that matter to you?”

“It'snot like she came from Adam’srib. All | did was provide the jawbone.” Ochs smiled at hislittle
joke. *Y ou take her too serioudy. She exigts, but she’ s nonexistent. A fregk intime.”

Mirandaglared a him. “Where did Cavendish find you?’
“Theworld, Dr. Abbot.” Ochs motioned toward the door. “Y ou should |eave now.”

What did it matter if she didn’t get to say goodbye? She had never said hello. The girl didn’t even know
Miranda existed.

The sted door opened beneath the painted rainbow. Four men entered in helmets and pads and carrying
Pexiglasriot shidds. One had along jab-stick for tranquilizing wild animals. They manuevered behind the
child.

“Thisisunnecessary,” Mirandasaid.
“They know what they’ re doing.”

The man with the jab-stick reached forward and speared the big needle into the girl’ sthigh. The child
didn’t react, but Mirandadid. “I’m going in there,” she declared.

“Let them do their job.”

Shetried to shove her way around Ochs, but that was a three hundred pound impossibility. “Y our father
saidyou'll get over it,” Ochstold Miranda. “He said you dways do.”

Over her shoulder she saw thelittle girl till facing thewall, il erect. The man prodded her with the butt
end of the jab stick and she toppled in a heap.

13
The Sea

MARCH, THESAMEMONTH

They thought the gaunt American was damned. Nathan L ee thought the same of them, hisfellow
passengers on thisfishing trawler, thel chotski. But they were damned for opposite reasons. Where his
eyeswere dark with excommunication, theirs shone with faith. And it was going to kill them.



There were forty-three Chinese and Russian refugees. Most were families. Like him, they had paid smal
fortunesto the captain and his crew. What none seemed to understand was that thel chotski was atrap.
They had shipped aboard adaughterhouse. Not that there was much choice. The coastal citieswere
polyglot nightmares jammed with Asans and Russians frantic for passage to North America. Y ou paid or
you Stayed.

Nathan L ee counted nineteen children among the passengers. He counted the women. He counted the
men and compared them to the crew, who were few but carried guns. Maybe if there had been more
men among the refugees. .. but there were not. Their fate was sedled. After deciding that, Nathan Lee
Stayed to himsalf and refused to spesk with anyone, even when they tried afew wordsin English. They
began to treat at him as an omen huddled at the prow.

The March seawas gray and choppy. To make room for more passengers, the trawler wastowing its
lifeboat behind on afifty-foot line. It was amere kiff, as shabby asthetrawler. A sheet of Stretched
canvas held out the waves. Overhead the mackerel sky was dashed with gangrene and black.

The crew waited afew days before sarting in on them, letting the bad food and cold and seasickness
deplete their prey. Three women were taken below deck. Everyone could hear their cries, but even their
husbands kept stony faces and did not move to rescue them. Nathan Lee saw the awful shock asthe
refugees redized they were captives. Just the same, they seemed to believe everything would till turn out
al right, that the raping would satisfy the sailors. The Alaskan coast lay just three days away.

In the morning, only two of the women were returned to the open deck. The husband of the missing
woman stood up to protest, but a giant, scarred sailor struck him across the face. Again the refugees
found hope. After dl, the sailor had merely struck the husband, not killed him. Three other women were
herded down the sairs.

Every hour, Nathan Lee secretly checked his compass. The trawler was till moving due east, beneath
the Arctic Circle. Soon enough it would surely circle back to the Russian coast. The turn would be wide
and imperceptible. The passengers would never even know they had reversed direction. That was when
he would make his escape.

In the afternoon, the pirates robbed them in adrunken pack. The terrified passengers opened suitcases
and crates and handed over their last vauables. Nathan Lee gave up everything but aknife taped to his
ankle and his compass, tucked under the prow railing in anticipation of this very thing, and his book,
which he had sedled in plagtic bags to protect againgt the sea spray. “It’ s abook, nothing but a book,” he
sadin English.

The sailor took it and eyed the handwritten pages with his sketches and watercol ors. He outwei ghed
Nathan Lee by fifty pounds, and carried himself loosdly like a street fighter. There was nothing to do but
walit. The pirate flipped afew pages and they fell open to the prayer flag from Tibet. He held up the
sguare of fabric and squinted at the horse and prayer script. For whatever reason, he kept the flag and
gave the book back to Nathan Lee.

Asthey |eft, the sail ors pistol-whipped some of the men and started to take another woman away. Her
little boy clung to her. No oneintervened. No one, including Nathan Lee, tried to save the child. The boy
would not let go of hismother. Abruptly, without aword, one of the pirates grabbed him and threw him
into the sea. The mother howled and flailed and best a the sailors, but dl they did waslaugh and pull her
into the black hold.

The refugees watched the little boy in the sea. His staminawas amazing to them. After five minutes, he
disgppeared from sght. Then, far away, the boy’ slittle head lifted on aswell. He was il facing the bodt,



waiting politely.

Nathan Lee did down against the prow.What if that had been Grace? What if her fina hope depended
on the compassion of astranger? And yet interfering would have cost hisown life. All night long he saw
theimage of that boy rolling upon the waves.

Alaskawas two days distant when the trawler began itsturn. Nathan Lee didn’t try to dert any of his
fellow refugees. The charade of passage was coming to an end. It was much too late to save anyone but
himsalf. There was agood chanceit wastoo late for even that.

The sailors regppeared just before nightfall. Thistime they had blood on them, and none of the women
came up. Nathan Lee saw the ball peen hammer in one butcher’ s hand. The man did nothing to hide it as
he walked to the back of thetrawler. A sailor in astriped T-shirt gestured for three of the men to follow
him to the stern. They filed meekly around the cabin and out of sight.

It took only afew minutes. There was no yelling, no gunshots, no splash of water. The sailor returned and
picked out three more. He was very pleasant about it. Nathan Lee looked at the sky and despaired. The
sun was not faling fast enough.

The sailor came back and ushered afamily around the cabin. Some of the refugees began to cry, but very
quietly, asif it were abreach of courtesy. Families embraced. They held hands when it was their turn to
walk around to the back. A mother carried her infant, abundle of quilt.

The pirates nibbled away &t their numbers. It was al done with grest order. The sailor beckoned, another
batch would go. Soon the deck held only twenty people. It was now or never. The night be damned.

Nathan Lee shucked his quilt jacket and knelt to untie his boots and untape the knife along his shin. The
refugees had their eyes fixed on the back of the boat. No one saw him dide over therall with his saichel
over one shoulder and the knife in histeeth. He lowered himself to the bottom rung. His feet skipped
along the crest of waves. Helet go.

He went under, then came up, jolted by the cold. One-one thousand, he counted, and clenched histeeth
hard upon the knife. The trawler loomed enormous above him, a prehistoric whale. Its sdes flashed past
him.

He had expected the frigid water, and the sting of sdlt in hiseyes, and the awful, sucking tonnage of wet
clothing. Still, he was surprised. His caculations were off. The satchel had twisted behind his back and

was strangling him. The trawler sped past. The tether rope to the skiff was much too high to grab. His
downess stunned him.

For an awful moment it seemed the skiff was going to pass him by. There was no time for correction.
He' d missed the bus.

Then the seatwitched. Nathan Lee sank into the trough of awave. The skiff rose overhead. It squeezed
dightly closer toward the trawler, and for an instant, the rope dackened. The skiff dabbed to the left, and
dove down the swell. The bow torqued.

It was dl Nathan Lee needed. The hull crashed againgt his|eft shoulder, but he managed to grab the
edge.

The canvas cover was hard as wood. Hisfingers dipped. He pawed at the cover. Heraked it with his
nails. It wasliketrying to ride arhinoceros. The skiff pulled and tossed him abouit.

He plunged underwater. The satchel dragged at histhroat. The knife cut hislips. He clung to the beast.



Findly he got the knife into one hand and made awild stab at the canvas. It ripped open and he wrestled
into the bowd s of it.

Helay on his back, crumpled among the oars and seat struts. His whole struggle had lasted no more than
aminute. He looked up through the tear in the canvas and dragged in grest lungfuls of air. His pam was
bleeding from the knife blade. His bare feet were blue. The skiff beat up and down on the rapid sea.

Turning onto his belly, he crawled to the front and edged up for aglance at the trawler. He was sure the
pirates would be gathered at the railing, guns drawn. Instead, they were quietly killing awoman.

Her head was extended over the sea, where it wouldn't make amess. The sailor with the hammer
reached out and rapped her skull with the ball peen end. There was nothing vicious about his act. Hewas
not unkind. In hismind, perhaps, he was an angd of mercy, sparing them from suffering in the sea.

Thewoman dumped. Two sailorslifted her over the edge and she dithered into the dark water. There
wasalineof girlsand boys. Nathan L ee counted seven of them, waiting like naughty children for their
punishment. The man with the hammer motioned for the child in front to come forward.

Nathan Lee ducked his head under the canvas.How could they have failed to see him? His struggle had
seemed thunderous and epic. He had thrashed through the waves and knifed hisway into the skiff
beneath their noses. But somevell had made himinvisible.

He crouched under his ceiling of torn canvas. The tow rope had to be cut before they registered his
absence. With luck, the skiff would vanish so gradudly they wouldn't notice. A night might pass before
someone saw the dack rope, and he doubted the captain would waste time searching for amissing
rowboat. With a stroke of the knife then, his escape was complete.

And yet there were those children.
Soaked to the skin, he shuddered violently.

They were nothing to him. Since beginning the seavoyage, he' d made sure the children kept their
distance. He had gone to lengths not to hear their names or look in their eyes or hear their songs.
Anyway, even if he wanted to, how could he save them? He was not their father. He had achild of his
ownwating for him.

His teeth chattered. He looked at the knife.Was he so dead?

He searched the lifeboat for something, aweapon, an idea, anything to spur him into action. A rubber
bag held cans of food and some bottles of water, but no pistol or flare gun. Hewas nearly ashelpless as
the children. Now what? Throw cans of food at the pirates? It was absurd.

There was asplash in the water. Nathan Lee felt abump againgt the skiff’ s wooden bottom. He
trembled, caught between extremes, surviva or martyrdom.

There was another splash.

Nathan Lee couldn’t bear to listen to the killing anymore. Thiswas obscene, hislurking in thewake. He
couldn’t help. He couldn’t listen. Rearing up through the dit canvas, he leaned for the bucking prow and
laid hisknife against the rope. He told himsalf not to look up. But he looked.

Unbdlievably, the pirates still did not see him. But the children did. There were only three remaining. At
the sight of him, their heads perked up. They blinked asif ajack-in-the-box had sprung out of nowhere.



On an impulse, he beckoned to them.Jump, he thought. That was their salvation. He would cut loose and
fish them from the water, one by one. The sailorswouldn’t see him. It was possible. All the children had
to do was make the leap.

He waved again, not abroad gesture, but a clear one.Come with me. The notion filled him with sudden
joy. A boatload of children! He pictured them reaching the shores of Americatogether.

Jump!He motioned again. They understood. Their eyes grew bigger...but not with hope.

Beievein me he thought. But they recognized him. He was the lone wolf from the front of the trawler, the
man who had snarled at them when their games strayed too close. Their parents had scolded them if they
went near him. And now, for dl they knew, he was part of their punishment, amonstrous blackbearded
fisherman waiting to do more dreadful things once the sailorsthrew them into the water. At least the
salorswere amiling a them.

So, of course they did not jump.

Nathan Lee could not bear to watch the pirates finish. He did back beneath the canvas, shuddering with
cold, and lay heaped among the mess of gear, too weak to move, not even caring if the sailors found him.

Darkness seeped over him. Night or despair, it was al the same. Evenin hisworst hoursin Tibet, he had
never felt so done. He did not believein God. It was not amatter of doubt. He did not believe. And
yet—strangely—he had only God as a culprit. From the plague to this daughter of innocents, the evil
went beyond human wickedness, beyond the workings of an indifferent universe. Maybe the French
woman was right, God was smply hitting the del ete key and starting over from scratch.

The waves hammered hislittle boat, beating him againg the wood struts. They were dragging him back to
the graveyard of Asa Hetried to summon up the face of his daughter, but she was hiding from him. He
remembered the looks of horror on the children’sfaces. At last, Nathan Lee remembered the knife. He
crawled up through the canvas covering and cut the rope, and the seagrew till. Hewas aone.

* % *

HE DRIFTED ALL NIGHT, shivering, legs stuck in the emptied rubber bag, shoulders and head wrapped in
salcloth. Sowly hiswarmth returned, enough of it to function. In the morning, he figured out the mast. It
was only two feet taler than hewas. The polefit into a socket and had a crosspiece. The sail waslittle
more than what he' d aready used it for, abedsheet. But once he got the parts assembled, it caught the
wind.

Hewas no sailor. He obeyed hislittle compass, due east. When the wind grew too boisterous, he pulled
the sail down and rowed. When the air calmed, he put the sail up again. Three days passed.

The seagrew strange.

On the second night, he heard gulls and thought his boat was reaching land. He pushed his head through
the rent canvas ceiling, and there was no land. Rather a gigantic ship was silently bearing down on him.

It waslit like acity, with an immense flat deck that tabled out above the waters. It was an aircraft carrier,
and could only be American. “Help,” he shouted. He stood and waved hisarms. With the last of his
matches, he lit afew pagestorn from hisbook and held the little torch above hishead. The scraps of
flame lasted mere seconds. He kept flapping hisarm in the air.

Thewaterswere still, not awhisper of wind. The carrier drew nearer. It soared in the night, avast Slent
metropolis. He didn't see asingle person up there. Clouds of gulls swarmed in the lights, barking and



cawing. “Helo,” heydled. “Hep!” Now he could see the American flag drifting in the ship’s self-made
breeze.

It became evident the carrier would miss him by agood twenty or thirty yards. A meta saircaseran
down one Sde, dmost to water level. There was not one thing he could do to get closer. Evenif hissall
had been set, there was no wind. He wiggled the rudder to try and row himsdlf.

USSTruman, the prow proclaimed. The gray stedl wall towered overhead, four or five stories high. Now
he could hear the rumble of the turn screws. “America,” he shouted. “Help. Down here.”

It swept past him. He stood in hislittle boat and watched the lights sink westward. The clamor of gulls
died. Night took over. He grew cold and sheltered from the piercing stars.

After another day, he cameto aflock of green and turquoise icebergs. They seemed not to movein the
lapping sea, planets unto themselves. He entered their maze and floated among their towering cliffs. He
patted their flanks. He chipped off flakes of primeva iceto suck on. That night he pulled the boat onto a
diamond-hard strand and made camp on theice. But he couldn’t deep for the beauty of it dl. The sea
glowed with neon green plankton or some other inner light. The auroraborealis hung overhead like
rainbows dreaming.

After the violence of thel chotski, this crystal world was a silent paradise. He decided to stay another day
and night, and then another. The sun emerged and, ironicaly, for thefirst timein weeks, hewas
warm...on the back of an iceberg. Days he spent exploring, resting, writing in hisbook. On one of his
expeditions to the backside of the iceberg, he found an animal trapped insde the glasswadlls. It had a
feline shape. With an axe he might have been able to chop it free and fed itstawny fur. But dl he hed
was hislittle paring knife, good for dicing apples and rope and not much more.

He stayed on afourth day, eating canned sardines and a hash of horsemeat or dog |eft from the Soviet
days. That night he dreamed the animal trapped in the ice was him. He woke and redlized it was no
dream, but an omen. Theice was seducing him with its magic and peace.

At firg light, he launched his boat and escaped the gentle icebergs. There was no way to tell how far he
had drifted, nor in what direction. All he could do was set thelittle sail and continue east. When his cans
of food were gone, he subsisted on chips of ice from achunk of theiceberg. The big glassy lump lay like
acarcass on thefloor of the boat.

Hetried fishing. That didn’t work. On an empty half acre of idand afew inches above sealeve, he
harvested bits of seaweed.

Looking into the sea, he saw masses of phosphorescent plankton drifting like mountains. The full moon
moaned with the weight of its extraordinary light. Periodically he comprehended that the moanswere his.

The science of navigation was utterly beyond him. Nautica maps and instruments would have been
useless. He had quit trusting his ability to reason. For dl he knew, the currents dragged him backwards
each night. After that, he kept the sail up under the stars and let the wind carry him where it would.

One morning he heard gravel crunching beneath the bow. The boat stopped, or seemed to. Heraised his
head and fog was covering the water like smoke. He heard the dap of surf washing against along, wide
shore. Either he had reached the Americas, or beached upon their phantom. Was there a difference? He
crawled from the boat and staggered on the gravel. When he looked again, the boat was drifting off into
nothingness



14
Mr. Swift Goesto Washington

THREEMONTHSLATER
He woke to zebras.

It wasthe inner edge of dawn. The forest hung with cold green mist. And there were zebras. He looked
out from the cave, and for aminute it seemed entirely possible the plague had caught him. They said it
caused intense memories, then intense forgetfulness. And here was Africa. ..on the crest of the Blue
Ridge in the Shenandoahs.

It had taken him over two months to descend from Alaska. He had crossed many borders, but couldn’t
remember crossing thisone, the dip into hisown past.

They dipped their muzzles, browsing the spring tenders. Their black and white Stripes were stark as
moons. The animasdidn’t seem imaginary. He could smdll their ripe dung. Twigs snapped when their
hooves shifted. His mother had taught him the four species of zebra. These had big, rounded ears.

Thunder rolled aong the Appaachian furrows. It would rain again today. A man appeared from the
forest on horseback. He wore hunter’ s camouflage and carried an M 16 rifle across his saddle. His horse
towered aboveits striped cousins. They didn't bolt away, giggling, the way wild zebras should have.
They merely shifted at his gpproach and went on foraging. When afoa strayed, the horseman gently
turned it back into the group.

Nathan Leedidn’t volunteer his presence. He lay till, trying to wring some explanation from the scene. If
it was not redl, he didn’t wish to be talking to himself.

The cave wals were stained from old campfires and scratched with grafitti. Over the centuries, it had
sheltered many travelers, apparently including Indians and Revolutionary War soldiers and Confederates
and lovers. One night Nathan Lee had brought Lydiato acavelikethis, but she only complained about
the mosquito bites.

A second horseman appeared. A sniper’ s net with foliage was draped across his shoulders. He looked
like abarbarian in skins, or a scarecrow with vast shoulders. It was he who spied Nathan Lee's
footprintsin the mud leading to the cave. He said something to his partner, who gently herded the zebras
into the deeper mist. They nickered and vanished.

The scarecrow man waited until the zebras were gone. Then he dismounted and, before Nathan Lee's
eyes, he disgppeared, too. He sank down into the mountain laurels and mist and melted from view.
Nathan Lee heard arifle bolt ratchet. “ Come out,” the man called.

Nathan Lee stayed quiet. His hallucination had diminished to avoicein theforest.
“I know you'rein there.”

Maybe the apparition would go away. Then Nathan Lee saw the orange twinkle of muzzle flash, and a
bullet was suddenly cutting againgt his cave walls. It sizzled and rang. The chipped stone had araw,
singed odor. Nathan Lee curled into aball. “Who areyou?’ heydlled.

“Comeout.”



“I don't want any trouble. I don’'t have anything.”
“Y ou want another?’

“Don’'t shoot me.”

“Stay inthere, | will.”

“I'munarmed.” Nathan Lee crawled out of the cave. Hisjoints ached from the damp. He knew to keep
his arms up, hands open. He waked downhill.

“Stop there,” the voice said. Not ten feet further, aman’ s head rested on the ground like a pumpkin. He
rose up and the ground seemed to rise on his back. Hisface looked freshly unburied, smeared with soil
and wood smoke and leavesin his beard. Much like Nathan Lee's own face. He kept the black dot of
his muzzle trained on Nathan Leg seye.

Thefirgt horseman in hunter’ s clothing returned. His horse' s nostrils smoked in the cold.
“| was passing through,” said Nathan Lee.

“Y ou should have kept passing,” the scarecrow said.

“It garted torain.”

“What a coincidence. Right among the mest.”

Meet?They thought he was a poacher. Of zebras? Had people gotten so hungry?“I’m aphysician,” he
sad. “I’'m on my way to Washington.”

“No one' s going to Washington these days,” said the horseback man.
“l an.”
“Let’s see your blood book.”

Nathan Lee lowered one arm, carefully fetched thei.d. booklet, and tossed it to the scarecrow. In lieu of
latex gloves, the man used afolded leaf to pick it up.

“Charles Andrew Bowen,” heread adoud. “M.D. Bay City, Texas.” He compared the photo to Nathan
Lee sface. Nathan Lee had paid the forger with Tibetan gold. Helooked old in the picture. It was afair
sngpshot of his soul. With atwig, the scarecrow opened the pages to mid-booklet, and visibly relaxed.
“Hetested negative at the Hancock station. That was two days ago.” He lowered hisrifle.

The horseback man did not. “Now he knows where the herd is.”
Who were these guys?
“What’ syour business?’ the scarecrow said.

“I"'mlooking for someone.” That annoyed them. Everyone was looking for someone. The phone network
had crashed long ago. The information age had gone the way of the abatross. “ It sthetruth,” he said. He
stopped. Everybody had astory, lossesto tell, an angle, ahunger.

“I wouldn't go down there,” said the scarecrow. “ The coasts are getting hot. Y ou know about Florida”

The plague had showed up in Key West and spread to Miami. Taking no chances, the authorities had



lopped the entire peninsula from the map. No one entered. No one l&ft. It was not a police action. There
were no polite checkpoints. The curfew was absolute. From Jacksonville to Pensacola, the Army patrols
shot to kill. The empire’ sfurthest outposts were being overrun, one by one. First Hawaii, then the Gulf.
Alaska had started to turn mean, too. He had used every resource in catching one of the evacuation
flights down into the lower forty-eight.

“It'snot too late,” said Nathan Lee.

The two men exchanged alook. The horseback man kept hisfinger on the trigger. He continued
scowling. “He knows about the herd.” Only then did Nathan Lee see the string of ears hanging from his
pomme. They were coyote and dog ears, but one was human. The horseback man grinned.

“What are those zebras doing here?” asked Nathan Lee.
“Y ou ever hear of the Nationa Zoo?’
It fell into place, or part of it anyway. “ Y ou're rangers?’

“I wasin my third year at veterinary school,” said the scarecrow. “ Then the food riots hit. After that, we
trucked dl the big mammalsinto the mountains. They’ re safer here, even with the predators about. If they
find a cure, the animas can go back to the zoo.”

“And if they don't?’ said Nathan Lee.
“Naturewon.”

While hefetched his pack from the cave, the two men rode off into the mist. Nevertheless, Nathan Lee
felt watched dl the way out of the forest.

THE RANGERSWere right. No one was going into Washington, only trying to leave. On the east Sde of the
Theodore Roosevelt Bridge, he cameto agreat logjam of people waiting to be processed so they could
cross the Potomac and strike off for the interior. He could smell and hear the blood stations at work on
them. The stench of Clorox disinfectant was powerful in the noon hest. Worse were the shrieking
children, whose little veins were hidden away.

“Wheredo | go for my blood test?’ he asked a soldier.
“You'reinbound? No test.”
That was ominous. They weregiving up on D.C.

The Metro was closed until further notice. Thousands of homelessinhabited it, adark, tubular
municipality dl its own. Not wanting to chance the darker parts, he set off aong Lafayette Boulevard on
foot.

Back the Attack,said a poster pasted on awall. The Health Services had tried a number of such dogans,
some borrowed from WWII, some lifted from now outdated battles against diabetes, breast cancer, or
AIDS:We Can Best It, Speed the Cure, All Together, Our Blood Is One.

In the ancient tradition, the elite had fled before the plague and | eft the city to the masses. Far from being
lifeless, the streets were fiery with culture. It was cherry blossom season. Pink petals surged on the
breeze. Flowers burst from the earth. All the parks had been uprooted to make vegetable gardens. Their



long rows were tended by women and children, guarded by men with pawnshop guns or black market
automatics. Some gardens bel onged to church groups, others were owned by gangs. The most beautiful
gardens he saw were cared for by the Nation of Idam, whose women dressed in white like black angels.

It was atime of plenty. Markets abounded with canned goods stolen from grocery chains and with
USAID supplies. Y ou could find live chickensto et or to lay eggs. Ducks and other water fowl hung
plucked from the rafters. Tables were heavy with crab, mackarel, salmon, and squid. Rich, spicy
barbeque smoke hung inthe ar.

After the cold, hunched malice of Alaska, now just an armed beachhead staving off foreign carriers,
Washington was bewitching. Block after block, drummers hammered at their bongos. Dancers twirled,
tangoed, and writhed. A cappellareigned: choirs, quartets, brave soloists. There werefire eaters, clowns,
tightrope walkers, an ax juggler. Every street corner held orators and soothsayers, philosophers,
unemployed teachers giving lessons for food, and doomsayers ranting.

At firg glance, there was nothing but abundance. Food convoys trundled through like chains of elephants,
disbursing hundred-pound sacks of rice and beans, cases of protein bars, baby food formula, and more.
Water trucks circulated. It was almost asif the government were fattening them. Or keeping them pinned
inplace.

Nathan L ee trekked deeper toward the center. He wished for one of the bicycles hissing past, but
resisted the urge to steal one. He reached DuPont Circle next morning, after anight spent inadry
fountain with other tramps. He told himsalf not to be excited. But the great spoke of streetsled directly to
the row of Victorian townhouses where Ochs once lived.

The professor waslong gone. Squatters had taken over the entire neighborhood. Nathan Lee walked
back and forth afew times, getting afed for the place. Laundry hung like festive banners from the lines
rigged between windows and trees. A mountain of garbage clogged the dley. Women chattered and
breastfed their babies. Children sivung in atire hanging from atree limb. Girls skipped rope.

A young woman sat on the front steps bouncing her baby on her knees. Her eyeswerefilled with love.
He crossed the street and went to her. “I’'m looking for my little girl,” he said. He opened his storybook
to the picture of Grace. By now, the photo was nearly featureless. What the mountain and jails had not
ruined, the sea had. “ She and her mother used to live here.”

“Not no more.”

He held out the book with the ruined photo. “Her uncl€' s name was Ochs. Maybe they |eft some clue
where they went.”

The girl’ seyesflickered at hisbook. “Never seen her. Can't seethat anyway.”
“It spoiled,” he said.

“Well, shean't here”

“I’'vecomealong way,” hesad. “Beforeit' stoo late.”

She tucked her baby close at his“too late.” Nathan Lee regretted hiswords. He closed the book. “I
need to go in that townhouse there,” he said.

“I"dleave” shesad. “Themen will whip you, you till loitering tonight.”

“Wdl, | can't leave”



“My, that's brave.”

“No,” hesad. “I have nowhere eseto begin.”

“Let himup,” awoman said from the upper window. She had tight cropped hair and astraight neck.
“But Mama, Gerdd saysthese people....”

“The man wantsto find hisbaby,” said the woman.

Nathan Lee went up the stairs. The door opened. The woman was regal and lean, young to bea
grandmother.

“Thank you,” he said to the woman. He held out his hand, but she didn’t takeit. It wasn’t rude. It was
thetimes.

Ochswould have been pleased. The wood floors were scratched a bit, otherwise the place was as
spotlessashe' d kept it. It was changed, naturally. The $20,000 killims were gone. Green plants stood
where his porcelain vases and pre-Columbian statues once resided. Onewall held asmall, very old
photo of ablack family. Nathan Leewasdrawntoiit.

“My people. They weredaves.” Thewoman said it primly. Nathan Lee understood. She had no
apologiesfor being here. “ The house was empty when we arrived. | placed any keepsakesin abox, out
of respect.” Sheled the way to a closet.

He carried the box into the kitchen. The stainless sted! refrigerator and oven sparkled. A propane hot
plate sat on the polished granite countertop. Little sprouts of dill and basil were growing in egg cartonson
thewindow sill. It smelled of bacon and eggs and coffee. He opened the box.

“Hewas apornographer,” shesaid. “1 am old-fashioned. His collection of pictures and magazines, those
things| destroyed.”

“Of course,” said Nathan Lee. His hand was shaking. He laid the contents out on the countertop. There
was more than he had expected, but also less. All hislettersfrom jail were here, addressed to Grace
Swift, bundled together with astring. Discarded. There were ticket stubs to the thegter, restaurant
receipts, Ochs's membership card inthe NRA, and catalogs for art auctions, deer hunting, and interior
design. He went through the evidence, rooting for aforwarding address, a phone bill with an area code,
anything to further his search. He came to a M otoPhoto envel ope and his breath caught. The photos
were gone, but the envel ope contained strips of color negatives. He held them to the light, and there she
wasinreversg, light for dark.

“Grace,” he said out loud. She had bangs, he could see that much. It had been aday at the playground.
She was on aswing set, coming down adide, dangling from the monkey bars. He smiled.

He went through the gtrips frame by frame. If he could make out the playground, he thought therewasa
chance of locating Lydia s new neighborhood. One frame had part of a building in the background. It had
afairytdeturret with acrendlated battlement running off the edge. Disneyland, he thought. But on closer
study, it wasthe Cagtle at the Smithsonian. That was one clue.

A second clue waited at the bottom of the box, awedding invitation. Mrs. Swift had become Lydia
Ochs-Houghton.The parents of Baxter Montgomery Houghton wish to announce. ...Helooked at the
date twice, awed by her ability—to the very end—to blind him. Even as he was crawling down from
Makau La, still missing, shewas saying | do. He put the days together. June 10: Ochs had probably
made it homein time for the champagne. They’ d tricked him, brother and sster. Hefdt smal. Everything



had been kept from him. While he wasfighting for vigitation rights, she had been courting.
“Y ou wrote those letters,” the woman stated. “ They were dready opened. | read them.”

He cleared histhroat. He looked at the envel opes, and each had been neatly dit with aletter opener
along the side, not the top. That was Lydia s habit.

“I wonder...” He balked at his own foolishness. “ Do you think my daughter ever heard aword of what |
wrote?’

“Did her mother dill loveyou?’
“No,” said Nathan Lee.

“Then | don't think s0.” The woman came within an inch of touching hisarm. “ She would have been
afraid of your power.”

It wasthefirst kindness Nathan Lee had experienced in avery long time. He didn’t know how to
respond, and so he shied from it. “My five minutes are up,” he said. “1 have no way to repay this.”

“Beagood man,” thewoman said to him. That wasall.

THE LEADSWERE THIN, but Lydia strail was not cold. True, there was no hint of where she had taken
Grace. The wedding invitation said nothing about her new husband’ s origins. After much searching,
Nathan Lee found an unburned copy of the District of Columbia phone directory from two years ago,
and the numerous Houghtons did not include anyone named Baxter, nor any Ochs named Lydia But
there was gtill the Smithsonian. Ochs had been there, he was sure of it, on business. If the man had
sarted plundering for the museum, there was bound to be some record of him.

Reaching the Smithsonian was no easy task. The center of government—fifty square blocks, including the
Mall—had been sedled off from the general populace, stored away until the plague passed and the
government could return. At the Marine checkpoints aong Independence Avenue, Nathan Lee played
the absentminded professor, ingsting the museum had summoned him to help assemble the bones of a
million-year-old apeman. It took five hours, and two blood tests, to penetrate their defenses. At the last
checkpoint, an officer assgned two Marines to escort him to his destination.

The sky sullied to gray. Theair grew heavy. It wasgoingto rain.

Government buildings stood barren, their ground floor windows boarded over asfor ahurricane, the
upper windows glassy and eyeless. They skirted what was | eft of the FBI building. An explosion had
gnawed agaping holein the edifice.

They cameto the Madll, avast green field gone to seed. Their legs whip-whipped through the uncut grass.
The stars-and-gtripesfluttered at half mast on the poles surrounding the Washington Monument. Nathan
Leelooked around at al the tiliness. He was starting to understand. The Marines had been assigned to
watch over statues and pigeons, little more. The jewel of the American empire lay hollow.

A fine drizzle began. The two Marines put on ponchos. Nathan Lee seated hisY osemite: The West Is
Best cap with neck flgpstighter on his head. Heled them to the Natura History Museum, which housed
the anthropology collection and offices, but it was boarded shut. The workmen had even sedled the
edges with epoxy. It would take power toolsto cut one’ sway insde.



“I thought you said thiswas the place,” said one of the Marines.
“They told me the Smithsonian,” Nathan Lee blustered. “It has twelve different museums. | presumed....”
“Comeon, man, it'sraining.”

Across the meadow, the Castle loomed, its red sandstone towers and spires swathed inivy. Thiswasthe
origina building, its odd, Norman architecture ingpired by Sir Walter Scott novels. A wet American flag
hung atop the central tower. “There,” he said, “that must be the one.”

Asthey crossed to the Castle, hetried to entertain the souring Marines. “ Abraham Lincoln once
surveyed the city’ s defenses from that tower,” he said. They weren't in the mood. He threw out more
trivia, wetter by the step.

Thingsdid not look promising. From the stepsto the high arch, the front doors were barricaded with
masonry blocks. The windows were dark blanks, boarded over from the ingde. The mighty fortress of
collections and knowledge had become a haunted house.

They circled the building completely. Little markers a the base of the walsidentified each different
climbing vine. Back at the front entrance, they cameto hat. The sunlight was fading fast. Therain cut
harder, rattling against their ponchos. Nathan Lee was drenched, not a convincing picture.

“You don't redlly belong here, do you?’ one of the Marines said. “Let’ s see your paperwork. Orders. A
|etter of authorization.”

Nathan Le€ s bluff was crumbling. Somewhere inside these buildings were clues about where Ochs had
gone, hewas certain of it. “1 told you. It was verbal. They sent amessenger.”

“They?1 don't see anyone, sir. Where' s your blood book?’

With growing alarm, Nathan Lee handed it over, and the soldier didn’t look &t it. They were confiscating
his blood book! He thought of running, but even if they didn’t shoot him, he would be trapped without his

passport.

At that moment, ameta door creaked open on the fire escape two stories overhead. An old man
gppeared on the small grated deck. Camly smoking apipein therain, scanning the far distances, he
didn’t notice them at first. He stood there, pale and delicate, like an ancient submariner getting a breath of
freshair.

Unbelievably, Nathan L ee thought he recognized the ghogt. “ Spencer?’ he said. “ Spencer Baird?’ He
was—or had been—a paeontologist. He had to be ninety.

The old man looked down at them. “Who goes there?’
“Do you know thisman, Sr?" aMarine caled up to him.

“Spencer, it sme,” said Nathan Lee. “I came when you sent word.” He pulled off his cap and pawed flat
his short, chopped, wet beard, trying to make hisface younger. He didn't dare identify himself by hisred
name, because the Marines knew him as someone el se. It was not asmall matter. No one had better
reason to hide their true identity than aplague carrier.

The old man leaned over the wet railing. “Word? What' s the word?’

“Fred Whipple,” Nathan Leetried. He dug for other names, praying one of them might <till be around.



“Joe Henry. Charlie Abbot. They said ASAP.” He added, “The bones.”
“Ah,” said Baird, “the bones.”
“I'm here”

“Thank god. WEe ve been waiting for you.” Baird looked old as Noah up there with hiswhite beard in the
clattering rain. “But who are you?’

Therewas no way around it. “Swift,” said Nathan Lee.

One of the Marines said, “Wait aminute.” He pulled Nathan Lee' s blood book from under his poncho
for asecond look.

“Isthat you, Nathan Lee?’ Baird leaned out further. “They said you were agoner. Swalowed by the
mountains”

“What' syour name, Sir?’ the Marine said.

Hurry,thought Nathan Lee.Reach down. Raise me up.

“Get in here before you catch your death, man,” Baird said. “Don’'t you seeit’ sraining?’

Nathan Lee reached for the fire escape ladder. The Marine grabbed hisarm. “Not so fast,” he said.
“They know me.” Nathan Lee amiled. Hetried to smile. Histeeth chattered.

“Let him go,” said the second Marine. He took the blood book and dapped Nathan Lee' s chest withit.
“Theman’shome. At least somebody bel ongs somewhere.”

Nathan Lee pulled himsdf up the fire escape and climbed the metal stairs. Baird welcomed him with
tobacco breath and mighty daps on the back. Ingde the building was pitch black. Baird handed Nathan
Lee histwo-foot Maglite, heavy as an axe, and pulled the steel door shut againgt the storm. “They said
you were dead,” he kept repeating. “Wait till the others see.”

Nathan Leefollowed him through the dark bowels of the ingtitute. “1’m looking for aman named David
Ochs,” hesaid. “A professor.”

“OX?’
“An archaeologigt. A big man. A professor.”
“Never heard of him,” said Baird.

“What about Dean White?” Nathan L ee asked hopefully. White was the curator who had commissioned
the Himaayan hunt two years ago.

“White,” barked Baird. “He got his nuts handed to him after your peccadillo. Isit true you killed aman?
And ate him?’

“ Are there others from the anthro department here? They’ d know about Ochs.”
“Gone. All gone,” said Baird. “But it' sin the paperwork, I'm sure.”

“Isthe paperwork here, in this building?’



“Thereisachance.” Baird gestured at thousands of cardboard boxes stacked in the hallways. There was
barely room to walk between them. “Thought you were dead.”

Voicestrickled from further ahead. They descended a saircase. In the distance, he saw a dozen old
people eating dinner by candldight in the dark shadows of avestibule.

They looked spectra surrounding the silver candelabra. The men had ties and jackets. Two wore tuxes,
one asmoking jacket with ascot. The women looked ready for the opera, withpashminas draped over
their shouldersto ward off the chill. They were egting from antique blue plates, with heavy slverware and
crystal wine glasses. Nathan Lee could smell each part of their medl. . .the ved and |obgter, the butter
sauce and bas|, the red wine from old bottles. Not one of them was under eighty.

“Look what the wind blew in,” Baird announced to the group. With adow flourish, he turned to display
hisdiscovery.

But the halway was empty.
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Expendables

LOSALAMOS

Cavendish' s clone passed among them like a ghost. He traveled everywhere, threading through their
security systems, appearing indde thelr labs, hacking into their computers. He crawled ingdetheir secrets.
Hewormed insgde their minds. At first, Adam didn’t hate them. He smply wanted to know what made
him different.

In the beginning, his flesh had been sport enough. No longer stapled to Cavendish’ swhedlchair, but till
filled with Cavendish’ smemory, it waslike passing from himsdlf. He had started out as Cavendish in
mind, but he was no longer Cavendish. For atime, they had been like Siamese twinsjoined at the head,
right down to the neurd twitch and the tremor in their hands. Every memory before twenty months ago
had been amemory shared with his creator.

For awhile after Adam’ s birth, Cavendish had done everything to keep hisdoppel ganger on ashort
leash, close a hand, day and night. Adam was required to dress Cavendish in the morning and wash him
at night. Adam whedled his chair. At meetings, he stood to the rear, mute, like some excotic potted plant.
He cooked Cavendish breakfast and dinner. Even his name, so cliche, like achain around his neck.

Their chess games were a source of humor for Cavendish. Neither could make amove the other didn’'t
know. Every game ended in stalemate. But then one day Adam made amove of hisown. “Checkmate,”
he whispered, and stood. He towered above the board. That was thefirst time he had felt hiswings
spread open. They seemed to fill the room. And Cavendish, ravaged by disease, cupped in his
wheselchair, seemed far below.

After that, Adam had systematically severed himsdlf, tissue and mind, from his maker. It was a dangerous
procedure, because his Cavendish-consciousness knew that Cavendish was waiting for just such a
breach. The one thing Cavendish feared in the world was the power of hisown mind. Above al ese, he
did not want his secrets roaming beyond his control. Adam knew that Cavendish had planned to
terminate him once he saw his cloned, living body. He was an experiment, avanity. Cavendish merdly
wanted to see himsdf immeacul ate and unflawed.

It would not have been Cavendish’ sfirst murder, Adam knew. There were others besdes the old



woman, Golding. Cavendish had deported dozens of his enemiesinto the wastelands of America, or even
disappeared them into their own letha experiments. For some reason which Adam did not fully
understand, Cavendish had been merciful to his clone. He had permitted him to live. All the same, Adam
was careful.

Hisfreedom camein doses, literaly. Los Alamos abounded with chemists from pharmaceutica
companies. Adam obtained a sedative, organically constructed, that would not leave tracesin
Cavendish' s blood. Cavendish was agourmand with awesknessfor Cdifornianouvele cuisne, light
portions exquisitely arranged. He never suspected the deeping potion. In that way, Adam began his
rebdllion. He occupied the night.

At firgt it was agame. He sampled his own body. He spent hoursin front of the mirror. With weights and
anabolic steroids, he jumpstarted his muscles. Heinjected synthetic testosterone to rewire hislymphatic
system. Soon his quads and calves were siretching his blue jeanstight. In the dark of night, he ran for
milesaong Los Alamos sforest roads. Cavendish noticed the changes, but dowly. He commented on
the veinsaong Adam’ sarms and thighs. Adam played to his narciss sm. He was careful not to display his
enormous strength, only his beauty. He became David to his Michelangel o. Cavendish began to touch
him. He marveled a what he might have been.

Adam didn’t rush hisindependence. Sometimes escape isathing best donein dow motion, in plain view.
Not until the eeventh month did he have awoman. Soon he' d had many. He experienced forbidden
sensationsthat boggled hismind.

Inevitably, Adam grew bored. It was an inherited trait, a defense mechanism, aby-product of rampant
genius. Humanity annoyed him. It gratified him to see the great cities desolate, the greet bridges traversed
only by the occasiond dog. The plague had surged in waves, backing off, giving hope, then mutating and
charging into them again. Everything human was dead now except America, and that was on the brink.

He' d downloaded the best of their downfal, the scenes of 747s crashing at airports or being shot from
the sky, the torpedo sinking of refugee boats and even a Princess Cruise liner trying to return from
Bermuda, the final bell ring of the New Y ork stock exchange, the last clap of the gavel suspending
Congress eight months ago. A group of survivaists had strung together acolony in the upper reaches of a
redwood forest in Washington, avillage of rope bridges and Tarzan swings connecting their nylon ledges.
Adam liked that website. The apes were returning to the trees.

He continued to take sex, but he no longer hunted it. It wasn't adiscovery process anymore, only an
urge, like defecating. The Internet crashed. Y ou could surf the satellites, but he was jaded. With time, he
turned from one taboo to another. He became an incubus, poaching their thoughts, stedling their privacy.
Getting ingde them.

The trespassing started as athrill ride. He broke their security codes, hacked into their memory banks,
peeped on them through their own surveillance cameras: it was fun. It satisfied his growing contempt for
them. Adam perfected his vanishing act. He bobbed upon their e ectronic consciousness, only to

disappear.

Thiswas different from their plague surfing, which he' d indulged in, too. Soon that got old, aswell. Adam
began to visit thetechnica areasin person.

Audacity, that was the ticket, that and the right biological minutiae. By every measure, except his
metamorphoss, he was hisfather Cavendish. Hisfingerprints, hisretind signature, the chemicasof his
exhaed breath, his blood, his speech patterns, dl of it identified him asthe Director. A security guard
tried to report his one sef to the other. But Adam, posing as Cavendish, intercepted the report and had



the guard and hisfamily deported to ahot zone. From then on, no one chalenged him. The lesson was
clear. It meant death not to let Cavendish be Cavendish.

For the firat few weeks of exploring the grounds, he merely rubber-necked. They amazed him, these
desperate people. The sheer abundance of scientific experiments could not make up for their futility. The
variety of gpproaches amused Adam. Some verged on alchemy. In their rush to find acure, people were
trying anything and everything. He could fed his boredom returning.

Then one night he pushed the envelope. He entered the forbidding technical areas collectively caled
South Sector. They took up the entire southern third of Los Alamos county. Geographicaly, it wasa
Separate region adtogether, occupying an isolated mesafinger far from the city and other technical areas.
Here, “ deep behind the fence,” insde fences within fences, lay the BSL-4s.

Levd Four’ swere trested with arespect that bordered on dread. They were the ultimate killing field.
BSL-4 workers were considered the Top Guns of virus hunting. One mistake—one pinholerip in your
auit, one Diet Coke too many, one wrong twitch—and not only you, but your entire crew of researchers
and support personnel could be infected. In such an emergency, the whole building had to be stexilized.
Theinfected crew went into quarantine, which was smply a prolonged imprisonment while the
researchers turned into the plague victims they had once studied. It had happened twice here in South
Sector. One of the buildings had been written off, and now lay entombed in cement, like the Chernobyl
reactor. Five teams had ended up becoming test fodder for their colleagues. They ate their young here.

Thefirst time Adam entered a BSL-4 was for the challenge. Also, he wanted to go where Cavendish,
with his disabilities and suppressed immune system, had never dared to go. Perhaps here was the rite of
passage that would truly separate him from his maker.

It was, thought Adam, like diving to the bottom of the ocean. The moon suitswere fed with air that
roared through hoses attached to the ceiling. 1t was so loud they had to wear ear plugs, or losetheir
hearing.

While he suited up in amoon suit made of bright orange, ripstop fabric, Adam asked what they were
investigating. Different |abs were dedicated to trying to breach the disease cycle at different stagesin
different organs. Thislab’sfocus, awoman told him, was* prenatal sanctuary.”

“The placentd barrier,” she said. “While they’re ill in the womb, the fetuses are protected from the
virus. They’re not immune. Just sheltered.”

Adam thought that was lovely. “ So they’ re born in astate of innocence.”

The woman gave a shrug. “ Coming through the birth cand, they get infected. Like | said, they’re not
immune”

“Then what are you looking for?’
“Who knows?’ shesaid.
Then it wastime to stop their earswith foam.

They donned their helmets and entered a short tunnel saturated with purple UV light. At the door to the
work bay, the woman hel ped Adam snap into one of the hoses dangling from the ceiling. Immediately his
auit inflated with cool air. The sound of the respirator pump thundered. When they were dl connected to
hoses, the lead man opened the door. Adam felt a gentle tug as the negative-pressure air lock opened
before them.



He hung back at the door, surprised. He had expected glove boxes and awindow looking upon rows of
tissue samplesin wax or in test tubes. Ingtead, a plague victim awaited them. She lay on an operating
tablein the center of the room. She was very pregnant. Adam could see the fetus through her skin. He
went forward reluctantly. He was numb with horror. Suddenly thiswasn't fun.

They took their stations around the table, mute and dumb. Each knew his or her part in the procedure.
They had done this many times. Adam stood to one side as they had instructed him. He had agrowing
ideawhat they were going to do. He saw the row of instruments.

They did not work swiftly. Safety required dow, sure motions. He could seetheir lips moving insde their
helmets, asif they were counting by numbers. They didn’t bother with anesthetic. The woman’s mind was
faraway. The scalpdl took forever.

Adam looked away. He cursed his curiosity. He was shivering. But part of him craved to see the worst
of it. Helooked again. Her heart went on beating. For afew minutes more, it was stronger than their
need to know. When they had their samples, they stopped it, the infant’s, too.

The gurney wasremoved. A spray of chemicals burst from nozzles overhead. Thelast remaining blood
washed down adrain. Adam thought that was the end of it.

A minute later, the door opened and a second mother was brought in.
They processed eight of them that shift. Sixteen, including the infants.
Afterward, Adam ran home through the night. He hid under his bed covers, deepless.

In the morning, he told Cavendish hefelt acold coming on. Helay in bed dl day, wrestling with the
enormity of what he had seen. He was not supposed to fed these emotions. Clones were shadow
creatures. No one said so, but they were considered less than human. He knew thisfrom the insde of
Cavendisy smind.

Cavendish had a container of chicken noodle soup delivered to Adam at noon.
That same night Adam was back in South Sector for more.

From then on, he haunted the BSL-4's, steeping himsdlf in their savagery, appdled but also titillated that
human beings could do thisto themsalves. Every terrible thing he could imagine was carried out in the
name of science.

The labs had an unending supply of plague victims, who were harvested from the cities. They arrived in
every state of the disease, some not even aware they were infected. Night after night, Adam watched
them being sacrificed. The test subjects were genericaly labdled “ expendables,” aterm from American
medical research after World Warll. Back then the expendables had been Nazis and Russian spies.
Now they were Americans...and the Y ear Zero men.

By far, the greatest horror to him was what they did to the Y ear Zero clones. These were hedlthy young
men who were purposely infected. Virus was sprayed in their eyes, down their throats, into their ears. It
was scratched into their skin or injected. Then they were dissected dive.

The clones cried out. Deegp ingde his moon suit, with his ears plugged, Adam couldn’t hear their words.
But they were spesking. The researchersinssted the words weren't real words. That drove Adam
deeper. He began to record their language.

What madethe Y ear Zero clones special to Adam was that he was not only one of them, but also



theircausa causans, their first and final cause. He had been created so that they could be crested. He was
thefirg of them. He wastheir past, but aso he wastheir future. They did not come from his blood, but
they were his progeny. Hisrace. Their child. Through them, he was being born yet again.

The part of him that was Cavendish had damned these poor creatures to being born so that they could
die. He carried the memory of authorizing their manufacture and suffering. Adam could close hiseyesand
see ahand that was his, and yet not his, signing the order. When helooked in the mirror, he saw one
more lab animal. Except for atwigt of fate, they would have opened him with their knives, long ago.

He could not free the clones, not without sacrificing himself. South Sector was sacred grounds. The cure
wastheir religion. To free the cloneswould be like setting devilsloosein a cathedrd.

Then an idea began to form.

16

The Messenger
THELASTWEEK OFMAY

For aweek, Nathan Lee wandered invisibly through their domain. Occasiondly he heard rattling noises
or muttered monologues in the darkened halways and spied ancient curators knegling in bubbles of light,
making lists, appraising objects. Otherwise he had the run of the place.

At onetime, the Smithsonian empire had employed a staff of over three thousand people. Now there
were just deven of them in the mothballed museum. Lurking in the shadows at the edge of their meetings
and medls, Nathan Lee learned that the scholars and curators had been living here since Christmas. They
inhabited a network of tunnelsthat linked four neighboring Smithsonian galleries. It wasalondy
exigence. There had been two suicides. He d found their bodies quick-frozen in the taxidermist’ s freezer.

Nathan Lee was afraid to revea himsdlf, uncertain how they might treat him. Just because old Spencer
Baird wastickled by hisreputation as amurderer and cannibal didn’t mean the otherswould be, too. For
now, it seemed wiser to hunt for hiscluesin silence.

Gradudly he pieced together their story. Last December, just before sedling al the government buildings
shut, soldiers had transported art, artifacts, and documents from more distant museumsto here for
safekeeping. The Castle and its connecting buildings were stuffed with file boxes, paintings, statues,
skulls, Egyptian mummies, butterfly and beetle collections, inventions, rare coins. ..and papers from the
Natura History Museum which he hoped might include clues about Ochs.

The ancient curators talked to one another about keeping thingstidy for whatever came next, the cure or
extinction. The smpletruth was they could not disconnect from the marvel s hegped around them.
Sometimes he saw them carting “loaners’ off to their gpartments with bare hands, dragging Rembrandts
and bronze vessels from the Han dynasty like haunches of mesat. Therewas an air of going downin grand
style. One night they gathered to hear a curator play alovely Bach solo on a Stradivari cello madein
1701. Nathan Lee stood in the shadows and swayed with the notes.

It was said the Smithsonian wasin an infinite state of inventory. That was never truer than now. Despite
months of cataloging, the curators themsalves seemed to have no ideawhat lay where. The chaoswas
overpowering. Nathan Lee struggled to bring a system to his search, but each hour it seemed the
[abyrinth grew more complex, the number of things more numerous. Battle hemets were mixed with
moon rocks in between boxes of receipts dating to the Indian Wars. He tried mapping the place so that



he wouldn't repeat himsdlf, but each line sprouted other lines. Tunnels shot off of tunnels. He deptin
musty bomb shelterswith Civil Defense signs and walls scratched with the names of Union soldiers.

He began to lose hope. He could spend the next ten years rooting through file boxes and never find a
memo or check stub with Ochs s name on it. He began to Iapse into their topsy-turvy twilight world,
where days masqueraded as nights.

Being collectors, they had begun collecting artifacts of the plague: posters of Olympians and movie stars
urging the public to donate money or support the nationd effort; magazines with articles about Virus Z;
photos of victimswho looked like plastic, see-through models, government publications about quarantine
(the word derived from the forty days foreign ships would sometimes be isolated in a harbor, the forty
days derived from Noah' s Ark), curfews, interstate travel, refugee care; devicesfor taking and testing
blood; and so on. Being archivigts, they were also archiving themselves, taking pictures of one another in
different acts of opening or closing boxes, locking doors, and generdly waiting for the end.

On thefifth day, he bumped into awoman old enough to be his great grandmother. He hadn’t heard her
white sneakers, and she toppled right over. Nathan Lee bent over her. “I’m so sorry,” shesaid to him.

Herecognized her asthe cdligt. “Areyou dl right?’ he asked.

Shelooked up a himwithasmile. “Why it'syou,” she said, touching hisface. “ Y ou findly madeit.
WEe ve been waiting monthsfor you.”

“Let me helpyou,” Nathan Lee said, and took her arm.

“Thisiswonderful. It meansyou' re fill searching. Y ou must tell us about your progress. We d started to
give up hope.” Her hand was trembling.

Obvioudy she had no ideawho he was. He d given her abad scare. The poor woman was so confused,
he could have faded back into the darkness and she would forget him. But on the spot, Nathan Lee
decided it was time to end his concealment before he gave one of them a heart attack. He was getting
nowhere by himsdlf in here,

“Y ou've got me mixed up with someonedse.”

“Not at dl,” sheingsted. “He told us you were coming. But that was last November.”
Hewent dong with her delusion. “1t took me awhile,” he said.

“Arethe planesrunning again?’ she asked.

“What planes?’ The skieswere empty. They belonged to the birds and children’ skites.
“He said he had to catch his plane.”

“Who?’

“A large man. It was an issue of nationa security, he said. He kept us busy for days. We put together
what artifacts we could on such short notice. Then he dashed off to catch the military plane. He left the
list for usto complete. It'sdl ready for you.”

A large man, copping artifacts on the edge of disaster?t couldn’t be, he decided. “ Do you remember his
name?’

“Hewas exceptionaly rude,” sherecdled. Shetook hisarm. “Come aong. Ellison will know. And we



need to get you back on theroad.”

As sheled him through the corridors, other curators appeared from the darkness like phantoms and
joined the procession. Baird drifted from aroom. “There you are.” To the others, he crowed, “The Swift
boy. What did | tell you?’

They reached Ellison’ s place, alarge office benesth the Freer Museum, and asit turned out, theyhad
been waiting for him, or someonelike him.

Ellison wastheir acting deputy secretary. He sat tall and erect at his desk, which was flanked by alanky,
Spear-high Giacometti bronze tastefully lit with flashlights. He had a Brown Bess musket mounted on one
wall, aMorris Rippel watercolor of cottonwoods on another. His desk was spartan, bare except for a
lantern and asmall statue of a nude woman reclining on one elbow, hip cocked. Her breastswere ripe
and fat and arrogant.

The curators crowded into the room with excited babble. Their shadowsfilled the walls. Baird was acting
like quite the hero. “Found him in therain, shivering like akitten. Y ou would not believe the tempest out
there” Nathan Leedidn’t tell him the rain had been afull week ago.

Ellison looked severe. He wished to bring them to order. “Please,” he said to the room. He saw Nathan
Lee seyeson the gatue, and unfolded histhin hands, and moved it dightly closer to himsdlf. “Matisse,”
hesad primly.

“How aretheroads, son?’ aman caled from the back. “Isit true the interstates are mined?’
“How bad’' sthe martia law?’ asked ancther.
“Y ou mean, how good?’ someone said.

“Betrayed oursdves, martial law,” thefirdt retorted. It had the sound of an ongoing debate. “Mark my
words. If I'd known we were going to turn into the the bloody Third Reich....”

“Law. Order.”
“Please,” said Ellison. “Please”
Gradudly the assembly fel slent quiet.

Ellison stared at Nathan Lee. “We knew you were here,” he stated. “ Some of the curators thought you
were an gpparition haunting the premises. | was an inch from caling the Marinesto hunt you out.”

“It's Swift, you fool,” Baird said. “1 told you. We don’t need no stinking badges.” He cackled.
“| takeit, you' vefinished your pilfering?’ Ellison said.
“I"'m looking for information,” said Nathan Lee. “ A man named David Ochs.”

“Ochs,” said Ellison. “Y es, the professor was here. Hetold us dl about the grief you brought him.
Nothing compared to the grief you brought us. Do you redlize the scandal you wreaked upon this body?
The Smithsonian! Body snatching. The FBI. An audit...by the Metropolitan Museum, for god' s sake!
Receipts, money paid to a convicted murderer! Heads rolled because of you, Mr. Swift.”

“Quit wasting time, Ellison,” snapped Baird. “The boy’s come along way. And that Ochsfellow, an egg
sucker if | ever saw one. Didn't believeaword....”



“Ochswas here?’ said Nathan Lee.

Ellison opened adrawer. Hefound afile. It contained asingle sheet of paper with alist. He began
sucking histeeth, reviewing the line itemswith apencil point. “One hundred and ten artifactslisted here.
The professor took twenty-three with him. Hasty job. Nearly missed hisflight. Harrowing for him. | can
only sympathize. Overland travel was getting too risky. That was then. Now? How did you get here?’

“He sgot hisways.” Baird was ddlighted. “Maybe you'll listen to me now. He s aresourceful boy.”

Thisignited the ancient crowd dl over again. Questionsrained down. “What' sthe news? What'sit like
out there?’

“Arethey closingin onthevaccine, Sr?” asked the petite cdlist. Shewas till holding Nathan Leg sarm
asif hewere abravo and shewereabdle.

Ellison dmost injured himself clearing histhroat. “ Professor Ochs did promise amessenger would be sent
for the other eighty-seven artifacts on thislist. But that was supposed to be six months ago.”

They kept thrusting his script a him. All Nathan Lee had to do was play his part. “1t took me longer than
expected,” he said without apology. “Like you say, theroad.” He spokethe road darkly.

“Good lad,” said Baird. “Hél in the wastelands, do you see,” hetold the others. They murmured. They
Saw.

“l amtroubled,” continued Ellison.

“By god,” agreed Baird.

Ellison let hisknuckles drop on thetidy desk top. “Why on earth would they send athief?’
Who was thisthey? Where had Ochs come from? Where had he gone?

“Y ou want thejob done or not, Ellison?’ snapped Baird. “ These are uncivilized times. It takesa certain
kind of man. Not ajourney for the weak.”

Ellison was annoyed. “My point isthat | know what you are, Mr. Swift. Whatever it isyou’ ve spent this
week steding from us, stays here. Y ou were sent for areason. A great dedl is expected of you.”

In fact, Nathan Lee had been stedling things. Smdll things. Precious things. His gold had run low, and he
gtill had a country to explore. But he wasn't about to confess to a bureauicrat who was only guessing.
“Do you have my shipment?’ hesaid.

“Wedid our best,” Ellison sniffed. “ All we could locate were thirteen more items.”

“Thirteen.” Nathan Lee scowled. “They told me eighty-seven. | camedl thisway for nothing?’ He
reached across and pulled the list from Ellison’ s hands.

It was an inventory printed on Los Alamos Nationa Laboratory |etterhead. Nathan Lee recognized some
of the artifacts from hisdaysonthe Y ear Zero digs. The rest were reigious trinkets from the Mideast and
Europe, talismans and holy relics. That made no senseto him. But there at the bottom was a hastily
written note taking possession of the twenty-three objects. Underneath, larger than necessary, was

Ochs ssgnature.Los Alamos? thought Nathan Lee.

“Thirteenishardly nothing,” Ellison protested.



“It' shardly eighty-seven,” said Nathan Lee. Hismind wasracing. “I’ll need transport,” he said. “And
food. And letters of passage.”

Ellison’ seyes narrowed. “That’salot of needs,” he said. “Y ou dmost sound like a man trying to make
something out of nothing.”

“He sthecourier,” said Baird. “They sent him.”

“I don't think so,” said Ellison.

“Thisisgovernment business,” protested the cdligt. “Mr. Swift isapatriot. HE scometo save us.”
“You're jeopardizing the cure,” an old man said. | have children out there.”

“Grandchildren,” another said.

“Great-grandchildren.”

“Who do you think you are, Ellison? What right....”

Ellison tried to stand his ground. But there were too many of them. “Put him on the road, then,” he
barked. “ Give him what he needs. Get him out of here.”

The group started to leave. But Nathan Lee paused. He turned. Ellison shifted uncomfortably. “Now
what?" hesad.

Nathan Lee picked up the Matisse statue and hefted it. In front of them all, he did it into hisjacket
pocket. “For good luck,” he announced.

His brazenness gave them heart. They followed him like agreet hero.

NEXT MORNING, on the front lawn of the museum, Nathan Lee kick-started an antique Indian 101 Scout
motorcycleto life. According to the museum labd, it had been built in 1928. Massive and low dung,
carrying a spring-mounted seet like something from afarm tractor, the bike was no Easyrider. The Scout
was Baird' sidea, abit of hisown wild youth projected onto Nathan Lee s highway. It would not have
been Nathan Lee s choice from al the other motorcyclesin the collection, but he owed the old man a
dream. Fortunately, the machine wasin mint condition. The donor had lovingly changed the oil and put in
new ring vavesjust two years ago.

White smoke poured from the exhaust, then cleared. He had adeeping bag from the Natural History
Museum’s Mt. Everest exhibit strapped to the handlebars, and a wooden-handled machete reputed to be
the same one used by Stanley on his search for Livingstone. His saddlebags—taken from another
museum piece and customi zed to the Scout—carried two packages of artifacts, authorization letters
typed on Smithsonian Stationery, maps, food from the Castle kitchen, four wine bottlesfilled with fud, his
book for Grace. Therare coins, jewds, crystals, and gold that he' d stolen from the museum were hidden
in pockets or taped to his shins.

A team of sullen Army Corps of Engineers workers stood around with tool belts and hard hats, waiting
to shore up the doorway again. Baird and afew of the curators were standing in the green grass, blinking
at theearly sunshine.

“It' samogt June,” Baird said to him. “ Americain summer. What aglory, Swift.” Hewas crying.



“I'll tell you dl about it,” said Nathan Lee. They both knew that was alie. The curators were dead here.
Baird thumped Nathan Le€ s back.

Nathan Lee let the clutch out and dowly rolled across the overgrown lawn. They called Godspeed to
him. Caught up in therr fiction, he gunned the engine and roared off into the distance.

17
Behind the Fence

JuLy, TWOMONTHSLATER

At firg light, Nathan Lee rode into the pueblo of San Ildefonso on horseback. It had aquaint wooden
cross atop an adobe arch. Elements of the Third Armored Cavary now occupied the place, though with
acustodian’s carefulness. They had gone out of their way not to disturb the cross when backing their
tank in.

Highin theturret, asoldier with binoculars was intently studying the distance. For the last hundred yards,
Nathan Lee had thought the man was glassing him. But as he gpproached and the soldier said nothing,
Nathan Leelooked over his shoulder and saw a hawk drafting on the early breeze. The soldier was
bird-watching.

Nathan Lee dismounted from his horse and tethered her next to some grass. She was an appaoosa
mare. He didn’t know much about horses. They were getting used to each other. Sheliked oats, that
much was clear, but the sack was running low. To hisrelief, the grass seemed to please her.

One of the guards, askinny kid with amousy blond mustache, escorted him past the tank. They walked
across the square to a one-story house where the officerslived, and Nathan Lee handed over his blood
log and papers. The guard stood with him outside while they waited for the medic to get out of bed.

Nathan Lee began rolling up hisdeeve for the needle. By this point, the track marks on hisforearm
looked like something out of aheroin den. “Y ou want aseat?’ the soldier said. Heindicated alawn chair.

Nathan Lee thanked him, anyway. “ That saddl€ skilling me”
“Cool horse” thekid said.

Therewasalittle cemetery in front of the old church. The ceremoniakivawas posted Off Limits. Last
fal’sred chili strings hung by doorways. All the Pueblos had left. They’ d even taken their dogs.

“Where d you put the people?’ Nathan Lee asked.

“They were gone when we showed.” The kid pointed west. “ Chaco Canyon. It's some kind of sacred
place. Most of the Indians went there to wait things out. | guess afew of them work up at the Lab.”

Nathan Lee had seen the city from his camp last night. From miles away you could seeit gleaming high
abovethevalley. It wasthe last place in Americato have dependable eectricity. Even the soldiers had
none. He knew from other military outposts that their rations packets had a chemical packet to warm the
food. For heat, the 3rd Cav was burning twisted pifion logs. The smoke in the courtyard smelled
ddicious.

It was early July. The monstrous tank cannon was aimed a empty desert. Their only enemy wastime,
Someone had placed small black pots with desert perennias on the tank’ sbig metal tracks. The cactus



flowerswere ydlow. Y ou could hear meadowlarksin the quiet.

The feding of ease unsettled Nathan Lee. For the last few days, with every new mile, he had begun to
fed lighter and quicker and less guarded. It was gradud, and only this morning had he begun to worry
that his defenses might be dropping. He had fought hisway across too much territory and through too
much trouble to believe in happy endings. It wasimportant, he told himself, to keep himsdlf ready for the
worst. What if Ochs had moved on? What if he had never been here? What would connect him to Grace
then?

While he stood there, aflock of birds suddenly sprang up from the mesahills, small and black againgt the
sky. Nathan Lee had never been to Los Alamos before, and now he saw how the geography leant itself
to top secrecy. There wasjust one road from the valley up to the plateau, afour-lane ribbon cut into the
multicolored cliffs. No doubt one could climb up between the mesal sthin fingers, but not without being
detected. It was the ultimate high ground.

A minute |ater, the cardio throbbing of rotor blades reached him. The dark flock was not birds. Inloose
order, ahaf dozen hdlicopters clattered off to the north.

“Keeping the peace?’ he said.

“Deck sweeps,” the soldier said. “They’ re going into the cities. Hunting for the cones.”
“Cones?’

The soldier pointed at his head. “Y ou know, like propellor heads. The science guys.”

Nathan Lee wasn't sure he understood. Were the helicopterslooking for scientistsin distant cities, or
gathering suppliesfor them? The medic arrived with hiskit, and Nathan Lee presented hisarm. Shortly
after, his papers and blood log came back stamped and signed. He eased past the tank with itslittle
flower garden, and got on his horse, and continued aong Highway 502.

Not much further, abridge crossed the Rio Grande. The water was quick and chocolate with late spring
runoff. It looked like agreat muddy serpent diding beneath hisfeet. For some reason, the river brought
hisold anxieties rushing in. Nathan Lee suddenly fdt dl right again.

“BUTIDON ' THAVE ANYTHINGtO do with new arrivals,” Miranda said to the Captain.

“Y ou want to seethisone,” the Captain told her. He had a cardboard box in his hands. The Captain was
aZuni in hisearly sixties. He wasretired Navy, but had let hishair grow long. It wasthick and silver. He
wasin charge of security for al of TA/3, but since the return of clonesto Miranda s keeping, he' d moved
his officeinto Alpha Lab’ s sub-basement. Now she saw alot of him, which was an unexpected comfort
to her.

“I'm busy,” shesad.
“It' syour package.”
She sighed. “What package?’

He reached in the box and handed across a dogeared |etter that smelled of pifion smoke when she
unfolded it. “Therest of your Smithsonian shipment. It got herelast night.” He intoned, “ Maybe.”



Mirandalooked at the | etter. Smithsonian Ingtitute | etterhead. Dated two months ago.At your
request. . .the following thirteen (13) items from the Smithsonian collections. Mirandaran her finger down
thelist, and it included ninerdlics, three bone fragments, and atear phid.

“Why, maybe?’ shesaid.

“The man says he buried the package on hisway up.”
“What man?’

“The courier. Some physician.” He added, “ Supposedly.”

Mirandaexhded. The Captain wasin Andy of Mayberry mode this morning. He didn’t do it with anyone
else, she'd noticed. He seemed to fed it was part of hisduty to pull her loose from her thoughts
sometimes. She didn’t have to put up with it. Shewasin another space, preoccupied as hell, not just with
AlphaLab, but with but the whole place. She could fed dl of their sciencelike slk in aweb, interwoven,
and wanted to be ready to pounce at the dightest hint of acure. It meant full-time vigilance. And the
Captain thought she needed to chill alittle.

“Okay,” she breathed. “What's * supposedly’ supposed to mean?”’

“For gtarters, hisblood log' saforgery. The gate security spotted the glue job under aninfrared. We
don't know who heis. Hewon't say. He did show up on an Appaoosa.”

“An Appaoosa?’ shesad.

“That would be aform of horse.”

Her finger tapped the tabletop. “ And why did he bury the package?
“Hewantsto trade. Make along story short, they bounced it over here. To you.”

“Hewantsin,” Miranda summarized. Every day someone new was clamoring to get behind the fence.
Herewas Americaasit had once been, awarm and well-lighted place. The shelvesheld food. “Tell him
No Vacancy.”

That was the truth. No one could have predicted Los Alamos would fill to the brim so quickly.
Overnight, it seemed, the nationd laboratory’ s mission had gone squishy, in the weaponeer’ s dang. Once
the plague broke loose, LANL s science had shifted from the use and abuse of Pu, or plutonium, to the
use and abuse of the human gene. On thisrolling tabletop with its fingerlike peninsulasjutting out above
the Rio Grande valey, where the bomb makers of yesterday had built atown, the plague hunters built a

city.
Miranda gtill remembered the quaint Norman Rockwel | town with its soda shop and movie theater and
craft stores. It was mostly gone now, even the golf course, scraped away to make room for

twenty-seven thousand scientists and their support staff and families, some ninety thousand in al. That
didn’t include the soldiers, who had their own camps.

“Thisone sdifferent,” the Captain said. “He made sure he could get out before he'd come in. He wants
to keep on the move.”

“Isthat 0.”

“He made the guards promise to feed his horse while he did his business. Which would be with you.”



“Now we're running astables? What' s he want?’
“You, | guess. Theonein charge”

“That would be Cavendish,” shesaid.

“Might aswdl just put abullet in him.”

“What am | supposed to do?I’m not Herr Direktor.”

“Nope. You'rejust Miranda. Abbot,” he added. The Captain continued standing there with the box in
his hands. He knew, they al knew, Miranda had a power Cavendish could never have. She had her
father. In thesetimes of plague, even the generds obeyed the science czar’ s opinion. Cavendish might
rule LANL, but Paul Abbot ruled him. Cavendish seemed to respect that, if just barely.

He and Miranda had clashed before. Often. Their philosophieswere like night and day. In her mind,
scientists should have intellectua bungee cords attached to their feet, alowing them to take huge, bravo
legpsinto the unknown and il return safely, ready for another legp. They should keep trying and trying.
But to Cavendish, every experiment was an expedition setting off into its own dark jungle. The explorers
were not expected to surface until the prize was in hand.Degath istermind, he liked to remind them.No
falure

The perverse part was that Cavendish himself had built failure into the system. Upon assuming fulll
command after Elise’ s death, he had recreated the system in hisown image. The fact was he liked failure,
a least of acertain kind. The mgority of hisrecruits were scientissswho had falled on agrand scaein
their former careers, people who had taken radical, reckless chances and arrived at results for wrong or
unexplainable reasons. To her great annoyance, Cavendish held Miranda herself up asaprime example
of the revwved-up Type A who might ultimately flip the microbeinsde out.

For that reason there were many more young researchersthan old at LANL. Y outh, everyone accepted,
could withstand eighteen-hour work-days better. More to Cavendish’s purpose, the whiz kids aso came
less attached to fixed paradigms. All the orthodox approaches to immunology and disease control and
microbe hunting had been exhausted by countless scientistsin the plague’ s early days. None had put a
dent init. What was needed was a break from conventiond thinking. Cavendish wanted bold, gonzo,
nonlinear, counterintuitive aggression. He wanted heretics. He had gotten them. And still they werefailing.

“I amtrying to finish something,” she said to the Captain.

The Captain took that as an invitation. He set his cardboard box on achair and started arranging things
on her desk. “ Confiscated this stuff,” he said.

On top of her paperwork, he placed a statue of a nude woman lying on her side. It was no larger than a
paperweight. Next cameHimalayan Flora, the strangest-looking book Miranda had ever seen. The
coverswere warped, and it was hand sewn with a hodgepodge of exotic paper. Besidethat helaid a
blood book filled with astring of station stampsthat began in Alaska. Charles Andrew Bowen, it said.
Six feet two inches, one hundred fifty pounds, gray eyes. The man’ s face was gaunt and set, hiswirerims

taped and glinting.

Shedidn’t mean to open it, but the book sunk ahook in her, and she opened it. The pageswere
crowded with drawings and notes and stories. From one part to another, the smells changed: incense,
gunpowder, sea. Sheflipped the pages, paused at a Mongolian visa stamp, stopped again at a pressed
flower. 1t had tiny blue blossoms. The roots were so long, he had curled them in aspird. It wasatundra
plant of some kind, she guessed, adapted to live underground most of the year. A buried thing that only



showed itsdlf occasondly.
It was written for achild, she gathered. Grace.

Miranda picked up afolded sheaf of documents. A handwritten Exchange of Ownership detailed his
trade for the horse, two weeks ago, from aranch on the New Mexican border for some pieces of melted
gold. A letter testified to Dr. Bowen' sddivery of twinsto awoman in Kansas. Another |etter, written by
amilitialeader, authorized safe passage for its bearer.Bowen, M.D., saved the life of one of my men. Aid
him how you can.

Therewere Army food chits, pink nationd gas ration coupons, severa hundred dollarsin equally usdess
American currency, plus oneraffle ticket for a July Fourth pie contest in Hanniba, Missouri.

Finaly she cameto her own letter, written on LANL letterhead dmost ten months eerlier. It listed every
possible artifact her assistants could find in their computer search of the Smithsonian holdings. She was
familiar with some of the items, which had long since been processed and cloned. At the bottom of the

page was Ochs's note and signature for the November consignment.

“Ochs,” she vented. Only last week, he had swooped through Alpha Lab and done hislittle death tap on
one of her researchers. Cavendish' s policy of deporting “nonessential personnel” was nothing more than
abloodless execution. He and his henchmen used it on subversives, critics of hisregime, even the
occasiona amateur cartoonist. In the case of Miranda s researcher, the poor woman had done nothing
wrong at all except to work under Miranda sroof. The deport order had been another shot across her
bow, and the Captain had managed to hat the exile, but only after hours of work.

“But Ochstold us there were no morerelics” she said.

“Probably just grabbed what he could and hightailed it back here.”
“It' sbeen months” she said. “Months. We need those rélics.”
“Asl recdl, hedidn’'t want to go in thefirst place.”

In fact, Miranda had sent him kicking and screaming to Washington. She had deported Ochs, however
briefly, so that he could know how it felt. On top of that, it had been atrivid, foolish dap a Cavendish
and histerrorism. She should never have doneit. It made her fed dirty. And Ochs had returned within

three days, more hateful than ever.

Mirandasurrendered. “Fine,” shesaid. “I'll talk to him. Do | get to finish what | was doing firg?’
“I interrupted you?’

“A hdf hour, Captain.”

He closed the door after himself.

Mirandatried to finish the assay reports, but the little nude andHimalayan FHora kept distracting her. The
statue was amarvelous, primitive thing, brazen and odd, and absolutely true to its own sense of
proportions. Had he carved it himsdlf, or wasit abit of pawn or theft? And the book. ..a piece of magic,
full of hints.

Then the Captain was back, rapping on her door, the visitor in tow. The Captain’s sporting tone was
gone. Hewas stern and formal, and made the man keep well back from Miranda s desk. Theimpostor’s
hands were bound with flex cuffs. He had the wide shouldersto carry another thirty or forty poundsin



better times. He wore afrayed, but relatively white shirt. He limped. The taped glassesin his photo had
been replaced aong the way by thick horn-rims that seemed to be the wrong prescription. He kept
blinking, trying to focus. The road showed in the goggle marks on hiswesathered face. Until this morning,
he had worn abeard. His cheeks were chapped, hisjaw pale with shaving nicks like ants on histhroat.

The Captain didn't offer him achair. Theman didn’'t seemtomind at al.

Miranda stayed sitting. She didn’t introduce herself. She tapped the blood log. “ Dr. Bowen, you have a
credibility gap,” shesaid.

The siranger didn’t waste amoment. “Dr. Bowen died in Fairbanks seventeen months ago,” he said.
“That’swhat | wastold.”

“Did you kill him?’ asked the Captain. Miranda was startled. She hadn’t thought of that.
The man was unperturbed. “That’ sonething I’ ve never done,” he answered.

“Who areyou?’

Again, not ahegtation. “Nathan Lee Swift.”

“How do we know that’sred ?”

“Youdon't. I'm not surewhat it matters, anyway.”

Hewas right, thought Miranda. One name or another, he was just another piece of human driftwood.
Some people would have minded the insgnificance. He seemed to take it in the nature of things.

“Soyou're not aphyscian,” shesad.
“No.” Hedidn't appear to fed very guilty about the deception.

“Y ou forged your way across America,” she said. She wanted to shake him alittle. “People believed in
you. Y ou heded them. They thought you healed them.”

He agreed with her. “1 know. | couldn’t believeit, either. It was like they were waiting for away to hea
themsalves. | was an excuse, that'sdl.”

“They let you ddiver their babies. Twins. Or isthat part of your hoax, too?’

His eyesflickered acrossthe array of his possessions on her desk. He saw the scraps of himsdlf, and,
again, didn’t seem to mind. “ There were more than them,” he said. “I waslucky.” His hands opened
unconscioudy. They formed alittle cup. “ The babies delivered themsalves. No complications. All | did
was catch.”

“You hadthegdl....” she darted. “What if something had gone wrong?’

“I agree” hesad. “It was humbling. I’ ve never been so afraid.”

“How many?’ asked the Captain.

“Babies?’ hesad. “With the twins, eleven. They'redl over the place”

For aminute, Mirandawas surprised like the Captain. “ People are till having babies?’ she said.

The man gave her afunny look.



“Theré saplague,” she expanded. “That'sjust crudl.” The birthrate at Los Alamos had bottomed out in
thelast hdf year. Anymoreit was considered prideful to inflict such suffering on achild. It was one more
symptom of their hopel essness. Throughout the city, women's hormond cycles had been affected, asif
their very wombs shunned fertility.

“People think you' re going to make everything better,” hereplied.

Mirandalooked sharply a him to seeif it wasan insult. “But you don't think so,” she said.
“I doubt that matters” he said.

Sheflipped open one of theletters. “ And you treaeted amilitiafighter?’

“Sewed him up. So he could kill some more people, probably. That was at ariver camp near
Chattanooga. They told meit' sthe oldest river on earth.”

“You helped akiller,” shereiterated.
“They think they’ re doing the right thing. Everyone thinksthat. Theright thing.”

“But they'retraitors,” shetried. From these heights, the chaos seemed so unnecessary. It offended
peoplein Los Alamos that America—the method of it, the syssem—could come unraveled so
completely.

“Becareful,” hesaid. “That’ sapopular word, traitor. It' swhat they say every timethey pull their
triggers”

She sniffed. “Y ou perpetrated fraud everywhere you went,” she said.
“It got me here”

She openedHimalayan Florawith thetip of her pen, purposely irreverent. “ There are passport stamps
from Mongoliaand Chinaand Nepd.”

“Keegpsakes,” he said. “The customs posts were empty.”
“You didn't comethrough Asia,” shesaid. He couldn’t have. It waslike the dark side of the moon.

Hedidn't argue the point. He didn't careif she bdievedit. “1 brought the Smithsonian specimens,” he
sad. “Does anyone know what I’ m talking about?’

“They’ re not important anymore,” Mirandatold him. Infact, any one of therelics might prove entirely
relevant. But shewasn't going to give herself away yet. That wasn't how one bargained.

“I brought them,” he repeated. “1 want to cut aded.”

Mirandawas momentarily put out. She was bluffing, and evenif it showed, it was not his place to say so.
“They might have had value months ago......”

“I camefor my daughter,” he stated.
She hesitated. Could it be so smple?“ Grace,” she sad.
Hisfingers curled shut. He blinked through the coke-bottle lenses.

Mirandaglanced at the Captain to seeif thiswas hisidea. The coincidence of two fathers each heartsick



seemed too coincidental . But the Captain’s surprise looked genuine.
“She'shere?’ asked Miranda.

“I hope”

“Someonetold you she' s here?’

“Not exactly.”

“Let me get thisstraight. Y ou trick your way across the country using afalse1.D. Y ou hold government
property for ransom. Y ou threaten our attempt to find a cure, and you crash my work day. Just to come
fishing?’

“I seeyour point,” hereadily admitted. He seemed alittle embarrassed by the dimness of it. But he stood
hisground.

What part of him was red? she wondered. If the evidence was true, then he' d been racing one step
ahead of the plague for months. What sights had he seen? What world was | eft out there? No one knew
anymore. Their eyes on the world had blinked shut as the technology failed. Batteries had gone dead,
generators had run out of fuel. The satellites showed anarchy at best. There were no more spy-plane
overflights of Canada or Mexico, or even Atlanta. The astronauts on board the space shuttle had
mutinied. No longer content to remain in orbit as a backup disc to the species, they had set off for
Earth...and disappeared. The manned recons were increasingly tentative and loca, especialy after the
Navy’s global mapping expedition had ended in slence and disaster. So far asthey knew, the Captain’s
daughter had never reached the shores of America. Y et this scrawny, stubborn vagabond was claiming to
have passed through it al, on ahope?

“What if she' snot here?’ asked Miranda
“Odds are, she'snot.” He said it without ahint of resgnation.

The Captain did adouble take, Miranda couldn’t help but see it. Shoulder to shoulder, the two men were
deding with smilar loss. But, for an ingtant, the older man seemed oddly lifted by the younger one.

“Half the country’ smissing.” She put some aggravetion in her voice,

Hewaited for her point. He didn’t seem to careif the rest of the world was missing. Indeed, if his story
was redl, he knew better than they what missing meant. “Y ou could search forever,” she said.

“That’sokay,” he answered softly.

Right there, he captured her. That was not hisintention; it could not have been. Mirandawould never
have guessed she hersdf was vulnerable. It just happened.

She had grown weary. They dl had. Their suicides and orgies and petty hatreds were forms of surrender.
Each day they were giving up alittle more, getting ready to seal themsavesaway in her father’'s
underground sanctuary and hide out until the plague wasfinished ravishing the planet. No one believed in
forever anymore. No one spoke hope.

Weneed him.
“Thisisn't amissing persons bureau,” she declared.

“I’'m not the pizza ddivery boy, either,” he said.



It was dmost reckless, amost insolent. Almost. But there was no pride behind the chutzpah. He wasjust
herefor his daughter.

“How do | know you won't betray me? We ve got no evidence this package of artifacts even exists”

“There sthose letters from the Smithsonian.” He pointed hel pfully with one finger, and both hands came
up, attached at the wridt.

“Pieces of paper.” Mirandanudged at hisforged blood book. “Fictions.”

“You'll find atree,” he said. “Go forty feet north of mile marker 3.”

“What are you talking about?’

“Off Highway 502. It'sdl there. In saddiebags. They’re not buried. Look up in the branches.”
“You sad they were buried.”

“l lied. Again.”

Mirandalooked at the Captain, and his eyebrows were knit into asingle black V. He was taken off
guard, too. As an afterthought, he took a notepad from his pocket and started writing. He spokeinto a
cdlphone.

Nathan Lee gave her apleasant smile. “Now we ve got that out of the way.”

The smile annoyed her. She wanted to scold him. What did he have to smile about? He d eft himsdlf no
chips. He' d gained nothing, except to throw the question of trust back on her. She’ d made no promises.
But now it was her in the position of betraying him. Then Mirandaredlized he knew exactly what he was
doing. She'd made an issue of trust, so now hewasusing it againg her.

“I could wait until they confirm your...confesson.” She made her voicefrosty. “But I’ll go ahead and
check theregistry.” She did the keyboard closer. “It' sonly for Los Alamos,” she warned.

“Thet' sfine”

She spoke as she typed. “ Grace Swift.”
“Probably not,” he said.

Hewasright. “Well, what then?’

“Therewas adivorce.” Miranda backspaced over the Swift. He craned to see her screen, but the
Captain moved him back with agesture. “Try Ochs,” he sad.

Miranda sfingersfroze. “Not David Ochs,” she blurted.

Hiseyeslit up. They positively burned. Then he made himsdlf clement and mild behind the clunky
horn-rims again. “ So he smade himsdlf safe,” he said.

She glanced at the Captain, confounded. “He has awife and child?” The executioner had afamily?

“A sger,” Nathan Lee corrected her. “ She remarried. She might have taken another name. But tart with
Ochs. Please”

What kind of charade was this? Clearly the man had followed Ochs here. He d skillfully used documents



that were over ahalf year old to gain access to the Mesa, and maybe that was dl therewasto it, one
more opportunist trying to dide through the fence. More ominoudy, Ochs may have summoned him, an
aly, thelast thing Los Alamos needed. But why use her, why not go straight through Ochs? Cover? A
sting? On the other hand, he could be who he claimed to be, which verged on nothing. There was only
one sureway to find out.

“Captain,” shesad, “lock thisman up.”

* * *

OcHsDID NOT comEgently. He entered the monitor room loudly, eyes bulging with gangster aggression.
His skull was mottled red with hisindignation. “What isthisdl about?’ he demanded.

“That’' swhat | want to know,” said Miranda.

“Takeit up with Cavendish, whatever it is” He made a show of trying to leave, but the Captain had sent
two of hisbiggest men. They loomed at the door.

“Sit,” said the Captain.

Then Ochs caught sight of the television screen by Miranda s elbow. The stranger was Sitting on ametal
bed in againlesssed cell. A smal noise eked from Ochs s nogtrils. The red blotches on his polished
head drained pale. “ Swift,” he whispered. “But he' sdead.”

Mirandafelt ashock of happiness, wicked and relieved at the sametime. Ochswas afraid. And the
stranger had been honest at |east about his name. “We were discussing you,” she said.

“What in God' s nameis he doing here?’

“He brought the Smithsonian specimensthat you said don't exist,” she said. “I wanted to hear your Sde
of it.”

“My side of what?’ said Ochs. The blood returned to hisface. But hisbluster was gone. “He'sa
convicted murderer. A cannibd. Yes, it'strue, inthisday and age. It dl cameout in histrid. Hetried to
kill me. They jailed him in Kathmandu. Y ou must have read about it.”

The seamy, tabloid details rushed to her. Thiswas that man? But she recalled, even before the plague
transcended it, doubting the story could betruein al its parts. It had seemed too sordid, too fantastic to
bered.

“He shunting me,” said Ochs. “He wantsrevenge.”
“That’ snot what hetold us,” she managed to say. Ochs sfear was so...ddlicious.
The precision-trimmed goatee twitched. “What did he tell you? Jerusdem, isthat it?’

“Tell me” said Miranda.Jerusalem? Thiswas like feeding quartersinto avideo game. Ochswas
precticaly playing himsdif.

“Hewas one of my students. Anidiot, really. Every department has one, the lost soul scraping for
identity. | stuck him out in the desert where he couldn’t embarrass himsdlf.”

“Jerusdlem,” she repeated.
“He heard about the Golgothafind. He caled me. The earthquake had just hit. A quick buck, he said.”



“Y ou robbed the Golgotha site?” Until this moment, she' d never known it had been robbed.

“What could | do? | went to stop him. He was married to my sister. | wasn't trying to protect him, only
my family. My department.”

“That’ snot what he said.” She didn’t know what elseto say. Feed the quartersin.
“I didn’t push him. Hefdl,” Ochs snarled. “| wastrying to catch him.”

Was he talking about Jerusalem? The Captain knew more abouit it than shedid. “You left him,” he said.
“In themountains.”

Ochs came closer to the screen. Nathan Lee could have been waiting for abusto arrive. “How did he
get out?’ he muttered to himsdf. “He shere?’

“He says hewants his daughter,” said the Captain.
“She'snot here”
“Whereisshe?’

Mirandawas grateful for the Captain’s presence. He was driving to the heart of the matter. They had
found the saddlebags in the tree. Their part of the bargain was to provide the man his daughter, or clues.
But Ochswastoo clever, or frightened.

“He sdead,” said Ochs. “Tdl him that. Wetold her he died.”
“Tell himyoursdlf,” said the Captain. It wasdl the leverage he had, abully threst.
“I'm not going in there.”

And that wasthe end of it. They couldn’t force Ochsto speak. And Miranda didn’t have the nerveto
throw Ochsinto the same cell with hisenemy. Slowly Ochs emerged from his confusion. He began to
comprehend their deception.

“Isthat it?” hesaid. “That'sal you had?’ He bent and smeared histhumb across Nathan Lee simage on
the screen.

“I'm kegping him,” Miranda suddenly spoke.

The Captain looked a her. Ochs was contemptuous. “1t will never work,” he said. “ The council will
throw him to the dogs.” The council was Cavendish.

“Essentid personnd.” She madeit up as shewent dong. “The Y ear Zero remains. Golgotha. Forensics.”

It cameto her. She could draw the line. Maybe she couldn’t take back all the territory Cavendish had
seized over the years. But she could fortify the safe haven she had begun to build here. It needed a
guardian, someone who struck fear into her enemies, or at least into thisone bully. It was atart. With
Nathan Lee Swift in her keeping, Ochswould think twice before descending upon them. No moreraids,
she thought. No more terror tactics. She would force it with her father, if it cameto that. Cavendish, be
damned.

“I’'m very clear about this” shetold Ochs.

“We'll see about that,” he said.



Miranda did something she' d never done to anyone. She dapped him. It wasn't much of adap, but Ochs
looked shot. He blinked. He comprehended.

“Yes” shetold him.

18
TheMission

THELASTDAYSOFJULY

I’'m not achild,” Mirandawarned him. “1 know what you want. Don't get any idess.” They had emerged
from AlphalLab’s maze of basements. It was aNew Mexican morning, blue sky, yellow sun. Shewas
srange to him. Her loping stride made Nathan Leefed tardy. He hurried to keep up.

The hillsde was crowded with buildings, trailers, even abig red-and-white circus tent with afading
Barnum and Bailey on one side. A painted sign in front of the tent read CENTER FORNONLINEARSTUDIES
. Another sign declared EQUATION OFSTATE.Where on earth am |2 he thought.

She reminded him of arancher’ sbride in some old B-movie, tdl and leaninaman’'sLevisand a
checkered red shirt. Her ponytail hung through the hole at the back of her baseball cap. It saidJackson
Lab, Of Mice and Men. Her eyes unsettled him. They were green as seaice.

Electric golf carts darted past them. Campus types—amazonsin jog bras, bearded whiz kids,
wide-bottomed brai niacs—flashed by on battery-propelled scooters or on roller blades or bicycles. They
passed buildings with exotic names. PLASMA THEORY , HOSTPATHOGEN, PRIONS, L IVERFUNCTION. He
pointed at abuilding: THEORETICAL BIOLOGY. “Y our dragons and seamonsters?’ he said.

She blinked. She got it. Humor. Onward.Wrong address, he thought to himsalf.

“Y ou want Ochs,” she continued. “Forget him. He' s part of the regime. Y ou need to know that. You're
safefor now. | can clear you for T/A3, my technical areg, that’ sit. You'll be provided food and lodging.
But South Sector’ s off-limits. Go there, and you'll never come back.”

South Sector.Hefiled it away. Ochs s home.

She stayed afull step ahead of him. He couldn’t seem to catch up. Biohazard symbols were posted
everywhere, so prevaent they had become part of the landscape. Locd artists had customized the
menacing three-pronged “flower” into beautiful arabesques and harmless graffiti. The warnings had
become decoration, the perils had become part of their lifestyle.

“Where are we going?’ he asked.

“Lunch. You look like aposter boy for yoga.”

“I’'m going to need to talk with him,” he said.

“That' swhat I'm saying,” shesaid. “Don’t.”

“Then | might aswdll leave.” Hewastesting the limits. Hers, his, he couldn’t say.

“You could,” shesad. “Or you could giveit alittletime.” Her ponytail chased her shoulders.

“There snot much time out there.”



She stopped. He sidestepped the collision. She threw her hand towards a squat building. “ Nirvana. One
of our supercomputers. Inthe old daysit stored an HIV database. Now we run code on it with Corfu
data. If I had my way, we d gtill have the Blue Mountain. But Cavendish took it with him into South
Sector. | tried to stop him. It’sfour times more powerful. Do you understand what I'm saying? There sa

limit to my power.”

They crossed a bridge named Omega, which spanned asmall canyon. Ahead lay the city, no great

beauty, but bustling and dive. A white van pulled aongside them. It had black tinted windows, and
Nathan Lee saw his own reflection. Miranda didn’t waste aglance on it. After ten seconds, the van
droveon.

“LosAlamos used to be avery safetown,” she commented. “ Then it grew up.”

Partway acrossthe bridge, the snow began fdling. The flakesfell out of ablue sky, and Nathan Lee
stopped to et them gather on his pams. The flakes were white and warm. He looked around, and no
one seemed to notice.

Miranda came back to him. “Ashes,” she said. Her baseball cap and shoulders were sprinkled with it.
Nathan Lee pinched the ash between hisfingers. He smelled the breeze. “ A forest fire?” he said.
“Burnday,” shetold him.

“Garbage?’

“Medica refuse” shesaid. “Intellectua debris. Don't worry. It can’t hurt you. The incinerators burn hot.
Two thousand degrees Fahrenheit, something like that.”

She turned and went on. He brushed his hands clean, and continued the chase.

They entered alarge cafeteria perched on the edge of the canyon. The view wasfive-gtar; the ambience
was pure junior high school. There were boisterous cliques and bookworms jabbing the open page and
partners bent over their homework. He saw plates with megtloaf and pan pizzaand squares of red jello.
There was even asoda machine with Peps or Coke, regular or diet. Y ou could forget the rest of the
world in here. Maybe that wasthe idea.

Suddenly he was famished. He didn't belong here, but al of asudden he was hungry for this place. The
room bulged with sunlight. The chrome surfaces sparkled. The people were at peace.

Even standing till at the end of the line, Mirandawas awhirlwind. Everyone seemed to know her.
People approached with requests and small emergencies. Her cell phone rang. She gave her attentionin
short, laser bursts. Hetried to guess her age under the cap brim. Late twenties, early thirties? She was
necessary to them al somehow. And now she was necessary to him. He was baffled.

She handed him atray and plowed into the buffet. They took atable away from the noise. Her fingers
were polished bright orange from laboratory chemicals. Her cheeseburger disappeared in five bites.

Nathan Lee ate sparingly. His hands trembled. Peas spilled from hisfork.
“Theclinic can treat your maaria,” shesad.
“I'vegot maaria?’

“WEe re careful up here. The blood test screensfor everything.” The green eyes studied him. “Which



jungledid you pick thet up in?’
He gave up on the peas. “It started in Kansas. | wondered about that.”

“Kansas?’ Shethought. “Madaria? Can you remember, did the mosquitos have atilted resting position?
ClasscAnophdes”

“I'just dapped the little bastards.”

“Bitches, actually,” she corrected him. “ The disease barriers are crashing.” Her eyes drifted away from
him.

He noticed, on thewall behind her, alarge computerized display of the planet. Red signified plague
zones, and blue the untouched land regions. Great ragged holes maimed the South and Northeast. The
Pacific Coast states were asingle bright red arc. Washington, D.C., was no more. The plague had been
30 close at hisheds?

“I had the map put in here to keep people focused,” she said. “But it only ruined their gppetites.”
“I guess 0.” Somewherein that cregping mass of color was his daughter.

“That was for about ten minutes. Then they got over it. Now no one looks up there anymore, except for
the office poals. They bet on where the viruswill peak next. It'smy fault. | jaded them.”

“How much timeisleft?’ he asked.
“That’ sthe hundred-dollar question. New strains keep jumping up. It sdifficult.”

“Difficult?” He pulled his attention from the map. Sweat beaded hisforehead. He wiped it with a paper
napkin. They had everything here. And the best they could come up with was*“difficult.” Not thet he
cared. He had his own needs, starting with Ochs...and a sharp knife. He had the knife now, a steak
knife, up hisdeeve. That was astart.

“Do you know who we are?’ she demanded.
It sounded like atrick question. “The good guys,” he said.

“The greatest concentration of geniusin history,” she declared. “ Forget the Manhattan Project. Forget
the race for the moon. Forget the cancer wars. There' s never been so much intelligence gathered in one
place focused on one god asright here, right now.”

After dl the poverty and mean highways, this place did seem different. They were clean and unguarded.
Laughter echoed in the sunbeams. For thefirgt timein memory, he didn’'t smell rank swest or fear.
Probably not one carried aweapon. They didn’t hunch defensively over their plates. No one wolfed their
food. . .except for thisliving hurricane acrossthe table. It came to him. They were gods and goddessesin
Patagonia shorts, Bolle sunglasses, and, here and there, theinevitable argyle socks. Their eyes were the
greatest proof. They were free. Free of looking over their shoulders, of scouring the ground, of measuring
their neighbor. They had faraway eyes.

“AndI’'mlosing them,” Miranda stated. “ Experiments sart, but never finish,” she said. “Labsare mired.
Moraleis plunging. The research proposals get more bizarre by the day. We re not scientists anymore,
just dchemigts. There' sno peer review, no timefor tiered testing, no publishing. | have no ideawhat
most of these people are doing anymore. Chasing after white rabbits.”



Worry lines sprang across her forehead, and for aminute she looked very old. But her face could not
hold the age. Suddenly he saw through the circles under her eyes and the bowed shoulders. This
woman—this mother to a people—was barely more than ateenager. It jarred him.

“We'refdling behind,” shesaid. “ Giving up. I’ vetried everything | know. | even brought in agroup of
medicine men to purify us. Navgjo and Zuni shamen. Nothing works.” She rapped her knuckles on the
table.

“People pray for you,” he said.
“What?' She seemed to come awake.

“On my way across America, at their meals, when they say grace, when it’ stime to put the kids to bed,
they add alittle blessing for Los Alamos.”

Shefrowned. “They shouldn’t do that.”

“It sounds like you can use some extrahdp.”

“How about you. Do you pray for us?’

“No.”

“Meeéither,” she said. “We have enough voodoo up here.”
“They’ rewith you, that’ swhat | meant.”

His eyesflickered to the doomsday map. Tendrils of plague dangled from Chicago, a crimson man
o'war.

“Keep working at that,” she said, pointing a his hamburger. “I have amesting. I'll have someonein the
office get you settled. Take the afternoon off.”

“| want to thank you,” he started.

“I know,” shesaid. “ Y ou're much obliged. Y ou owe mealife. Don't worry, you' Il work it off.”
“Y ou have work for me?’

“I’m going to haveto justify you somehow,” she said. “Isit true you were an anthropologist?’
“That wasthe plan.”

“Y ou looted the Golgotha site?’

Ochs, he thought. No sensefudging it. “Bones. Bits of wood. Metd splinters.”

“And you were a prisoner?’ She had him cold.

“yYes”

“Perfect,” she said, and |eft.

THEY ISSUED HIMatiny gpartment in the city and gave him a clearance badge for AlphaLab. Everything



esewasfreeto any citizen: food, clothing, abicycle. Hisfirst evening he stood by the window for hours,
bewitched, and shy. It wasacity of light.

Thiswas Georgia O’ Keeffe country. The sunset wasfire. On the rooftops of surrounding gpartment
buildings, families and friends gathered to barbecue, drink microbrews, and watch the close of day. Inthe
far distance, the Sangre de Christo mountains lived up to their name, running bloody with light.

Darkness never truly descended. Los Alamos had patched together its own nuclear power plant with
spare parts and surplus plutonium. The city was brighter than an amusement park. The streetswere
brilliant. Music played on stereos. He left his window open, and the mountain air was cool. Acrossthe
way, ayoung couple danced. It waslovely. At last he drew the curtains and went to deep.

Mirandawoke him at three in the morning. He thought it was adream. He hadn’t heard atelephonering
in three years. “They found your saddlebags right where you said,” she said. “We ve had alook. Most of
the specimens were worthless. Two or three might have some promise. | thought you might want to see.”

“Tomorrow?’ hesad.
“Today istomorrow,” shesad.
“Y ou mean right now?’

“Aren’'t you curious to see what you begat?’

SHE GAVE HIMarunning tour of AlphaLab’sburied parts. It was, he comprehended, less an introduction
to the building and work, than to an idea. They paused at one window, and his saddlebags were in one
corner, with the contents of the Smithsonian packet spread out on awork table, cut to pieces, and negtly
tagged. They entered a halway lined with freezers. “ Our database.” She opened a big freezer door.
Frost poured out like smoke. The thermometer read minus-70 degrees. Shetook the lid off a Styrofoam
packet numbered with magic marker, and hundreds of thin vials of yellow fluid stood nested in holes.

Sheran her fingers along the freezers. “ Jerusalem,” she said. “Four hundred and twenty-three souls from
thefirst century. Or at least their DNA. Which isthe samething, inaway.”

“These come from the bones?’
“Bones, teeth, hard tissue. Dried blood chips from wood and meta fragments.”

“That' snot possble,” he said. Hewasn't completdly unfamiliar with genetic archaeology. “Y ou can only
extract DNA from soft tissue. It hasto be preserved.”

“Y ou’ ve been out of theloop afew years.” She patted hisarm condescendingly.

“Stem cdls” he sated. He wanted to sound knowing, or at least not completely benighted. Intellectua
pride? he wondered to himsdlf. What pride? Was he trying to impress this woman? He scoffed at himself.

“Stem cdllsare too primitive for what we re doing,” she said. “Too generic. They’ |l grow into anything
you want, and we tried them in the beginning. But what we needed were clones who might be carrying
immune responses to the virus. That meant saecting amore developed cdll from the samples.
Lymphocytes. T-cdlls. B-cdls, C-cells. The whole family. Memory cells”

“I could have used afew more of those back in grade school,” joked Nathan Lee. He d forgotten. This



was the No Humor zone.

“Wrong kind of memory,” she said. “ T-cells memorize immune responses and store them away for a
rainy day. Take chicken pox. Over the centuries, our ancestors were exposed to it, and with time they
co-evolved with the parasite. A killer gradually became a benign gradeschool disease. Now whenever
you' re exposed to chicken pox, your memory cells remember its protein configuration and tell your body
to manufacture the exact antivirusto destroy it. The memory cellsarelike ancient libraries. They hold the
secrets of thousands of microbes our ancestors survived.”

Their next stop, or pause, was at the PCR room. Polymerase chain reaction was amethod of dividing the
double strands of DNA and synthetically creating two helixes from one. The two became four, the four
became eight, ad infinitum. Twelve machines the Sze of pinball machineswere quietly a work. Everything
was automdtic.

He was struck by the blending of the ordinary and high tech. Among the PCR machines and computer
screens and eectron microscope “towers’ lay common household utensls: ateflon spatula, pyrex pans, a
baker’ s measuring cup, acorkscrew. Y ellowedDilbert andFar Side cartoons were favored wall decor.
Pictures of children mingled with out-of-date copies of Nature andOutside.

Mirandaled himinto alab and she showed him an unraveled strand of DNA floating in abeaker. “One
of your guys,” shesaid.

“Thisisfromtherdics?’

She nodded, staring at the strands. “Y ou wouldn't believe how empty the human genomeis,” she said.
“It shumbling. At the genetic level, we're practically worms and flies”

Nathan Leetried to guesswhat any of this had to do with him.

“It' sal amatter of executiveintdligence” she said. “ The Blind Watchmaker, tinkering at random.”
“God?’ hesad.

“Chance,” she hastily answered.

She showed him how to twirl the strand around a glass straw like a piece of spaghetti. “Now what
happens?’ he asked.

“For thislittlefdlow?We |l stain him with marker dyes and search for mutations and disease genes.”
“Corfu?’

“Thememory of it,” shereiterated.

“And then?’

“If he shows promise, bring him through.”

“Through what?’

“Thisway,” shesad.

They gloved and masked before entering alarge, hot room murky with humidity and low-lit with blue
night lights



“My brood,” she softly said. “Yours, too.” Her cheekboneswere dick and blue.

Then he noticed the big sacsfloating in spherica tanks. Each contained ahuman form, large and heavy.
They were growing peoplein here.

“Fromtherdics?’ hesaid. Hismind whirled. They went into the next chamber. Diversfloated in abig
glasstank. One of the tanks descended into the water. The divers scissored open the sac with the casual
precision of butchers.

A human being did through the incision, hishair and beard gliding in the water likelong, black Medusa
snakes. Hisfinger and toenails were like pale bony globes. Nathan Lee saw the man open hiseyes. He
blinked. He opened hisarmswide, and his body was feeble. The muscles lacked tone. He had a
eunuch’s soft tummy and thin neck. Then the diverswere hauling him out of view.

“He sfrom an earlier batch. In al we ve birthed over fifteen hundred of them, usudly multiples of the
maost promising ones. Y our three won't be ready for another thirteen weeks.”

Nathan Lee was stupefied. The great mystery of the place folded into itself. Absurdly, he had tearsin his
eyes.

“Isit soterrible?” she asked. He didn't wipe away histears.

“I don’'t know,” he said. He heard watery coughing overhead as the clone took hisfirst breath. Thirteen
weeks ago, those lungs had been atidbit of bone or leather in avid, locked away for hundreds or
thousands of years. Now aliving man lay up there!

Out of sght, the clone began ydling and laughing with joy.
Nathan Leelooked up.

“They do that sometimes,” Miranda said. “ They seem to remember dying. For them thisisthe afterlife.
Some come out from the tank like him. Others aren’t so pleased.”

Nathan Leetried to sort his questions. There was so much to ask. Her sciencetugged at him. It felt likea
great temptation.

“What happensnow? To him.”
“Tedting isanother divison.” She was emphatic. “ Other labs. South Sector.”

The clon€ shilarity echoed. He was babbling away. The language was distinctly not English, and Nathan
Lee couldn’t make out any of the actua words. But on the edge of hislinguistic ear he started to
recognize afaint, guttura rhythm. “Isthat...?” He listened harder.

Shewaswatching him.

He remembered the dusty, sunstruck ruins of Aleppo, and avillagein the hills above, atribe of ancient
refugees. “Is he spesking Aramac?’

“Youtdl me”
“I know afew words.” He started for the Stairway.

She caught hisarm. “We don't to spesk to them.”



“But why?’
“It could endanger our research.”
“| don't undergtand.” He felt dizzy.A man from two thousand years ago! A timetraveler!

“It has never been important to what we do. It' s safer to treat their speech as nonsense. Mindless
babbling.”

“But it'snot nonsense,” said Nathan Lee. *He sthanking God.”

“I"ve gotten some of them back from South Sector,” she said. “ Twenty-three of them so far. Uninfected
specimens. Noncarriers. It was difficult. But they’ re here, in the floors below. We keep them isolated.”

“What are you doing with them?’ he said.
“Keeping them safe”
“Safefrom what?’

Sheturned her eyesaway. “We relooking for immunity,” she said. “ So far we ve found some who
survived an earlier form of thevirus. They’ re partidly immune to this modern outbresk. They can il get
infected. But the symptoms don’t manifest in them so quickly. We' ve done computer smulations. They
might live ancther three years before the pathogen killsthem.”

“And you have twenty-three of them here?’ said Nathan Lee. He couldn’t get over the technology.
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“What about the other fifteen hundred?’

Her green eyes peered a him from between her cap and mask. Shedidn’t answer him. “We have a
Neandertd,” shesad. “Totaly immune.”

“Y ou cloned aNeanderta!”

“That wasn’t for medical research. It was before Corfu. Anyway, she' s proved the species barrier.
Subspecies, to be exact.”

“What does that mean?”’

“For somereason, the girl’ s naturaly resistant. It could be the chemical barriersin her skin or respiratory
tract or something in her Gl tract. We don’'t know. Her resistanace doesn'’t transfer to us, though. We
know that much. She'sadead end.”

Neandertals! Clones from two thousand years ago! Thisplacewasamarve.

“What am | supposed to be doing?’ he said.

“It' stime to take the next step,” she said. “1 want you to take a step backward. A step away.”
“Away fromwhat?’

“Y ou're an anthropologist. They’re atribe, of sorts.”

“Y ou want meto study them?’ That sounded simple enough. He was an archaeologi<t, not an



ethnographer. But why spoil afree meal? Smplicity ruled. Los Alamos was supposed to be astop on the
map. Once he got Ochs to sing, he meant to vanish, no ties, no debts, no regrets.

“No contact,” Miranda answered. “ There are camerasin their cdls. Just watch and listen. Eavesdrop on
their thoughts.”

The clone shouted out. It sounded like" Rebekah”. He was calling for awoman, hiswife, perhaps, or
daughter. Cdling to her from the other side of deeth. Did he think she would join him?

The cry shook Nathan Lee. The voice closed away. They took the man from the room, off to somelab.
In the quiet that followed, aswimming pool net dipped from above, scooping out parts of the fetd sac.

“Y ou want me to make human beings out of your animals,” he said.
“Y ou don’t gpprove of what we' re doing?’ she said.
“Doesthat change anything?’

Shewaslooking at him. “No one' s sure how much they actudly remember,” she said. Probably not all
that much. Their previouslife has never been our purpose here. But they cry. They shout out. Maybe you
can givethem alittle solace.”

“Solace” hesad.
“We created them.”
“Do they know that?’

“That’ s beside the point. It does't matter if they have no ideawho we are. Y ou can't just disown your
own children.” She was solemn, asif he were somehow part of her redemption.

19
The Bones Speak

THEBEGINNING OFAUGUST
Nathan Lee entered their world of monsters.

For aweek, he did not go down into the so-called Orphanage, their warren of cellsin sub-basement
Five. Instead he took up residence in the Necro Archives, the human tissues room. It had lapsed into a
doppy grab bag of specimens. He set about organizing the samples, in part to organize his thoughts, but
mostly to acquaint himself with the bonesin preparation for their living flesh. There were teeth, dried
muscle, withered organsin jars, baggies and vids, skulls, fingernails, and long bones numbered with
magic marker or red fingernail polish. One of the twenty-three men had been made from silver, soto
spesk, from a Herod-headed coin speckled with blood flakes.

At lagt, after Six days, Nathan Leefelt ready. He took the elevator down to the Orphanage. Captain
Enote led him through the long, silent halway, and it looked like a death row for robots, al shiny and
metd. There were twenty quarantine cells on the right, and twenty on the left. The complex had been built
by a contractor whose speciaty was super-prisons. Nathan Lee paused by an empty cell, and went in,
wanting the fed onemoretime.

“Familiar?’ the Captain asked him from the doorway.



“They never did anything likethisto you in Kathmandu,” Nathan Lee said.

Therewasno lifein here, not even an insect. Everything was meta or indestructible plagtic. Each cdll held
abed, atoilet, and asink. There was ashower nozzlein the high ceiling, adrainin the floor, and
surveillance cameras mounted behind bubbles. Micron screensfiltered the air that vented in and out of
their rooms. They lived in a derile sate.

Moving on, he peeked through some of the Plexiglas dots a eyeeve, and the prisoners were mostly
dozing. They had paper blankets, and no clothes. Once a day the shower nozzle sprayed them with soap
and disinfectant. “ They can’t see out,” said the Captain. “But they know we' re here. Did Miranda
mention, no contact. Observation only.”

Tentimes. “Got it,” said Nathan Lee.

On their way to the monitor room, the Captain pointed at door number One at the very end. “Y ou don't
bother with that one,” he said. “Ever.”

The monitor room lit dark and cool. Two guards sat in chairsthat could dide back and forth on roller
whedls dong the banks of screens. Nathan Lee did aquick count. There were eighty screens, two for
each cdll. Only the screens of the occupied cells were glowing. The Captain went to the pair of screens
for Cdl One, and turned them off. He introduced Nathan Lee to the guards.

“Mr. Swift wantsto get to know the boys,” he said. “He' s cleared to come in here and watch the
screens. He can listen on the headphones. Y ou can talk to him. Share thefiles.” The Captain pointed at
the screensfor Cell One. “ She stays out of it. Clear?’

“Yesdr,” they said.

One of the guards got a chair for Nathan Lee, and made room at the end of the long counter for his
yelow notepad. “Y ou want some bean?’ he asked, and poured the coffee in a chipped mug.

As hewasleaving, the Captain said, “how long did you spend inthat Asajail ?’

It was deliberate. The two guards' ears pricked up. Now they knew a convict was sharing the booth
with them, which wasfair enough. “ Seventeen months,” said Nathan Lee.

“Don’'t gotry to bust anybody out,” said the Captain.
“No contact,” recited Nathan Lee.
“Let’'sseewhereyou get here,” said the Captain, and he left.

Nathan Lee strolled dong the bank of monitors, orienting himsalf. He matched them up to his notes, man
by man. On paper, each was atooth, skull, or bit of wood. On the screen, they were not much more,
just bits of humanity worn out by their short lives. Many borelivid surgical scars, which surprised him.
What kinds of things had been done to them in South Sector? They acted less like prisoners than patients
in acancer ward. If they moved, it was only dowly. Y ou fdt ther pain.

“Ohyeah,” said one of the guards. “ South Sector’ s hell on them.”

“What about him?’ Nathan Lee asked. The clone was more scar than skin. He was missing part of an
ear. Hisfacelooked like abadly sewn baseball.

“Thefugitive,” answered the second guard. “He got loose last winter. He hit the razor wire, tangledinit,



and just kept fighting. He tore himsdlf free and made it halfway to the Rio Grande. The trackers said it
was like following apaint bucket with aholeinit. He just about bled out and froze to degth, they say.
Finaly found him in some cave dwellings down one of the canyons. After that he got rated high risk.
None of the researchers wanted to work him no more. So Miranda added him to the collection.”

“How long have they been here?’
“Miranda salvaged thefirg of them five months ago.”

Each clone had an identification number tattooed on the back of their neck and at the base of their spine.
The tradition of naming lab animals, whether they were dugs or chimpanzees, was as old as research.
The guards had their own nicknames for the clones. Cueball for abad fellow; Rutabaga and Cabbage for
two catatonic men; Stiff for aclonewith prigpism; Yessr for the clone with anervoustic; Johnny Angel
for the blue-eyed handsome one.

“Dothey talk?’

“Hoot, howl, mumble, scream. One used to sing. He quit.”
“Can| seether files?”

“Hepyoursdf.” A guard pointed at the file cabinets.

Instead of biographies, each had lab reports, much of it classfied and blacked out. That was
inauspicious. Mirandawasright, labswithin the Lab treasted one another as enemies. On the brink of
destruction, the scientists were at cross purposes with their own surviva, hiding their work. And yet their
experiments and secrets were written on the flesh of their subjects. Some of the clones had survived four
or five labs before being delivered back into their maker’s care. Not one had his own real name. Not one
displayed alife beforethislife.

Nathan Leelaid their filesin front of their respective screens. Those were now, what was then? He
wanted to start from scratch, to erase their numbers, to reach back through the artifact two thousand
years.

It was dow, frustrating work. He spent hours waiting for amovement or word on any screen. Their daily
cycles were synched around food and the daily soaking. They wanted to dream away their captivity.
Nathan L ee understood their torpor. He had done the same until his prison reveded itself asapaace.
Restoring the past, he had restored himsdif.

The guards wereinterested in hiswork only because they were bored. When they weren't too busy
playing guitar with arubber band or making paper clip chains, they might record events while Nathan Lee
was gone. An event could be anything: amumble, ascream...and then, on the third day, aname.

“There,” said Nathan Lee, replaying the tape. He jacked the volume up. “Do you hear it now?’ Hedidn't
gpesk the name. He wanted to draw the guardsinto his discovery. He was going to need their help with
the observing. But to them, the clones were abare step up from vegetation. He had to convert them
somehow. Hisfather had taught him there was no other way to climb abig mountain. They had to find the
Spirit themsdlves.

“Isaiah?’ One of the guards frowned.
“Did heredly say Isaiah?’ whispered his partner. His name badge read Joe. “Like in the Book?’

“Yes,” said Nathan Lee.



They were speechless. The bones could spesk. The numbers had names. As Joe pointed out in disbelief,
holy names.

“I'll be back in fiveminutes,” Nathan Leetold them. “Keep listening for more.”

He raced up to the Necro Archives and rummaged through the drawers, and raced down again. Back in
the monitor booth, helaid ahed bonein front of them, and it still had the nail driven throughitssde.
“Isaiah,” hesad.

It wasasmall thing. In agtainless sted cdl two thousand years from his home, anameless man had
reminded himself of his own name. But now the guards understood. The Y ear Zero had just opened its
door for anyone who dared to enter.

20
Fire
AUGUST 10

Asthe chieftans arrived at the Council chamber, they helped themsalvesto Krispy Kremesand

Starbucks blends, the last of the franchises kept aive by soldiers wives. Mirandatook her seet at the
long, ova table with the other ab directors, and they waited for Cavendish, who had summoned them.
They had no ideawhat the urgency was. His office had smply given them twenty minutesto assemble.

Maps and charts were hastily being pinned to thewalls. A large video screen glowed blue and empty on
onewall. Mirandalooked through the window at the Pgjarito massif looming to the west, theremainsof a
vadt, ancient volcano upon which other, smaller volcanoes had later boiled up and gone dead. Its geology
fit them like amyth, agiant mountain underlying dl their smaler mountains, the Lab hiving off smdler labs,
the immense energy of their history and science growing cold as stone.

She glanced around the table, and the faces were weary. The hope had leached from their eyes. They
didn’t kibbitz or fire jokes or buttonhole one another. They sat and quietly waited like people on along
march resting. The former head of Virus Diseasesin WHO' s Geneva headquarters was egting doughnuts
besde awispy Nigerian from England’ s Porton Down, once the leading vird diagnostic lab in Europe.
The ex-director of the Ingtitute of Tropical Medicinein Antwerp sat across from the ex-director of the
Indtitute of Tropica Medicinein Hamburg. A dead ringer for Omar Sharif, from the Aga Khan University
in Karachi, wastrying to keep his eyes off the bosomy blonde from Johannesburg' s Ingtitute of Medica
Research. On the streets you heard French and Hindi and Russian and Chinese, but the linguafrancawas
American, not English, but American with its dang and fighter-pilot shorthand.

Besdesthe virus hunters and medica ninja, there was awhole zoo of cloning and bioengineering
expertise here: amouse man, acow man, asheep lady, even asnow lion specialist who had spent years
in the field shooting the cats with sedative darts and collecting their eggs and sperm to be frozen for the
day snow lions no longer existed. Now the endangered species was man.

The door opened. Cavendish appeared, wheeled in by histal, solemn clone. Cavendish’s gnomelike face
seemed more pinched and weary than ever. Hisillnesses were whittling him down to atwig. Miranda
wanted to fed sorry for him, but she knew Cavendish didn’t pity himsdlf. In turn, hedidn’t pity anyone
dse

A happy, rumpled, dazed-looking man trailed behind. It took Mirandaaminute to place him. Hewas
with atmospheric sciences. What was he doing here? The department had become something of an



antique. Who needed afive-day forecast anymore, much less the temperature in Timbuktu? Global
warming? No one cared.

Cavendish started in on them with hisusud bile. “You'regoingincircles” hesad. “| seeit between the
linesinyour lab reports. The paths of investigation have bent back upon themsalves. It's not good

enough.”
“And avery good morning to you,” someone muttered under his breeth.

“But we have made adiscovery,” Cavendish continued. “ Maybe it means something, maybe not.” He
gestured with afinger.

The wesather man stepped forward. Behind him, the video screen came dive with satdlliteimages of the
earth. Clouds hung like cotton wisps. The planet looked serene. “ Bob Maples, meteorology,” he said.
He couldn’t quit grinning. “1 head the Red Surveillanceteam.”

Maples clicked aremote control. The earth images switched color. The mgestic blue ocean turned
mottled with therma pools. The continental masses |oomed dark except for North America, which held
pools and veins of red seepage.

“Just to summarize,” Maples said, “ Red Surveillance tracks human catabolism on amass scale” He had
afunerd director’ sddicacy. We' re basicaly a sort of high-tech morgue. We use ASTER technology,
Advanced Spaceborne Therma Emission and Reflection Radiometer instruments built into various
satellite platformsto track groupings of gases associated with decomposition. Red is the pseudo-color
we keyed on our spectrographs for plumes of ammonia, methane, hydrogen sulfide, carbon dioxide, and
soforth.”

Papersrudtled. Throats cleared. They knew dl of this. Peering through their satdllite lenses, the ASTER
specidists had become cartographers of the extinction event, plotting what was literaly the last gasp of
dead and dying cities. Over the past two years, they had watched the bright red flowers of gas bloom
and then fade. Miranda s plague map was nothing more than a compilation of al the plumes, past and
present.

Maples heard their impatience and hurried through a series of beautiful earth shots, cutting to the chase.
“For months there have been no measurabl e death plumes outside of North America,” hesaid. “All the
other continents went dark last March. Overseas, the human die-off is complete. We pretty much quit
watching. | mean there was nothing more to look for.” The grin returned. “Then around noon today,
purely by accident, one of my people switched the search key. He programmed for heat, anything double
the ambient temperature. At the time he was hitchhiking on the European Union weather satellite. Likea
number of other unattended satdllites, it’ sdrifted out of orbit, more space junk getting ready to fall from
the sky. But the optics are adl there, and it happened to be pointing in the right place at the right time. And
thisiswhat hefound.”

The rapid montage of earth shots changed color. The red flipped to lime green and black. The streaming
images dowed to anear halt. Miranda could just make out the dark spur of the Indian subcontinent.
Along the bottom margin the videotape identified itself: EUMETSAT, 08/10, 12:04:52 PM MST.” The
latitude and longitude were listed. The tape advanced. The clock counter turned to 12:05:009.

“There” saild Maples. “Did you seeit?’
“Seewhat?’ someone sad.

Maples grinned and bobbed his head. He was ddlighted. “Watch again, here.” He pointed at the arc of



the Bay of Bengdl. “Cdcutta”
The tape replayed. Thistimethey saw it. A pinprick of light, scarcely atwinkle. Then it was gone.
“Yes? awoman sad.

“Exactly,” said Maples. “ At first we wroteit off asagremlin, aglitch in the hardware. Then wetook a
second look.”

Thistime the image was magnified. The tape returned to 12:04:52. Cacuttawinked & them. It waslikea
snglefant star in auniverse of darkness.

“Fire)” said Maples.

No one moved at the table,

The implications were staggering. They changed everything. No one dared to believeit.
“Impossible,” the WHO head chalenged him.

“I' know, | know,” Maples bobbed, al teeth, thrilled to be of help at last.

“Again,” someone demanded.

Maplesreplayed it. He jacked the zoom. There was no mistaking it. A fire had been burning in Cacutta
a five minutes after midnight last night.

“A ruptured gas main, nothing more,” awoman remarked.

“That’ swhat we thought,” said Maples. “1t couldn’t be human. Maybe it was a house fire sparked by
lightning. Or an explosion caused by an earthquake. There' sall kinds of combustibles out there. A
thousand other thingsit could be besides manmade.” Maples was waving his hands. “ So we zoomed the
lens. We programmed for 98.6 degrees. Computer enhanced it. And thisiswhat we got.”

The pseudo-green scale magnified. The focus sharpened. The nocturnal image rose up between urban
ruins. “Human body hegt.”

There wasthefire glittering brightly. And then aghostly figure—the heat Sgnature of a
bi ped—approached the fire. Man, woman or child, it reached a stick into thefire, then withdrew and sat
down.

“But there’ sno oneleft out there. The virus passed through there ayear ago.” The voice was raspy.
Mirandadidn’t ook to see who was speaking. She couldn’t tear her eyes from the screen.

“Eleven months ago, to be exact,” said Maples. He was ready for them. He hit another button.
“September, last year,” he said. The image changed to his Red Surveillance spectrograph. The Indian
subcontinent was acid with red plumes. 1t looked like nuclear weapons going off. Theimage
fast-forwarded. The red plumes stormed north as villages and cities putrefied. The ammoniaclouds
blossomed brightest above the cities. The grest riversturned arteria red. At last the red tempest faded,
then disappeared. The subcontinent returned to peace. “ January, thisyear,” said Maples.

For afleeting moment, Mirandatried to remember when Nathan Lee had fled. He must have been
running just ahead of that vird ondaught. It was amiracle anyone could have survived. Y et he had. And
S0, gpparently, had someone e se, though differently. Could this be a Category One Survivor?



Maples returned to the ghostly green figure Sitting in front of thefire.
“Do you know what thismeans?’ someone whispered.

“It would be wrong to jump to conclusions,” another warned.

“A survivor!” murmured Miranda s neighbor. “ Category One.”

Mirandakept staring at the figure on the screen. It could have been a caverman crouching closeto hislittle
tongue of flame, dl donein the night.

“A freak occurrence,” avoice scoffed. “A fluke.”
“Exactly what we' relooking for,” someone retorted.

“Not necessarily,” Cavendish cautioned. “We don't know what we' re looking at here. There are three
reasons a person might survive aparasite thislethd: luck, natural resistance, or immunity. We saw that
with AIDS and Ebolaand Marburg.”

“Wedso saw it with palio, the Black Death, and every other pandemic in human history,” said Miranda
“But the point hereisthat we ve never seen it with Corfu. Animmunity event!”

Her thoughts ricocheted. This changed everything, potentialy. Ever since Corfu had broken loose and
run rampant, they had been searching for survivors. That was the whole excusefor cloning the Y ear Zero
specimens. they had needed to reach back intimeto find any survivors of the virus, even of the more
benign, ancient strain. But here, in the heart of Calcutta, squatted amodern survivor.

“There smore,” interrupted Maples. “Once we identified the Cal cutta event, we started a computer
search for more campfires, not just in India, but on al the continents and mgjor idands, and not just for
last night but for al the nightsfor sx months past. There are millions of imagesto investigate, and the
search will go on for weeks or months. But look at what we' ve found in afew short hours!”

The images began dancing around the world. The date codes on the margins changed back and forth. It
was September in Spain, June in Borneo, February in Moscow. Now that they knew what to look for,
the tableful of scientists spotted the pinpoints of light with increasing ease. They got up from the table and
gathered in front of the video screen, pressing together, barking at each new discovery.

In the space of five minutes, with Maples guiding them, they found evidence of at least nineteen other
surviva “events,” asthe Red Surveillance team had dready christened the campfires. Mapleswaslikea
puppy. “I’ ve assigned some of my ASTER crew to examine old tapesfor firesfirst, body heat second.
Thefires are most pronounced. They’ re tagging each of these events and tracking backwards and
forwardsin time. We now know that the Cal cutta event has been occurring in the same place for the past
three weeks. Fires have aso been located in Rome, Perth, Phnom Penh, Kinshasa, and Vladivostok.
From one night to another, some have moved from place to place. That suggests migration.
Opportunigtic. Or driven by fear. Some stay in place. All arelocated in cities. That probably meansthe
survivors are subsisting on whatever they can loot from the ruins. We can only guess. They must belike
Robinson Crusoe, most of them, done or in pairsor tiny groups, dowly going primitive.”

The Santiago event had five human-shaped heat Sgnatures. The survivors were finding each other. In
faraway lands, they were banding together in tribes. There was life after the plague. Now if only the
secret of their surviva could be unraveled while there was till acivilized world left.

“We must not get excited,” cautioned the Pakistani. “ Dr. Cavendish is correct. What are we looking at
here? Which kind of survivors are these people?’ He held up three fingers. “ Are they Category Three?



Werethey just lucky, hiding in caves or submarines while the plague passed overhead? Did the virus
smply missthem? In which case, they are of no useto us. The viruswill find them. Oncethey are
exposed, they, too, will die”

He lowered onefinger. “ Or are they Category Two, imperviousto the virus? Are their bodies somehow
inherently resistant? Recall the progtitute study in Tanzania. Y ear after year of unprotected sex,
sometimes with dozens of infected men in asingle night, and yet a group of sixty women never developed
AIDS. Scientists shadowed them for well over adecade. They came up with every kind of theory. But
no one ever learned the secret of their resistance. In which case, these people may be of nouseat dl in
our duel with Corfu.”

He held up asinglefinger. “Or did the virus actudly enter these people? Were they exposed, and did
they develop antibodies? Are they Category One? Have their immune systems begun to co-evolve with
the virus? Inwhich case,” he wagged his head, “ maybe they can save us. Maybe not.”

“There sonly oneway to find out,” someone said.

“Go find them?’ avoice scoffed. Mirandafaced around. It was the head of the Immortdlity lab. Shewas
gtill getting used to the divison title, though it fit perfectly. Most viruses destroyed their host cells once
they werefinished using it asavirusfactory. Corfu was different. It ingtructed host cellsto keep dividing
without ever dying, hence“immortality.” One more mystery, one morelab. “They're on thefar Sde of the
planet,” thelab chief went on. “We might aswell be looking at pictures sent back from Mars. We can’t
get across our own country, much less around the world.”

“But any one of these survivors could be our answer,” Mirandaretorted. “They could be our future.”

“In case you' ve forgotten, the U.S. Navy got swallowed looking for survivorslikethese” The scientists
turned to Cavendish at the far end of thetable, afrail stem with burning eyes. “ Our armadas have
disappeared. Our military assets have dwindled. Our wings are gone.”

Cavendish lifted a hand at the satellite image on screen. “Even our eyes arefailing. We re getting
information from satdllites that are falling to earth. Do you understand, Miranda? We can no longer
project oursaves into the world. We' velost the capability. We don’t own the night. We don’'t own the
day. It takesamagor armed expedition just to reach into Albuquerque for afew hours. Cacuttal” he
snorted. The luminous green figure on screen fed another stick into hislittlefire. “ All this provesisthat
there’ s other lifein the universe, no more, no less”

Mirandafelt the otherslooking at her. Once more, she was the sole voice of dissent, or optimism, or
whatever shewas. For an instant, she resented their cowardice. But she understood it, too. They had
families, many of them. They were morta, and Cavendish was ruthless. Their job was science, not
martyrdom. “ So we give up, isthat it?’ she snapped.

“We work with what we have,” Cavendish said. “ And when the time comes, we retregt to the WIPP
sanctuary. Just asyour father planned. Thisisadistraction. It would give people false hope.”

When,Mirandafumed,not if. Retreat. To the sanctuary. Into her father’ s underworld. She glanced
around, trying to measure their discouragement and fear. These days they believed in asylum more than
they believed inthe cure...and it wasn't even built. The subterranean sanctuary was till under
congtruction. Originally designed to be agraveyard for nuclear waste, the Waste I solation Pilot
Plant—WIPP—was being converted into avast hideaway for the entire populace of Los Alamos.
Twelve stories of chambers and floors were being carved from asat dome two thousand feet beneath
the desert bordering Texas. It would be equipped with lab facilities. Research would continue while they
sheltered beneath the virus world. Someday, perhaps decades from now, they were supposed to emerge



with their cure.

But to Mirandaand a smadl contingent of others, the WIPP sanctuary was aterrible mistake. Therewas
no way itslabs could match what they aready had at Los Alamos. The quarters would be pinched and
sunless, an eternd night. Also, it would be vulnerable to even asingle strand of the virus. In such close
quarters, the plague could devour them in asingle bite. Anyway, it was wrong to be talking abouit retredt.
“Wehaveamisson,” she protested.

“We have to keep our hopesredidtic,” Cavendish said. “ Some things are possible, Miranda. Some things
arenot.”

Just then Maples' s phone beeped. He took the cdll, then looked around at them. “ That was the latest
count. We re up to thirty-nine survivor sghtings.”

“Worldwide?" 1t was the blonde woman from Johannesburg. “My god, isthat al? Thirty-nine
people...where there were once billions?’

The woman’s country had been killed off long ago. Miranda understood that about her. Defeatism came
naturally to her, though that didn’t fully explain her tone of ridicule. She, and probably most of the others
in the room, were cueing off of Cavendish, for now displaying their dlegiance. Then Mirandasaw the
woman exchange an admiring glance, and it was not with Cavendish, but with hissilent clone, stationed
behind the whedlchair. So, thought Miranda, the rumorswere true. The clone had bedded her, too.But
who was he?

“There will be more than thirty-nine,” Miranda doggedly pronounced.
“A few hundred?’ the woman sniffed.
“Oneinamillion, or two million, or ten million,” said Miranda. “It’ s better than nothing.”

“Oh, but you see you're only talking about life.” The woman pointed at the therma caveman squatting
among theruinsof Calcutta. “If that isour future, then civilizationisfinished.”

“No,” said Miranda. “Not aslong asLos Alamosis il dive.” Her defiance was beginning to sound like
cheerleading to her, and she was desperately making it up as she went along. But someone had to say
something. “Weareacity on ahill,” shedeclared. “A city of light.”

Where had that come from, city of light?They were dl looking at her. She wanted to believe their Slence
was contemplative, but knew they were embarrassed for her. Miranda' s cheeks were hot. “If we can't
go tofind the survivors,” shefinished, “then maybe they will cometo us. Someday.”

“A good swimmer, ishe?’ joked Cavendish.Touché. The oceans were once again vast barriers.

“Therewill be survivorsin America, too,” Miranda stated. She could fed hersdlf swaying in the breeze,
far, far out on alimb of her own making. “ Once the virus has passed through, they’ || appear.”

“Likemoths, would that be?’ said Cavendish. “To thelight?’
“I won't quit,” Mirandasaid.

It was the wrong thing to say. They thought she was accusing them. She was, but not to drive them away.
To ingpire them.With insults? She sighed. Shewas no good at this. Their eyes glazed. When she looked,
Cavendish was beaming at her.



21
Resurrection

AUGUST 11

It had always been deathly till on her visits before. But tonight, five stories deep, the Orphanage
sounded like the full moon rising, every wild throat up and screaming. As she stormed dong the hdlway,
Mirandacould fed the clones frenzy vibrating through the sted walls. Her anger rose.

They howled like banshees. Some hurled themsalves against the stainless stedl doors. Othershidin
corners or under their beds. A wild-eyed face hammered against the narrow Plexiglas. Another window
was flecked with blood.

Two guards waited at the far end by alocked door. The plastic dider read 01-01N. Clone One. Version
One. Neandertal.

“What happened?’ she demanded.

“Nathan Leewent in,” the big weightlifter volunteered. “He sat down. The kid blew up. Then the rest of
them went off.”

Miranda peered through the three-inch window. The view was blurry and brown. Her cell wasa
nightmare of shit walls and voodoo handprints. The child was caked with her own feces. But tonight there
was blood on the girl’ s hands. Blood on the walls. To her rdlief it was Nathan Lee sblood, not the
child’'s. He sat at her feet. She had al but lost her voice screaming. It sounded like rust being scraped
fromthewadls.

“What has he doneto her?’
“Nothing. Hewent in. He sat down. That'sdl.”

That was everything. The girl had been stripped of her room with the aspen outside the window and a
rainbow on the wall. They had taken away her toys and beloved crayons, locked her in this cage deep
benesth the ground. She was a bird with broken wings.

The child had no world but the borders of her cell. She never strayed into its center. Perimeter walking, it
was caled, a symptom of autism, an endlessjourney of walls. And now, Miranda saw, Nathan Lee had
dared to trespass upon what little she possessed. He had blocked her path with his body. He had stolen
her mindlesswakabout.

“Wholethimin?’

The guards were frightened by her anger. They had never seen her likethis. “1 turned my back,” the one
with ajar cut said. “He opened the door.”

She looked again through the window dot.
“He could infect her.”
“We discussed it. Nathan Lee said, what' sworse, to be sick or be dead?”’

“Y oudiscussed it?’



They quailed.

“How long has he been in there?” she said.

Jarhead consulted hiswatch. “ Twenty-three minutes.”

The Captain arrived. He peered through the dot. “ Great,” he muttered, “he went and did it.”

“You knew hemight go inthere?’ shesaid.

“I had afeding.”

“What happened to ‘no contact’ 7" She' d never talked down to the Captain. She couldn’t help hersdlf.
“Hewaswarned.”

“She' s been through too much.” She was ready to hit somebody. “He' sgone. Do you hear me?” She
heard hersdlf, talking like Cavendish.

“Hée son our Sde, Miranda.”
“How do you know that?’
The Captain peeked at the sceneinsde. He shook his head. “ The man istaking his punishment.”

Thegirl had the strength of ateenage boy. For twenty minutes, Nathan Lee had been sitting there while
she beat and clawed at him. His face was swollen. Hislips and nose were bleeding. His shirt wasin rags.
Not once did he raise an arm to ward away the blows. All he did was keep on reading.

Now Miranda saw it. He had brought his storybook with him. So that was it, he’ d gone over the edge.
Unableto get at Ochs, deprived of his own daughter, he had abducted this one. “He' straumatized the
wholeward,” shesad. “Listen to them.”

“I hear. They get like this sometimes.”
“WEe ve got to get him out of there”

Nathan Lee had deceived her. She had deceived hersdlf. The gravity and pureness of his quest had lulled
her. It was only amatter of time before he stole some supplies and took Old Paint and vanished again.
Mirandatook that for granted. But thiswas the last thing she' d expected from him.

“What do you havein mind?’
“You have people,” shesad. “Send themin.”

The Captain frowned. “ She' sout of control. Send in the Posse, they’ |l have to take her down, too.” The
Posse wastheir crash team, big men with overwhelming force. “ She might get hurt.”

“Dart him then. Gas him. The bastard.” She had never been so angry. Nathan Lee had no right to go
crazy likethis. He was supposed to have been stronger, not just another lamed spirit.

“Shemight get hurt,” the Captain repeated.
Miranda breathed out.

“Shelll tire out soon,” the Captain reassured her. “ They awaysdo.”



Miranda heard the surenessin hisvoice. Her expertise was the slent mechanismsinside the human cell,
his was the violence of wild men, and afera child. The bedlam rocked her. “How often arethey like
this?’ she asked.

“Now and then. We keep afew sedated. Therest, we let them purge their devils. It' s good for the soul.”

Miranda clenched her fists on either side of thewindow dot. Shetried to remember how long it had been
since her last visit with the child.Seven weeks? She was a busy woman. That was her excuse. But the
truth was this metal underworld, this place she had created to conceal the damned and the medica
|eftovers, was unbearableto her.

“No sense stlanding here,” the Captain said. “\We can keep an eye on things over the monitor.”

Heled her to adarkened room filled with banks of monitors. It was dim and quiet in here. Away from
the pandemonium, she began to collect hersdlf.

As she passed the screens, Miranda saw men shouting, clutching their ears, pounding the walls, Sitting
like catatonic hermits, hopping up and down like apes. Some just lay on their backs staring at the celling.
The Captain gave her achair in front of the Neanderta girl’ stwo screens. Underneath someone had
taped aname with aflower. It said Tara.

“What' sthis?’ she asked.
“It's Tibetan,” said the Captain. “Nathan Lee said it means Mother Goddess.”

Now she saw other screens with Scotch tape names. “Where did he come up with these?” But it was
obvious. The Y ear Zero thing had gone to his head. It looked like he’ d gone grocery shopping through
the Bible. There were aMatthew, a Hosea, two Ezekids, Micah, Zechariah, three Johns, one Eleazar
ben Yair, and even alLazarus. Now she saw the bones and relic fragments lying before each screen, like
offerings upon separate altars.

“They’rethered names. He wanted to surprise you.”
“Don’'t tdl me he' sgone in and talked with them, too?’

“Hejust listens over the cell mikes. Sometimes they whisper to themsalves. Or they rant and rave. Or
announce themsalves. It smostly Aramaic, he says. He spends alot of time down here. Every day. At
night, too. It's catching. He' sgot usdl doing it. Oncein awhile we || make out a name or aword.”

Someone had pinned to the bulletin board a short vocabulary list in Aramaic, Hebrew, Greek, and Létin,
with the English trandation. A bookshelf hed asmadl library of video tapes with the names, numbers, and
dates, and books on archaeology and museum collections. Nathan Lee had turned the guard room into a
university cram sesson.

Mirandawas startled. “How long has this been going on?’
“Y ou told him to study the boys. He went at the task.”
“Study them, not her.”

“It was amatter of time, Miranda. Her screens are right here. One of the guards left them switched them
on by accident. After that Nathan Lee got alittle...remote.”

“Y ou know what he’ sdoing, don't you?I’m sorry helost hisdaughter....” Shetrailed off. Maybe



Nathan Lee and the Captain had talked about that, too. She doubted it: two stoicsin the same space at
the sametime...perfect slence.

“Thethingis” said the Captain, “he doesbeong in there.”
“No, hedoesnot. | don't care about his Himalayan connection.”

“Hetold me how hefound her sitting on aledge. It was somewhere near Mount Everest. Shewas dl
aone. He said she chose the place for the way the mountainslit a sundown.”

Mirandalooked at the screen. The girl’ s frenzy was ebbing.

“Y ou’ rewrong about him. He didn’t go in to take care of hislondliness,” said the Captain. “He went for
hers”

Mirandaturned her head away.
The Captain handed her aheadset. “ Thisdia’ sfor the volume.” He pointed, and left her.

Miranda put the earphones on, and the girl’ s raspy screams pierced her. The Captain wasright. The
tantrum was wearing her down.

Through the noise, Miranda could hear Nathan Leg s voice cdmly reading. It was some story about the
wind and abird. He turned a page.

Now Miranda saw how he gripped the book in histwo hands. His knuckles were white. The beating
hurt. He was holding on for dear life. Still, he kept the book tilted so that she could see the pictures.

Miranda sat in the darkness before the screen. At last the girl did wear out. Her arms drifted down to her
sdes. The screams dwindled. Miranda could amost read her thoughts.Now what?

Nathan Lee kept reading. Hisvoice had alilt to it. After afew minutes, the girl edged closer, ameatter of
inches. She had that innocence of children, and craned her neck, trying to see the pictures. Ever so
dowly, helowered onearm.

“Don’'t you doit,” Mirandamurmured at the screen. He was going to grab her. It was atrap.
And then it happened.
Thegirl sat on hislap.

It was not, Mirandatold herself, an act of affection. She sat on him like a piece of furniture. Her eyes
were intent on the pictures. He was an object. A tool.

His voice softened. When he saidhush, hush, it was the sound of the wind, and her eyesflared wider.

“Wll, now,” the Captain said behind her. Miranda became aware of other guards watching, too. The
biggest men had padded shidlds and helmets and armor.

“Hetricked her,” Mirandasaid.
“Good trick,” said the Captain.

Mirandalost track of time. Gradually Nathan Lee strayed from the text. He kept turning the pages
dowly. Syllable by syllable, one picture at atime, he worked into akind of song. It was a nonsense song



without real words, practically achant. Then Mirandaredized his drawn-out notes were full of vibrations.
He was making his chest resound against her back.

Mirandawatched in disbelief. He was enchanting her.
Thegirl lad her head againg his shoulder.

“God,” whispered aguard. “By god.”

Her eyes closed.

Shefell adeep.

Nathan Lee went on with the song. His face was grotesque. One eye was swelling shut. The camera
caught asingle tear squeezing loose. It tracked down his cheekbone. He wanted to cry. He was happy.
Miranda could seeit. But it would have woken the girl, and so he governed himsdlf.

Helaid the book to one side. He wrapped his arms around her. She nestled into hiswarmth. He smelled
her hair.

The Orphanage quieted. Miranda glanced at the other monitors, and the clones eased their clamor.

After an hour, Nathan Leelaid the girl on the barefloor, ill degping. The battle had exhausted her. He
crept to the door on his hands and knees. Miranda and the Captain and hislooming guards went into the
halway and waited Slently.

The Captain softly opened the door, and Miranda nearly gagged on the reek of fresh sawage. Nathan
Lee camethrough at their feet. The Captain eased the door shut. They had to help Nathan Lee stand.
The girl had raked his cheek to the bone. His good eye was bloodshot and seeping. He kept hisarms
folded againgt hisribs. She'd injured his neck and back muscles.

No one said anything. Nathan Lee blinked asif emerging from adeep cave. They parted for himto leave.
He shuffled like an old man.

Miranda spoke. “Y ou had no right.”
“Yeah, | did.” Hewasthirgty. “ Solace, remember?’
Miranda dogged him. “Y ou had no ideawhat you were doing.”

“| talked with aspeech language pathologist,” he said. “ She said you don't touch achild like thislightly.
Touch her too gently, it only triggers astartle reflex. | didn’t know that before. Thelady told meit had to
be a degp embrace. That'sal that works.”

“I don’'t care who you talked to. Y ou had no permission.” Tearswelled in her eyes. “Thisiscrud,” she
said. “Y ou opened up her heart. Now what?’

He had to turn hiswhole body with his head drooped down. The child had torn atuft from his scalp.
“Let’sjust do the best we can,” he said. Returning the favor, she knew. She had made him part of things.
Now he made her part, too.

WHENTARA WOKENext morning, he was there again, showered and stitched and wearing clean clothes.
Hisface was ugly with lumps and bruises. He hurt. But he wasthere.



Her eyes opened, and they were dark blue. One of her baby teeth had fallen out in the last few weeks.
What must she have thought of that, all done?Thetooth fairy’ s here now, he thought.

“Good morning, sunshine,” he rasped.
Her voice was hoarse, too. “A, b, ¢, d, e, f, g,” shesang to him.
He opened hisarms. She climbed right into the embrace. “Let’ snot leave you done again,” he said.

But hewas going to leave her. When the time came, he would ride off to find his own daughter. By then,
Tard slifewould be full with other people, though. Already a support team from socid serviceswas
mobilizing for her. After so much neglect, she was about to be trested like ared child.

They shared an orange. He peded it with histeeth and nails, and pulled the wedges apart. They were
both starving. More food arrived.

When the nurse camein with atray of syringes, Tara clung to Nathan Lee. He motioned the nurse to
walit, and he started reading. Tara s eyes settled on the page. It was asif she had fdleninto his
storybook. She didn’t seem to notice the bee stings of the needles.

They made agame of cleaning Taraup. Her cell waslike a septic pit. Nathan Lee carried her acrossthe
empty hallway to aclean cell. Someone had painted arainbow on one stainless sted wal. An hour later,
the speech language lady arrived bearing gifts of paper and crayons. Tarawas alowed to keep afavorite
doll.

Step by step, they began unearthing her from their wrongs.
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Butterflies
AUGUST 14
She was among her butterflies.

The sun was sinking behind the Jemez caldera, the collapsed crater of aonce massive volcano. The
mountains across the valley would stay lighted for another hour. But perched dong afinger of ancient
lava, Los Alamoslay in shadow. The air was getting cooler. The butterflies were flocking to her body
hegt.

The cage was an old dog run with chicken wire for walls and plywood for aroof. It sat on the edge of
what passed for her backyard, ashelf of sandstone jutting above the sheer drop. From here, the cliff fell
ahundred feet or more. Thiswas her retreat. Sometimes she dreamed about their orange and black
wings pouring out of the depths.

“Miranda?’ hisvoicesad.

She jerked her head around. Butterflies scattered in a burst, then settled back onto her bare arms and
hair. “What are you doing here?’ she snapped at him.

It was Nathan Lee out there. He looked like ajigsaw puzzle through the chicken wire.

“I've been thinking,” he said.



Break out the party hats,she thought with annoyance. People didn’t come out here. She had little enough
privacy in her days and nights. And she resented getting snuck up on. “Y ou shouldn’t be wandering
around,” she said. “ Security could pick you up. Ochs has put the word out on you. | keep telling you, |
only have control over my own littleidand.”

Then it occurred to her that he might be offering himself as bait, trying to draw Ochs out from South
Sector or wherever he was hiding.

“I wanted to run something past you,” he said.
“Inmy backyard? I’ m off duty.”
Hedidn't take the hint. “Killer view,” he said.

Shedidn’'t answer. Her silence didn’t discourage him. She' d noticed that. Stillnessdidn’t faze him. He
and the Captain were like peasin apod that way. Y ou had to have acomfort level with yourself to be
around them very much.

He came closer to the chicken wire. She couldn’t seeif hewas staring at her or the butterflies. After a
few minutes, he asked, “ Are those monarchs?’

“Part of an old experiment,” shesaid. “Memory.” Butterflies kept lighting on her mouth. It wasthe honey
she’'d put on some cold corn-bread when she got home.

“What about it?’

“Where does it come from?’ she said. Did heredlly want to hear this, or was hejust patronizing her? He
was acipher to her. Shefdt hersdf tensaing up. What did he want?*“ How much does amemory weigh?Is
it folded into aprotein? A charge of ectricity? How doesit get stored?’

“How much does amemory weigh?’ he said. He had comerright up to the wire, but didn’t weave his
fingers through the mesh. He didn’t touch the cage. His eyeswere on her.

“The question’ smostly figurative. Then again,” shelifted one of the monarchson her wrist. “Her brain
weighsagram, or less. But she holds the memory of thousands of generations of migration. Every year
monarchs migrate to the northern U.S., and reproduce, and die. Somehow the next generation
remembersits way hometo the winter groundsin Mexico. There are other specieswith imprinted
memory, memory that isn't learned. Cuckoos are one, and edls. That'sal DNA is, avast memory.”

“That' s different, though, you said so. Memory cells. Memory.”
“Yesand no,” she said, aggravated by her own contradictions. “Maybe.”
“Did the butterflies prove your theory?’

“The plague came,” shesad.

He stood there another minute. “They suit you,” he said. “Y ou look right with them.” 1t was hard to see
his eyes through the wire and shadows.Was he hitting on her? She decided he wouldn't dare. The
privileges of her rank. Or something.

“Summer ends earlier up thishigh,” shesaid. “They’ll die soon.”
“You could let them go,” he observed.



“Toolae”

“Some might mekeit.”

“They wouldn't,” sheindsted.

He dropped it. He hunkered down on hishedls. He waited.

Maybe it was sdlfish to keep them, but they were her comfort. Her mother had loved monarchs. It was
that smple. Mirandaremembered the meadow, and the high sun, and their picnic basket made of woven
reeds. They had spread a red-and-white checkered blanket on the grass. Her mother sangGreend eeves.
And out of nowhere, acloud of monarchs had magicaly descended from the blue sky.

Hedidn't leave. Hewas on adifferent clock. A different planet.

She pretended to adjust the hummingbird feeders and fix some edges of the fence. After afew minutes
his head turned to the colors on the far range. She watched him from the corner of her eye. He looked so

pesaceful.

At last sheran out of pretenses. The shadows drove her out. The sun dress was no defense against the
high desert chill. She had goosebumps. With agentle wave to detach the butterflies, Mirandalet hersdlf
through the gate.

Knees crackling, Nathan Lee stood up, and hisface seemed to jJump at her.

“Oh,” she said. He backed away. Three days had passed, and the swelling had gone down from his
beating. But he ill had stitches and two black eyes. A new pair of glasses—he had a preference for
small wirerims—rested ddlicately on the crook of his broken nose.

“I know,” he said, prodding a hisface. “It scaresmein the morning.”
Sherecovered. He was the one with no manners. “It'smy dinner time,” she announced.

It was like an darm bell. Incredibly, it hit him &l at once. “Y our dinner,” he said. He looked ready to
bolt, asif he'd strayed into a sacred place. For the moment she felt at an advantage with him.

“Y ou wanted to tel me something,” she said.

“I was't looking at thetime.”

That would have been atrick, she thought. He didn’t have awatch on either wrist.

“You said you had an idea.”

“Tomorrow.” Another step backward.

She changed her mind. “Have you eaten?’

“Look,” heturned grave. “Business. Dinner. Not agood combination. | picked abad time.”
“Do you want some supper?’ She enunciated it dowly.

He looked around. No escape.

“You'rekind of offending me.”



“Yes” hesaid. “Good. Supper.”
“Fine” shesad.
Hequit talking.

She led the way. At the back door, he automatically took off his shoes. “No need,” she said, and left
hers on. He kept his off. He had clean white socks. His oxford shirt, two sizestoo large from the
warehouse, was clean and white, too. The black jeans were not his size either. He kept them cinched
tight with an old leather bet.

It was getting dark inside. Sheflicked on the light. His eyes darted everywhere. Hetook it dl in, and for
amoment Mirandafelt on display. The house was nothing more than abase camp for her office. There
wasn't asingle piece of art anywhere, not even acaendar with flowers or puppies. Genome charts,
science articles, and spreadsheets were push-pinned to the dry wall or fixed to the refrigerator. The
kitchen table held two computers, side by side, both on. Taped to the window, amap of chromosome
16 blocked the spectacular view.

“Let’sseewhat we' ve got,” she stated, and began hunting through her pantry and refrigerator. Shewas,
by habit, a cafeteriarat. There was some powdered egg mix, awedge of hard parmesan, abox of corn
flakes, tomatoes from someone’ s garden, an onion, and an unopened case of last year’ swine from one
of the Taos vineyards. The wine had been Elise’s, part of her tiny Los Alamos inheritance that had
passed on to Miranda.

“Woof,” she announced. “The cupboards are bare.”
“Look,” he started. Alarm bells, dl over again. Food, she registered, was amagjor issue for him.

On an impulse, she pulled the case of wine from the closet. She handed him a corkscrew. “Open the
box, pick abottle,” she said. “We' re having breakfast for dinner. Omelettes Miranda.”

He uncorked a bottle. She set out two heavy glasses. “ Sit,” she said.

While he perched on astool at the peninsula, shetried to fake her way through the cooking. She’ d never
learned how to cut an onion properly, though, and the knife bit her knuckle while she wept. Soon Nathan
Leewas on her side of the peninsula, and she was on the stool.

Thewinewas good for them. Their awkwardness melted. She teased him. “ So how’ sit fedl to be
famous?’

“I wouldn't call it that,” he said.
“Comeon, you'realegend.”

The story of Tard sresurrection had spread throughout Los Alamos. The redemption of asingle
castaway child in acastaway age seemed incidentd, but to Miranda’ s surprise it mattered agreat ded to

people.
“I’'m not being modest,” he said. “It has nothing to do with me.”

“You'rethe hero.”
“That'smy point,” hesaid.

“Interpret,” she said.



“Myth runsdeep,” hesaid. “I did their penance. | robbed the grave of a Neandertal queen. | made my
way hereto serve her renewed being. Extrapolate. They got a hero who restores the dead to life.”

“Areyou talking about the cloning?’

“It'sbigger than that, | think. They’ re virus hunters. They want to save theworld.”
“What' s the penance part?’

“The queen of the dead beat meto apulp.”

He started to grin, but hislip split. A bead of blood started up. She handed him a square of toilet paper.
Kleenex was athing of the past.

“What about our little queen?’ shesaid.

“I see her everyday. But I’ m taking myself out of thefood chain alittle bit a atime. Therearealot of
people stepping in. They’ re good with her.”

Mirandadidn’t ask why he was stepping out of the girl’ slife. It was self-evident. Hewasin trangit. “I
hear the Captain’ swifevidts” shesad.

“She’ stherefor hours. She bringsthe medls. | guess she used to teach grade school. Taralikes her.
That'sputting it mildly.”

“The Enotes want to adopt her.”

Nathan Lee glanced up from the cutting board, surprised.

“| guess maybe that’ s a secret,” Miranda said.

Nathan Lee nodded his head, getting used to the idea. “ That might be good for her,” he decided.

“It might be good for the Enotes,” said Miranda. “ They need something to hdp fill the holein their life”
“How do you mean?’ he said. Nathan Lee kept his eyes on the tomato. But his knife dowed down.
“They haven't told you about their daughter?’

Hisknife stopped.

“Shewasapilot in the Navy. On one of those shipsthat never came home.”

“What ships?’

“Y ou must have heard about them. The mapping and search expeditions. They went out to take stock of
the planet, but no one made it home. The satellites pick them up here and there. Ghost shipscircling in
the ocean. Like the Lost Dutchman.”

Nathan Leefdl slent. Mirandathought it must have to do with his own loss. He looked haunted.
“Hewasvery proud of her,” she quickly summarized.
Nathan Lee stayed quiet.

“Why don't | grate the cheese?’ she offered.



“Sure” hesad.

She changed the topic to the latest skirmishing. “ The blood labs are a odds with the liver 1ab now. Which
iscrippled by its enzyme departments. Skin sabotaged Brain last week. Hippocampusis arguing with
Neocortex. It safarce,” shesaid. “The corpusis devouring itself.”

Nathan Lee emerged from histhoughts. “I know,” hesaid. “I seeit. | hear it. | was standing in line the
other day. Two guys behind me. And they were admiring the virus. One of them wondered why it chose
such aflimsy thing asman. They’ vefdleninlovewith it, you know.”

“What wasthat?’

“Thevirus” herepeated. “Peopleloveit. Not like,” he wagged hisfinger back and forth from her to him,
“between people. I’ smorelike reverence. They’ ve subordinated themselvestoit. Thevirusislikea
deity. No onetalks about it asan invader.” He took abig pinch of the Parmesan cheese from under her
grater and sprinkled it across the omelette.

“That's...wrong,” shesaid. It was an awful notion. Grotesque. “We haven't even seen thething yet. It's
anidea Well, an expresson. We seeitssignature.”

But hewasright. She saw it in an ingtant. They loved the thing that waskilling them.
Hedidn't argue. “ That’ s probably enough cheese,” he commented.

Mirandalooked down, and she had furioudy grated another smal pile. Shelay the grater aside, and went
around to her stool and glass of wine.

“No one has seen what you' ve seen,” she said. “ The plagueis ill unbelievableto us.”
“I haven't seen it ether,” he reminded her. “Only the shockwaves.”

“After you got here,” shesaid, “I pulled up some of the satellite feeds. | wanted to see what you came
through. From space, the continents are dark. The lights are turned off. It looks like welost.”

“Don’'t say thet.”

“Tell me about America” Ever since his gppearance out of nowhere, Miranda had wanted to ask him
about the day-after world. The question had seemed too persond, but now sheredized it was only too
persond to her. She didn’t want to know what it waslike in her own country. But part of her did. The
nation gtill teemed with people, and though it was no longer redly anation, it was still America. Surely,
she thought.

“I’ve been hereamonth,” he said. “It' s changed even more, I'm sure.”
“You don't haveto talk about it.”

Helooked at her eyes. He decided. Very softly he said, “ So green.”

It hung amoment.Her eyes? She looked away. She reached for the bottle.

Hewent on. “1 don’t know what | expected. A world of ash? But it was summer down there. The daisies
and bluebonnetswerein bloom. | drove through hundreds of miles of them growing out of cracksin the
highway.”

Hewiggled the frying pan. “One morning, | woke up and there must have been a hundred big hot air



balloonsriding overhead, peoplein wicker baskets. Every color and pattern. They shouted good morning
to me. They waved at me. They were happy.”

“They wereriding balloons?’

“It was purewhimsy. It waslike apicnicintheair. | don’t know where they think they were going. |
don’t think they knew. The wind just took them.” He shook his head, still astonished.

“What about the fires?’ she asked. “What about the cities? Isit true about the Great Lakes war?’
Toronto and Buffalo were said to be in an uneasy dliance against Montrea. Quebec had blockaded the
. Lawrence. Detroit had launched its own fleet of privateers. The nation had given way to city-states, to
cabas of generals and senators.

“| was warned to get around them,” he said. “Y ou could see some of it from adistance, especidly at
night. It must be over by now.”

“What could you see at night?’ she pressed. He was trying to keep this pleasant. Now that she' d opened
it up, she wanted to know the redlity.

“The prairie fireswere awvesome,” he offered. “They made it hard to degp some nights, even with them
fifty milesoff. They turned the whole horizon orange. Y ou could hear them far off. They sounded like
freight trains”

“Thecities” shesad.

“The citieswere bonfires. | stayed far away from them. | took the back roads. | went dow. There were
snipers. And nail boards to punch your tires. And piano wire.”

“What for?’

“They string the wire at throat level to get the bicycleriders. It salmost impossibleto see, especidly if
you're going fast. There' salot of bicyclesout. A land of bikes.” Her shock at the piano wire must have
showed. “Onenight, | dept in acornfield. Y oung corn. | never knew this, but you can hear it growing.”
Hewastrying to distract her. It wasworking.

“Y ou mean the staksrustling in the breeze,” she said.
“No,” hesaid. “No breeze. Totally gill. The ears getting bigger. The leaves unfolding. It makes a sound.”

She had never thought about that. Then she returned to chasing the redlity. “ These bad people, you're
talking about. The snipers....”

“Taking care of their own,” he said. “ Thereisno good or bad.”
“ Shooting innocent people?’

“Providing for their families. Or clans. Whatever' s|eft.”

“| thought there was martiad law.”

“Therewas. They say the Army kept 1-70 open al the way through spring. They escorted the convoys,
hunted the highway robbers, protected the blood stations. They did what they could, but it got out of
hand. | passed...so many...executions. Bodies hanging from high-voltage towers. Or tied up to fence
posts. Or just shot in the ditches. It was like something out of the dark ages. Y ou could tell the Army’s
work. They made apublic display of it dong the roadsides.”



“Thet’ sgoing on?’

“Not anymore. Not the Army. There' sonly so long asoldier will go without pay. And most of them had
families. I-70 wasthe last sea-to-sea corridor. It was closed by the time | wanted to useit.”

The Army wasfdling apart.“ The generds have told told us nothing like that,” she said.

“Have you ever read about the conquistadores?’ he said. “First thing they did when they landed in the
New World wasto cut ties with the monarchy. Thiswas back when kings got their authority straight from
God, same asthe pope. All of asudden, the conquistadores found themselvesin aworld without agod.”

“Y ou' re comparing the generdsto warlords?’
“I don't see anybody in charge of them.”

My father,she didn’t say. And the President and Joint Chiefs, bunkered in NORAD in Cheyenne
Mountain. And two hundred years of democracy. She did not consider herself a patriot. But democracy
wastheir god. He was scaring her. “ They get their authority from the people,” sheinssted.

“Miranda” He murmured the chastisement.
Shetipped the bottle. It was empty. Not good. Too fast. “I know it’sgrim,” she stated.

“It' sdifferent, iswhat I’'m saying. It'snot theway it was,” hesaid, “but dsoit’sjust theway it was. |
cameto some of these little towns, and it was surredl. Like the clock had stopped fifty years ago. They
were untouched. Not aworry. Men cutting their lawns with hand mowers. Lemonade for anickd. Boys
painting white fences. Y ou’ d think they’ d never heard of the plague.”

“Out of Sght, out of mind?’

“A little bit of that, I’'m sure,” he said. “But dso no one thinksthey’ re next. It'snot denid. It sbelief.
They dl think they’ re destined to survive. | must have heard ahundred reasons why the plague isgoing to
passthem over. Their family’ s genes are strong, or they lived more decently, or their food is hedlthier, or
the jogging they do, or the praying.”

“But that' s so deluded. What about the blackout? The end of 0il? The food riots?’
“Digtant thunder,” he answered. “Until it’ sright on you....”
“Itisright on them.”

“But they’re Americans,” hesaid. “In their hearts and mindsthey’ re ready for anything. Y ou wouldn't
believe how ready. They’ re prepared. It’'s second nature to them. They’ ve been taking cover ever since
Sputnik. And there’ s nothing the plague can throw at them that Hollywood hasn't aready come up with.
Hell, they’ ve survived the plague a dozen times. Think Stephen King. The Andromeda Strain. Camus. The
Decameron. Thucydides. Lifeisjust imitating art. Catastrophes are renewa. Out there, people il talk
about the gasrationing in the seventies, and Mount St. Helens and the Y elowstone fire and Hurricane
Mitch. The big power blackouts, the blizzard years, Waco, Oklahoma City, the World Trade Center,
floods, the Depression, Vietnam. All those things are legends to them. Like parables. Lessons.”

“Reasonsto hope?’ she offered.

“Sure. Americaadways survives. People are excited. They can't wait to clean up the mess and start all
over agan.”



“Y ou make them sound foolish.”

“They'renot.”

“Y ou think we re making fools of them,” she said. “Our promise of acure.”
“| didn't say that.”

“Wheat if thereis no cure?’

Helooked at her. “Isthat what you' re saying?’

She shut her mouth.

“There,” he said, flapping the omel ette shut. “Our meal’ sready and now I’ ve spoiled it.”

AFTER DINNER, they went outside to look at the stars. He asked about her life, but it sounded trite next
to his stories. She had been raised among walls. She had aready been ensconced at Los Alamos when
the nation collapsed, beyond reach. The Lab—or the Hill, or the Mesa, or Atomic City—was anidand
aboveital.

Nathan Lee caled it acitade, acity within acity. He compared Los Alamosto the ziggarutsin Ur and
the Acropolis above Athens and the Pentagon or Kremlin. Here was the keep of power, closed off from
common people, the place of retreat in times of Sege. He made it sound like agreat landmark in history.

He wanted to know how the town had grown into acity. She told him about the waves of international
scientigs arriving like immigrants with their suitcases and families, and the overthrow of the wegponeers.
For over ahaf century, Los Alamos had been dedicated to nuclear weapons research and devel opment
and reduction. Almost overnight, the biosciences—scorned as soft, or squishy, by physicistsand
engineers—had reared up and taken the place over. There had been epic turf battles, but Elise had
prevailed and brought order and honed their new mission, to find Corfu and containit.

For atime, the scientists had bonded. They had competed, but as a brotherhood. From virology to
genetics and primate paleobiology, each of the speciaties had its own esprit de corps, itsown labs, its
own pursuits. At first, discovery boomed. The structure of every protein in everything from wormsto
man had been captured on disc. Plasmarods were invented for detecting Corfu in the air. Satellites
tracked the geographic progression of the disesse.

Once Corfu fdl to them, anew golden age of medicine was going to be ushered in. In hunting the virus,
they had found curesfor TB, Alzheimer’s, AIDS, and every type of cancer. Neurd and optic fibers had
been synthes zed. People with cord injuries would stand up and walk. The blind would see. The desf
would hear. All of that awaited them.

Then Elise had died, and Cavendish took over. One fence came to hold many fences. Its secrecy ate at
them. It spawned distrust. Soon the fractures appeared.

Now the older families lorded over the newer ones. Those who had been academics snubbed former
industry researchers who snubbed former government scientists. Those who' d hunted AIDS felt dighted
by those who' d gone after Ebolaand other “wild” viruses. The internationa s thought the Americans had
it lucky. The Americans thought the internationals had blown it. The security guards—many of whom held
Ph.D.’sin now-usdessfiddslike nuclear weapons design—resented the bio-scientists. The scientists
viewed security as“cregps.” There was dissenson between labs, dissension within them. Every bench



worker wanted his or her own lab. Reigning over it al was Cavendish, who encouraged their anarchy.

“Sometimes | think they’ ve discovered too much,” she said. “Maybe there' salimit to what we can
know. | never thought I’ d be saying that.”

“Don't be disgppointed in them.”

“I'm disgppointed in me.”

“What more can you do?’

“Yesh”

“Y ou're only nineteen, Miranda.”

She pointed the wine bottle at him. She was alittle drunk. “Damn the Captain,” she said.

“Hedidn't tell me. Y ou seewhat | mean, though.”

“Step back, little girl, let the ship Snk?’

“Y ou'retrying to save these people,” he said. “But you can’t do that. They have to save themselves.”

She pointed across the abyss to where the lights of Santa Fe once shone. “It’ sthem, out there, I’ m trying
tosave”

They both followed her am. And their eyestraveled north. A star was shooting through the night.
“Did you seethat?’ she breathed.

It happened again. Then suddenly there was awhole shower of them.

“I forgot,” hesaid. “Tonight’ sthe night. The Perseids”

Miranda knew what they were. She knew which quadrant they occupied, which constellation they took
their name from. But she had never seen them. The meteors streaked in greet livid bunches. They were
S0 beautiful.

She sat there, and her heart stirred. Now she understood what he had meant.Summer. It was summer.

The meteors flashed through the sky. They watched for haf an hour. Her thoughts stresked thisway and
that.

Shewanted alover.
Miranda put the wine glass away from her. Enough.
A lover,shethought.

The shooting stars strafed the neat order of things. No wreckage up there, just aloosening of the
agtronomical pattern. A bit of tempest in the dark.

Not aboyfriend, she considered. Nothing cute. A man. One who could trespass on her solitude, and
gpeak kindly of aterribleworld, and sneak them in among the congtdlationslike this. One who believed
inforever.



Mirandathrew aglance at him. She couldn’t see hisface in the darkness, only the dight gleam of his shirt.
Why not, whoever he was? The meteors flickered. Here, then gone.

Thekiss...she kept her thoughts away fromit. It should have alife of its own.But then? Shetried to read
the future. Shetried to calculate the arc of them.

Shefdt her blood moving faster. Hislip, she remembered. They would need to be gentle on him. She
heard hersdlf breathing.

Then her cdll phone beegped. “Oh, god,” she muttered.

“What?’

“I know whothisis” Shewent insgde with it. When shereturned, she said, “My father.”
“He' shere?’

“Yesand no. He' sfaraway. A half mile underground near the border of Texas, preparing the sanctuary.”
She paused. “He had your file itting in front of him.”

Shele theimplicationssink in.

They were being watched. Possibly they were two heat signaturesin someone' s night scope. Maybe her
kitchen was bugged. Probably.

“Man,” hewhispered.

The spell was broken. The Perseids continued their display in vain. The taste of wine was suddenly too
sweet. She was going to have a headache in the morning.

“I should go,” he said. The lawn chair cresked in the night.
Shedidn’'t agree. She didn’t disagree. *Y ou wanted something,” she said.

“That,” he said. He had to remember so far back. It pleased her. The night had taken off with him,
t00.S0 close. “It was about the Y ear Zero clones,” he said.

“Yes?' Busness, indeed.
“1 don't know what al has been doneto them,” he said.
“Do we need to talk about that tonight?’

“No. It'sjust that they’ ve been turned inside out in search of the plague. | mean these guyslook likea
butcher shop or something.”

Shelet out adeep sigh. He was going to hector her about the abuses. Condemn her for their birth. They
would argue. She would order him to leave. They needed to go through the ugly motions. “Yes,” she
braced hersdlf.

“Wadll, | garted wondering,” he said. “Has anyone ever just asked them?’
She paused. “ About the plague?’

“It wasjust athought,” he said. “Who knows what they might haveto tdll us?’



23
|nto the Sun

THEREST OFAUGUST

Ineed to seetheir eyes,” hetold her next day. She made him follow her through the halways. “ They need
to seemine”

Shewasfiercely protective. “They’ re patients as much asinmates. They’ re wounded, even the oneswho
were never touched. Just by being brought back. They’re in shock. When you said talk to them, |
thought you meant to use the intercoms.”

“The guardstried that once. They said the clones acted like it was the voice of God. They werein adate
of terror for days.”

“Y ou want contact,” she clarified.
“YS”

“That meansthey’ll need to be inoculated,” she said. “ Two thousand years of disease have evolved since
they died. Their blood is pure. We re lucky Tarasurvived you.”

He chased her. “ This needs to be done outdoors,” he added. “1n the sun.”
Sheresisted. “What if one escaped? One did. He dmost killed himsalf getting loose.”

Nathan Lee was ready. He showed her his pencil sketch for acourtyard with high walls. “We can make
itinthe parking lot on the sde of AlphaLab. It'sempty. There satreein the middie. The housing
department has prefab concrete dabs, thirty feet tal.”

“Whoisthisfor?’ she demanded. “Y ou or them?”’
“They need alittle freedom. A little patch of sky. | know what I’ m talking about.”
His perdgstence aggravated her. “What about your daughter?” she threw at him.

It took his breath. He stopped.What was he doing? Grace was here, in Ochs's keeping, but she was out
there, Ochs or not. Had he strayed, justifying the Y ear Zero men asameansto hisend, away to outwait

hisenemy?
Ahead in the hallway, Miranda had stopped, too.
“I didn’t mean it that way,” she said.

But she had, and that was good, he thought. He needed the hurt. Nothing macho. It smply kept him
closeto himsdf. “Werefing” hesaid.

“What else do you want?’ she asked.
“| should think about this” he said.

“Bull,” sheretorted. “Y ou were talking about the clones. | was alittle overloaded, that’sdl. Y ou're onto
something. Keep going. What esewill you need?’



Hetried to put Grace from histhoughts again. “ They need to be together,” he said. “Every day. All of us
mixed in with each other.”

“They’re used to being handled like animas. They might kill each other. Or you. Y ou'rethefirst one
they’ d go after, their captor.”

“I'll be one of them.”

“A clonefrom the year zero?’
“They’ll never know the difference.”
“Y ou don't speak their language.”
“And so | need atrandator.”

In the end, she agreed to everything.

While the yard was being built, and the clones’ immune systems were getting boosted into the twenty-first
century, ameatter of seven days, Nathan Lee prepared his time machine.

Above dl, he needed the right trandator. Once the word spread of what he was doing, it turned out Los
Alamos held hundreds of Hebrew speakers. For part of the aweek he interviewed volunteers ranging
from Israglis and emigres from the old Soviet bloc to bar mitzvah kids from the Bronx and Cleveland
Heights. Not dl were Jewish. A number of Mormons—the sciences teemed with them—turned out to be
fluent in Hebrew, too, from either their missonary work or Bible scholarship.

But two thousand years ago, the binding language of the Levant had been Aramaic, now considered a
dead language. That was the language commoners would have spoken on adaily basisin the towns and
countryside of Judeaand Samariaand Gdlilee. In asense, Aramaic was the language of captivity, for it
had displaced Hebrew during the Jews' long exilein ancient Babylon. Well into the second century,
synagogues had provided Aramaic trandations, or Targums, of Hebrew scripture to the uneducated
masses. It was the language the clones murmured in their cells.

During hisfield research in northern Syria, Nathan Lee had learned of asmall community of Suriani, or
Syrian Orthodox Chrigtians, who had been expelled from Turkey in thelate 1970sand ended upin a
remote village above Aleppo. He had made thejourney afew timesjust to listen to them speaking an

extinct tongue. Now, to his surprise, Los Alamos contained a scientist who had been born in that very

village.

His name was |smail Abouma Symeon. He spoke with aheavy Scottish accent, the product of his
univergty training in Edinburgh. His experience with mamma cloning had brought him to the Hill. “ Cal me
Ishmael,” he solemnly declared on thelr first meeting.

Nathan Lee went dong withiit. “Ishmael,” he repeated with the same grave dignity.
Immediately asmile cracked the man’sblack beard. “Kidding,” hesad. “You Yanks. Izzy will do.”

|zzy was afind in more ways than one. Besides his Aramaic and good humor, he was anaturd. More
than any of the Hebrew speakers, who leaned towards the urban and intellectud, 1zzy had the soil and
timesin him. Family lore connected him to Simeon Stylitesthe Elder, ahermit who' d gotten tired of being
pestered by the masses and spent the last thirty years of hislife on top of apillar.

“Old Simeon,” Izzy cdled him. “He kicked off awhole movement. It spread across Europe, monks



building higher and higher pillars. Reminds me of that Everest maniaback in the nineties, al those hard
men acting like they wanted no damn thing to do with the masses, but perching themselvesin public view
where you couldn’t missthem. Same thing, the stylites. They’ d die up there from hunger, exposure,
lightning. When they findly came tumbling down, pilgrimswould fight for pieces of their bodies. Martyrs.
Always somefool ready to believe.”

Nathan Leetold him about his plan to infiltrate the clones and mingle with them. “I’ m not sure how they’ |l
behave,” hewarned. “We Il have to disguise ourselves. It could be dangerous.”

“I’'mgood for it,” said Izzy. “ Gone hdf blind from the microscope. Be nice, some sun. Can't wait to meet
thelads. Let’sseewherethey lead.”

AT NOON OF THE DAY of first contact, August 20, the clones emerged into the courtyard one by one.
Each wore the same rubber shower sandals and white hospital bathrobes without the sashes. Nathan Lee
had begged the clothing from the commissary, al of akind, none better or worse than the others. It was
samplefor now, something to cover their nakedness, nothing with zippers or buttons.

|zzy was near the front of the column of men, Nathan Lee next to last. There were thirty-eight of them;
Miranda had picked up afew more. They surfaced into direct sunlight. Blinded, they hdted in aknot just
outside the door and held their handsto their eyes.

Theair smelled of pines and sagebrush. One of the men moaned, along siream of lunatic rapture. When
he stopped to take a breath, his moans went on echoing off the polished walls. Otherwise they stood
glent.

It was strange to be standing among them. For over amonth now, Nathan Lee had been observing them
over ablack and white TV monitor. He knew some of their names, and how long they had been divethis
second life. He had some idea of the experiments they had been used for, and how and where they had
most likely died two eons ago. He could have shown each one of them the bits of bone and mummified
flesh from which they’ d been born. For al he knew, one night, years ago, he had even helped tear some
of these very men from the dirt of Golgotha while Ochs shined a flashlight down on him. Now they
pressed againgt his shoulders. He could fed the heet of their living bodies.

He waited near the back of the bunched men for whatever came next. He looked acrosstheir little sea of
heads, and their hair was black and russet and sandy, thick, thinning, curly, and straight. They didn’'t smell
like men. Every day for months the ceiling nozzles had sprayed them with disinfectant, and it coated their

pores. The smdl reminded him of anatomy |ab.

Hetried to see through their eyes. The hard blacktop would seem to them mysterious with itsfading
white stripes. The wallstowered. Boxlike cameras swiveled on meta joints high abovethelr reach. A fire
awaited them by the big evergreen. At least that much would be familiar, he hoped. After afew minutes,
his plan worked. The crackle of flames and the sweet white pifion smoke drew them over.

First one, then another |et loose of the doorway. They staggered and shuffled, even the barrel-chested
men with jaws like horseshoes. Their bodies were feeble. Nathan Lee copied their dow, awkward gait.
Some of the men’ s surgery scars had healed to the bone, and they crossed the ground bent or hitching
with pain. It was less than a hundred feet to the fire, but they acted like it wasamile. One man fell. No
one reached down to help him. Nathan Lee noticed that. They did not connect to the tribe of their rebirth
yet. Each took care of himsdlf.

In terms of pure ethnography, the anthropol ogist was supposed to observe, not shape, especidly a the



outset. Copying the others, Nathan Lee walked past the struggling invaid. The man lay on thewarm
black-top, groaning. When Nathan Lee looked back, he was trying to crawl to join the group. But the
clones flesh was soft from captivity. The skin on the man’s bare knees ripped like tissue. Blood smeared
the asphalt.

The clones gathered near the fire. Those who bothered to notice their fallen brother merely watched.
Their skin might be soft, but their eyes were hard. Nathan Lee understood, or thought he did. They were
repelled by the man’ s weakness because it exposed their own weakness. Their fraility was strangeto
them, and so they shut out thisfrail stranger. In the space of ten fet, the man’s white robe had become
filthy with oil and dirt. Hetired quickly. After another minute, he gave up and smply lay in the middle of
the parking lot.

Nathan L ee glanced around to see who was still watching, and was startled to find one of the clones
watching him. It wasthe fugitive, his scarred face a patchwork of expressions. One eyelid, sewn back in
place too tightly, suggested fury. The razor wire had caught him across the mouth, and one side drooped,
while the other Sde curved in agoofy smile. Nathan Lee nodded a him, and the fugitive s plagtic eydids
blinked in what could as easily have been contempt as agresting.

The clones gathered around the crackle and spit of the flames. No one spoke. On the far sde of thefire,
Izzy shot a confused glance at Nathan Lee. Had they migudged? Were the clones more damaged than
they realized? Over half the men had never uttered asound in their cells. Nathan Lee had imagined
traveling with them through their once-upon-a-time landscapes. But maybe he was wrong. The years of
isolation and medical torture might have broken their minds. Or they may never have had red minds. The
skeptics could beright. The act of cloning might have created only the shapes of men. Their murmured
words could have been just so many neura twitches, ajumble of ancient syllables and nonsense. Maybe
they were just animaswith names.

Except for the falen man’s mindless sobbing out there in the parking lot, their silence stretched on for
another ten long minutes. Nathan Lee looked from Isaiah to Matthew and the tall John and the John with
thick anklesand wrigts, and at dl the rest of them. Except for the mutilated fugitive, they had not seen the
sun nor smelled aforest nor felt the heet of afirein two thousand years.

At last Nathan Lee couldn’t bear listening to the man’ s groaning and weeping. It wasn't hispain or
sdf-pity that was so disturbing, but the indignity of his situation. Maybe he didn’t have any conception of
dignity anymore, but it till bothered Nathan Lee. The man was wesk, that was all, asblameessasthe
leperswho had once taken care of him. If for no other reason than that, a bit of sentimental payback, he
stepped away from the gathering.

Nathan Lee knew it would make him conspicuous, but he walked across the parking lot anyway. He
placed ahand on the man’ s back. His cheekbone was scraped raw. A puddle of urine surrounded his
body. Hiseyesrolled at the touch.

“Comeon, let’sget you on your feet,” Nathan Lee murmured in English. He got his hands under the
man’sarmpits and hoisted him off the ground. The clone began moaning, then flailing. Maybe he d fdlen
adeep. To him, all of thiswas probably abad dream, awake or not. Either way he didn’t want to be
rescued. Hefought, feebly.

From behind, Nathan Lee clutched at the dippery body. The man twisted in his embrace. He spit and
bucked and babbled. Nathan Lee heard laughter from the fire. He was part of the spectacle. He'd
created the spectacle. Thiswhole thing was his doing, the yard, the sun, the taste of freedom. A dumb
mistake. Just the same, he held on.



Finaly the man quit struggling. He rested his head on Nathan Lee' s shoulder and began crying softly.
Nathan Lee got one arm over his shoulder and they finished the walk to the fire. The others didn’t make
room at first. It wasn't hostile, more bovine, herdlike, unthinking. He shoved at them and they separated.
Holding his passenger upright, Nathan Lee stood in the sweet, white smoke. He looked around and
some of the men were eyeing him, weighing hisact. Plainly they thought he was afool. Now hewas
soiled with amadman’ s spit and urine. The fugitive stared a him with that seamed monster mask. There
was no reading his serpent smile.

Nathan Leelifted his chin and squinted into the smoke and fire.Screw these guys. He was angry with
himself. Already they had him pegged as a bleeding heart.

But they seemed to come dive after that. One of them picked up agreen pine needle with hisfingertips,
and brokeit. He smdlled it, and touched it to histongue.

A second man passed his hands through the fire. Soon others were doing it, too, Singeing the hairs on
their wrists. Burning themselves back to consciousness.

“Shaal "the tall John suddenly declared. He raised his hand out. The word hardly needed trandtion,
though 1zzy provided it in awhisper. The sun!

Men looked at John. They lifted their headsto the light. Another man shouted out,” L ook, the sky! The
sky isgood!” Hewas Ezra, who would liefacing thewall of hiscdl for hours, humming under his bresth.

“Khee-rroo-tag,” said another.Freedom. That broke the ice. Murmurs greeted this opinion, maybe yes,
maybe no. Even if they didn’t speak, their faces thawed. Foreheads wrinkled or knit. Mouths made
shapes. Their nogtrilsflared, sampling the air. Eyes came dive. Y ou could see the wheel s beginning to
turn again.

“| died,” aman stated.
“lsthis Rome?’ one asked.

Nathan Lee had thought about it. In their shoes, or shower sandas asit were, Rome would have been his
own explanation.

One of the sllent, nameless men spoke sharply. He was of medium height with olive skin and quick eyes.
“Egypt.” He said it with complete certainty.

They looked at him. “No,” said Matthew. He had little hair. “1 have been to Egypt. Thisisnot Egypt.”

The nameess man made along, stern reply, and Nathan Lee’ s Aramaic was suddenly depleted. He
understood none of it. He glanced at 1zzy, who was intent on the words. Whatever was said, it had a
sobering effect on the rest of them. Their optimism turned cold. Faces darkened.

Nathan Lee made asignd to the cameras. The sted door opened behind them. A cart whedled into view,
and the door closed.

Ontop of the cart lay alamb, spit-roasted whole by one of the Captain’s guards.

The feast was more than away for the men to bresk theice. It came straight out of Nathan Lee' s bag of
anthro tricks.Commensdlity, it was cdled, or commund tabling. Once you saw how people ate together,
how they pulled rank or shared, you had most of the tribe figured out.

From thefire, the group stared at the lamb suspicioudly. It sat there in the sun, head erect like a Sphinx.



The smell of cooked meat overcame most of their doubts.

“Why?" questioned one man.

“They feed us,” said another.

A small band walked over to examine the food.

|zzy hung back with Nathan Lee.

“What was that Egypt thing al about?’ Nathan Lee asked in awhisper.

“I’'m not certain,” said 1zzy. “He said something about how they’ ve been brought out of Jordan, down
into Egypt. Into the iron furnace. Where the sky is made of bronze.”

“What' sthat supposed to mean? The meta wallsin their cells, maybe?’
“Noidea Y ouwant meto ask him?’
“Too soon,” said Nathan Lee. “Just keep your ears open. It looks like the feast is about to begin.”

After some discussion, the men decided to transport the food back to thefire. Severd of them carried
the lamb over by hand. Otherstoted plastic jugs of water and sacks of food from under the cart. They
stoked the fire higher—the guards had | eft plenty of logs—and sat in alarge, crowded circle.

Thefood ralied them. Nathan Lee had scrounged jars of cocktall olives and bags of dried dates. One of
the bakeries had committed some bread. The loaves steamed when the men broke them open. Soon they
wered| pulling meat from thelamb with their fingers.

The meal went on for hours.

The sky and food worked magic on them. With greasy chinsand full ssomachs, the clones began to talk,
at first quietly, then with more clarity and excitement. Even two thousand years ago, they would have
been unknown to each other. Jerusdem in the firgt century had probably contained fifty thousand people
or more. At the height of religious festivals, thousands more from throughout the land had poured through
the gates. For the time being, though they had Jerusalem—and now their captivity—in common,
everyone was equdly astranger.

Men stood to walk off their fullness. The cameras jinked right and |eft, their remote operatorstrying to
follow everyone. The drowsy ones pillowed their heads on their arms and took naps benesath the tree.

The sght of human faces and the sound of their own language revived them with amazing speed. The
inconsolable ones who howled at night were pacified. Men held each other’ s hands and walked in the
sunlight. Some chattered like long-lost cousins, 1zzy eavesdropping at their heels. Matthew and others
wandered about with tears running down their faces. Ezra and Jacob kept bursting into greet laughs
haling God in the heavens.

Sitting on his hedls, Nathan Lee |et the rhythm of the yard gather around him. Severa clones had begun
aggressvely griding around the perimeter in clockwise circles, their sandals dapping. A man faced each
of thewalls and proclaimed his name with athump of his chest. Two others, philosophers ormagi
perhaps, entered some deep discussion about the meaning of the parking stripes.

The man who held his attention most was the fugitive. He kept gpart from the rest, quietly circling the
walls. Therewas no impatiencein him. Hedidn't look up at the sky. He didn’'t examine the walls. Nathan



Lee could tdl hewas dready thinking of escape.

Now that they were mixed together, the clones’ differences became more apparent. In their stedl cdlls,
they were mainly distinct because of their behaviord tics. But out herein the open air, moving about, you
could see the variety of men whose remains—for one reason or another—had cometo litter the roadside
beyond thewalls of old Jerusalem. There weretall men, squat men, lively men, wary introverts. Soon
their words and the way they walked were reveding the men they had been, bullies, sorcerers,
merchants, herders, sycophants, daves, and peasants. They had come from many places before ending
up a Golgotha

Not everyone entered into the company. One poor fellow stood in place, hooting over his shoulder,
possessed. Another developed the sudden urge to publicly masturbate, and was driven away with
annoyed shouts. But aside from these broken mifits, there was remarkably little mentd illness. For men
who had been so badly abused, they had done aremarkable job at holding onto their dignity.

A bark of recognition suddenly echoed in the courtyard. Two of the clones embraced and began shouting
excitedly. Izzy lingered by them, then came over and squatted beside Nathan Lee. Apparently one of the
men was the great-grandfather of the other. They had died ninety years apart, but looked like identica
twins, both of them twenty-five years old and with hawk noses and tight black curls. They kept touching
each other’ sfaces.

Another shout of recognition: 1zzy listened. Two of the men had been crucified back to back. They had
never seen each other’ sfaces, but somehow recognized each other’ svoices. With great animated
disbelief, each felt the other’ slimbs and checked for the lash wounds and broken bones that had marked
their last days together. Weeping, onetold of the other’ sfina breaths. He said it had been like watching
hisown child die.

ALL AFTERNOONtheir discoveries unfolded. More and more, they began to piece together family tiesor
identify neighboring villages or shared trades. Before Nathan Lee s eyes, they were becoming atribe,
fused by their lost worlds and this strange new heaven or hell.

Likeabird of prey, 1zzy cast off and came back, bearing new stories. “1t’ stoo much, too much,” he kept
saying to Nathan Lee. “I’'m missing so much. They're giving me aheadache.” Then hewould fly off again
to snag moretales.

Three men came over and stood above Nathan Lee. “Who areyou?’ they asked.
“Nathanid,” he said.
“Whereisyour village?’

“Gurrr-byaa, td’ oo-rraa-n’ e,” he answered.North. The mountains. He and 1 zzy had decided that was the
safest disguise for him, amountain yoke on the far edges of Aramaic country.

One asked him something about Jerusalem. Guessing, he answered,” saa-paarr-chee.” He had been a
traveler. That seemed to satisfy them, and they continued their rounds, interrogating other prisoners.
Gathering a database, Nathan Lee redlized. Organizing.

He steegped in the words, gaining the cadence, expanding his grasp. Aramaic was not a pretty language,
heavy on consonants, very guttural, very macho. Helped out by their body language, he was able to pick
up the gist of some of their conversations.



Onetopic of fascination wastheir new bodies. They talked about their bodies asif they were exotic
animas. It didn't matter if they had died when they were seventeen or seventy; Miranda s magic had
resurrected them in their physical prime. Their bodies were metabolically twenty-five yearsold...and free
of their previous defects. The marks of their crucifixion were erased.

Most were satisfied with the new vessalsinto which they had been born. Slaves who had been tattooed
for ownership seemed lost without their tattoos. Men whaose broken bones had set crookedly two
thousand years ago, or whose spines had grown bent, were awestruck by their new bodies. Warriors
who had lost an arm or leg were whole again. Skin diseases, gout, and arthritis had vanished. The jury
seemed to be mixed. Resurrection was bad, but aso good.

“I was never thistal,” one marveled.
Another patted his soft belly and pulled a the fat. “1 look like arich man,” he gloated.

They opened their robesto compare lab scars or show how birth-marks had been erased. They gestured
a therr genitdiawith disgust, and Nathan Lee findly understood that they were scanddized to find their
circumcisonsreversed.

“Who said lifewould be easy?’ abig man said.
“Why are we here?’
“Whenwill my family arrive?’

They wereirrepressible. The yard had been swept of debris, but they found all kinds of strange artifacts:
abottle cap, apair of sunglasses some scientist had |eft perched on one of the tree branches, pieces of
wire, nails, and severa dollars worth of nickels, pennies, and quarters. The coins were examined and
debated with great interest.

Asthe sun sank, the pit grew colder. They added more logs to the fire. Someone broke off a bough of
green needlesand laid it on the flames, and a pungent smoke rose up. Men gathered, mumbling prayers,
passing their hands through the smoke, drawing it into their lungs. It was auniversal habit. All you needed
for an dtar was a place out of thewind.

A group formed and began knedling and progirating, touching their foreheads to the ground. “How can
that be?’ Nathan Lee muttered to | zzy. “Mohammed wasn't born for another five hundred years.”

“Where do you think the Mudims picked up the hahit?’ 1zzy asked. “ From the early Chrigtians. Do you
hear them?’

“ Abwoon d bwashmaya,” they chanted together.” Nethgadash shmakh, teytey makuthakh.”

“QOur father in heaven, sacred isthy name, thy kingdom come,” 1zzy trandated. His eyes were gleaming.
“It'sthe Lord' s Prayer, pretty much the way Jesus would have spoken it.”

Nathan Lee darted a glance a the cameras and al were fixed on the knot of primitive Chrigtians. For the
most part, the Christians were ignored by the other clones. It would have been just one more New Age
cult to them. Infact, only two of the clones seemed to be paying the dightest attention. One was the man
S0 certain thiswas Egypt, and his eyes were narrowed and musing. The other was the fugitive, who stood
back, asif he had been thrown into a pit of lions.
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TheYear ZeroHour
SEPTEMBER

Once upon atime, Joab was a shepherd from Hebron. Now he was atree climber. Nathan Lee had
never seen aman, or boy, love climbing through branches so much. Probably there had never been such
abeautiful, tall treein Hebron. When he wasn't scrambling up and down the tree, Joab was off a a
distance, watching it. None of the other men thought Joab’ s behavior odd, so Nathan Lee dismissediit.

Then one morning, high inthe tree, he saw ablugay struggling in aspider web that waslarge and nearly
invishle. Quick asamonkey, Joab raced up the limbs. The spider web, it turned out, was a net made of
threads from hisrobe. Joab’ s hand gently closed over the frantic bird, and he descended to thefire,

By thistime, the cloneswere al aware of his capture, and they gathered to see. There was some
discussion about its color and size, and whether it was good enough. Findly, Lazarustook the jay from
Joab's hands. With atwist, he broke the bird’ s neck. Then he spread its blue wings wide open and laid
the bird on the flames.

Nathan Lee thought they meant to et the bird. But men began swaying and mumbling. One cantor sang a
prayer. The Christians bunched together and prostrated like Mudims. Men filed past, holding little
charmsin the smoke, or passed their fingers through the heat and held it to their foreheads or eyesor
hearts. Others watched closdly, academicdly, remarking on stages of the bird’ sincineration.

That was thefirgt of the burnt sacrifices.

LOSALAMOSWATCHEDthe clonesin awe.

Thanksto the plague, the city had already become atreasure chest of the exotic and beautiful. One of the
Japanese scientists had brought the origind Sunflowers by Van Gogh. There were adozen Charles
Russdlls and Frederic Remingtons, two Paul Klees, acarved ivory tower from the Ming period which
required amagnifying glassto see dl itsdragons, coin collections, private libraries of signed, firgt edition
books, framed letters written by Presidents, African masks, severd Martian meteorites, a Triceratops
skull, and more.

Their little paradise on the hill had drawn precious objectsto it like amagnet. There was no lack of
supply: soldiers had raided empty museums, long-haul truckers had brought pawn, commune leaders
from the valley bartered urban loot for food, and € eventh-hour arrivals like Nathan Lee had showed up
at the gate with treasures and rare talents to bribe their way insgde. Last winter, atroupe of Bolshoi Ballet
dancers had been granted entrée. The Cowboy Junkies got through the fence when their lead singer, a
Canadian beauty named Margo, bewitched the guards with an a cappella rendition of “The House of the
Rising Sun.” Thelist went on: pianigts, painters, the Denver symphony, Hollywood actors, and novelists
now sheltered here, singing for their supper. Little girlslearned arabesques from some of the greatest
ballerinas. The city was treated to opera, exhibitions, and world classmusic.

But until now they had seen nothing like the clones. Their fascination went beyond the city’ s hunger for
news that was not bad, or for a secret that could safely betold, or for mere entertainment. It resembled
the voyeurism of their plague surfing, but was something € se entirely. Watching dams crumble and cities
burn and plague victims trangmitting their last thoughts from basements and high-rise holdouts or from that
rope village in the redwoods had become predictable and mundane. Satellites occassionaly streaked
through the night sky like fiery meteorites. Such things were the unmaking of aworld they had helped



make.

But with the debut of Nathan Lee stime travelers, the city suddenly gained alost world. It was dien, and
yet oddly, vaguely familiar. It waslike vigting the moon.

The Year Zero Hour had itsroots in abootleg video of the Lord' s Prayer “event” patched together at
home by one of the Captain’s guards. Copies of the tape were passed from hand to hand, one computer
to another. Nathan Lee was much too busy to pay attention to the growing excitement. Sensing
something extraordinary, the Office of Public Affairs became involved. One night in their second week in
the yard of the sun, the clones went prime time on the city’ s cable network. Nathan Lee was startled to
seethem on television. The boyswere ahit and didn’t even know it.

It was an odd cregture, this hour of jumpy, edited sceneswith English subtitles. The early
black-and-white footage looked like something from a convenience store security camera. More
sophisticated cameras were ingtaled on the yard’ swalls, more sound dishes. The production quality
jumped when afamous Hollywood director, who had been granted safe haven within Los Alamas,
volunteered his services. A Mideastern soundtrack was added to the beginning and end of the Hour.
There was no narrator to guide the viewer, no seguesto pull the piecestogether, no thread to follow, just
clones gossiping in adead language while they sat around afire or walked in circles.

Each held faith with one god or another. Like men tugging on arope, they had pulled their rituaswith
them through the vell of time. Besides the burnt offerings, they made charms and amulets and prayer
beads, and tied red twine around their wrists or throats or draped strings over one shoulder. A few
tattooed each other’ sfaces and arms with charcoal paste and anail.

Izzy came up with theideaof bringing raw materiasinto the yard. Soon the clones were making sandals,
braiding rope, fashioning lyres, playing flutes, cooking, running asmal bazaar, hammering copper, making
jewdry, drawing graffiti on the walls. John the Second, asthey caled him, the shorter one, proved to be
quite an artist, spending day after day on abig picture of afishing boat.

“WHAT HAVE YOU UNLEASHED?’ Miranda asked Nathan Lee one night. They werein the Necro
Archives. It was very late. She had begun appearing in the archives more often.Knock, knock, she
would say. Generdly it was near midnight when the hallways were empty and the lab was qui€t.

Nathan Lee had taken to eating and deeping in the archives to save time. Four weeks had passed, but it
fdt like four months. He had never been so busy. Here among the bones, he raced to keep up with their
resurrected flesh and blood. He had not meant to get caught up in their lives; indeed he had wanted not
to. Thiswas supposed to be away of passing time, of outwaiting Ochs and getting on with hisjourney,
nothing more. So hetold himsdf.

Hedid everything in his power to remain true to Grace. He had gotten one of the peoplein satellite
imagery to computer-enhance his muddy, ruined snapshot of her, and kept the result in aframe on a shelf
in the archives. It was supposed to be adaily reminder, but the enhancement had altered her features
subtly, turning her into someone he no longer quite recognized. She was lessred than ever. He struggled
with thet.

But each day brought him deeper into the world of Y ear Zero. Well past midnight he labored over his
notes and watched tapes, patching together kinship charts, weaving strands of men’s stories, hunting for
clues. Before dawn, 1zzy would show up and they would plot the coming day’ s strategy.

Miranda essentidly lived in the building now, too. The virus had shifted shape again. Over the past two



years, it had revved up to akilling speed of twelve days, tearing through populations like ashotgun blast.
Thislatest strain was dower-moving, though. Thetelltale symptoms of glassy skin and early amnesia
didn’'t manifest for aweek, and the deadly erosion of executive function in the brain could take a month.
Thiswas good, and bad. It gave theillusion of maybe burning itsdf out, though people knew better than
to believe that. But the viruswasfindly beginning to act more normdly, a least for avirus. That
suggested the first stirrings of co-evolution.

“It wantsto tango,” Mirandatold him. “Every parasite does. They want a dance partner who sharestheir
tempo, a host to co-evolve with. Man and Corfu just don’'t seem very well suited for each other. But we
haveto keep trying.”

There were rumors that Miranda was on to something new. No one knew what. She never talked about
it onthese nightly visitsto Nathan Leg s office.”

Hewas always careful, for her sake. He made sure the door stayed wide open while she visited. He kept
his handsto himself, no friendly pats, no little bunny hugs. Lab romances were everywhere. Tongues
wagged. She didn’t need that. Shewas a child. Hefelt ahundred years older than her. So he ruled
himself. Plato would have been proud.

They sat facing each other, almost kneeto knee, not quite touching. He was brown from the sun, she was
pale. Three video screens stood on atable to one side, each playing the day’ s tapes from different
camerasin the yard. The volume was off. “ Are those men gambling?’ Miranda asked.

Nathan Lee glanced over. “Games of chance. It fits, don’t you think.”

She pointed at another screen. Joab was sguatting over the day’ s catch, a sparrow with its wings bound,
and asquirrel in acage made of woven pine gtrips. “He sdlsthem,” said Nathan Lee. “1t' slike asouk.”
He touched the volume button. The sound of haggling rose up. A line of men stood before severa
merchants Stting on their hedswith little collections of junk spread in front of them.

“Sandas? Pine cones?’ she said. “ Are those statues of women?’

“Or fetishes. Made out of bread balls. They’'re very cregtive. Anything they can find. They loveto barter.
It starts the minute they hit the yard. They swap and dicker al day long. It'saway to be together. A
villageisforming. See that man, he' safortune-teller. And this guy? He makes bracelets from colored
thread and pieces of lamb tendon. And him? He sthe professiona ear cleaner.”

“Y ou're not serious.”

The man was sguetting to one side of hisclient, plying awire and a shaved twig with the concentration of
aneurosurgeon. “Y ou' ve never been to the Third World,” he said.

“What' swith thisone?” A man waswalking around with twine holding a piece of folded cloth againgt his
forehead.

“Headache medicine. Magic cloth. One of hisfriends said aspdll into it. It seemsto work for him.”

Nathan Lee turned the volume off and sat down again. Mirandaturned from the images and leaned
againg thetable. “ Cavendish cdled,” shesaid. “He son thewar path.”

Nathan Lee tensed. Ochs had Cavendish. He had Miranda. The alegiances were plain. “ About what?’
he asked.

“Hewantsto know what' s your point with al this?” She patted one of the TVs. “| told himit'sa



discovery process. Y ou' re going to ask the clones about the plague.”
“That'scoming,” Nathan Lee said. “ There sonly so far we can pushin aday.”
“Cavendish saysit’sastunt. He wants to shut you down,” she said. “Heissued a deport order on you.”

“What?" Nathan Lee was stunned. The pencil dipped from hisfingers.It was over, just like that? He
wanted to object. It was too soon. He hadn’t found his answer yet. But he had only himsdlf to blame.
He' d let himself be seduced by this dternate redity. He d created it, himself. The cloneswere none of his
business. They' d lived their lives. He should have been living his, spending every minute hunting for his

enemy.

“Ochs,” he said. Maybe there was till time. He could hide in one of the canyons, or in theforest.
Eventudly Ochs had to show himsdlf. But Nathan Lee knew that wasfutile. Security was everywhere.

“Ochs?’ shesad. “I'm sure he' s been whispering his poison about you. But Cavendish has his own good
reasonsto rid of you. You'reathrest to hisrule.”

“Cavendish? What have | ever doneto him?” He d never even met the man, only seen pictures of him.
Depending on who you were talking to, the Director’ s growing seclusion was due to some disfiguring
disease on top of the maladies he already suffered, or aploy to boost his omnipresence, the sensethat he
was everywhere and nowhere a any given moment. Miranda said it was smply the wages of parancia.
Regardless, Cavendish had strayed from the family of man along time ago. He was like one of the
physiciss quarks or whiffles, whatever they called their subatomic ricochets. Chaos theory, but without
thetheory.

“He s convinced I’'m trying to overthrow him,” said Miranda. “ Through you.”
“That' sabsurd.”

“No, he' sabsolutdly right.” Miranda smiled. “I am using you. Don’t look so shocked. Y ou' re using me.
That’show it goes, right? One big vicious cycle” She didn’t sound ruthless, more like akid trying to act

tough.
“I’m not much of awegpon,” he said. “Why should Cavendish worry?’

“The city’ scoming together. A shadow city. A confederacy. | met with some of the other lab directors.
They’ re noticing the changes, too. The monthly stats are coming in. Fewer people are taking sick leave.
More new experiments are starting up. Drug overdoses are down. Mord€e s up. It'slike adarkness

lifing.”
“What does that have to do with me?”’

“No one can put their finger onit. But somehow it hasto do with this Y ear Zero thing,” she said.
“Nothing else corrdates. Science by day, anima sacrifices by night. People are glued to the tube.
They'reinvested. That's not the word. Enchanted. Oh,” she added, “did | mention, human testing has
tapered to afraction of what it was.”

“And you're saying the clones are responsibl€?”
“They're part of it. Thisseachangein attitude dl datesto your yard.”

“That’shard to bdieve.” But hefdt it himsdf. The yard inhabited him. Thelittle tribe of cloneshad
conquered degath. They had outlived the gpocalypse and joined hands. Paradise was now.



“Thewhole city’ stuned in to you. History and geography teachers are using the tapes to teach children
about the customs of first-century Palestine. Classrooms have adopted different clonesto research and
write their biographies. The lunchrooms and coffee bars arefull of the latest revelations. The churches
play the Lord s Prayer.”

Nathan Lee had heard some of that. “Bread and circuses,” he dismissed it.
“Don’t you see? Y ou' re threatening the cure. That’swhat Cavendish thinks.”
“It'sjust TV. The ultimate redity show.”

“No,” shesad. “Cavendish isexactly right.” She picked up arib from Matthew’ sbone s&t. “Y ou' ve
turned them into human beings”

“They wereto begin with.”

“But we didn’'t know that,” she said. “ That’ s the difference. Already two of the labs have suspended
experiments because of you. Others are talking. Cavendish understands. They' re trending away froma
methodology. They’ re self-correcting. Redling themsaves back from the brink.”

“Human testing?’ he said. “ That’ s part of the culture. People made that dedl with the devil along time
@.11

“Which iswhy thisis so dangerous,” she said. “ Cavendish isthe devil. It started with him.”

“That’'snot true,” hesaid. “It’ spart of Los Alamos. I’ ve heard about the early days. The bomb years.
Back in the fifties, thousands of dead babies were sent here from around the world, to study the spread
of radioactive falout. Scientists used to inject themsaves with plutonium. They used to feed it to thelr
own children.”

“That stopped,” she said.

“It set the precedent. How much worse does it get?”Y our own child?

“I’m not sure how much you know about what’ s going on. Nobody talks about the scale of it.”
“Of what?’

“Do you recdl that first day you were here,” she said. “We were walking across the grounds and the ash
came down. Y ou made ajoke about snow in duly.”

Intellectual debris,she had called it. Instantly he grasped the truth of it. He was shocked that it had taken
him until this moment. “Human ashes,” hesad.

Mirandanodded. “ Clones. Carriersfrom the cities. Even infected scientists. | don’t have the numbers.
Thousands,” she said. “Over the last couple of years, we' ve done everything possible to keep them out
of our heads. It' s our worst nightmare, you know, that we might turn into Auschwitz.” She handed therib
to him. “Do you see now? Y ou’ ve started something. Cavendish islosing support for hismethods. He's
running out of time.”

“We redl running out of time,” he answered. “I’m only helping you passit.”

“| thought 0, too, in the beginning. Likeyou said, it'sjust TV. But it’s become something more. People
arewaiting for something to happen. They think there' s some kind of answer waiting for them in the yard.
And that you' regoing to giveit to them.”



There were different ways to run with that. He choseto keep it smple. “ Cluesto the plague? | wouldn't
hold my breath,” he said. “| keep digging. Maybe they know something, maybe they don’'t.”

“Theclones?’ shesad. “They don't have anything to tell us about the plague. Nothing relevant. They're
one more dead end. Y ou know that.”

Nathan Lee pulled his head back. He did know it, or had started to suspect it. None of the clones
seemed to know anything about a plague that had not really been a plague two thousand years ago. Their
blood analyses suggested a brush with some early form of Corfu, but it must have been amild spin-off
strain, something that had mutated along the Spice Road. Whatever it was that had jumped out of the
holy relic in Corfu must have originated at some safe distance from the Holy Lands. The researchers had
locked onto the right era, but the wrong reservoir. Golgothawas not the answer.

“What happens now?’” he asked. Chin up, he told himsalf. Eyes wide open. Cavendish had spoken.
Nathan L ee was a condemned man. Hetried to imagine how to pick up from here. Anymore, al roads
led to Los Alamos. Which would he take, where would he go? He felt fattened, duggish, off course. His
momentum had dipped.

“| blocked the deport order.” She shrugged.

He let his bresth out. “Y ou can do that?’

“The show goeson,” she answered. “I need you.”

“Y ou want me to keep going with the clones? But you just said they’ re adead end.”

“If you look at amap, soisLosAlamos. But it s still our last, best hope. And you' re helping keep us
together. Upinthelight of day.”

Up,he suddenly redlized,Out. Out from the darkness of her father’ s underworld. That was hisuseto her.
It wasn't Cavendish shewas fighting, but her father. It didn’t seem right, somehow, to use one father
againg another.

THE CLONESGAINEDStrength. Their baby fat melted away. They were eager to test their muscles. Foot
races gprang into being. They did hand-stands. Men draped arms over one another’ s shoulders and
danced and sang. A wrestling match on the hard blacktop |eft the competitors bruised and bloody, but
buoyarnt.

Autumn arrived, and with it cooler weether. The fire became their center. Every night, the Captain had his
guards stack more wood in the yard. Every morning the prisoners arrived to find the flames crackling,
and they would take up where yesterday had Ieft them.

In the fourth week, Nathan Lee edited his character. His Aramaic was improving. He continued to play a
traveler from the mountains north of Babylon, but now he became their scribe. Like amagician, he
produced a pen and blank sheets of paper. It was an ingenioustrick. In one stroke, he made himsalf
what he dready was, their ghostwriter.

Through him, they believed, they could communicate with their families and villages. The fact that Nathan
Leewrotether lettersin his own language using a strange a phabet was no more perplexing than the pen
of endlessink that he wrote with. They trusted that he must have hisways.

Heno longer had to wait for the clonesto accidentdly interview themselves. Now they stood in line,



waiting to pour out their thoughtsto him. While 1zzy trandated, Nathan Lee wrote, and the cameras
recorded.

They were utterly present-minded. They knew they had died, but in their minds only ayear or two had
passed. They missed their families. They worried about how the crops were doing, or if the herds had
fattened, and how the children were growing. Those who had been killed during the destruction of
Jerusalem anguished over the fate of their loved ones. “Be strong, we' |l soon be joined together,” they
dictated to Nathan Lee.

Each tried to describe this unusud land of the afterlife. They called itSheol, orTophet orGehenna....no
more of that Egypt business with the iron walls and bronze sky. For them, it was aplace of punishment,
but also gradua rewards. They stressed the rewards. The sky was very blue, they marveled. The lambs
werefat. A forest sent its sweet perfume to them over the walls. One day thewallswould fal away, they
were sure of it. Everything was going to be better and better. Any minute their [oved ones were going to
show up.

25
TheHorse

OCTOBER

Sixty-three degrees Fahrenheit,” Nathan Leetold the girl asthey drove out East Jemez Road. “Winds
west by southwest at five miles per hour. Look, not acloud in the sky. We can’'t go wrong today.” He
garted snging. “1 was driving ong in my automobile, my baby besde me at thewhed....”

Tarawas grinning. She had no ideawhat he was raving about, but he was happy with her, and she had
him for the day. He turned I eft to go to the old Neutron Science Center. The place had been mothballed
years ago. Now it was home to a contingent of Specia Forces soldiers. Here the Appaloosalivedin
splendor.

The dite soldiers had adopted her with apassion. They had built agtal for her among the pifions and
rabbit brush. She was the Wild West to them, who had grown up in cities and suburbs and never ridden
ahorse before Nathan Lee brought her. None of the other units had such a glorious mascot. The Marines
had various mutts, the SEAL S kept fighting cocks. The Appal oosawas unique.

On her behalf, the team medic had taught himself veterinary medicine. The weapons specidists curried
her and rigged an enamd bathtub so that she had a constant supply of fresh, running water. They learned
which fescues she preferred, stockpiled hay baes for the winter, and—before the valey had been
designated off-limitsin late August and travel across the Rio was banned—had bartered with ranchers
near Taosfor enough eighty-pound sacks of oatsto feed acavary. They regularly swept the field and
killed any rattlesnakes. They took turns degping in atent by the stable so that coyoteswould not be
tempted. In jest they said Nathan Lee would have to fight them to get her back. In jest he said they'd
never know until shewas gone, he’ d be that quiet the night he cut loose of the Mesa. The soldiersliked
that. In their minds no one was ever leaving Los Alamos, not unless the cure gppeared or the much
discussed, near mythic Evacuation Day actualy came down.

For Nathan Lee, the Appaoosawas his promise to himsaf. Shewas hislink backward to atime before
this place. He visited sporadicaly, most often following anight of vivid dreams. In one form or ancther,
the bad dreams always had to do with his daughter. Shewas calling to him, or her photo on the shelf in
the bone lab would show a skull. He would wake swesting and try to be thankful for the nightmares. But
they were not strong enough to overcome his good dreams, which were more and more often about



Miranda, and the friendships he was making, and the ties he fet binding him. One recurring image was of
his feet turning into tree roots that grew into the rocky soil of Los Alamos. He looked up in hisdream and
hisarmswould be limbs, and he would be lodged on the edge of acliff overlooking thevaley. As
beautiful and peaceful asthat was, he would wake from those dreamsin a swedt, too.

But the Appa oosacalmed his night fears. Just the sight of her pacified his sense of guilt and betraya.
One day he would leave on her back. He would be true.

Bringing Tara here seemed right &l around. It was going on two months since he had first crashed her
isolation. Since then, ahogt of therapists and guardians had been working with the child, guiding her into
the company of man. The Captain and hiswife were ready to take her into their home, but Tarawas not
ready to be taken. She was still an unredeemed wild child. Her few exploratory outingsinto Los Alamos
had been smd| disagters: atantrum in the market, a screaming fit a the playground, another incident with
feces, and other such lapses back into her cage self. Asfar as Nathan Lee was concerned, her behavior
had everything to do with the captivity she had endured since birth. People kept dluding to her
Neandertd differences, asif she wereimpaired or separate, and that stung Nathan Lee. But the fact was
that in the midst of one of her fits, Tarawas adangerouslittle brute, and she didn’t belong mixing with
other children in the city, not yet, maybe not ever.

And 0, he brought her to the horse. He would have brought the horse to her, in the yard, but she had
never been alowed into the yard. For one thing it was occupied by the other clones all day, every day,
and the therapists—and Nathan Lee singtincts—ruled againgt introducing the girl to the men from Y ear
Zero. They might very well treat her like alittle Sster, but on the other hand they were walking wounded
themselves. At best, theinsertion of afemale child would probably have stirred expectations that their
own womenfolk were about to arrive. At worst, they were crucified men. Nathan Lee was till uncertain
about the extent of some of their crimes.

Tara svidt had been arranged in advance. The Specia Forces camp was set on severd acresto the east
of the abandoned testing facility, and for today’ s visit they had tethered the gppa oosaiin the middle of
nowhere, far from any human distraction. No one €lse was out there.

Nathan Lee and Taratook their time walking out across the warm tan soil. She kept stopping, fascinated
by the grasshoppers and ladybugs and rocks. He rubbed sprigs of sagebrush for her to smell. “Look!”
she kept saying. Hedidn't tell her about the horse. He let her discover the anima hersdlf.

Taragrew very ill at the sight of the appal oosa. The horse was browsing clumps of dry grass, her long
tall sailing back and forth. They had saddled her. Her mane was groomed. She was beautiful.

“Should we go alittle closer?’ Nathan Lee asked.

Taraheld hishand. She was fearful, the way any child would be, &l wide eyes and quiet before the
magjesty of the giant animal. She clutched her blond Barbie doll in one brown fist.

The appa oosawent on cropping the grass, though her ears swiveled at their approach. They got close.

“Touch her,” Nathan Lee said, running his hands along the white-and-black spotted flanks. Taralaid a
fingertip on the muscled bellows of arib cage. The horselifted her head to seethe smdll creature, and
Tarashied againgt Nathan Lee.

“Shewantsto get alook at you,” he said. “ Shewantsto smdl you.” The big nogtrils flexed and blew. “I
think shelikesyou.”

Tarawas speechless.



“Look, you have the same hair,” said Nathan Lee. He raised one forearm through the dirty white mane
and let the coarse hair cascade off. Taraworked her fingersthrough it, awestruck by her connection with
themagical besst.

Nathan Lee had brought atreat from the farmer’s market in Los Alamos. People had built greenhouses
on the tops of gpartment buildings and dug plotsin the parks and cleared spacesin the forest. The
growing season had been unusudly long this year. For the last several weeks, you could trade for peasin
the pod, green and red chiles, ears of yellow and Indian corn, round cannonballs of cantal oupe that
tasted like wet sugar, squash, heads of |ettuce, basil, thyme, onions...and fat sticks of carrots. “Here.”

He helped Tarawith the first carrot. Together they offered it to the horse, and she took it with muscular
lips. Her big teeth munched it. She nuzzled for more. After that Taradidn’t need hishelp. Horse and girl,
they had found each other.

“Should weride her alittle?’

It wasincomprehensible to the child. He might have saidlet’ sfly. Nathan Lee got into the saddlefirst,
then reached down for Tara. Not yet five, and she must have weighed sixty pounds, al muscle.

With hisarms around the child, Nathan Lee nudged the horse to motion. The girl wastrembling. “ Should
we stop?’ he asked.

“No,” she whispered.

They took adow loop out to the mesarim. On the way back, he showed her how to hold thereins. They
dismounted. “Would you like alittle more?” he said.

“More,” she whispered.

Hetook the saddle off, and the blanket. He lifted Tara onto the broad, warm back and walked the
Appaoosafor miles. At the end of the day, heled her to the Special Forces camp. “Can Taracomeride
your horse again?’ he asked the soldiers.

Tarawas breathless, waiting up there.

One of them came over and stroked the appaoosa. “| think that would be agood idea.” The soldier
pretended to talk to the horse. “What do you think?’

Tara seyeswidened. The anima could spesk?

Just then afly landed on the horse’ s nose. The Appa oosatossed her head up and down. The answer
wasplain asday. Thelittle girl looked thunderstruck. Nathan Lee let her St up there for awhile longer.
That night he dreamed of that happy day.

26
Wolvesand Lambs

ONEWEEKLATER

Few of the crucified men talked about the manner of their dying or what came after. Not unnaturdly, the
threatened citizens of Los Alamos were burning to know about it. They pestered Nathan Lee on the

dtreets, by e-mail or phone, asking him to ask more about that “desth thing.” They wanted some glimpse
of what it waslike, “theking of terrors’ asthe Bible put it, “ alittle deep, alittle dumber, alittle folding of



the handsfor deep.” Nathan Lee dreaded to ask, though. He had passed among the bones. He had
heard them whistle,

Over the summer Los Alamos had largdly lost touch with America. Information technology had not
decayed limb by neet regional limb, as some had predicted. The crash had been catastrophic. One day
they had transmissionsfrom St. George and Lincoln and Laramie, frightened talking heads, meandering
video tours. The next, their eyeswere blind. The transmissonsjust ceased. There were sporadic bursts
from shortwave guerrillas, and the satellites were jam-packed with backdated images and data they had
yet to excavate. But it was suddenly like nightfall out there, asif Americahad plunged into the darkness
of Asaand Africaand Europe. Even so, Nathan Lee clung to his hope. He refused to believe silence
meant emptiness. People—towns, enclaves, tribes—werein hiding, that was dl. There waslife out there.
And hisdaughter. Life, that was the question he wanted answersfor, not death.

Thefew times he did ask about the clones' deaths and what lay beyond, the men would evade
answering. “You know aswell asme,” they would say. It was't that they’ d forgotten. Their faces grew
dark. Their eyes smoldered. They remembered, but did not want to. With time, Nathan Lee
comprehended that hanging from the cross had been agruesome humiliation. No matter how much agony
they had endured on the cross, it was their memory of the shamethat ill hurt them most. Naked and
reviled, they had been stripped of their reputations, their names, and their lands. Their families had been
damned by their degths, and they knew it. And so they glossed over the dying part.

Nathan Lee was struck by their dignity. Astheir scribe, he listened to them dictate | etters home about
their new life, and they generaly treated their rebirth as a grand achievement, or afresh start, anew land,
an opportunity. They viewed themselves as pioneers, or at least fellow travelers. Their imprisonment by
strange demonswas smply part of thejourney. It wouldn't last forever. They acted asif their herdsand
orchards and businesses were dtill intact back in the old life. Some went into great detail about how they
wanted their wives or brothers or sonsto attend to daily affairsin their absence. “ Pay no more than three
shekels,” oneinstructed hiswife, “and be sure not to speak with Elias. | never trusted hiseyes. And
whatever you do, don't invite him here.”

All day long, Nathan Lee sat with his back against the tree, listening to their sories, taking notes. By the
fifth week, he could understand so much of their language that 1zzy was freed for hours at astretch. This
auited 1zzy, who enjoyed dumming among the clones. The courtyard would suddenly ring with laughter,
and usualy l|zzy was at the center of it. Later he would try to explain the jokes to Nathan Lee. Often they
had something to do with talking fish or traveling salesmen and farmer’ s daughters, al of which had
existed in one form or another two thousand years ago.

Periodicaly Nathan Lee got up to walk around and stretch his muscles. This morning Joshua, adight man
with long fingers and toes, was describing his part in agresat battle. Mordechai, an ugly man with huge
ears, was ddivering his daily boast about seducing a Roman centurion’ swife. For anyone who would
listen, he detailed her round hips and her moans of ecstasy. Micah was declaring hiswedlth once again, a
herd of sheep that, he’ d decided, must surely have increased from fifty to five hundred by now.

“Weren't any of them plain murderers or thieves?’ Nathan Lee wondered to | zzy.

“Y ou noticed that, too?” said 1zzy. “I’ ve never met So many patriots, lords, politica prisoners, and
martyrs of thefaith.” It was Kathmandu al over again, acauldron of fictionsand redlities, disgrace and

glory.

Nathan Leg sfavorites remained the loners who kept to themselves. They acted asif they had no usefor
the bragging, nor for sending letters. They stood by thefire, ate the food, circled the yard, but rarely
talked. Among these was the fugitive. In Nathan Lee s opinion, he had the most to talk about, for he had



glimpsed the world outside their prison. But so far he had volunteered only his name, Ben. Though he
never spoke about his escape, the other prisoners had figured out that much about him. It was written dl
over hisflesh.

Escape was becoming a popular topic. Eyes were constantly hunting along the tops of thewalls.
Unaware that Nathan Lee and |zzy were, in effect, their jailers, and that the yard was wired with
microphones, they openly discussed ways of getting out. Nathan Lee discovered that John's picture of a
ship disguised deep grooves that could be used for footholds.

One afternoon asmall delegation approached Ben like supplicants, and Nathan Lee roamed closer,
curious. They addressed the man with respect, asmad-paa-naa, or teacher. “What isit like beyond the
walls?’ they asked him.

“Thereisacity. A metd city. Then thereisthewilderness” Ben gruffly answered.
“Isthere water? Are their wolves?’

“Itisadead land,” he answered. “Even the trees are dead.”
“Aretherevillages?’

“All dead.”

“We re making preparations,” they invited him.

“What would you do out there?’

“Find our homes, what €7’

He snorted at them.

“Help usmad-paa-naa.”

He turned his back to them and walked away.

Nathan Lee explained to the Captain about the escape talk, just in case. He didn’t want the guards
overreacting. “It' sonly talk,” he said, “and they trust me. If anything develops, I’ll hear about it. We can
heed it off then.”

The Captain was not darmed. “Niceto see ahbit of sarchinthem,” he said.

MIRANDA HEARD ABOUTthe escape plotting. She brought it up one evening near the edge of the roof of
AlphaLab. Thishad becometheir getaway, a place to share aquick picnic, then return to work. From
up here, sitting on an old, cheap Indian blanket spread on the gravel, they had aview to the west of the
far vdley and north of thelights of Los Alamos across the bridge. Usuadly they grabbed whatever was at
hand on their way to the tairs. Tonight they were eating apples and peanut butter.

“But what if they redly do try something?’ Mirandasaid. “Y ou weren't here when Ben escaped. It put
thewhole city inapanic. And he nearly died.”

“Don’'t worry. The lone bolt for freedom is one thing, amatter of desperation or sudden chance. A
large-scale breakout is very different. It takes along time to come together. It rarely happens.”



Hetold her about a group of Maoists who had plotted to escape from Badrighot, his Kathmandu jail.
“They plotted,” he said. “ And plotted and plotted. It went on for months. The conspirators came up with
an elaborate plan. But the plan was usaless without faith. Y ou have to believe freedom is possiblein the
first place. In the case of the Maoigts, they never broke the mental chains. They never did go for thewall.
And the cloneswon't either.”

“But they might. Y ou want them to.”
“It' snot going to happen.”
“What are you so happy about?’ she said to him. “Even if they made it out, the viruswould do themin.”

“Y ou said their immune systems have an edge over ours,” Nathan Lee reminded her. “ They’ d have three
yws.”

“They’ d be doomed. Threeyears, that'sal.” She dismissed it.
“Threeyears,” Nathan Leeraterated. “That’ salot of world.”

She frowned. “Turning them loose into the plague,” she said, “that would be the same asinjecting them
with virus. They're safe here”

“I"'m not talking about turning them loose.”
“You'rethinking it, though. | can tell. But it would be a desth sentence for them.”
“For them,” heretorted, “it would be awhole lifetime.”

She blinked patiently, asif he were dashing around throwing open the shutters, letting in unnecessary
light. “Threeyears,” she said. “Then they’ d die. None of them would survive, We know that for afact.
Their clona twins were exposed to the virusin South Sector labs two and three years ago. At first we
had high hopes, because they seemed immune. But then it turned out they’ re only protected against
whatever benign strain was running along the edges of year zero. And what' s out there now isn't benign.
They're safe here.”

“For now,” hesaid.
“Oncewefind thecure” shesad, “they’ |l have ared lifetime ahead of them. Thirty years, forty, fifty.”

Nathan Lee smeared peanut butter on his dice of apple. Hetook abite. She utterly believed in the
cure.Once, not if. “Put yoursdf in their place,” he said. “Faced with what they face right now, you' d take
three yearsin a heartbeat. So would 1.”

Shegave him astrange look. “If | offered you the certainty of three years versus the possibility of thirty,
you' d take the three?’

“Hypotheticaly spesking?’ he said.

“Whetever.”

Hefdt bold, alittle swept away. “ Think what we could see out there, Miranda.”
“We? shesad.

She had heard it. He let the word hang there. She could it take it how she wanted. It was an invitation, or



as much of one as he dared with her...or with himsalf.

Hewas ever mindful of Grace, ever. It wearied him, and his wearinessfelt like the worst betrayd. His
quest had become acurse. His love had become a disease, or worse an abstraction. Heloved his
daughter because she had been histo love. Now he could not move ahead with or without her.
Sometimes he could barely breathe. To speak of freedom like thisfelt perilous. He was so afraid his
heart might change, and then who would he be? But how could he not dream?

When he didn’t commit himself any deeper, she said, “Isthat what you’ d do then? Run away?’
“That'snotwhat I'd call it.” He suddenly said, “Have you ever seen Paris?’
“Paris?’

Herushed on. “1t would be dl ours. Or Barcelona, or Vienna. The Alpsin summer. Or Syria, | know the
ruins. And Petra, it sincredible. Thelight at noon. Thediffsarered.”

“Areyou trying to seduce me?’ She sounded stern. Analytical.

He quickly backpedaed. “Y ou said we were talking hypotheticaly.”
“No, | didn’t.”

“Youdid.”

“That wasyou.” Shewas earnest, not playful. He d blundered.

“I’'m teaching mysdf to fly,” he sated, scrapping the plurd. “1 got booksfrom thelibrary. There's
software that walks you through it. Small fixed-wing aircraft. That' s the way to go, hopping from one
arfield to another.”

Inhismind' s eye, he had imagined setting off through the grand remains, winging deep between the
canyons of New Y ork City, setting off acrossthe Atlantic, looting, handling fantastic treasures, exploring.
“Pariswould look as ancient as Angkor Wat,” he said. “The Louvre would be mossy. The bodieswould
be bone. Y ou could camp on the beaches of Greek idands.” She frowned. He corrected himself. “ One,”
he said, “could deep on top of the pyramids. | could go wherever | wanted.”

He knew something about traveling through the land of the dead. With care, he might makeiit al the way
around the planet. The world would devour him, but not before he devoured it.

“You'releaving?’ shesad.

“Cdl it adream,” he said. To love someone who wasliving, for achange, or at least love someone within
his reach. He raced over hisguilt, trying to get ahead of it. It was amatter of momentum. If he paused to
think of what he was thinking, he would stall.

“But you can't,” shesaid.
His heart lifted. Was she reaching for him?“1’d never be missed,” hetried.
“What about the city?’

Her dishdlief backed him off. He had never heard her say it likethat, asif she held thelife of thisplacein
the pams of her hands.



“LosAlamos?’

“Yes” sheindsted. “We need everyone here. It' sdl here”

“All what?”

“Everything.” She scooped at theair. “ Sdvation.”

She was dead serious. “| thought you were going to say, you know, the last of civilization,” he teased.
“That, too,” she added without a pause. “When dl the other cities are dead, we' |l bethelast city.”

“I guessthat’ s something to carve on the tombstone,” he said. He wanted one fina grand expedition
through the ruins. And she wanted to nurse civilization right up toitslast gasp. It made him fed lonely, for
her aswell ashim.

“Don’'t you see?’ shesaid. “The survivorswill come.”
“Ah, them,” hesaid. Themissing links.

“The satdllite teams have tracked over seven hundred survivor incidents now. Campfires, mosily, but car
headlights, too, and the heat Signatures of engines. They’ re out there, circling around, keeping
dive.” Inheriting the earth, thought Nathan Lee.Doing what | want to do.

“They'redl overseas,” he pointed out. “They’ [l never makeit here. They don’t even know we exist.”

“But there will be American survivors.” Quietly, she said, “ Once Americadies off. The disease will sort
them out.”

“What makes you think they’ [| come here?’
She gestured a thelights. “They’ Il see usfrom far away.”
“But who will they be, these survivors?’

“They could be our last hope,” she said. It was like amantra. “ They may have developed antibodiesto
modern Corfu....”

“No,” heinterrupted. “1 mean who will they be?’

She was confused. “ Americans. Probably people from this land mass, maybe migrant groups drifting
south from Canada....”

“Be careful what you wish for,” he said. *'Y ou want them to be lambs. But whét if they’ rewolves?’
Shedidn’t answer.

“Y ou have no ideawhat it's like out there.”

She looked away from him at her beloved city.

“Maybe you should be afraid,” he said.

She stood up. “1 expected better of you,” she said. He listened to her footsteps crunch through the
gravel. The door shut behind her. After she was gone, he continued sitting on the edge of the roof,
wondering what was redl outside of hisdesire.



AN HOURLATER, he reached the outskirts of South Sector, bregthing hard. He came here often, dways
likethis, gtedling through the trees, covered in night. It was cold, but the jog had warmed him. Asadways,
South Sector lay beyond the forest like anidand of light. For aplace with such adark reputation, it was
ungodly bright. Klieg lights blazed. Thefenceline glittered likeaaslvery wall.

It had become aregular stand-off. South Sector held Ochs. Ochs held the secret of Grace. Nathan Lee
had the wire cutters and the knife to cut her free. But not the courage. It was more than that. He had lost
his direction. The world had never seemed so immense. What if Ochswas only an excuseto be logt?
What if Grace no longer existed? He dueled with his doubts.

Nathan Lee edged through the trees. The tops of scattered clusters of buildings stood above the gleaming
dike of triple fence. He drew closer. The compound foreshortened. At last he could see only guard
towers and coils of razor wire and warning signs surrounding it.

The cleared earth blazed white. There was no in-between in that no man’sland. No shadows allowed. It
was dwayslike this. The clones wanted out. He wanted in.

They would catch him. That was agiven. The clearing was marked. It was mined and there were sensors
and cameras and patrols. Even so, he might have stepped into the light. But he didn’t trust his destiny.

“Nathan Lee”
Heignored the whisper. It wasthe forest. The wind.
The voice whispered again. Thistime, he ducked and turned, and it was Miranda

She shifted in the screen of brush and woods. The shadows striped her. Her eyes were green lightsin the
darkness.

She had followed him. He was flustered, as much by her stealth as by his cardessness. You had torunto
stay with her, but that was by day. Where had she learned to move through the night? There was no path
in here. From night to night he wasn't sure how he would approach.

“What are you doing?’ he whispered.

The forest changed her. She was Miranda, but different. She moved backward into the deeper shadows.
She was sure of hersalf. Hisfoot snapped atwig. He lost sight of her. She moved, and he found her
again. The shadows streamed like water.

Hefollowed her further and further away from South Sector. Thelight dwindled. She paused. Shedidn’t
stop, only let him catch up. She stayed in motion, latticed by shadows.

“How did you find me?’ he said.

Shetsk’ ed. Hewas easy saking. And it wasn't her first time. It rattled him. She had watched him
douching on the border of light. He fet foolish.

“I come hereto think,” he said.
She wouldn’t quit moving. She paced. He had to twist in circlesto follow her.

“Why throw yoursdf away?’ shesaid.



“I'mnot.”

“Youwant to.”

“Want,” hesad hitterly. “Everything | want, | can't have. I'mfakingit.”
“It' sstupid.” Shewas angry. Her hand shoved at him. He stumbled.

She started to push him again, but thistime Nathan Lee caught her wrigt. It felt like he wasfdling or
holding on for dear life. Miranda could have jerked from his grip. Instead, she pulled, but not to pull
away. Shedrew himin.

Later they would make agame of it, each accusing the other of stealing thefirgt kiss. Then they would
taketurnslaying clam to it. Then they would start over with each other dl over again, telling and retelling
their beginning until findly it felt woven into the myth of them. All loversdoit, cregting the world fresh
around them. The only differenceisthat some have lesstimefor it than others. And so they hurried to
catch up with themsalves.

27
Golgotha

OCTOBER

Someone snuck into the yard one night and hung a crucifix in acrook of thetree. By the time Nathan Lee
arrived in next morning, the yard was empty. The damage was done. 1zzy stood by thetree.

“The clonestook one look and bolted for the door,” 1zzy told him. “Now they won't come out.”

Nathan Lee plucked the crucifix from the crook of branches. Thelittlefigurine had itsarms cast wide.
The culprit had been Catholic, or stolen it from one. Protestants worshipped empty crosses, the
transformation not the suffering. “Who would go to the trouble?’ He held the thing in hishands. “And

why?’

“Maybe it was meant asagift,” said 1zzy. “ Or atoken of their Lord' s Prayer, to declare solidarity.
Modern Chrigtian to primitive Chrigtian. Probably nothing maicious.”

Hismind had been full of Miranda, her lean body, her green eyes. He didn’t want the interference. He
tossed the crucifix into the fire. “ Now what?’

“Let’sjust explainit tothem,” Izzy wisecracked. “ Boys, we' ve made areligion about a corpse nailed on
wood.”

They had discussed it before. Even the prima Chrigtiansin the group wouldn’t buy it. The worship of the
crucifixion hadn’t evolved for many centuries after the early Church began. The actua practice had
needed to end before its adoration could begin.

“They think it'san omen of thingsto come,” said Izzy. “If they had doubts before, they don’'t anymore.
Thisishell. They'rein the hands of demons.”

The supernatural world was utterly real to them. Nathan Lee had heard it over and over in their
testimonies to home. Demons were to blame for everything, for the cold air, for ssomach and headaches,
for strange noises on the far side of the courtyard walls, for their captivity and the voices on their
intercoms, for their bouts of depression and uncontrollable anger. It was not something they could turn on



and off.

There was atheory that consciousness, the idea of sdlf, didn’'t develop until two or three thousand years
ago. To that point, the human brain hadn’t been wired to distinguish between self and being. The Year
Zero clones straddled that psychological divide. For them, or most of them, demons and spirits were
everywhere. The Bible talked aboutgo’ €, or guardian spirits. Dreams were aternate redlities. Their
innermost thoughts were the voices of invisible creatures. Back then—ahundred generations
ago—ypeople could look a aburning bush and believe they were hearing the voice of God.

“We dtart over,” said Nathan Lee.
“Why?" said |zzy. “Why put them through it again? Maybe they’ re better off buried in their cdlls.”
“No,” said Nathan Lee. “They’renot.”

They tried to lead by example, walking past the clones open cedll doors. “You see?’ 1zzy told them, “It's
sae”

“No,” meninggted. “ The demons are waiting for us.”

Near the end of the day, asthe shadows turned purple, Ben came out into the yard. Nathan Lee was
squatting by thefire. A cold front was passing through. The yard looked blegk, like an arenawith its
walls blackened with smoke. Leaves swirled on the circular breeze.

Ben stood above him. “Whereisthat thing?’ he asked. He meant the cross.

Sparks rose among the pine boughs. “Inthefire,” said Nathan Lee. Part of it had fallen into the dirt. He
jabbed at it with agtick. “There”

“Why aren't you afrad?’
Nathan Lee reached for the words, something suitable to hisrole asa scribe. “God writes our life.”

“If welet Him,” Ben said. Or perhapshe said, “Not if wedon't let Him,” or something like that. Nathan
Lee' sAramaic was e ementary. Ben continued standing for another minute. Then he hunkered beside
Nathan Lee at the edge of thefire pit. He found astick of hisown, and poked at the embers and flames.

|zzy appeared in the doorway and came hurrying over, his sandasflapping. “Hereyou are,” he said.

“Hereweare,” said Nathan Lee. He motioned with hiseyesfor 1zzy to join them. Izzy took his station to
onesde.

Ben pointed his stick at Nathan Lee' smissing toes. “They say you tried to escape,” he said.
“Likeyou,” said Nathan Lee. He gestured with hisown stick at Ben' s scars and the missing tip of hisear.

Ben grunted. “We'redike, | think.” The seams on hisripped face were purple from the cold, or the
flames. They lay on hisskinlikevines.

“Two handsome men?’ said Nathan Lee.
Another grunt. “That must beit,” Ben said.

|zzy looked from one to the other, trying to catch up with them. Or dow down. There was arhythm here.
Hewaited.



“I seeyou listening. And listening,” Ben continued. He plucked a sparks asif they wereinsects. “Once
that was me. Throwing my net in the air. Pulling the storiesfrom the wind.”

Nathan Lee didn’'t say anything. Helet Ben draw himsdlf out. It was him who had searched Nathan Lee
out, for some reason.

“| used to gather stories, too,” he said. “From men like these.”
“Our poor brothers?” said Nathan Lee.

Ben'seyesdlittered. “Damned men,” he said. “Men on their trees.”
The crucifix.

“At the age of fifteen, | left my family to go wandering,” said Ben. “Y ou know how young men are. Full
of questions. Impatient for theworld.”

“Ask him,” Nathan Lee said in English. “Where did hego?’ Timeto bring 1zzy into theloop. He didn’t
want to missthe story.

|zzy made himsdlf transparent. He had become the best of trandators. Their words flowed through him.

“1 roamed along the River,” said Ben. “I meandered south to the Dead Sea. It took me years. Along the
way, | would stray for aweek or amonth, sometimes alone, sometimesworking in avillage. Therewere
many people on foot, going here and there. Sometimes | would join one band or another. | studied with
Pharisees and Saduccees. With heretics and pagans. | saw magic. Wandering Stoics shared their
campfires. A colony of Essenestook mein. They fed me and taught meto read and write. At the end of
three years, | |eft them. My teacher wanted me to stay. He was angry, not without reason, | suppose. But
| had my own path to find.”

Hefdl silent. Nathan Lee added another log to thefire. He poked it to ablaze. “What path?’

“Through the emptiest place | could find. Into the desert,” Ben said, but he patted his heart. “It was a
dangerous place, crawling with bandits and prophets and wild animals. | thought such abare land could
not possibly hidethe truth. But | found no answers. And so | climbed out from the valey. | went up into
the land of the damned.”

Izzy finished quietly. They waited some more. When Ben spoke again, there was no need for trandation.
“Golgotha,” he said.

Nathan Lee felt hisblood racing. He glanced up at the walls, and every camerawas trained on them. He
could almost see them through the lenses, three men perched by afire melted into a parking lot.

“Have you been there?’ Ben asked lightly.

Nathan Lee met hiseyes. “A long time ago.” Hedidn't offer detalls.
Benwent on. “1 madeit my home.”

“Jerusdlem?’

“No,” said Ben. “In the garden. Among the trees.”

Golgotha?Nathan Lee was careful. He kept his eyes on the fire. What was Ben telling him?



“I lived therefor an entire year. | dept in empty tombsthat had been carved and were waiting for their
wedthy owners. When onewasfilled, | would find another.”

“You dept intombs?’

“You couldn’'t stay in the open. It was cold. There were dogs. | learned to deep with stones near at

“Tothrow at the dogs?’ asked Nathan Lee. Heremembered Asa.

Ben nodded. “ And dso a the women. The widows and mothers of crucified men. They were possessed
by demons and roamed at night. Even the soldiers were afraid of them.”

The flames made images. Resin hissed and snapped.

“It was adifferent kind of wilderness,” Ben said. He spoke in bursts. * Further aong the path stood the
walls of Jerusalem. But you know that.” He stopped.

“Not likeyou aretdling,” said Nathan Lee.

Ben grunted. Heflicked at thefire. “ At night you could hear the sounds of babies crying and people
talking and laughing. The smell of food drifted over the walls on the breeze. Y ou couldn’t see the cook
firesand lamps, but they cast alight as gold as buitter.

“The crucified men would think they were dreaming. But, of course, they were not. To degp wasto die.”

Hemeant it literdly. The process of dying on across had becomelost in the mists of time. Inthe
centuries after crucifixion fell from use, artists had begun depicting Christ in heroic poseswith anail
through each pam. Even after Leonardo da Vinci experimented with cadavers and learned that the
weight of a human body would have torn the pamsfree, the nail through the hand had remained a
popular fiction. In the same way, mided by artists and storytelling priests, people had cometo believe
death came from the bleeding and torture, even from abroken heart. Not until a twentieth-century
physician conducted amedical reconstruction wasit realized that death resulted from asphyxiation. Once
your legs gave out and you hung from your arms, the digphragm was quickly overtaxed and you
suffocated.

“When the moon came up,” Ben continued, “their shadows werelike aforest. | remember lightning
playing aong the faraway sea. | remember aman’sdog that came and lay at hisfeet and Starved there,
guarding his body. Sometimes they would sing to each other on their crosses. Village songs. Prayers. It
could be very beautiful.”

He stopped again. He squinted asif peering into adeep hole.
“Why?" asked Nathan Lee.

Ben noticed him with agtart.

“Why did you live with the dead?’

Nathan Lee dready had ahunch. He d visited the burningghats dong riversin Indiaand Nepd. Since
long before Siddhartha, ascetics had gathered like vultures around the sick and dying and dead to
meditate upon impermanence and suffering. Two thousand years ago, it wasn't only spices and silk that
flowed aong the trade routes, but philosophies, too.



“Not the dead,” Ben corrected him, “the dying. Each morning the sun rose up from the desert, over the
crest of the Mount of Olives.” Hishand moved intheair, describing the arc. “ Then | would start my
circle. | went from crossto cross and to the trees where they were tied and nailed. | talked to the dying
men. They would live for days on their piece of wood. If aman was strong, he might last aweek up
there. | sat by their feet and we would talk like you and | are talking now.

“Oh, they told me everything. About their families and crops, their animals, their failures and triumphs, the
westher, their first time with awoman, how manyshekel s ordenarii their neighbors sill owed them or they
owed their neighbors. What a blessing it was when acloud crossed the sun. They talked about weakness
and temptation and evil. And they talked about their hopes.”

“Hopes?’ said Nathan Lee.

“Y es. Even with the wood againgt their spines, even drying out in the white sun, they held onto their
hopes. They taked about the future. Their plans. How they would improve their field or build anew
room onto their house. How their sonswould prosper. How their daughters would be beautiful. All day
long | visited them. When they were near the end, | would stand on arock and watch their eyes.” He
held onefinger up, inchesfrom hisface. He tared at it.

“Septingraves” 1zzy muttered in English. “Hung around with dying prisoners. Hitchhiked on their degth
experience.”

“Let him speak,” said Nathan Lee.
“Have you ever followed aman on his cross?’ Ben asked.
“How do you mean?’ evaded Nathan Lee.

A log burned through just then, collapsing the othersin aspray of sparks. Its heat foundered. The cold
and dusk surged againgt their backs. The men added more wood. Nathan Lee crouched and pursed his
lipsand blew. The flameslegpt high and warm again. Ben squatted in his place again. Nathan Lee went
back to his perch adong the edge. It took afew more minutesto resume.

“It’ slikewatching aman build afire,” Ben commented. He had the storytdller’ s gift of borrowing from
what was at hand, in this case their fire. “His journey on the cross. At first there is smoke and your eyes
sting. Then the heat and light appear. At last the smoke clears away.”

“] don't understand,” said Nathan Lee.

“Atfirs youresst,” Bensad. “You struggle. It goes on that way for avery long time. But near the end,
there are openingsin the pain. Thereisclarity. After dl that violence, thereis peace. God creepsin.”

“Isthat what you saw in their eyes?’
“Yes, likein the eyes of anewborn infant. God.”

Highin thetree, they heard arustling sound. It was a bird, trapped in one of Joab's nets. God would be
getting asnack in the morning.

“These dying men,” said Nathan Lee, “what did they think of you?’

“Some cursed me. Others begged meto stay. It isvery lonely on the cross. They called me many things.
Intheir minds | wasther friend and their enemy. | was God' s servant and | wasthe devil. They caled me
brother and son and father andrru-bee.”



“Isthat how you saw yourself? A rabbi?’

“No. | wasthe student. They were my masters.”

“Were you there to save them?’ he pressed.

“Some asked the same thing.”

“Then why did you torment them?’

“Why do you torment us?’ But Ben'stone was not hostile. Only clever.

He knows what we are,thought Nathan Lee.He' s been out among us. “To learn,” he said.

Ben smiled, agruesome contortion. “Y ou see, we are the same. We search for the common thread, the
thing that connects kings and thieves and infants and dying men.”

Ben swam his stick back and forth through the flames asiif tracing distant words.
“Didn’'t the soldiers drive you avay?’ asked Nathan Lee.

“Sometimes. Mostly they were glad to have methere. It could be londly for them, too. They werefar
from home. Also, for some, they had no one elseto seetheir cruelty at work. Or their kindness. Oh yes,
the soldiers could be compassionate. For aprice, they would mix gal with the water and give the poison
on asponge on astick. Somedid it for free. Or they broke the men’ slegs before the suffering went on
too long. Or cut their kneeswith aknife.” He made adicing gesture with his stick across the front tendon
on Nathan Lee sknee.

“After that, they could not stand. The end might take another hour. But they would be spared the days
and nights”

“Did you bring those kinds of mercy to dying men?’ Nathan Lee asked. “ Gall. And the knife.” Wasthat
that what thiswas, a confesson? Had he been akiller angd?

In thefirelight, the scars seemed to crawl across Ben'sface. “No. | was afraid. The soldierswould have
put me on the crossin their place. Those bodies were the property of the emperor.”

“Did you help bury them, then?’

“Not that, either. They wereleft hanging. Or were pulled down and thrown into the quarries. Food for
the birds and fliesand animals. Even their names were esten.”

“But some of the bodieswere buried.”

“Few. | remember one. Hisfamily bribed the soldiers. The body was taken down that night. They had to
work quickly. A dave sbody was dug up and tied in his place, otherwise the soldiers would have been
crucified themselves. | was new to Golgotha, then. It shocked me. It seemed unjust. Even dead, the poor
have no placein thisworld.”

Izzy spoke. “Did you know aman they called them-shee-haa?’ Nathan Lee was surprised by the abrupt
question, by his solemnity. Then heredlized | zzy was setting the man up.

“Yes” Ben answered.

“Y ou saw him?’



“There were many messahs.”

Izzy laughed with relief. Ben did not look offended. To the contrary, he seemed amused by 1zzy’s
amusement.

“At the end of your year at Golgotha, what happened to you?’ asked Nathan Lee.
“l left”

“But you returned.”

“Not for ten years more.”

“Why?Why ever go back to that place again?’

“Yes, why?’ said Ben. Heran hisfingersthrough the flames.

Nathan Lee glanced at 1zzy, and he looked suspicious, even cynicd. Hedidn't believe in messiah
claptrap. Ben didn’'t spesk for afull minute. Nathan Lee didn’t prod him. He was willing to | et the story
go a that. Hedidn't believe ether.

Then Ben resumed. “| went off through the land. | thought | would never have to go back to Jerusdem
again. But the land shrank. My path circled. | don’t know how it happened. My eyes were wide open. |
had command of my feet. But oneday | found myself there again. And thistime they gave me my own
tree”

Hefinished matter of factly, and sood up. He moved around the fireto go insde.
“Wasit theway you thought it would be?’ Nathan Lee asked him. Clarity. Peace. God.

“No. Noneof it,” Ben said. “I looked out from up there, and theworld is so beautiful.” He looked at
Nathan Lee through the flames. “| never wanted to leave.”

28
Revelation

OCTOBER

An afternoon squall rose up from the valey and lashed the mesa, astorm madefor lovers. Therain drove
the birdsto roost, and people fled the streets. Lightning snaked, thunder rolled. Hall rattled against her
bedroom window.

Nathan Lee and Mirandabarely noticed. They hardly surfaced from her house anymore, so it seemed.
AlphaLab was mostly just as an interlude, aplaceto catch their breath. Then they would find themselves
heredl over again.

Riding him, she seemed to be looking down from agreat height. He kept reaching for her. She ground at
him. She pinned himin place. He raised her high.

The storm kept pace with them. They finished together, the rain and them. Soon the low sun came out
and cast colors across the far range.

Night took itstime. They rested in each other’ sarms and watched out her window, softly talking, as



much to breathe their scents as trade thoughts. On the sea, he had discovered, sunset waslike alight
switch, on then off. But here in the mountains the light tarried. The colors seeped like cold honey.

Beneath the quilt, their hands traveled from here to there with no urgency or end, memorizing the
landmarks on their own, the shape of a hip, the placeswith hair, the grooves and mounds. Their fingers
traced miles dong their spines. They had run off with each other. The forbidden country wastheirsto
own.

Neither had time for this. They had talked about it. They had higher priorities. They were ten years gpart
inage. Hewastoo old for her by alifetime. Shewas barely twenty, practicaly jailbait. Each wasaloner.
It was atemporary arrangement, they assured each other.l will leave you, they warned. For now it
seemed they could go on forever.

Finally it was dark, night proper. Stars came out. They ebbed into deep, warm against each other.

Her phone woke them. Mirandareached for it. “Yes” shesaid. “Yeah, he'shere, too.” Still listening, she
mouthed, “The Cagptain.”

“Hedid what?" shefinaly asked. “But that's crazy. Don't we feed them enough?’

Them, thought Nathan Lee. Something had happened to the clones. He recalled their escape talk. One of
them must have gonefor thewal. Which onewould it be, Ben again?

Miranda glanced at her clock. “That’ sthat, then,” she said to the Captain. “We knew it would happen
eventually. What' sto say, so what? No one will take it serioudy.” The Captain went on. She sat up and
bent over the phone, her long back bare. “Isthis some kind of joke?’ she said. “How could that

happen?’
The Captain’ s voice went on.
“Never mind,” Miranda snapped, “we re on our way.”

Shehung up. “You'll lovethis,” she said, standing to dress. “One of our lost boys decided he' sthe
savior.” Shethrew Nathan Lee his shirt. “ The word' s out. We ve got Jesus Christ in acagein our

“HEREWEGO,” Nathan Lee said as he and Miranda approached Alpha L ab.

A smdl crowd was gathered in front of the building. Initsdlf that wasn't foreboding. Since the outset,
wagsin Los Alamos had been laying bets on how long it would take for someone to equate the Y ear
Zero boneswith the King of Kings. The city had its share of what |zzy called “queer fish,” crackpots,
rebels, and the supertitious. Just because they were devoted to rationa science didn’t guarantee against
anirrationa twitch now and then. Especialy in theseterrible times, ahysterical outburst wasto be
expected. But there was nothing hysterical about the crowd.

It was very early morning, black and cold. The sun wouldn't come up for hours. People wore parkas and
swesters. There were afew East European matronsin scarves, the sort one might expect for a Jesus
sighting. Onetoted a smoky Russian icon over her chest, which was dmost too pat. Otherwise the
crowd was mostly lab workers and night owls, and that was sobering.

“Hey, Miranda, Nathan Lee,” ayoung man caled to them. He was amicrobiologist from the office next
door. Heliked to play frishee at lunch.



“What are you doing here?’ Mirandaasked him. It was aquestion for all of them.
“We heard the news.” The man was excited.

“You should bein bed,” shetold them. “ Or working.”

“When do we get to see him?”’

Mirandagaped a him. “ Areyou crazy?’ shesad.

Hisfacefell. He backed into the crowd.

Nathan Leetook her arm and continued inside. “ Did you hear that?’ she complained. “Look at them.
Don’'t they know it'sahoax?’

“Onething at atime,” he said. “Let’ sfind out what happened. There s an explanation, I’ m sure.”

The Captain was waiting for them in his office. It overlooked the front lot where the crowd was
gathering. Two of hisguards were sitting Side by side, abig Tegjano and adight man, Ross. Nathan Lee
knew them both. He' d never seen Ross so pale.

“Tell them,” said the Captain. He was not pleased. A black Bible sat on his desk with ayellow pencil for
abookmark.

“We were gtting in the monitor room,” Ross sarted. He glanced at his partner, who clearly wanted
nothing to do with this. “1 heard one of the inmates call out. Theincident occured at 0225 hours.”

“What incident?’ said Miranda.

“He saidEl-ee, El-ee....” Ross paused and looked at Nathan Lee self-conscioudy. “And | can't
pronounce the rest. | may not speak the lingo, but | do know my Bible. It'sright there. | looked it up. He
sookeit just likeit’ swritten.”

“What are you talking about?” Miranda said.
“Laa-ma sabok-tamee,” quoted Nathan Lee.
“Thet'sit,” said Ross. “ Judt likethat.”

Nathan Lee picked up the Bible and flipped it open to the pencil, and there was the passage. He handed
it to Miranda. “Christ’ s question from the cross,” he said. “My God, my God, why have you forsaken
me?’

Miranda glanced at the book. “ So?’ she said.
“He spokeit,” said Ross. “He spoke the words.”

“That's convenient,” she said, flipping through another few pages. “It' sthe one part | seethat’sin
Aramaic.” Shelowered the book. “You read it to him.”

Rosslooked horrified. “No, Dr. Abbot, | swear.” He leaned forward to put his hand on the open book.
“Sit back,” growled the Captain.
Ross pointed at his partner. “Ask Joe. He heard it, too.”



Joe |ooked off at the corner. But he didn’t deny it.
“Agan,” shesad, “sowhat?’

“Well,” said Ross, “how’ d he know those words?”
“Because he heard them,” she said.

“Not fromus, hedidn’'t.”

“Then from the other clones,” said Miranda “They’ re out therein the yard, day in, day out, polluting
each other with ideas. Praying and sacrificing and preaching to each other. One of them quoted from the
Bible, that'sdl.”

“But the Bible wasn't written yet,” said Ross. “Not back then.”

“It was being written,” said Nathan Lee. “ There are dl kinds of sectsin the yard. Christians, pagans,
Jews. The story was being shaped.”

Ross s eyes went to the Bible. “He spoke the words. At 0225 hours.”
Nathan Lee glanced at the Captain, who seemed painfully aware of Ross slimitations.

“Which one of the cloneswasit?’ Nathan Lee asked. He dready knew. It would be Ben. The crucifix
had spooked them them dl, bringing out their ghosts. And 1zzy had al but invited Ben to declare himsdlf
the messiah when they weretalking at thefire.

“He sone of them that didn’t have aname.”

“Not Ben?’

“Not him.”

Mirandacut in. “But now he hasaname.”

“Yes, ma am. Hetold me. Jesus Christ. He said it to my face.”

“Toyour face?Y ou spoke to him?’

Ross didn't answer. Besde him, Joe gave abull snort. “I couldn’t stop himintime. Littlependgo.”
“Youwent in hiscdl?” Miranda demanded.

Ross s eyes dodged away.

Joesad, “That’swhat hedid.”

They sat for aminute. Nathan Leelooked out the window. The crowd was swelling down there.
“So you went into the man’s cdll,” Miranda said to Ross. “What did you say?’

“| asked himif hisnameis Jesus”

“Y ou asked him?’” Miranda closed the book. “ And what does that tell you?’

Ross' sjaw set. “That he' s Jesus Chrigt.”



“Ipso facto,”Miranda expel led.

Nathan Lee watched the fancy Latin close Ross down, and out. His awe was till there, but it excluded
them.

“Y ou know that’ s not possible,” Mirandasaid after aminute.
“Butit’ swritten,” Rossreplied.

Nathan Leefdt atightening in hisgut. He d figured thiswas amidnight prank, but Rosswasin earnest,
and the crowd was multiplying beneath the parking lot lights.

Miranda patted the Bible. “For aminute, let’s forget what’ swritten, okay? Think about it. These clones
comefrom aRoman landfill. Even if Jesus ever existed, do you know the odds against usfinding his
remans?’

Now was Ross sturn to pity their limitations. “He existed dll right. Because otherwise there wouldn't be
the Word. And your odds don’'t matter, not if He wanted usto find him. Thisis how He chose to come
tous. And | wasthere.”

Mirandasaid, “ Then let’ stalk about the remains. If Christ rose into heaven, he wouldn't have I eft any
remains. And hedid rise, right? It swritten in the Word.”

Y ears ago, Nathan Lee had listened to Ochs use this very argument to disarm detractors of the Y ear
Zero project. The problem now was that Ross was not a detractor. “He didn’t leave bones,” Ross said.
“Just blood. Smeared dl over. It' sright there. Written fact.”

Mirandaflipped the Bible back and forth, asif looking for aholein one sde or the other. “I’ ve only read
itonce” shesad, “but | don't recdl that verson.”

“Not inthere,” said Ross. He pointed at the Captain’s desktop. “ There.”

Nathan Lee had seen the manilafolder when he entered. It was his own handiwork, one of the bioshe'd
amassed on each clone. He reached for the folder with that rock in his gut. Ross was easy to dismissasa
gullible cracker. But he hadn’t neglected to chalenge hisbelief. And to buttressit. Obvioudy he' d gone
sraight to the Necro Archives and rooted for some further proof. Nathan Lee flipped the folder open,
and it wastherein black and white.

Clone 2Y Z-87 had been born thirteen months ago, the second in abatch of nineidentica others. His
DNA had been processed from the 87th Y ear Zero specimen, adiver of wood impregnated with blood.
A blood rdlic, not one of the Golgotha bones. His genetic archaeol ogy report was unexceptional. There
were two methods for dating genetic samples. The most reliable method used mitochondrial DNA, or
mtDNA, which was passed down only through the maternd line. According to that, the clone’s mother
had been born fifteen to thirty years before the first millenium. That placed hisbirth, logicdly, around the
year zero. His blood phenotype was classic Levantine. He had a predisposition to Tay-Sachs and other
genetic diseases that afflicted Semitic populations. None of his nine brothers had survived the labs of
South Sector.

“Miranda,” said Nathan Lee. He handed her the folder. She barely glanced at it.

“That doesn’t prove your claim,” Nathan Lee said to Ross. Unfortunately, it didn’t disprove it ether,
which |eft Ross more latitude than them. “We ve got aman who was born in thefirgt century, just like
three dozen other clones sitting down in the basement. And none of the othersis saying he' s the son of
God.”



“That' sexactly right,” said Ross.

Izzy arrived just then, bleary eyed, hair spiky. “ Sorry. Got here fast as| could. Lookslike arock concert
out there. What' sup?’

When they told him, 1zzy said, “Oh, that’ srich.”
Ross sjaw grew another inch.

Nathan Lee hitched up achair and got down at eye level with Ross. The man was alittle stubborn, that
wasal. “Let'swalk through thisagain,” he said. All they needed wasto have Rossimpeach himsdlf, and
it would be over. It would be embarrassing for the guard, but he' d brought it on himself. “Y ou asked the
man if hisnameis Jesus Chrig.”

“No,” Rosswas specific.

“But you just told usyou did.”

“| asked him, | said, Jesus? That'sdl.”

“And what did he say?’

“JesusChrigt.”

“Chrigt?’ asked 1zzy from the side. “Y ou' re sure about that?’
“That'swhat hesaid,” said Ross.

“Anything ds=?’

“A whole gtring of stuff. | didn’t understand aword of it.”
“Thereitisthen,” Izzy announced. “ Stone soup.” He looked around at them triumphantly.
“Stone soup,” Miranda dowly repeated.

“Y ou know the old story. A penniless soldier goesinto avillage. He promises everybody afeast with his
magic stone. Puts arock in akettle and gets every house to add some vegetables and meat and spices.
Beforelong, he' sgot afeast!”

They gared a him, waiting.

“A little of this, alittle of that,” 1zzy expanded. “Our clone hears some of the Chrigtian ladsin theyard
telling tales, puts it together, and Ross here baptizes him Jesus Chrigt.”

“I only said Jesus,” Ross reminded them.
“Well somebody handed him the wordChrist. Becauseit didn’t exist back then.”
Ross narrowed hiseyes at 1zzy.

“ Jesus was a common name back then, like Bob or John today,” 1zzy went on. “But the honorificChrist
didn't exigt, see. It san Old English abbreviation forChristus, which is Latin forChristos, which is Greek
for the Hebrewmeshiah. The annointed one.Christos wasn't used until the New Testament started to be
written. .. decades after the crucifixion. The short formChrist didn’t arrive for centuries. The historica

Jesus would never have had the vocabulary to cal himsaf Christ. To say nothing of the fact that there's



no placein the Bible where he ever called himsalf Messiah. Do you see? If he callshimself Christ then
he' snot Chrigt. It'ssmple. The clone’ s an impostor. Someone set him up. HE snot redl.”

“Why would someone do that?’” said Miranda.
“I don’'t know. A prank?’
“Who could have gotten to him, though?’ said Nathan Lee. “We ve been so careful .”

“Not that careful. Somebody got into the yard and left that crucifix in the tree, remember? For dl we
know it could be the same merry prankster. Somebody with accessto the place. Somebody insde.”

They looked at Ross again. “What about it,” said Nathan Lee. “Did you put the crossin the tree? Did
you put the clone up to this?’

“No, sr,” Ross swore. Then he added, “Not that | see the harm.”

“Why isthet, Ross?’

Rosslooked at Nathan Leelike hewasalittle dow. “ They are Chrigtians.”
Nathan Lee dapped hisknees. “Right,” he said.

“What | want to know iswho leaked this nonsense?’ said Miranda. “L ook &t that crowd out there.”
Rossfell slent. Joe provided.” Pendgo,” he rumbled.

“Isthat true? Miranda demanded.

Ross confessed. “1 cdled my wife. | told her not to cal her sster.”

“But he'snot red,” Mirandagroaned.

Ross glanced up at her. “Why not?’ he said.

“Wejus told you.”

Ross thought about that. Hisjaw looked like petrified wood. Nathan Lee sighed.
The Captain said, “ Get him out of here.”

“Whereto, Captain?’ Joe sad.

“Give him amop. Have him change lightbulbs. | don’t know. Just keep him away from the Pound. And
any telephones. And do not let him go out there. Those people do not need anymore of this brilliant

display.”
After thetwo guards|eft, Mirandasaid, “ Unbdievable.”

They went to the window. Thevigil had grown from afew dozen to severd hundred. Candle flames
glittered in the night.

“But these are sophigticated people,” 1zzy protested. “They can't honestly believe we' ve got the son of
God in our basement.”

Mirandagestured at the window. “Then what are they doing out there?’



“Humean curiosity.”
“It' sthreeinthe morning.”

“I don't likeit,” the Captain said. “ These things can blow up. | want some breathing room.” He picked
up his phone and called Pro Force. They were the shock troops, armed and menacing. “Keep it polite,”
he ordered. “ Ask them to disperse. They probably won't, so just escort the crowd down the hill. Let’'s
set our perimeter at the road. They need to know our borders.”

The event was escdating before their eyes. People saw their lighted window and waved at them
expectantly. They started sSinging “Rock of Ages.”

“They'reharmless,” |1zzy inagted. “We know those people.”

They did look peaceful enough standing there. Mostly they were intent on keeping their candlesfrom
blowing out.

“Mobsaren’t people,” the Captain said.
“It doesn't make sense” 1zzy said. “That'sdl I'm saying.”
Miranda rubbed her temples.

“Pro Force,” said Nathan Lee. “They're going to give it the stamp of redlity, you know. Just their
presencewill legitimizethe event.”

The Captain puffed out his cheeks. He looked out the window. “Damned if | do, damned if | don't. It's
running out of control. Walking. Whatever it'sdoing.”

“The Captain’sright,” Miranda said to Nathan Lee. “He has hisjob. Y ou have yours. We need damage
control. Fast.”

Nathan Lee got to hisfeet. “All right,” hesaid to 1zzy. “Let’ sgo to the source.”

JOE WAS BACK on duty in the monitor booth. Ross was hanging by his thumbs somewhere, out of sight.
Joe pointed at one of the screens. “Him,” he said.

Nathan Lee pulled up achair and leaned close to the screen. “ So,” he said, “finally.” 1t wasthe clone
who'd cried Egypt. He never had given aname.

The man was Sitting erect on the edge of hisbed, asif awaiting vistors. His shoulder bones were set wide
like ayoke, but he wasthin. He had long feet and big hands, and his burr of hair and beard were black.
He had seemed tentative and withdrawn ever since his outburst about the bronze sky, asif he'd
misstepped. But his eyes were perfectly ferocious now. He'd made his move, no going back.

“What do you know about him?’ Nathan Lee asked |zzy.

“Bit of aprig, you ask me. Keegps his own company. Put me off thefew times| tried to chat him up.” 1zzy
summarized. “Don’t know athing about him.”

“Let’splay back thetape,” Nathan Lee said to Joe. “1 want to hear that ‘ string of stuff’ Ross mentioned.”

They watched the replay. There was Ross, opening the door. He entered the cell timidly, and crossed



himsdf. “ Perfect,” said 1zzy. The clone stood watching him. Studying him. He didn’t gppear distressed or
anguished, though only aminute earlier he' d groaned about God forsaking him.Are you Jesus? Ross
asked in English. Very clearly, the clone answeredJesus Chrigt.

Rosswas right about the string of stuff. It was delivered so rapidly in Aramaic that Nathan Lee didn’t
catch aword of it. Then Joe appeared at the edge of the frame, in the open doorway, and Ross was
yanked from the cdll. The door dammed shut.

“Agan,” said |zzy. After the second replay, he said, “Oh, you'll lovethis. Siraight from Revelation.l am
the alpha and the omega, the beginning and the end, who is and who was and who isto come. Then he
goes on with something about suffering and repentance.”

Nathan Lee tried to remember the history of the New Testament. “ Revelation,” he said. “But that wasn't
written until near the second century. Thisguy’sal over the place. Egypt. Revelaion. Old Testament.
New.”

“Doean't look like a Jesusto me anyhow,” said | zzy.

Nathan Lee knew what he meant. Jesuswas an idol, a Shroud negative, amovie gtar...not aman. He
had long blond tresses with afaint goatee, or dark curlicue forelocks and aZZ Top beard. He came with
blue eyes or black ones, with astraight nose and a crown of thorns. He belonged in Christmas mangers
and Byzantine mosaics and on Mexican prayer cards, in stained glass, in marble statues. Hewas a
figment of art, acreature of monks and Michelangelo and Mapplethorpe. Intellectually Nathan Lee knew
this could not be the Christian godhead. But a deep, prehistoric part of him could not shake the outside
chance of it What if thiswas God in aburr cut?

“Fishing for attention,” said Izzy. “A sunt.”
Nathan Lee agreed. “But why now?’
“That crucifix inthetree, I’d say. Nothing to lose?’

Nathan Lee frowned. “Looking back, that crucifix in the tree seemsamost likeasignd. Like agreen light
togointo action.”

“Wadll, he' scome out of the closet now,” said 1zzy.
“Let’sfinish him off,” said Nathan Lee. “Thiswon't take long. Then everybody can go back to bed

agan.

They entered the cdll. The clone remained stting.” Shlaa-ma umook,” said Nathan Lee.Peace be with
you.

The clonewas not friendly. “1shmael and Nathaniel. Why do they send you?’ he demanded. They: their
captors and keepers.

“They sent us” Nathan Leekept it blunt.

“Who areyou?’ the clone demanded. That was supposed to be their question. “Y ou’ re not who you
seemto be”

Too true, thought Nathan Lee. They were aroomful of fakes.

“Tel usyour name” said 1zzy.



“You'reoneof them,” the cloneredlized.

“Name,” repested 1zzy.

“Eesho,” the clone said. “Y eshua, they call me. Jesus, you say. Themeshiah.”

“Chrig?’ sad I zzy.

“That, too.”

“There are many people named Jesus,” said Nathan Lee. “Are you the one they call Jesus Barabbas?’

It was atrick question. If this Eesho was Smply repesting whatever was given to him, hewould agreeto
being the wrong Jesus, the one who was't crucified. The hoax could end right here.

Eesho was contemptuous. “Would you be honoring meif | were destal?’
“Honoring him!” 1zzy barked in English. “Isthat what he thinks?’

“What' salestai?’ said Nathan Lee.

|zzy frowned. “ Never heard the word.”

“Let’ sstart there then,” said Nathan Lee. “Pick him to pieces. Use his own words.”

|zzy fired off aburst of Aramaic. They spokefor aminute. “It's something like an assassin,” 1zzy said. “A
politica terrorist.” He listened asthe clone went on talking. “ That’ sit.Sicarri, another term. Like Judas
Iscariot. Judasthe Sicarri. A Zealot.”

“Weatchit,” bresthed Nathan Lee. “Don’t give him more names. He' s creating himself out of our
mistekes.”

“I didn’'t,” said 1zzy. “He came up with the name Judas himsdlf.”
The clone saw Nathan Lee hesitate. A look of satisfaction came over hisface.
“Oh, boy,” Nathan Lee muttered. Eesho, if that was his name, knew more of the story than he’ d feared.

For the next two hours, they worked through the logical questions. Where were you born? Who were
your family members? Name your neighbors. Who was the governor? Who were your teachers?
Describe your travels. Did you ever visit Jerusdlem? How many times? Why?

The clone answered dutifully, even mechanicaly. He had been born in Bethlehem, he clamed. In acave.
Hisfather was a carpenter, descended from King David who was descended from Abraham. To prove
it, he delivered along list of namesfrom memory, linking hisfather generation by generation to the great

prophets. The names echoed off the stainless stedl walls.

“Areyou the son of David, then,” Nathan Lee asked, “or the son of God?’

“I am the Nazarene,” the clone declared smply. He was perfectly at ease. Any contradictionswere his
interrogator’ sto unravel.

“But you said you were born in Bethlehem,” he said.
Eesho answered. “The Lord spoke through the prophet Hosea. He said, Out of Egypt | called my Son.””



Therethought Nathan Lee. The Egypt reference again. “ Clever,” he said to 1zzy. “He s been setting us up
fromthe gart.”

“How do you mean?’ said 1zzy.

“He prophesied his own coming. He caled this place Egypt that first day in the yard. The Son was called
from Egypt. Therefore, he'sthe Son.”

“But who gave him the Bible references?’
“Keep digging,” said Nathan Lee. “WEe |l catch him out.”

Eesho said he' d had four brothers named James, Joset, Simon, and Jude, and three ssterswhom he
didn’t bother naming. His teachers had included John the Baptist. He'd spent years wandering the banks
of the Dead Sea. He once meditated in the desart. Yes, it was true, he had attacked the merchants and
money changersin the Temple. “After that, | was amarked man,” said Eesho. “They executed me.”

“Who executed you?’

Eesho recited the Passion Narrative perfectly. It wasidentical to the Gospel accounts, filled with evil
Jaws, treachery, and cowardice. Judas, the Zealot, had betrayed him. He was arrested and brought
before the Temple intdligentsa, where his captors spit on him and dapped him and called him a
blasphemer, then turned him over to Pontius Filate who condemned him. Just like in the Bible, Filate had
washed his hands of the verdict.

With extraordinary dispassion, Eesho went on to describe his whipping, the crown of thorns, the soldiers
mockery, and his passage through the narrow streets and out the west gate to Golgotha. He was nailed
to the wood. His cross was erected between two others. A thief hung on either side of him.

“Andthen| died,” he said without emotion.

Nathan Leelooked at Eesho’ swrist, and the tracery of veins was blue under the smooth olive skin. A
nail had driven through that bone and mest. Y et hewas oblivious. Or dsealiar.

“Youdied,” repeated Nathan Lee. “What do you remember after that?’
“Everything that thereisto remember.”

Allindl, from cradleto cross, it was asterling performance, straight out of the Gospels. “ Someone
scripted him,” said Nathan Lee. They were back to that again.

“But who? Why bother?”

“Someone with lots of time. It must have taken weeks, or months, to school this guy. He' s got the story
down cold. And al the quotesarein Aramaic. Whoever it was had agood command of Aramaic. That
rules out Ross and the other guards. Maybe it wasn't an insder. A visitor, maybe? From the outside.”

“I don’'t know,” said 1zzy. “ Someone might be able to override the security system once or twice. But not
for weeks at atime.”

“Maybe he wasn't prepped here.” Nathan Lee began flipping through 2Y Z-87' sfile again. “Hewas
warehoused in South Sector for half ayear before getting transferred here. It s possible someone wired
him with this Christ stuff while he was down there.”

Izzy shook his head. “Y ou make him sound like an act of sabotage. A car bomb. Y ou' re saying someone



rehearsed him for his Jesusrole, then planted him in our midst, and then waited dl these monthsto trigger
the mischief? That’ sjust so intricate. So premeditated.”

“Thebest forgeriesusualy are,” said Nathan Lee. But he was merdly keeping up hisend of thewild
theory. 1zzy wasright. It was farfetched.

“Why set him off now?” asked |zzy.
“I don’'t know.”
“Why have you waited to reved yoursdf?’ |zzy asked the clone. “Why tonight?’

Eesho’ sface relaxed. Easy question. He raised afinger. “ The Apocaypse has arrived.” He reminded
Nathan Lee of that Frenchman in Kathmandu, camly certain.

“People have been predicting gpocalypses since the beginning of time,” Nathan Lee responded. “Tell
him, every time the sun goes down at night, someone preaches doom. Which apocalypse does he
mean?’

Eesho replied at length. “He said he seesthe plague in our eyes,” 1zzy trandated. “He said, the Lord God
has brought an extraordinary plague upon us, agreat and lengthy plague, adeadly illness. All the diseases
of Egypt, plus diseases that we' ve never heard about, so that dl of uswill be destroyed. Thisis because
we haven't obeyed the Word. Now our tribeswill wither. They’ll lose dl memory of themselves, and
that’ sthe worst kind of deeth. It isthe end of time.” Hefinished,” That apocaypse.”

“Okay, who told him about the plague?’
“Maybe he' sjust blowing smoke,” said Izzy. “He does have an attitude.”
“No, he knows. Someone got to him. Might aswell ask him who.”

Eesho answered, “ The voice of God.” He pointed upward, and for an instant Nathan Lee was sure he
was pointing at the spesker mounted flat in the celling.

“But you cried out that God has forsaken you. Why?’
“I cried out because | am upon my cross,” Eesho replied mildly, “and | amin my misery.”
Nathan Lee gave him ahard look. “What isit you want?’

It was astupid question, redlly. The man was a prisoner. He would want what any prisoner wants.
Freedom.

Abruptly Eesho squeezed his eyes shut. He held out his opened palms and began rocking forward in
quick bounds, mumbling prayers. Nathan Lee had seen it before, e sewhere, from the Wailing Wall to
Rongbuk. It was the kind of rapid-fire chanting that ascetics around the world used to erase demons
from abusy mind. Nathan Lee was, to him, nothing more than background noise.

IT WASJUST AFTER DAWNWhen Nathan Lee emerged from the basements of Alpha Lab. He went to the
rooftop, and sunlight was creasing the edges of the mesa. A crowd of severa thousand was gathered on
the street.

They stood quietly on the road, very civil, no jostling. Here and there people were chatting across the



ydlow Crime Scene tape with the Pro Force troopsin black uniforms. A lady was handing Styrofoam
cups of coffee acrossthe tape. They were dl on the same side out there. They were neighbors.

Miranda came up behind him. “It' s posted al over the Net. Everyone staking. It' staking on alife of its
own. How did it go in the dungeons?’ She saw hisface. “Y ou look...defeated.”

“Tired, that’ s all. He gets stronger by the word. More complicated.”
“Youdidn't put adent in him,” she summarized.

“He sapiece of work,” said Nathan Lee. “He didn’t go off message once. If you buy the Book, you'd
buy him.”

“Doyou?’

“Of coursenot,” hesaid. “Thisguy doesn't buy himsalf. He seems astounded by all our attention. | think
Jesus Chrigt isatota dien to him. The real messiah was supposed to be amilitary leader risng up from
among the people and striking down their conquerors, sort of like Conan the Barbarian. He acts amused
that we' re even listening to this myth of awandering healer who got nailed to a cross. He s got the whole
routine down, mastered al the parts. But he' sall Word, no gritty redity. His story’ stoo perfect.
Somebody rehearsed him. I’'m convinced of it.”

“Convincethem,” Miranda said, gesturing at the crowd. “It's Wednesday morning. They’ re supposed to
be going to work.”

“It'snot that Smple.”

“We don't need awhite paper with footnotes. We're at risk from anilluson,” Miranda said. “Unplug
him.”

“| doubt very many of them believe abit of it.”

“My lab is surrounded by apoliceline,” she fumed. The crowd offended her, Nathan Lee saw. Or
threatened her. It was't their numbers, which were manageable, nor their fervor, which was meek, nor
the hour, which was bregkfast. For most of them, work didn’t start until eight. But they were scientists.
They smply didn’t belong out there.

“He swearing amask, Miranda. | can't take it off. HE' sgoing to haveto take it off himself.”
“Y ou’ re going too easy on him. They’ ve become your comrades.”

Nathan Lee didn’t know what they were to him, not patients, not subjects. But not comrades. “I don't
think so. Especialy not this one. Before thismorning, | never spoketo him.”

“You'retoo closeto seeit,” shesad. “It’ slike the Stockholm syndrome, only in reverse. Instead of the
captive identifying with his cgptor, you' ve made yourself one of them.”

“That was the whole strategy. It show Izzy and | got insde.”
“It'sgoneontoolong.” She headed for the door. “I want this over with.”
“What are you doing, Miranda?’

“We remaking amistake, deding with him at hisleve,” she said. “Let him deal with usat ours”



By the time he reached the eevators, she had aready descended. He went to the cells, but Miranda had
taken Eesho, with 1zzy, to the cloning floor. Nathan Lee returned to the elevator and punched the button.

They were in the incubation chamber when he arrived. Eesho was in shock. His world—the stedl cdll and
their yard of plain walls—was suddenly stripped away. In the blue light of this birth factory, he was faced
with agenesis beyond hisimagination.

Nathan Lee hadn't vidited the incubation chamber in months. The cloning had largely stopped. Only one
of the chamber tanks was occupied. The fetus—anearly complete man—hung suspended in fluid.

“Tel him,” Mirandawas saying to |1zzy. She had hold of Eesho’sarm, forcing him up againgt the
Plexiglas. She wasferocious. Thiswas persona. Nathan Lee had never seen her likethis.

“Tell himwhat, Miranda?’ Nathan Lee said quietly. “He saready terrified.”

Eesho was saring into the tank. Humidity stresked hisface. Upside down in hisfeta sac, the unborn
clone waswaking to them. Thelids of his eyes opened. He stared at Eesho.

“God didn’'t make him,” Miranda said to Eesho. She stood a head taller than the clone. “And God didn’t
makeyou. | did.”

But still Eesho would not renounce hiswords.

THAT SAME AFTERNOON, Nathan Lee got acal. “Pack your mule bag,” the voice instructed.

Time collapsed. Y ears had passed, but it could have been yesterday.Pack your mule bag. The call to
ams,

“Ochs?’ Nathan Lee ground the phone againgt his ear, asif to trap the words. Y ears of being crowded
with rage. Nathan Lee had given up trying not to be changed by his hatred, half hoping the firewould
burnitsdf cold. The plastic made a snapping noise. He loosened his grip on the phone. “Where are you?’

“Nowhere you can reach me,” Ochs said.

“South Sector,” Nathan Leetold him.

“Do you know how unpleasant it isto have you lurking out there?’ Ochs asked.
Nathan Lee backed off. He took a breath. “We need to talk, David.”
Ochswasn't fooled. “Y ou need to listen.”

“Whereisshe?’ Nathan Lee snarled.

“All thingsin their season.”

What season?“ The plague is everywhere,” he said.

“I'mtaking over,” Ochstold him.

“Taking over what?’

“Your inquisition. Y our enquiry, whatever it isyou' re doing to the prisoner. You'releaving, and I'm
coming out of the bushes. I'm taking over your job. Y ou' re not quaified.”



Nathan Lee was taken off guard. All these months he d been waiting to find the man, and now the man
had found him. The muddy waters began to clear. The professor of Biblica antiquities wanted the clone,
of course. Ochs must have been chewing hisliver al these months, watching while Nathan Lee brought
the Year Zero tribeto life. The Jesus controversy would beirresistible to him. Then another thought
occurred to Nathan Lee. “You' rethe one,” he said.

Ochsfdtered. “The one?’

“Y ou stuffed his head with this craziness.”

“What are you talking about?’

“It was your voice pouring scriptureinto hisear.”

“Why would | do that?’ For amoment, Ochs sounded...humble.

Nathan Lee didn’t put another thought into it. He didn’t care. They weretrading places, theinsdefor the
outside. Ochs could have the clone. “Whereis she?” Nathan Lee said.

“Everything'sarranged,” said Ochs. “Y ou only need to go.”
“Where?’

“She never redly knew you existed, you know. She was only four when you disappeared. Lydiagot rid
of any pictures of you.”

“Have you spoken with her?’

“Trust me.” And because he knew that was ludicrous, Ochs added, “Y ou’ Il be bringing Lydiain with
you.”

“Why didn’t you tell me sooner?’
“It was too soon. Conditions weren't right. | had to hold you in reserve.” Ochs made no sense.
“So Graceisalive,” Nathan Lee svoiceflattened. It was like sediment coming to rest.

Ochs heard hisdead cdm. “Good,” he gpproved. “I think it’sfinally timefor your journey, Nathan Lee.
It stimeto bring them in from the storm.”

29
Grace

OCTOBER10

Nathan Lee had heard of deck sweeps. They were legend, and the raiders who descended to the ground
level—or deck—Ilived in their own camp on the furthest edge of South Sector. Y ou never saw themin
Los Alamos. It was said they were too bruta to mingle with ordinary people.

Foodlightslit the airfield. By the time Nathan Lee joined them, most of the three platoonswerein their
moon suits and varioudy armed. Some carried rifles or shotguns. Others had nets, chains, duminum
basaball bats, and collgpsible poles. They eyed him coldly. Their hair was white from the decon



chamicds.

Nathan Lee understood their hostility. He didn’t belong. They had their own code. He was nothing to
them. He didn’t mind. He was going to bring his daughter home.

Suiting up was complicated. Riggers helped with the equipment. A wiry man with quick fingersworked
on Nathan Lee. Herattled off thefactoids. “ Thisisyour second skin for today, a Tevlek biohazard rig,
fourth generation, brand new. Use once, throw away. We don’t recycle around here.”

Nathan Lee pulled apair of stedl-toed fireman boots over the outside of his plastic-wrapped feet. They
came up to hisknees. “1t'smean down there,” therigger said. “ Avoid the sharps. Broken glass. Pieces of
metal. Bonetips, they’ re the worst, auto-contagious, right? Think fast. Move dow. Place your feet.
Anything that can put aholein your rig, keep away fromit.”

“How many times have you gone down?’ asked Nathan Lee.
“Me? Areyou kidding?’

Nathan Leetriple-gloved: latex under latex, under ribbed Kevlar. Therigger fitted him with aheadset to
wear ingde his hood. The band was filled with soldierstaking to soldiers. He harnessed Nathan Lee with
arespirator unit that sterilized every breath with ultraviolet light.

“Thisisyour came back.” He draped a bladder with shoulder straps dong Nathan Leg’ s spine. “It holds
two galons of water. Y ou're going to get hot and hungry inside the suit. It’ simportant to stay hydrated.
Water discipline. Every fifteen minutes, takeasip fromthis” He held the tube running from the camel
back to Nathan Leg' slips. “It'saglucose and protein mix. Did they screen you for claustrophobia?”

They had not. There had been no timefor any preparation. “1I’ll be fine,” said Nathan Lee.

“Right. Thingswill fed abit tight once you' re seded in. Add hest, hunger, and dehydration, and by the
end of the day you'll want out of therig. Whatever you do, do not remove your equipment. We take
care of that for you at decon. Sometimes atroop will loseitinthefield. All it takesis one bad second.
Take off your helmet and that’ sal shewrote.” Therigger tugged hard at his straps. “We Il know if you
break the sedl on your helmet. Be your own master. Don't self-destruct.”

Helaid out the contents of afield kit: aquart bottle of bleach to splash on any punctures, aroll of duct
tape to patch any holes, ahand pump to siphon fuel, and a GPS receiver to track his coordinates. The kit
held no first aid equipment. The message was clear. No casudties alowed. One cut, one nick, and you
were awrite-off anyway.

“Hey,” asoldier shouted over, pointing at his ears, “ channd four.”

“You got aprivate cal,” said therigger. He switched Nathan Leg swrist dia to channd four. Nathan
Leewanted it to be Miranda. Instead it was Ochs.

“Ready for the abyss?’
“Wheream | going?’
“Petience, son. Let’ s not spoil the suspense.”

Everything was wrong with this. Ochswas setting him up, he was sure of it. But what choice did he have?
Ochs had the power of asecret over him, and Nathan Lee was hel pless againgt that. “Y ou could have
sent me off months ago. | would have gone.”



“I told you, it was too soon.”
“Too soon for what?’

They had been through this. “It’ slike the old days. Trust me. Stay tuned. Obey me, and the world will be
right again.” Ochs cut the communication.

Therigger duct taped Kevlar glovesto Nathan Lee' swrists and the boots to his knees, and layered
plastic armor over his elbows and chest and knees. Findlly he sedled him shut inside the helmet. There
was adight rush of air. Nathan Lee' s ears popped. He could hear over the radio, but the externa world
was muffled. When therigger patted his head, he felt far away. Nathan Lee gave athumbs-up. The rigger
sduted him.

Threetroop carriers and a big cargo helicopter waited. The pilots wore moon suits, too. They looked
like astronauts ready for motocross. Passing the cargo bird, Nathan Lee saw empty cagesin the
cavernous bay.

The helicopters plunged north off the high mesa. The soldiers sat trapped in the hold and the air turned
chill. They passed high above the valey. Nathan Lee saw the pueblo he' d gone through on hisway to
Los Alamos, long ago, it seemed. But the tank was gone, and the square |ooked deserted. Further on, he
spied campfires dong the Rio Grande. People were walking aong the highway.

“Pilgrims,” avoice said over his headset. It wasthe crew chief. “Word spread fast. They started showing
up yesterday.”

“Where are they from?’
“Locas. Out of Chamaand Espafiolaand Tres Piedras. Milagro Beanfield types.”

The helicopters sprinted between ancient vol canoes and across old seabeds, then took a right through the
Rockiesto follow the front range. Not a car moved aong the black thread of 1-25.

They swept past Colorado Springs, and the dawn spotlighted towering mountains and glassy office
towers. Red sandstone fins flashed beneath. Nearby, Nathan Lee knew, the seat of federa government
was burrowed deep insde Cheyenne Mountain. Like King Arthur, the President and his adminigrative
heads and Congress and the Supreme Court were hibernating until the day their dead nation cameto life
and called for them again. On hisway to Los Alamoslast summer, the place had been a beehive of
trucks passing through battalions of sentinels, stocking democracy’ s keep. Now it was till.

The aspenswere turning. The hillsdes blazed with gold and red leaves. Past the Air Force Academy,
they cameto aflat hilltop girdled by tank traps and razor wire. Small white radar dishestracked their
approach. The helicopters landed to refud.

Asthefud tanksfilled, so did Nathan Lee sbladder. He knew better than to ask. No potty breaksin the
plague zone. He looked around at his stoic companions, and recalled stories of sickly Crusaderswho
kept riding even with diarrhealeaking down their saddles. He sat in hiswarm urine without expression.

Then they were airborne again, hurtling due north.Denver, he guessed. The sun inched higher upon the
flat plains. Asfar as his eye could see, unharvested whesat and corn and rampant tall grasses had goneto
seed. Their rotor blast flushed animals. A herd of horses galloped with their shadow like dolphinsleaping.
Denver it was. They made abedine for the neat, geometric skyline. Soldiers began checking their
weapons and suits. The door gunner grew dert.

They flashed east across vacant suburbs. White bones lay scattered on the streets. Dark flocks of birds



were circling for food. Nathan Lee’ sdread crept. It was no longer summer here. America had become
AsaWhat was Ochs sending him into?

A dozen plague victims stood clustered on agolf course by apond. Their pilot broke from the group and
looped lower for aview. Bodies floated facedown in the nearby water like balloons resting on the
surface. None of the living took notice of the hdlicopter. Most had unconscioudy shed their clothing in the
heat of past days. On this cold morning, they dumbly faced the light.

From this height, Nathan Lee could see paths worn in the grasses. Then he saw the dogs. They were
house pets, mostly bigger breeds: golden retrievers, damations, black labs, sturdy mutts. Packs had
taken up residence on different sdes of the human herd. Fido had deep ingtincts. Nathan Lee had seen
hyenas and wild dogsin west Kenya set up shop the same way, picking off the strays a whim.

The pilot hovered thirty feet off, scanning the faces. Through the chrysdiis of infected tissue, their teeth
showed like famine grins. Nathan L ee could see the dark clumps of viscera,

“Nokids. No pregnant,” said the pilot. “Am | missing anything?’
“Nothing here” the crew chief verified.
The helicopter sprang onwards.

For the next twenty minutes, that was the pattern. They would spot agroup standing in aparking lot or
playground or among the crashed cars, descend, scrutinize, and move on. They reached Coors baseball
stadium, skeletd, but pretty with itsiron lattice work. Crossing America, Nathan Lee had learned that
stadiums across the country had been used to quarantine tens of thousands of victims. But Coors stood
empty, except for afew dumped bodiesin the bleachers. Either Denver’ s collapse had happened too
quickly for authorities to react, or they had seen the futility of quarantine. Nathan Lee' s helicopter came
to rest in center field.

It was abusy place. The soldiers knew what they were doing. Sentinels with machine guns scoped the
outside streets from the top bleachers. One team set up asatellite dish and uplinked with Los Alamos,
another cleared bodies and debris from the delivery gate. Nathan Lee loaned a hand where the chore
was obvious. Otherwise, he stayed out of the way. He listened to the radio chatter over his headset, then
tried channd four.

Ochs svoice waswaiting for him. “Welcometo the Mile High City.”
“It'sbad here,” said Nathan Lee. He wanted encouragement.

“If it wasn't bad you wouldn't be there,” Ochs said. “ They learned not to bother with the early-stage
cities. Too much insanity. Gun nation. Weirdos. Survivaistswith abeef. Family groupstrying to defend
their loved ones.”

“You said Gracewasdive.” Infact, Ochs had not said it. Nathan Lee wanted more.
“Stay withme,” Ochssaid. “I’m tracking your coordinates. I’ ve got amap. WE Il find them together.”

The soldiers|eft the pilots on guard and departed. Carting jerry cans of gas, the platoons exited onto the
streets and went carjacking. Denver was SUV heaven. In pairs, the soldiers fueled and hotwired their
vehicles of choice, and drove off.

Nathan Lee was | eft alone. From high above, papers floated out of shattered skyscraper windows. He
found a Toyotawith agood battery and keysin theignition. The engine turned over with what wasleft in



its gas tank. There was enough headroom to accomodate his helmet. It would do. He got out and poured
part of hisjerry can into the gastank. All told, he had enough fuel for around trip of sSixty milesor so.

Ochs played navigator with a computer map. Nathan Lee followed his directions. Where the avenues
were clogged with dead cars or had flooded with water, Ochs found him aternate routes.

Together they reached a cozy neighborhood landscaped with poplars and Japanese blood grasses.
Compared to the tangle of highway meta and burned mals, thiswasaquiet haven. A car lay overturned
on one lawn. Another stuck partway out of aclosed garage door. To the very end, men had needed the
fed of asteering whed in their hands. If they couldn’t drive fate, at |east they could drive aFord.

“1020 Lakeridge Road,” Ochs spokein hisear. “Used brick, split level. A weathervane with arooster.”
“Thereitis”
“Tell mewhat you're seeing,” said Ochs. “You' remy eyes.”

Nathan Lee was grim. “What am | doing here?’ In two hours of tortuous driving, there had not been one
sign of hedthy survivors. Carcasses and wandering angels, yes. Otherwise, it was awild goose chase. Or

atrap.
“Goindde” Ochssad. “Tak to me. | want to know everything.”

Nathan L ee turned the voice off. He went to the front door between waist-high Kentucky bluegrass. A
nylon flag with abutterfly jutted from aporch mount. A terracotta sun hung by the door. Wind chimes
rustled.Home Sweet Home, said the mat.

He knocked on the door. His gloved fist didn’t make a sound. His motions were dense and dow. He
heard himsdlf bresthing.

The door was unlocked. Inside, the house looked ready forBetter Homes and Gardens. Lydia stouch.
Flower petas had fallen to colorful powder on the white doily under avase. The house looked lived in,
but not lived in enough. It wastoo tidy. There were no daily messes. No temporary piles. No pairs of
little sneakers shucked by the door. Everything was arranged. Like ashrine.

The Suzuki book on the piano had Grace' s name printed on the cover. Her fingers had touched the keys.
Nathan Lee could bardly hear the notes under his gloved fingers.

The evidence mounted. Artwork from Alameda Elementary was taped to the refrigerator: abird, atree, a
house with little girlswatering flowers. Her signature in capita letters. The freezer held melted popsicles.

Nathan Lee s breathing grew louder. Hetried not to think. She had been here.

A bulletin board on thewall: family snagpshots. There was Lydia beaming her 100-watt smile beside a
sturdy burgher of aman with a prosperous belly. Lydia had landed herself a provider, no more globe
hoppers. No more losers. The husband even resembled her brother. They looked self-content. Nathan
Lee scanned lower.

Grace was missing two lower teeth. A straw hat shadowed her eyes. Nathan Lee' s hand moved over the
sngpshots, finding al the Graces, speaking her name each timeinsde hishdmet. By awaterfal, at the
swimming pool, on amountain trail with abasket of tiny strawberries. She had her mother’ ssmileand
Nathan Lee s narrow face. For the most part, she was her own woman.

He stood by the bulletin board. His heart felt caved in. It should have been him in those photos. Those



should have been his shoulders she was Sitting on, his hand receiving the bouquet of danddions. That
should have been his head bearing the silly pointed birthday cap. It was the one redlity he' d redlly ever
wanted, and here he was viewing another man who had lived hislife.

Nathan Lee went into the basement. That would be the most logica hideout. He would have taken her
into the mountains or desert. But if you were going to stay, you would probably burrow deep. Absurdly,
he imagined awhole warren of tunnels connecting the suburbs, and families of survivorsfaring happily
benesth hisfeet.

The basement was finished with flowered wallpaper and atiled floor. There were no trap doors, no
mounds of dug dirt. He climbed the stairs to the second floor and found Lydia s husband in the master
bedroom.

The suicide was nothing ugly. The man had overdosed himsdlf, laid down on the cord and beige down
comforter, and gone to deep. Lydiawas not with him. She was a mother. She would be with her child.

Nathan Lee went down the hallway and came to the last door. It was going to be her bedroom. Full of
dread, he saw his hand reach for the knob. The door opened.

The bed was empty. It was her room, but Grace was not here. His hopes zigzagged. She’ d doneit again!
he thought. Lydia had cheated her man. He could see her fleeing with Grace, leaving the dumb husband
to put himsalf down. For thefirst time, he was grateful for Lydia streacherous ways. Shejust may have
saved Grace. His quest was not over.

He sat on the bed. Her walls were pink. There were dozens of dolls neatly ranked on shelves, mostly
blond. He reached for ahairbrush on asmal vanity and unwound along golden strand from the bristles.
Sowly hiseyes strayed back to the dolls, and their unnatural tidiness. Not one thing was out of place.
Not one doll was missing. He went to the window and looked into the backyard.

It waslike dying.

From the kitchen window, he had been unable to see them, hidden by the high grass. But from here, the
two white crosses were prominent. Lydia s hushand had buried them before taking his own life.

Nathan Leefound himself among the grasses with no recall of descending the stairs nor leaving the house.
He kndlt by the crossthat said, “ Grace.” Heturned on hisradio.

Ochswaslivid. “Where have you been?’

“I found them,” said Nathan Lee. “I found their graves.”
“Graves? Thank God.”

“They’ re dead, Ochs.”

“Of coursethey’redead,” Ochs said. “It's Denver. But they were buried. That' s the important thing.” He
sounded overjoyed.

“What'swrong with you?’ Nathan Lee shouted. His rage welled up. Ochswasthe least of it.God. The
cold lizard. Thisabyss.

“How do you know it sthem?” Ochs calmly asked.

“The markers. He woodburned their names.” Nathan Lee could scarcely hear his own words.



“You vedoneit!” Ochssaid. “Easy, now. We re dmost home.”

Lydia s husband had placed the graves on adight risein the backyard. It had aview of the Rockies. He
had mounded the graves and seeded them with flowers. Nathan Le€' sjedousy dwindled. The man had
been agood father to his daughter. He had done a credible job here.

“Areyou Hill there?”

“yYes”

“Ligento me, Nathan Lee. Areyou lisgtening?’
“I'mhere”

“Do you love Grace more than anything in the world?’

How long ago had they died? Nathan Lee wondered. The paint on the crosses was blistered from the
elements. But the sunflowers and daisieswere immature. They had not gotten afull season to grow. The
seeds must have been planted midsummer or later. August, he guessed. There would have been time for
him to reach her, if only he had known.

“Y ou need to love her with al your heart,” Ochswas saying.

“Y ou could havejust told me,” said Nathan Lee. “I wasn't after you.” Now he saw it. Ochs had baited
him to his death. The soldiers would leave without him. Ochswasfree.

“I told you, it wastoo soon,” Ochs said. “| didn’t want to waste you.”
“Wagte me?’

“I tried to bring them in. Six months ago. | did everything possible. | bribed. | threastened. | begged,” said
Ochs. “My own sister. And niece. But the council said no. Miranda, I’ m sure of it. Revenge. And then
you showed up.”

August,thought Nathan Lee. He could have held her one last time. He had no strength to be angry,
though.

“Don't fade on me, Nathan Lee. We' re amost home.”
Nathan Leefdt like aleaf ready tofall.

Ochs svoice was stern. “ Go find ashovel, Nathan Lee.”
“What?’

“WEe re going to bring them insde. It' s safe insde the fence. But you need to work fast,” Ochssaid. “The
hdlicoptersleavein three hours”

What was he talking about?
“Nathan Lee?’
“Dig her up?

“I know,” said Ochs. “But you have to be strong. We re going to bring them back. Y ou’ ve seen the
technology.”



That' swhat thiswas al aout?“Y ou mean clonethem?’
“It' sthe only way.”
“Grace?’

“Y ou know what we' Il need. It won't be pleasant, but it’ s nothing you haven’t done before. A finger
from each of them. Or teeth. Look for some garden shears.”

Nathan Leetried to recoil, but the voice was insde his head.

“There was no other way to get them insde,” Ochssaid. “ They had to diein order to live. Now we can
offer them a place in the sanctuary. My sister. Y our daughter. Out from the storm. Talk to me, man.”

Nathan Lee was numb. Ochs had sent him to root up his own child?

“Y ou're the only one who can save her,” coaxed the voice. “ She needs you.”
“No,” said Nathan Lee.

“Yes” argued Ochs. “Or dseyou kill her.”

“She' salready dead.”

“Dig down, Nathan Lee. Dig into your heart. Find the strength. Bring mewhat | say. Mirandawill raise
themup.”

“Shewon't do that.”
“For you, Mirandawill do anything.”

For amoment, Nathan Lee saw the grave open and her little body lift from the dirt. He saw her straw
hat. The outstretched bouquet. He groaned.

“It'slate,” snapped Ochs. “ The helicopters will go without you. After that, you' re dog food.” He went
back and forth, from threats to temptation. “Y ou have the power of life over death. There€ sno reason
Grace hasto end like this. She was the swesetest girl. A second chance. Y ou have the power.”

Nathan Lee' s horror mounted. How could he open her grave? How could he not?
“Doit,” snarled Ochs.

Nathan L ee searched through the wreck of his memory. He remembered a storm. Grace was a baby,
adeepinhisarms. The blizzard howled at the window of their Washington townhouse, and he hardly
dared to breathe for fear of undoing her deep.

Ochsrailed a him. “The helicopters will leave soon. They won't wait. They don't fly at night. You'll be
done”

Nathan Lee fought down his shout at the sky. Who would hear? He set his hands flat on the mounded
earth. Helay down. He put his head by the marker. The search was over.

Nathan L ee switched off the voice. He cast one arm over her grave. Later, the helmet could come off.
For now, he wasjust tired. He closed hiseyes. All he wanted was to hold his baby.



AGREAT STORM woke him.

Nathan Lee thought he was dreaming. It rocked him with itswind. He opened his eyes, and it was night.
The grass and trees were thrashing around him. Dirt and pebblesrattled againgt his helmet. The crosses
shuddered.

A beam of light stabbed down from the sky, blinding him. A figure descended through the radiance.
Buffeted by the tempest, the man walked over to him and reached down. A rope led from his chest
harness up to the helicopter. Nathan Lee felt ahand groping at hiswrist. Hisradio switched on.

“It'stimeto go, Nathan Lee,” avoice spokein hisears. “Comewith me.”
“I"dliketo stay,” said Nathan Lee.

“Nah,” theman said. “It’snot your time.”

Nathan Leefdt like he hadn’t dept in many years. “Who are you?’
“I'myour friend. Y ou have lots of friends, Nathan Lee.”

Nathan Lee raised his helmet and peered through the man’ sface plate. It wasthe Captain, hishair slver.
“| flew in with you thismorning.”

“| didn’t seeyou.”

“Mirandathought Ochs might try something.”
“Miranda?’

“| came to watch your back.”

“I found my girl,” Nathan Lee announced.

“I know,” said the Captain.

“I'd liketo stay for abit longer.”

“Ancther time”

Nathan Leetook his outstretched hand.
Together they were winched into the night.

All theway to Los Alamos, they sat among cages on top of cages filled with human beings who were
taped and gtill. Every one of them was hot with virus. Their eyes glittered in the dark cargo bay.

30
Decon

Decon was more than a place or process, it was a passage between worlds. For fourteen days you were
purified here, scrubbed, bled, monitored, and locked down in sterile, solitary cells. It waslike aBiblica
prescription: anyone who might have been tainted was kept outside the camp for aritua term.

For the deck raiders, the process was automatic. But researchers from the bio-safety labs were



sometimes closed in here, too, especidly after accidents. All it took was aneedle stick, arip in your suit,
afaulty vent. It wasafrightening time. A time of prayers. Y ou didn’t know if your blood might suddenly
test pogitive, in which case you would never re-enter the city again. The term “decon” was amisnomer.
Infact, if you were contaminated, you were beyond rescue.

During the first week Nathan Le€ s sole clothing was apair of tiny goggles for the radiation. They fasted
him with juice, dectrolytes, and antibioticsfor five days. He grew weaker before he could grow stronger.
The second week, he was given paper garments, which were burned twice daily.

Nathan Lee kept thingstight. They hollowed you out in this place, but not hollow enough. He gave them
hisbody, but not hismind. For the asking, they would have dipped halucinogenics or sedativesinto his
IV. Altering redlity was away for the deck sweep troopsto survive their dead time.

But Nathan Lee feared losing his tenuous hold. He was glad there were no windowsin here, and that the
wallswere sted, and the corners were squared so precisely. Everything was contained and neat. He took
it one second a atime. He glued himsdlf to the moment. He began to fear the end of decon, because it
meant entering the world on its own terms again.

It went like that for two weeks. Their doors were locked from the outside, their bodies were poisoned,
and they wereisolated like serid killers. Over the ceiling intercom, the medical staff gpologized for each
indignity and pain demanded of him. They thanked him for drawing his own blood and injecting himself
with chemica's and bioengineered poisons which were passed to him through an air lock. They were
grateful for hissanity, or at least his obedience. Through the walls, he could hear men screaming, and
understood that not al the soldiers had returned from the horrors whole.

Through a computer console built into the wall, he had access to e-books, movies, video games, even
skin flicks. Instead he did his Buddha thing, empty mind, empty heart. When bursts of energy overcame
him, hedid pushups. Therest of thetime, helay Hill. Hefdt suspended in light.

A physician started up arunning dialog over the wall speaker. He knew who Nathan Lee was, but didn’t
offer hisname. He said he was Nathan Le€' s designated psychiatrist, though Nathan Lee dready had
one during the daytime. Double-teaming him, Nathan Lee decided. They monitored more than your
physica hedth in here. The man’ svoice came liketalk radio, usualy deep in the night.

He told Nathan Lee about the weather, his favorite books, and other things. He asked about Denver. He
was fascinated by the destruction.

“Do you have afamily?’ asked Nathan Lee.
“Why do you ask?’
“Y ou should take them far away. To the mountains or the desert,” said Nathan Lee. “Now.”

“Redlly?’ the psychiatrist said. “What about E-Day?’ Evacuation Day. It was everybody’ sidea of
sdvation, holing up in the sAt dome.

“Havethey finaly announced a date?”’
“It got pushed back,” said the psychiatrist. “ Extenuating circumstances.”
“What happened?’

“The excavators hit awater pocket. It wasn’t supposed to be there. Water and sdlt, not agood
combination. They dmost lost the whole place.” He sounded almost upbest. “Asit is, the two lowest



levels melted out. They’ re pumping out the water, daving to save therest.”
“People must be panicked.”

“No one knows.”

“Youdo,” said Nathan Lee.

“Secrets are my business.”

“Now what?’

“Wewait, | suppose. There sawaysthe Serarlll. Theslver bullet.”
Another secret. “1 don't know what that is,” said Nathan Lee,
“Mirandahasn’t told you?’

Nathan Lee frowned. Who was this man? “What about Miranda?’

“She sbeen a work on it for months. Clone blood, essentidly. Seraloaded with antibodies.”
“Miranda s found the cure?’

“No. The antibodies only work for three years. That’ sthethreein Sera-lll. It'snot redly aslver bullet.
More like dow suicide. Y ou haveto infect yoursdlf in order to be saved. And then you' re not saved
anyway. Three years down the road, the Grim Regper is till waiting.”

“ So the sanctuary chambers are flooded, and thereis no cure. Y ou sound fine with that,” said Nathan
Lee

“I wonder about just desserts, isall,” the voice said.
“Y ou think we desarve to die?”’
“We take so much for granted,” the psychiatrist answered. “ The question is do we deserveto live?’

Another time, they talked about the pilgrims. Thelittle gathering of locas that Nathan Lee had seen dong
the Rio Grande had been dispersed. The military had dropped |esflets warning them to go back to their
homes, and afterwards killed the valley floor with Agent Orange. “But they’re coming back,” said the
physician. “It’ s different thistime. They’ re starting to show up from faraway. People are afraid of them.”

“Why, are they dangerous?’

“Wedon't know.”

“Who arethey?’

“Thelast Americans. A lot of them have guns.”

“Everyone hasguns.” Nathan Lee had seen it on hisway acrossthe country. It was little more than gang
warfare out there. “They’ll use them on each other. They' re fragmented.”

“Not anymore.”

“Why' sthat?”



“Have you ever looked up the word * apocalypse 7’ the physician riffed. “ So many peoplethink it’sjust
another way of saying tota destruction.”

Nathan Leelet him ramble.

“In fact there sawhole philosophy behind it, the idea of achosen people having specid knowledge and
being spared the cosmic end. Therighteouswill live happily ever after here on earth.”

“Yes” sad Nathan Lee. “The kingdom movement.” Where was the man going with this?

“It’' svery gppeding. Very American. Egditarian. Inclusive. Revolutionary. Just the sort of thing to bring
the ragtag barbarians together.”

“What are you talking about?’
“This Jesusthing of yours.”

Nathan Lee sat up. His scalp prickled. Suddenly he realized these midnight visits had not been random.
The physician had been ingnuating himsdf into Nathan Lee shead. He was herefor areason. “ Of mineg?’

“Please,” said the physician. “Y ou unleashed it. Without him, they’ d still just be scattered acrossthe
wilds. Now they’ve found a center.”

“Do you mean the clone?’ That was still going on?
“yYes”

“But he' snot Jesus Christ.”

“Heisnow.”

“That'scrazy. HE sacounterfeit.”

“Tel himthat.”

“I did. | tried.” What had been going on in his absence?
“I thought you might try to disown him.”

“He' snot mine,” said Nathan Lee.

“But you helped create him. The clones were speechless animals, a least most of them,” said the
physician. “Y ou gavethem avoice. You built them astage. | never imagined anyone would go so far for
them.”

“They’re harmless. The messiah is somebody’ sidea of apractical joke.”

“The city was S0 safe, just one more spot on the map,” said the physician. “ Everything wasfine. But now
themobiscoming.” And yet he didn’t sound resentful.

“The soldierswill protect us.” Nathan Leefelt trapped. He was at the man’s mercy, locked in here. What
did he want with him?

“What if it' stoo late?” The question was rhetorica, not bitter.

“Who are you?’ Nathan L ee demanded.



“| just wanted to say thank you, Nathan Lee.”
“For what?’

“For doing your part.”

“My part of what?’

“Asyou put it, the joke,” said the voice.

The voice departed. Nathan Lee caled to the ceiling speaker for the man to come back, but there was
only slence. He hammered a his door, and the staff ignored him.

Next morning, when a nurse spoke to him over the intercom, Nathan L ee demanded to know who the
physician was that had been talking to him each night. She checked their records, and there was no such
physician, no nighttime psychiatrists, no midnight cals. By her tone of voice, Nathan Lee could tell she
thought hewasimagining things. A lot of their patients did that.

ONTHEEVEOf hisrelease, Miranda was alowed to place acall. Y ou were supposed to be
incommunicado in here. The stated reason was that decon was a period of debriefing. Contact with
family and friends might contaminate your information. In fact, Nathan L ee suspected, the authorities
feared letting people see their loved ones so raw and wild. Tucked away in decon, the psychiatrists had
time to tame you.

Nathan Lee’' s computer screen flickered to life and Miranda’ s face appeared on the wall. The camera
softened her cheeks. She looked different, even hedthy. He couldn’t put hisfinger oniit.

“Y our two weeks are dmost up,” she announced brightly.

He sat up, dull and heavy. His eyes hurt from the reflected light on the stainless sted walls. He was sick
from dreaming too much. “Miranda,” he said.

“Isthat tan for rea?'Y ou look like agigolo.”

She was caling from her kitchen computer. It waslate afternoon. He could tell by the long shadows. She
was egting toadt, trying to appear casud, asif thiswere just another cal on her list.

“I missyou,” hesad.

“I heard about your daughter,” shesaid. “I’m sorry.”

Hefdt supid with inertia. “What' s going on out there? | heard about the pilgrims.”

“Y es. Poor people.”

Nathan Lee didn’t pursueit. “Y ou shouldn’'t have sent the Captain after me,” he said.

“Don’'t blameme” shesaid. “I never would have donethat to him. He sent himsdf. He had his reasons.
Hisown, you know, loss.”

Nathen Leefdl slent.

“Itwasagrand try,” Mirandasaid. “Doomed. But grand.”



Nathan Lee looked away from the screen. He didn’t want grand; he wanted ordinary. He didn’t want
hardships; he wanted a soft bed and a hot shower. People lauded his adventures as plungesinto his soul,
never realizing hewasin an dmost constant state of escape from his own missteps and unworthiness. All
hislife he had felt...gtarved.

“Ochsisgone,” shesaid. “In case you were wondering.” She seemed to lean closer, watching for a
resction.

Ochs*“What did you do with him?’

“Not me,” shesaid. “My father. He shere.”

“He came up from the sanctuary?’

“Heflew in by helicopter. He had business to attend. Loose ends.”

There was so much to talk about. Suddenly Nathan Lee could not wait to be out of this place. “Where
did Ochs go?’ he asked.

“Out. Down from the Hill. Heleft before he could be deported. The perimeter cameras showed him
walking across the bridge over theriver. No one knows where he went.” She hesitated. “ Are you going
after him?’

Hewas not. Ochs was dead to him. There were a dozen different waysto state that. Nathan Lee chose
carefully. “And loseyou?’ hesaid.

It wastheright answer. Her lips opened, but she said nothing.

“We need to talk,” he said. His nightmares of the sea had come back. He kept dreaming of the children
and letting go of the ship, cutting loose from the lost ones.But what if he had saved them?

She leaned into the camera. Her face distorted on his screen. “Not now,” she said. She smiled. “I'll tell
you more, later. Beready,” shewarned him. “That’ swhy | caled. Heads up. My father wants to meet
yw.”

[13 Mé?1
“Hesadit’simportant.”

It cameto him, her fleshed-out face, the green eyes no longer so sunken. “Y ou' re pregnant,” he blurted
out.

For amoment he was overjoyed.
Shelooked jolted. “Why would you say such athing?’

“I just thought, your father, us...” He stopped, embarrassed. It had become pathetic, his groping for a
family of hisown. He remembered Miranda swords from what seemed alifetime ago, that bringing a
child into the world would be acrudty. “1 waswrong,” he said.

“Go to deep, Nathan Lee.” The screen went blank.

That night he dreamed about the Russian ship again, the faces bobbing in the dark water.



NEXT MORNING, dressed in clean jJumpsuits, he and Captain Enote were taken to the gates of South
Sector and processed out. A humvee waited on the far side of the wire. The world looked fresh and
ungpoiled out there. The morning air was S0 crisp it was like snapping your fingers.

The Captain took deep draughts of the air. His face was copper from the UV's, but he had lost weight in
decon. He looked gaunt and very old this morning, and Nathan Leefelt ashamed, asif it were hisfault
the man had gone through so much suffering. “Thanks,” he said. He kept it unadorned. “Are you okay?’

The Captain nodded once. “It was abad place. But good for thinking,” he said. “Now things are very
clear tome.” Hedidn't elaborate.

The driver had been ingtructed to ddliver Nathan Leefirst. “ Dr. Abbot iswaiting for you.”

“He can wait alittle more,” said Nathan Lee. He made the driver first take the Captain to hislittle house
above the town. It was set among the pines, and Nathan L ee saw atreehouse made of scrap wood. That
wasfor Tara. The Captain got out tiffly. Nathan Lee stayed in the degper recesses of the hummer. He
didn’t want Tarato see him, not this morning when he would only leave her too soon.

The Captain faced hishome. He didn’t have an ounce of luggage. “We€ |l seeyou later,” he said.

Near thetip of the mesafinger they came to Miranda s house. Nathan L ee approached the front door.
He could il taste the toothpaste from South Sector. After al the decon, he' d probably never smelled so
deaninhislife

Miranda opened the door before he could knock. She was taller than he remembered. He fdlt frail and
sdf conscious. He half-expected a plague kiss, which had become the fashion in Los Alamos, adarting
of cheek toward cheek, lips pursed, no contact. She kissed him on the mouth and hugged him tight
enough to fed her heart drumming in her ribs. “Y ou’ re back,” she whispered.

Her father was in the kitchen, one cdllphoneto his ear, another in his opposite hand. His hair was thick
and black, combed straight back from his high forehead. He was dressed sharply, ready for primetime,
issuing acommand. He measured Nathan Lee from the corner of hiseye. Nathan Lee saw Miranda's
height and strong jaw in Paul Abbot, and her long, columnar neck.

“You need to eat,” Mirandasaid to Nathan Lee. She poured a glass of orange juice from the refrigerator,
and hetook histime with it, savoring the coldness and swest taste.

Everything seemed so delicate. And deep. The mountains|ooked amillion milesaway. His focus had
dwindled to afew feet away within the cdl.

“Sit,” she commanded. She was nervous, which brought the dictator out in her. “Or stand.”
“I'mfine, Miranda.”
Her father held up aone-minute finger.

Glancing around, Nathan Lee saw Miranda s defiance to her father. It wasin the details. She had left
dirty dishes stacked in the sink, which was not like her, and books piled on the counter. Also, she had
brought Nathan Lee' s Matisse statue from the bedroom. The little nude was conspicuous in a beam of
sunlight. The jade glowed with inner light, dl curves and hips and attitude.

Then he saw acube of clear plastic, three inches square, on the kitchen table. Suspended in its center
was what looked like a morphine ampule, the type combat soldiers stabbed into wounded comrades.
He' d seen enough of them on his passage through Americato know that thisone didn’t contain



morphine, though. The liquid was wheat-colored, like the sera Miranda had showed him in the storage
freezers. It was easy to infer thiswaswhat hismidnight visitor had described, the Seral|l.

Abbot finished. In one movement, he flipped shut the phone, stood, and thrust out one hand. Handshakes
had fallen from fashion, too, but he didn’t hesitate. “Nathan Lee Swift,” he said. Inthe pool of his gaze,
Nathan Lee saw that everything that could be known about him, Abbot knew, including hislatest blood
anaysis. Arguably the most powerful man on earth, Abbot had probably had his daughter’ slover dl but
dissected.

“How doesit fed torgointheliving? he said. His grip was powerful. The release was equaly powerful.
Heruled by that hand.

“Theleaveswereturning when | left,” Nathan Lee said. He kept it smple. “Now they’re gone.”

“Mirandatold me about your tragic discovery in Denver.” Abbot waited. He wastrolling. He wanted to
hear Nathan Lee speak. He wanted, Nathan Lee redlized, to see hisgrief...or grit.

“Dad.” Mirandatried to intervene. Abbot didn’t take his eyes from Nathan Leg's.
“I don’'t know why | didn’t know,” Nathan Lee said to him. “Now it' sover.”

Abbot offered no further condolences. The world was full of lost souls and mournful tribes. He was
stedled againgt the outsiders. His borders were confined, his hoard rich, but finite. His domain wasfor the
privileged few, and he was unapol ogetic about it.

Miranda hovered to one side. She didn’t know what to do with these two men. They took up dl the
gpacein her kitchen, Nathan Lee could fed it. They were wearing her out. “ Sit,” she said again.

Abbot stayed on hisfeet. He was amused. “Did Mirandatell you?’ he asked Nathan Lee. “She'sthe
new director.”

“No,” said Nathan Lee. Cavendish was gone? Had he died? But what about his clone, Nathan Lee
wondered. The thought streaked by, awhimsy. In past times the succession of power might have goneto
awife or son, and the clone was said to be identical in every way to Cavendish except for his physica
perfection. But Miranda had inherited the throne, handpicked by her father. She was being groomed for
command. He said, “ Congratulations.”

Now he understood her ferocious defense of the city. It redly was hers. And yet the new director did not
look pleased. Bureaucracy and politics had not been positive experiences for her.

“It will mean lesstimein thelab. But it wastime to close down this cloning business” Abbot said. “Inthe
end, it wasjust abig U-turn back into oursalves. And Cavendish had to go. Everyone said so. Theman's
missing in action. Wouldn't take amesting. | don’t know what he’ s up to in South Sector.” Not dead,
thought Nathan Lee. Out of sight, out of mind. “Mischief, that’sal I’ ve seen,” said Abbot. “No
leadership. No presence. We need unity. Shared purpose. Clear science. Especialy now, with people
afraid. Soon enough the sanctuary will be ready.”

“I heard about the setback,” Nathan Lee said.

Abbot’ s face changed. His eyes narrowed. “Which would that be?’
“Theflooding. The collapse of floors”

Abbot snapped aglance at his daughter. “Y ou told him?”



But Mirandawas staring at Nathan Lee. “No one' s supposed to know that,” she said to him. “How on
earth did you find out?’

“In decon,” said Nathan Lee. “One of the doctors.” He gestured at the cube with the Serarl1l insgde. “He
told me about that, too. The three-year immunity.”

“Which one of the doctors?” Abbot demanded.

“A psychiatrigt. | never saw him, only heard hisvoice.”

“Hisname,” said Abbot. “I want hisname.”

“Henever gaveit. | asked the staff. They thought | made him up.”

“What isgoing on up here?” Abbot muttered darkly. “Are you sure thisisn’t your doing, Miranda?’
“1 want peopleto stay, not panic,” she snapped back at him.

Abbot rapped hisknuckles on the table. “Look into it,” hetold her. “Thelast thing we need is some
provocateur....”

“Cavendish,” said Miranda. “He was stripped of power. Maybe he' s leaking secrets, sowing chaos.”
“| don’'t think so,” Nathan Lee volunteered. “It didn’t seem like hisvoice. It wastoo strong.”

“Hewouldn’t try anything so direct,” said Abbot to Miranda. “But don't let your guard down. HE |l try to
sabotage you, but not the sanctuary. | know that much. He' slost his nerve. He wants what the rest of the
city wants, aroof over their heads. Shelter from the tempest.”

“Not everybody wants what you want,” Miranda retorted. But the handful of scientistswho considered
the sanctuary to be a death trgp was in the minority. Almost everyone el se could not wait to get out of
harm’ sway, evenif it meant sacrificing the sun for the next decade, or haf century, however long it took.

Nathan Lee looked from father to daughter. They were wary and at odds.
“Dissdents,” said Abbot. “Y our little confederacy of optimigts. Fools.”
“They’ re making the choice themsdves” Mirandasaid.

Abbot snorted. “You'll see. When the day arrives, they’ll make their real choice. And it won't be this
noble last stand of yours.”

“If we can make it through the winter,” Mirandasaid, “we won't need to bury ourselvesin the bowels of
the earth. The die-off will be complete. The plague will have passed us by.”

“The plagueis passing no one by.”
“We have other options,” Mirandainsisted.

Abbot pointed at the Sera-111 sedled inside the cube, but did not touch it. Miranda had brought it for him,
Nathan Lee surmised. Show and tell. “Like your suicide pill?” her father said.

“It'snot suicide,” Miranda protested. “ There are survivors out there. They could hold the answer. But it
will take timeto find them, and we have to be up here in the open to do it. The vaccine givesusashield.”

“Then killsyou. Threeyears,” hesaid. “I’'m offering them thirty years. Fifty. A hundred. We don't have



to dose ourselves with poison. If there are survivors, wée' ll find them. Or our children’s children will.”
“Buried ahdf mile degp?’
Abbot abruptly disengaged. He smiled. “ There you haveit,” he said to Nathan Lee. “My rebel daughter.”

Asif noticing it for the first time, Abbot picked up thelittle jade nude. It was amagicd thing. She could
be lascivious, or imperid, or restful, depending on who held her. Abbot turned the statue this way and
that in the sun, and she became Miranda, undressed in Nathan Le€’ sarms. Miranda s eyes shifted away.
Abbot set the statue back in its sunbeam. He looked at Nathan Lee.

“I thought we should have alittle man-to-man talk,” he said. “Let’ sgo for awak. Outside.”
Miranda started to object.

“WE ll be back inafew minutes,” her father said. Nathan Lee stepped outside. Abbot did the door shut
behind them.

Miranda s butterflies had died in the cold. Her cage was empty. All that remained were afew pinches of
color on the dirt. Abbot walked toward the rim of the mesa. Then he turned, deliberately, ten feet from
the edge.

“Close enough,” he said to Nathan Lee. “I don't have your mountain climber’ sfooting.” It was neither an
excuse nor acompliment.

Nathan Lee waited.

“I’'ve studied your file,” Abbot said. “It readslike ahigh-wire act. Y ou fall, but you recover. You've
made an art of landing on your feet. Y ou aways survive.” Hisvoiceturned austere. Dark and hard. “ That
iswhy | spared your life.”

The bluntness comforted Nathan Lee. He had not been summoned for brunch with Dad. They were
driving to the heart of the matter, and quickly. Abbot had abargain in mind.

Abbot took aletter from an inner pocket, and unfolded it. “Have you ever seen a deportation order?” he
asked.

“I’ve only heard about them.” Deport orders were like arrows that turned to serpents once their victim
was gone. They killed you, then vanished.

“I hadn’t either, until this.” Abbot tapped the letter. “ 1t has your nameonit.”

He handed the letter to Nathan Lee. It was forma-looking, with language about quarantine and
ingtructions to the bearer to arrest and transport Nathan Lee Swift to the next city or location targeted for
adeck sweep. The warrant had been filled out by Ochs. A notary public had even stamped the box at
the bottom. It was dated one day after Nathan Lee’ s return from Denver. No sooner had Nathan Lee
been plucked from desth, than Ochs had condemned him to die again.

But someone had drawn a negt line through Nathan Lee' s name. Above it was writtenDavid Ochs. It
now read so that Ochs had signed his own death warrant. Nathan Lee looked more carefully at the
initialsin the margin, and then the hasty signature & the bottom.P.A., it said.Paul Abbot.

“A memento,” said Abbot. “Miranda called me. She begged me. Y ou have no idea how extraordinary
that is. She was sure Ochs might try something. My agents intercepted it.”



Nathan Lee could seethe hatred in theink. “ Ochs,” he said doud.
“Ochsisgone,” said Abbot. “But hewill return. Count oniit.”
“Here?’

“Sdt Lake City wasthe next deck sweep. Five hundred miles asthe bird flies. But that wastoo far away
for my purposes. So | had adiscussion with Dr. Ochs. He seemed perfectly happy to leave Los Alamos
on hisown.”

Nathan Lee heard the edges of degper cunning. Abbot had spared not one life, but two, both for some
larger, hidden design. By sharing this further secret, Abbot was preparing Nathan Lee. A service was
going to berequired of him.

“Tell me” said Abbot, “was Ochs dways such alunatic?’

“What do you mean?’

“Thismessanic fever. It'slike adisease. Or was helike that before?
“I don’'t know what you' re talking about.”

“Themirade”

“What miracle?”

“Never mind,” said Abbot. “It’sal in motion now.”

Nathan Lee could practicaly fed invisble whed s turning around him. He had areaedy been insarted into
the clockwork. Whatever his part was, it would be reveded in duetime.

“Your roleissmple,” Abbot said. “For the time being, do whatever it isyou do up here. Talk to God.
Smell the roses. Seep with my daughter. Make her happy. Keep her inlove. No matter what, keep
closeto her.”

Abbot handed him one of his cellphones.

“Theday iscoming,” hesaid. “E-Day. And | know Miranda. She Il argueto stay up here. Y ou've heard
her. But you will bring her to me. She'll fight you. She may hate you until the end of time. But you will
bring her down into the sanctuary.”

Abbot looked over Nathan Leg s shoulder into the rising sun. His eyes cut to athin dit. He brought them
back to Nathan Lee. “If anyone can understand, itisyou,” hefinished. “1 must not lose my daughter.”

31
The Siege

OCTOBERENDS

Her father departed, leaving Mirandato guide them back into the sunlight. With a stroke of her pen, she
destroyed Cavendish' s culture of secrecy, declassifying dl of their research, and scheduling seminars and
conferences. From now on the labs were to cooperate, not compete. Like some antique torture device,
Cavendish’ s notorious deportation order became athing of the past. Reason, not fear, would rule.



The change that stirred the most controversy was her moratorium on human testing. Miranda suspended
the deck sweeps, and announced that no more clones would be grown for medical experimentation. The
moratorium upended researchers who had grown used to human guinea pigs. They railed that without
human testing, the cure would surely eude them.

Miranda held her ground. “The cure has e uded uswith human testing,” shetold them. “ The end no longer
judtifies the means. Keep searching. Everything will befine.” They adapted to her edicts. Human ash no
longer sprinkled down when the wind blew the wrong way.

Los Alamos settled into its traditions of hard work, hard play, dinner conversations that could be brilliant
or mundane, high school Bach concerts, jazz sessonsin garages, and petty office politics. Kidsgot upin
the morning, went to class, played video games. The world seemed further away than ever. No storm
clouds brewed. The sky stayed relentlesdy blue. During lunch hour, beautiful homemade kites of every
shape and color climbed up from the labs, drifting back and forth above the forest and the tan and white

canyons.

Every morning, Miranda seemed dightly different to Nathan Lee from yesterday. Her green eyesno
longer burned from dark recessesin her face. The stubbornnessin her jawline softened. Nathan Lee
watched her deeping, or moving about in the kitchen, and tried to put wordsto it. She was more and
more beautiful to him. But the change was something larger than that. He watched her touching the young
widow’ s shoulder, listening to the impass oned bench worker, or bulling her way with stubborn Council
members. They looked up to her. He had seenit in Alpha Lab. Now it was the whole city, giving
alegiance to awoman barely out of her teens.

For atime, their peace was disturbed only by Cavendish. Not aday went by that he didn’t condemn
Miranda s softness or pepper them with doomsday predictions. His gnomelike face infiltrated their cable
TV and computer screens. He ranted about conspirators in their midst, about the approach of a great
army of plague victims, about research being suppressed. He unsettled them, or tried to.

But the shadowy conspirators never materialized. Marine snipers kept watch off the prow of the Mesa,
and there was no army of plague victims, only afew hundred wretched pilgrims who returned to camp on
the bright orange valley floor. Asfor suppressed research, the scientists had never known such freedom.

People began to remark that their former tyrant had never been so dive aswhen he was, effectively,
dead. They aso remarked that Cavendish had never looked so dead. Hisillness had thinned himto a
twig. Hislip curled back on histeeth. He came and went like a poltergeist, never staying for longer than a
sound bite. He would spesk his poison, then fifteen seconds later be gone, and they would be
watchingJeopardy orFrasier rerunsagain.

NATHANLEEWENT BACK to the only job he could think of. He returned to the year zero, or tried to.

The city’ sfascination with the clones was ended. The gppearance of desperate pilgrimsin the valey had
robbed the Y ear Zero Hour of its charm and entertainment value. Antiquity seemed dangerous once
again. And so the clones|ost the celebrity status they’ d never known they had. After athree-week
absence, Nathan Lee wasn't sure the tribe would have him back. 1zzy made it perfectly clear: no way.
The yard had become much too dangerous for him and Nathan Lee. “Might aswell jump off acliff,” he
said. “I’ve been tuning in to our friend Eesho over the yard microphones. He stold the others what
Miranda showed him, the clonein glass, and what she said, that she created him. He made it sound like
the bottom of hell. They know we' re somehow part of it. They think we re demons.”

“Not achance then?’ Nathan Lee said. Hisregret had lessto do with having ajob than having aplace.



He d grown used to the high walls and the company of misfits, and now he shared their sense of
didocation. He felt confused and, ever since Denver, had fastened on the peace of their little fishbowl in
the sun. He wanted their ignorance of the world. He wastired of hope.

“Forget it,” said 1zzy. “Ochs poisoned the well.”

“Ochs?” Wasthere no end to the man?

“Freaking folly. Him and Eesho.”

“Whet did he do?’

“Got himsdf reborn. Y ou werein decon. It'sdl on tape.”

|zzy guided him through the tapes of Ochs' sinterview with Eesho. It had taken place in aroom with only
abare table and chairs. The date of the interview was October 11, one day after Nathan Lee' s descent
into Denver. The camerashowed | zzy stting to one side of the clone and Ochs, who kept wiping his
palms. He looked anguished, but excited, even feverish. Izzy hit fast forward and the three characters
began twitching in their seats.

“Skip thefirst few hours,” said |zzy. “Broken record. Ochs asked the same questionsyou and | did. Got
the samerap. Straight from the Book.”

“S0 is Ochsthe one who scripted him?

“Not inamillion years. Hewouldn’'t dare. He makes that poor worshipping fool Rosslook downright
ahegd.”

|zzy dowed the tape, listened amoment, sped it forward, dowed again. “Herewe go,” he said. “Ochs
asked him about his missing years, the gap between hislate teens and late twenties.”

It was one of the great mysteries of the New Testament. For centuries preachers and theol ogians had
wondered about Jesus' evolution from a precocious kid to the King of Kings. The theories wererife,
some even claming he must have traveled to Indiafor a Beatles-style enlightenment with the gurus.

“How did Eesho fidd that one?’ asked Nathan Lee.

“Claims he went off to university, you know, temple,” said 1zzy. “He said hisfather farmed him out to the
Teacher of Righteousness. Don’'t know where that came from.”

“The Dead Sea Scrollsagain,” said Nathan Lee. “It'sastory about ateacher and hisfavorite sudent,
who betrays him with some kind of heresy. In the Scrolls, the student is called the Wicked Priest.”

“Well Eesho was no rebel student,” said Izzy. “Much too proper, thislad.”

“Interesting, though. Eesho’ s showing another side. He keeps stepping out of the Gospels, into the
Scrolls”

Izzy shrugged. “ Safe placeto doit,” he said. “ The mystery years. Y ou can say anything you want and
nobody can redly argue otherwise.”

Nathan Lee watched the tape. He could tell Ochs wanted to pursue the missing years, but that he'd
come with heavier freight to unload.” Now, as an academic matter,” Ochs said on thetape,“l’d liketo
vigt thisissue of miracles and hedling. Did you ever perform miracles?’



|zzy trand ated the question, and Eesho responded in the affirmative, one more rote recitation of the
loaves and fishes and healing the blind and crippled. Ochs appeared pleased, even inspired.

“Tditha, cuma,” Ochs said. That seemed to be the extent of his Aramaic. Nathan Lee recognized it,
graight from scripture. He knew the place, he knew the miracle. It meantLittle girl, arise. Ochswas
tossing it out thereto seeif he got abite.

Eesho looked at him with increasing ascendancy.”| spoke those words,” he said,” and the child woke
up.”

“And Lazarus?’ said Ochs.
Eesho gave a spare rendition of raising that corpse, too.

Nathan Lee knew where Ochs was heading. The context was dl important. Chronologicaly, just aday
earlier in Denver, Nathan Lee had refused to dig up Lydiaand Grace. Now Ochs was about to ask the
cloneto do thejob Nathan Lee wouldn't.

“You claim to be ableto raise the dead,” Ochs reiterated.

A minute later, |zzy gave the response.“ He wantsto know if you' re asking him for amiracle.”
Ochssaid yes.

|zzy protested.” Thisis getting out of hand.”

“Does he have the power to raise the dead? Ask him,” said Ochs.

|zzy grudgingly asked, and gave thereply.”If anyonetdlsyou, ‘Look hereis Chrigt!” don’'t believeit.
Because fase christs and fa se prophets will rise and show signs and miraclesto deceive you.” Mark was
it, or Luke? Nathan Lee couldn’t remember anymore.

Ochsgrew very till. Hiseyes grew brighter. Nathan Lee was confused. Eesho was, of course, refusing
to perform amiracle...because he couldn’t. But Ochs looked thrilled to be denied.

“What about the plague?’ asked Ochs.“ Ask him if he can lift its curse from us”

“Y ou ask meto undo God' s judgment,” Eesho responded.” If | say no, then what? Will you condemn
God so that you can be justified?’

“What about mercy?’ Ochs asked.

“God causes everything on the face of the whole earth to happen,” said Eesho.” Do you understand? Y ou
must prepare yoursdlf like aman. Repent in dust and ashes.” Back to the Old Testament. Job. The man
was like agrasshopper, bounding from one text to another.

No sooner had 1zzy finished trandating than Ochs leapt to hisfeet. Hisround face took on afixed, eerie
look.

“Now hereit comes,” Izzy muttered to Nathan Lee.

Ochswaked around the table. The clone got up from his chair and backed against thewall. Ochs
towered above him, agood foot taler and twice hisweight. “ Scared him silly,” remarked 1zzy. “ Eesho
thought he was about to get the roya thrashing. Thought he' d stiffed the wrong man.”



For amoment, Nathan L ee thought the same thing. Eesho had just given Ochsthe high hat.“ Back off,
there,” 1zzy told Ochs.

Instead, abruptly, Ochs dropped to his knees at the clone sfeet. Hisjowls shook. Histree trunk arms
raised up.

“What are you doing?’ 1zzy objected on tape.” Get to your feet, man. You'll twist him.”
“It was like he' d been waiting to kned al hislife,” 1zzy commented to Nathan L ee.
“Forgive us,”said Ochs.

Eesho looked down at Ochs. It was hard to tell who was converting who. In the span of an ingtant,
Eesho’ saarm changed to disbdlief. He looked like a man who' d just won the New Jersey |otto.

“I hear your words,” Eesho replied,” but not your heart.”

With that the clone placed his hand on Ochs s bald head, then shoved him away. Ochsfell to one side.
He began to weep with joy, or release.

It was, Nathan Lee redlized, amoment of perfect unison. It waslike watching the virusfind its host.
Which wasthe virus, and which was the host, Nathan Lee couldn’t say.

HALLOWEEN CAME. The streets filled with monsters who were hideous and princesses who were
beautiful. The pumpkins were fat and orange. The moon was striped with clouds.

Tarawent as Maddline dressed in blue, her bangs cut square, her muscled frame square, too. Nathan
Lee and Mirandatrailed her in the dusk, holding hands. Taradidn’t seem to notice that she was
trick-or-treating by hersdlf. If she heard the distant children whispering about her, she didn’t pay
attention. She was too busy counting her harvest, flashing her light in the bag after each house. Back at
the Captain’s house, while they drank hot cider and ate pumpkin pie, she counted every piece of candy,
then started over again at one hundred.

“I’ve never seen aHdloween likethis,” said the Captain. “Look at dl that loot.”
“That means the peopleloved Maddine,” hiswife declared.
Down on the floor with her candy, Tarasmiled broadly.

Ever since Tarahad moved in with them, the Captain and hiswife had grown younger. Theframed
pictures of their own daughter—dressed for prom, on ariver rafting trip, holding afish, standing besde a
Navy jet in her flight suit—had been crowded out by Tara sartwork. Tarafilled their quiet with songs.
Therewaslifein the house again.

“...eght, ning ten....” Tarawasdividing her bounty between five dolls, who sat side by sde dong the
wall. She kept sneaking looks at Nathan Lee. Miranda nudged him with mock jealousy.

Nathan Lee was happy tonight, and also sad. He didn’t say what he was thinking, that Los Alamoswas
gtarting to face up to its end. Thiswas the best Halloween ever, but for areason. The great pretending
had begun. He d seen it last summer in towns across America, the grownups beguiling their children,
making believe the good times had no end.

* * *



NOVEMBER UNFOLDED. Sincethe hdt to trucking in August, the citizens had grown steadily shabhbier,
their deeves and collars more frayed and greasy by the day. Stores displayed more empty shelves.
European-style kiosks sold oldNewsweek andThe Observer andScientific American magazines.

Y ellowed copies of theNew Y ork Times dated back to the 1990s. Used bookstores flourished.

It was basketball season. Every Friday night the stands were packed as Los Alamos stwo high schools
vied inlively, if redundant, competition. The city continued to swim in eectricity thanksto their nuclear
reactor plant. Street and porch lights stayed on al night.

It was asif the city werefloating in air.
Then one morning, they woke to find themsel ves bes eged.

Overnight, the few hundred pilgrims aong the Rio Grande swelled to twenty thousand. A day later, they
were thirty thousand. The citizens of Los Alamos were appalled. These were plague victims at their
doorstep. Cavendish helpfully declared this was the beginning of the end.

Curioudy, the generas did nothing. Even more curioudy, their restraint calmed the city. It seemed to
enunciate their power. Remembering that the pilgrims had been dispersed once before, people decided
they could be dispersed again. For now, so long as the horde stayed on its own side of theriver, they
wereleft done.

These new pilgrims coiled down through the wine country by the thousands, through old villages
wheresantoses were still carved from the heart of cottonwoods and the cemeteries dated back to
Spanish colonid times. They streamed in from the deserts of Texas and Mexico, and south from
mountain fortresses bunkered upon ski mountains and in extinct gold minesin Colorado and Utah, and
out from tornado shdlters and missile slos and train tunnels. Wherever they had been hiding, they
emerged. Slouching toward the city of light.

Remote surveillance cameras watched them day and night. It helped ease the city’ sanxiety that the
vagabond camp resembled old, fabled hippie communes, right down to their guitars, soup lines,
andagape. They showed no inclination to violence. To the contrary, they signaled their desire for peace.
They knew they were being watched. Some had relativeswithin Los Alamos. They held up sgnsto the
cameras across the river with peopl€' s names, or with peace Signs, or with referencesto scripture.

The Rio wastheir Jordan. They pitched their tents on soil painted orange with Vietnam-era poison. They
were explicit about their intent to remain aong the river banks. They wanted amiracle, not bloodshed.

It was a plague camp down there. Satellite photos showed a great red tumor aong the eastern banks of
theriver. The plasmarods for detecting decomposition gases read off the scale. Downstream, the Rio ran
hot with virus,

By Thanksgiving, their camp was two mileslong and growing. Military intelligence estimated their
numbers at nearly a hundred thousand. In another week, they would be double that. The high-dtitude
photos taken at night were most telling. Y ou could see their candles and fires reaching backwardsin long
thick veinsthat forked and thinned and forked again and became capillaries and findly just dots of light at
their distant origins. They werethe last of their kind. Americawas coming to celebrate Christmas.

Asthe days passed by, the pilgrims asked for nothing. At night, their campfiresturned the valley red. The
pilgrimswho arrived hedthy were quickly infected. They didn’t seem to mind. Christ had arisen a Los
Alamos.

Miranda convoked an emergency session with the generals and lab directors.



“We should have evacuated whileit was till possible,” cried ascientist.
“Thetimeisnot right,” agenera responded.
“What are you waiting for?’ an administrator demanded. “They’ Il outnumber ustwo to onein aweek.”

“Four to one in two weeks,” someone added. “How are we supposed to do our work with people dying
down there?’

“WEe re monitoring the Situation,” the generd told them. The generds sat Side by side, hands folded,
inscrutable. They were serene. Nathan Lee was perplexed. They didn’t seem to care.

“They could come storming up here any minute. Y ou' re supposed to be protecting us.”
“The dtuation isunder control,” the genera said.
“They’re aclear and present danger,” someone protested.

A minister from one of theloca churchestapped on his microphone. He was an older man with acloud
of white hair and highlander sdeburns. He leaned forward. “They arethelilies of thefield,” he said.

People waited impatiently.
“They' re hungry and thirsty,” the minister continued. “ Chrigtiansin need.”

“They're carriers,” awoman barked at him. “They’ re dready dead. We have to break them up before
it stoo late. How will we ever be able to evacuate with them blocking the highway?”

The generaslooked like arow of Buddhas, not aworry. “When the time comes,” one said, “wewill part
the waters.”

“What' sthat supposed to mean?’

The generd smiled. “ Just Bibletalk.” He offered no other explanations.

“Feed them,” the minigter argued. “We have plenty. Give them the bread of life.”

“And encourage more to come?’ someone said.

“They comein peace,” said the minister. He sounded like an old movie, The Day the Earth Stood Still.

“They may have comein peace,” awoman said, “but they’ [l never leave that way. They’ ve cometoo far
with nothing to lose. They have nowhere to return to. They’ re contaminating each other. They’re never
going home. They've got Los Alamosin their sghts.”

“Show them mercy,” said the minigter, * and they will do the same.”
They heckled him. “Y ou're out of your tree, reverend.”
Mirandaintervened. Shelooked at the generds. “What do you recommend?’

The generds put their hands over their microphones and spoke among themsalves. They nodded their
heads. Findly one genera spoke. “We're better off knowing where they are than trying to figure out
wherethey’re hiding. Let them come. All of them. Aslong asthey don't crosstheriver, we're safe”

“Y ou're not going to do anything?” amolecular engineer complained. “ Strafe them.” People booed his



suggestion. “1 mean dong the edges,” he qudified. “Drop afew bombs on our sde of the valey. Shake
them up. Back them off.”

“We renot in the busness of bluffing,” said the generd.
“But we have to do something.”

“Wewill watch and wait. And feed them,” said the generd.
“What!”

Theminigter closed hiseyesin thanksgiving.

“The reverend hasagood idea. It worksin our favor,” the genera continued. “Give them food and
supplies. Kegp themin place.”

“Y ou sound like peaceniks out of SantaFe,” said alab chief. “Love and charity. They'rean army
gathering down there. I’ ve seen guns and rogue soldiers on the remote cams. Every day they’ re getting
sronger.”

The general hunched upon the table and his shoulders were like wings. “ Everyday they get wesker,” he
clarified. “If they gt therelong enough, they’ll die off by themsdves.”

They congdered that. Their charity would be their wegpon. It satisfied them. Deeply.
And 0 they began to feed their enemy.

32
Penitentes

DECEMBER

It was that time of year when little girls and boys became sugar plum fairiesand mice. The Bolshoi’s
second annual presentation of The Nutcracker was right around the corner. The remnants of the Denver
symphony dug up its Tchaikovsky. A famous Broadway producer who had taken shelter here warred
with afamous Hollywood producer over the staging, lights, and credit.

Wresaths of evergreen boughs appeared. The treesin the park sprouted red bows and Styrofoam
candycanes. Thousands offarolitos lined the walkways, paper bags weighted with sand and each holding
acandle. Nathan Lee didn't think there could be so many candlesleft in dl of Los Alamos. Likethe
children at school, Taralearned about Hanukah and dreidels, Kwanzaa, the baby Jesusin a manger, and
Santa. She was kept at home, of course, ashy girl still given to dark outbursts. Thanksto the Captain’s
old record collection, she was crooning carols from Perry Como.

Researchers showed up for work with pink cheeks and thick swesaters. The microwaves smelled like
applecider. In lieu of mistletoe, afew red chilies hung over office doors. Out came the beakers of
home-brew lovingly digtilled in lab glassware. Everyone was determined not to have the holiday spoiled.

And yet the invaders were there.

In the space of afew weeks, the plague camp dong the Rio had grown to epic proportions. Earlier
military estimates were off by magnitudes of ten. There were nearly amillion people down there, with
more on the way, America slast spasm of coloniad movement, bony and wind-chapped, squatting on the



edge of Oz. From the air, they looked like agreat migratory herd of animals. Or Woodstock.

The city resented their Sege. Weren't the scientists working night and day to find a cure for them? Didn't
the people of Los Alamos deserve their own Christmas, one free of the prima Christ lurking in those
fevered imaginations below? They were like ancestors muttering down there. Ancestors with knives. It
wasn'tright.

The pilgrims’ religious fervor was stark and frightening. Surveillance cameras mounted west of the river
showed acity of patched North Face tents, rusting lean-tos made of corrugated metal, cardboard
shanties, stones piled aswindbreaks, and hollows clawed into the earth, dung everywhere. It reminded
Nathan Lee of Everest base camp near the end of aclimbing season, the wild hair, the glittering eyes.
Nighttime temperatures dipped into the teens. People dept beneath windshields pulled from abandoned
cars. They dept in the open, some of them al but naked. Trapped by the valley walls and a ceiling of
cold air, their wood smoke clung overhead in alayer of brown smog. The hills were denuded of wood
and brush from Taos dl the way south to Santa Fe. The towns themsalves|ooked gnawed to the ground
by giant termites. Anything wood was carted into the maw of the camp and used for fud.

They were cold. If athing could be burned for hest, they burned it. There was one exception, their
crosses. The pilgrims had erected amile-long row of them along their sde of the Rio Grande. Big and
sturdy, the crosses were made of pine and they faced Los Alamos.

Theriver was just awide stream at thistime of the year. Crossing over would have been easy. And yet,
for some reason, the unwelcome visitors stayed on the eastern banks. Los Alamos took comfort in that
sdf-regtraint. Some sort of executive intelligence had to be at work in the massive camp, it was amatter
of deductive reasoning. The pilgrims were policing themsalves, feeding themselves, tending to their needs,
distributing the shipments of food. Above dl, they were holding to the unspoken border. That meant they
had to have aleader—or leaders—who understood the notion of sovereignty.

And yet they couldn’t seem to locate the pilgrims' leader, not from adistance with their cameras. Los
Alamos sintelligence department pored over aeria images, but there was no defined center to the mob,
no hub to the regling mass of people. For whatever reason, the leader chose to remain concealed and
unnamed, operating out of Sight, amystery. They went on searching. If only he would present himsdlf, the
city would gladly—eagerly—formalize their coexistence. They would offer to increase the humanitarian
food shipments. In return, the leaders of the Sege would surely agree to atreety recognizing theriver
border and cementing the peace.

Nathan Lee thought differently. He looked at that long row of crosses made of wood, wood that could
have been burned by freezing people, but was not. He saw ahorde led by an idea, not leaders. He
doubted anyone spoke for them. They were kept in check, not by reason, but by a shared emotion. They
wereapool of raw fue waiting to belit.

And dill the generalsdid nothing.

ONDECEMBER14, the remote cams carried a savage new picture of the camp. Overnight adozen of the
riverdgde crosses had come to bear living men. The men shifted in pain on the crosses, their arms roped
to the cross beams, somein ragged Fruit of the Looms, others naked.

The emergency council was stunned. The esteemed Baptist minister with his bushy white sideburnswas
peechless.

“Arethey criminals?’ someone asked. “It must be. They’ re being punished for breaking the law. They



have laws. They have punishment. That' s good.”

Nathan Lee got closer tothe TV and saw little platformsfor the crucified to stand on.
“They’ repenitentes,” hetold them.

Even asthey watched, afew replacements were boosted up to take their turns on the crosses. The
“crucified” men pulled their arms from the ropes and got down. Again Los Alamos found acomfortable
logic. “They're nothing but stunt men,” a.council member commented.

“How can they stand the cold?’ someone remarked. “1 can dmost fed the splinters.”
“What will it lead to?" awoman asked.

“It' sharmless,” her neighbor said.

“It' svidlent. Evenif it'sviolence to themsdaves”

“It' sonly theater,” asociologist pronounced. “ Their suffering isaform of entertainment. The crossesare
agdage”

Nathan Lee disagreed, but kept it to himsaf. Couldn’t they see that the occupied crosses faced Los
Alamaos? The encampment was sending the city amessagein flesh.

Theradica few became many. In the warmer hours of midday, al of the crosses aong theriver cameto
be inhabited. Nathan Lee was reminded of accounts of the aftermath of Spartacus sdave revolt and the
Jews' rebdlion in Jerusalem. Men writhed on crosses perched among tents and wrecked cars. Families
wept at their feet. Smoke drifted up in mean curls.

MAYBE ESCAPEWaS his natural condition. With every passing hour, Nathan Lee imagined the footsteps of
fresh plague victimsjoining the Sege, sedling off the valley. It seemed increasingly unlikely the city could
ever be evacuated to the WIPP sanctuary, which he shunned anyway. He kept looking west. The

headl ess vol cano beckoned. The temptations came on the afternoon breeze. Take your love, they
whispered,flee into the desert.

There were hundreds of Anasazi cave dwellingsin the Four Cornersregion. With the Captain’ s help,

he' d plotted them on amap. He could flee with Miranda, hole up, outwait the fanatics streaming toward
Los Alamos, and then run loose through the world with what was | eft of their time. It would mean
betraying her father, to whom he' d promised to deliver Miranda, or trying to betray him. Nathan Lee
took it for granted that Paul Abbot had his every move under the tightest surveillance. Hewas more of a
prisoner than the prisonersin Miranda s basement. Even if he could escape Los Alamos, Mirandawould
never agreeto leave with him. Her devotion to the city—her utter faith in it—baffled and frustrated him.
She acted asif she'd been born here.

And s0, for now, Nathan Lee resigned himself. He did the next best thing to making his own escape. He
devised the clones' escape.

The notion gratified him. He despised what had been done to them. They and their sacrificed brothers
had been used athousand different ways by Los Alamos, from serving aslab subjectsto titillating the
city’smystical itch. Now they could be used one final time, as his surrogate for breaking free.

“I"'m thinking the boys should get turned loose,” he announced to the Captain in the quiet of one
afternoon. They were watching the yard over cameras. Over the weeks, the prisoners had dowly begun



to trickle up from their cells and brave the sun again. Ben wasthe stdwart, first every morning, last at
dusk, walking, feeding thefire, waking, walking, getting those muscles ready. Nathan Lee could see his
mind at work. Ben had not missed aday. For weeks he' d had the place to himself. Now it was inhabited
again. The burnt sacrifices of birds and squirrels resumed, though the season was getting cold and they’ d
largely hunted the place out.

At the moment, Ben waswaking thewall circuit. Big, loping strides carried him around the yard. Men
followed behind, the earnest ones matching his pace, the dower onesyakking away.

By thefire, Eesho was holding forth about the coming armageddon. It had been over amonth since Ochs
had kowtowed to him, but the encounter continued to whet his appetite for disciples. Borrowing from
Reveation and from the War Scroll of the Dead Sea Scrolls, he had patched together a hybrid parable
about agiant demon, one of the Sons of Darkness, begging him for forgiveness, and a queen of the dead,
awoman with green eyes and hair like red gold whose name was Miranda, and her daves, who were
Nathan Lee and I1zzy. Each day his sermons became alittle bolder and moreintricate.

“ About time someone brought that up,” the Captain replied.

Nathan Lee was surprised. “ Then you' re not opposed to them going free?”
“I wouldn't treat a dog the way we' ve had to treat those men.”

Nathan Lee was astonished. “But you're their keeper,” he protested.

“Better methan mogt,” said the Captain. “ Anyhow, | had this hunch someone like you might show up.
And then it would need someone like me to be where | am, doing what I’ m doing, who could nod his
head yes.”

Nathan Lee guessed that was one way to view the universe. “Y ou’' re going to let them go?’ hereiterated.
“Not yet. And not me,” said the Captain. “But when the time sright, I'm al for you.”
“Wadll, dl right then,” Nathan Lee said, trying to believe hisluck. “ So when istheright time?’

Asit developed, the Captain had put agreat dedl of thought to it aready. For the next severa hours, they
might aswell have been discussing the release of zoo animasinto the wilderness. The clones weretoo
wild, and at the same time too tame. They were dangerous, but habituated. They couldn’t be freed
anywhere closeto the city, or they might try to return and prey upon it. Sending them down to the pilgrim
camp would be like throwing them into quicksand. It was a pit of despair and deprivations down dong
theriver. If the deck sweeps had not been called off, they could have been transferred by helicopter to
some distant place, but now that wasn't an option either. After Miranda s directive shutting down human
experimentation, Los Alamaos had ceased the harvesting of cities, which were probably finished anyway.

Their release, in short, would have to wait until E-Day, their fabled evacuation date. Nathan Lee worried
that if and when that day ever arrived, there would be so much chaos the guards might forget to open the
cdls. In crossing America, he had heard stories of prisons and zoos filled with the carcasses of captives
who had starved to degth. The Captain took the job of programming the cell doorsto automatically open
an hour after the city emptied.

In the meantime, Nathan Lee wanted to prepare the clones for aien times. They knew how to quarry
limestone, sow whest, work legther, smith iron, and herd goats. But surviva in the ruins of Americawas
going to require different skills. One can of spoiled food could wipe them out with botulism. Onewrong
highway could land them in the Canadian winter. The cities might be dead, but they were il



mechanically dive, and deadly. The clones needed a crash coursein the twenty-first century.
“Y ou’ ve got your work cut out,” said the Captain.

Nathan Lee went to 1zzy, who thought it was aterribleidea. “1 told you, they know we re the enemy.
Eesho’ sgot them ready to kill usif we show our faces”

“We'll sdlect just one of them. Educate him. Show him the ropes. When the time comes, he can lead the
res.”

|zzy baked. “Why would any of them trust us? They’ re onto us now. In their shoes, | wouldn’t trust us.”
“They’re prisoners. They have no choice.”

“Fine” grumbled I1zzy. “WEe Il pick one. But which one?’

“Someonethey’ll ligento.”

“Not hisbloody lordship,” 1zzy protested. “I’m not about to hand Eesho the keysto the castle. He
dready thinkshe' s God dmighty.”

“Not him,” Nathan Lee said, “Ben.”

Izzy chewed on his moustache. “1 thought you wanted aleader. He saloner. Last time he had the
chance, he bolted off dl by himsdif.”

“That was different. He saw the chance and took it. And look, now, they follow him whether he wantsto
lead or not.”

|zzy grumbled. “Better him than most, | suppose.”
Class began next morning.

Ben was taken from the yard and led to the same spartan room where Ochs had asked Eesho for a
miracle. Nathan Lee and 1zzy waited for him at atable with the day’ slessons arranged on top. There was
aglobe of theworld, acan of beans, and a can opener.

Ben was brown as mahogany from the sun. His hair smelled smoky from the campfire. He showed no
surprise at seeing them, nor hostility. Hisface wasits usud cipher. He nodded to 1zzy, but spoketo
Nathan Lee. “You' vereturned,” he said. It was a greeting that presumed ajourney of some kind.

“Yes, I'mback,” said Nathan Lee.

Eesho had condemned Nathan Lee and 1zzy as minions of the darkness. But the microphonesin theyard
had also picked up clones discussing whether their two former comrades had escaped, or possibly been
executed. The crucifix in the tree fill haunted them.

Ben didn’t speak to such gossip. He had dready expressed his opinion that | ate afternoon two months
ago when he described Golgotha, and how he and Nathan Lee were dike, travelerswho cast themselves
into awilderness of light and shadows. Nathan L ee had gone searching anew, and now he was back.
That was enough for Ben. He didn’'t ask where Nathan Lee had gone, nor what he' d seen. They could
get into those kinds of details another time.

Ben studied Nathan Lee' sface, and maybe his face had changed. Nathan Lee had looked in his mirror,
and grief had not turned his hair white nor put more lines around his eyes. Just the same, Ben saw



something. “ Y our journey was hard,” he remarked.

He seemed personally disappointed, asif it might have been the wrong journey or Nathan Lee had been
thewrong oneto take it. There was nothing mystical nor pointed about it. Nathan Lee had felt the same
dislluson himsdf listening to hisfather and mother after certain expeditions. Explorers were connected,
no matter if they were searching on the sea or in abook. When one of them discovered atreasure,
whether it was gold or asummit or amath formula, it enriched them al, because fundamentdly they were
driven by the same riddle. When one of them came home lost or empty-handed, all felt empty. Sooner or
later the quest would resume, often with anew approach or afresh explorer. The continuation was
inevitable. There was no end to humanity’ s searching, only the greet circle.

Nathan Lee knew the clones would al embark on his same quest once they gained their freedom. They
would go to the ends of the earth looking for their loved ones. They would never believe that two
thousand years—eighty generations or more—had passed, and that their wives and children were dust.
He had no intention of telling them the truth. Passing the torch, that was Nathan Le€ s job, pure and
smple. Therewas no telling what the miles might reved to them.

He drew the globe between them. “Hereisthe world. All theland. All the water.” He held hisfist to one
sde.“ Suh-rraa.” The moon. Further out, he shaped acirclein theair.” Shim-shaa.” The sun. He stopped
the globe and pointed. “Isradl. Jerusalem. Egypt. Rome.Baavil.” Babylon.

Ben turned his atention from the globe and its promises to Nathan Lee. “Why show them to me?’ But
even theflat voice and scarred, stoic mask could not hide hislonging and excitement.

“It' stime to give yougool-paa-n’e,” said Nathan LeeWings. “Y ou can show the others how to fly.”
“Wings,” Ben grunted cautioudy.

“Thereisaworld out there.” He gave the globe adow spin.

“Y our world.” Ben didn’t look at the globe.

So, thought Nathan Lee, Ben had bought into the tribalism. Nathan Lee was an outsider. Ben didn’t
seemto hold it againgt him. But it wasthere. “It isyour world, too,” he said.

“Pssh,” scoffed Ben. “Words. A trap.”

“Thisisno trgp. When thetimeisright, you'll go free”

“Youwill freeus?

“yYes”

“And 0 you own us.”

“Not me,” said Nathan Lee.

Ben was atough customer. He kept testing the proposition. “Y ou made us daves....for nothing?’

Nathan Lee didn't correct Ben's choice of words. They were lab animals. It was nothing persond. There
was no way to expressthe lowliness of that. “Ben,” he sghed,” u-saad.” Befree.

“You want usto believe again.” In what, he did not say. It was universal. Faith requires doubt, and
doubt, faith. Los Alamos was built on just such afoundation.



“I seeyouwalking,” said Nathan Lee. “Looking. Smelling thewind. You said we'redike. | can tell that
you' re getting reedy to go.”

And il Ben was not convinced. “Why are you doing this?’
“Because,” said Nathan Lee, “it freesme.”
For the time being, that seemed to satisfy Ben.

Nathan Lee stopped the globe. He placed hisfinger on New Mexico. “We are here. A city. Los Alamos.
All of thisis America. Let meteach you about this place.”

Ben followed the lesson for atime, but then he returned to Nathan Lee. “Lead us,” he said.

Nathan Leefdtered. They would trust him for that? But his place was...dsewhere. He d finished
searching for what they would want. “Not me.” Hewasn't sure how to explain himsdlf. “My heartis
here”

Out of the blue, Ben said, “Bring her with you.”

Nathan Lee was startled. He glanced at 1zzy, who shrugged. “Who do you mean?’ Miranda, surdly.
Eesho had described her to the others, the green-eyed sorceress.

“Y our daughter,” Ben Stated.

Thewalls sagged.

“What?" whispered Nathan Lee.

“Thelittlegirl,” said Ben.

Cold shot up his spine. Nathan Lee couldn’t spesk.

|zzy entered roughly. He could see Nathan Lee' s shock. “Who told you about his child?’ he demanded.

“Noone,” said Ben. “I used to hear her singing in the night. But then she changed. She called out. She
became wild. Her songs became weeping.”

The ghost of my daughter.Nathan Lee felt impaed.

“Therewas nothing | could do but listen,” Ben continued. “It tore at my heart. And then you came. You
told her stories. Y ou sang to her. That wasthefirst time | heard your voice. | didn't understand your
words, but | listened. It went on for hours. Y ou cast out her demons, one by one. And in healing her, you
healed me, too. Thewildnessin me.”

Suddenly Nathan Lee redized what he was taking about. Ben must have heard them through the stedl
walls. He breathed out. “ The girl,” said Nathan Lee. “ Tara. The Neandertal.” The world resumed.

|zzy relaxed.

“I never told you,” Ben finished in his own tongue. “Y ou gave me hope. That wasthefirgt time. The
second time was when you brought us out from the earth, into the sun. | knew that was your hand the
moment | heard your voice. And now you give uswings. Do you seewhat I’ m saying? Y ou lead us
aready. So you should come.”



He made it sound simple. Nathan Lee set the can of beans on the table. He handed Ben the can opener.
“Here,)” hesaid, “open that.”

OVER THE COMING DAYSS, they entered the twenty-first century. The room came to resemble ajunk pile.
Nathan Lee and |zzy brought in whatever might serve the clonesin the wastelands of America
Flashlights, voltage metersfor every size of battery, binoculars, a Swiss Army knife, matches, atool box,
apry bar, screws, mosquito repellant, fish hooks, tea bags, ramen noodles, a space blanket, books and
magazines, an atlas, plagtic bottles, akit for testing polluted water, backpacks, wire, abox of military
rations with heating pouches, chemicd lights, apair of pantswith a zipper, pencils and a pencil sharpener,
paper. Not everything was necessary, toilet paper, for instance, and clocks. The cornersfilled with
things

They spent afull day on locks, another on using a compass. Ben got bike riding lessons in a deserted
hallway. When hewasn't fiddling with gadgets, Ben was learning how to read signs, symbols, maps,
colors, and expiration dates on food containers. 1zzy assembled asmal English/Aramaic dictionary with
every generic term they might encounter on a street:Do Not Enter, High Voltage, Hospita ,and evenNo
Parking, No Smoking, andNo U-Turn. There was no sense puzzling over the usaless out there. At night,
Ben crammed, staying awake in his cdll withNational Geographic magazines, and teaching himsdf how to
write the a phabet.

At last, Nathan Lee decided it was time to go public. One afternoon, Ben appeared in the yard, riding a
bicycle. Hisfellow clonesfroze like statues. Ben made three circuits of the yard, weaving between
astounded men, ringing his bell, then stopped by thefire. Asacrowd cautioudy formed around the
magical device, Nathan Lee watched from the shadows of the doorway. Sowly he became aware he
was being watched in return. Crouched low, staring through the curtain of flames, Eesho looked ready to
kill.

* * *

EACH DAY ANOTHER HANDFUL of people gave up on Los Alamos and descended to the pilgrim camp.
They had grown tired of waiting for the inevitable, or the raw Chrigtianity called to them, or they went to
dleviate the suffering, or they learned the besiegersincluded family membersthey had thought long dead.
Each knew the valey was hot and painted orange with poison, and they could never return insde the
fence nor gain entrance to the sanctuary. But they went with peacein their hearts, and driving truckloads
of food and medicine.

Los Alamos gladly released them. It would have been usdlessto halt them, for onething. And the trucks
needed drivers. More to the point, people hoped these departing citizens would be received as
ambassadors from the city of light. Many took their cellphones with them, and for thelife of their
batteries, they were able to stay in contact with their friends and neighbors on the Mesa. They usudly
tried to sound upbesat and resolute. It was, after al, their decision to go. After afew days, their voices
broke up and they would dwindleinto memory.

These émigrés were treated like assisted suicides. People sympathized with their reasoning, gave them
tearful going-away parties, remembered the good times, walked them to the gate, even acted like they
were making the heroic choice. For dl that, the departures were considered aterrible waste of life,
amost adesertion. No one could imagine doing what the expatriates were doing or going where they
went.

One morning lzzy announced he was going, too. “I got amessage from my brother,” hesad. “It's



incredible. HE s down there in the camp.”
“Damn,” whispered Nathan Lee.

“I haven't seen himin four years, and he' sill, you know.” He was apologetic. “I know there' still work
to be done. But your Aramaic is good enough. I’m not needed anymore.”

“It'snot that,” said Nathan Lee. Thiswas the end.

“I know,” Izzy said more quietly.

Part of him wanted to talk 1zzy out of it. But in his place, Nathan Lee knew he' d be going, too.
“We covered agood bit of ground,” said Izzy. “Two thousand years. Not so bad.”

“At least talk to Miranda,” said Nathan Lee. “Y ou’ ve heard of the Seraclll. Let her immunize you.”

“It takestoo long to kick in,” said Izzy. “Forty-eight hours. By then my brother could have disappeared
agan.”

It was |zzy’ sideato take a camerainto the camp. The camerawas a“lipstick” device rigged to beam a
microwave signal acrossthe river and up to the city. Uncertain how acameramight be received among
the fanatics, its main works were concedled in atattered, and hopefully inconspicuous, daypack. Thetiny
lenswas mounted on aflexible cord that snaked up through his hair and aong one stem of his glasses. He
was wired for sound like an undercover cop. Wherever he looked and listened, they would see and hear.

Therewas no time for aproper send-off. He was anxious to see his brother, and at the same time afraid
of changing hismind. Miranda arrived at the gate just aslzzy wasleaving, and gave him acrushing
embrace. “Areyou sure?’ shecried.

“Miranda,” 1zzy said dolefully. With awink at Nathan Lee, he got a second hug, and stole akiss.

THROUGH THEEYEOf 1zzy’ s camera, they descended down Highway 502 behind the whed of abig truck
filled with supplies. The road stayed empty asthe valey floor leveled out. Then in the distance, they saw
the bridge and the great stretch of crosses. “Wish meluck,” they heard 1zzy breethe.

Over the coming days, the faceless masses gained asoul.

Through 1zzy’ s camera, athousand details came pouring into Los Alamos. Until now, it had been easy to
imagine the camp as an outdoor cathedra, flush with passion, grubby, but somehow not quite asbad as it
was. In fact, conditionswere primeval. The living mingled with the dying. Over Izzy’ s microphone, you
could hear shouts, chanted prayers, howls, pleas and song blending into white noise.

Hairy faces|eapt at the lenswith wild proclamations. Bodies lay where they had falen. Others drifted
facedowninthe Rio.

|zzy wandered for three days, undetected, unable to find his brother. There were over amillion people
there. On the fourth day, 1zzy turned the camera on himsalf and spoke to the city.

“It seems| made amigtake,” he said quite smply. “Don’'t anyone follow me.”

33



The Prophet
It waslike watching live cable feeds from Hell.

|zzy roamed the camp with his camera, doomed. He had drawn some of his own blood, and it tested
positive. He could have fled the awful camp for some saner place to grow sick and die. Instead he chose
to stay and servethe city astheir eyes. If not for him, they would never have met the prophet.

A pair of semi-trailersfull of food was burning. A mob ringed the heet, watching passively. They were
sarving, and yet no onetried to save the food. 1zzy asked one of the gaunt spectators, who merely
amiled.

A distant voice could be heard over the crackle of flames.“ Cursed shal you bein the city, and cursed
shall you beinthe country....” People were shouting amen.” The Lord will make the plague cling to you
until He has consumed you from the land which you are going to possess.”

Hislens bobbing, 1zzy went in search of the preacher. As he got closer, Nathan Lee started. Even over
the television, he knew that voice. But when the camera reached the front of the crowd, he could barely
recognize Ochs.

Thefat had melted from him on his greet, circular journey through the wastelands. Stripped to snew and
bone, he looked more giant than ever. He towered head and bare shoulders above the masses. His
beard and hair were tangled in afoul nest. Dogs, or snipers, had lamed him. He used ametd fence post
for hiswalking staff. It looked like ahuge arrow. Plague victims welcomed his demands for atonement
with outstretched arms. Theflagellantes were hard at work al around him, whipping their own backs with
chains and barbwire. Aslzzy backed away, Ochs spoke through amist of gore.

OCHS, THEY REALIZED, had to bethe pilgrims unreveded leader. At last, in him, the city believed there
was someone with whom they could negotiate. Even though Ochs had been banished from their gates,
people took hope because he had once been one of their own. They asked 1zzy to gpproach him and get
his consent to spesk with Miranda and emergency council.

“He |l make hamburger out of me,” 1zzy fretted, but hefinally did asthey asked. To everyone' ssurprise,
Ochs agreed to avideo conference late that same afternoon. The emergency council went into overdrive
to prepare for the meeting.

Nathan Lee was brought into the council chambers as a consultant. The place was a beehive of
specialists, support saff, and officials. Crews were setting up cameras and television screens, and on the
far sde of the room Miranda was arguing with one of the generds. Of |ate the generals had become
belligerent, chalenging her authority in public. Night after night, Miranda had trouble deeping, convinced
her father had ingtalled her asthe director merdly to lull the city while the subterranean chambers were
completed. Nathan Lee did not use her worries against her, not yet. When the time came, he reckoned
shewould be sick of theintrigues and deceit and would gladly go with him to the west.

A woman in ablue business suit came over to Nathan Lee. She introduced hersdf as an FBI negotiator
and led him to atable away from the bustle. “We have two hours,” she said. “Our surviva could depend
on mediating atruce with Ochs. Y ou werefriends”

“1 knew him.”

“Who is he? What about him isrea? What' snot?’ She opened a dossier on Ochs and went through it



with him. It was the biography of amake-bdlieve man. The photos showed every phase of Ochs's
metamorphosis. Here was the thickly muscled football player, and the art dedler at amuseum auction,
and the professor before his class, and the explorer sun-bronzed on the Everest archaeology expedition.
“That' swhere| first met him,” said Nathan Lee. “There’ smy father in the background. And me. | was
seventeen.” It was unbelievable. For dmost haf hislife, Nathan Lee had been burdened by the man.

Other photos showed Ochsat aYear Zero digin Isragl, and holding forth a some university function,

andfindly, in adaze, just before his deportation from Los Alamos. Then there wasthe il image lifted
from Izzy’ s coverage of the burning trucks that same morning. He could have been John the Baptist in

ripped burlap with abagful of locusts and honey.

“I'm not surewhat you want,” said Nathan Lee. “Call him Professor. Or Doctor. Or David. Never
Dave. Honor him, that’ simportant. HE s aways thought agreat ded of himsdlf.” The FBI lady started
writing.

Nathan Leeflipped through the file. Ochs had largdly succeeded in ghostwriting his own biography. It
was aportrait of ambition. Given the opportunity, hetook al the credit and gave dl the blame. He
boasted credentids he' d never had, hid indiscretions, even lied about hisweight on hisdriver’slicense.
Therewas his Neanderta discovery, minus Nathan Lee. For thefirst time, Nathan Lee saw the
newspaper articles celebrating Ochs' sincredible discovery of theice woman.

Y et Ochs hadn’t managed to completely rewrite his past. An Interpol document revealed at |east some of
hissins, most of them having to do with antiquities smuggling. It seemed like the least of evilsnow.

“Will heligento you?’

“No,” said Nathan Lee.

“Why not?’

“Heknows| want to kill him.”

The woman's pen stopped. “Y ou’ re serious.”

“He sthat kind of man,” Nathan Lee answered.

“And you're not?’ she responded.

Nathan Lee had no ideawhat kind of man he was anymore.

She returned to her clipboard. “What does he want? A ministry? Food for his people? Revenge? Back
indde the fence?’

Nathan Leelooked at the last photo of the wild prophet. He remembered the burning food. “1 think he's
found exactly what he wants.”

“But we can offer him comfort. We can South Sector him. Give him ahospita bed in one of the
BSL-4's. He could be very comfortable there.”

Nathan Lee thought about it. “It’ stoo late. There was atime when he would have done anything to get
out of that camp. But | saw himon TV. He s near the end of hisjourney. He only has alittle moreto go.”

“He must want something, though.”

Nathan Lee turned the question back on her. “No big mystery. The same thing you want.”



“Clarify,” shesad.

“Ochswantswhat we al want. Not right this minute, in this warm room with our good hedlth and clean
clothes. Inthe middle of the night, | mean.”

Shedidn’t write anything. She thought it was acommunication problem. “But you see, we haveto give
him something. Thisisanegotiation.” The negotiator asked Nathan Leeto go through the dossier again.
“If it jogs any memories, anything, I’ll beright over there” Sheleft him.

While Nathan Lee went through Ochs' s resumes, photos, diplomas, and other documents, he heard three
generdstaking. “We ve got snipers,” said one.

“God, don't martyr the bastard.”
“Would decapitation even work?’ said thethird. “What if he' snot realy their leader?’

At ten before the hour, they miked Mirandaand arranged her at the table. The shouting stopped. Their
gueen was ready.

“Welink up at the top of the hour,” the FBI woman was briefing her. “Here' sa set of talking points

we' ve worked up. Set areasonabletone. Treat him asan equa. Don't talk down to him. Don't be
submissive. Impress on Professor Ochs that we' re working on his behdf. Ask him what they want. More
food? Medicine? The messiah clone?”

“Negative, the clone,” sngpped the generd with whom Miranda had been arguing. They’ d aready fought
like dogs over this. “He saransom asset. Call it mutual assured destruction. Ochs knows the score. HE's
one of us, or used to be.” Heads nodded at the Cold Warrior wisdom.

“They want the mongter?” one of the civilian deputies argued. “ Give him to them. Wrap himupinabig
red bow. Send him down.”

“Hewould never go,” Nathan Lee interrupted.
“But they’re his people.”
“Hée s not the one they want,” said Nathan Lee. “He' safake.”

“It doesn't matter. Send them any of the clones. Put acrown of thorns on him. They’ |l never know the
difference”

“Ochswould know.”
“Ochs.” It came back to that, to trying to cut aded with the unknown.

Mirandastraightened in her chair. She folded her hands and raised her chin. The negogiator went down
her ligt. “Tell them we're closeto the cure,” the woman said.

“But thereisno cure,” Mirandasaid. “They know that. If there was, we d be down thereinoculating
themal.”

Nathan Lee watched the group. They thought she was offering agambit. “We could try that,” someone
considered.

“Too late for that anyway,” said alab chief. “ They’ re not going away. They can’'t. These are very sick
people. They have no shelter, no food, no sanitation. The secondary infections are rampant down there.



The die-off’ s happening dready. For them, thisisthe end of the road.”

“Stick with the cure,” said the negotiator. “We promised them amiracle. It' s supposed to happen here,
onthishill, in our labs Wejust need time. They’ Il respect that.”

“If we can just keep them stalled another two weeks, attrition will do therest,” the lab chief said.

“Two weeks?’ aman protested. “They could attack in two hours. We don’t know what we' re dealing
with.”

Theroomfdl quiet.
“We shouldn’'t be here,” aman cdled out. “Y ou have to order the evacuation. Immediately.”
Another voice spoke. “We should have been evacuated along time ago.”

Miranda sface was grey. Her eyes darted around the room, searching for Nathan Lee. She hesitated.
Nathan Lee saw afrightened girl. Shewas afraid for them, afraid of hersalf, afraid she might be wrong.

The generd charged into her indecision. “ Negetive, the evacuation,” he said. “ The encampment covers
[-84 dl the way to SantaFe.”

A scientist stood up. “ Offer them the city. They can have everything. All they need to do islet us pass.”
“Whilewe save oursalves?’ said the generd. “Not one truck would make it through.”
“Then use the back road,” someone said.

“That was built for light traffic. We re talking about aconvoy of heavily loaded, 16-whedl trucks. The
back road can’'t handle us.”

“We can't be evacuated?’ It was Miranda. She had argued against evacuation for months, and yet was
as shocked asthe rest of them.

“That optionisinjudicious at thistime,” said the generd.

“Injudicious?” she sad.

Around the room, the other generals glanced at one another. “It isnot timely,” said the generd, “at this
time”

“Thirty seconds,” said aman behind one of the cameras.

Ochs appeared on their multiple screens, pacing back and forth, hairy, backlit by afire. 1zzy wasn't doing

agood job following him with the camera. Ochs kept diding in and out of view. The camera seemed
fixed in place. The one constant was a cluster of penitente crossesin the distance.

“Just get him talking,” the negotiator told Miranda “Roll with any punches. Don't provoke him.
Remember, dialogue. Engagement. Today, tonight, tomorrow, next week. As often as possible. We're
here for him, 24/7. Whatever he needs.”

People scattered on every side asif Mirandawerein theline of fire. Her solitary image flashed on the
screens, then it was back to Ochs stabbing at the earth with hismetal post.

“Five, four, three,” said the cameraman. Two fingers, one. He pointed at Miranda.



“Ochs,” shesad loudly. “Can you hear me?’

Ochs stalked closer. Hepeered at a TV set beside 1zzy’ s camera. “Mystery,” he declared. “Isthat you?’
Mirandawas thrown off balance. She looked around the table. “Mystery?’ someone murmured.

“The mother of harlots and the abominations of the earth,” said Ochs.

They had given Nathan Lee adate to write messages on. He wroteBook/Revd ation, and held it for her
to see.

“You can use plain English,” she said. “We ve had enough Bible-speak up here.” The negotiator winced.
“Y ou’ ve been busy,” Miranda continued.

“Lotsto do,” Ochs boomed.

“WEe ve been busy here, too.”
“Thethings!’ve seen,” he muttered.
“Did you hurt your leg?’

“That,” he dismissed.

“Let ushelp. Your people are suffering.”

Ochsglanced around him. “Seasoning,” he said. “They’re not afraid. Just making themsalves ready for
thebig day.”

Eyeslocked on eyes around the room.Judgment Day. They held their collective breeth.
“When'sthe big day?’ Miranda asked.

“Soon,” heamiled.

“What happensthen?’

“You just told me, no Bibletak.”

“Knock yoursdf out.”

Hiseyesgleamed. “Doot eighteen,” he said.

Some people looked at their watches, like he' d given atime. Nathan Lee reached for aBible.
“Areyou going to crossthe river?’ Miranda asked pointblank.

One of the generasfrantically cut afinger across histhroat to shut her up. The negotiator muttered,
“Don’t provoke him.” Too late for that, thought Nathan Lee. Ochs had made up hismind to raise this
army the day they’ d exiled him. Then he remembered Miranda sfather predicting Ochs sreturn. They
had known he would go preaching. They’ d calculated the arc of hiscircle. It made no sense. Why set a
madman loose in the wilderness if he was going to come back to haunt you?

“The spirit guides us down here,” Ochs answered.

“Y ou guide the spirit,” said Miranda. “I understand why you hate us. But these are your people. Show



them alittle mercy. Why burn their food?’

Ochs bent and looked into the lens. “Y ou’ ve got the wrong idea, Miranda. Tempting usis awaste of
time. The sword hasfalen on my people. Now they are the sword. Keep your food. And your spies,
too.”

Abruptly Ochs was finished with them. He didn’t say another word, smply walked off camera. “ Ochs?’
cdled Miranda

His suddenness stunned them. Everyone began talking at once.
“Hedidn’t even ask about the Jesus clone,” someone objected.

“We were going to offer him amnesty,” another said.

“What spies? We gpproached him in good faith. What about good faith?”

What about |zzythought Nathan Lee. They had rolled the dice with him and didn’t like theroll, and now
|zzy was seeminglly forgotten.

“I think we' re okay,” awoman was saying. “ The man’s Stage One. Functiona ddirium. He' s probably
dready forgotten he talked with us”

Round and round they went, analyzing the short, bizarre encounter.

“Doot-eighteen,” Nathan Lee spoke up. They looked at him. The room hushed. He abbreviated it for
them.

“When you come into the land which God is giving you, you shal not follow the abominations of those
nations. There shall not be found among you anyone who practices witchcraft, or isa sorcerer, or who
cals up the dead. For al who do these things are an abomination to the Lord.”

Foreheads wrinkled in thought. “But we' re scientists,” someone protested.
“Mumbo jumbo,” snapped agenerd.

“Apocalyptic mindset,” the FBI negotiator declared. “He' sraving. There' s probably athousand others
just like him down there. | think we' rein the clear. They’ll talk themsalvesto deeth.”

The camera continued staring ahead. The sounds of the camp fed over the video microphone: the crunch
of footsteps, the clink of metal, arock hammering at a piece of wood. People walked back and forth as
if the cameradidn’'t exist.

It took another few minutes to spot what they’ d missed. Nathan Lee knew what to look for. He knew
Ochs. The professor was chain-reacting. Nathan Lee kept staring at the screen.

“There” hesad. The clueto ther fatewasin plain Sght.

The camerawasn't randomly positioned. Using aremote control, one of the technicians dowly zoomed
the lens. The crosses drew nearer. Smoke fouled the long distance, but then the sun broke through. The
crosseslit up.

They were empty, except for one. A man was trying to get comfortable up there. It was a ddlicate task.
He wasin such pain. There were no rope strgpsto dip hisarms and feet into. Thiswas nopenitente. They
had nailed him to the wood.



“Izzy,” ssid Nathan Lee

Theroom fell slent. They stared at the awful, miniature spectacle. A woman began weeping. The minister
with white hair crossed himsdlf.

“Animds” hissed acdll biologist from Miranda slab.
“Ochs,” sad aman.

The FBI negotiator was perplexed. “1 don't understand,” she said. “Is he making way for the messiah, or
does hethink heisthe messiah? He s playing out the crucifixion. But he' s not the one being crucified. By
punishing the other, he transfers the messiah’ s power to hisvictim. Isthat it? A self-loathing
Chrigtian...but....” Her muttering tapered off.

“They’ll be coming soon,” said Nathan Lee. “Here.”

“Soon?’ asked the cdll biologist. “When is soon? How would you know?’
“Higtory,” said Nathan Lee. “Ochsisadaveto the classics”

“Classcs” rumbled agenerd. “What doesthat tell us?’

“Plutarch’ s account of Spartacus,” said Nathan Lee. * Spartacus had an enemy soldier crucified inthe
middle of hiscamp for al hisfollowersto see. He kept the man aive for aweek.”

“Superficid pardles” said the FBI negotiator. She was struggling with this. “ The Spartacus tale speaks
to Ochs smoativation, not histiming. Thisisan act of terrorism, plain and smple. It tells us nothing about
when they might attack the city.”

“But Spartacus didn’t use the crucifixion to terrorize hisenemies,” said Nathan Lee. “I don’t think Ochs
is, ether. It sfor hisfollowers, not for us”

Everyonewas listening. He went on. “ Seasoning,” he said. “Ochs sword. Spartacus used the execution
to prepare hisarmy. For aweek, they lived with the message. Out of suffering they were born, through
suffering they would be freed.”

“I dill don't see....”
“Spartacus waited for the prisoner to die,” finished Nathan Lee. “ And then hisarmy was ready.”

For amoment every eyefixed on thefigure of 1zzy. Helooked so small up there againgt the sky. So
mortd. Likeatiny idand.

“CoMEWITH ME,” Nathan Lee said.

It was nearly midnight. There was nothing more they could do. The crucifixion had been turned over to
medical experts who were guessing about 1zzy’ s endurance, to optics wonks trying to boost the low-lux
video image, to meteorologists warning of a cold front, and to the satellite people |aboring to pinpoint his
individuad therma sgnature among the million others. Suddenly 1zzy’ s existence had become amatter of
lifeand death.

Mirandafollowed him from the council room and out into the night. She wastoo agitated to go home.
Nathan L ee doubted many people were deeping thisnight. They walked to AlphaLab, crossing the



bridge beneath a dome of frozen congtellations. There was no moon, only the glitter of pitiless sars. At
least there was no wind. 1zzy was naked. Nathan Lee could not get over it.

They walked quickly through the cold. Insde, the building was warm. They took the eevator down to
her office. A mattresswas leaning up against one wall for her al-nighters. Miranda collapsed in achair.

Nathan Lee stood by the window overlooking the incubation capsules. The chamber glowed blue.
Tropica humidity beaded the far side of the glass. He pressed one fingertip againgt the window. It felt
like he was forever on the outside looking in at one world or another, never quite sureif here wasthere.

“Miranda,” hesad. It wastime. “Wehaveto leave.”

He saw her reflection inthe glass. Shedidn’t tir in her chair. He turned and went over and took her cold
hands. Her eyes |ooked hollowed out.

“I can get usout of here)” hesad. “We Il go over the mountain. While there' sill time.”
Unexpectedly, she smiled. “Paris?’ shesad.

“Somewhere”

Shetouched hisface. “And then what?”

All through the evening he had watched men and women coming to termswith the looming invasion. As
one, the generals had stood and | eft the room to plot their own strategem. The rest had stayed and
pondered their options, emptying out their hopes, blame, and wild idess. Findly they had exhausted
themselves. Through it al, Miranda had presided over their confusion. They were trapped upon their
mesa. The only question was how long 1zzy might last and when the end would come.

“Threeyears,” hesaidto her. “The Serarlll. Give usthat gift, you and me.”
Her amilefaded. “We ve been through this. Without the city, thereis no hope. Everything is here.”

“It'stoo late, Miranda. Y our father was too late with hiskingdom of tunnels. Y ou’ re too late with your
magic. The plague has caught up with us. Think of us”

“l am,” shesad.

“Then quit trying to save theworld.”

“Quit?’ Shewastender. “We can't quit. Y ou taught me that. Never quit.”
“It'sover,” hesaid.

“No.” But shewasn't being stubborn. The smilereturned. A secret smile. “It's practicaly within our
grasp.”

“You'redreaming.” Helet go of her hands.
“Yes, I'm dreaming.”
“What? What do you dream about?’ He gestured at the |ab works below. “ Glassware and tubes?’

“Jungles” shesad quietly. “ Searching for children, looking in jungles. Cdling their names. And finding
them. They come out from the trees.”



“Thenwell goto thejungles. We can't stay.”

“I haveto stay.”

“Stopit,” he shouted. He was startled. They had never argued.
After aminute, shesaid, “ Go.”

“I'msorry,” hesad.

Then shesad it again. “Y ou should go.”

“Not without you.”

“I have no choice” shesaid. “Believeme.”

“But you do,” hesaid.

She closed her eyes and then opened them, green eyes. “ Do you remember that time | called you in
decon?’ shesad. “You thought | was pregnant.”

“1 wanted you to be pregnant,” he said.

“And do you remember how surprised | was?’ she asked.
“Yousad, noway....”

“I said, why would you say athing like that?’

A long minute passed.

“I dill don’'t know how you knew,” she softly finished. Shetook his hand and placed it on her somach.
She sounded awestruck. “1’m like clockwork. I never miss. So | took the test. She's eleven weeks now.
It may have happened our very first time. That timein the woods.”

He was stunned. Hiswhole redlity shifted. The ground felt dippery. Hetried to be angry.Bring achild into
thisworld? But her face stopped him. She was radiant, feverish with light, insde and out.

“Y ou have wanted to leave so badly,” she said. “I don’t want anything to hold you.”
“But | didn't know,” he protested.

“Now you do.”

And suddenly, in that instant, he did know. He looked at her hands on top of his hands.
“You can dill leave” Her voice wassmdll.

“Miranda,” hesad, “I will never leaveyou.”
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He left her degping. Now, as he descended Highway 502, the wreckage and smoke were like something
out of Heironymus Bosch, medieva and sulphurous and weird. The Appal oosa despised it. She kept
balking. Nathan Lee kept nudging her on. Here and there across theriver, pilgrims had dragged big, oily
telephone polesinto huge bonfires. Even the flames|ooked rancid.

Therow of crosses aong the far banks of the Rio were stark and untidy, tilting at crazy angles, likethe
masts on asinking ship. From this distance they gppeared empty. Thepenitentes had given up their
perches. Maybe people had tired of their theater and pretence. Blood is not aways blood. Some ismore
red.

Drawing closer to the bridge, he remembered every detall of his dow passage up this highway. Partly it
was the pace, horseback and gradual. He passed the same mile marker that once designated the tree
holding his saddlebags from the Smithsonian, and there wasthetree. Y et everything was changed. The
tree was nothing but dead branches, killed by defoliant. Asfar ashiseyes could see, theroalling valey
floor was painted absurdly bright orange. He remembered the fine July light, and that was gone. He
remembered his high hopes, and they were gone, too. Not gone, redly, but changed. Refined, at best.
Mutated, definitely. It frightened him. He didn’t understand what he was doing down here. Hisideawas
so muddy and haf finished, so perilous, that it couldn’'t even be caled anidea. A vision, something like
that.But what if he was wrong? He tried to put Miranda out of mind. He had promised her, and
now...this.

The stench of camp reached out from amile off. The Appa oosa snorted. Her breath smoked in the cold.
She pulled at thereins. Nathan Lee kept her in motion with afew gentlewords. “1 know,” he said. He
stroked her dappled neck. Her muscles trembled.

Closer ill, they passed through a gauntlet of shot-up cars and trucks and troop carrierslittering the
roadside. Some stuck nose-firgt in the gullies. Many had rolled violently, thrown by land mines, mangled
by rocket fire. Windshields were spiderwebbed from bullet holes. Bodiesin white or orange or blue or
green moon suits lay where snipers had dropped them. Only now did Nathan Lee see that the battle for
Los Alamos had been going on for weeks, alow grade skirmishing in this noman’ s-land. The generds
had not breathed aword of it. The city had been in more danger than the citizens knew.

Now he saw the abandoned trenches. Right and left, ugly dirt roads threaded off to hunched, mounded
fire bases facing the siege camp. They |ooked menacing, but were empty. Over the last few days, it was
now plain, the generas had withdrawn their army. Nathan Lee hadn’t seen asoldier for miles, not snce
leaving the city’ sfences before dawn.

The bridge lay aquarter-mile ahead. Thick flocks of birds hung above camp. Dark shapes gathered
along the water’ s edge, watching him. High atop his horse, towering above the roadside debris, Nathan
Leefdt like hewashanging in midair.

A humvee' s headlight suddenly shattered at his side. The Appal oosa sheered | eft, and Nathan Lee had to
fight to steady her. Then someone stitched the meta fender with another dozen warning shots. The
rounds didn’t punch nest, little perforations. They passed laterally aong the meta skin, ripping the fender
with long knifing gashes.

Nathan Lee saw, but did not hear, the sparkle of muzzle flash in the distance. He willed his heart to dow
down, but it wouldn’t. He felt dizzy. Crazy.It' s not too late, a voice whispered. He could take cover
among the wrecks, wait for night, climb the highway.Go home. They might still let him back insde. Run
him through decon. Restore him to life. That was histemptation. Y et another.

But they would refuse him at the gate. He knew the rules of engagement. He was't wearing amoon suit.



He d never makeit closeto the city again. They would drop him with abullet at five hundred yards.
Descending without the suit had been a conscious choice, just like his decison not to infect himself with
the Sera-111. Both would have given him degrees of protection from the virus, but both would have killed
him sooner or later. Plainly the pilgrims shot the suits on sight. Asfor the Seraclll, it might have given him
athree-year window, but he couldn’t be sure he' d survive the next few minutes, much lessyears. More
to the point, he couldn’t afford the forty-eight hoursit would have taken for hisimmune system to ramp
up the antibodies. Besides, his courage would never have held so long. Forty-eight hoursisalong timeto
hold the razor above your own wrist.

The suit and the Sera-111 were fa se choices anyway. With or without them, he was entering the land of
the dead. That had been theredl choice, to stay in safety or descend into the valey, and even there the
choice was nil. Because to stay meant praying for Ochs, or the generds, to show mercy, and mercy was
no longer an operative term. It wasn't that they were inherently evil men. Of late, Nathan Lee had given
up on monsters. He' d never believed in God. Now, far worse, he didn’t believe in Satan. The devil made
afine scapegoat, but the Great Decelver was a deception, just one moretry at stuffing the universeinto a
shoe box. Human scale might be good for measuring doorways, but it was uselessfor answering misery.
In the end, mankind’ s downfal wasn't manmade, nor written in heaven or cooked up in hell, just a
crooked hit of protein.

And so he approached the pilgrim camp with no defenses, no explanations, no ticket home, only a
headful of voices. Hewasterrified. And londly. Even in the middle of Tibet he' d never felt so
single-handed and aone. Nathan Lee knew what he had to do, but didn’t know why. He was making it
up as hewent dong, writing himsdf into—or out of—his own movie. As he rode toward the bridge, it felt
like hewas plunging into adark shaft. Wingingit...on broken wings.

The Appdoosa carried him a hundred yards more, shying, then obeying. Her eyesrolled at the smell of
mest rotting. He could have forced her on. He craved the strength of her big muscles and the warmth
coming up from her body. Nathan Lee was unsure his own legswould carry him.

But she was s0 beautiful. He ran his eyes dong her perfect neck, the columns of muscle, therippling
shoulders. He sighted down between her earstwitching at the distance. She dreamed dreamsin that great
skl

At last he pulled the reins and stopped her.Enough. They would hang her meat above their fires, and that
was pointless. Their hunger was greater than the flesh she had to offer. Nathan Lee dismounted dowly, in
plain sight and with broad motions. He gave the shooters his back as he went about stripping the mare of
tack. He dumped the saddle and bridle in a heap by the road. On second thought he kept the saddle
blanket for himsdif.

Then he pointed one hand up the highway toward Los Alamos, not for the horse’ s sake, but so that the
snipers could understand his intentions exactly, and stepped away. He stood on the white and yellow
center stripes with his hands empty, watching while the Appaloosaturned and briskly trotted back
through the graveyard of vehicles.

Shedidn't tarry. There was no forage, not with winter nearly on and the land poisoned. Shedidn’t
gdlop, and hewas glad for that, too. He didn’t want the snipersto fed rushed to judgment. Thisway
they would have time to make up their mindsto spare her.

Her hooves clapped on the asphalt. She faded through the smog, a dappled ghost. He remembered his
boat on the Alaska shore, how it had drifted off into the ocean mist the moment he looked away.
Necessary risks. The horse turned a bend and then she was gone.



Herolled the saddle blanket, faced the river again, and started walking. The stripes stretched like miles.
He kept hishead up, trying to force aside theimage of hisfacein their crosshairs. No one cdled hdt as
he started over the bridge. Wild, gaunt figureswaited at the far end, glowering, brandishing guns, long
spears, axes for firewood, bows with razor-bladed hunting arrows, even long-handled framing hammers.
Some wore motorcycle, bicycle, or footbal helmets. Some wore gas masks. It didn’t seem possiblea
man, even amead prophet, could command such rabble.

The quixotic creatures stood there, heads up, facing west, amed at Los Alamos. It was a curious scene.
They were dl ready for battle...without an enemy in Sight. Running north to south, the invasion was
poised. Only theriver gave them any shape.

It wasn't much of abridge, he remembered now. Over the weeks, it had loomed larger and larger inthe
minds of Los Alamos, a span between one world and another. But it was just ashort, flat stretch.

“No gifts?’ someone taunted. “No big promises?’

Nathan Leetried to look steady. His heart was racing. His mouth was dry.
“What's here?’ one of the scarred gpparitions demanded.

Nathan Lee gave up the horse blanket without a protest.

Someone shoved him from behind. They didn’t ask hisname. It was as void to them as his purpose,
which no one asked either. They were incurious. He had no answers for them, none that mattered. He' d
thought they might ask about Los Alamos, its defenses, itsriches, itsfears. But in their minds, they owned

it dready.

One of the soldiers came forward with abig smile. “Where' s our manners?’ He spoke broadly. “Man
comes off hismountain, al shaved and neat. Bold asday. Down to hedl thelittle people, an | right?’

It was agalows smile. He was out for sport. Nathan Lee waited. The man spit in hisface.

It was only the start, Nathan Lee knew. He wiped the warm gob from his cheek, looked at it on his
fingers, then back at the soldier. He could cringe or strike back, and what was going to come next would
unfold with the same deadly violence. Their fists were scarred, their faces bruised. They had mauled each
other bloody waiting for someone like him. Once his besting began, they wouldn't be able to stop
themsdves. He heard the water, and an image flashed of his body floating downriver into the logjam of
bodies.

For amoment there seemed nothing to do about it. Then it cameto him that for dl their riflesand mdice,
these same men had not shot the Appaoosa. They still had some spark of poetry in them.

The soldier’ sfase smile widened. They circled him. Hard laughter dl around. Then Nathan Lee surprised
them. He surprised himself. Without another thought, he swiped the spit across histongue. He took the
contagion.

The soldiersblinked. They fell slent. Before their eyes, Nathan Lee had just damned himself. He d
become one of them.

After aminute, the first man stepped away. They let him pass. And no one found hisknife.

THECAPTAIN’ SVOICEWOKe her. “ Are you watching?’ he said.



Miranda clutched the phone to one ear. She pawed the deep away from her face. “Watching?’ She
staggered up from the mattress on her office floor.

“Y ou're not watching?’
“I must have drifted off,” she mumbled in excuse Watching what?
“Hemadeit across”

“Excdlent.” The clock read nineMorning or night? Burning the candle at both ends, the poor little
nubbin.

“There started to be sometrouble. | don’t know what he said to them. But they let him in. We saw that
much through the remote cameras.”

Suddenly it seemed like winter in the room.

“Nathan Lee?’ she whispered.

The Captain was slent aminute. “Hedidn’t tell you?’

Then she saw it on her desk. He d | eft hisbook of fairy tales.

NATHANLEEENTEREDthe great throat of the Siege, their massed voices, their savage faith. He' d thought
hisjourneys had made him ready for this. But for al its horrors, the wastelands of Asiahad at least been
gtill. Here the dead moved around. They spoke. They sang and chanted. They rocked in place, brawled,
crawled, wept, praised God. Sitting on muddy lumps of carcasses, they murmured names over and over.
He was reminded of the Y ear Zero clonesin their cdlls, anonymous except for the names and tales they
kept whispering to themsdves.

The virus manifested everywhere, in the glassed flesh, in the vacant eyes. Lovers had tethered themsalves
together to take turns caring for each other as consciousness ebbed and flowed between them. Parents
roped their stricken children wrist to wrist and led their little flocks like animals. People had bound their
cherished ones hand and foot to keep them from wandering at night, only to be stricken themsaves and
forget the bindings and wander off, leaving men, women and children to starve in the cold mud. There
was no food to eat anyway, Nathan Leetold himsdlf. But therewas, of course. They didn’t even bother
hiding their butchery. The stripped boneslay white. They had become their own movable feast.

Theviruswasfar from finished with them. Many more people were mobile than not. The pilgrims may
have died by the tens of thousands here, but hundreds of thousands till remained. As he moved through
their desolate bunches, they peered at him from beneath dark cowls of blankets and nested hair and
smeared brows, their eyesred from the smoke. They shivered with fevers and coughed with pneumonia
and flu and tuberculosis. They limped from wounds. Their eyes were crusted. Filth leaked from the
ankles of their pants. Like Crusaders on their way to Jerusalem.

War fired them, that was evident. Every other hand held some sort of weapon. As he continued aong the
highway, the circles of hunter-warriors cleaning their rifles and talking the talk looked like skeletons
draped with bandoliers. He didn’t meet their eyes. They terrified him. He terrified himsdlf. What was he
doing here? It seemed ludicrous. He might aswell try to persuade the dark sky to clean itsdf. Eventhe
children’ s faces were daubed with engine grease and mud.

No one knew him, but it seemed everyone recognized him. He was clean and hedthy and whole, an



American marvel. He startled them. His face was washed. He' d shaved. No dreadlocks, no beard, no
festering sores. He had all histeeth. They parted before him. Hewas like arelic from their past. Out of
curiosity, they began to tag dong.

It started small and grew. The further Nathan Lee went, the larger hisfollowing became. He could fed
them back there, hear their wonder. Plainly they were waiting for something or someone to break the
awful, grinding, peasant monotony. Any excuse would do. Instead of coffee or tak radio, they had him.

Once across the bridge, Nathan Lee had planned on blending into the masses and stedling hisway from
there. But his passage wastaking on alife of itsown. The swiftness of it darmed him. He had no more
control over them than Mirandadid over the virus. Lumbering up from theicy muck along theroad' s
shoulders and the outlying desert, they fell in behind him without reason. He wanted to stop and shout at
them to go away, but thiswas their home, and he was the stranger. He wanted to run and hide, but that
would only have made him more conspicuous. And so he forged on toward the cloverleaf looming ahead
at 1-84.

Therewas no mistaking their nationality. For one thing, they congregated more densely on and along the
ribbons of blacktop. The highways seemed part of their soul. Also, their clothing declared abinding
history. Little Mermaid sweatshirts mingled with NFL team jerseys, Gap jeans with Desert Storm
camouflage, fast-food work shirtswith FedEx and U.S. Postal Servicejackets, faux furswith red. The
rags were layered one on top of another. Aswinter felled the weak, not one thread of clothing went to
waste. The dead and dying were nude.

The crowd trailed behind. Their numbers swelled. Nathan Lee fdlt trapped out front with no dternative
except to stay in motion. He made his stride confident, never mind that he waslost in their chaos. He
didn’t dare pause or show uncertainty or ask questions.

He kept looking above the multitude for aparticular crosswith aman hanging on it. He passed pyres so
large they threw heat a hundred feet and cracked and thundered like small forest fires. He saw
powerlines|ooping down through the smoke, then soaring from sight in the murk above. Crosses jutted
here and there, but all were empty, and not one was the right shape, with along stem and high crossbar.
He' d memorized it from the video images, and counted on it for hislandmark. But it was nowhereto be
Seen.

He would have been lost without the people. Oddly it wastheir herd mentality that guided him. They
didn’t point the way. But as Nathan L ee advanced, the throngs ahead seemed to know where he must be
going and they opened a corridor for him. All he had to do wasfollow their expectations.

Inthat way, half amile on, just past the intersection of highways, Nathan Lee reached the center. It was
inaclearing in ashalow hollow. The cross was down there, and Ochswas with it.

Nathan Lee had figured Ochs would be close by. The crucifixion marked hislair. Ochswas alion with
his prey. The body on the crosstegtified to hisdominion.

At the upper rim of the hollow, the crowd held back asif it were an arena. Nathan Lee couldn’t dow his
momentum, much lesshdt it. He felt propelled. The horde was his bane, but aso his main chance,
witnesses to whatever was about to unfold. There was no timeto deliberate. He cast himsalf down the
dight decline, and it was like falling. He grabbed at every detail.

Izzy was il dive up there,

Ochs had his back to the rim. He was facing ahost of warriors near the foot of the cross, sermonizing,
voice deep, apriest and his prop.



A soldier on the outer edge glanced up at Nathan Lee' s approach. He had ared cross painted up the
bridge of his nose and across his forehead. He decided the newcomer must belong or €lse he wouldn't
be here, and returned his attention to Ochs.

Nathan Lee went deeper. Suddenly it al seemed so effortless. His feet hardly touched the ground. His
path was decided.

The crosswas atdl thing, with no ladder in sight. The executioners had rooted the slem in ahole and
shimmed it with boulders and pieces of wood.

|zzy’ steeth were bared. The veinsin his neck looked like something on an Olympic powerlifter. Hewas
graining with dl hismight, gaining aninch, logng it. It was addicate act. Every movement was agony.
His head hooked back against the wood, anything to aid hisclimb for air.

In mid-stride, Nathan Lee bent and reached under his pant leg. He' d taped the knife to hisshin, handle
down, and it came loose with one motion. He was sure someone in the crowd would call an darm. But
not avoicelifted.

Ochsraised hislong arms, blessing them, summoning the apocdypse. His back was wide and bare, laced
with whip scars, al bone and stretched leather. Through the lucid skin, his scapula showed like wings.
Men kndlt on the cold soil around the cross. Ochswasinvoking 1zzy’ s suffering. He gave thanksfor his
example

For an instant Nathan Lee fdt time dip. Myth wastheir gravity. The past was the present. His head spun.

|zzy’ stoes showed beneath an upside-down, white-and-black Texas license plate, baling, then
spreading apart with smian pain. Crucifying aman was something of alost art. They’d had toinvent a
little, usng Sixteen-penny nails driven through stainless stedl washers and old license plates so thet his
wrists and ankles wouldn't tear loose.

Ochs paused. Thetal cross swayed with 1zzy’ sfragile motions. In the silence, the wood squeaked.

Nathan Lee quickened his step. No holding back. Now others noticed his approach, but without
concern. Each step he took made him more trustworthy.

Overhead, Izzy opened his eyes. He blinked at the sky and the dark, whedling birds. Then he peered
down, skull pressed sideways against the wood. That was when he caught sight of Nathan Lee. His eyes
lit up.

Ochs saw theinstant of hope where hope did not belong. That was hiswarning. He started to turn.

Nathan Leedidn’t fed hislegsjump. Somehow he was suddenly just airborne. He landed against Ochs's
bony back. Ochs struggled, but for once Nathan L ee had the advantage. He bulldogged the giant
backward. Nathan Lee had never practiced anything like this, never wielded aknifeinanger. Yetit al
cametogether.

Ochs collapsed under hisweight. Hefell to hisknees. That quickly, Nathan Leefound himself facing the
band of soldiers and the cross. He glanced down, and there was Ochs' s head tucked in the crook of his
arm. Hisfingers were locked behind the far side of that big jaw; the knife was under that throat. He
owned the man'slife.

For the next few moments, they were like aforest at rest. The crowd ringing the rim above, the
dishdieving warriors, everyone was still. Y ou could hear the ravens calling overhead, and |1zzy’ s soft,
panting bregths, like aclimber in very thin air. Frost piped from histeeth.



Nathan Lee cranked back. He aimed Ochs sface at the cross, and tightened his knife hand.

Near the back, one of the soldierstried angling to one side to flank him. “I don’t need more excuses,”
Nathan Leetold them. “Move back. Lay down those guns.” Hiswords smoked in the cold air, straight
out of some Western.

When no one moved, Nathan L ee gave the knife atug, not much, an inch, enough to cut the skin. Ochs's
blood ran along the blade. It was hot on hisfingers.

They obeyed by fits and starts, shuffling back. “More,” said Nathan Lee. The gap grew. Soon the ground
was littered with rifles and cheap handguns.

“They sent you,” said aman. “Thecity.”
“They didn’t need to,” said Nathan Lee. “Thisis persond.”
“You came,” rasped Ochs. He sounded joyful.

He wantsthisNathan Lee redized. Again he fet that dizzying vertigo, the sense of myth. Hewas atwig
being swept along on abigriver.

“Y ou know each other?’ said atdl soldier.

Nathan Lee watched their eyes. They were angry eyes, deadly and calculating, but most of them were
fixed on hisface, not Ochs's. That said something. His trespass shocked them. It offended them as men
of action. No doubt somefelt brute loyaty to Ochs. But the mgority of their outrage seemed more
prideful than distressed. Their prophet was not beloved. Indeed, astheir surprise was wearing off, Nathan
Lee saw severd trading glances, full of conspiracy. Ochs s hostage va ue was dwindling by the heartbest.

“Go ahead, make your speech. Or kill him,” aman cdled. “You can't stop us.”

Nathan Leelooked up at Izzy. There was very little blood. Someone had rigged a plastic soda bottle on
apoleto give him water. He was being kept dive. Eventudly his strength would give out and he would
auffocate.

“1 cameto take him down,” Nathan Lee said. He made his voice loud for peopleto hear. The crowd on
the rim behind him rippled. Good or bad, he couldn’t tell. Maybe they cherished the torture. But just
maybe it had gone sour for them.

“Hée snalled up there, you idiot,” one said. The notion of undoing the execution boggled their minds. 1zzy
had been judged. That wasfind.

“Look at him,” atal soldier reasoned. “It'sdl but over.”
“That doesn't makeit right,” said Nathan Lee.

Ochspulled a hisarm. Nathan Lee dug hisfeet in and reeled back. Ochs' s spine bowed. His vertebrae
creaked. The man quit fighting.

“You'll never makeit out dlive,” avoicecdled a him.
“That’snot theidea,” said Nathan Lee.

“No ladder. No hammer. Thisshould be atrick.” They were amused.



It was atowering thing. The wood aone probably weighed two hundred pounds. He couldn’'t do this
done.

“Hedp me” Nathan Lee answered smply. It dipped out of his mouith.
They gawked. The absurdity stupefied them. The assassn wanted afavor?

“I can finish off your friend,” the tall soldier offered to Nathan Lee. He spoke quietly. Privatdly. “Isthat
what you want?’ 1t was not unkind.

“He deserves better that that,” said Nathan Lee.
“Don't wedl?” mocked aman.
“Yes,” said Nathan Lee. “Wedo.”

It started to snow just then. People looked up at the sky. The flakesfell in doppy wet clots. For a
minute, that preoccupied them al. The ground was cold asiron. The snow didn't melt. It pasted the land
white.

“What about him?’ thetall soldier asked. Hethrust his chin at Ochs.

Nathan Lee looked around at them. They waited with hard eyes. The snow nested in their wild hair. They
want meto do it, heredlized. The soldier was offering to finish off 1zzy, if Nathan Lee would finish off
Ochs.

Now he saw it. Ochs had hectored and blessed and seduced them. The giant had inhabited the darkest
lakein their souls and mired them in their worst fears and foulest hate. He had steered their confusion into
havoc and now their havoc into daughter. They were weary. They hurt. They were dying. They didn’t
want to be Ochs' s sacrifice anymore. But no one knew the way out anymore.

Nathan Leefelt Ochs s greet, bald head turning dick in hisgrasp. Before it wastoo late, he could punish
al thewrongs Ochs had heaped on him. With one arc of hisfig, the world would berid of this
cresture. And then what?

Nathan Leelifted hisface to the gathering scorm. The snow did from his cheekbones. It dapped upon his
wire-rim glasses. Hetried to see, but the world was asmear. He was blind. And then it was suddenly all
soplan.

Blood for blood.Nathan Lee knew it. He knew it to his core.

He saw the order of thingswith crystal clarity. Theseravaged pilgrimsdidn’t know it yet, but the knife
wastheir signal. For weeks Ochs had been preaching invasion. But they wouldn’t go.Seasoning, Ochs
had called their stalled misery. They were collectively waiting for something, some sign or event. Now
they would haveit. His blood would spur them. Ochs couldn’t prompt theinvasionin life, only in death.
And he knew it. That explained hisjoy a Nathan Lee sarrival. Ochs had to die. And like a prophecy
fulfilling, Nathan Lee had come down off the mountain to do the job and martyr him.

Nathan Lee lowered hisface from the sky. It seemed like he could see athousand miles. He saw himself
from high above. Ochswasn't the city’ sworst danger. Nathan Lee was. His hatred and thisknife were
Ochs svehicle. Hisddiverance. Nathan Lee recoiled insde himself.

Thetal soldier pressed him. “Decide.”



Nathan Lee sgrip eased. Ochsfet him hesitate. He pressed histhroat against the blade. He urged
Nathan Lee. “Grace,” he spoke through clenched teeth.

All hislife, it seemed, Nathan Lee had been climbing, scratching holdsinto the mountain, pulling at the
world. And never finding hisanswers. Never letting go. Helet go. “1 can’'t saveyou,” he murmured.

Thetal soldier frowned. Others around him showed disappointment, too. Ochs was about to be loosed
on them once again.

Nathan L ee opened his hands. The knife dropped on the dirt. He released his enemy.

With that, Ochs rose up with aroar. Heloomed in front of Nathan Lee, eyesterrible, his naked chest
striped with scars. In some ascetic fit, he had cut his own nipples off. That frightened Nathan Lee more
than anything. He had diced away his most tender flesh in the name of God. “Now,” Ochs declared.

It was hislast word.

From behind, asif it had an enchanted life of its own, Nathan Le€ sknife gppeared at Ochs s neck. The
blade moved without pause, one stroke, across and back. Ochs squinted. His scowl wasfull of pain, but
full of questions, too. He seemed to be inviting Nathan Leeto tell him what was wrong.

Then the prophet’ sthroat yawed open. The hot breath escaped from hiswindpipein a puff of steam.
Bright blood flew across the white ground and sprayed Nathan Lee. Ochs clutched at his neck, eyes
bulging. It waslike watching aman strangle himsdif.

Hedidn't topple and crash to earth. In the end, the great oak of aman simply eased down into atangle
of limbs. His bones seemed to melt. Hislegsfolded. He sank to sitting. His spine bent and he drooped
over hislap, shrinking smdler. Hishead met the dirt. After that he didn’t move anymore.

Nathan Leeraised hiseyes. Thetal soldier stood above Ochs s body with the knifein one hand. Nathan
Lee knew better than to run. He stood rooted in place as the crusaders hemmed him in.

“WHAT ARE THEY DOINGto him?’ Mirandawas holding onto the very edge of the TV monitor. Shewas
gtill in shock. While shelay deeping, her lover had crossed the river and vanished. And reappeared.

Baanced on some nichein the midst of the camp, 1zzy’ s camera had never stopped transmitting. The
mob had no ideaiit was there. In the foreground, bodies and faces milled back and forth, blocking and
unblocking the zoom. Between their traffic, you could see the crossin the distance.

With the Captain at her side, Miranda watched Nathan L ee emerge from the crowd and jump on Ochs
likeatiger and face off hissmall legion of warriors. From this distance, the scene was antlike. The
knife—too small to see, but easy to deduce—had kept Ochs frozen and Nathan Lee temporarily safe.

Her heart felt like astone. Her love had not been enough. In the end, Nathan L ee had succumbed to the
past. He had been unable to stay away from the camp. His unfolding revenge looked so dight on the
screen.

But then he stepped away and Ochs climbed to hisfeet and the crowd obstructed her view again. “Now
what?’ shesaid.

The Captain peered at the screen. “There,” he said. “ Abovether heads. See?’



Shelooked.

|zzy’ s crosswastipping.
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Peace on Earth

MIDNIGHT

She watched 1zzy fade to black on the lime-green satellite feed. No one could know for sureif it was
redlly him and Nathan Lee down there. Through the valls of storm and night, &l they could get on the high
resolution views were therma signatures. But Mirandaknew. 1t would be like Nathan Leeto stay and
put his back againgt thewind and hold hisfriend.

A dozen different images from this and other satellites flickered on screens around the busy room. The
medium resol ution pictures used ascale of oneinch per mile, and they showed pools of massed human
body hest that looked motionless. But by compiling images from the past twelve hours and running them
at high speed, the ASTER experts had been able to display the beginnings of awholesae retreat. Large,
shapel ess configurations—hundreds of thousands of people—were moving away from the epicenter. The
herd pattern had been most active before sunset. Since then, darkness, plunging temperatures, and the
deepening snow had bogged them.

Most hadn’'t made it more than ahaf mile before halting for the night. But the evidence was clear. The
pilgrims were leaving, or trying to. The sege had broken. They had given up on the city. The precise
explanation eluded Los Alamos, but it coincided with Nathan Lee' s gppearance in the valey. Maybe he
had persuaded Ochsto send the pilgrims home. Or he' d warned them of dire consequences, or offered
himself asthe city’ sransom, or pointed them in anew direction. Something had gone onin that camp.

Throughout Los Alamoas, people were celebrating asif agreat war had ended. There had been an
interfaith service at the Oppenheimer Center earlier in the evening, televised for those who could not
attend in person. Miranda had caught parts of it. Interspliced with satellite images of the pilgrims’ retrest,
the city’ s priests, ministers, mullahs, rabhbis, and a Buddhist monk had given thanksfor their deliverance.
They said prayersfor the poor people now stranded in the blizzard. It was easy to think more mercifully,
now that their enemy wasdying at their feet.

Oddly the generds were not pleased. The city had been saved, but they tersely discarded the evidence.
“It' sworse than ever now,” onetold Miranda. “The fool nearly ruined everything.”

Hisfool was Nathan Lee. Mirandaflared at him. “What more do you want?’ she demanded. “We're
spared. He stole your thunder, isthat it?’

“We have our orders,” the generd told her.

“Whose orders?’ Immediately she guessed. Her father’ s, the sovereign of the deep. They bdieved in him
and hisinvincible fortress made of salt. “What grand strategy of yours did Nathan Lee destroy? They're
leaving”

“Precisdy,” the genera complained.

It was the closest to information she' d gotten from them. But in what way did the pilgrims' departure
unravel the generals strategy? She tried the contra position. How could the pilgrims’ coming advance
their drategy? Miranda gave up guessing. Plainly something larger had been in motion, and Nathan Lee



had derailed it. Or nearly so. The general was vexed, not defeated. The day’ s events—Nathan Lee's
attack, the lowering of 1zzy’ s cross, the mass withdrawa—were an inconvenience. She saw that the
generdswerefast adapting to the Stuation. Their plan was ill dive.

“Youwant awar,” sheredlized.
“Wewant maximum security.”

“Now we haveit,” shesad. “ By thistime tomorrow night, the pilgrimswill be gone. Y ou can put your
swords away.”

“It'safeint,” said the generd. “ They’ re going back into the forests. Into their tunnels. Taking up
positions.”

“What forests? What tunnels?’ she demanded. It struck her. Their touchstone was Vietnam. Afghanistan.
Or Gaul. The barbarians were wild things.

“We had them gathered in place, the last of them,” said the general. Now we won't know where they
are. They're getting away.”

“Let them go,” Mirandatold them. “Now we can stay.”

The generds departed, but their staff officers remained, circling the room, leaning over monitors, writing
down coordinates, making notes. Every now and then one would leave the room to make acall. Their
doomsday expressonswere stark amidst the overal jubilation. Except for them, it was like an office
party in here, the happy faces, the little pine tree with paper decorations, the strings of eectric red chili
lightson thewall.

Miranda kept to one corner. She didn’t want to sour their joy. The retreat was exactly what they’ d been
hoping for. They could stay in the open now. They could inhabit the sunlight, carry on their research,
embrace the survivors, find the cure. Their high fives and halelujahs confirmed her vison. They belonged
inthecity, not with her father.

She wanted to sharein their gladness, but they knew she wasin mourning. Their smiles faded when they
looked at her. She saw their degp sighs. If not for monitor number eight, she would have gone hometo
grievein private. It was too soon to grieve, in asense. Hewas still dive down there. But he had killed
himsdlf. It was al on monitor number eight, afew seconds past rea time, however long it took to transmit
from the valley to space and back down to this room.

Hisluminous, hollow-eyed head turned to one side, then bent over 1zzy again. She touched the screen. If
only she' d known what he was thinking. She would have wrapped her arms around him, pardyzed him
with her love, ordered hisarrest. But in saving him, she would have doomed the city. He had given her
what she wanted.

Los Alamoswas aware of his sacrifice. Whatever he had done down there, he had done for them.
Whether that was true or not, they believed it was so. They had chosen Nathan Lee to mark the
epicenter. It wasasort of cartographic honor. All their bull’ s-eye overlays centered on him. They
measured their new hope outwards from where he sat.

She placed her chair sideways to the monitor so that her back was to the room. She sat next to him,
inches from the screen. They’ d tightened down on him to the maximum resolution, but he still looked so
tiny. His skull wasamatter of pixds. Sitting there, hefit under her fingertip. Theimage pulsed.

He had not sdlf-infected with the Sera-l11. Miranda had checked the freezer, and all the sampleswere



accounted for. She understood. By the end of forty-eight hours, 1zzy would have been dead. Ochs might
have invaded. The generds might have made their move. By going immediately, Nathan Lee had
preempted the dternate redlities, or at least some of them.

|zzy had died. She was't sure Nathan Lee even knew. For savera hours she' d been watching darkness
creep through 1zzy’ slimbs and into his core. Now he was little more than a shadow on Nathan Lee slap.

Beside her, acomputer’ s screen saver showed clouds whisking past the Matterhorn. The scene
switched: the Grand Canyon at dawn. A Hawaiian waterfall. Fields of red poppies. Mount Everest at
sunset. It wasabox full of dreams. At last shefigured out the screen theme. There were no peoplein the
pretty places. The computer was showing her the Garden before man. She reached over and turned it
off.

They had suppliesto last adecade. With care, there seemed no reason they could not last forever. If the
plague approached again, they could always sdlf-infect. Three years, Nathan Lee had argued with her. A
whalelifetime.

She returned to the monitor, to her spectra lover.How long are you going to Sit there? His hands were
losing light. She could seeit. He was freezing. She resented that. He knew how to take care of himsdlf. If
he could makeit across Tibet in the dead of winter, this should be a snap. But hejust sat there.

Finaly she could not bear to smply watch. She got to her feet. Her jaw was set. Her decision was made.

Nathan Lee would be hot with the virus now, but she could wear abiohazard suit. The roads were piling
up with snow, but she could take one of the big Army trucks with chains. For that matter, she could
walk. It was only twelve miles. The snow couldn’t be that deep.

The Captain intercepted her at the door. She hadn’t even been aware he was here. “Forget it,” he said.
“One sacrificeis enough.”

“I'm bringing him back,” shetold him. “He can live out what’ sleft in awarm bed in South Sector.”
“Thet’ s not what he wants.”

“Oh, hetold you?’

“I have eyes”

“Wdl I'mnot givingup onhim.”

“We need you here, Miranda,” he said.

“Then send ateam of men for him.”

“Don't spail it,” said the Captain.

She fdt skinned, shewas so raw. “ Spail it?” she shouted. People looked. She lowered her voice. “He's
throwing himsdf away.”

“Y ou know better.” He crooked one arm around her shoulders.
She thought he was going to offer asympathy hug. “ Save your pity,” she said.

But with amotion, he swept her to face thewall like anaughty child. He put his head next to hers. “The
man’sdoing hisjob,” hewhispered in her ear. He was stern. “Do yours.”



The reprimand took her breath. He was't finished. He laid one hand on her scomach. On her womb.
She flushed. He' d learned her secret. “Hetold you before he went,” she whispered.

“No,” said the Captain. “Likel sad, | have eyes. My wife, she knew you were pregnant along time ago.
| wasn't so sure. But | am now.”

She fought with her joy, fought with her sorrow, which wasit?

“Y ou need to bethinking,” the Captain said. “What will you tdll the city in the morning? They’ Il want to
hear where things go from here.”

That hadn’t occurred to her. She would have to go public with something. Their victory needed
enunciation. “What am | supposed to say?’ she murmured.

“Givethem agtory. Tel them about the future. Makeit up. A new land. Wherever it isyou see usgoing.”

Helet go of her shoulder, and it felt like she was tumbling through empty space. She put her hands
againgt thewall to steady herself. Shelaid her forehead against the hardness and breathed out. Tears
began burning down her cheeks, her first tears. She was shaking. Now was the time for the Captain to
give her his shoulder. But he didn’t. No pity. He just stood beside her, faced out to the room, and
guarded her tears.

Then, for some reason, the Sirens began.

Swiping at her tears, Miranda glanced around. All through the room, heads were lifting from monitors.
People stood hesitantly, haf certain the wailing would shut off. But it went on.

“What' s happening?’ Miranda asked. “ Are we under attack?’
She looked for the generds staffers. Maybe they could explain. But they had | eft.

Men and women had begun checking each other’ s screens, confused. “It'sgot to be afdsealarm,”
someone ingsted. “ There sno movement in the valey.” Even so, people began drifting to the doorway,
reluctant to leave their stations, and yet tugged by the sirens. They didn’t know what to trugt.

Out in the hdlway, men and women were streaming for the exits, shrugging on jackets, grumbling about
the bother. Miranda pushed through them, making for the stairway to the roof. The Captain was at her
hedls. She climbed the stairstwo at atime.

The rooftop was bright with floodlights. The snow sparkled like jewels. It was piled to her knees, degper
than she' d thought. The air swirled with heavy white flakes. On the edge of the dark forest, tall phantom
pines came and went in the gusts.

Mirandawent to the edge of the building and looked across at the glittering city. It was beautiful, all
decorated with holiday lights. Big snow plowswith flashing blue lights were blading clean the roads.
Columns of soldierswerefiling through the Streets. The air raid Srenswent on howling at them, waking
the city, waking the dead.

The generds, she thought. They weren't finished yet.

NATHANLEElifted his head. He heard the song. He opened his eyes.



The world was pitch black. He had been nearing the bottom. Hypothermiawas its own realm. Now he
floated back to consciousness.

Who could be singing? It was so beautiful.

Hetook along minute to remember where he was. He didn’t see the snow. He didn't fedl the weight
across hislegs. Hisarms were stone. He felt rooted to the earth. Ancient asardlic.

He thought,I’m blind. Then helifted his head alittle more, and there was the faintest glow on the far
horizon.Dawn, he smiled. Night was passing.

The singing had no words. He listened more intently. It cameto him.The throats of angels.

Then therewas light.
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Exodus
Thevdley lit white,
Miranda stepped back from the flash.

The far mountains went dark. Abruptly they surged to orange and red in the gathering firebdl. That
suddenly theair raid srensfdl| slent.

The only thing she knew about such things came from movies. Next would come atida wave of wind
and fire. Buildingswould ignite, glassfly, forests bend. Their flesh would mdlt.

The Captain thought 0, too. “ Get down!” heyelled. They fell into the snow on top of the roof.
But the aftershock never reached them. Not a breeze,

The weaponeers must have been planning it for days. The bomb was perfectly planted, sized just right.
She could picture it from above. With the base of the mesafor its anchor wall, the nuclear wind had cast
out acrossthe valey, east and south and north....away from the city.

At last the sound of athunderclap cracked above the city. It passed over them to the west, into the night.

On her elbows, Miranda crawled through the snow to the edge of the roof. The mushroom cloud was
flowering to the south and east, midway to SantaFe. It was pink. The head reached their height, then
went on growing, along, skinny stalk poking at the stars. The stars showed. The blast had melted ahole

inthe very sky.

The Captain joined her. Side by sde, they peered off toward the valley.
“What have you done?’ murmured Miranda.

“I had noidea,” said the Captain. Hisvoice wasfull of shock.

She closed her eyes. “Not you,” she said. “ God damn my father.”

Everything stood revealed. Ochs had been released to preach. He had unwittingly brought the hordes of
faithful into one place. Her father had wielded the peopl€ sfaith againgt them. He had dangled the city as
bait, then struck with one swift blow. Their enemy was abolished.



“Don't,” the Captain stopped her quietly. “He syour father.”
She vomited. Onto her arms, into the snow, over the edge.

“It was sdlf-defense,” said the Captain. But his voice was hollow.
“They wereleaving.”

“I' know,” he whispered.

“A nuclear bomb. Againgt children?’

The Captain searched for judtification. “Wheat did they expect? ThisisLos Alamos.”
“They had no warning.”

“It wouldn't have maitered.”

“For someit might have.”

“They were dready dead,” hesaid. “All of them.”

“That’ smonstrous.”

“They were done with theworld. They’ d said their prayers. For them the Sege was just another way to
die. A quicker way.”

“The bomb wasamercy?’

“We're spared,” said the Captain. “It’ s not pleasant how we' re spared. But now they won't come.”
“A million people”

“Now we have afuture,” he reminded her. “ The future you wanted.”

“Not likethis”

Shelooked at the Captain and his horror was explicit. Helooked old. He didn’t believe his own words.
She got to her knees. “Comeinside.”

“Yes” But he seemed o fragile. He was shivering. She had to help him to hisfeet.
They descended the sairs.

Up and down the hallways, every phonewas ringing. It wasthe Sgnd. The authorities were reversing the
911 emergency call system. Every phonein every office and homein Los Alamos was getting the same
recorded message.

The exodus was beginning.

She went into an office and picked up one of the phones. A pleasant voice was saying, “...to your
designated evacuation depot. Thisisnot atest. Pleasego....”

“Thiscan't bered,” said Miranda. “They’ ve just incinerated every last personinthevaley.”

Then suddenly shedid understand. The generals words came back to her.When the time comes, we will



part the waters. While they ill had the enemy in their sights, they had taken their shot. Now her father
was ready for them.

“I haveto go,” said the Captain. “My wife....”
“Of course,” shesaid.

Miranda advanced down the hallway in adaze. There was no panic. Doors stood open. Scientists were
quietly shaking hands and taking last-minute group snapshots by their bench labs and cubicles. They
camly hung up their 1ab jackets and safety goggles, and waked away. She could read their thinking.
They had ressted this moment for years, but now that it was here, they were relieved. The virus hunt
would continue, but more reasonably, in safety, with time on their sdefor achange.

A man patted her arm. “It was agood fight,” he said.
“It'snot over,” shesad. “Nothing's changed.”
He gave her afunny look, and hurried off.

Shewent outside and crossed the bridge to the city. It was onein the morning. The stireets werefilling
with people bustling home to their families. There were small details to attend, she knew. Some had
decided to poison their pets, othersto free them. Through windows with opened curtains, she saw
people making their beds, straightening pictures on thewall, looking around to make sure al was nest.
They |eft their Christmas trees and e ectric Hanukkah candles on. They’ d packed their bagslong ago.
There was no need to say goodbye to anyone. They would all be seeing each other down below. That
was the plan. She saw people locking their doors for the last time, and then, unlocking them. ...l etting go.

The snow had stopped. The sky had cleared. It was chilly. Pulled from deep, children were crying.
Block by block, the exodus took shape. They had practiced for this event once every month for the past
two years. The shock of the bomb seemed offset by the shock of evacuation. Their faces were laced
with fear and wonder.

Miranda felt like aghogt as she passed through their lines. Citizenswere orderly, if excited. Theair was
freezing. Under their parkas and fleece jackets, many wore vacation clothes: Hawaiian print shirts,
sun-dresses, tank tops, blue jeans. The carved-out salt chamber beckoned to them like atropical
paradise.

Each had their “tenner” in hand or strapped to little airline carts, or in backpacks, the ten kil os of
persona possess ons which every man, woman, and child was alowed to bring. Y ou could take anything
at al: books, software, teddy bears, clean socks. Whiskey, or psychedelics. Whatever might get you
through the next ten or twenty or forty years sealed twenty-one hundred feet insde the earth. For aslong
as Miranda had been here, the contents of one’ s tenner were a subject of conversation, gossip, even
jokes. Y our choicesweren't Smply amatter of taste. They reflected what kind of human being you were.
Grave goods, Nathan Lee had called them. Relics that people took into the next world.

Each neighborhood and mesafinger had its own boarding sites. The passengers waited politely for their
trangportation, stamping in the cold. The clear mountain air was fouled by diesdl fumes as sixteen-and
elghteen-whedlers backed up to the docks. The trailers were sheathed in triple-layers of black
quarter-inch rubber membrane normally used for roofing. Every rivet was epoxy sealed. The cabswere
armored againgt guerrilla attacks, the windshields bullet-proofed. The drivers wore moon suits. The
vehicleslooked more like submarines than Peterbilts.

Straps hung from the ceiling like meat hooks. There were no windows, no seets, no snack bars. It was



going to be standing room only for the next twelve or twenty or thirty hours. Soldiers piled their tennersin
growing mountainsto one side.

At one depot after another, people called out to Miranda. “Y ou can comein our truck,” they offered.
Everyone wanted her with them.

“I'm daying,” shesad.
They were appaled. “But you can't. It'stoo late for that.”

“It'sjust beginning,” she assured them. She didn’t ask anyoneto stay. They were afraid. The bomb had
spoken to their mortality. So far Miranda had heard no one speak about it out loud, the holocaust her
father had unleashed. Y ou could seeit in their eyes, though. Thiswasfinal. No atheistsin the foxholes,
shethought. All the bravetak of drawing alinein the sand, holding the fort, making astand...gone. She
didn’'t blame them. They smply hadn’t known their hearts before. Now they did.

A woman approached her. “How can we leave you? Come with us,” she said. “Think about it. You'll be
al done”

Mirandasmiled. That surprised her. She could smile.
“WEe Il remember you,” the woman said, backing away.
“Thank you,” said Miranda.

Severa times she overheard Nathan Lee' s name. They linked her to him and watched her pass among
them with pitying eyes. In their minds she was the tragic widow.Isthat dl thisis? she asked herself.
Aromantic suicide? She rgected her doubt. It was more. It had to be. Her grand idea had cometo
envelop her. She had set it in motion, and now she' d becomeits passenger. It was carrying her dong.
But dso it wasn't carrying her a all. She had already reached her destination.

Every light in every room and dong every street had been |eft on. It was asif the city wanted to
guarantee that not even ashadow might be left behind. The bright lights made it hard to see any
constellations between the clouds. They wanted one last taste of the stars. When the clouds parted to
show Mars, agreat cheer went up. Every child was raised on shoulders to memorize the Sght.

Quickly, within ahdf hour, the convoy was |loaded.

The earthmovers set off first to clean the blistered highways of debris. There would be no snow downin
the valley, Mirandaredized. The bomb would have melted every trace of it for miles. Therewould be
minimd to zero damage to the highway itsdlf, no blast crater. It would be more like the aftermath of a
typhoon. The generalsknew their business.

Gunships pounced up, flanking the vanguard. At last the hundreds of trucks started to unwind from Los
Alamos, one behind another, coming together into asingle black snake that glided off into the depths. As
she started back to Alpha L ab, the convoy passed her going the opposite direction.

It took lessthan an hour to empty the city. Silence rushed in. She watched from the doorway and Los
Alamos looked like akingdom of ice, motionless, its radiance sharp and clean. After awhile, the dogs
started barking to each other.

MIRANDA WASNOT QUITE SUREWhat came next, and so she decided to make herself acup of hot



chocolate. She didn’t particularly like hot chocolate. But shefelt cold, and it was awintry night. Hot
chocolate sounded nice.

As she made her way through the building, the lab was alive. Computer screens glowed in darkened
rooms. Machinery hummed. The smell of burned coffee and microwave popcorn drifted through the air
ducts. The PCR robots were till at work, automatically stamping out more and more copies of DNA
fragments. A centrifuge was whirling ablood samplein infinite orbit. Thiswas her inheritance.

Descending to C floor, she went to the small kitchenette and put a pot of water on the oven plate. She
rooted through the cabinet and found the packets of chocolate, and took her time cleaning amug. The
sampletasks|et her not think too much.

Shefelt deepless and dazed and guilt-ridden. The world seemed vile. With each passing minute, it was
increasingly clear that the nuclear daughter had been agift. In one stroke, it had scraped the valley clean,
incinerating not only their enemy, but theimmediate threet of plague. She was thankful, but did not want
to be.

She placed her cellphone on the table beside the mug, trying to decide when to call her father. She
wanted to punish him. Before the convoy reached the WIPP sanctuary, she wanted to tell him hersdlf that
she had disowned him forever. It seemed like afirst step. His atrocity was not her reason for staying, but
shewould make it sound that way. It was important that he understand the gulf between them. She
wanted to hate him. She wanted to weep. She wanted to quit thinking about it.

Her blood sugar spiked with the hot chocolate. Miranda wiped her nose, raised her chin, and reached for
the phone. Time to bear him the bad news. Let him reap what he had sown. She braced herself and
pressed the key.

Searching for servicethe window read. That was odd. Their cellphones normally worked without a hitch,
even four stories beneath the surface. She went to one of the regular phones, and therewas adial tone.
She dided her father’ s number, only to get arecorded voice:All lines are temporarily busy, pleasetry
your cal again.How could the lines be busy, though? There was no one | eft.

For the next few minutes she experimented with the phone system. Calls worked within Los Alamos. She
reached a half dozen answering machines and listened to the voices of people she would never see again.
It was the long distance service that was down. At a satdllite recon booth, she paused to check the
convoy’ s status. Expecting along chain of therma images, she found instead. . .nothing. The screenswere
al gatic. Findly it occurred to her. The lineswere fried. The transceivers and microwave stations and cell
towers had been scrambled by the bomb’ s electromagnetic pulse. The satellites were blinded. She was
more aonethan she' d known.

Her isolation came flooding in. She hadn’t really thought about it, but now it was obvious she’ d counted
on some form of communication with the WIPP people. Suddenly Mirandawasn’t sure she was strong
enough for this. She could go mad up here, wandering the streets, distilling nonsensical potions, talking to
ghogtsin their gpartments. The city was small, but more than large enough to become her labyrinth. The
reactor would keep pumping out eectricity for decadesto come, but one by one the lights would go out.
She couldn’t hope to maintain the complex, much less go out into the world searching for survivors. What
had she been thinking? For abad moment, her resolution crumbled. It wasn't too late. With amoon suit,
inahumves, if she started now, she could il catch the convoy, go down into the earth, ask her father's
forgiveness....

Then her panic spent itsdlf. She wastoo tired. And cold. She couldn’t seem to get warm. A blanket, a
little deep, that’ swhat she needed. After that she could start to inventory what was left of Eden.



SHEWOKE, on the floor of someone’s office, to the sound of eevator doors opening and closing at the
end of the hdlway. Had someone returned? She amost turned on the light, then heard the crash of
glassware. A door banged open. More glass broke. Men' s voicesfiltered down the corridor.

She edged the door wider and darted her head out. At the far end of the hall, hunched like a hunter, a
man was carrying a broken pipe for a spear. He disappeared around the corner.Dear god, she
thought.Survivors,

It was nearly saven in the morning. Time enough, she redlized, for anyone to have ascended the highway
from the valley. Nathan Lee swords floated to her.Be careful what you wish for. Y ou want them to be
lambs. But what if they’ rewolves.

The bomb must have spared hundreds, if not thousands of the pilgrims. Huddled in their canyons and
arroyos miles away, the blast might have passed right over them. And now they had come, for theirhgjj
or amply for their pound of flesh. They would destroy the city. She tasted the bitterness.Y ou destroyed
yoursdf.

More doors crashed open. Furniture tipped over. The ransacking went on.

Footsteps approached. Shetried to reckon their numbers. One, it seemed. Limping. Images of
Hiroshimasprang at her, flash-burned victims, skin hanging. Mad as hell.

A tal slhouette rippled across the door’ s opaque glass. The footsteps passed. She waited aminute, then
eased the door open an inch a atime. The floor was spotted with bloody, barefoot prints.

Glass splintered in an office door. Miranda heard yelling, wild men, ababel of words. They were hunting.
They would find her eventudly. She armed hersdlf with a champagne bottle left over from someone's
office party, then put it down.

Her only hope wasthe elevator. Miranda’ s thoughts raced. Once up to thefirst floor, she could bolt for
the back exit, hidein the forest or in acave. The mesawalls were pockmarked with them. She could
outwait theinvaders, raid for food, at night make afire. Food! She stuffed her pockets with food, little
packets of crackers and candy. She found abox of kitchen matches. An ideacameto her.

More crashing, more shattering of glass. They were searching room to room.

She took one of the matches and scratched it on the box, and held the flame beneath the glass rod on the
fire detector. It took forever, it seemed.

Abruptly, the sprinkler system bucked on. Chemica mist hissed from the ceiling nozzle. Office and hall
lightswinked off, and were replaced by strobes. The darm began honking savagely.

She heard men running past, shouting, bare feet dapping the wet floor. One dipped, skidded, banged
hard against her door. His shadow rose up, ran on.

At last their voices dimmed. She opened the door. The eevator was only fifty feet away.Walk or run?
Shedid both in small bursts. Broken windows on office doors gaped like ragged jaws. Glasslay
everywhere. Chairs and desks had been thrown so hard against the walls they hung from the dry wall.
Books had been ripped to shreds, papers scattered. They werein afury, laying waste to everything.
Their hatred made her wesk.

Miranda reached the evator, hair dripping. The doors stood shut. She pushed the Up button, then, for



good measure, the Down button. She backed into the well of the door frame and waited.
The sprinklers went on raining down. The alarm was deafening. She pushed the buttons again.

A man gave ashout at the far end of the corridor. They’ d spotted her. Two more rounded the corner.
Mirandaforced hersdf to stay and wait.

The three men came sprinting up the hallway. 1t was afoot race to reach her first. The strobes cast tiger
stripes on them, dark, then bright, then dark. They had knives, an axe, aclub.

Miranda stabbed the buttons.

Their bare feet gripped the linoleum like flesh claws. They were so fast. She dapped at the buttons with
her open palm. Where was the elevator?

Too late she saw the sign to one side:In Case of Fire, Use Stairs.Of course. Her heart sank. She'd
bluffed hersdf into acorner. The building' s power would have shut down at the first darm. And yet the
buttons were lighted. She stabbed them again. With nowhere to run, she dugged her back against the
doors, faced her hunters.

It wasonly inthefind thirty feet that she caught sght of their faces, and for an instant her terror changed
to surprise. These weren't outsiders. How could she have forgotten them?

“Eesho?’ shesad.

It was himin the lead, the fase messiah. Hiseyes grew large. Only now did he recognize her, the woman
who had humiliated and terrorized him. The fase mother.

Her father’ sword sprang from the distant past, Ochs s word, too:abominations.

Who had let them out? What did it matter? She was trapped with her own handiwork. For amoment she
fdt pity for them all, for the men torn from their grave, for hersalf in her confusion, but especialy for the
life growing in her womb. It was dizzying. Her world had broken loose of its neet orbit. If therewasa
lesson that wasit, the oldest lesson: once in motion her creations had alife of their own.

More of the clones arrived, soaked by the sprinklers, their arms and feet bleeding from glass, eyes
jacked wide with adrenaline, armed with kitchenware and pieces of the building and industrial garbage.
One gripped ameat cleaver. Miranda recognized its beat-up wood handle and leather loop. It came from
the bone lab. Without knowing it, the clones had found their own remains.

Eesho raised hisaxe. She wanted to plead for her child. Too late. She Sgnified everything that was evil to
him. Even if she could have spoken hislanguage, there was no arguing with that. Her womb and fertility
were Smply one more malignancy to be chopped down.

The moment dowed. He was bellowing at her, some curse or justification. Hiswords turned to durry.
Every detail sharpened. She saw the veins on hisforehead and raised one arm to try ward away the axe.

She couldn’t take her eyes away from it. The axe blade reached its apogee. And stopped. Benegth the
ugly honking alarm, there was a sudden, absurd, merryping.

Eesho looked up. The doors did open behind her. Mirandatumbled backward. The elevator car was dry
and dimly lighted. Miranda scuttled back from the clones...and struck the legs of aman inside.

Hisface took her breath, aripped, sewn rag of aface. He peered down with reptilian detachment, then



looked out at the other clones, their hair and beards dicked flat with the synthetic rain. They had her.

Helaid one hand on her head and cocked her face back to look more closely. “Miranda,” he uttered,
and patted her head. She belonged to him now.

She had never met Ben, had refused in fact. But she knew him. Like the rest of Los Alamos, she had
become familiar with hisfright mask of scar tissue. Of al their mongters, it was he who had best suited
their dread and most excused the painsthey inflicted. His wasthe least human of faces. But he had been
Nathan Lee sfavorite, and he knew her name somehow. What had Nathan Lee told him?

Eesho burst into an angry tirade. Ben answered him sternly. She didn’t understand aword. Thedarms
throbbed like a giant heartbeat. The strobes lashed them. They looked like creatures etched by lightning,
lurid, then shadowy, flickering in and out of existence. They craned to hear Ben. He seemed to be
countering Eesho’ s ultimatums with achoice of some kind.

At last aman stepped forward from the bunched crowd. Eesho tried to block him from entering the
elevator, and the man went around him. Another approached. Eesho grabbed his arm, and the man
shoved him to the ground. One by one, they edged around him.

The smell of sweet and chemicasfilled the car. They jostled to make room. The sudden peace was
amogt ludicrousto her. They contradicted themselves, full of rage one instant, sober and patient the next.
Asthe doors closed, only Eesho remained out there, ftill bellowing at them from the shadows. The noise
shut away.

For amoment, the devator didn’'t move. Ben carefully, studioudy pressed the button for thefirst floor.
Nathan Lee had trained him well. The gesture was't lost on the others. He was guiding them out of here.

The ride was short. She squeezed into the back corner. No one said aword. For aminute, they were all
just fellow passengers.

The car cameto ahalt.

Even as the doors opened, Miranda saw bodieslying in arow on the lobby floor, and their pile of ugly,

makeshift weapons. At asmall distance, hidden behind columns and scarred riot shields, soldierswere

pointing their guns at the mouth of the elevator. “Cut the power,” she heard aman shout. “Lock it open.
Wegot afull load thistime.”

Thelight insde the elevator went out.
“Ben!” thevoicecdled. “Youinthee?Isheinthere?| can't see”

With a shout, the clones pressed to the sides of the elevator car, shoving backward from the doors,
trapping Miranda behind them. Shewastall, and could see over their shoulders and between their heads.
The lobby was so bright. It was blinding at first.

The entrance to AlphaLab faced due east. The winter sun was just rising, itsrays glancing straight in.
Now she saw athrong of peoplein front of the building, out in the parking lot. They looked like figures
made of light, walking back and forth, keeping vigil, waiting.

The world assembled in an instant. The convoy must have turned around. Her city had returned!

“Ben.” A shout. “What you got? Bring them out. One at atime. No running. Don’t need more blood. Tell
le.r]'ﬂ



“He can't understand English,” someone complained.
“Some, he does.”

The bodies on the floor were clones, she comprehended, hogtied, face down, hands and feet cinched
with plagtic ties. One lay crumpled and till in awide pool of blood. The lobby reeked of cordite and riot
gas. It cameto her. The soldiers were putting down a prison break. Onefloor at atime, they were
flushing out the sub-basements, repossessing the building, and Ben was helping. He was their worm on a
hook, drawing their monsters up from the deep.

Out in the lobby, the mood grew tense. “ Shoot one,” asoldier recommended. “They’ll come.”
“Don't,” caled Miranda.
Thelobby fdl slent.

“Miranda?’ Thisnew voice was old. Worn out. Thrown too hard, too long. The Captain must have been
searching dl night for her.

“Captain.” She kept her tone cam.

The Captain gppeared from behind acolumn. “Hold fire. Not one shot.” Hewore ariot helmet with the
visor up, hislong hair hanging down his shoulders. His hair looked white this morning. “Can you run?’ he
asked.

With one step, she could have left her captors behind. They would be returned to their cells. The violent
strays like Eesho would be rounded up. It could be over.

Their escape wasfinished, and they knew it. She saw Ben's eyes on the far side of the car, watching her.
Therewas no fear in his eyes, only hope, though not a desperate hope. He looked reconciled to
whatever came next. He spoke, and the others moved out of her way.

It struck Miranda. He had been handpicked by Nathan Lee and coached to guide his comrades away
from Los Alamos. Instead, he' d stayed. The fugitive had chosen to collaborate with his captors...to go
searching for her. He had put himsdlf at risk...to save her. But why? She chased the thought. Before
descending to his death, Nathan Lee must have sought Ben out. It made perfect sense. Of al people, he
would have chosen this wanderer, this sphinx-like escapee, in whom to confide his decison. Whatever it
was they had talked about, Ben had shaped it into apromise. To her. And then sheredlized...to her
child.Nathan Lee s child. That was the heart of it.

She stepped from the devator. “Moveto your left,” the Captain told her. “You'rein theline of fire.”

She looked back at the elevator, and saw the fury of their battling. The wall and metal frame weretorn
with bullet holes. Blood stresked the ceiling. Further up the hallway, one of the clones had tried legping
through a plate-glasswindow. His body hung on the shards. Riot gas was sucking through the shattered

gap.
“Miranda,” said the Captain. “They’re dangerous. Let usdo our job.”

Where had she heard that before? Her father, she remembered, at the pond, long ago. And Ochs, that
time, steding the child, throwing her into darkness.Never again. She held her ground. She glanced
outsde, through the front door, at the milling people. *Y ou came back,” she commented.

The Captain frowned. Hefollowed her gaze. “ Them? They never |eft. We' re the oneswho stayed.”



“But the city wasempty. | saw it.”

“People hid in their houses. It was nighttime. A terrible night. We waited for daylight.” He added, “Not
you, though. | should have known.”

So the convoy had gone. “How many are there?’

“A few hundred. Mostly scientists. We' re till going house to house. People arein shock. They can't
believe what they’ ve done to themsdlves. They’re afraid. We don’t know who stayed and who left. We
were garting to think maybe you' d gone, too.”

“Why?" shesad. “Why did you stay?”’
The Captain frowned at her. “Youtold us,” he gestured with hisrifle, confused. “Y ou said, the sun.”

Miranda' s eyes stung. It wastheriot gas, shetold hersdf. And the snow was so bright. They werewaiting
for her.

“WEll gart over,” she spoke suddenly.
“Yes,” the Captain encouraged her. “Now will you come away from there?’

Hedidn't understand. “All of ustogether,” she continued more loudly for othersto hear. “We'll beginin
the beginning. Therearen’'t many of us.” She swept her hand at the awful violence, the body dangling in
the window. “We can't afford this. It will take everyone.”

“Miranda,” the Captain pleaded. “Clear away.”

They il didn't see. She had to show them. She returned to the devator filled with cowering men and
reached inside. Shetook Ben's hand and he took another man’s hand. Like that she ushered in the new
day, guiding out the string of their ancestors who were their monsters, but their children, too.

37
Strange Bedfellow

DECEMBER31

The tall man whistled while he worked, neatly laying out the razor blade and towe, the needle and
thread. Handel.The Messiah. What €l se?’ Twas the season.

“Shut your hole,” someone growled from alower bunk. Day 10, and tempers had frayed. Sleep was
precious. The haven was not quite what people had prayed for.

Theirsanctum sanctorum was astudy in sodium chloride. The floors were milled flat. The cellingswere
thirteen feet high. LevelsFiveto Eight were still being expanded after yet another collgpsein the st bed,
and wouldn’t be completed for months. Until then, the colony dept in shifts. Each of them got a
bunk—and the petite privacy that went with it—for twelve hours a atime. It was like ahomeless shelter:
A bed, ameal, then back on your feet, Joe.

He kept his curtain drawn. There was just enough headroom to sit upright. Each bunk had asmdl wall
light of itsown. He had shed hisjumpsuit. Now he examined his scar. The wound in histhigh had healed
nicely over the past three months. He prodded the long seam.



Their dayroom wallswerethin plastic. He could hear awoman in the neighboring cubicle crying, and men
whispering angrily. The culture shock was savage. Streams of people circumambul ated outside the rows
of barracks, waiting their turns. Their shuffling sounded likeasmdll river. Likeariver, their feet had
aready started to wear a channel into the sdt floor.

Theair wasradicaly dry. In the space of afew days, their lips and cuticles had dready split. Their eyes
were red. People couldn’'t seem to drink enough water. They werein adesert far beneath the desert, this
conceded dite. They were literdly becoming the st of the earth. When it was quiet, the sound of flaking
crystals whispered on the plastic roofs. The sanctuary was dive. It wasfilling in around them.

He rubbed his scar.

Back in Los Alamos, forty years had not seemed insurmountable. It wasn't going to be easy, nobody had
said that. There was bound to be some cabin fever. Deprivations. Adjustments. Internal politics. But
overdl, they’ d envisoned along night of the soul with great downtime. They werefinaly going to get to
catch up with their families, kick back, do some science, teach and be taught, breed, raise the grandkids.
Anchor the species. When they emerged someday, they would be old men and women. Future
generations would remember them as giants, that wasthe idea.

But dready their dreams had unraveled. The journey across New Mexico to just this side of Texas had
been its own specid bit of hell, sixty-saven straight hours locked in with raw sewage washing at their fet,
the weak ones going to pieces. Of the six hundred trucks the convoy started with, fully haf had not made
it. There had been breakdowns, icy roads, afresk dust storm, and land mines galore. Through triple
layers of rubber, he had heard the flat whumps of explosions ahead or behind them. Not a pleasant ride,
at dl. But even mechanica failure, guerrillaambushes, and gas needles on E did not explain what was
being estimated as afifty percent attrition. The dark rumor was that half of them had been sacrificed
aong theway. Thetall man in the upper bunk didn’t believeit, but the rumor did happen to fit the facts.
There was coincidentaly just enough room for those who were here.

He regretted the lost trucks and their tens of thousands of passengers. He had hoped to have every single
last one accounted for. At present, no one was sure who had and had not made it. Paul Abbot, their
king, roamed through the sdt corridors, cdling his daughter’ sname.

The convoy’ s castaways were doomed, that much was certain. Those fortunate enough to break out of
their locked trailers would have had nowhere to escape. He took some solacein that.

The man considered the razor blade. It was not as sharp as he would have liked. Over the past few days,
before he gained ownership of the contraband razor, four people were said to have used it. They’ d been
clumsy, dulling it on their carpa tendons and bone. But it had worked for them, and was the best to be
hed.

Helaid the edge just so on his scar, and drew the blade. The lips of flesh opened. Asthefirst time, there
was surprisingly little blood. The adipose layer was white. The mest was red.

He worked the wound deeper. It ran pardld with the muscle fibers, which—months ago—had alowed a
deep envelope without laming him. With time, gravity and muscle movement had worked the glassvid
lower between the quadriceps. He had to go searching. It hurt. He resented that.

Part of the entry procedure had been afina purification. Everyone had submitted to multiple blood and
urine tests. They had stripped, scrubbed, and walked through an ultraviolet tunnd to piles of Sterilized
jumpsuits. Their suitcases and duffel bags had never even left the Mesa. Naked as babes, they had
entered their crystdline Eden. Quarantine was absolute. The virus didn’t stand a chance down here. That
wastheidea



He could hear the family next door, through thewall, prepping the young onesfor deep. A bedtime
story.Goodnight, Moon. Then prayers. “Our Father, who art in heaven....”

I’ teach it to them properly,he thought.In the origind. Aramaic. Whisper it through the wal into their
deep. Why not?

In his short lifetime, he had been many things to many people, amentor to lost scientists, a psychiatrist to
raving soldiers, afriend to the lonely, a guide to the cunning. He had sown false hope, faselove, fdse
dreams, even false messahs. Little by little, he had led them into the pit.

At lagt hefound it nestled againgt the anterior cruciae. The glasswas dippery. He put it in his mouth for
safekeeping, then wiped his fingers and started sewing. His suture kit had gone the way of their luggage.
He could have made afuss, being a Cavendish and dl. But standing on his authority was exactly what
Adam didn't want. Anonymity, that was the ticket. And so it was an ordinary needle and a spool of
green cotton thread he used. The wound was bound to get infected, but not soon enough to save them.
He would get miles and miles before they discovered him. He meant to cover every inch of the place.

He bit down. The glass cracked. The liquid seemed warmer than his body temperature, and that was
fitting, thisbeing the the hottest strain Los Alamos had every captured. To his surprise, the virushad a
pleasing taste. He was reminded of oranges, but with ahint of seasalt.No, no, Adam decided, it was
more like the bead of alover’s swest at that cruciad moment, nearing oblivion, when sheisjust begging to
befinished off.

Epilogue
Harvesting the Wind

MAY

The big, black cast iron chair occupied a sandstone dab near the outermost tip of the mesa. There
Mirandasat, with apair of binocularsresting in her lap, or what was I€eft of it. It was midday and warm.
Her glass of ice water was beaded with dew. A baseball cap shaded her eyes. It could have been an
idand in the sky out here.

Summer was coming. Mirandahad willed it with al her heart. The snows had melted, the noon sun
towered, the city was hedling. Almost three hundred people had stayed behind. They were dl types. Like
an old Spanishentrada, they were learning to build upon their mix of trades, scientists and soldiers
working together, the Cross and the Sword, faith and stedl. Each day saw them more ready for what was
to come.

Each day her body ripened. Her belly swelled. Her breasts startled her in the mirror, taut and round.
They had become identical to the breasts on Nathan Lee' s Matisse nude, which she kept with her other
mementos, the gold necklace her mother had | eft, atreasured seashell, a snapshot of her Monarch
butterflies, her map of chromosome 16.

Taraadored the movements in Miranda s womb. Every day, she visited. The Captain’ swife said the
baby was going to be agirl, and while the thought of alittle sster could not replace the horsefor Tara, it
did help. What did not help was the horse itself, which would neither go away nor comein from the
wilds.

When she looked out from the edge of the mesa, Miranda no longer envisoned avalley of deeth. It was
gtill early for wildflowers at this eevation. But the first expeditions had descended five weeks ago, and
had reported that the plains grasses were knee-high, and wild cattle were caving, and therivers were



chocolate with run-off. Their dispatches—sent by shortwave from distant places—were like old-time
radio, or broadcasts from Mars, filled with crackling static and cosmic whistles and, ultimately, silence. It
had been nearly two weeks since they’ d heard aword from “out there.” Nevertheless, Los Alamos was
gl ableto track the explorers progress via satdlite. Three of the expeditions had reached their targets
and turned around, and were now making their way homeward. What tales they would tell.

For adoomed people, the citizens of Los Alamos were joyful and industrious. Each of them was termina
now. They had voluntarily been inoculated with the Serar111. Their three-year countdown had begun.
After that, short of acure, the virus would take them. But that’ s where their faith camein. Survivors had
been contacted and were—d owly—being brought in. The harvest had begun. The answer was near.
They bdieved that.

It was not an easy faith to hold. All through the winter, glass people had strayed into Los Alamos. That's
what Tara cdled them. Some had been pilgrims and wayward travelers drawn by the city’ slights. Others
had been their former neighbors and coworkers who had returned on foot, castaways from the now
infamous convoy. They were not the survivors whom Los Alamoslonged for, only more plague victims.
There was no need to use moon suits with them nor cage them in the bio-safety labs. Immunefor thetime
being, Miranda and others had set up ahospice to feed and carefor the victimsin their final days.
Certainly there was no lack of spare bedsin the city.

It had been grim work nursing the victims, and yet purifying in away. Asthey watched bones appear
through their patients' glassy flesh and saw hearts begting in living chests and tracked the sunset of
memories, they came to accept that one day that might be them. By April the refugees had dl passed
away. The cemetery in the golf course bore markers, some with names, those who had remembered
them, many without. At any rate, their passage had signaded the end of the great die-off. Shortly after
that, five expeditions had set off into America.

Whilethey waited for the explorers homecoming, the people of Los Alamos continued to foster their
city. There was so much to do, suppliesto inventory, research to review, experiments to design,
greenhouses to build, the reactor to tweak, satellites to monitor, radio signals to broadcast. The word to
spread. Just keeping the lightbul bs changed was atask, but Mirandainsisted. They were a beacon. That
was her mandate. Every night the city’ s bright lights repelled the darkness.

Not al the darknesslay out there. On the chance Cavendish might have left clues behind, Miranda had
vidited his office in South Sector three months ago, when she was more mobile. She’ d wanted to review
everything he had, and had not, done during and after hisreign, to seeinside his head. “ Something about
him doesn’t add up,” she said to the Captain, who accompanied her. “He knew more than he wanted us
to know, I'm sure of it.”

Thefirst thing they had noticed upon bresking into his office was the smell. Hiswheelchair wasthere,
pointed out at an executive view of the Sangre de Chrigtos. Still sitting upright, the rebel scientist had
ghriveled to adry husk. Glass pipettes had been driven through the optic cannulain each eye socket. The
pipettes were fragile. Hisimpaling must have taken grest care. His murderer could have been anyone.

Cavendigh’ skilling had become just one more of amillion secretsthat Los Alamos held. Everyday,
foraging parties made new discoveries: warehouses brimming with food and supplies, lab notes with
buried insghts, bio-safety [abs with forgotten subjects, chalkboards scrawled with hieroglyphs. Over a
hundred thousand people had vanished in one night last December, and yet they still whispered to those
they’ d left behind. Every laptop contained ahidden persondlity. Apartmentsyielded love letters. Diaries
spoke. Windows looked across into other windows. Telescopes on tripods peeked between curtains.
Los Alamos had always been a city of dreams, good and bad. That was in the nature of science. What
surprised everyone wasthat it had also been acity of such desire. It made them long for their



companionswho had fled into the earth.

Weeks ago, on their way south, the New Orleans expedition had visited the silent WIPP sanctuary,
hoping to make contact with their logt brethren. But they had found only mummiesfor sentinelsin the
surface fortification, and the big eevator shafts leading into the depths echoed back their own shouts.
Therewaslittle they could do to unravel the colony’ s disappearance. They didn’t have ropes long enough
to descend the vertical half-mile, so they dropped messagesin canisters down the holes, then proceeded
on their journey. Their mission wasto search for the living, not commune with the dead.

It was known that survivors remained. The hunt for them had started in earnest in February, using
satdllites, asthelast of the great cities gasped out their red death clouds. The therma imaging had been
programmed to highlight any body measuring 98.6 degrees, and immediately the survelllance team had
begun sighting human activity. As of the last count yesterday, there were twenty-six survivorswithina
thousand-mile radius, the projected range of their first wave of expeditions.

Y ou could see the survivors near the logical food sources, the cities and towns, but aso out in the
farmlands and mountains. Over the past month, Los Alamos had watched one character plow and seed
an entire thousand acres outsde Cortez Heights, Kansas. The Milwaukee expedition had not yet reached
him. For al the farmer knew, he was the last man dive. He probably had no idea he might beimmune.
And yet, dl alone, with hisfuture adark uncertainty, the man had chosen to plant corn. That, thought
Miranda, was hope. She couldn’t wait to shake his hand.

It wouldn't be long. The expeditions were returning. The Billings expedition was going to befirst. Last
night’ s satellite image had showed them camping on Raton Pass, on the Colorado border, dong old I-25.
Everyonein the city was excited. Mirandawasn't the only one ditting along the rim, watching the road
that wound up fromthevalley.

Depending on conditions, the expedition might come in today or tomorrow, or the next day. Their
estimated time of arrival was anyon€e' s guess. Since dawn, the satdllite had lost them to abedo effect. It
was not unusud for the satdllites to go blind during daylight hours. That was when most of the survelllance
team got to deep.

Mirandalooked out across the gap at a section of highway cut into the mesawall, and it was empty. She
took adrink of cold water, and closed her eyes. The water seemed more delicious every day.

Then she looked again, and something was flickering dong the top of the far peninsula, awhite shape,
quick among the pifion and scrub. Mirandaraised her binoculars and found it easily, their day ghogt, the
Appaoosa. Shewas gdloping hard, one more mystery that would probably never get explained.

They knew from the remote cameras that Nathan Lee had ridden her down to theriver, but crossed on
foot. In the aftermath of the bomb and evacuation, everyone had forgotten all about the horse. One day
in January she had smply reappeared. It was cold, but she wouldn't take their shelter. The bomb had
permanently spooked her. She carried burn scars, and wouldn't let anyone come near. Through the rest
of winter, every week or so, someone would throw ahay bale out for her, and that kept her dive. Tara
had tried chasing the horse, or laying out gpples and hiding. But the horse had gonewild, or half wild.
She seemed to enjoy their proximity, though not enough to ever be caught or ridden again.

Mirandawatched her for another few minutes. The horse dalomed through the low trees, cutting right
and left, musclesflashing. Her dust plume sparkled in the sunlight. The fool thing was going to go flying
right off the cliff someday, people said. Or run itsdlf to death. Circleswithin circles, that’sall people saw.
But that missed her real mystery. The question was not where the horse was going or what she was
running from, nor whether she would ever make up her mind between the city and the abyss. Rather it



had to do with therace itsalf.

A shout went up adong the rim. Immediately Miranda shifted the binoculars downward to see the
highway. And there they were, on foot, coming around the bend.

Suddenly her breathing just took off. She had to steady her elbows on the chair arms. Her heart raced.
Shefdt ajolt of adrenaline, which woke the baby, who gave akick.

Miranda touched the focus knob and the explorers grew sharper. The road had changed them. They
were brown from the sun. The soldiers had beards. Ben, too. He was near the front. She moved through
the faces. Some she recogni zed, others were new. There were women and children among
them.Survivord

Abruptly the expedition passed from view. The road wound behind another finger of the mesa. All dlong
the canyon’ s edge, people were shouting with excitement. They began to stream away from their
perches, racing to greet the travelers as they entered town, and the canyon dowly fdll silent.

Miranda stood to join them, but the blood rushed from her head. She lowered hersdlf back to sitting. The
iron chair took her weight without a sound.

It wasn't that she felt heavy or dowed, quite the opposite. Her wings had never been stronger. She had
to bully hersdlf to it there, to take the extramoment. With the arrival of these newcomers, and the
coming of her child, life was about to get very busy. She would not have thiskind of privacy again, not
for years. She pushed aside her crowding thoughts. She sat there.

The sage and rabbit brush were budding. The air was fat with desert scents. Miranda took a deep
lungful. Her faintness passed. The world had only seemed to stop for atime. Everything wasin motion
again. She started to lift her eyesto the sun, but caught on the sight of that never-ending horse acrossthe
way. Chopping up the dugt, flying through the trees, running like crazy. 1t was enough to make her smile.
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