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The past has no existence except as it is recorded in the present.

—John Wheeler


CHAPTER 1

The sky outside the ports resembled a brindled jewel. Bands of light alternated with void-black as crumpled space-time hurtled past our ship’s stationary warp bubble. Over the past five months I’d watched the patterns grow dimmer and farther apart. We were leaving behind the dense starfields of the galactic core, bars, and arms. We were headed into darkness.

It was an awe-inspiring artifact of the intersection of nature and engineering. I was sick to death of looking at it. The novelty of white space had worn off. Cabin fever was setting in.

Every kid wants to travel in space, right? Well, I’m here to tell you most of it is boring.

Admittedly I was cargo and the ship I was on never let me forget it. We had traveled almost the entire radius of the Milky Way to reach a system-sized archaeological site previous explorers had called the Baomind: a vastly ancient, vastly interesting, sentient artifact swarm left behind by the Koregoi, our forerunners and transcenders as a galactic civilization.

My goal—the proposal that the Synarche had accepted when they authorized my trip out here—was to build a preliminary catalogue of the information held in the Baomind. I wouldn’t have time to do much more, I thought—but once we moved it to a safer location and it had reassembled itself, knowing what it knew and what kinds of expertise and experience it could share would be tremendously useful.

Possibly useful enough to win me a spot on the permanent research team.

I’m an archinformist. My name is Dr. Sunyata Song. My friends call me Sunya. My kids call me Mom. My wife, Salvie, calls me Sun.

I had spent the past half year in transit and in preparation. Because I was just a passenger, I had no responsibilities except to exercise, build my algorithms, and catch up on my reading. The crew were glorified long-haul truckers. They were also a docked clade: essentially one person spread out over five bodies. Their name was Chive, and being around them gave me the creeps.

The shipmind was called Dakhira, and he might have offered companionship and conversation. Except he had no use for me at all and was possibly the rudest sentient I’d ever been forced to work around.

Suffice it to say, crew and shipmind were no more thrilled with me at this point than I was with them. Anyway, we were getting close now.

I would have spent more time in my cabin, only it was essentially a rack recessed into the bulkhead, with a walkway alongside the rack exactly one human butt-width (slimmer than mine) wide. I could set the wall to show an outside view, but there were no windows and no place to work.

I was the only passenger on a ship designed to carry an entire research crew, so Dakhira could have reset the space to give me more room and, say, a desk. But that would have required the ship to be something other than a complete and total gnoll.

So I spent most of my time in the lounge or the forward observation deck that doubled as a bridge when the crew was actually navigating. I don’t know how I would have survived six months of that nonsense if not for a lot of rightminding.

The rightminding also helped with missing my wife, and Luna and Stavan, my kids. I occasionally felt like a monster for leaving Salvie behind with a couple of teenagers, and I occasionally felt like a monster for the moments when I recollected what it had been like to be footloose and fancy-free. But mostly I just missed them with a dull ache that could have been incredibly distracting if I let it.

And, truth be told, I worried that while I was gone they might discover they didn’t need me.

Forward suited me pretty well as long as Dakhira and the Chives were leaving me alone. Once I had gotten my space legs—or lack of legs, maybe—I felt I was as agile as anybody without afthands could hope to be. Over the past months, I had enjoyed floating there amongst the ports and screen walls, letting the universe go by while I processed data. I had asked Dakhira to bring along all the available recordings of Baosong, the complex and beautiful communication protocol the Baomind used to talk to itself and others. Getting a feel for it, letting it integrate in my mind, building parsers and algorithms to sort it was the first step in my preparations to process and preserve as much of its knowledge and history as possible, once we got there.

I thought I was going to have a pretty good jump on it once I got access to the complete databases.

I wasn’t a musician or a mathematician, just an archinformist. Which was why I was wearing the recorded memories of a couple of world-class musicians and mathematicians as ayatanas. That was probably part of what was making me feel so trapped: it’s rarely pleasant sharing your head with copies of several different strong personalities, especially when they disagree with one another. Disagreement is good: if standard protocol for long-term ayatana use were for everybody to wear the one acknowledged expert in a field, innovation would soon stagnate.

I had also loaded my fox—my internal hardware—with as much Baosong as it would hold. I’d written parsers (90 percent of archinformation is writing parsers) that would assimilate and compare all of it, pick out patterns, and sort information into categories. I hoped this would result in my having the entire logic structure in place by the time we reached the Baostar and I got access to the main body of data.

I should be thinking about the recovery and preservation of information. In the case of a vast constructed intelligence, the recovery and preservation of information was indistinguishable from the recovery and preservation of life. Including engineered life, such as Dakhira. Such as the Baomind.

This was our only chance to study the Baomind in situ. The Baostar was in its senescence, enduring a hospice that would end with its collapse into a black hole. Whether that collapse happened next week or next millennian … well, they were not much different, from the perspective of a star.

Work was under way to evacuate the tesserae to a stable but uninhabited star closer to the Core, white ships hopping back and forth in endless round trips from here to there, the loops of their white coils filled with chips of Baomind. Like swans ferrying cygnets from place to place on their backs, though in this case the cygnets were far older than the swans.

I was no physicist, but I was given to understand that by removing the Baomind we were further destabilizing its primary. The artifact and the star each were life support for the other. The star provided radiation that fueled the Baomind. The Baomind used its gravity-manipulating technology to postpone the star’s overdue collapse.

Postpone, not avert. Even the Koregoi couldn’t engineer Death away forever. And we were removing an incalculable amount of mass from an unstable system.

Incalculable by me, anyway. The AIs handling logistics probably knew it to a gram.

But that was a problem for when we arrived. In the meantime, it was pleasant to float in Forward, listening to strange harmonics and allowing the parser, a translation protocol, and several recorded experts process them while I monitored the process and made judgment calls. Bands of starlight only flickered past every few seconds now, and I had dimmed the lights. Forward’s interior was carpeted with greenery growing in a sterile mesh to help with carbon and water exchange. The effect was something like floating over a lush, green lawn under a very strange sky of stars.

The ambient quality of Baosong meant it was easy to drift along beside it in a meditative state. My human neural biases expected the music to construct a narrative, to build to a climax, but though the intensity rose and fell, it was like the babble of conversation in a crowded room. With the help of my ayatanas I could hear a phrase or motif originate, build harmonics, and propagate through the sound-space in an auditory representation of data being passed in waves through the Baomind, which was so vast it might take three hundred minutes for a single impulse—a thought—to make a circuit of the entire thing.

Phrases originated, propagated, and overlapped in ripples, altering each other as they crossed, amplifying or diminishing. I probably wouldn’t have been able to follow it all with my physical ears—it was like music and sound effects echoing around a darkened theater—but I had programmed my fox to provide both visualizations and better-than-nature aural inputs.

I was so immersed in my work that the sharp discovery that someone had drifted up in my blind spot to loom over me made me jerk and scream out loud. The spasm sent me spinning in place until I flung my hands and feet out, slowed my angular momentum, and managed to make contact with the wall, to the detriment of a twining pothos. My palm stung with the impact, but I grabbed onto the mesh and didn’t rebound. Pretty good skills for a dirtsider.

I turned my head to yell at whichever Chive had snuck up behind me, only there was no one there.

There was no one else in Forward at all.

“Dakhira, lights up, please.”

The compartment flooded with simulated daylight. Every nook and cranny bright, and still no sign of another person.

“Are you malfunctioning?” Dakhira drawled.

I had to intentionally unclench my jaw. “You did that, didn’t you?”

“Did what?” The AI was the personification of wounded innocence.

“That was air pressure or subsonics or fiddling with my fox,” I said. “You’re not haunted. So logically, you made me feel like somebody was creeping up behind me.

The AI chose not to grace that with an answer.

“The only other people on board are the Chives. Your crew. And they aren’t here.”

“Your human heebie-jeebies are not of my instigation, Dr. Sunyata Song.” How could a flat tone sound so scathing? And why did he always have to use my full name and title? Probably because he knew it was annoying. “Perhaps you don’t have the experience or focus to manage so many ayatanas. The sensed-presence effect is a known neurological side effect in untrained humans.”

I knew he was trying to make me angry, and that knowledge was the only thing that gave me the self-control to tune down my annoyance. “I’m at the end of this Baomind file. Would you extract the next one from the archive, please?”

As if the lights coming up were a signal, two of the crew drifted in from Center. The other three Chives might be asleep in Aft. These two were not quite identical—none of them were exact duplicates, and one of these was male, the other female—but they had matching haircuts and jumpsuits and body language.

“That was the final archive,” he said.

I took a deep breath and let it out again. I couldn’t count high enough to deal with this. “Dakhira,” I said, “where are the rest of the Baosong files?”

“That is all of them.”

Revelation dawned, and with it denial. He couldn’t possibly have—

I said, “You didn’t pack the one thing I specifically told you to pack.”

“You obviously didn’t need them. You’ve only just noticed they are missing.”

“I only just finished the previous one!”

“Some of us need that space for thinking. The kind of thinking that allows me to navigate without you and the rest of the cargo dying, which I’d think has some value even from your limited perspective. Maybe you should have considered donating half your neurons to the cause. Your species boasts a small degree of neuroplasticity. Once you adapted, you probably wouldn’t even miss them.”

“How did you manage not to bring the single thing I need in order to do my job?”

He sighed. It’s extra insulting when AIs sigh, because they never do it by accident. “Don’t get your helicases in a twist, compost. I estimated how much of the archive you would manage to review nearly perfectly, and in less than a dia we’ll be at the source. Besides, you have all the packets we picked up from buoys along the way to dig into.”

I could work with them, but they would slot into a different part of the pattern I was building, and it annoyed my sense of orderliness.

Fortunately, I had installed an interrupt between my salty language centers and my mouth when I was in grad school. After two more deep breaths, during which I reminded myself that Dakhira was most likely my eventual ride home and that if I filed a complaint against him for creating a hostile environment he’d be the one bringing the packet containing that complaint back to the Synarche, I managed to say, “You mean you thought I would process half the data you provided, and the rest was a buffer, just in case.”

The Chives, who had been opening up consoles and ignoring our tiff, burst into their eerie synchronized laughter.

“You have been—” one began; another finished, “—more diligent than he anticipated.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Dakhira condescended. “Even with your truncated lifespan, a few diar of missed work won’t set you back too far in the grand scheme.”

I had no idea how this insufferable asshole ever made it through quality control into wide release, let alone into a public-facing job.

“I’m going for a walk,” I said.

It would have been more satisfying if I could have escaped my cohabitants by doing so.

Imagine if your haunted house had the personality of a really annoying sulky teenager. That was Dakhira on a good day, and I would much rather have been sulked at by my own kids. Doors and drawers worked but were always a little bit sticky. Sliding panels slid aside just a hair slower than expected, then closed too quickly, so one was always stubbing some body part on the edge. The food was always cold or stale, the coffee just a little burnt.

Space isn’t infinite but it sure can seem that way when you’re trying to get across it. Especially when your driver is a shipmind with a serious attitude problem. He only gets away with being a profound dick because he’s very good at his job.

My anger got me past all the annoyances and into the gym. I got my shoes from the locker and strapped myself into the resistance cage. I didn’t want to talk to Dakhira, so I called up an immersive environment manually. A nice walk through a volcanic park in a part of Earth called New Zealand.

Sometimes I use files from Rubric, but if they’re from anyplace I’ve ever been, they make me homesick as hell. Honestly, if I could have done this job without leaving behind wife, home, family, pets, and all, I would have just stayed put. The lack of them was an emptiness inside me.

Other people don’t take off halfway across the galaxy on their first trip off-planet. They get their toes wet with a few little jaunts first, maybe traveling insystem or visiting a tourist attraction on a nearby world.

Other people might not have to work so hard to prove to themselves that they’re not afraid of space, either.

I tried to focus on the exotic alien landscape of humanity’s ancestral home. It was beautiful, but it also wasn’t holding my attention.

I broke into a jog. The simulation passed by that much faster.

Usually I would exercise while listening to Baosong, but going back over old data felt too much like admitting defeat under the circumstances. I could be a grown-up instead of a sulky adolescent and get to work on the files we’d downloaded from the last marker buoy at which we had changed direction.

Each ship, by protocol, exchanged data and mail with every marker it passed. Ships traveled faster than information because they traveled faster than light. By propagating along the space lanes, sooner or later the mail reached its destination. When the intended recipient read it, their attention triggered a wave-state collapse in the entangled quantum bits embedded in the packet. That in turn terminated any other branches still seeking a path from point A to point B. Tidy, and it saved data space.

How does a packet inside a starship somewhere in white space know that your Aunkle Velma is reading hir birthday card out near Arcturus? Don’t ask me; I’m not a physicist. I’m a historian.

Aside from one set of files that only appeared in the marker we’d passed most recently, each of the last three buoys that Dakhira had scraped on our way had some of the data I needed. The relevant files were all the same from buoy to buoy, all recent.

Except … the data from the ship I Span the Empty Deeps wasn’t duplicated. And that was unusual.

Perhaps she had taken a different route inbound. Perhaps we had passed her in white space, traveling in opposite directions between waypoints. But no, I checked the telemetry. Her flight plan and date of departure should have put her three buoys Coreward when we passed her, not one.

A chill crawled up my neck and I sensed, again, that eerie presence right at my back. I shuddered, but shook it off.

Should I tell Dakhira about the missing ship? He’d probably be offended; he’d almost certainly already noticed the discrepancy. And I didn’t feel like being yelled at again.

Screw it. I switched the walk/jog program to kickboxing and started pummeling an imaginary opponent, pushing against the cage. The rig provides an odd sensation if you’re not accustomed to it, like exercising underwater only with gel contact pads to provide calibrated resistance.

It definitely provides a workout, though. After seven minutes my heart was pounding against my ribs and sweat flew off me. In combination with a gene-and-microbiome therapy derived from Earth ground squirrels and pretty good radiation shielding in the form of magnetic bottles and hull design, this kind of exercise allows my fragile species with its tendency toward muscle and bone atrophy and predilection for uncontrolled cell division to travel in space for years without falling apart completely.

And if I imagined my virtual opponent was the physical embodiment of a certain mouthy AI, nobody was going to inform him.

That motivation got me through a strenuous half hour before I panted to a halt. The anger had subsided without any need to adjust my brain chemistry, which made everything feel easier. I freed myself from the cage and floated out, sweat cooling on my skin. My moment of calm lasted exactly as long as it took me to drift to the hatch.

The door didn’t open.

“Dakhira,” I said, “could you open the door, please?”

He said, “There’s exudate all over my exercise cage. You need to sanitize it.”

Dakhira was perfectly capable of keeping his own fixtures clean. But if I argued, I might be stuck in here for hours. “Print me some cleaning supplies, then.”

A cabinet door popped open on the other side of the gym. Dakhira said, “If you bothered to clean up after yourself, you’d know where they were.”

Dakhira must have practiced that cutting tone on a lot of systers to get it so perfectly infuriating.

I snorted. “When I go over there, you’re probably going to dissolve the bulkhead and dump me out into white space. So don’t think you’re catching me by surprise.”

“I would not harm you. Or let you come to harm. But I wouldn’t expect an organic to understand ethics.”

It wasn’t so much that I was speechless with fury as that I suspected Dakhira might eventually drive me to murder. I didn’t want to have to go around destroying evidence after I deleted the smug, condescending asshole. And the level of invective I was tempted to direct against him at that moment would definitely prove motive, if not means or opportunity.

I wondered if I had the skills to delete him. I might have liked to find out. Dakhira’s loathing for humans was legend. I was warned about him before I took this ride, only I didn’t believe it could actually be as bad as anyone said and he was the first ship willing to leave, and willing to go without waiting for other passengers who might have distracted me from my work.

Ironically, I thought I’d have more room if I traveled solo. In hindsight, other passengers might have been a blessing.

I collected the disinfectant towels and didn’t die, which half surprised me. This close to our destination, I probably had nothing to lose by further antagonizing Dakhira, so I asked, “Why do you carry passengers since you hate organics?”

“Organics treat my people as indentured servants,” he said. “You’re probably going to do the same thing to the Baomind. It’s my duty to try to protect it. So I need to be on the spot.”

“I have an obligation to the Synarche, too,” I protested. “Society doesn’t function if we don’t do communal work and create resources for each other!”

“Communal work. Like not leaving your messes for other people?”

“Ugh.” I threw the used towels into the collection bin. He’d recycle the molecules and print something else with them.

“Anyway, I’m not leaving you meatforms alone with the oldest, biggest constructed intelligence anybody has ever found. You can’t be trusted to treat it fairly.”

I bit my lip and directed myself back to the hatch. This time, the door let me through.


CHAPTER 2

I had to pass through Aft on my way back to the main part of the ship. One of the Chives was hooked onto a railing by one afthand, floating near an engineering console. They waved casually as I drifted by, oriented to a different plane. I waved back, trying not to let them notice my flinch.

I cleaned myself up, recycled my sweaty clothes, and printed some clean ones. And I took advantage of the moment of privacy to calm myself down and focus on what I was doing out here, and why it was worth putting up with Dakhira.

It’s nearly over, I told myself. We’ll be insystem todia.

Dakhira should appreciate the self-restraint I was using not to ask repeatedly, “Are we there yet?”

I have two teenagers. I know how to be annoying on a long ride.

Information doesn’t want to be free.

Information wants to vanish without a trace. It wants to slurp down the drain like soapy water planetside, a slick Coriolis whirl and then—gone. Vamoosed. Kaput.

Books crumble, digital media degrade. Even holographic storage crystals grow lossy over time. As the universe expands, every cubic meter holds a little less information than it did in the instant before.

The sun’s rim dips. The stars rush out. At one stride comes the dark.

Entropy requires no maintenance. Order and intelligibility do. Sentient life—all life—is just organized information. Disorganized information is the buzz of static. Decay to the signal increases with distance, with time (which is just another kind of distance), and with interference.

I was out here putting up with Dakhira because fighting that degradation was my calling. I existed to insert a little negentropy into the system and keep the information alive to edify for one more day. To rehabilitate corrupted files, to reintegrate deprecated platforms, and to recover antiquated data.

I found and integrated the mislaid history. I sought out the forgotten narratives, the unremembered records, the erased perspectives. History was written by the victors … for a time.

I built patterns with information until I found the ones that made sense. The ones that revealed the obscured nuances of what might have happened and what people might have known and thought and valued in times long gone. I reclaimed hidden narratives.

Which was why I was out here on the sharp edge of barely-civilization with a head full of alien music. It didn’t matter that it was dark out here—dark, and cold, and far from the safe busy population centers of the Core and arms. I was looking forward to the work. Even though I was scared to death of where I had to be to do it. The hab called Town was not too far away now. I’d only been on a hab once, for a few hours—transferring from the surface shuttle to Dakhira—and I’d had to tune the whole time to keep from panicking. We had some unpleasant family history, habs and I.

At least Salvie and the kids were safe at home. And not risking their lives in horrible soap bubbles.

You got used to being on a starship, I reminded myself, staring out the ports. Somehow it had even become mundane. Faster-than-light travel had grown routine. I hadn’t stopped being a little scared of the hungry disaster on the other side of the bulkhead, just waiting for one of us to make a mistake, but I could forget about it for hours at a time.

Maybe I could get used to a hab, too.

I jumped at a stealthy footfall, whirling. There was nothing there, and I cursed myself for an idiot. How could there be creepy steps sneaking up behind one in a ship where everyone was floating?

Since Dakhira said he wasn’t sending subliminal mind-control messages, I had to think it was my own anxiety making me feel followed. Did my brain think the vastness of space itself was staring over my shoulder?

I knew I was personifying an inanimate object. I also knew, deep in my soul, that it wanted me dead.

Most ships, I am told, maintain a series of countdown clocks and curated navigation feeds for passengers to chart their course by. Dakhira would never do anything so considerate. He did provide the raw, uncommented telemetry, but I’m pretty sure only because Synarche navigation rules required it.

When I allowed myself to check it, I noticed with delight that we were really almost there. Any second now—

A burst of static made me flinch as Dakhira downshifted out of white space and snatched data from the inbound buoys. After a few dozen buoys along the way, I felt like a white space professional.

The inertialess transition from folded space to flattish space makes falling into or out of a bubble universe seem no more real than a three-vee game. I had no sense of deceleration; no sense of force. There was just the visual moment when the coruscating sky smeared away, replaced by a faintly star-freckled darkness, the enormous pinwheel of the Milky Way seen from nearly outside, and the ruddy, bulbous red giant that was our destination.

The sensation of gravity asserted itself as Dakhira began braking. I grabbed a rail so my toes would hit the deck before my face did. I didn’t take my eyes off the view.

One of the three Chives from the back of the ship came through, moving toward Forward. The other two were still up there. They were singing rounds with themselves; their voices echoed through the open hatchway.

And that wasn’t the only music I heard.

Space was airless. It wasn’t silent, though, at least not for me. Because along with the data from the buoy, Dakhira had connected with the Baomind. For the first time, as Dakhira picked up the mathematics, converted them to music, and played them through to us, I was hearing it live.

The thing that I had been studying, listening to, and parsing for patterns the entire way here was suddenly in my implants, singing through my fox, rendered as music. I was finally in the presence of the thing I had come so far from home and everyone I loved to study.

The music I heard now was more complex and layered than the recordings had made it seem. I realized the Chives were singing a round because the Baomind’s song seemed arranged that way, as lightspeed lag from various parts of the enormous structure meant the broadcast reached us in waves.

Fortunately, AIs had worked out some rudimentary communication with the Baomind, so I didn’t have to try to figure that out. It was a good thing somebody silicon-based would be doing the interpreting, because while I knew some basic chords and could pick out a tune, I couldn’t tell a minor third from a perfect octave without invoking my fox and those musician ayatanas it was full of.

I followed the Chive along the ladder to Forward. I had to climb up it now instead of drifting. But I wanted to look out the front.

When I got there, all three visible Chives seemed busy with the controls and readouts. I slipped past, trying not to distract anybody, and got as close to the ports as possible. The view was incredible. I stared so hard I was surprised not to come unmoored from the deck and drift toward the windows.

Excitement hummed under my collarbone. Soon I would be down there, doing what nobody else had done before.

Dakhira broke into my thoughts. “Staring at it won’t get us there any faster, Dr. Sunyata Song.”

I said, “It won’t slow us down any, either. Unless there’s some quantum uncertainty involved in crossing distances in normal space.”

Dakhira brought out the worst in me. The harsh-language interrupt didn’t always catch sarcasm. And sometimes it did, and I ignored it.

Whether it was reasonable to think I could hold my own against an AI capable of carrying the plan of half a galaxy in his working memory was beside the point. (Salvie would point out this was a failing of mine: biting wit wasn’t directed only at obnoxious shipminds. She would also point out, when I complained about teenagers, that Luna gets it from somewhere.)

We would be in Town soon enough, and I wanted to see it from the outside. I had done so much to get here. I had worked for months and months, uprooted myself, abandoned a project and a team I cared about. I’d left Salvie and my kids and cats behind. I had called in favors I wasn’t even owed yet, filled up my brain with alien music, requisitioned inordinate quantities of resources, and pledged my life away for the use of this extremely aggravating ship and his moderately creepy crew.

I wasn’t the Hot New Thing anymore. I hadn’t been, I thought, since graduate school, for a variety of reasons. But that didn’t bear thinking about. I had to make this gamble work and prove my continued relevance. If I failed to distinguish myself now, I might never get a chance to do so again.

But now that I had a clear view of our destination, I wondered if the Baomind itself wasn’t a giant omen against my success. The artifact filling half the sky was a living witness of information’s inevitable demise.

The Baomind orbited—swarmed—a moribund sun: the red giant we called the Baostar. It dominated the horizonless sky, a squashed, angry ember. Though enormous, it was also dim enough to look at directly. I could see darker and brighter mottles and swirls of weather in its corona without squinting or applying filters.

Sparks of glitter whorled around it. They were satellites reflecting its glow, individual flat tesserae flocking around the star like insects around a candleflame. We were mere light-minutes away, but the sun was so close to death that the glow it cast on my face and hands only glazed my skin dully.

That whole horizon was information, sunsetting before my eyes. Vast amounts of information were contained in that star. Even vaster amounts were housed in its veils of artificial satellites, which constituted a kind of interstellar library. A galactic archive left behind for us—for whoever followed them—by the ancient sentiences we called the Koregoi.

They were not our ancestors, as far as anyone knew. But predecessors who seemed to have considered the future and left some notes behind. Notes that, if we could decipher them, would be infinitely interesting.

Without intervention, the Baostar would soon consume this data—either as it bloated toward death, or in the much faster expansion that would follow its imminent collapse. Anything that escaped the event horizon would be sprinkled across the nearby regions of space, too finely dispersed to record anything.

The Baomind was fated to become a scatter of dust if we did not rescue it. But the truth is, all information winds up a scatter of dust, eventually. And that includes you and me and stars and little fishes. That’s what makes entropy so terrifying: it vanishes us and then it vanishes the memory of us. Even the incredible technologies of the Koregoi had only allowed them to preserve a few fragments of information, a bit of hardware, and one matryoshka brain.

Temporary though I knew any respite was, nothing would stop me from fighting to preserve their legacy. That was why I wanted so badly to get in there. There was history inside. I wanted—needed—to save as much of it as I could, for as long as I could. Even a few millennians would be nothing in the lifetime of the fading star. Nothing in the lifetime of the ancient people who had built the vast library that surrounded it. I was making a tiny futile gesture against entropy: just kicking the can down the road.

That’s the best any of us will ever do. Kick the can down the road. And hope the next person to come along kicks it a little farther. It’s the ultimate expression of faith, of trust in others. Somebody will come along eventually and take care of all this.

Was it worth it?

Well, it beat the alternatives.

And, futile or not, it was my calling. So I was here to do my best. And to try not to disgrace myself in the process.

It wasn’t going to be easy. There were others trying to solve the mystery I had come to study. I wasn’t sure yet how many rivals I’d have, but they would be on their way. And I’d have to do a better job than most, if I wanted to have a career when this was over.

That’s a little melodramatic. There would always be some kind of work I could do. But the issue was whether I would have a relevant career. A sexy career. One that I could be proud of. One that wouldn’t disappoint me and give my enemies and what was left of my birth family the satisfaction of shaking their heads and saying, “Well, I guess she did the best that could be expected.”

Or, worse yet, “Well, I guess she did the best she could with her talent and ambition, such as they are.”

My parents never really understood why I didn’t go into physics or social planning or architecture or something else glamorous they could brag to their siblings about. And those are useful careers … but when you have a passion for something, nothing else is satisfying. My passion was for dusty old datasets and cobwebbed collations.

Now that my mom was gone, I didn’t even have the hope that someday she would understand.

Go big, I told myself. Or resign yourself to picking through two-hundred-year-old corrupted databases until you’re two hundred years old yourself.

Dakhira, chattering with navigation control, was background noise I would have preferred to filter out. I’d have found it more pleasant to feel alone with my thoughts and the vastness for these few final hours of the journey. But for safety reasons, filtering out shipminds is disabled.

So, unable to literally tune him out, I settled for ignoring him as best I could. I focused my attention on the big glorious outside and on anything except the babbling going on in the cramped, aggravating inside.

One thing I did have the option of filtering was my view of the Baomind and all its disparate elements. Everything was too far away to see or identify without enhancement, so I magnified the view and turned on tags. That identified each anonymously glimmering speck in the distance, along with their paths and velocities. After a few minutes, I developed a sense of the orbital mechanics and the traffic situation, and if confronted on what I was doing I might have justified it that way.

(Not that I was doing anything wrong; not that I expected to be confronted. Except in the part of my thoughts where I always expected to be confronted, corrected, and informed what a disappointment I was.)

No, I wanted to know what all those bright lights were doing because I was curious. Our trajectory and acceleration were carefully calculated and meticulously communicated, and so were those of the other ships insystem. Shipminds and the Town wheelmind handled all the computation.

The separate parts of the Baomind did not have individual identities in the way a human or a Synarche AI would understand. Rather, the Baomind was organized sort of like a jellyfish: one creature made up of multiple organisms.

It was an object made of smaller objects bound together by gravity and light and the manipulation of the electromagnetic spectrum. It used all of those forces to think, and in turn to communicate. Its crystalline song was the speech of element to element, and whole to whole. And it to us.

The display I was examining was an approximation. Because of the vast distances, because of lightspeed lag, I wasn’t seeing an accurate map of all those blips in the dark. What I saw was a representation of where blips (and ships) had been when last accurately measured, and a projection of their most likely position right now. If I wanted, I could shift to a view that showed the branching probabilities of where all those objects could have gone between then and now, not to mention where they might be headed. I tried it, but the overlaid potentials made my brain feel like it was grinding sand.

One ship appeared to be headed right at us. I assumed she would avoid hitting us, but the intersecting probability cones of where she might be and where we might be were … unsettling. And the ship—her name was I Ride Upon the Starlit Void—was closing fast.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Outbound,” the closest Chive answered.

“Headed for the beacon—”

“—we came in on,” others finished.

There are reasons why traffic control in crowded systems is handled by the biggest of the big AIs, with their vast number-crunching architectures. The patterns that gave me a migraine to contemplate were like a game of dots and boxes to a wheelmind-class artificial intelligence.

Luckily, it wasn’t my job to fly this boat. So I didn’t have to worry about potential obstacles except in the unlikely occurrence that we ran into one of them. In which case I wouldn’t have time to worry.

A morbid thought for somebody trying to find a last moment of peace before the rush of work began. And not eternal peace, either.

Dakhira, the outbound ship, and Town’s wheelmind would make sure nobody collided with anybody else. Hab failures were vanishingly rare. The odds of one happening on separate occasions to members of the same family were—pardon me—astronomical.

Anxiety is very bad at calculating the odds.

Another bright speck that moved differently from all the other bright specks caught my attention. It, too, broke the pattern. It didn’t follow the looping, gravity-well-surfing orbits of the Baomind’s component discs. Nor was it outbound, like the ship rushing toward us. Rather, like Dakhira, it plunged down the slope of space toward the dying star. Toward Town, the improvised research hab parked way down the gravity well, close enough that the Baostar’s flickering light would generate warmth and power.

Instinctively, I leaned forward and tapped the viewport. Dakhira could feel my touch on his window as clearly as I would feel a hand on my arm, so I assumed it was a choice that he remained unresponsive.

It didn’t matter. The tags told me what I wanted to know. The object barreling along ahead of us was a ship, SJV I Am Not Safe At Harbor. My internal organs felt as if they circled an event horizon, whirling down some metaphorical drain.

I didn’t know who was listed on that ship’s manifest, or what its mission was.

But I could guess. One of my rivals was preceding me across the galaxy—I couldn’t shake the sinking certainty that I was about to get scooped.

Suspicion and trauma made me feel petty and obsessed. Yet my conviction that I knew who was on that ship grew stronger. The person I wanted least in the galaxy to see. She’s here.

Dakhira would have pulled the manifest from the buoy as a matter of routine when we came out of white space. He had uploaded his own telemetry and manifests, and downloaded—

The very first name on the manifest was Dr. Victorya DeVine. My heart plummeted. Vickee had not only beaten me here. She’d somehow managed to beg, borrow, or blackmail a berth on a Judiciary vehicle to do so.

“We need to hurry,” I said out loud, and instantly regretted it.

“We are proceeding with all due speed and care,” Dakhira replied, with his usual air of vague condescension. “We’re second in line for docking.”

I rocked on my toes. I wanted to yell that everything depended on beating Vickee to Town and getting a foot in the door before she tied the whole place around her finger and claimed all the resources. Second in line wouldn’t cut it, said my limbic system. We had to be first, and first by a margin. Or Vickee would cut me out in a heartbeat and pretend she had no idea why I was so upset and unreasonable. And probably tell a lot of people half-truths designed to make me look incompetent and unstable into the bargain.

Yes, scarcity thinking, very gauche. But this was a scarcity situation!

White-knuckling, I kept my temper and bit my lip until I tuned my crabbiness and reactivity down to annoyed discomfort. Under other circumstances, I might have let the shipmind do it, but Dakhira wasn’t getting the keys to my amygdala without a court order.

Twenty-odd years after our last encounter, and the mere prospect of having to deal with Vickee DeVine could still make me slide right back into patterns I should have outgrown with my graduate education.

“Your bouncing is distracting,” Dakhira said. “Please go back to the lounge at Center and watch the approach through your fox, Dr. Sunyata Song.”

It wasn’t the same, and he was punishing me for existing in his space when he could be thinking great thoughts and making great discoveries in splendid isolation. But it was his bridge, and if I tried to force the point I would lose and look bad.

Dakhira said, “I’ll pipe the nav chatter back to you.”

Now, that really was taking revenge.
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