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A LETTER FROM THE CHAIR

great photo montages to remind youofthe convention,a fabulous novelette written exclusively

for you by two ofour guests of honour, Liz Williams and Alastair Reynolds and detailed biog-

raphies ofall our guests of honour. Wehavealso includeda full list of our membersand the financial

report for Orbital 2008.

Iam delighted to welcomeyouto the Odyssey 2010 souvenir book. Inside we've got a couple of

Yes - this souvenir book has been a long time coming;it’s been a labourof love for Gaspode,

who has doggedly (hah hah!) perseveredin trying to track downtheelusive wisps of promised

contributions to the book. Someofthese proved bit too elusive and we've focussed on producing

a book that complementsthe excellent set of newsletters (available from our website) and the many

memories of the convention recorded on blogs, forums and photo sharing websites accross the

internet.

Odyssey 2010 wassuccessful for me in many ways. Those ofyou who know mewellwill

know that I am a passionate believer in equality and the challenge I set myself was to produce an

Eastercon that attracted people from outsidethe traditional white male middle class demographic

withoutisolating the aforementioned white male middle class members. Revolutionis exciting

but evolutionis less traumatic for everyone so my aim for the convention was quite simple; make

everyonefeel included and don’t leave anyone behind. I think we made some good progress towards

these aims butthereisstill a long way to go before my equality radar stops twitching.
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Wealso wanted to run a programmethat wasinclusivefor children and the majority of our

programmewasdesignedto be family friendly rather than child exclusive. I think this workedreally

well in practice, thanksto theefforts of the programme team and someveryhelpful advice and
assistance from the parents. One ofthe highlights of the convention for me was seeing the number
of conversations going on betweenadults and unrelated children. Really, when it comes downtoit a
fan is a fan no matter whattheir age!

A fewstatistics I'd like to share with you:

1,324 Warm bodiesat the convention (including 2 rogue unregistered but non-mobile infants)
72 Children cameto the convention

35 Apocryphals (including Beeblebears) attended - 4 never madeit to the con!

698 Fans watched Doctor Whotogether on the Saturday
20% of the Committee were non-white

80% of the Committee were female

100% of the Chair was female and non-white

I would like to thank the committee and senior staff for turning Odyssey 2010 into the
inclusive and friendly convention I wanted it to be. Iam conscious that many ofthem stepped well
outside their comfort zones to achieve this and I am verygrateful to them fortheir tireless work. We

were a committee of five people and two of us (including me!) had never been involved in running a

convention before, so the professional and heroic efforts of the senior staffwere particularly welcome
to us.

Id like to thank our guests of honourfor their huge contribution to the success of the

convention and for being so approachable and friendly towards the members. I’m sorry I got to see
so verylittle of you myself!

The key component that turned our planned convention into a smooth runningreality
wasthe legion of helpers that put themselves at our disposal and donated their time to set up the
convention and then to keep it going. A huge proportion of our members helped out in this way,
by participating in the programmeor by working as a volunteer. To them I wouldlike to say a very
special Thank You!

I wouldalso like to thank the Orbital committee for paving the way for us. They added a
muchneeded boost of energy (and more importantly members!) to Eastercon and made our work

that mucheasier by leaving behind a goodsetofnotes.

Id like to add a special word of thanks to the BSFA andthe SFFfor their contribution to the
programme. These folks put on several SF related events for their members (and in manycases for

non-members) and their advice and support was very welcome.

I've been chewing mynails over how to end. My natural geek
tendencies are warring with my inner accountant. “Live Long and

Make Sure You Are Contributing to a Pension Fund” doesn’t scan too |

well, but really I do wish you all the very best and hopeto see you back,
at the same venue for Olympus 2012.

Rita Medany
Chair, Odyssey 2010

 



 
 

 



 



   
 
 

  

     
 

 

 

 

 

 
 



ODYSSEYGUEST BIOGRAPHY : AL REYNOLDS

LASTAIR REYNOLDSIs one of a new

Atofwriters putting the science
back into science fiction. He studied

astronomy at Newcastle University and followed
up his degree with a Phd from St Andrewsin
Fife. He spent sixteen years working as a scien-

tist, mostly for the European Space Agency in the

Netherlands.

Reynolds has established a reputation for sto-
ries that take current scienceastheir starting point
and extrapolate to morefar-flung conclusions.
“Having a science background gives one, I hope,
a gut feeling for what’s moreorless plausible,” he
told Dave Langford for Amazon.co.uk. “I have
stacks of science books at homeso tend notto
have to lookfar to check anything, and of course
the web does comein incredibly handyifyou can
sort out the useful stuff from the rubbish”

Like manyscience fiction writers before him,

Reynolds cuthis teeth on the short story. He made

his first sale to Interzone in 1989 and, despite

a short break when hefirst moved to Holland,

continuedto write in this format until his first
novel, Revelation Space, was published in 2000.
The book, which he describes as “Gothic space
opera with slower than light travel and specu-
lation about extra-terrestrial intelligences” was
greeted with great enthusiasm by the SF com-
munity, and made both the BSFA and Arthur C

Clarke award shortlists.

The work that followed established himself

firmly as one of the major writers of hard SF in
Britain. Chasm City won the BSFA award, while
Pushing Ice and House of Suns were both short-
listed for the Clarke. His 2010 steampunk novel

Terminal World madethefinal ofthe Wales Book

of the Year.

“Mostofthe time, writing is simply a matter of
sitting downin front ofa keyboard(or typewriter,

or notebook) andjust forcing the stuff out, with
as much joyor pain asit takes,” says Reynolds on
his website. “Generally speaking, I dont greatly
enjoy the processofcreating thefirst draft. It has
its moments, undeniably, but for me the proper

business ofbeing a writer is rewriting, andthat’s

the part I can't wait to get to. The rest is usually

one kindofslog or another... But it must be done:
it is, in a sense, what I get paid for, because the
revision doesn't feel like workatall?”

His latest novel is Blue Remembered Earth

(January 2012): “the first volume in a monumen-
tal trilogy tracing the Akinya family across more
than ten thousandyearsof future history... out
beyondthe solar system,into interstellar space
and the dawnofgalactic society.’ He’s also written
a Doctor Who novel, Harvest of Time featuring
Jon Pertwee’s Doctor, Jo Grant and The Master,

whichis due out in 2013.

Reynolds moved back to his native Wales in
2008 wherehelives in the valleys not far from
Cardiffwith his French wife. Amongtheir hobbies,

he says, are horseriding, birds, long walksin the

woods, goodcurries andold films.

EIR6i= .
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ODYSSEYGUEST BIOGRAPHY: IAIN M BANKS

AIN BANKS’ BREAK-OUT novel was The
[ ves Factory, which must have come

as a bit of a surprise to those who knew
him as a science fiction fan whod been writing
about spaceships andalien worlds for years. He
started at the age of 14, writing book after book

and collecting rejection slips from publishers.
The Wasp Factory came out of a desperation to
write something which editors might be willing
to buy. Even then,the story of a 16-year-old using
violence to take out his frustration in the Scottish

village where he lived, owed much to Banks’ SF
roots. “The island could be envisaged asa planet,”
he told The Guardian in 2008, “and Frank, the

protagonist, almostas an alien.”

The Wasp Factory was both successful and
acclaimed and was followed by two more main-

stream novels. At this point, Banks decided to
try-again-to get publishers interested in his sci-

ence fiction. The result was Consider Phlebas, an
old novel from 1984 which he dusted off, re-wrote
and published under the name Iain M Banks(the
initial addedto distinguish his SF from his other

work). It wasthefirst appearance of The Culture,
the society in which manyof his novels areset.
“There were a lot of things that I was trying to do
with it? he told Sci-Fi Now in 2011. “To usea fairly
epic format to demystify, to bring it down from
heroes and princesses to the level of the grunts...

I love space opera andI love the opportunityit
gave me to work a huge canvas.”

The pattern for his career was set with these
early books and he continues to write a novel a

year. Famously, this involves the majority of the

year doingresearch andthinking, followed by an

intense few monthsat the computer at his home

in North Queensferry in Fife. He maintainshis
strong connection with Scotland where he was
born (1954, Fife), educated (Stirling University)

and returnedto (in 1988)after a spell working in

London.His personallife has not been without

trauma. In 2007, it was announcedhis 25-year

relationship with his wife, Annie, was over and
she died twoyearslater, shortly after their divorce.
Henowlives with author and founder ofthe Dead
by Dawnfilm festival, Adéle Hartley.
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Hislatest novelis Surface Detail, another Cul-
ture novel. Askedbyliterary magazine, The View
from Here, in 2010 if the Culture will continue,
Banks was non-committal. “It will go on until I

stop having fun with it and then I will just sort
of leave it be. There’s no overall strategic plan...
The plot of the Culture is not going to cometo
some huge climatic end. Well, unless I come up
with an idea that can only workin those terms,
but Pll try notto.”

IAIN M.

SURFACE
5
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ODYSSEYGUEST BIOGRAPHY: LIZ WILLIAMS

1Z WILLIAMSLIFE hasbeen sovaried and
unusual that the phrase “stranger than
fiction” comes to mind. The daughter

of a stage magician anda gothic novelist, she has
degrees in philosophyandartificial intelligence
from Manchester and Sussex universities, and

a Phd in the philosophy of science from Cam-
bridge. She’s said to have workedas a tarot reader
on Brighton Pier, and ran an IT programmeat
the Brighton Women’s Centre. For some years
in the 1990s, she worked in Kazakhstan,as the
administrator of an education programme. She
lives in Glastonbury whereshe runs a witchcraft
supplies business, teaches creative writing and
the history of science fiction, as well as writing
her own novels.

Williamsfirst published novel, The GhostSister,

was tipped for many awards in 2001, including
a nomination for the Philip K Dick and was
shortlisted by the BSFA. The early excitement
surroundingher writing was rewarded with more
acclaimedsciencefiction novels, including Banner
ofSouls which was shortlisted for the Arthur C
Clarke award. At the same time, she began her

series of Detective Inspector Chen novels,fol-
lowing theinvestigations of a supernatural and
mystical police office in Singapore.

Williams told Locus in 2004: “I write what I

define as science fantasy because it allows me to
have a foot in both camps, to have my cake and

eat it — the cake being science. Although I have
a backgroundin the philosophyofscience, I don’t

have a hard-science background.Sciencefiction is

one ofthe most philosophicalliteratures. I did my
master’s in philosophy andartificial intelligence,
cognitive science, in the days when they thought

sentience and consciousness andintelligence
were possible on a machinelevel, so everyone
was trying to replicate that. The central question
of philosophyactually is, “What is the nature of

human consciousness?’ It’s hard to replicate any-
thing approachingthat in a machine.”

Herinfluences, she told SFF Chronicle, include

Jack Vance. “Because he was oneofthe first SF
writers I read and I loved his books. The exotic-

ness of them wasalways presented in such an
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ofthand, matter-of-fact way. His protagonists used
to meet the mostbizarre people and these people
would appearonly for a paragraphorso, and then
never re-appear. Other influences-more for my
fantasy than my SF-were people like Alan Gar-
ner and Lloyd Alexander, Susan Cooper and L M

Boston.I was brought up with Welsh legendslike
the stories in the Mabinogion,and the Victorian
literature and British folklore that my mothercol-

lected. My father had a great many occult books

and I read my way through those, too.”

Herlatest bookis a collection of short stories,
A Glass ofShadow, with a forward by Tanith Lee.
She has also co-authored, with her partner Tre-

vorJones, Diary ofa Witchcraft Shop,thereal-life
story of the business she runs in Glastonbury.
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ODYSSEYGUEST BIOGRAPHY: MIKE CAREY

IVERPOOL-BORN MIKE CAREYestab-

| lished himself as a comics writer in
the early 2000s, but has morerecently

branchedoutinto novels, giving him access to a
whole new group ofreaders.

Carey was educated at Oxford University and
initially becamea teacher, a career he pursued

for fifteen years while writing comics on theside.
His first comic, Aquarius, appeared in the 1980s under
the Trident imprint, which had been developed by
the distributor Neptune. His subsequent worksin the

1990s included comics for Malibu’s Rock-It Comics

division, 2000 AD, and Caliber. Eventually, he realised

he was earning more moneywriting than teaching and

took the gamble to write full-time. It was a gamble

thatpaidoff.

While at Caliber, Carey came to the attention
of DC editor Alisa Kwitney and he wasoffered the

chance to write Lucifer, a spin-off from the highly
successful Neil Gaiman-penned Sandmanseries.
Other high-profile work followed, including
Hellblazer and becominglead writer for X-Men,

all of which meant putting his own stamp onto
characters and situations which had already been
established. He said of writing X-Men: “T built a
team outofdysfunctional and damaged individu-
als who had tangled histories with each other, and

I used them as the launch point for somestories
in a classic mould:the kind of stories where the

team is already falling apart under its own inter-
nal pressures and conflicts even before anything
bad happensto it from the outside.” (The Cult
website, 2008).

Other notable comics work includes Crossing
Midnight, several miniseries and a nine issue adap-

tation of Neil Gaiman's novel Neverwhere. He’ also
co-written, with his daughter Louise, The Unwritten

for DC’s imprint for teenage girls, Minx. In 2008,he
received the Keith Dallas “Favourite Marvel Writer”

ofthe year on Comics Bulletin for his work on X-Men
and Fantastic Four.

Hisfirst novel appeared in 2006. The Devil You

Know beganthe well-loved and highly successful
Felix Dexter supernatural crime novels. “It [writ-
ing novels] was something Id always wantedto do,”

he told Scott Butki at Blogcritics.org in 2007.“It
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wasalso somethingId tried andfailed to do a long
time ago, back whenI wasstill teaching. I didn't
have any grasp ofstory structure back then, and
Id neverlearned the discipline of planning,so I
wrote these things that were not so much novels
as big, shapeless, bulgy bags of events. But comics
teaches you to plan scenes and story beats like a
miser working out his monthly outgoings... I knew
that after ten years writing comics in a dozen or

moredifferent formats, I could write a novel and
makeit work.”

Carey lives in Londonwithhis wife Lin, three
children, and family cat, Tasha

|
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ODYSSEYGUEST BIOGRAPHY: JOHN & FRAN DOWD

Group, John and Fran Dowdhave taken

their warm and welcoming approach to
fandom to conventions across the country.

SconeOF THE Sheffield Science Fiction

John’sfirst introduction to sciencefiction was

through reading, but he also watchedthefirst
transmission of “Dr Who”in 1963 with antici-

pation. He became Treasurer for the Sheffield

Science Fiction Group shortly after moving to

the city in 1974, but his first convention wasn't

until 1982; Novacon 12 — he has been to every

Novacon since.

Johnis a keen sailor, owning his own yacht, the

Penny Star. He wasone of only two attendeesat

Conspiracy ’87 in Brighton whotravelled there by

yacht, providing valuable crash spacefor friends

whofoundthe hotel prices too steep. At this

convention he worked on the information desk,

and was infamous for sending a queue jumping

womanto the back of the queue, only to discover

that she was Anne McCaffery!

Since these heady beginnings John has taken

on

a

variety of roles with gusto: from treasurer at

many Eastercons,to pioneering the useofdigital

photosin Eastercon newsletters to designing and

creating the collectable Groats given to volunteers

at Interaction, the 2005 Worldcon. What moreis

to be said? John has a beard and a Volvo, and he

drives with his hat on.

Oh, and heis married to Fran.

Fran was a memberof the Warwick Science

Fiction Society at University, after which she

absconded to Americafor 5 years of comic read-

ing androle-playing. Returning to the UK in
1987 she metJohn at a Birmingham fandom New
Year party. Being a mover and shakershe swiftly

becamea “sort-of chair” to the Sheffield Science

Fiction Groupin about 1990, and attended herfirst

convention that year, Novacon 20. She mooched

around doing a bit at the 1995 Worldcon, where

she foolishly got involved with the planningofthe

1998 Eastercon. Fandom hasbeengrateful for her

hard work chairing many-a-convention: From her

first, DiSection (the post-Worldcon relaxacon in
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Sheffield), through to Intuition in 1998, Paragon

2 in 2001, and Contemplation in 2007 at Chester,

the emergency replacementEastercon which she

co-chaired.

In addition to all this chairing (or, as Fran

would haveit, “sofa-ing”), you'll also find her

namegracing the credits of many convention

publications, such as the Souvenir Booksfor

Paragon 2 and Contemplation,to being part of

the newsletter staff for LX in 2009.

Not bad for a girl who describesherselfstarting

out as a “Geek chick in the schoollighting box?’

Andyet, thereis still more. Franis a foodie in her

heart and soul, and was the founding and only

administrator for CHEFF, the foodie apa during

the 1990s. She now runsa foodie blog, and is

renowned(or should that be notorious) for her

bust-a-gut breakfasts.

Sheis married to John with whom she founded

the Sheffield Hogswatch celebrations.

Theylive togetherin decadentsplendourwith
a cat called Flynn.
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RED EMPRESS

N ARGOSY SLID underthe

stars and for a moment

deComm ancom esmmaelssonlmervunyael

in their skating. Lune wonderedif
she recognised the heavy-bellied
craft, with its dull-droning
engines and gaslit gondola.

It was rare to see an argosy

daebgreoolm ccctereellBeas

to see oneflying and not
be aboardit herself, in

the service of ECEEte

Bezile.
‘It’s not ours, Soutine said

quietly, as if hed read her
thoughts.

‘I thought she might haveleft

early. When she called me to
her room it wasfull of suitcases

and crates. That always means

she’s about to leave Paris.

The waveringlamplight caught
Soutine’s nod.‘I wastold it wouldn't
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Tice me she’s sent you out

tonight, though. She wants that egg to

take with her:

Soutine wasright; it took only a second

Setoakpee this was not their mis.
wiiasieal tae steetjevorae

eesome eiteror privateer, coming or
FXoyateas eaoyeumceyeeCcmoleolom ertaaceymeccoe aeLele

So she had notbeenleft behind.



‘We should separate now, Soutine declared. ‘T
shouldn't have come with youatall about?

“Them too:
‘I can take care of myselfnow. Thank you, Soutine.
‘See you backat the Chateau. Hopefully you'll have

a nice fat prize when you return’
Tl try:
She watched Soutine skate away aroundthe end,

outofsight. He skated proficiently but with a lingering
stiffness in his right leg. He had brokenhis ankle after
parachuting from the old argosy,the night it burned.
Already Lunewasfaster, nimbler, more elegant in her

moves. Soutine was seven years older and had been
her mentor and instructor from the day she began

to be trained, Like Lune, hed been born poorin one
of the filthier quarters of Paris and soon indentured
into MadameBezile’s service. He also took his duties

to their mistress with the utmost seriousness. She was

stern butfair, and shetreated herboysandgirls with
kindness except when they were stupid or indolent.

Beyondthat, they both knew that they were doing
good work, perhapsthebestofall.

Alone now, Lune resumed her journeying. For a
little while, as she took bends at speed, and jumped
walls and obstaclesas if she had wings, she travelled
down emptystreets, past unlit windows. But then

her course tookherinto a busier quarter and she had

no soonerpassed the the theatre than a squadron of
Aftmen beganto follow her. There were four of them,
wearing blackflame cloaks and masked in accordance

with city law. They were not in hard pursuit but it was
clear that she had drawntheir curiosity.

‘This was not good.
Wishing Soutine had stayed with her a bit longer,

Lune dodged back behind the awningof the theatre,
weavingthroughthehissing torchesthatilluminated
the beer garden, and then out onto the back channel.
She did not turn for the main river, but instead headed

quickly for the maze of passages that snaked around
the Quai. Her heart hammered, and she skated so hard

that a fall would have broughtcertain catastrophe.If
she hadn't dawdled to look at the argosy, then shed

have passed the theatre earlier, when there was every
chancethat the Aftmen would have been preoccupied

with other business...
But after a few more minutesshe convinced herself

that the Aftmen hadgiven up on her. Whenshe slowed
to take a bend, she heard only the whisk of her own
skates, no others. That didn’t meanthat she wasn'tjust
as likely to run into another squadron, somewhere

else. There were a lot of them abroad,asif they had
an inkling that something was going to happen.

Herlittle theft? She doubted that very much.
All the same, maybeit wasstill too dangerous

tonight. Perhaps she should go back to the Chateau

and explain to MadameBezile that she couldn't have

Ze

her egg right now.
That, of course, would not go downvery well. Lune

could imaginethe scolding reprimandshed be likely
to receive: all the more stinging, given that she had

disappointed MadameBezile on so very few occasions
in the past.

‘She likes you; Soutine had told her, not long before
shed been invited to ride in the new argosyfor thefirst
time, to see Paris from theair, laid out at night like a
jewelled courtesan.

Lune stoppedatthefoot of the steps that led up
to the island, she bent, slid off the blades, and was

left in her ice shoes. She dashedupthe steps, keeping

close to the shadows, and took stock. Here there was
no ice onthe street, just bare stone. Chalked onto

the ground underherfeet in scratchy, half-smeared
lines was a weblike design, which she assumedto be

part of some pavement game.Lately shed seenfigures
like it elsewhere in Paris, scrawled in odd corners and

alleys, sometimeson walls. But there were no children

aroundat this hour.

Beyondthe nearest row of houses, the ice-locked
river shimmered in the torchlight. The bulk of the

Cathedral rose beyond,its upper reaches blacker than

the skyitself. The mansionsalongthe river were dim,
with only the occasional meagreflare of light. A mur-

murofvoices, a burst ofbitter laughter, carried across

the ice from the Left Bank. A movingblueflicker
betrayed the lit epaulettes of Aftmen,as they raced
after some other hapless victim.

Lune pulled the mottled cape further over her head
and ran downthe alleyways towards the Cathedral.

She crossed short, icebound bridge with low, worn
parapets, then traversed a narrow windingstreet, and
wasfinally by the cathedral’s soaring flanks.

The huge doors were bolted; she could not remem-

berthe last time that they had been opened. Perhaps
in her childhood? The bulk of the cathedral loomed

aboveherhead,the golden struts ofthe roof catching

the light of the torches and sendingit back, wan gold

against the snow.
MadameBezile had sentherto retrieve the egg

tonight, but the planning had begun weeks ago. You

didn’t just walk into the Cathedral, especially when

you had intentionsoftheft. It had taken daysto find

the right documentin the bibliotheque, and even then
she had not beensure that she was onthe right track.

Breathing in dust and age and the smell of ancient

books, she had carefully unscrolled the parchment,

heart thumpingin herchest, so loudly that she had
half expectedthe librarian to come bustling up with
a complaint. And there wasregret, too: in another
age, this kind of learning would have been herright,
andherlife. Instead, she was indentured to Madame
Bezile. She looked down at a map, of the Isle, with

the cathedral depicted in circle and rectangles in the



middle ofit. A faint dark line angled beneath: an old
sewer, perhaps,or a wayin to thecellars.

Notsure, but now shehadto try. Aroundthe back
ofthe cathedral, to the delivery vaults which serviced

the cafes and bars. Some were now closedfor the deep
winter, but others remained open. Lune took out the

picklocks, foundthe doorindicated by the map, hoped
she wasright.

It took a minute or so to break the lock and she

expected the breath of an Aftman,a flicker of flame
cloak, down her neck at any moment.It did not come
andsheslippedinside,
into sudden dankness

and damp.
The wall was slimy

beneath her gloved
hand. She sparked a

small flare and saw that
the vault extended deep
underthe street. The

passage,ifit still existed,

was at the back. She
closed the doorsoftly

behind her and clam-
bered over the massed
barrels. Salt fish, from

the smell ofit, carried
downin the icebreak-

ers from the North Sea.
 

She crept past the Lady’s downcast gaze and into

the dimness ofthe Cathedral. She had expectedpriests,

but there was no one.Lightflickered from the tiny

candleslit by the faithful during the day anda shaft

of light came from somewherein the height of the

vault, making dust motes dancein its beam. Shed

heard they kept what she was lookingfor in its own

shrine, towards the back. She went up between the

hugepillars, a small swift shadow.

The shrine was locked behinda grille, but she could

see it now, It sat on a small stand onthealtar.Its
jewelled sides glinted in
the candlelight, sparking
green, gold, a deep shin-

ing black. Scrolls and fili-
grees ofsilver and gold,
impossibly fine anddeli-

cate, wrapped around
the jewelwork. There
wasa thick metal band
around the middle, and

in the middle of that was

an ornate ring, enclosing

a kind ofspiralling motif.
The egg wassmaller than
she had been expecting,
but at the same time
moredelicate, more vis-
ibly precious in appear-

 She wondered how

long this had been
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lets had been stacked
against the wall. She

tore them aside, and
at the end of the wall
was a small open space,

barely large enough to

squeeze through. But
she did so and found

herself standing in a passage. Lune,nottall, had to

duck her head but there was enough room to walk

downit. She followedit, twisting and turning, andat

last cameto a further door. Hard to keep track of the

twists — she hoped she wouldn't end up in someone's

cellar. Out with the picklocks again,a hardertask this

time due to the rust, and the door creaked open.It

sounded hideously loud in the confines of the pas-

sage. She stepped cautiously through into a narrow

space betweentall stone walls. Someone was watch-

ing. Lune jumped, before she realised it was a statue:

Notre Dame D’Hiver, Our Lady of Winter, wearing

her white and silver gown andclasping a branch of

olive, symbolofa spring which would never now come,

unless you believed.
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ance. She opened the

grille. There would be an
alarm, surely, electricity

or hidden tripwires. But

she could see nothing

to prevent her taking
the egg. She cast a coin
across thefloor, it skit-
tered and rattled to a
stop. Nothing moved,
nothing sounded.

Lune stepped into

the shrine, and for long momentsit wasall she could

do to slow herbreath. It was one thing to break into

the cathedral, anotherstill to stand this close to the

egg. Caught now,she could alwaysclaim that she had

only come to admire the fabled thing. But to holdit,

to take it in her hands, to smuggleit out ofthe shrine:

there could be no excusesthen.
Lunereached out and heftedthe egg from its stand.

It jerked up, as if she had madetolift a goblet in the

expectation ofits being full, only to find that it was

empty. She knew thenthat the expedition had been

in vain,for the egg could notpossibly be authentic.It

felt no more substantial thanif it had been made from

layers ofpapier maché,a cleverly-donefaketo fool the

gullible and the ignorant. Which surely made sense:



the egg in the shrine must be a decoy, with the real
one — if it even existed — cloistered somewhere much

more secure. No wonderthere werenopriests to guard
this fake: it wasn’t worth anyone's bother. Bitterness

flooded into her mouth: she hadfailed Bezile, failed

the debt that she owedher, failed the mother who

hadleft Lune beneath Bezile’s dark wing. Thefeeling
that now she would neverbe free brushed over her
skin like moths.

But then shefelt the cold, even through her gloves.
Thechill reached herfingers and stayedthere,like the
first tingle of frostbite. This was more than just the
coldness of something that had
been kept ina dank vault for ‘Jf you are trapped, my good

Lune,andthe egg is in your
possession, you are never

withoutan ally:

a long time. It emanated from

the egg itself, a fierce, ever-

renewing coldness.
Andwhohadeversaid that

the eggs were heavy, anyway?
Nowthat she gave the matter due consideration, Lune

thoughtit likely that she had assumedthis detail her-
self, rather than being told it by anyone who might
have knownbetter.

Shefingered the ringset into the egg’s waist-band,
andfelt an edge of metal, like a tiny sprung lever. The
lever budged against the pressure from herfinger, and

curiosity compelled Luneto push it all the way. She
heard a tiny metallic rasp and saw thespiral motif

revealitself to be a shutter, whose elegant curved

blades retracted to expose the dark faceted red of a

ruby, or a stone verylike it.

Shereleased thelever. It sprang back, and the shut-
ter snappedclosed again.It was only then thatshefelt
the secondlever, set underthe ring. It did not yield
whenshe applied pressureto it. Perhapsthefirst lever

had to be held backfirst, or perhaps the secondlever
was jammedwith age.

Nervous — conscious that she should haveresisted
the urge to tamper with the egg in any way - Lune

swaddled it into the pouch under her cloak. Imme-
diately she felt its cold insinuate its way through
the fabric, into her belly. How, she wondered, could

something so cold bestow warmth andlight and power,
whenused properly?

She had notevenretracedhersteps past the statue
of Our Lady ofWinter whenthe priest emerged from
the gloom,blocking her way.

‘You did well, child, to get this far’ He was a young
churchman,barely old enoughto shave, but his face

was so drawn — and the shadowsso deeply accentu-
ated by the gloom ~ that there was something grim

and skull-like about his countenance. “Well, but not

well enough.I take it you were sent by the Chateau,
to steal what is rightfully ours? To prove yourself,1
don't doubt?’ His eyes flashed with avariciousinterest:

she wondered howlongit had beensince this young
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acolyte had seen a woman, or anyone from outside
the cathedral.

‘Tt meant nothing to you; Lunesaid. “You weren't
usingit, just keeping it locked away downhere?

‘Becauseit is holy. Becauseit is not a thing to be
“used”, or madeinto a gaudy spectacle’ He was blocking
her exit. Although the priest appeared unarmed,she
thoughtlittle of her chances of overpowering him. The
Chateau had not given her a weapon:noteven a dagger,

let alone a dischargepistol. Soutine carried one; hed
let herfire it once, in the Chateau’s courtyard, just
so she knew howit would one day feel to be trusted

with that power. But the point
of this errand — as the priest

had rightly deduced — was to
provethat she could take the

egg by wit andstealth alone,
not force of arms.

Well, on that score she had

failed miserably, hadn't she?
But Lune remembered something the Madame

Bezile hadsaid, in their last moments alone in the
Chateau, before she had puton her skates and run the
gauntlet of the Aftmen.‘If you are trapped, my good
Lune, and the egg is in your possession, you are never

withoutanally? She had paused to wrap anotherlayer

of fur around her body, against the chamber’s cold.
‘Butcall on that ally sparingly. The light of creation

can neverbe put back, onceit is loose in the world’
Lune hadonly beenhalflistening, preoccupied as

she was with the task ahead. Her mistress was fond

of cryptic utterances, and it didn’t pay to dwell on
them all.

‘Give me the egg;thepriest said. ‘Do it now, and
you will be treated with leniency:

‘I cameforit? Lunesaid. ‘Tm takingit?

At last she recognised the apprehension in the

churchman’s face. It wasn’t just that he was worried
about her dropping or damaging the egg. Something
else: the same apprehension he might have shownif

she held a blade againsthis throat.

He moved. Lunged toward her, reaching out to

snatch for the egg. But Lune was faster. She brought
the egg outofthe pouch. Cradlingit from underneath

with her right hand, she used theforefinger of her
left hand to work the lever on the shutter: this time
pointing the rubyat the priest. With the thumbofher
right hand,she pressed hard against the secondlever,

the one that hadfelt stiff before. This time it moved,
but only grudgingly,like very old clockwork that had
nearly seized into place. Yet as she workedit back, she

felt other things - subtle geared mechanisms — click

and whirr inside the egg, moving within layers invis-
ible to the eye. Each successive movement seemed
to trigger another, deeper and deeper into the egg’s

heart. And from the rubyeye in the middle of the ring



camelight. The needle ofbrightness that skewered the

darknessofthe underground chamberwas whiter than
anything she hadeverimagined, withouttheslightest
tint of pink or red. Lune nearly dropped the egg in
surprise. The priest raised his handsto his face, but
he wasnot nearly fast enough. Lune dousedthe rapier

oflight acrosshis eyes, the priest screaming, and then

released the twolevers. The shutter snappedtight, and
inside the egg mechanisms unwoundhastily. Thelight
was gone, though the memoryofit was seared across

Lune’s vision.
Thepriest hadfallen to the floor. He was clutching

handsto his eyes, almostlike a man trying to gougehis
ownsight away. And he was moaning and wriggling,

as if in the grip of somegravepalsy.
Lune stepped over him and continued on her

journey.
She hardly dared pause when she reached the

outside world. The egg wasstill givingoff its chill, a
cold that seemed to leech energy and resolve from
her between one breath andthe next. It wasstill an
arduousjourney back to the Chateau. But she was
out, and there were no Aftmen waiting to detain her.

Luneputon herskates andset off along thestreets that
bordered the black ribbonofthe frozenriver, trying to
pushall thoughts ofthe blinded priest from her mind,

at the same time reassuringherself that what she had

done was right and necessary.
The eggs had been made by men,in agespast, as

an insurance against this long and deepening winter.
Fire had been pouredinto them.Bottled for centuries,

it was a gift from the dead. Though the eggs wererare,
andrarerstill with each passing generation,theirfire
wasall that stood between the world and slow freezing
death.

‘Whatwe do will seem wrongat times? Madame

Bezile had explained.‘It will seem harsh,andit will

involve deception andcruelty. The Aftmen will dog our
every step, thinking that they act for the greater good.

Wewill make enemies of decent men and women,the

pious and the misguided, the brave and the foolish.
The churchmenare not wicked, but their scripture

has led them badly astray. They revere the eggs so
highly that they would soonersee the lights go out

than waste a drop of holy fire. But we serve science,
not superstition. Across Free France, even beyondits

margins,children shiver and starve for wantofthe

energy a single egg can bring. My argosy carrieslife

to those who mostneedit. Our missionis truly sacred’
If there had beenfew travellers abroad before, there

were even fewer now. The beer gardens and theatres

had finished business for the evening. Lit windows and
lantern-decked alleys were now dark. The occasional
illuminated mansionorcivic building served only to
emphasize the nightly gloom that had settled on most

of the city. Some of these places ran on gasor other
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contrivances, but as always fuel was scarce. And even

gas or torchlightoffered only a feeble defence against
the night andthecold. Only the eggs could truly push
back that chill, and even then only until the pure white

light had stopped pouringfromtheir hearts. That same
light could make ancient machines turn again;it could
send icebreakers to the Northern Wastes and propel
fliers and argosies to the ends of the Earth. It could
energise weapons potent enoughto slice a tenement

in half, or make the frozen riverboil again. Lune had

seen something ofthat light now, as she turned the

egg against the priest.
How much hadshespent: a hundredth, a thou-

sandth,of the egg’s capacity? As her skates flashed
alongthe ice, she wondered if MadameBezile had
some meansofevaluating whatportion of an egg had
already been depleted, and whether some sanction

would be forthcoming against Lune for squandering

that which was precious beyond measure...
She heard the whisk, whisk, of another skater com-

ing up behind her, movingwith effortless, confident
rhythm. A scissoring noise like knives being sharp-
enedagainst each other. Lunedid not look back. She
maintained her pace, neither hastening norslowing,
until the road forked ahead. She took the rightmost
turn, braking sharply, and sped downa narrowing,
meanderingalley away from the river. She knew the

city well but not this winding passage. Old, sagging
buildings, three or fourstoreystall, leaned in on each

other, trapping a threadofstar-flecked sky between
their jagged rooflines. The ice was rough and rutted
and she had no choice but to slow down.A blackcat,
or rather a cat-shaped absence, dashed across the ice

aheadofher, almost losingits tail under her blades.
Lune drew breath sharply, but as the cat disappeared

betweenbarrels stacked at a doorway,it occurred to
her that the other skater was not on her heels. Lune

smiled at her nervousness. Any other night, she
wouldn't have thought twice about anothertraveller
catching up with her from behind.

The alley terminatedin asetofrising steps, glazed
with treacherousice. She risked a glance back the

wayshe had come, and thought for a momentabout
returning to the main thoroughfare, where the going

would beeasier. But no, she wasn't chancingit. Lune
removed the skates again and climbedthe steps, taking

particular care now that the egg wasin hercare. Ifher

mental mapofthis district wasn't failing her, she had

an idea wherethis alley ought to comeout.
She had nearly reachedthe top of the steps when

the figure loomedoverher, blackflame cloak rippling

andbillowingasifstirred by some hiddenbreeze.Aft-

man, Lune thoughtto herself: almost immediately

followed by the realisation that she had failed; that

in fact this was worse than merely failing because

now she would have to answer to more than just the



authority ofthe Mademoiselle. Then somethingsteely
and sharp glimmered in the Aftman’s hand, and she
recognised the curlicuedbarrelofa pistol.

‘Comewith me; the Aftmansaid.‘I think you have
something I want very much. Youhave just come from

the Cathedral, haven't you?’
Lune’s heart roared. She couldn't see the Aftman’s

face, only the cloak andthepistol. The rest ofhim was

lost in shadow. Strangely, he stood next to a patch of
wall marked with the same chalk design she had seen
before entering the Cathedral.

The chalk marks bright, unsmeared byrain or pass-
ing hands- asif they'd been madeveryrecently.

‘You meanthis?’ she asked, innocently enough, and
beganto bring the egg out ofthe pouch,cradlingit as
she had donebefore.

‘If you're intendingto blind or stun me, it won't

work, the Aftman said, and - by dint of leaning

towards her — his face revealeditself, along with the
black globesthat he woreonhiseyes.‘Besides, it would

bea shameto waste any moreofthat power, wouldn't
it? Not when you've goneto so muchtroubletostealit’

There was something wrong, Lunerealised. The
manlooked like an Aftman, but he wasn't speakinglike
one. Aftmen didmt normally travel alone,either. Usu-

ally in pairs, or threes, the better to overwhelm their

prey. And thatpistol: it was strangely ornate, agleam
with baroque ornamentation. Not the weaponofcivic
militia, but of a privateer, or a rich playboy...

‘Whoare you?’ Luneasked.
‘Oh;hesaid, mocking.‘Isn’t that obvious?’
‘T think you're bluffing, Lunesaid, and once more

took the egg from its pouch, once more touched the

lever.
The samelight as before shotforth. She saw it ech-

oed in the Aftman’s lenses,a flash like blackfire, as
thoughthe light of the egg had reflected from some-

thing deep within theiris itself.

‘Ah!’ cried the Aftman, butit did not sound as
though he had been wounded,nordid hefall. Rather,
it was a cry oftriumph. Lune stepped back, but she was
too slow. A coneoflight snapped from the Aftman’s
left eye, expanding outwardsuntil she was enveloped
in an aura of shifting colours: magenta, vermilion,

ebonyblack. Shebattedat the lines of colour, fighting
a dark rainbow, but though her hands wentstraight
through,the colour held her. Black expanded, held,

wasall there was.

ATER, LUNE WOKE. There was agritty sour-
L=in her mouth and a pungent smell, not

unpleasant,filled her nose. It made her
sneeze. She blinked, but the darkness around her was
all-enveloping: she could not even see her hand in
front ofher. But the surface beneath her bound hands

wasvelvety soft.
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‘It would be an idea not to move;a voice said from
the darkness. It sounded amused, and this annoyed

Lune.

‘Why not? Will you shoot me?’
‘Oh} the voice said, and nowshefelt sure it was the

Aftman,or whatever he mightbe. ‘If Id wanted to do
that, now,I’d have doneit sometimeago.I took quite
sometrouble to bring you here:

‘And whereis ‘here’?’
‘Tl show you:

Light, dim andgrey, began to creep into the room.
Objects swam gradually fromit: a table, spindly chairs.
Lune found that she waslying on a black velvet chaise
longue, trussed like a chicken for the pot, but when
she looked downat her hands, she could see nothing

that bound them. An experimental tug. Noresult.

The room wasgrey,pallid drapes, a grey carpet. All

monochrome,with onespotofcolour: the egg, which
rested on a smallvelvet cushiononthetable, glowing

with a faint crimsonfire.
Across the room, the Aftmansat on a fragile arm-

chair. His ornate weaponrested across his knees. He
worea belt with an ornate buckle, set with gleaming
studs. Without the hood,andthelenses that had hid
his eyes, he was revealed as young,a pale, gauntface,
all sinews. His eyes were silver grey. He looked as

though he had been carved from shadow. Lune had
never seen anyonelike him before.

‘Whoare you?’
‘My nameis Arquelle. I am from a place called

Courtrai-
Never heard ofit? Lunesaid. It was the truth, but

it soundedlike a put-down.
‘That; Arquelle said,‘is no surprise.It’s in Belgium,

not Free France:
Lune waited for a further explanation, but none

was forthcoming.

‘So, Arquelle went on. “You stole an egg. Very
enterprising’

He soundedas though he approved. Lune said
nothing.

‘But why should you do such a desperate thing?’

‘Isn't that obvious?’
‘Humour me. I'm not from round here:

‘Power:
His pale eyebrowsrose. ‘For yourself?’
‘Of course not. Forall of us. The church seeks to

keep the powerofthe eggsforitself, secretes them

away, keeps them hiddenin a holiness which is no

use to anyone:
‘Use; Arquelle mused. ‘And you would useit?’

‘T know those whocan.Forthe good ofsociety, for
the benefit of ordinary people:

‘You work for someone. A woman whocalls herself
MadameBezile. She finds eggs, gathers them unto

herself, and bestows them onthe poor and the needy:



Hesaid this with a mildly sarcasticlilt.
‘If you know,said Lune with contempt, ‘then why

question me?’
‘I wish to see if you believe in what you're doing. I

don’t know, yousee. Do you have the interests of others

at heart?’ He waved a long hand.“Young,idealistic, full

of glorious notions?’
‘Tam nota fool’
‘Or simply a mercenary,a thieffor hire, a cynic?’

Arquelle went onas if she had not spoken. He spoke
as if musing, his gaze fixed upontheair.

‘T am notthat, either? Lune said, hotly. ‘Madame

Bezile took me in, when nooneelse would have me,

when my mother was dying. I owe her a great debt’
“Yet you know whatsheis?’
‘She is my mistress, Lune

said, stubbornly, forcing down
the long-held doubts. Bezile
commanded moreofherloyalty

than Arquelle, after all’

‘So, neithera thief nora fool.
The egg likes you, you know:

Lune gapedat him.“The egg
- whatare youtalking about?’

‘Because, Arquelle remarked,‘if it did not, youd be

dead. Letting thefire outlike that ... Now come with
me. There’s someoneId like you to meet’

Lune found that she could rise. The invisible

restraints had melted away. At once, she began to
makeplans: snatch the egg, and run — but the moment
the thought entered her mind,a tightening abouther

wrists warnedit away.
‘Tedious, I know, Arquelle said, although his back

wasto her. ‘But necessary until you're able to make

an informed decision’ He reachedinto his coat and
pulled out a long black strap. ‘Here. Buckle this around

your waist, and makesureit’s tight’
Lunetook the object warily. She could move her

handsprovided she kept thoughts offlight from her
mind.‘A belt?’

‘Morethan belt. Don't fiddle with the buckle once

it’s on, or you'll bash yourskull on theceiling?

It was the same as the one Arquelle already wore.
She fastened it around herwaist, flinching when the

belt seemedto tighten of its own accord.It stopped
just before it became uncomfortable.

Away from the grey, elegant room,the building

was moretypical of the city: ancient blocks of stone,
a smell of the damp andthe river. They walked past
a wooden-shuttered window, through which orange

light betrayed the coming of dawn. Luneonlyfelt as
if she had been unconsciousfor minutes, whenin fact

it must have been hours.
‘T must get back to the Chateau:

‘In time; Arquelle said.

He led her into what must have once been a

At once, she began to make
plans: snatch the egg, and
run — but the momentthe

thought entered her mind, a
tightening about her wrists

warnedit away.
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stairwell, before the stairs crumbled to dust. Now

it was a circular shaft, its windows shuttered. They
stood on a creaking woodenplatform with gapsin the
floorboards. ‘Your belt is slaved to mine; Arquellesaid,

touchingoneofthe studs onhis buckle. ‘Ifyou needto
know howit works, I'll show youlater. That'll depend

on the Captain's view ofyour usefulness:
The belts emitted a dualrising whine, a sound that

quickly passedthe threshold of audibility. Lune gasped
as the floor dropped away from herfeet. There was a

feeling in her belly like falling, but instead of plum-
meting she wasrising smoothly up. The cold stone
walls slid by, the circular platform dropping away with

increasing speed. Arquelle had his thumbstuckedinto
the belt, as if this was the most
normal thing in the world. He
was grinning.

The discharge pistol, the
stunning weapon,therestrain-
ing mechanism — these were

all old-world technologies,
vanishingly rare. But Lune had
heard of them. The belts were

something else. These were
functioning relics from an even earlier time, when

men and womenstrodetheskies like gods.
Things that no one wasreally sure had ever been

real.
It was as ifArquelle had read her thoughts. “We use

the belts sparingly. There’s only a finite charge in their

powerpacks, about ten thousand ascents per unit, and
they can’t be re-energised once they’re dead. You might

say wed be betteroff putting stairs back?
‘Why don't you?’
‘The Captain has many enemies. At least this way

no one canget to him without going to someconsider-

able bother:
Lunehardly dared look down,butby the time they

reached the woodenlandingat the top ofthe shaft,it
wasclear that they'd comeup the equivalent of ten or

twelve stories in a normal building. The landing was
semicircular; as they reachedits level Arquelle touched

anotherbelt stud to make them slide sideways, until
their feet were only sole’s thicknessoff the flooring.

He cut the powerand Lunefelt her weight return. She

edged away from the drop.
‘You can keep the belt on for now; Arquelle said.

‘You wouldn't get very far with it, even if you tried:
He opened a heavy woodendoor and she followed

him into what she judged must be the very top of the
building. It was a half-octagonal room, with doors

leading off it into what must have been otherparts of
this garret. There were no windowsas such, merely
narrow,glass-filled slits. Through the nearestslit she
madeout the four iron stumpsofthe Old Tower, claw-

ing at the dawn sky like four attenuated fingers.



 



Above her head was anotherlevel, a metal platform
reached by a black spiral staircase, and abovetheplat-
form wasa circular window,facingall the quarters of

the compass and surmounted bya dark-fretted iron
ceiling.

Somekind of apparatussat on the platform,a con-

traption of mirrors and lenses whose function wasat
first unclear.

Lunepaidit little heed beyondthatfirst glance.
Paris wasfull of strange things that no longer worked
properly. Whathadherattention were the clocks.

There were hundredsofthem,all mannerofclocks

filling the walls, crowding in on the window-slits. A
relentless tickingfilled Lune’s hearing, summedfrom
innumerable tiny pendulumsand cogs. Across a wide
table, clocks lay in various stages of disrepair.

‘Youll realise why I've brought you here, Arquelle
said, ‘Once you've met him?

‘Met who?’
It was only when the figure madethetiniest of

movements that Lune registered that they were not
alone in the room. The gowned and hooded form

sat, or rather slumped, at a worktable, leaning so far
forward and with its head so low thatit was at first
almost hidden bythe larger clocks. The figure might
have been presumed to be unconscious,or even dead,
except that the black gloved fingers ofits right hand
were moving, poking slender instruments into the

open gearwork ofa clock while theleft hand supported

the instrument’s square-framed chassis a few inches

off the table.
She understood nowthe purpose of the mirrors

andlenses situated on the high platform. Between
one momentandthe next the Sun must have pushed
a splinteroflight above the horizon. The apparatus

gathered that sunlight, concentratedit, and marshalled
it into a bright spot where it was most needed. The
openclock wastransfixed in a golden beam ofintense
brilliance, beautified like a saint in one of the time-

faded paintings MadameBezile kept in the Chateau's

long corridors.
From theclock issued delicate picking and scratch-

ing sounds. Thefigure wassilent, giving no indication
that it was aware of Lune’s presence. Ofits face she

could see nothing, but from the hood of the gown
protruded a dozen orso brassytubes,all pointing

in the same direction. As she stared oneof the tubes
clicked andretracted,as if in response to some hidden
stimulus. Another whirred out to replaceit, thicker

this time. The fingers continued their work.

‘T have her? Arquelle said, raising his voice asif to

address a crowd. ‘And I have the egg:
‘A moment: The reply was impossibly hoarse, barely

a voiceat all. ‘I’ve waited hoursfor the light, Arquelle.
Let me make the mostofit’

Lunestoodstill. ‘Whois it?’ she asked.
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‘My master; Arquelle answered in a low tone. ‘I

mentioned him already. Captain Pallas. Does that
mean anything to you?’

‘T've never heard of this man before tonight:
‘Bezile wouldn't have seen any need to educate

you. That doesn’t meansheisn’t aware of the Captain.
They’re in approximately the sameline of work,after
all. The acquisition and exploitation of eggs, for the
bettermentofFree France and whatever humanity lies
beyondit. Isn't that whatshetells you?’

The hooded form made anirritated grunt and
lowered the clock to the table, withdrawingits tools.

‘You know I need absolute concentration, Arquelle’
‘You also wished to be informed the momentshe

was in our custody, Arquelle pointed out. There was
just enoughinsolence in his reply to suggest that he
had little fear of reprimand or dismissal. ‘Or did I

misunderstandthat bit?’
‘No} the hooded mansaid, his rasp of voice man-

aging to softenitself. “You did not, of course. Well, I

supposeI should see her, and theprize. It is the one
we hopedfor, isn’t it?’

‘Tt’s real enough:
“You know this?’

‘Damnright I knowit. Shetried using it against me.
‘Resourceful, then’
Arquelle shrugged.‘Or cavalier:

The seated manraised his slumped form slightly
and reached up with his gloved handsto push back
the hood. He had on kind ofmask,strapped around
what appeared to be a bald, skull-shaped head. The

mask was madeofmetalandleather, and covered most
ofthe frontofhis face, except for his chin, mouth and

the verytip ofhis nose. The skin that she could see was
old: raw and leatheryin places, sagging and winkly
in others, veined through like marble, dotted here
andthere with scars, colourless lesions and bubbling
growths. A fuzz of beard aroundthe chin was pure
white. Of his eyes, nothing showed. The metal front
of the mask was as complicated as any ofthe gutted
clocks on the table. The brass tubes were lenses, set

into swivelling mechanisms. Fine tubes, black and
flexible, ran from the base of each lens around the
back of his head, where they braided together into a

single bunch and vanishedinto the hood and down

the back ofhis neck.
‘What do you want with me, Captain Pallas?’ Lune

asked. ‘Becauseifit’s nothing important, I’ve work to

be doing:
‘You havespirit, girl, Pl give you that. But do you

have enough? That’s the question’ Slowly, Captain
Pallas reached up and beganto undotheleather fas-
tenings of his mask.

‘What do you want withall these clocks?’ Lune

asked, not sure if she wanted to see what was behind

that mask.



‘Tt’s about being prepared; Captain Pallas said,

undoingthelast of the straps. ‘A back-up policy. We

live in a world wherethings worka little less well each

year. Oneday, sooner than werealise, there wont be

powerto run the argosies and icebreakers,or light our

buildings, or keep us warm astheice closesin’ Slowly,

he pulled the mask away from hisface, before pushing

it back overhis scalp, where he allowedit to rest, with

the lenses pointedat the ceiling. “Then, well be back to

fire and woodand metal. Things that work by muscle

and wind andwater,like clocks. I havenoillusions that

I will play any role in that world - I am old enough

now, older than you probablyrealise — but I cannot

turn my back on the changesthat are coming. When

the last egg has given upits fire, perhaps one of these

clocks will serve some useful function, somewhere

in the city. ’m hoping for something better than that,

you understand.Butit pays to take
precautions’

man. His face wasn't as bad as
she'd feared — there was no hide-
ousdisfigurement there, nothing

that moved herto pity or revulsion.
You saw worse every day, in the

lines of beggars on the approach

to the Quai. Butit was certainly the face of a very old

man. Andhis eyes were a sightless milky white,staring

at her andyet notat her, as if only remembered where

she had been standing.
‘What happened?’ Lune asked,sensing that there

was more to it than just age.

‘An egg burned myvision away. I caught a glimpse

ofthe holy fire, andthisis the price I paid. The strange

thing is that even now,I cannotsay that it wasn’t worth

it?
‘But you mustsee, to be ableto repair the clocks.

‘In a mannerof speaking? He touched

a

glove to

the lenses on his scalp. ‘Machines. Cameraeyes, of

varying focal depth. Recovered from the close-prox

hull sensors on my ship,after I crashed near Anvers.

Yowll have noted how the outputs converge and run

together, down myback. A good neurosurgeon could

have wired them straight into my skull, but where do

you find a good neurosurgeonthese days? Rhetorical
question,of course.

‘So how do you see?’
‘Beneath my clothing, strapped to my back,is an

array of actuators. Again, it was recovered from my

ship: its original function lay in the active cushion-

ing mechanism ofan acceleration couch. With some

assistance,it was adaptedto enabled me to see. When

the cameras transmit a picture, it is converted into a

pattern of stimuli across my back. My skin receptors

detect the pattern and transmit nervous impulses

to mybrain.It took some while before I was able to

‘An egg burned myvision

Lune was looking at a blind away. I caught a glimpse

of the holyfire, and this
is the price I paid... Even

now, I cannotsay thatit
wasn’t worthit.
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perceive those impulses in termsof a coherent image,

but eventually the necessary adjustments took place.

Having noinput from my eyes, my brain craved visual

stimulus. It soon latched onto the nearest substitute:

Captain Pallas gave a ghastly, skull-like smile, his lips

parting to reveal a grim assortmentofancient, yellow-

ing teeth. “The peculiar thingis thatit still feels like

vision. The image is crude, but because the sensation

of seeingis synthesizedin the visual processing centre

of mybrain,it feels perfectly normal,as if my eyes are

still working? He paused, not smiling now.‘Alas, the

lenses do notall function as well as they used to, and

the actuators are losing their potency. Pixel by pixel,

line by line, I am becomingblind again. But while I

have something, while I canstill see enough to work,

I let no moment goto waste:

‘Then I am sorry to be such a burden on yourtime,

Lunesaid sourly. ‘Who made you

look into the egg?’

‘No one but myself. I did it

deliberately,in the full and certain

knowledge of whatit would do to ~

my eyes.

‘Then youare insane.
‘Now, possibly. Then — not in

the slightest. Greedy, perhaps.

Insanely inquisitive, almost certainly. But foolish, or

unawareofwhatI was doing? Notat all. I understand

exactly what the egg would do to me. And I submitted

willingly? He paused, reaching up to lower his mask

back into place, the lenses turning on her with the

gleam ofscrutiny in their glass ends. “That's better,

Lune. I hope I didn’t disturb you, but you neededto

know what I am, whatI was:

‘You mentioned a ship. Did you come from the

Northern Wastes?’

‘No, not from the Northern Wastes? Captain Pallas

stared at her for long moments:she had the sensethat

she was being measured, judged, evaluated.‘It was a

spacecraft. A void-crosser, oneofthe last. Atalanta in

Calydon. I hadn't picked up the signature of another

ship anywhere nearherefor centuries. Not for parsecs

out, in all directions. Zero return. I think they were

all gone, except for me:

Disappointed, Lunesaid: ‘Only children speak of

such things. They sing about them in nursery rhymes.

Althoughat the back ofher mind was the thought that

children also said that men and women had once been

able to step throughthe sky ...

‘Which doesn’t make them untrue, merely forgot-

ten, distorted? Captain Pallas said. “Until a thousand

years ago,this city was the centre of an empire infi-

nitely greater than Free France. A realm of trade and

exploration that reached far beyond Earth, out into

the galaxy. Settlements, commerce ... worlds ofwealth

and marvel beyondimagining.It lastedfive thousand

 



 

years, Lune. Then it ended. Not at once, but in slow,

painful degrees:just like the world is ending now. We

don’t rememberit, most of us, because we choosenot
to. The memoryofwhat we once had would be a cold
slap in the face from reality, every waking moment. So
weburiedit, along with everythingelse’ With aneffort,
he madeto stand from the table, the chair scraping
back on its woodenfeet.‘You realise, of course, that I

mentionall of this only as preamble. Theeggsare the
crux. The eggs are what matters’

‘Then whydid you waste one,by letting it blind

you?’ Lune asked.
‘T wouldlike you to do something for me, Captain

Pallas said, sidestepping her question. “That is, you
must make a choice.It’s easy enough:

‘Whatkind of choice?’
‘To go back and work for MadameBezile, and do

her bidding, or to go back and workfor Bezile and do
mineinstead. In other words,I want youto betray her:

‘Andif I say no?’
“Then you'll have made an enemyof me, and my

enemyis also Arquelle’s. He’s very good, Arquelle. He
found you once, Lune.It won't tax him to find you
again’ Hesoftened his tone. Above them,the contrap-
tion of lenses and mirrorsclicked and movedby the
tiniest of degrees, tracking the Sun’s ascent.‘Butit’s not
myintention to threaten you;Id far rather convince
you weare ontheside of right. You will return to her,
as she expects, and you will have an egg. Not the one

you stole from the chapel, but a close copy, although
nearly depleted offire.It will suffice to convince Mad-

ame Bezile that you have done whatsheasked ofyou.
‘While you keep the other one?’
‘It hasn't been completely wasted, so yes. Captain

Pallas examinedoneofhis tools, fingering it as if mak-
ing the acquaintanceforthefirst time. “But there’s

another egg that’s much moreusefulto me.It’s called
the Red Empress, andits fire is unusually ... potent.

Have you heardof this egg?’
Lune shook her head, then thoughtto add: ‘No.
‘That doesn’t surprise me. It’s what powers her

argosy. You’ve been aboard, we gather?’
Luneprickled. How well did they know her?‘She

takes me on her errands, when I’m of useto her’

‘That's what we thought. Ourintelligencetells us
that she'll be leaving the city very shortly, on another

“errand”Hestressed the wordasif it had some double

meaning lost on Lune. “You'll do what you can to be

aboard, Lune,andthen you'll do somethingfor us. Or

not, if you chooseotherwise.It's up to you. Captain
Pallas put downhis tool. ‘Tll leave her in your hands
now, Arquelle. Tell her what she needs to know, and
makesure she grasps the importanceofher decision:

‘That shouldn't be too difficult? Arquelle said.
*
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ARIS-BELOW, SO different from Paris-above,

Pand yet with tinges of the same, even in
daylight: darkness, shadows, the damp and

the cold. Arquelle and Lune madetheir way swiftly
through a mazeofcellars, tunnels, runnels, passages
and sewers. Once, they used their suspensorbelts to

leap acrossa terrifying black pit, a hole into the bow-

els of the Earth itself, and when a grinning Arquelle

pausedto toss a stoneinto the abyss, Lune had stopped
counting before she heardits distant impact.

Her guide moved with such confidence that Lune
wondered if he had been raised here - such things
were known - or hadlived here for a long time. But
whenshe voiced this thought, a whispered mention,

hesaid only, lightly, ‘Ah, I’m just someone whodances

well with dark’?
‘You're from Earth, though. You did't come down

from thestars, like Captain Pallas:
‘No, the Atalanta came down near Anvers it’s

just a shivering little hamlet now,but it used to be a
great city-and I wasn’t bornvery far away, in an even

smaller and moreshiveringlittle hamlet. When he
passed through on his wayto Free France, I became
one ofhis followers:

‘Are there many ofyou?

‘Enough?
Andthen he stopped, before a carved oak door,

so old that it felt as hard as metal when Lune ran a

wondering handoverit. Arquelle spoke a word, raised

a small device with whirlingspirals, that flashed red
and blue in the shadowsand causeda ripple to run

downthesurface ofthe door. An answering shimmer
seemed to run inside Lune’s mind. Shegavea little cry.

“What - “
‘Hush? He reached out a hand andpulled herinside

to sudden warmth. ‘Don’t speak, Lune. Don’t make
another sound’

Heled her up a narrow,twistingflight ofstairs. The

heat wasstifling: Lune had neverfelt anythinglikeit.

It made her skin itch and hereyes prickle. Dryness

caught the backofherthroat like sudden sandpaper.

She hadto struggle not to cough.It grew darker as the

heat increased,until she found, to her shame, that her

fingers were clutching Arquelle’s hand witha grip that

must have hurt. Shefelt him gently free his fingers,

then take her by the shoulders until he could pass her

in front of him. They were in an enclosed space. Her

fingers brushed smooth hotstone. A chinkoflight

caughtherattention and Arquelle breathed,“Look:

Lune bent her head.In the stone, there was the

smallestslit, vertical and precise: not some natural

configuration ofthe blocks ofthe wall, but something

that had been created. Curious, she looked within.

A womanwasreclining on a couch, amid brightness
and lightness and warmth. Notthe day’s paltry bright-

ness, magnified by mirrors andlenses, but something



artificial. The room wasfilled with hot houseflowers:
orchids, jasmine, huge unnatural bloomsin every

shadeofgolden andcrimson,scarlet, sapphire,silvery-

white. Lune blinked: the colours were so intense as
to be distressing. The womanherself wore nothing
except a chain aroundherwaist, rubies flashing red

fire against her pale skin. Herhair wasred-gold, and

long, cascading over the velvet edge of the divan. She

held a glass in one hand,turningit up to the light so
that its contents glowed and gleamed. Andasshe did

so, Lune saw herface.
It was Bezile. Amongstall this colour and heat and

splendour and waste - Bezile the ascetic, the prim.
Bezile, lying here in languorin anartificial tropic.

Bezile, who had been Lune’s mentorfor so long.

Bezile, who wanted an egg.

HEN THEY WEREsafe again,lying low

on flat-walled roof within sight of
the Chateau, Arquelle said: ‘She’s a liar

anda con-artist, notreally any better than the church-

men. She doles out the odd egg now andthen to the
poor and the needy,butit’s really just a smokescreen.
Shekeeps the powerful onesfor herself, and a handful

of wealthy clients spread across Free France — oras

far as her argosy can reach, which is about the same
thing. Nimble-fingered boys andgirls like you keep her

operation running.She brings you upas thieves, trains

youto steal eggs and steal them well, and you think

you're doing the world somegood.But she doesntgive
a damn about what the powerin those eggs can do for

anyoneelse, so long as they keep her warm at night’
“You could have tricked me somehow, made mesee

what wasn't there.
‘I suppose, Arquelle said,asifthe thought had never

really occurred to him.‘Still: ask yourself — did it make
sense? She’s rich, Lune — you dont need metotell you
that. Do you thinkshe got that wealth from alifetime

of charitable deeds?’
‘Captain Pallas wants meto steal an egg. How does

that make him any different?’
‘Because he knows what the eggsreally are. Or what

they really were, until theyfell into our hands’
Lunespokeasifreciting some text burnedinto her

brain so long ago that she had forgotten the origin.

‘Before the world turned cold, and the energy began

to run out, the wisest men and womenofthat golden

time scoopedfire from the ailing Sun andbottledit in

the eggs. They did this so that we, their descendants,

might hold the winterat bay. It was their gift to us,

across the numberless ages.

Arquelle tilted his head. ‘Well, that’s one theory.
I'll tell you another. The eggs are a lot older than that,

and they weren't madefor our benefit’ He puta finger
under Lune’s chin and gently forced her to look to the

sky. ‘If it were night, what would you see?’
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Her answerwassullen. She wasstill thinking of

Bezile, the red rubies against herpale skin.‘Stars:

‘ few thousand,at the most. But each of those

stars is a sun like our own, with its ownlittle family

ofworlds. You can’t even begin to imagine how many

more stars there are beyond the small number we can

see at night. A great whorlofthem,the galaxy wecall

the Milky Way ... hundreds ofbillions. Morestars

than there are people who haveeverlived on Earth,

let alone Free France. Buteven that ist the end. Our

galaxy isn’t the only one, not by a long margin’ He

reached downand pinched a piece ofwindblowngrit

from the edge of the roof, where it met the low wall

that offered them someshelter. “Thinkofall the other

piecesof dirt, in all of Paris ... and you've got some

idea of how manygalaxies there are out there.
‘And you would knowthis, would you?’

‘It’s what Captain Pallastells me, and I have no

reason to doubtit. Nor to doubt the fact thatall those

galaxies, all the stars and worlds they contain, once

had an origin. The universeis notinfinitely old, Lune.

It’s not even three times as old as this world we're

sitting on now.
Lunethoughtofthe statue she hadseen the evening

before. “You soundlike a churchman now,preaching

of God and Genesis’
‘The origin I speak of isn’t the same astheirs. But

they’re right about one thing. There were Godsin the

old days. Just not the kind they tend to go on about.

Luneshifted. The Sun wasup, though now cloud-

veiled, and the roofwasstill cold.
“There's another?’

‘Whenthe universe was young, very young,it was

smaller and hotterthanit is now. Unimaginably small
and unimaginably hot:all space and time boundinto
a bubble thesize of myfist. Everything we now know

grew from that one seed. Matter and energy, space

and time. Galaxies. Stars. Worlds. Cities. You and me:

“This is nonsense:

‘Would thatit were, then we could both do nothing

and go home with a clear conscience’ He shook his

headsadly. I’m afraid we can't do that, Lune. We have

an obligation. A duty:
“To the eggs?’

“They aren't eggs, Arquelle answered carefully.

“They're lifeboats’
She answered this with an uncertain laugh.“You .

make even less sense:
‘Whenthe universe was younger than a heartbeat,it

wasvery different. It was unimaginably hot anddense,

a tiny seething realm offire and light. We couldn't

have survived then, even if we were small enough to

fit inside: there were no worlds, no atoms, no matter

as we understandit. But there waslife. Creatures of

the quark-gluon plasma, Captain Pallas called them.

They hadn’t just formed in that fire; they werefire.



Millions of them: thinking beings, angels with the
wisdom of gods. They had no choice but to be wise.
Theyd survived countless aeons, enduredtherise of

fall of kingdoms and empires beyondrecall. Andall

this in less than a heartbeat since thefirst flash of
creation. All human experience, Lune, every word

ever set to paper, every thought, every dream,is just a

childish scribble compared to that vast and luminous
pageant. Ofcourse, it had to end. But it wasn't through
foolishness or hubris. The universe was changing as

it grew older. It was poised on the brink of a trans-
formative event - Captain Pallas called it a phase of

superluminal acceleration — when it would suddenly
become muchbigger and muchcolder. Withoutthat

event, creatures like you and I could neverexist. But
it was death to thefire beings, and there was nothing

they coulddo to stop it from
happening. Except, thatis,
for a very few who found a
way to survive, to ride out

the transformation’
“The eggs; Lune guessed.

‘The wisest of the fire
beings found a way to
cocoon themselves,to create

little pockets, in which they
could endure. They would
be cut off from their fellow

for the rest of time, or until

external conditions returned
to a state that they could withstand — but it was better

than ceasing to exist. So they wrapped themselves in

armourand survived the expansion phase, and even
as the universe swelled and cooled and atoms gathered
into stars and galaxies and then worlds and people,
they stayedalive. Billions ofyears passed, and the eggs
spread through the cosmoslike seeds on the wind:

‘Until we found them,I suppose?

Hegave her a smile. “We weren't thefirst, not by
a long stretch. We humansarent the first thinking
creatures to climb out of the mud. Ours wasn't even

the first stellar empire in the Milky Way. There'd been
many before us. The eggs had been found and exam-
ined. Theypassed through manyalien handsbefore

we humanschanced upon them. Nor werewethefirst
to discover that the eggs contained energy. But that
wasn't the point ofthem. When wecrack open and egg

and sendits fire into furnaces, we're killing a being as
old as creationitself. MadameBezile isn’t just wrong
to use the eggs for herself. She’s a murderess.

Lune remembered what she had seenearlier that
evening, when Pallas removedhis mask. ‘Even if that

was the case, your captain’s no better. He told me him-

self. It was an egg’s fire that blinded him:
Her own voice soundedhollow,as thoughshetried

to convince herself, force down old doubts and new.

‘Even as the universe swelled
and cooled and atoms
gathered into stars and

galaxies and then worlds and
people, they stayedalive.

Billions of years passed, and
the eggs spread through the
cosmoslike seeds on the

wind.
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A memoryofthe library floated, unbidden, into her
mind: thoughts of a time of peace, when she would
have been allowedto study books, to think, to follow

her ownwill. A time that was long, long gone. She

blinked back tears which she did not want Arquelle
to see, and turned away.

‘That’s true, Arquelle allowed. ‘Buthe also told you
that he considered it a price worth paying. Did it occur
to you to wonder why?’

‘Mad old mensaystrange things:

‘That's also true. But Captain Pallas isn’t mad,at
least not as I understandit. The egg blinded him,yes.
But it did more than that. It reached into his head

and changed him. ‘The creature in the egg died, in
one sense. But in another it survived. It passedits

essence, its wisdom,its memories, into the head of
Captain Pallas. His eyes were the

windowinto his soul, until the
fire burned them away’ Arquelle

waited, as ifhe expected Luneto

dismiss his words.
But instead she remembered

the priest who had blocked her
escape from the Cathedral, the
wayhehad twitchedonthefloor.

‘T blinded a churchmanthis
evening. Did thefire change him
as well?’

‘That would depend,

Arquelle answered carefully. ‘If

thefire’s too bright, then it just burns. And even if the

fire’s not too bright, if the contact’s too brief, there

won't be enoughtime for the essenceto cross over:

‘What does that mean?’

‘It’s like sending a code, butonly getting half the
message through. Or not even half. You're left with

somethingthat doesn’t make sense: He paused.“Half
a mind,orless than that. But you needn't worry. By
the time youstole that egg, I doubt there was enough
of the fire beingleft to cross over’

‘Tt was different for your Captain’

‘He enduredthefire, and the contact was prolonged.

Since then, Captain Pallas has what you mightcall
a... different view of things. He remembers what he

used to be, butit’s asif he seeshis old life through a
dirty window. Andhis priorities aren't the same. He
understands that we have a very clear choice. We can
use the eggs to keep the nightat bay,fora little longer.
Whenthelast egg is cracked, though,we'll be no better
offthan whenwestarted. There’s anotherway, though.
It’s harder, andit won't bring us much comfort against

the cold, at least not to begin with. But what we need

now is wisdom, not morefuel for our furnaces. We
can shivera bit more, but be wiser. Andin beingwiser,

well stand a better chance of doing something that

will last’



‘You are saying we shouldlet the eggs blind us.

“Their wisdom is wasted,ifit’s left inside the eggs;

Arquellesaid.‘For thefire beings, they’re in a kind of

prison. Ourlives maybeshort, our mindstiny. But the

fire beings would rathera few years ofbright existence

than a billion moreyears oflimbo. They'll gladly accept

to help us,if we let them:
‘Who would chooseto be blinded?’

‘There are those whoare willing. Around thecity,

even now, they’re waiting for the right time. ‘The

moment. The hardpart isn’t lookinginto thefire,

though.It’s not dying in the process. Captain Pallas

waslucky, but onlya fraction of an egg’s fire did that to

him. That doesn’t mean there isn't a way, but we need

the Red Empress to makeit happen. That's where you

come in. We’ve infiltrated Bezile’s organisation in the

past, as she well knows, but we've never come close

to the Empress:

‘It’s not like I can just walk anywhere I wantto,

open any door:

“You can now? Hedugoutthe charm hehad used

on the carved oak door when they had been ontheir

way to spy on MadameBezile. ‘Tm assigning this to

you.It'll work on anything, including the doorsin her

argosy. Those doors may be cross-wiredto herbridge,

though,so once you open them you’dbest not dawdle.

You've handled eggs before, so you needn't beafraid

of the Empress. I’ll show you howto removeit safely,

and puta secondeggbackin its place before anyone

notices the powerinterruption:

Lunefrowned.‘Wor'’tyoualso bekilling the second

egg?”

‘It’s too late for that one. Once a certain amount

of energy is drained from the egg, they can't survive.

There won't be muchfire left, though. Youd bestget

off the argosy as quickly as you can:

‘And I suppose you have

a

planfor that, if we're

already up in the air’
‘Of course? And Arquelle tapped the suspensorbelt

that Lune wasstill wearing. “There's a loading hatch in

the argosy’s belly. You can drop throughwith the egg’

There’s a tracking device in thebelt, slaved to mine.

Bythe time you touch down,we'll be waiting for you.

‘It’s that simple:

‘It’s that simple; Arquelle confirmed.

ever like that. Heleft her on a quietstreet

corner, the city only just beginning to wake

up aroundher, the egg back in her possession. He had

given herinstructions on the night’s workasif it was

a transparent and obvious given that she would do

his bidding, and thereby turn against Madame Bezile

after years ofwilling loyalty. Asif, in her head, was a

mechanism that could be adjusted as easily as some

gear or ratchetin a clock, turning her from servant

B:HE MUST have knownthat nothing was
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to traitor. Perhaps that was how it worked in Captain

Pallas’s world of clocks and mirrors and lenses, of

suspensorbelts and void-crossers.

Not Lune’s.

She had expected to arrive back at the Chateau

whenit wasstill night, but now it was day and she

fully expected to be quizzed onherlateness. As she

approached through the scrawlof ever-tightening

side-streets, Lune imagined the difficult questions

she might now expect, the lies it would be hard to

sustain. The argosy wasattached to the Chateau’s high-

est tower, strainingat the mooringlinesasits engines

stirred the air, eager to propelthe fat-bellied machine

across the rooftops and beyond the marginsofParis.

Menlabouredin the highairs, loading provisionsinto

MadameBezile’s swollen craft.

‘Thesafestlie is the oneclosestto the truth; Arquelle

hadtold her. ‘You crossed paths with a priest. Say that

you blinded him,butbefore he was down he managed

to knock you out?

“With what?’

“You don’t have to say. Just that you came around

in a dark part of the cathedral, and the priest was still

unconscious — or however youleft him — and thatit

took you a while to find your way out again.

WhenLune was ushered into MadameBezile’s pres-

ence, this was the story she gave. Yet instead of doubt-

ing her, MadameBezile put down the gold-clasped

box she washolding and ushered Lunecloser. “Let

me see your face, child. The churchmendid this to

you?’ Hereyes were narrowed,not with skepticism

but with sudden interest.

Lune did not know whatto say.‘I don’t remember

what happened.I had the egg, and thenI wastryingto

get out.It wasstill dark. Then something happened.I

think I remembera priest, but I’m notsure. I woke up,

but I was confused’ She scanned MadameBezile’s face,

searchedfor a clue as to how readily this concoction

was being swallowed. ‘WhenI reached the outsideit

waslight. I came back as quickly as I could’

‘If you were knocked out, you must have gashed

yourface as youfell. Or they cut you: Madame Bezile

reachedfor a hand-mirror andofferedit to Lune. “Here.

Doesit hurt? I would send youto one of the local

physicians, but there is a good man in Holdenheim;

when weland tomorrow hecan lookat it. Pm afraid

there maystill be a scarleft behind?

Lunereached to touch the hard-ridged scab on her

cheekbone. There was nopain,not even

a

tingle.It was

as if a dark red caterpillar had beengluedto her skin.

‘T didn’t even know it wasthere.

‘Tf the churchmen had caught you, youd have got

off a lotless lightly than that. Which does not excuse

the crime. Oh, Lune. My Good Lune? MadameBezile

skimmed the wound with the back of her hand, so

gently that Lunebarelyfeltit. “Thatsettlesit, of course.



You must come to Holdenheim. Weleaveafter sunset,

and now you mustrest:

Lunebroughtouttheprize. Sheleft the other things

in the bag. ‘Soutine told you I madeit back with the

egg?
‘Yes. I never doubted that you would, but it’s still

goodto see it with my owneyes.

MadameBezile took the green-glinting egg, cup-

pingit between both hands. Her mouth was open. She

let out a tiny little exhalation. Lune had heard that

sound before, and always mistaken it for admiration.

Now she understood exactly what the gasp meant.

Even if she hadn't, it was there in Bezile’s eyes. The

avaricious gleam Lune had seen a thousand times

before, and never recognised.
Notfascination, not even gratitude.

Lust.

‘My Good Lune; Bezile said softly. ‘How well you've

done:

“|eCAST OFFafter sundown.
Aboardthe argosy, Bezile had continued

to be fulsomein both her congratulations

and her sympathy for the wound Lune hadsuffered.
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Lune,for herpart, had been obliged to act and pose as

they got underway. Yetit was notall insincerity. Long

bondsstill held — gratitude, an eagernessto please,

simple fear. She could not escape from the thought

that Bezile could read her mind,study herface like

one ofthe booksin the ancientlibrary and see what

lay beneath her words, her stammering thanks. But

Bezile had shownnosignsofsuspicion, had expressed

a grave and sorrowfulregretfor the risk that Lune had

run, hadplaced a thin white hand upon herhead in

benediction and murmured a brief and apparently

heartfelt prayer. As she did so, the memory of Bezile’s

creamy languid form amongthe orchids had welled

up in Lune’s mind, bringing revulsion in its wake. She

had closed her eyes and bent her head in apparent

piety, and Bezile had glided on.
Onceshe had doneso, Lune wentto the small porthole

in the wall of the argosy and looked out, as ifthe sight

could scour her clean. Beyond her scabbedreflection,

Free Francelay below, a spangle of dark andbright.

She could dimly makeout the towers of the churches,

and the curveofthe river. How strange, to think that

once menhadsailed from this city to the stars... Lune

peered upwards,but the night was clouded. Her mouth

 



tightened. Bezile, Arquelle, Pallas span though her
thoughtslike skaters taking the bend ofthe river, small
as toys. The prospect of her own betrayal was rancid
in herthroat, as though she had eaten somethingsour.
But hadn't Bezile betrayed her in turn, from the very

beginning? Lune knewthatit wasso, andyet, andyet...

She looked downagain, concentrating on Paris and
the future. Arquelle’s charm lay heavy in her pocket,
as weighty as she had once imaginedthe eggsto be,
and then, checkingthat she was unobserved, she made
her way to the power room.

The charm worked on the dooras effectively as
he had promised. The samered and blueflash, the
sameripple in the door’s fabric, the same answering
shimmerin Lune’s head. This was old and arcane
technology, and she did not care to be near it for any
longer than necessary.

Yet it functioned. The door admitted her and she
stepped over theraised gold threshold, pausing only to
close the door behind her. The room wassmaller than
she had imagined, and it was obvious from the first

glance that no onewasin attendance. The mechanisms
in here were as dependable as an old pair of skates,

needinglittle maintenance or adjustment. The rooms
curved andbolted gold walls were blank ofwindowsor

ornamentation,with the only significant feature being
the gold plinth on which the Red Empresssat. The
egg rested within a spherical cradle, suspended under
a counterpartof the plinth which instead projected
down from theceiling. The cradle was the only com-
plicated thing in the room,but Lune wasnot daunted.
Arquelle had told her what to expect, and nothing she

saw gave her cause to doubthis instructions.
There were no locks or traps on the cradle, since

anyoneentering the room was deemedto haveauthor-

ity to approach the Red Empress. Lune worked the

delicate catches and clasps, until all that remained
was the golden apparatus feeding the egg’s fire into
the argosy’s furnaces. The many-jointed and knuckled
pipes gaveoff a faint brassy heat, but when herfingers
touchedthe metalit was strangely cool. Arquelle had
told her that it would be safe to disconnect the egg
for several seconds, but that she must take care to
close the screening shutters before she did so. Hardly

daring to breathe, she worked thelittle mechanisms
that operated the inner and outer screens, robbing the

furnace of its energy source.

She stood for a moment, straining to hear some
alteration in the argosy’s engines, sometelling hesita-

tion in the throb of the floor plates. But there was no

change.
She removed the Red Empress from the cradle,

slippedit into the bag, and replaced it with Arquelle’s
egg. The new egg wasa little smaller, its ornamentation

plainer, but the cradle had obviously been designed to
accommodate manyvaryingsizes andstyles, and the
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spring-loadedclaspsfell back into place without com-
plaint. Fixing the pipes into position was more nerve-

racking, if only because there could be no error. But

the ege’s eyelike iris mechanismsweresimilar enough
not to cause difficulties, and when Lune reopenedthe

shutters, the outer and then the inner, there were no
catastrophes. The argosy powered on. Her work was
nearly done.

She openedthe door, exited the power room, and
used Arquelle’s charm to secure the place as she had

left it. Then she made her way back throughthe iron
guts of the argosy, avoiding attention, and once more

using the charm to open doorsthat wouldnotwillingly
submit. She wondered how longshe had, before the

new egg gave up thelast ofits fire and the furnaces
beganto cool. How longagain, before anyone would
think to check on the power room,and how long still

before the crime would belinked to Lune?
She wasnearly there. The deck plates underfeet

whistled with the passage of night air. Ahead was a
twist in the corridor, and then thelast door, the one

that led to the belly hold, and to freedom.
Andto Charleroi Soutine, who now stood before

herin the doorway. Lune’s instructor was as surprised
as she herself but Lune was quicker. She broughtthe

pistol up, two-handed, and unwavering. She saw Sou-
tine swallow.

‘Lune?’ His voice was uncertain.

‘T don't want to shoot you, Lunesaid.
‘Lune, whatare you doing?’
‘I saw her? Lunesaid. She foundthat her voice was

urgent, wanting to convince. Soutine had always been

kindto her,of all Bezile’s young men.‘Last night, on
the way back from the Cathedral. They took meto see

her. She speaksofsacrifice and duty, but I saw her ina
winter garden, amonga thousand flowers. The power

it must havecost...
She did not expect him tobelieve her, but she saw

his glance waver andfall and then sherealised that he
already knew. He muttered something.

‘Soutine?’
‘I — she asked meto do something,there in that

garden. A guest, someone on the city council whom
she wanted to impress. She said — but I couldn't. And

then she made me:

Lune thoughtof Bezile’s white form, the glitter in
hertigress eyes; of squandering resources. Including,it

seemed, humanones.She loweredthepistol. ‘Soutine.
It doesn’t have to belike this. It could be different:

She had no proof, but with rising hope, she saw
that she did not need it. He wanted to believe. He

nodded, once.
‘Go. I have not seen you:
And,choosingto trust, she did.

*

 



UNEKNELT BYthefloor hatch and pulled
on the lever. The hatch wasstiff. She tugged
harder, and the hatch moveda little in its

runners, exposing a rectangle of open air. The night’s

cold touched her face, howling between the gap. It was
wide enoughto push a handthrough,but certainly too
narrowfor escape. She risked two handson the lever
andtried again, grunting with the effort. The hatch
budged again, doubling the gap, but then jammed
resolutely. She couldn't moveit any wider, no matter
how hardshetried.It felt as if there was metal wedged
in the runner,not just grease and muck.

Paris slid under her. Tenements and houses, roofs

and towers, cupolasandgarrets, the moonlight glitter-
ing back from pale skate-scratchedalleys and streets.

She madeout one or two dashing figures, but there
were few people abroadatthis hour. The cobaltflicker
of an Aftmanpatrol, epauletteslit as they went about
their nocturnal business. No otherfliers or argosies
below her.

The gapstill wasn’t wide enough.It wasn’t even

close. She knew what she was capable of squeezing
through, and that narrow aperture wasntit.

Curse Arquelle, and his plans. Curse his certainty

that there was a meansfor Luneto escape.
But the Red Empresscould fit, even if she couldnt.

She thought aboutit for a few moments, hoping
that there would be a catch, something shed missed.
Lune had already risked much to get this far, but

always on the understanding that there was a wayout.
She'd hardly been enthusiastic aboutthe idea ofleaping
from the argosy, even with Arquelle’s suspensorbelt
to conveyhersafely to ground. But she would much
soonerhave donethat than face MadameBezile when
the theft cameto light. As it surely would, once the

egg died and the engines faltered.
There was anotherpossibility, wasn’t there? She

still had the charm, and no reason to assumethatit
wouldn't let her back into the power room. She had
swappedthe eggs once; she could swap them a second
time. Put things back the way they were; return the
Red Empress to her golden throne. Get back on with
her miserablelife, and let Captain Pallas make other
arrangements. There was hazard in returning to the

power room,but she would gladly takethatrisk rather
than submit to MadameBezile’s inevitable wrath.

But she had said she would do this thing. And
besides, there was that memoryofBezile, among the

flowers...
Lune unbuckled the suspensor belt and removed

it from her waist. Remembering how Arquelle had
adjusted the load-dial, she turnedit to its minimum
setting andpressed theactivator. The belt emitted a

rising whine andtriedtolift itself from her grasp, but
she wasstronger. Feeling as if she was wrestling a snake,

she stuffed the still humming belt into the bag that
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already held the stolen egg. She added the charm and
the discharge pistol.

Lunetightened the drawstring and hefted the rat-
tling bag abovethe deckplates. She let go, and watched

it settle to the floor as if loweredby an invisible thread.
That would suffice, she judged.
Lune took the bag and pushedit through the gap

in the floor. The windchilled her wrist. Dropped from
this height, the bag could end up almost anywhere.
That was Arquelle’s problem, though.

Nothers. Not now.
Lune made to stand. She had no plan in mind,

beyond going about her businessas if nothing had

happened. Perhaps, if she was extraordinarily lucky,
the argosy would makelandfall before evidenceofher

crime cameto light. She dared not put much hopein
that, though. And even then, where would she go?

There was a sound behindher. Lune turned to face
the opening door, almostrelieved that she was going
to be spared the need to pretendthatall was well.

Soutine and Derain werethere,filling the doorway,
faces thrown into diabolic reliefby the lantern Soutine

held aloft. ‘Step away from the hatch, Lune; Derain

instructed.
She paused before answering. ‘Nothing’s wrong.

What do you want with me?’
‘You don’t have any business downhere. Evenif

you did, you'd needto explain why that hatch is open:
‘Tt was like that when I got here:

Derain’s smile was a quick twitch ofhis mouth.“We
saw that the hatch had been openedfrom thebridge.
There's a circuit. If you knew aboutelectricity, youd
understand what I’m talking about’ He noddedat
Soutine. ‘Closeit. And bring her to MadameBezile.
I’m going to check on the power room:

She tried to read Soutine,tried totell if hed gone

against his promise, or had been powerlessto act in

any other way once herescape attempt had come to
light.

She couldn't decide.

Bezile’s presence on the argosy’s bridge the
evidence ofLune’s crime was supremely obvi-

ous. The egg haddied, robbing the furnaceoflife. A

reserve egg had beeninstalled, but the fire was feeble

and with its engines reducedtoidle, the argosy could

do little but hover, barely able to counter the prevail-

ing winds. Derain hadalready conveyed the dead egg
to his mistress, verifying — though this was obvious

enough from its appearance — that it was notthe one
they had set out with.

‘Tt was nearly inert} he told her, while Lune looked
on. Just enough powerin it to feed the furnacesfor
a few minutes:

‘You've searched thoroughly?’ MadameBezile

B: THE TIME she wasbrought into Madame



turnedthe dead egg over andoverin her hands,star-

ing at it with a peculiar and lingering revulsion,as if

it was somekindoflarge dry turd.

‘There's no sign of the Red Empress?’

‘Tf she’s hiddenit, then she knowsthe argosy better

than any ofus. I think there’s a morestraightforward

explanation. We foundher by that open hatch. She

could have droppedthe egg easily enough: Derain

noddedat Luneasif she was a piece of meat. He had

strappedherinto one of the bridge's skeletal metal

chairs while her fate was decided.

‘A spectacularly pointless gesture, wouldnt you say?

Not to mention risking half of Paris, if the egg had

broken? MadameBezile held the dead egg beforeher.

‘Here. Take this useless thing and destroyit:

Soutine took the egg, but with

as much wariness asif there had

still been energy inside it. Lune

understood. It was very hard to

accept that the egg had given up

all its blindingfire.
‘Someone must have helped her

get into the power room, Derain

mused.‘If they went to that much

trouble, then presumably they

already had a plan forgetting the

Red Empress outsafely’ He hesitated. “There are any

numberofindividuals whocovet eggs that badly, but

very few with the wherewithalto steal one from under

our noses.

‘Pallas had the means; MadameBezile said slowly.

‘And we know howbadly helikeshis eggs.
‘Do youthink hegot to the girl?”

‘Someone obviously did. She hasn't the wit to have

put this together on her own: Havingrelieved herself

ofthe egg, MadameBezile had movedto standat one

ofthe large, down-facing windows,her handsclasped

behind her back.‘Pallas is no fool} she said in a low

murmur. ‘If she dropped the Empress, then he had a

meansof recoveringit:

‘The hatch wouldn't open all the way, Derain

pointedout. ‘Perhaps she was meantto go with the egg:

‘And survive that drop?’
‘There are ways and means. We've searchedher, and

there’s nothing on her butthe clothesshe’s wearing. But

we don't know whatshe mighthave brought aboard:

‘How longhasit been now?’

‘An hour since we found her. We can maintain this

altitude for a few more hours, but we won'tlast the

night. Our reserves were for emergencies only; they

don't have enoughfire to enablesustainedflight

‘Never mindthe eggs. I want to know whatPallas

is up to. An hour's alongtime.Ifhe was fast, he could

have had myeggfor nearlyall that time. What do you

suppose he’s going to do with its’

‘Nothingis a distinct possibility, Derain said.

MadameBezile’s fingers

dug into her forearm like

talons. Lune yelped as

she was dragged to the

argosy’s window, brought

to her knees with her face

mashedagainst theglass.
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‘Merely owning the Red Empress may be sufficient

for him:

‘That’s not how Pallas works. Otherthan its value

as a commodity, the only useful thing about the Red

Empressis thefire it contains.

‘If the egg is on the ground,andheturnsthatfire on

us ...’ Derain did not need to complete his sentence.

MadameBezile dismissed his point with a curt

shake of her head.‘No;it won't be that simple. Pallas

already had access to discharge weapons,and he was

never so gaucheas to use them against me directly.

Whatever he meansto do with the Empress, it wont

be that?
‘Are you sure?’ Luneasked from herchair.

MadameBezile’s attention snapped onto her.

‘What?’
An ege’s fire waslancing from

a garret, scribing a line through

the air, reaching across the

rooftops andto the city’s white-

hemmed margins. Though the

line offire seemed to Lune to be

as bright as the Sun,it offered no

illumination to the streets below.

‘That; Lune said.

MadameBezile’s fingers dug

into her forearm like talons. Lune yelped as she was

draggedto the argosy’s window, broughtto her knees

with her face mashedagainst the glass.

‘Did you imagine that you werecleverer than me?’

MadameBezile said, her breath warm against Lune's

ear. ‘Even for a moment? Did you imagine that you

might gosofar as to triumph?’Shelet out an appalled

little laugh.‘If it's any consolation, you were not the

first to cross me. I doubt that you'll be thelast. This

pitifullittle world may be running low onresources,

but there never seemsto be anyshortfall of fools. My

only regret is that I thoughtslightly better of you,at

least for a while:

It was hard for Lune to speak, with her mouth

squashedagainstglass.“You'velost the egg:

‘Your point being?’

‘Tf I’ve failed, then so have you:

Theline of fire was turning, sweeping across dif-

ferent quarters ofthe city.

‘If that egg wasthe last in the world,do you think Id

have entrusted you with its recovery? There are more

out there, Lune, andstill more in my possession.Its

loss is disappointing, andit will complicate my short-

term plans. But in the longer term,it merely delays

the inevitable. That’s not to say that it doesn't pain me

to see it squanderedin such a fashion:

‘Rather than squandered keeping you warm, while

the rest of us freeze?’
That earned Lune a smack against the glass. Some-

thing crunchedin hernose,andshefelt a sudden gush



of warm wetfluid spill into her mouth. ‘Tm sorry,

MadameBezile said, with unctuousinsincerity. ‘T

didn’t mean to get your blood on my window. Here,
mopyourself up? She was pushing a handkerchief in

Lune’s face.

Despite herself, Lune tookit. It was very fine, with

the slippery, eel-like nap of an old-fashionedtextile.

‘You'vestill failed’
‘T dont think so’
Lune pressed the handkerchief to staunch the

blood. ‘You wanted meto see this, but it’s you who

needs to understand. I knew thatPallas wasn't going

to waste that egg:
‘Then you appearto be labouring under a misap-

prehension, child’
‘T'm not; Lunesaid. ‘Watch,if you doubt me.

Atlast the ege’s fire had foundits target. From the

garret where the egg had been opened,to the distant

cupola far across the Seine, must have beenthirty

minute's hard skating, three or four city quarters at

least. Now that the alignment was made, though, the

beam appeared to lock into position,asif its path

through theair had always been ordained.

‘Nothing is happening ..? MadameBezile started

to say.

Lunecut heroff. ‘I said watch:

Two lines offire emerged from the distant cupola

in opposingdirections. They searched the night and

then found their own individual targets: two more

buildings, higher than most, in what Lunejudged to be

the second and ninth quarters. From these buildings

emerged two morepairs of sun-brightlines, redirected

back acrossthecity. These in turn found their marks

andcreatedstill more beams. The process continued,

the lines of fire now multiplying too rapidly to track.

It wasas if a spider had begun to weavea fiery web

acrossthecity, a web that wasat first simple and then
increasingly demented and complex.

‘What; MadameBezile uttered. It was a command,

not a question.

Lune answeredin the sure and certain knowledge

that nothing she nowsaidor did could endanger Cap-

tain Pallas’s work.
‘Thefire’s too bright for anyoneto look into. Those

who have doneit, most of them ended up mad.

‘And blind; MadameBezile said.

“The blindness wouldn't matter, if they could end

up not going madat the sametime’

MadameBezile gestured with an unsteady handat

the fire-webbed city. ‘And this? What does this have

to do with it?’
‘Mirrors? Lune said carefully. “Mirrors and glass.

Captain Pallas made them,so that the egg’s fire could

besplit up, redirected, shone into more than one mind

at a time’ She swallowed. “With each doubling, the

fire's intensity is lessened.It’s still bright enough to
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blind, but there’s muchless chance of madness.

“They?

‘The peopleat the ends of those beams. Acolytes of

the captain. Volunteers, who've agreed to open their

eyes to the egg’s fire’

There was scorn in her voice now.‘So thatthefire

can burn out their minds?’

‘Captain Pallas says they won't go mad - most of

them, anyway. There’s still a risk.

MadameBezile seized Lune’s hair. ‘Speak sense to

me,girl. If they don’t go mad, what happens?’

‘The eggs arealive. Thefire in the egg isn't ... ’ Lune

trailed off, smiling at her own inarticulacy. ‘It’s not

reallyfire.It’s the living essence of something much

older than us. When the eggs are opened,thefire leaks.

The beingsinside the eggsperish.Afterbillionsofyears,

they just fade out and die’? She paused. “Butthere's

anotherway.If thefire's shone into another mind,a

human mind,then not everythingis lost. Some of

the wisdom ofthe eggs ... the wisdom ofthe beings

trappedinside... it crosses over:

‘Captain Pallas put this nonsense in your head?’

“The fire touched him, a long time ago. He sur-

vived, obviously. The egg blinded him,andleft him

... changed. Some wouldsay mad,I suppose. But not

so madthat he couldn't makethis happen’

‘Thefire’s fading; MadameBezilesaid, relinquishing

her hold on Lune’s hair. ‘Look, you cansee it dying

away. ‘The egg’s spent its power. Wasted on glass and

mirrors, whenit could have done some goodforus all’

‘You're wrong’ Lunedaredto pull away, dropping

the blood-soiled handkerchieffrom herface. “Thefire

touched theacolytes.It's done what Captain Pallas

wantedit to do’
The fire-web wasindeedguttering out,line byline,

but for a moment the memoryofit was seared into

Lune’s vision like a brand. Thenit wasjust the rooftops

and the iceboundstreets and cold dark ribbonofthe

Seine, andit wasasifthe egg had never been opened.

‘How many?’

“Twenty; Lunesaid firmly. “Twenty people with the

samewill and determination as Captain Pallas. Twenty

people who understandthat the world doesn't have

to be like this. That it does’t have to endin ice and

darkness.
‘Fools:
‘Perhaps. But you feared Captain Pallas, and there

wasjust one of him. Nowthere are twenty more.

‘Assuming none of them went mad?

‘That's true. You'll just have to wait and see, won't

you?’
After a moment MadameBezile said: “When you

helped them steal that egg from me, you must have

knownthere'd be consequences. Or were youso stupid

as to imagine otherwise?’

‘No? Lunesaid. ‘I knew what I was doing. I knew



what you were, and I knew what you were capableof?
MadameBezile noddedgravely. “Then what’s about

to happen won't comeas any great surprise. That's
good. This late in the game, Id hate for there to be
any misunderstanding between us.

‘Tm sure there won't be; Lune answered
With genuineregret shesaid:‘I gave you everything.

I took you as a child, took you from thepiss-stinking

sewerofyourlife, made you something. I had hopes

for you, Lune. You were quick and clever and you
showed uncommoncourage. I dared to think that one
day you might inherit my mantle. I see now that my
investment was wasted. A foolish whimsy, nothing
more. You're nobetter than therest?

The floorlurched. “We're losing control; Derain said
urgently. “We should attempt landfall now, or abandon

the argosy:
‘Let it crash; Bezilesaid,as ifthe flying machine was

ofno more consequencethan the soiled handkerchief.
Tl find anotherone,as I did before. Tell the crew they

mayleave, and ready my own parachute. [’ll be at the
door in a few moments: Whenshe hadfinished speak-
ing, she reached into a secret pocket and withdrew a

tiny gem-encrusted discharge pistol. For a second or
two she marvelledatit, as if it had been years since
she last set eyes on the daintylittle weapon.

Thenflicked an arming stud, and causedlights to
glimmeralong the involute barrel.

Lune backed away.
Ivll be quick, Bezile said. ‘I said you were my

favorite, and I meantit. Only the best for my good

Lune. ButI can’t let this treachery go unrewarded.

She aimedthe vile thing at Lune’s face.
‘It's over; Lunesaid. ‘Don't yourealise? It’s over?
‘Yes, it is:

But it was Soutine who had spoken,not Bezile. And

in his hand was anotherdischarge pistol, the one he
had sometimes let her handle, against the day when
she might be allowedto carry one herself.

Now hepointedit at his mistress, his hand trem-
bling, but not so badly that the shot wouldn't befatal,

were he to squeeze the trigger. “You were right, Lune,
he said softly. ‘Tt doesn’t have to belike this.

‘Charleroi; Bezile said, astonished. ‘I thoughtbetter

of you.

‘Go to the parachutes, he told Lune. “There'll still
be oneleft for you:

‘What about you?’
Tl be there shortly
She did as she wastold, as she had always done,

whetherit was Madame Bezile or Arquelle or Cap-

tain Pallas. When she reached the parachutes, three
parachutes remainedonthe rack. She took oneofthe
black, pillow-sized package in her hands, bewildered

by its dangling straps and obscure fastenings. She had

never been shownhowto use the parachutes. Why
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would she? No one hadseriously expected the argosy
to cometogrief, andif it did, she had never imagined

that she would be amongthelastto leave.
The floor lurched sickeningly. The exit door was

wide open. No problem stepping through that, except

nowshedidn't have the suspensorbelt. Anotherlurch,

as the argosylost still more power, and she had to grab
a handholdto stop herselfsliding along the deckplates,

to the door’s hungry night-black aperture.
Even if she succeded in wearing the parachute, she

had noidea how to useit, how to control her descent,
howto select a landing spot,in the confusionofstreets
and buildings below. But she thought evenless ofher
chancesof surviving the argosy’s fall, whenatlastit
succumbedtogravity.

‘Slip your arm through that hoop. Yes. Now the
other one’

It was Soutine,still holding the dischargepistol,
steadying himself against a bolted wallstrut. “Now

the belt. Tight as you can. That’s good:
‘T don't know howto workit’
‘The ripcordis that yellow tag. Pull it when you're

clear ofthe argosy’s engines, and not a momentsooner.

That’s blackflamesilk, andit won'trip, butit still won't

thank you for being tangled in the propellers:
“Wherewill I land?’
“With the windasit is, you've a good chance of

hitting Bestiary Park. But only if you go now.
Shehesitated. ‘Shouldn't you be wearing yours?’
‘Tm not going, Lune’ His hand tightened on the

pistol. ‘Tm afraid there's still work to be donehere’

‘Leave her. She doesn’t need you. She's ..-

‘Nothing. I know. And I should follow you. But
whatyou said, about things not having to be this way?
You wereright. It is over, for her. But not just Bezile:
As the floor tilted again he redoubled his grip. ‘I saw
what happened downthere, Lune.It was beautifulfire.
Whatever happensafter tonight, whether or not your
Captain Pallas was madorsane, it won't be the same

Paris, or even the same Free France. Because there's

an idea loosein the world that wasn't there yesterday,

and that changes everything. An idea that maybeit’s
better to be wise than warm? Hejoggedthe pistol at
her, not with the threat of violence, but urging her

to go. ‘She made me what I am, Lune. I knew what

she waslong before you ever found out, but I didn’t
have the strength to turn against her. Andif] couldn't

make that change then, I can’t make this one. I dont
belong in the future you've just made happen. But
you do. Now jump:

‘Soutine ...’

This time, for an instant, she thought he mightwell
fire the discharge pistol.

So she jumped. Through the door, into the cold-
clawed wind,into the air above Paris, her Paris, hercity.

Oe
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ORBITAL EASTERCON2008- Final Accounts
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Memberships (Net of Credit Cardfees)
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Donation to «Bad Science» blog
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Cashcollected for Charities at Orbital
(For information only)

Book Auction £300. 00

Guide Dogs £60. 00

Matchit for Pratchett £1, 606. 37

Stewart Auction £1, 350. 00

Orbital Treasurer: Vince Docherty
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