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Messenger

’Shay	sat	on	a	boulder	in	the	thin	shade	of	an	acacia	tree.	He	glanced	at	the
sun	sinking	toward	the	Blue	Mountains	to	the	west.	He	felt	like	he’d	been

out	here	all	day,	but	a	four-hour	watch	was	a	long	stretch	when	all	there	was	to
see	was	an	occasional	dust	devil	dancing	over	the	savannah.	Seemed	so	useless
to	 keep	 someone	 out	 here	 day	 and	 night.	 Hell,	 if	 ’gades	 headed	 toward
Ezondwei,	 anyone	 in	 the	 village	 would	 hear	 them	 coming.	 Their	 trucks	 and
armored	crawlers	could	be	heard	twenty	or	thirty	klicks	across	the	savannah.
He	 swiped	 at	 a	 couple	 of	 pesky	 flies	 determined	 to	 crawl	 on	 his	 face.	 He

slapped	a	mosquito	sucking	on	his	arm.	As	he	wiped	the	bloody	insect	from	his
skin,	he	wondered	if	his	skin	would	ever	get	darker.	Seemed	like	his	“chocolate
lite”	complexion	should	get	some	darker	with	all	this	blazing	sun,	but	so	far	he
still	 stood	out	 like	a	 typical	Af-Am—dark,	but	pale	compared	 to	any	Chewan.
Nakhoza,	 his	 gorgeous	 blender	 match,	 had	 flawless	 skin	 the	 color	 of	 rich
mahogany.
D’Shay	cricked	his	neck	then	stood	and	stretched,	glancing	back	at	the	village.

He	hoped	to	see	his	relief	coming,	but	no	luck.	He	looked	across	the	savannah
wavering	in	the	afternoon	sun.
To	kill	time	on	his	watches,	he	kept	a	lookout	for	animals.	Everyone	said	the

big	game	was	extinct—most	killed	off	during	 the	Pan-Af	Wars,	by	one	side	or
the	other,	 to	starve	out	 the	enemy.	But	he	couldn’t	believe	 there	weren’t	a	 few
surviving	big	critters.	Elephants	and	giraffes	would	be	the	easiest	to	kill	off,	but
maybe	a	few	rhinos	had	survived.	But	so	far	the	largest	animals	he’d	seen	were
hyenas	and	a	few	wildebeest.	He	did	find	some	huge	crusty	plops,	but	Nakhoza
said	they	were	just	prewar	elephant	dung.
Out	of	 the	corner	of	his	eye,	he	caught	 the	 flick	of	a	dark	spot	on	 the	dusty

road	 from	 the	 big	 city.	 Too	 small	 and	 silent	 to	 be	 a	 ’gade	 vehicle.	Maybe	 his



rhino	at	 last?	He	 lifted	his	 rifle	and	glanced	 through	 the	scope.	Not	an	animal,
but	a	person	on	a	bicycle.	A	bike	clear	out	here?	What	the	hell	…	?
He	turned	toward	the	village	and	whistled	the	alert	signal.
In	moments	Giambo,	Nakhoza,	 Reya,	 and	 half	 a	 dozen	 others	 ran	 from	 the

village,	guns	at	 the	 ready.	D’Shay	 looked	for	Jaym,	but	he	was	a	no-show.	He
pointed	to	the	speck	on	the	road.	“Out	there.	Someone	on	a	bike.”
Giambo	 lifted	 his	 binoculars.	 “Maybe	 this	 is	 a	 trick.	 Bicycle	 man	 maybe

carries	a	suicide	bomb.”
Reya	 took	 the	 binoculars	 from	 Giambo	 and	 focused	 on	 the	 rider.	 “It’s	 a

woman.	She’s	wearing	a	chitenge.	Must	have	taken	her	three	days	to	pedal	out
from	Wananelu.”
“’Less	 ’gades	 dropped	 her	 off	 from	 a	 lorry,”	 said	Giambo.	 “Then	 she	 rides

here	in	few	hours	so	she	can	come	into	village	and	maybe	blow	up	our	people.”
“Looks	pretty	innocent	to	me,”	said	D’Shay.
Nakhoza	gave	him	a	poke	in	the	shoulder.	“All	girls	look	innocent	to	you.”
D’Shay	 rubbed	 his	 shoulder	 and	 feigned	 a	 pout.	 “How	 can	 you	 say	 that?

You’re	the	only	innocent,	sweet,	diamond	of	a	girl	in	all	of	Africa.”
“Be	 serious,”	 growled	 Giambo.	 “DuShay,	 you	 a	 pretty	 good	 shot	 from	 this

distance?”
“Hey,	I	don’t	want	to	shoot	her.	What	if	she’s	just—”
“No,	no!”	said	Giambo.	“Just	shoot	warning	shot	in	front	of	her	bicycle	when

she	’bout	hundred	meters	from	us.”
D’Shay	chambered	a	round	and	peered	at	the	rider	through	his	scope.	She	was

now	close	enough	to	see	her	face.	A	Chewan	woman,	maybe	in	her	thirties.	He
saw	 the	 corner	 of	 a	 backpack,	 but	 it	 didn’t	 look	 big	 enough	 to	 pack	 a	 bomb.
Probably	just	water	and	food.	With	all	the	folds	of	her	chitenge	wrap,	he	couldn’t
tell	 if	 she	was	wearing	 an	 explosive	 vest	 or	 not.	He	 clicked	 the	 scope’s	 range
finder.	Nearly	a	hundred	meters	now.	Better	 to	shoot	 low	and	to	 the	right.	The
sights	on	this	semiautomatic	were	not	perfect.
He	fired	the	shot.	Dust	and	rock	chips	flew	a	meter	in	front	of	her.”
The	woman	skidded	to	a	stop.
“My	God,”	said	Reya,	“You	just	about	drilled	her.”



D’Shay	only	nodded	as	his	heart	hammered.	He	gritted	his	teeth.	Since	the	last
battle	 with	 the	 ’gades,	 he	 hadn’t	 re-sighted	 his	 gun.	 “Sorry,”	 he	 said.	 “Scope
must	be	off	a	few	millimeters.”	Which	he	knew	meant	meters	off	 target	at	any
real	distance.
The	woman	 on	 the	 bicycle	waved	 her	 arms	 and	 shouted	 something,	 but	 the

afternoon	breeze	carried	away	most	of	her	words.
“I	only	hear	her	say	the	word,	message,”	said	Nakhoza.	She	handed	her	rifle	to

D’Shay.	“I’m	gonna	talk	to	her—one	Chewan	woman	to	another.”
“Hey,	babe!”	said	D’Shay.	“What	if	she’s—”
Nakhoza	waved	him	silent	and	walked	toward	the	bicycle	woman.	Both	raised

their	palms	in	a	gesture	of	peace.	Nakhoza	patted	the	woman	down,	then	pointed
to	her	backpack.
D’Shay	held	his	breath	as	Nakhoza	fished	through	the	contents.	Even	a	small

packet	of	C-4	could	blow	them	both	to	bits.	Nakhoza	handed	back	the	woman’s
pack	and	they	walked	over	to	D’Shay	and	the	others.
“Only	 empty	water	 bottles,”	 said	Nakhoza.	She	handed	 the	woman	her	 own

canteen.	She	nodded	thanks	and	guzzled	down	the	water.	The	woman’s	lips	were
cracked	and	she	was	powdered	with	a	layer	of	reddish	road	dust.
D’Shay	licked	his	lips	as	he	recalled	his	own	trek	across	the	savannah	from	the

ruins	of	Nswibe	village	to	the	New	SUN	refuge	in	the	Blue	Mountains.	At	least
this	woman	had	a	bicycle.	He	and	the	other	Nswibe	refugees	had	been	on	foot
for	 days.	 Jaym	 had	 helped	 Lingana	 hobble	 with	 her	 pus-infected	 foot	 from	 a
thorn	 trap;	 others	 carried	 litters	 of	 the	 wounded;	 while	 D’Shay	 and	 Nakhoza
encouraged	each	other	to	keep	moving	through	the	wavering	heat	and	dust.	That
seemed	so	long	ago.	What	was	it?	A	year	ago?
Nakhoza	 turned	 to	 Giambo.	 “She	 says	 she	 comes	with	 a	message	 from	 the

leaders	of	New	SUN	in	Wananelu.”
“Can’t	be,”	said	D’Shay.	“GlobeTran	crushed	them	in	the	city.”
Giambo	 spoke	 to	 the	 woman	 in	 Chewan.	 She	 shook	 her	 head	 and	 talked

rapidly	and	gestured	toward	the	east,	toward	Wananelu.
“She	 say	 the	 New	 SUN	 leaders	 and	 their	 people	 stay	 underneath,”	 said

Giambo.



“So	they’re	working	underground	and	still	active,”	said	D’Shay.	“What’s	she
want	from	us?”
Giambo	glanced	at	Reya	and	D’Shay.	“New	SUN	leaders	 in	Wananelu	want

some	kind	of	help	from	you	blenders.	She	gonna	explain	more	back	at	camp.”
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To	Wananelu

eya	leaned	against	the	cool	metal	of	the	captured	’gade	truck	and	stared	at
the	glow	of	dawn	to	the	east.	Overhead,	the	Southern	Cross	was	beginning

to	fade	in	coral	light	creeping	across	the	sky.	She	still	marveled	at	the	amazing
African	night.	Back	in	the	NorthAm	Corridor	you	sometimes	caught	a	glimpse
of	 a	 few	 stars	 when	 a	 breeze	 carried	 away	 some	 of	 the	 toxic	 haze.	 Sure,
Chewena	 had	 occasional	 dust	 storms,	 but	 those	 were	 just	 a	 nuisance—not
something	that	would	turn	your	lungs	to	pulp	and	have	you	hacking	blood	at	age
thirty—unless	you	could	afford	a	decent	breather.
As	she	waited	for	Bettina,	Reya	wondered	about	Jaym.	Was	he	was	really	up

to	 this	 mission?	 Reya	 had	 tried	 to	 be	 patient	 with	 Jaym’s	 grief,	 but	 damn—
Lingana	had	been	dead	for	weeks	now.	With	everyone	here	in	survival	mode	she
thought	 Jaym	would	 come	 out	 of	 his	 dark	 pit	 and	 get	 into	 this	 new	mission.
Since	Lingana	had	 taken	 that	 sniper’s	bullet,	 the	 smiling,	 easygoing	 Jaym	 that
Reya	used	to	know	was	gone.	And	all	his	brooding	and	eating	himself	from	the
inside	out	wasn’t	making	it	any	easier	for	himself	or	the	rest	of	the	team.
When	her	own	boyfriend	had	been	knifed	back	in	the	MexiCal	refugee	camp,

she	 too	had	grieved—for	one	night.	The	next	day	she	stepped	 from	 the	 family
tent	with	 dry	 eyes	 and	 her	 chin	 high.	 In	 ’gee	 camp	 it	wasn’t	 healthy	 to	 show
weakness.	 Just	 made	 you	 a	 target.	 Sure	 she	 endured	 pain	 and	 anger,	 but	 she
carried	on.	She	had	to.	She	had	her	mom	and	little	sister	to	watch	over	in	what
was	little	more	than	a	death	camp	on	the	barren	flats	beyond	the	city.	And	when
she	 asked	 the	 guards	 about	Carlos’s	murder,	 they	 just	 shrugged.	Another	 dead
MexiCal	kid	was	one	less	’gee	to	eat	dwindling	rations.
“Reya!”	said	a	voice	behind	her.
“Damn,	Bettina.	You	scared	 the	crap	out	of	me!	You	always	walk	quiet	as	a

cat?”



“It	is	an	old	habit	from	my	days	as	a	SUN	scout.”	She	glanced	around.	“Looks
like	you	are	the	first	one	out	this	morning,	chica.”
“Just	waiting	for	the	sunrise	…	and	for	you	and	the	guys.”	Reya	slapped	the

cab	door	of	the	big	truck.	“Is	this	the	only	rig	they	could	salvage?”
“Yes.	I	wanted	something	smaller	that	wouldn’t	draw	so	much	attention,	but	at

least	 we	 have	 transportation.	 The	 other	 vehicles	 were	 shot	 to	 pieces	 in	 the
firefight.	This	one	took	a	few	bullets,	but	they	missed	the	engine	and	fuel	tank.”
Bettina	leaned	against	the	truck	and	crossed	her	arms.	“Do	you	still	worry	the

messenger	woman	might	be	a	GlobeTran	spy?”
“Dunno.	Giambo,	Nakhoza,	 and	 I	 grilled	 her	 for	 two	 hours.	 She	 seemed	 to

give	all	the	right	answers.	Says	she’s	a	widow	because	GlobeTran	suspected	her
husband	was	a	New	SUN	informant.	They	hanged	him	without	a	trial.	She	wants
justice	for	what	they	did	to	her	man,	so	was	willing	to	risk	her	life	to	bring	us	the
message.”
“Why	did	you	volunteer	for	this	mission,	Reya?	I	am	glad	to	have	you	with	us,

but	Nakhoza	knows	the	city	better.”
“Because	 I	 still	owe	you	big	 time	 for	patching	me	up	when	 I	was	half-dead

from	that	’gade	bullet.	And	for	dragging	and	prodding	me	across	the	savannah	to
the	New	SUN	outpost.	I	need	you	to	come	back	from	Wananelu	in	one	piece,	just
in	case	I	ever	need	rescuing	again.”
Bettina	 laughed.	 “You	 owe	 me	 nothing,	 Reya.	 It	 was	 you	 who	 rescued	me

when	the	’gades	overran	Post-2,	yes?”
“Still	…	you	are	the	closest	thing	I	have	over	here	to	a	sister,	mi	hermosa.”
Bettina	nodded.	“Si,	estan	hermosas.”
Reya	looked	back	at	the	village.	“You	suppose	the	boys	will	be	late	as	usual?”
“I	don’t	think	so.	They	know	how	important	time	is	now.”
Reya	yawned.	“I	got	a	few	hours	of	sleep.	Giambo	will	probably	have	to	kick

D’Shay	out	of	his	bunk.	D’Shay	could	sleep	through	a	drone	attack.”
“But	 how	 is	 Jaym	 doing?”	 asked	 Bettina.	 “Is	 he	 still	 having	 those

nightmares?”
Reya	nodded.	“Yeah,	bad	as	ever.	I	can’t	get	through	to	him.	It’s	been	over	a

month	now,	so	you’d	think	he	come	out	of	it	a	little.	I	miss	the	old	Jaym.”



“I	wonder	if	he	is	a	good	choice	for	this	mission.	If	he	cannot	concentrate,	or	if
he	makes	mistakes,	it	could	ruin	everything.”
Reya	shook	her	head.	“At	least	he’ll	be	fearless.	Says	life	isn’t	that	important

since	 the	 ’gades	 killed	 Lingana.	After	 the	mission	 he	 says	 he’s	 going	 back	 to
NorthAm,	or	will	maybe	just	hop	the	first	freighter	out	of	Bonique	Harbor.	But
he	wants	 some	 payback	 first.	 If	 helping	New	SUN	 takes	 down	GlobeTran,	 he
wants	in.	I	just	hope	he	doesn’t	go	suicidal	if	we	get	into	a	skirmish.”
“Hey,”	said	D’Shay.	Reya	turned	to	see	D’Shay	trotting	over	with	his	daypack.

“You	chicas	about	ready	for	a	trip	to	the	big	city?	Pretty	excited,	I’ll	bet.	Bright
lights,	fine	restaurants,	fancy	stores	where	you	girls	can	shop	till—”
“Right,”	said	Reya.	“And	dodging	’gades	on	the	way,	dealing	with	city	street

gangs,	and	hassled	by	GlobeTran	cops.”
“Where	is	Jaym?”	asked	Bettina.	“We	need	to	leave.”
“He	was	 up	most	 of	 night,”	 said	D’Shay.	 “Every	 time	 he	 dropped	 off,	 he’d

wake	 up	 yelling	 ten	 minutes	 later.	 Even	 kept	 me	 from	 getting	 my	 full
complement	 of	 beauty	 sleep.	 I	 know	 you	 think	 it’s	 time	 he	 snapped	 out	 of	 it,
Reya,	but	he’s	going	through	his	own	hell.	Cut	him	some	slack.”
“I	heard	my	name,”	said	Jaym,	walking	toward	them.	His	tone	was	flat.
There	was	just	enough	light	now	that	Reya	could	see	Jaym’s	stony	expression.

She	felt	a	mix	of	anger	and	hurt	to	see	Jaym	so	changed.	Since	Lingana’s	death,
he	hardly	made	eye	contact,	and	he	ate	alone—when	he	ate.
She	forced	a	smile.	“We’re	just	talking	about	the	mission.	Did	you	get	enough

sleep?”
“What’s	it	matter?”
“Look,	I’m	just	trying—”
D’Shay	 poked	Reya	 in	 the	 shoulder.	 “Come	 on	 gang.	Let’s	 load	 up	 and	 get

going.”
Before	 Jaym	 climbed	 in	 the	 back	 of	 the	 truck,	 he	 glanced	 back	 at	 the	Blue

Mountains	to	the	west.	Reya	knew	he	had	to	be	thinking	of	Lingana	buried	with
so	many	others	in	the	makeshift	cemetery	in	the	foothills.



Twenty	 minutes	 later	 Reya,	 Jaym,	 Bettina,	 and	 D’Shay	 were	 crossing	 the
savannah	plain.	Bettina	drove	the	’gade	truck,	fighting	the	steering	wheel	as	the
tires	 banged	 over	 the	 rutted	 road	 toward	Wananelu,	 hours	 to	 the	 east.	D’Shay
rode	 shotgun	 up	 front.	 This	 was	 no	 man’s	 land	 where	 ’gades	 could	 appear
anytime.
From	 the	 back	 of	 the	 truck,	Reya	watched	 the	African	 sunrise	 unfold.	Even

with	all	the	crappy	things	that	had	happened	since	she	and	the	other	blenders	had
landed	in	Africa,	these	sunrises	were	always	a	few	minutes	of	magic	that	drew	a
brilliant	curtain	of	color	across	those	ugly	memories.
The	colors	cast	by	the	rising	sun	reminded	her	of	the	sunrises	and	sunsets	of

her	old	MexiCal	home.	But	during	their	last	years	before	fleeing	to	El	Norte,	the
stunning	MexiCal	sunrises	and	sunsets	began	to	morph	from	prismatic	spectacles
to	darker,	sinister	hues.	Clouds	of	dust	billowing	from	the	terrible	drought	slowly
muddied	the	reds	and	oranges	to	fingers	of	dirty	browns.	Then	came	the	dunes.
First	 they	were	 faint	 ripples	on	 the	horizon,	 but	within	 a	year,	 the	dunes	were
creeping	too	close	as	they	began	to	engulf	farmland	and	homes.
Reya	 shivered	 at	 the	memory	of	her	 family’s	 terrible	 journey	north	with	 the

other	refugees.	Her	grandmother	died	in	the	barren	chill	of	the	Sierras,	and	her
father	was	 killed	 by	 a	 gang	 of	 thugs	who	 preyed	 on	 the	 straggle	 of	MexiCals
seeking	 the	Promised	Land	 to	 the	north.	The	Corridor	would	give	 them	a	new
start	 in	 the	 land	 lush	 with	 rain	 and	 the	 fabled	 forests	 that	 stretched	 from	 the
Cascades	to	the	Pacific.
But	the	refuge	they	sought	was	short-lived;	the	paradise	was	a	fable	after	all.

The	 rich	 Willamette	 Valley	 was	 barren	 and	 deserted.	 The	 big	 rivers	 on	 their
tattered	 map	 were	 merely	 muddy	 trickles.	 The	 vast	 valley	 that	 once	 grew	 so
much	was	now	choked	by	sagebrush	and	tumbleweeds;	the	towns	deserted;	the
horizon	hazed	by	smoke	of	wildfires	sweeping	across	distant	fields.	Then,	when
they	 finally	 saw	 the	 skyscrapers	 of	 the	 Corridor,	 they	 were	 arrested	 by	 their
border	police	and	bused	to	the	refugee	camp	in	the	barrens	beyond	the	main	Sea-
Tac	Corridor	sprawl.
When	Reya	turned	seventeen	in	the	camp,	she’d	been	unbelievably	lucky	to	be

chosen	as	a	blender	for	her	s’teener	assignment.	She’d	expected	to	be	assigned	to
work	on	 the	MexiCal	canal	project.	She	never	heard	of	anyone	 returning	 from



canal	work.	Once	 there	 you	 chopped	 earth,	 broke	 rock,	 and	 died	 in	 the	 desert
inferno.
She	 got	 a	 lucky	 placement	 as	 a	 blender,	 but	 poor	 Mom	 and	 Leeta	 were

probably	still	behind	barbed	wire	in	the	’gee	camp.	Leeta	might	get	lucky	when
she	 turned	 seventeen—if	 she	 survived	 camp	 life.	 But	 Mom	 was	 too	 old	 for
anything	but	camp	labor.	She’d	said	she	only	wanted	to	live	long	enough	to	see
Leeta	safely	out	of	camp.

Reya	 sat	on	a	wooden	bench	 in	 the	back	of	 the	 truck	across	 from	Jaym.	They
both	wore	damp	bandannas	over	 their	noses	and	mouths	 to	keep	from	choking
on	the	roiling	road	dust.	Jaym	hadn’t	said	a	word	since	they	climbed	aboard.	He
just	stared	at	a	bloodstain	on	the	bed	of	 the	truck,	probably	replaying	over	and
over	 the	 moment	 when	 Lingana	 took	 that	 sniper’s	 bullet,	 and	 how	 he	 was
helpless	to	stop	her	from	bleeding	out.
Reya	hoped	she	could	find	a	way	to	kindle	some	spark	of	the	old	Jaym	within

his	mire	of	gloom.	She	had	to	try	to	reach	him.
“Hey,	Jaym,”	she	said.	“Do	we	look	like	banditos	looking	for	a	bank	to	rob?”
Jaym	glanced	up	with	that	dead	stare.
“We’ve	got	the	masks	and	guns.	All	we	need	are	the	cowboy	hats	and	we’d	be

ready	to	hold	up	the	noon	stage	to	Wananelu.”
He	 gave	 her	 that	 blank	 stare	 for	 a	moment	 then	muttered,	 “Yeah,	 sure.”	He

looked	back	at	the	floor.
Reya	sighed.	She	touched	the	sidearm	on	her	hip.	It	was	her	only	weapon,	a

Swedish	 9mm	 Stieg	 they’d	 taken	 off	 a	 ’gade.	 Jaym	 and	D’Shay	 toted	 stubby
Belgian	P-90	submachine	guns—a	lot	of	firepower,	but	compact	enough	to	hide
under	a	 lightweight	 jacket.	Reya	had	 tried	handling	one	of	 their	P-90s,	but	her
old	arm	wound	kept	her	from	loading	the	tricky	clip	mechanism.	Her	Stieg	was
simple	 to	 load,	 and	 she	 target-practiced	 back	 at	Ezondwei	 till	 she	was	 able	 to
blast	apart	a	head-sized	melon	at	twenty-five	paces.
Only	Bettina	was	unarmed.	She	said	she’d	have	to	be	on	the	streets	trying	to

make	contacts.	If	a	GlobeTran	street	cop	stopped	her	and	patted	her	down,	she’d
be	taken	to	prison	and	probably	executed	for	possession—maybe	tortured	first.



The	guys	 chose	 the	P-90s	 in	 case	 they	 ran	 across	 any	 ’gades	 on	 the	way	 to
Wananelu.	 Bettina	 said	 that	 was	 unlikely,	 but	 if	 they	 did,	 Reya	 decided	 she
would	 fight	 to	 the	death.	She’d	never	be	a	 ’gade	prisoner	again.	She	knew	the
guys	 would	 also	 go	 down	 fighting	 rather	 than	 being	 tortured	 and	 mutilated
before	they	were	shot.
Looking	out	the	back	of	the	truck,	Reya	saw	the	Blue	Mountains	fading	in	the

distance.	She	tried	to	spot	 the	foothills	where	their	New	SUN	post	had	been—
their	 refuge	 from	 the	 ’gades	 for	…	 how	many	 weeks	 now?	 Since	 arriving	 in
Africa	time	had	become	so	muddled.
She	absently	fingered	one	of	the	dozens	of	bullet	holes	in	the	canvas	canopy.

The	 trucks	 had	 been	 riddled	 by	 Giambo’s	 team,	 which	 included	 Jaym	 and
D’Shay.	They’d	 ambushed	 the	 ’gade	 convoy,	 raking	 the	 trucks	with	 automatic
fire.	Every	 truck	but	 this	one	had	been	knocked	out	of	commission—gas	 tanks
exploded,	engine	blocks	shattered,	or	 tires	shredded.	This	one	only	had	its	 tarp
ventilated;	 the	windows	 shot	 out,	 and	 had	 taken	 a	 few	 bullet	 holes	 in	 the	 cab
doors.	Thank	God	it	ran—and	that	Bettina	knew	how	to	drive	it.
Santa	 Bettina.	 Reya	 still	 considered	 her	 trek	with	 Bettina	 across	 the	 barren

savannah	 to	 the	 Blue	Mountains	 a	 miracle	 of	 sorts.	 That	 journey	 was	 such	 a
blurred	 and	 terrible	 memory.	 The	 infection	 from	 her	 wounded	 arm	 made	 her
delirious	 with	 fever.	 Reya	 only	 remembered	 heat,	 dust,	 and	 Bettina’s	 voice
urging	her	on.	Couldn’t	remember	any	of	her	words,	just	her	encouraging	voice
—like	a	sister’s.
Reya	scooted	down	the	bench	to	the	broken-out	cab	window	and	shouted	over

the	rumble	of	the	trunk	engine.	“Hey,	D’Shay.	Did	Nakhoza	give	you	any	grief
for	leaving	her	back	in	Ezondwei?	Or	maybe	she’s	finally	figured	you	out	and	is
glad	 to	 get	 rid	 of	 you.	 Just	 think	 of	 all	 those	 Ezondwei	 studs	 she’s	 probably
checking	our	right	now.”
D’Shay	twisted	to	grin	at	her.	“Hey,	girl.	Nakhoza	is	only	hot	for	my	bod,	and,

of	course,	my	incredible	looks	and	intellect.	She’s	probably	back	there	counting
the	minutes	till	I	return.	But	seriously,	she’s	staying	behind	to	help	in	Ezondwei.
Said	 the	villagers	might	need	a	 little	defense	 if	 stray	 ’gades	are	still	 lurking	 in
the	hills,	so	she’s	gonna	set	up	a	decent	defense	perimeter	for	the	village.”



D’Shay	leaned	over	the	front	seat	and	gave	Reya	a	crooked	smile.	“Whatcha
thinkin’	about,	Miss	Reya?	You’ve	got	that	faraway	look.”
Despite	her	bandanna	mask,	Reya	coughed.	She	could	 taste	 the	red	dust	 that

roiled	beneath	 them	and	flared	behind	 in	a	cloud.	“What	 I’m	 thinking	about	 is
none	of	your	business,	Mister	Green.”
“Bet	you’re	thinking	about	that	village	warrior	guy	back	in	Ezondwei.”
“Lay	off,	D’Shay.	If	you’re	bored,	count	the	scrub	trees.”
“Come	on;	admit	that	you’ve	got	the	hots	for	that	bow-and-arrow	stud.”
“Kwada’s	more	than	just	an	‘archer.’	He’s	educated	and	is	a	nice	guy.	End	of

story.”
D’Shay	chuckled.	“Nice	guy?	Hell,	he	followed	you	around	like	a	puppy	dog.

And	he	was	at	your	back	during	the	entire	battle	with	the	’gades.”
She	shrugged.	“So,	maybe	he’s	got	a	little	crush	on	me.”
“You	think?	But	how	’bout	you?	You	gotta	crush	on	that	big	strong	archer?”
Reya	looked	out	 the	back	of	 the	 truck.	“There’s	no	point	 in	 thinking	about	a

relationship	now.	We	know	New	SUN	is	hanging	on,	but	really	don’t	know	how
organized	 their	 resistance	 is	 in	Wananelu.	Even	 though	 they’ve	 requested	 four
blenders,	we	don’t	know	what	we’re	going	to	be	doing.”
D’Shay	 nodded.	 “Well,	 they’re	 getting	 three	 blenders	 and	 Bettina.	 The

messenger	 said	 no	 former	 SUN	 people,	 yet	 only	 Bettina	 has	 any	 chance	 of
making	contacts	with	the	New	SUN,	but	…	”
“But	what?”
“What	if	Bettina	can’t	find	her	contacts?”
“She	will,”	said	D’Shay.
Reya	scooted	back	to	face	Jaym,	still	staring	at	the	floor.
“You’re	 starting	 to	 piss	 me	 off,	 Jaymster.	 If	 you	 don’t	 wanna	 talk,	 at	 least

you’re	 gonna	 listen!	 I	 need	 to	 talk,	 and	 you’re	 the	 closest	 I’ve	 got	 to	 family.
You’ve	got	grief;	I’ve	got	worries.”
Jaym	looked	up,	and	blinked.
“I	worry	this	mission	might	be	useless,”	she	said.	“I	worry	that	in	the	end	New

SUN	might	 get	 totally	 crushed.	 I	worry	 that	we	don’t	 have	 a	 clue	what	we’re
doing.”



Reya	 was	 surprised	 that	 Jaym	 was	 making	 eye	 contact	 and	 listening.	 She
spoke	more	softly.	“Before	 the	’gades	killed	Annja,	she	was	 the	only	real	glue
that	held	New	SUN	camp	together.	She	gave	it	direction	and	hope.	Yes,	we	still
managed	to	stop	’gades	in	the	Blue	Mountains,	but	hell	…	we’ve	still	got	bands
of	 ’gades	 roaming	 across	 Chewena,	 and	 we’re	 gonna	 run	 into	 a	 wall	 of
GlobeTran	corruption	in	the	city.”
“You	think	too	much,”	said	Jaym.	“Let	Bettina	run	the	show.	When	she	makes

her	 contacts,	 we’ll	 do	 whatever	 magic	 the	 New	 SUN	 underground	 wants	 us
blenders	to	do	in	the	city.	If	we	pull	off	our	parts,	then	our	people	in	Ezondwei
will	 come	 in	and	help	 take	out	 the	G-T	command.	Then	 together	we’re	gonna
wipe	out	the	packs	of	’gades	controlling	the	countryside.”
His	voice	chilled	her.	“Jaym,	you	gotta	think	beyond	killing	for	revenge.”
“Look.	I	came	to	love	Lingana,”	he	said.	“She	was	the	best	thing	in	my	sorry

life.	It’s	like	every	time	I	think	things	are	gonna	be	okay,	then,	bam!	It’s	like	God
leans	down	and	mashes	it	with	his	thumb.	Annja,	your	friend	Mai-Lin,	then	my
Lingana.”
Reya	 nodded.	 “Yeah,	 I’ve	 felt	 that	 sometimes.	But	God	 doesn’t	 do	 shit	 like

that.	You	know,	I	loved	Lingana	too.	Not	like	you,	but	she	became	like	a	sister	to
me.”
But	Jaym	said	nothing	more.	He	just	leaned	back	and	shut	his	eyes.
Oh,	to	hell	with	it,	 thought	Reya.	Let	him	mire	 in	his	dark	pit.	He’d	have	 to

figure	out	how	to	climb	out	himself.
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Dream	Wedding

Dreams	are	a	connection	to	the	human	subconscious.	They	can	range	from
normal	and	ordinary	to	overly	surreal	and	bizarre.	Dream	imagery	can	be
unusually	absurd	and	unrealistic	and	they	are	generally	outside	the	control	of
the	dreamer.	Dreamers	are	usually	not	self-aware	in	their	dreams,	thus	the
dreams	will	seem	very	real	to	them	while	asleep.	The	most	disturbing	dreams
seem	to	arise	in	persons	who	have	undergone	a	traumatic	situation,	such	a
soldiers	returning	from	battle.
—“The	Subconscious,”	J.E.C.	Buchmann	(Capetown	Press,	2061)

s	the	truck	bounced	across	the	rutted	savannah	road,	Jaym	tried	his	best	to
stay	 awake.	But	 he	was	 so	 tired.	The	 last	 time	he	 slept	 through	 the	night

was	before	Lingana	was	shot.	Seemed	like	every	time	he	got	into	a	decent	sleep
he	was	jerked	awake	by	a	whirlwind	of	terrible	images.	Well,	there	was	no	way
he	could	sleep	during	this	rough	ride	across	the	dusty	plain.	But	he	could	at	least
rest	his	eyes.	Even	a	few	minutes	of	closed	eyes	could	help	revive	him	a	little.
As	he	jounced	in	the	back	of	the	truck,	his	eyelids	twitched	even	though	they

were	shut	tight.	The	sunlight	through	his	lids	turned	his	vision	red.	He	could	see
patterns	of	little	black	motes	floating	around	like	dust	in	the	light	shaft.

“Hi	Hon,”	said	his	mother,	with	her	ever-tired	smile.	“I’m	so	glad	I	could	get	off
work.	I	wouldn’t	have	missed	your	wedding	for	anything.”
“Thanks,	Mom.”	 Jaym	hugged	her	wasted	 frame—just	 skin	 and	bone	 under

her	yellow	jumpsuit.	Her	face	was	etched	with	furrows	of	age.	“You	getting	your
full	rations,	Mom?”
“Oh,	sweetheart,	at	my	age	they	say	I	don’t	need	much	to	eat.	I’m	fine.”	She

squeezed	his	arm.	“My,	Jaym.	African	food	and	fresh	air	must	be	good	for	you.”
She	 smiled.	 “I’m	 so	 glad	 to	 see	 you	 and	 am	 excited	 to	 see	 your	 bride.”	 She
lowered	her	voice.	“How	black	is	she?”
“She’s	African,	Mom.	She’s	a	beautiful	brown.”



Mom	nodded.	“That’s	nice,	Dear.”
“Mom,	how	come	you	still	got	your	canary	work	clothes	on?	You	gonna	wear

them	in	the	wedding?	I	can	get	you	something	else	from	the	back	of	the	church.
They	have	piles	of	donation	clothes.”
“Oh,	Jaym,	you	know	the	company	policy.”
“Yeah,”	he	said.	“‘Tsen-Dow	Limited	always	represents	 its	workers,	and	 the

workers	must	always	represent	Tsen-Dow	in	the	best	possible	light.’”
Mom	made	an	embarrassed	smile	and	said	softly,	“Well,	you	know	how	they

are.	 One	 of	 the	 company	 people	 might	 be	 watching	me	 by	 vid.”	 She	 glanced
around	 the	 vast	 church	 interior	 and	whispered,	“See	 that	 statute	 of	 the	Virgin
Mary?	Her	eyes	look	like	camera	lenses.	Bet	that’s	how	they’re	watching	me.”
“You	know,	Mom,	after	the	wedding	you	ought	to	stay	in	Africa	with	Lingana

and	me.	You	could	probably	live	with	Giambo’s	
family	until	we	get	Giambo	and	Lingana’s	old	village	rebuilt.	Right,	Giambo.”
Giambo	nodded.	“You	be	very	welcome	with	us,	Jay-em’s	mother.”
“Oh,	Giambo,	thank	you,	but	you	know	company	policy.”
“‘Till	death	do	you	part,’	yes?”
Mom	made	a	shy	smile	and	nodded.	“Just	like	the	marriage	vows.”	She	looked

Giambo	up	and	down.	“My,	don’t	you	look	handsome	in	that	tuxedo.	I’ve	never
seen	a	white	tux	before.	In	fact	I’ve	only	seen	tuxes	in	photos.	It	is	very	striking
against	your	…	complexion.”
Jaym	looked	at	the	lofty	ceiling.	“Hey,	Giambo.	Nice	touch	with	the	angels.”
Giambo	 smiled.	 “Lingana	 wanted	 those.	 Since	 I	 gonna	 give	 her	 away	 in

marriage,	I	get	her	what	she	want.	I	got	the	ones	that	glow	like	fireflies.”
The	 little	 angels	were	 about	 the	 size	 of	 doves,	 and	 their	wings	 fluttered.	An

occasional	 feather	 drifted	 down.	 Each	 of	 the	 angels	 glowed	 off	 and	 on	 like
flickering	 neon,	 but	 Jaym	 noticed	 one	 sputtering.	 A	 drop	 of	 red	 spattered	 on
Giambo’s	white	sleeve.
“That’s	just	a	spot	of	angel	blood,”	said	Giambo.	He	smiled	and	wiped	at	the

blood	with	his	white	handkerchief.	“We	sure	seen	lotsa	blood	together,	yes	Jay-
em?”
Jaym’s	 mother	 shook	 her	 head.	 “Oh,	 I	 bet	 you	 two	 have	 had	 so	 many

interesting	adventures	over	here	in	the	‘Dark	Continent,’	haven’t	you?”



Jaym	looked	up	again.	The	sputtering	angel	was	gone.	But	a	bat	the	size	of	a
crow	was	swooping	through	the	little	flock	of	panicked	angels.
“Oh,	 don’t	 worry	 about	 the	 bat,	 son,”	 said	 a	 tall,	 thin	man	 in	 robes.	 Jaym

hadn’t	noticed	the	priest	standing	behind	his	mom.	“One	of	Satan’s	little	games
he	 likes	 to	 play	 during	 sacred	 ceremonies.”	 The	man	made	 a	weak	 smile.	He
looked	old	and	tired	as	a	mummy	in	his	red	robes.	“The	worse	the	bat	can	do	is
pick	off	a	few	more	angels.”	He	looked	at	Giambo’s	white	tux	now	spotted	with
more	spatters	of	blood.	“I	wear	red	robes	for	a	reason,”	he	said	with	a	chuckle.
The	organist	was	playing	“Itsy	Bitsy	Spider,”	one	of	the	only	tunes	Jaym	knew.

The	dirty	brass	organ	pipes	seemed	to	be	growing	since	Jaym	had	arrived	at	the
church.	Yes,	 they	were	definitely	 spreading	 like	branches	of	 ivy	clinging	 to	 the
wall.
“Lingana	be	late,”	said	Giambo.	“Gonna	go	get	her.”	He	walked	through	the

chapel’s	oaken	wall	as	if	it	were	a	brown	fog	bank.
“Mom,”	said	Jaym,	“did	you	run	out	of	hair	dye?	The	bright	yellow	is	starting

to	show	a	 lot	of	gray	roots.	You	need	money	 for	more	coloring?	I’ve	got	some
kwachas.”
“You	 keep	 them,	 Dear.	 You	 and	 Lingana	 will	 need	 the	 money	 for	 your

children.”	She	glanced	at	the	priest	who’d	sat	on	the	step	and	was	half	asleep.
“Excuse	me,	reverend,”	she	said.	“Do	know	what	time	it	is?	They	only	let	me	off
work	for	two	hours.”
“I	suppose	it’s	just	past	midnight,”	said	the	priest	with	a	yawn.	“This	always

happens	just	past	midnight.”
The	chill	of	a	shadow	fell	over	Jaym	for	a	moment.	Past	midnight,	he	thought.

Why	was	the	wedding	past	midnight?	Did	he	plan	that?	He	shivered	and	glanced
up.	The	bat	was	larger	now.	Only	two	frantic	angels	left.
His	mother	glanced	at	 the	remaining	angels.	“Oh,	dear.	I	hope	Lingana	gets

here	before	the	last	one	is	gone.	Giambo	probably	went	 to	a	lot	of	 trouble	and
expense	to	get	them.”
The	 priest	 shook	 his	 head	 and	 made	 a	 sad	 smile.	 “Satan’s	 little	 bat	 is

improving	each	time,	eh	Jaym?”
“Each	time?	You	mean	at	other	weddings?”
The	priest	waved	his	hand.	“It’s	nothing,	Jaym.”



“Can	you	see	who’s	playing	the	organ,	Mom?”	asked	Jaym.
“I’m	not	sure,	Hon.	I	think	it’s	an	African	man.	It’s	so	dark	back	there	in	the

shadows.”
Finally	 the	 organ	 boomed	 louder.	 An	 unseen	 chorus	 started	 to	 sing,	 “Here

Comes	the	Bride,”	but	the	organ	still	blasted	out	“Itsy	Bitsy	Spider.”
Jaym	 turned	 to	 see	 Giambo	 with	 Lingana	 on	 his	 arm.	 Jaym	 tried	 to	 catch

Lingana’s	 eye,	 but	 she	 looked	 to	 the	 organ.	 Giambo	 was	 sober-faced,	 and
solemnly	walked	to	the	music	which	now	was	drowning	out	the	chorus.
Jaym’s	mother	shouted	something,	but	he	couldn’t	hear	over	a	cacophony	of

crazed	 notes.	 She	 pointed	 to	 Lingana	 and	 shook	 her	 head.	 Jaym	 looked	 at
Lingana’s	tattered	dress.	It	was	coated	in	the	red	dust	of	Africa.	Still	she	stared
at	the	organ.
Giambo	and	Lingana	stopped	in	front	of	Jaym	and	his	mother.	Lingana’s	eyes

were	wide,	still	looking	away.
“Lingana?”	said	Jaym.	“What’s—”
Just	then	his	mother	tapped	him	on	the	arm	and	pointed	to	a	clock	on	the	wall.

It	was	flashing	the	word:
MIDNIGHT
MIDNIGHT
MIDNIGHT
His	mother	 shouted	 in	his	ear	above	 the	 thundering,	“Up	 the	Water	Spout.”

“I’d	like	to	stay,	but	I	see	a	Tsen-Dow	man	by	the	door.	Goodbye,	Dear.	Have	a
wonderful	life	together.”	She	walked	toward	the	door	and	vanished.
The	 organ	 and	 chorus	 stopped	 and	 it	 was	 dead	 silent.	 The	 wrinkled	 priest

stood	 and	 opened	 his	 Bible.	 “Dearly	 beloved.”	He	 began.	 “Excuse	me,	Miss.
Are	you	listening?”	Lingana’s	lips	moved,	but	nothing	came	out.	A	tear	welled	in
her	eye.
“Lingana?”	asked	Jaym.	“Please	look	at	me.	I	don’t	understand	what’s—”
“Oh	 come	 now,	 Jaym,”	 said	 the	 priest.	 “I	 think	 we	 all	 know	 what	 comes

next,”	said	the	priest.	He	sat	back	on	the	step	and	yawned.
A	 metallic	 clack	 of	 a	 bullet	 being	 chambered	 echoed	 from	 the	 area	 of	 the

organ.	Lingana	finally	looked	at	Jaym	and	gave	him	a	shaky	smile.	“Good-bye,
Jay-em.”



The	 organ	 began	 to	 boom	 as	 the	 shot	 cracked	 over	 the	 thundering	 notes.
Lingana	 slumped	 gracefully.	 The	 marble	 floor	 flowed	 with	 red	 as	 Jaym
screamed.

Jaym	woke	up	panting.
Reya	touched	his	shoulder.	“Another	one,	Jaym?”
Sweat	soaked	his	tee	shirt	as	his	heart	pounded.	And,	as	always,	he	shook	as	if

in	a	fever.	“Yeah,	same	one,”	he	said.	“Same	goddamn	one.”
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Drone	
Control	Center

The	Lin-Chang	Drone	Control	Center	(DCC)	will	supply	all	your	attack	and
control	needs.	Our	DCC	has	five	workstations,	each	equipped	with	two	or	more
screens	providing	all	the	information	required	by	the	specific	operator’s	tasks.
The	displays	for	pilots	contain	flight	symbology	as	well	as	maps	that	show	the
aircraft’s	position	and	the	regions	covered	by	its	sensors.	Lin-Chang	Ltd.	can
supply	drones	which	to	carry	a	suite	of	integrated	sensors,	including	an	infrared
camera,	a	color/monochrome	daylight	TV	camera,	and	laser	designator	and
illuminator.	Encrypted	live	high-resolution	Full	Motion	Video	from	the
imaging	sensors	can	be	transmitted	to	the	DCC	to	reduce	the	risk	of	collateral
damage	or	friendly	fire.
—WeaponsCon	XXI,	Lin-Chang	Presentation	Brochure,	Beijing,	2054.

’Shay	turned	and	shouted.	“Heads	up,	riders.	Building	on	the	right.”
The	truck	slowed	and	stopped.	Bettina	killed	the	engine.	Their	plume	of

dust	drifted	over	the	truck,	then	faded	as	it	dispersed	across	the	savannah	scrub.
The	only	sound	D’Shay	heard	was	a	bush	wren’s	lonely	trill.
He	and	Bettina	hopped	out	of	the	cab	and	walked	back	to	join	Jaym	and	Reya

at	 the	 rear	 of	 the	 truck.	 Bettina	 scanned	 the	 drone-control	 building	 with	 her
binoculars.	 D’Shay	 figured	 the	 place	 was	 about	 a	 klick	 away—a	 squat,
nondescript	building	of	unpainted	cement	blocks.	No	windows	broke	the	exterior
walls.	An	array	of	comm	dishes	and	antennas	cluttered	the	roof.
“I	don’t	see	any	activity,”	said	Bettina.	“There	are	three	rovers	by	the	building,

but	 they	 have	 been	 torched.	 Wait,	 there’s	 one	 untouched	 rover	 a	 few	 meters
away.”
“That	 must	 mean	 someone’s	 home,”	 said	 Reya.	 “Should	 we	 drive	 closer?”

asked	Reya.
“No,”	 said	 Bettina.	 “Any	 closer	 and	 they	 could	 take	 our	 truck	 out	 with	 an

RPG.”



“Why	not	just	detour	around	and	drive	on?”	asked	Jaym.	“This	place	is	useless
to	us.	We	deflected	all	their	drones	into	the	mountainside.	There’s	no	reason	to
get	in	a	firefight	over	a	concrete	shell	in	the	middle	of	nowhere.	Let’s	just	get	on
to	Wananelu.”
Bettina	shook	her	head.	“When	I	was	a	SUN	scout,	SUN	personnel	used	to	run

this	kind	of	center—before	GlobeTran	took	over.	And	since	that	remaining	rover
has	 G-T	 markings,	 I	 don’t	 think	 we	 are	 going	 to	 find	 any	 ’gades	 here.	 But
someone	is	in	there,	and	we	might	get	some	information	from	them.”
“Okay,	okay,”	said	Jaym.	“But	let’s	get	this	over	with	and	on	our	way.”
Bettina	nodded.	“Lock	and	load—and	be	careful.	Ten	meters	apart,	and	drop	if

you	see	the	glint	of	a	scope	or	a	gun	barrel.”
As	 they	 neared	 the	 building,	 Bettina	 nodded	 toward	 the	 burnt-out	 rovers.

“They	look	like	G-T	rigs.	’Gades	must	have	torched	them.”
Closer	to	the	entrance,	D’Shay	could	see	that	explosives	had	blasted	open	the

blackened	steel	door.	A	surprise	’gade	attack.
Bettina	toed	open	the	twisted	door.
D’Shay	leaned	closer	to	listen.	Dead	silence.	No	lights.	He	glanced	into	dark

interior	then	and	sniffed	the	air.	Good,	he	thought,	at	least	no	stench	of	death.
“I’m	going	in,”	said	Bettina.
“We’ll	all	go	in,”	said	Reya.	“All	for	one	…	”
“And	one	for	all,”	said	D’Shay.
Jaym	said	nothing.
Bettina	wound	up	her	crank	light	and	stepped	inside	the	dark	building.	D’Shay

and	the	others	followed	with	guns	raised.	Bettina	shone	the	light	across	a	bank	of
shattered	 computer	 stations.	 The	 floor	was	 strewn	with	wires,	 shards	 of	 glass,
and	crushed	keyboards.
“It	 looks	 like	 the	 ’gades	 went	 on	 a	 little	 rampage	 before	 they	 left,”	 said

Reya.”But	what	 I	wanna	 know	 is,	where	 are	 the	G-T	 controllers?	 It’s	 not	 like
’gades	 to	 take	 prisoners—unless	 they’re	 female.	 There	 had	 to	 be	 some	 guys
working	here	too.”
“Everyone	 crank	 up	 their	 lights	 and	 search	 each	 closet	 and	 cubicle,”	 said

Bettina.	“Keep	up	your	guard—watch	for	tripwires.	And	don’t	pick	up	anything.
Explosive	traps	are	a	’gade	specialty.”



They	spread	out	and	trod	carefully	across	the	littered	floor.	D’Shay	saw	Jaym
reaching	for	a	GlobeTran	cap	on	a	chair.	“No,	Jaym!”	he	shouted.
Jaym	jerked	back	his	hand.	“Sorry.	Wasn’t	thinking.”
D’Shay	walked	 to	 a	 closed	door	marked,	Toilet.	He	 hesitated,	 then	 tried	 the

handle.	He	shined	his	light	toward	Bettina	to	motion	her	over.	“It’s	locked,”	he
said.
Bettina	nodded.	She	waved	D’Shay	aside.	“Against	the	wall,”	she	whispered.

Then	she	stepped	to	one	side	of	the	door	and	shouted.	“You	in	the	restroom—we
are	from	New	SUN.	We	mean	you	no—”
A	burst	of	automatic	fire	from	inside	tore	a	dozen	holes	through	the	door.
“Hey!”	shouted	Bettina.	“We	did	not	come	to	fight!	If	you	are	GlobeTran	or

from	New	SUN,	we	are	here	to	help.”
Silence.
“You	speak	English?”	shouted	Bettina.
A	long	moment	of	silence,	then,	“Yes,	I	…	speak	English,”	came	an	accented

woman’s	voice.	“How	do	I	know	you	are	not	the	’gades?”
“I	 am	 a	 former	 SUN	 scout,”	 said	 Bettina.	 “My	 comrades	 and	 I	 have	 now

joined	New	SUN.	If	we	were	’gades,	we	would	have	shot	the	lock	off	and	you
would	already	be	dead,	or	our	prisoner.”
Another	long	pause.
“I	am	going	to	unlock	the	door,”	said	the	voice.	“I	am	going	to	come	out,	but

if	you	are	’gades,	I	will	fight	to	the	death.	I	will	not	be	captured.”
“Yes.	We	understand.	We	have	 had	 our	 battles	with	 ’gades.	 I	 too	would	 die

before	becoming	a	’gade	captive.”
The	lock	clacked	and	the	door	slowly	opened.	D’Shay	watched	

as	a	short	blonde,	eighteen	or	nineteen	at	most,	 took	a	step	 into	 the	room.	The
butt	of	her	automatic	was	pressed	 to	her	shoulder.	She	 jerked	 the	muzzle	 from
one	person	to	another.
“It’s	alright,”	said	Reya	softly.	“Please	lower	your	gun,	okay?”
The	 girl	 finally	 lowered	 it,	 and	 then	 dropped	 the	 gun	 to	 floor.	 She	 put	 her

hands	to	her	face	and	began	to	sob.
“Are	you	the	only	one	in	here?”	asked	D’Shay.
She	nodded	as	she	wept.



“Let’s	get	outside,”	said	Reya.	“She	needs	out	of	this	place.”

Stepping	outside,	the	girl	squinted	in	the	harsh	African	sunlight.	She	wiped	her
eyes	and	glanced	at	D’Shay	and	the	others.	“The	’gades	came	a	week	ago.	They
blew	 open	 the	 door	 and	 took	 over	 the	 center.	 It	 happened	 when	 I	 was	 in
Wananelu	making	a	 supply	 run;	otherwise	 I	would	be	dead.	 It	must	have	been
before	daybreak,	because	the	beds	in	the	sleeping	quarters	are	unmade.	I	found
the	 bodies	 of	 my	 friends.	 Six	 had	 been	 executed	 outside—still	 wearing	 their
sleepwear.	 They	 were	 all	 the	 non-techs.	 The	 ’gades	 must	 have	 kept	 the	 two
drone-control	techs	alive	until	they	accomplished	their	goal,	whatever	that	was.”
“It	was	to	kill	us,”	said	Reya.	“We	were	part	of	the	New	SUN	base	in	the	Blue

Mountains.	They	tried	to	use	the	drones	on	us,	but	we	have	a	techie	who	flew	the
drones	into	a	’gade	outpost.”
“Good,”	said	 the	girl.	She	sniffed	and	tried	to	smile.	“Thank	you	for	finding

me.	I	thought	you	were	here	to	kill	anyone	left.”	She	hugged	herself.	“My	name
is	Margretta,	but	please	call	me	Gretta.	I	come	from	Denmark,	but	when	the	sea
level	rose,	my	family	fled	to	Norway.	That	is	where	I	was	chosen	and	trained	for
my	SUN	assignment.”
She	 shook	 hands	with	D’Shay	 and	 the	 others.	 He	 realized	Gretta	 was	 even

lighter-skinned	than	Jaym.	She	was	like	a	photo	negative	of	Lingana.	Her	size,
but	Gretta	had	pale	skin,	blonde	hair,	and	sky-blue	eyes.	Pretty	 in	a	Euro	way,
but	washed	 out	 compared	 to	Lingana.	He	wondered	 if	 Jaym	noticed	 the	 same
thing.
Gretta	 led	 them	 to	 one	 side	 of	 the	 building.	 She	 pointed	 at	mounds	 of	 dirt.

“When	 they	 had	 finished	 using	 the	 two	 techs,	 they	 shot	 them	 and	 left	 them
inside.	I	dragged	the	two	techs	out	here	with	the	others	they	executed.”	Her	chin
puckered.	“It	took	me	two	days,	but	I	had	to	bury	them.	They	were	my	friends.”
Jaym	looked	toward	Gretta’s	rover.	“Why	didn’t	you	drive	back	to	the	city?”
“Not	enough	petrol,”	she	said.	“We	kept	a	store	of	petrol	here	at	the	center,	but

the	’gades	took	it.”	She	looked	at	 the	burned-out	rigs.	“Seems	they	used	a	few
liters	to	torch	our	rovers.”



Reya	took	her	hand.	“Let’s	get	out	of	here,”	she	said.	“We’ve	also	lost	many
friends	to	’gades.	Come.”
As	they	walked	Bettina	asked,	“How	long	have	you	worked	for	GlobeTran?”
“About	a	year—ever	since	I	was	sent	from	the	refugee	camp	in	Norway.”
Reya	shook	her	head.	“Same	with	me.	I	was	in	a	camp	for	MexiCal	refugees.”
Gretta	 nodded.	 “I	 think	 several	 countries	 have	 camps	 because	 so	 many	 are

trying	 to	 escape	 the	 rising	 seas,	 or	 they	 flee	 from	 regions	with	wars	or	 killing
droughts.”
All	five	leaned	against	the	shaded	side	of	the	truck	and	shared	lunch	rations.
“How	did	you	end	up	with	GlobeTran?”	asked	D’Shay.	“Usually	pretty	girls

like	you	can	get	placed	wherever	you—”
Reya	 elbowed	 him.	 “D’Shay!	 Want	 me	 to	 tell	 Nakhoza	 you’re	 hitting	 on

Gretta?”
D’Shay	 winced.	 “Um,	 what	 I	 meant,	 Ms.	 Gretta,	 was	 that	 I	 figured	 you’d

choose	to	come	over	as	a	blender,	not	a	GlobeTran	…	employee.”
“I	 came	 as	 a	 blender,	 but	 ’gades	 somehow	 got	 word	 of	 my	 assignment.	 A

woman	 from	my	 assigned	 village	 caught	me	 on	 the	 road	 and	warned	me	 that
’gades	were	waiting.	She	said	my	blender	match	had	been	murdered.”
Reya	hugged	herself.	 “Same	happened	 to	me.	Except	 I	was	captured	and	…

Sorry,	please	go	on,	Gretta.”
Gretta	 wiped	 her	 nose.	 “I	 was	 lucky	 to	 escape	 to	 Wananelu	 and	 get	 a

placement	with	G-T.	 I	was	 transferred	out	here	 last	month.	They	made	me	 the
cook,	cleaner,	and	courier	to	Wananelu	for	petrol	and	supplies.	It	was	very	dull
work	for	everyone.	I	think	most	of	GlobeTran	does	very	little.”	She	gnawed	off	a
chunk	of	 antelope	 jerky	 and	glanced	back	 at	 the	building’s	 twisted	door.	 “Are
you	people	on	your	way	back	to	the	Blue	Mountains?”
D’Shay	shook	his	head.	“We’re	going	to	Wananelu.”
“You	would	be	safer	in	the	mountains,”	said	Gretta.
Reya	 nodded.	 “Yeah,	 but	 we	 need	 to	 make	 contact	 with	 the	 New	 SUN

resistance	in	the	city.”
Gretta’s	eyes	widened.	“But	do	you	know	the	dangers?	Sometimes	it	is	hard	to

know	who	to	trust.	And	what	can	you	accomplish	with	only	four	of	you?”
“Count	again,”	said	Reya.	“I	see	five.”
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