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One.

ROBBER BARON

FINALLY CAPTURED!
Philipp Kaplan Behind Bars at Last

Charta, Turner’s Planet — Yesterday, the
122 day of 2515 (GScdendar), duringadaring
raid on the First Central Commercial
Interplanetary Bank and Trust, the notorious
Philipp Kaplan was apprehended by local
authoritieswithout astruggle.

Early inthemorning, by local time, Kaplan
walked into the building, heavily armed -
gpparently theweapon detection system had been
dismantled - andimmediately immobilized thetwo
guardson duty at thetime, authoritiessaid.

According to eyewitnesses and security
cameras, he ordered the other employees and
customersto get on thefloor, then took the bank
manager to the safe.

When the computer system shut off the
combination dia -the computer had determined
that arobbery wasin progress- Kaplan held a
blaster to the manager’ shead, and convinced him
to overridethe computer, which themanager did,
promptly, policesaid.

AsKaplan exited thevaullt, carrying thebags
of money, amaleteller attacked him, and held
himto theground until police arrived, witnesses
sad.

Kaplan was taken to Chatta’'s Central
Detention Center, where hewill be held without
bond, until his arraignment, early next week,
according to municipal court records.

“Hewill haveto plead guilty,” stated Chatta
Chief of Police, Kergen Bowler.

“He was caught red-handed, with the bags
of money actually in hishands. Therewereeight
eyewitnesses, and four policemeninthebuilding.

“ At best, he could try to plead insanity, but
that won't get you very far onthisplanet.”

It appearsthat after a25-year reign of terror,
Philipp Kaplan's career asthe most successful
bank robber ever hascometo an end.

Thearresting officersdid not allow Kaplan
to comment.

| spent aweek in Chatta'sjail; fed, clothed, and entertained at the expense of
thecitizensof Turner’'sPlanet. I’ veawaysheard that if you get something for free,
then you get what you pay for, but thefood in that jail wasn’t too bad. Nothing



elsewasthat bad either, except that the buildingisold, having been built early in
thecolonial days, just after the Granger-Stranger Wars.

Thejail was shaped likealarge cube, about ten storieshigh, and exactly as
wideandlongasit washigh. It had been built out of solid Turner’s Planet stone.
Thelower two floorswerefilled with offices, supply rooms, amedical clinic, a
break room for guards and police officers, and the booking rooms. The upper
floorscontained the cells, amessroom for theinmates, the exerciseroom, and a
few more supply rooms. Thelaundry and power systemswerein the basement.

The heating and cooling systems had beenin need of repair for along time,
andthewater had adight metallictastetoit. Thewater bothered me, but | didn't
mind the heating and cooling systemsacting up, Sncetheclimatein Chattaisnice
all year round. | also didn’t mind chatting with the guards.

The other prisoners pretty much stayed away from me, except those who
thought they could bolster their own criminal careersby chummingwithme. Most
of them werelocals, though, and not really of my staturein the criminal world.
You see, I verobbed over 800 banks, hi-jacked two or three dozen armed transport
ships, not to mention other jobs. And I’ ve never been caught. Well, except for
thisonce.

My reputation did bring alot of VIPsmy way. The Chief of Policehad mein
hisofficetheday after my capture, asking mewasthefood okay, and wasanyone
bothering meunnecessarily. | guesshewastrying to makedoubly surel wouldn't
get off onatechnicaity. Turner’sPlanet haslawsthat have stood firmfor three
centuries, where adefendant can get out of aconviction if he can provethat he
was abused, neglected, or mistreated in any way, whileinjail or prison. And |
guesshefigured that | had morethan enough money to hireagood enough lawyer
to get meoff, if hegave me even thedightest chance.

| told him, thanks, | wasfine, and thefood wasgreat, but could | have some
spicier saucefor my hamburgers. No problem, he says, just don’ t tell the other
inméates.

I”’m surehewasrecording thewhol e thing; they probably even had camerasin
my cell, making surel couldn’'t usethe*abuse” anglein court. They wanted me
bad. One hundred fifty planets had been looking for me, some of them for more
thantwenty years, and Turner’ sPlanet needed thisboost intheir publicity to pullout
of their economic depression. At least that’swhat | read in the papers. Of course,
I’ve never read the papers to find facts, hard facts can rarely be found in
newspapers. But, by reading anewspaper, you canget agenerd “gist”, or feding,
of what’sgoing on.

| played cardswith afew of the guards, and afew games of chesswith the
head jailer, whileawaiting my arraignment. I’ ve never been that good at chess-
my wife is much better — but | was better than my opponent thistime. Good
enoughtolet himwin, bardly, every time. | didn’t want himto get eventhesmallest
inkling of how smart | really was.

After aweek, | went beforethecity’ sheadjudge, and pled guilty. To* attempted
robbery”. | pleaded ignoranceto the assault and battery charges on the security
guards; | never touched either of them, and the camerascan provethat. They just
fell over. The prosecutor for the government of the planet mentioned that other
chargeswould be brought against me, from other robberies, but I’m not worried.
| don’t think anyone can prove it was methat did all of those jobs. I’ ve been
careful throughout the yearsto cover my tracks. I’ ve got more than three dozen
valid I Ds, al with different names, and it’ sbeen thirty-two yearssincel did ajob
without wearing gloves.

The sentencefor bank robbery on Turner’s Planet variesfrom fiveyearsto



twenty years, depending on how much money isstolen, whether or not themoney
isrecovered, how many peoplewere hurt, etc. But the sentencefor “ attempted
robbery” istwo to five. The prosecutor wastoo smart to try thefirst charge; |
never madeit out of the bank - | would’ ve been afreemaniif he had tried that.
And since nobody was hurt - the guardswerefine after afew minutes- | only got
two yearsin the Meela Penitentiary. And that without alawyer! | just let the
evidence speak for itsalf, and thelaw mandated my sentence. | know therearea
lot of people mad about all that, but the next timethey’ rein court, they’ Il demand
theirrightsand afair trid, just likel had. Most peoplethink the court systemson
theolder planetsaretoo slow and too lenient, but | know the courtsarethat way
for areason. It'sto keep theinnocent from being punished. “Reasonable Doubt”
isapowerful concept, when explainedtoajury. Andif it weren't for thisvery
“lenience’, the government could take whatever they wanted, and our democracy
would be dead.

Most of the planets in our comer of the Milky Way have some form of
democratic government, with abill of rightsto protect the citizens. ThisBill of
Rightsensuresthat the membersof thenormal popul ation have certain freedoms,
and that they are protected inthe event of amistaken arrest. Not al governments
arelikethat.

Imagineagovernment where the only witnessesallowed in court are brought
in by the prosecution, and there are no appeal s, and the sentenceisawaysexileto
asadtmine, and citizensaren't allowed to leave or enter acity without apassport.
They say that thereactual ly weregovernmentslikethat, back on Old Home Terra.
They aso say that thereareafew planetsaround today, with similar laws. They
gtart out by banning citizensfrom owning firearms, using theexcusethat it will cut
down oncrime. Of course, it usually doesn't, but they alwaysgot the population
tobelieveit. Then, with the best part of the population disarmed, someeconomic
or naturd disaster would conveniently comedong, giving thegovernment theexcuse
to exerciseemergency powersand set up martia law. Many times, becauseof a
charismaticleader and thefear of the current “disaster,” the populace goesaong
with the changes. After that, no one hasafighting chance. It hasn’t happenedina
long time, sncemost peopl e nowadaysturn colonist whenever they seetheinitia
signs. When privacy rights start being violated, when the police can search your
home, vehicle, or luggage without awarrant, and so on, it'stimetosignupfor a
colony world. Keep your eyes peeled.

Meela, where | was sent, isthe ninth of 10 planetsin the Tau Ceti System,
amost 700 million milesfromitsmother star. Thegravity isabout three-quarters
of Galactic Standard, and the warmest it gets (at noon, on the equator, in the
summer) isjust abovethefreezing point of water. It rotatesevery 21 daysor so,
meaning that at night it can get pretty cold. Inthewinter, even at theequator, it will
get aslow as 100 degrees below zero.

| remember seeing on the newsthat someone didn’t think it wasfair that
prisonersshould get torelax inlower gravity. What they don't redlizeisthat it just
weakenstheprisoner. After amaninhis40s(likeme) spendstwo yearsat three-
quartersgravity, getting used to weighing only 135 pounds, it'svery difficult to
readjust to my standard weight of 180.

A week after the sentencing, | was prodded onto amedium-sized transport
shipaong with 25 other convicts, and two dayslater, wewerelandinginablizzard
onMedla. Andtherel stayed, until | forgot what thefreelifewaslike.

TheMeedlaPenitentiary isnot thekind of placel wanted to be. It wasnothing
liketheChattajail, wherewegot tost around dl day, watching satelliteholovision.
Therewerealot of rough charactersthere, and | wasaround them all day. Each



prisoner isassigned ajob, and the bossesaren’t very nice. But | got along with
themthebest | could. And after afew initid skirmisheswith the prison gangs, they
left medone.

| didn’t stop planning new scores.

| had been at Medlafor amonth when aguard cameto my cell and escorted
meto the prison psychiatrist. Hewasayoung man, of dight build, withalarge
mop of toudled brown hair.

“So, Mr. Kaplan,” he said, after | had been seated, “we meet at last. My
name’s Sanderson. John Sanderson.”

“Nicetomeetyou,” | replied, sincerely. “Towhat do | owethepleasureof this
meeting?Or do al of the convictsget to seeyou?’

“Oh, they all gettoseeme,” he said emphatically, then laughed, just alittle.
“But that'sjust aformality. You see, | haveto haveafileonal of you. All thefiles
go to the parole board for consideration. But you - you, Philipp Kaplan, area
specid one. You' rethebest in your specidty. Every classification hasitstop few,
but sometimes, one person stands out abovetherest, and hisnamelaststhrough
history. Like Jesse James, Billy theKid, the Newton Boys, or Al Capone, from
Old Home Terra, your namewill probably liveonlong after you' redead.”

| smiled at that. “ Soundsinteresting, doc. Did you bring mein heretoflatter
me? Or do you want to talk about what makesmetick?’

“Morethanthat,” hesaid. “I want to know why you do what you do.”

“It' salittlemorecomplicated thanthat,” | replied. “ Thereé snot asmpleanswer.”

Sanderson sighed. “Thereisrarely asimple answer, Mr. Kaplan. If there
were, society wouldn't need peoplelike me. So, tell meyour story. Whendidit all
sart?’

| sarted telling him. After about thirty minutes, hesuggested politely that perhgps
| should writeit down, since hedidn’'t haveall day, So, | requisitioned pen and
paper from the supply room, and started writing.

*

Wheredidital start?1 mean, psychiatrists, for centuries, have beenwondering
about that. What makes criminalsdo what they do? Thereisaschool of thought
that saysever sincereligion wastaken out of the home, the crimerate hasbeen
going up. | don’t know about that. Have you ever read the story of King David
and Bathsheba? Or what about the man in the Book of Judgeswho sliced his
concubineinto twel ve pieces and sent one pieceto each of thetwel vetribes of
Israel?Don’t takemy word for it, read the Bible.

Thereisanother, larger and morevocal group of peoplewho say that itisthe
fault of our education system. They think that if we pump more cash into our
school systems, kidswill suddenly develop mora sand consciences, and decide
not to turnto crimeasaway of life.

Others say that too many parents are working, and the kids don’t spend
enough timewith the two peoplewho should beinstilling morasinto them. The
argumentsgo onand on, with no solutions. Crimehasfollowed humanity sincethe
murky beginningsof our race.

Wheredidit start for me?Let'ssee...

*



| think I was about four or five years old when my parents signed up to be
colonigtsto Pers phone. We had been living on Tuf, one of thevery oldest planets
inhuman civilization. Infact, they say Tuf isthefirst planet that mankind landed on
whenthey left Old Home Terra s System. However, there areagrowing number
of peoplewho say that Terraisjust amyth, and that we never camefromsucha
place. | can remember my dad pointing to the night sky above Tuf, and showing
mewhich star was Sol, theoriginal Sun of humanity.

Anyway, onenight after dinner, my dad explained to methat Tuf wasgetting
too crowded for him, and there were plenty of new planetsto choosefrom, but
Persiphone seemed to be the best one. | just shrugged it off, and went back
outside, to play with the neighbor’skid.

Funny thingis, | can’'t remember that kid'sname.

Inthose days, the Great Separation was still going on, and cheap food was
scarce. My dad was ahydroponicssupervisor on Tuf, working for afirm that was
inventing waysto make better synthetic food.

Sometimeswe didn’t have newsfrom other planetsfor ayear or two at a
time, but every freighter that showed upwaswelcome. | think thecurrent historical
perspective about the Separationsiswrong. Historians are saying that the ol der
planets cast away the unruly colonies, and that started the whole thing. But |
remember al of uson theestablished worldswaited anxioudy for any contact with
the other, newer planets. That leads meto believethat it may have been the outer
coloniesthat initidly brokethetieswith Tuf, Paradise, Turner’sPlanet, Willsworld,
and the other older worlds.

Either way, my dad heard from someone at work that the outer planetswere
still sending out scout shipsto new suns, and they had found Persiphone, Golian,
Wederr, Jdlla, and other new worlds, all empty of intelligent life, and each ready
for new colonists.

Maybeit wasthisfresh wave of colonization - of which | wasapart - that
brought the human race back together in the form of the Second Galactic Rim
Federation. | don’'t know, but the new colonies needed some kind of trade and
support, and either way, the established planets seemed to grow closer together
shortly after the new colonieswereborn.

| remember wegot rid of alot of things, keeping only our maost rugged clothes
and most precious heirlooms. Almost all of our furniture had to go, along with
most of my toys, and afew of our luxury items. By thetimewerodethe shuttleup
to Nubase, that giant city inthe sky of my childhood, | think my entirefamily only
had about 100 pounds of property.

| think at that time, therewere perhaps4 or 5 million peoplelivingin Nubase,
morethan half of whom had never been on theground. There, | had my medical
examand | Q testsand wasl et loosewith the other childrenwhilemy parentshad
about two weeksof colonid training. I’ vetalked to afew peoplewho don’t know
much about the colonid process, and they’ reusually surprised that two weeks of
trainingisall you get - less, if you' reunder eighteen, as| had been. Thereasonthe
Colonia Commission doesn't spend moretimeon training isthis: acolonist can
only end upthreeways. Either they become successful thriving colonists, dietrying,
or giveup and go back home. M ore extensivetraining would run up the cost, but
wouldn’t change the outcome. Some peoplejust aren’t cut out for colonization.

Werodeinthe old Jeffries, afreighter that also carried passengers, out to
Blabrow, inthe Jelpp System, wherewedisembarked in Astropolis1V, acentury-
old spacecity that wasthe main processing station for colonists. There, wehad
our immuni zation shotsand recel ved bookl etsdescribing Persphoneand detailing



the homestead laws of the Colonial Commission.

Thefactorieson Blaorow and M ouwor werespitting out all kindsof machinery:
mining equipment, farming tool s, construction equipment, and shuttleswereferrying
all of thisupinto the cargo holdsof the colony ship Skelton. Last of al, wegot on
and rode out of the Jelpp System. That trip took just over onefull day, until we
werefar enough out of thegravity well of the system, then wetook the big Jump.
It was only my second Jump ever, taking usto the Hollis System, whereit took
two more daysto negotiatethe gravity well there, downto Persiphone. It wasa
brilliant blue-green planet, just like Tuf, with blindingly white cloudsand polar
caps. Thinking back, | wonder now why nointelligent race had ever devel oped
there; it was perfect.

| don’t remember awholelot about the colonial effort, except that | went to
school alot, and had trillionsof choreswhen | got homeevery afternoon. My dad
workedintown - Tarkin - for thefirst two years, earning enough money to make
surewegot our land proved. Withinfiveyears, by thetimel wasten yearsold,
therewere 200,000 peoplein Tarkin, but wewere 20 milesout, on afive-acre
homestead farm. | remember trying out for the basketball team at my school, and
not making it, but that’sabout all.

Wewereaquiet, conservativefamily. All three of usworked thefarm every
day, dad helped with my homework, and so forth, and | was happy. | had afew
good friendsin school, and | loved our farm.

| wasaskinny kid, with scraggly brown hair, freckled skin, and flecked brown
eyes. | got the hair and the brown eyesfrom my dad. Theirisflecksand thefast
metabolism camefrom my mom.

| didn’t fully understand why wemoved away from the more popul ated center
of human space. It seemed like there were so many morethingsto do and see,
back on Tuf, and nothing waslacking. Back “home,” my mom hadn’t needed to
work - shejust kept the house clean, and looked after me. My dad’sjob had been
alot easier, physically, with much shorter hours, and alot more money.

On Persiphone, weall worked. Therewasno | ate night holovision show for
thewholefamily -weweretootired for that, once the sun went down. Our nearest
neighbor wasn'’t in ahouse crammed up against ours, their front door only afew
feet away. They wereafew hundred yard’swalk down adirt road. On Tuf, the
most commonway for meto get dirty was spilling food on myself. On Persiphone,
| wasdirty all day long fromworking outside.

Yet, somehow, my parents, especially my father, were happier on our new
planet home. My dad camehomefromwork intown each day withasmileon his
face, ready towork inthefields. When hewent to bed at night, he dept soundly,
instead of lying awakefor hours, watching late night shows, trying to find dleep.
Thereweren’t nearly asmany fightsbetween my parents. | wasn't surewhy they
were so much happier, but | knew they were, and it translated over onto me, |
guess.

And soon, | forgot about Tuf, and Tabumb. I made new friendsamong the
other colonistsliving around Tarkin, Persiphone. A mile or two down theroad
wasanother boy about my age, Norman Dester. Wewerein school together, and
sometimesfound timeto play on theweekends. Norman had an older sister, and
two older brothers, so hewasn’t expected to work quiteashard as| was. His
parentslet him help out at our place on weekends sometimes, and heand | became
friends. Wetaked of someday owning our parents homesteads, and maybegoing
to new planetsof our own.

| don’t know if | washappy, likemy dad, but | wasn't sad. | was satisfied,
andtherewereno emotiond roller coastersfor me. My parentswere stable people,



withgood ideasabout lifeand child-rearing. My dad had oncebeenavery religious
man, and some of that stuck with him, and carried over to me- at least themorals
part. We didn't go to church asthe Desters did, but my parents didn’t swear,
drink or smoke. My dad, in hiseccentric way, taught menot to steal, start fights,
or treat other peoplewrong. He said therewasn't anything inherently wrong with
drinking, but that when people drank acoholic beverages, their natural evil
tendenciestook over, and bad things seemed to happen. He said stealing was
wrong, becauseit took thelivelihood from other people.

*

Thenmy parentsdied. No, I’mnot blaming my parents' death for my crimina
career; infact, now I’mproud of my illegal success. But | can point tothat timeas
theturning point. | wasabout thirteen, and just hitting puberty, when theautodriver
onthecity busmy parentswereriding decided to quit, and thewhol e contraption
buried itself into Mike'sMeat Market on Third Street. | wason my way home
fromschool at thetime, and so | didn’t know until thenext day; | just figured they
were spending the night somewhere el se. Even when my principal told me, the
next day, that my parentsweredead, | didn’t really accept it.

| wasforced to accept it the day after that, when arepresentative from the
Colonial Commission arrived at my house, | was out feeding the cows, the six-
legged kind - imported from Willsworld, when | saw the shiny ground car float up
to thedoor of my parents house.

“Hey there! Philipp?’ A portly looking man was stepping out of theground
car, wearing asuit that may havefit himwhen heattended his prom, but now was
decidedly not hissize.

“Maybe, What do you want, mister?’ | dumped my bucket of high-protein
feedinto thetrough, and came sauntering toward him, running ahand through my
Swesty hair.

“Um, | needtotak toyou, Philipp.” Heseemed nervous, asif hedidn’ttalk to
kidsmuch. Now, thinking back, | realize that he probably didn’t have much
chancetotak tokids. Most of hisbusinesswaswith adults. “ Canwegoinsde?’

“We cantalk out here.” | stopped about twenty feet away, still holding the
feed bucket. “What do you want to talk about? | haven't broke no law, that |
know of.”

Hegrinned then, asif trying to givetheimpression that hewasfriendly. “Oh,
no, | don’t know anything about any of that. You see, I'm from the Colonial
Commission. I, uh, need totalk to you about your parents, and what happensto
you.” Hewasholding atrim briefcase, and looked asif he needed aplaceto set
itdown. | couldn’t understand why hedidn’t just put it back inthecar.

“What happensto me?My principal saysmy parentsdiedinabuswreck the
night beforelast. I'll misstheir help, but | can runthefarm by myself; I’ ve been
working out herefor maybesevenyears.” I'msurehehad to try hard not to laugh.
| probably weighed 80 poundsor less, and | waswearing nothing but my work
shorts, my skinny ribsand armsjust dangling around in odd directions.

“Yes, Philipp, your parentswereinthat bus, and they are dead. But you can’t
runthisfarm by yourself. It sagainst the Commission’srulestolet aboy likeyou
liveout herewithout supervision. Weneed tofind any of your relaivesthat may be
living, or someone el sethat can take care of you, okay?’

| hoped hereally didn’t think it would bethat easy. “ Mister, you work for the
Commisson?’

“Eh?Why, yes. Yes, | do, and-*



“Isthe Commission thesamething asthe Government?’ | knew it wasn't, we
had apretty decent school systemin Tarkin, evenif it wasn't quitewhat they have
on Tuf. But | wastryingin my adolescent way to makeapoint.

“Well, for this planet, yes. The Colonial Commission isall you have for
government, except for theprovisond city governmentin Tarkin. That is, until the
peopleof Persphone set uptheir own government.” Heshifted hisbriefcasetohis
other hand. “ And the Commission hasrules, you know. You haveto be at |least
eighteento beacolonist, unlessyou rewith your parents. And your parentsaren’t
with you anymore, so you can’t beacolonist. Do you understand that?’ | could
seethat hewas starting to swest, and perhaps getting alittle bit frustrated.

“But | waswith my parentswhen | cameout here, and now I’ m not acolonist
anymore; I'maresdent. We proved our farmfor fiveyears, just liketherulessay
to. Thisland hasbeen oursand just oursfor morethan two years. Now it'smy
fam.”

Hedidn't quiteroll hiseyesthen, but | bet hewanted to. “L ook here, Philipp,
I’msorry about dl that. But thereisno suchthing asaresdent here. Until Persiphone
hasher own government, you' reall colonists. And you' re not old enough to be
hereby yourself.”

“I’'mnot by mysdf, mister. I’ vegot al those peoplein Tarkin, just afew miles
away, dl thekidsat school, my busdriver Mr. Jonessy, and my neighbors. I’ll get
alongjust fine. Doyoumindif | get along with my choresnow?’

Helooked around, asif making sure no one could see hisembarrassment.
Likethetimel stumbled off theedge of asdewak inthecity; thefirst thing | did
wasto look up and seeif anyone had seen mefall. “Now see here, young man.
I’mtrying to explain that you can't stay here. I’ m trying to be polite about this,
man to man, you see. But | have ajob to do, and that job includesfinding you a
new home. A home with someonewho can look after you. You CAN'T .. stay
here. Okay?’

“I want to seeyour manager.” | had heard my mother say that once, when she
was having aproblemwith aclerk in astorein Tarkin. After twenty minutes of
turning red and threatening to take her businessel sewhere, themanager had fixed
her problem, whatever it was. | washoping it would work here.

“What! Now, look. | am the manager. | came out heremyself, since-*

“You mean you’ rein charge of the whole Colonial Commission? Wow! |
thought you’ d haveanicer car.”

Hewasredly turning red. “No, Philipp, I’ m not the President of the Company.
But | am the representativein charge of thisplanet. Look, if you don’t want to
leavethisplanet, maybel can find someone around herethat will adopt you or
something. But | do haveto do something about this.”

“If you' renot in charge of the Commission, then | want to speak with your
boss. | don’t know what you call him, but that’swho | want to speak to. Now I'm
going back towork.” | turned around and headed for the barn, carrying thefeed
bucket with me. At the barn door, | turned around and saw his car speed away,
heading back toward Tarkin.

Assoon ashewasout of sight, | collapsed ontheground insidethebarn, and
began crying. | don't know how I d held out until then, with astraight face, but to
thisday, I’m proud of the ability to hold in my emotionswhen | needed to. |
sobbed for at least thirty minutes, thinking about how I’ d never sesemy dad and
mom again, and how the Commission wasgoing to takemy farm away.

Findly, | pulled mysalf together, and fed the other animals, thenwent into the
house, and started cooking dinner. The night before had been thefirst full med I'd
ever cooked by mysdlf, dthough I’ d helped mom plenty. Thistime, | just warmed



up my leftoversfrom that first meal. | had some chicken and noodle casserole,
with homemaderolls, green beans, and carrots. Then some homemadeicecream
for dessert.

As | was cleaning up the dishes, | began to cry again. | knew | had been
bluffing to that man; therewasnoway | could runthefarm by myself. Oh, | could
keep the animalsfed and watered, and | could cook and clean house, and even
tend to the small vegetable garden next tothehouse, al whilegoing to school. But
therewasnoway | could tend to the tobacco plot, the corn plot, and the wheat
plot, al by myself, not while doing the other things. | went toleep curled upin
Dad'sbig chair, with thetear stainsstill onmy face.

.Thenext morning at school, | was busy scrambling my way through amath
test, when astudent aide from the principal’ s office showed up and handed my
teacher anote. My teacher grunted, then told methat | should gowiththeaide,
back to the principal’soffice. | asked what about my test, and hesaidif | didn’t
havetimetofinishitwhen| got back, I could finishit the next day.

Tomy surprise, that “ Planetary Representative of the Colonial Commission”
wassitting intheprincipa’soffice. My principa said, “ Philipp, thisisHarry Bates.
He'sheretotry totalk to you again. | hopeyou' renot still mad at him; it wasmy
suggestion to send himto your house. | thought that would be better for you; But
hedoesneed to talk to you. Will you sit down?’

| sat down, trying hard not to cry again. My dad used to say, “| don’t see
nothing wrong with aman crying, but he shouldn’t doitinfront of other people,
unlesshe'sat afuneral or achurch, if you' reinto that sort of nonsense. “ | could
hear him now, whisperinginmy ear, “Don’t cry, Philipp. Don't let thesemen see
that you' reweak.”

Batesstarted out, speaking softly and dowly. “Philipp, | really am sorry about
yesterday. | hopeyouwill at least be patient with methistime, and listento what
| haveto say. | know you don’t want to leave Persiphone, and maybeyouwon’t.
haveto. But | do needyoutolisten. Okay?’

“I'll listen, Mister Bates, but can | say something first?1t won't takelong.”

Maybe he could see by how widemy eyeswerethat | wastrying not to cry.
“Allright, Philipp. It sonly fair for metolisten, sincethat’swhat I'masking youto
do. Goahead.”

| sat up alittlestraighter, ran ashaky hand through my mop of hair, and cleared
my throat. “1 waswrong, Mr. Bates. | can’t runthat farm by mysdlf. | canfeedthe
animals, and take care of the garden and the house, but not the three acres of
cropsby mysdlf. It'sjust that | don’t know what elseto do. | can’t remember Tuf;
| wasn't even fivewhen weleft there, and I’ ve been here ever since. I’ ve been
farming, cooking, and building ever sincel canremember. If you haveto appoint
aguardian, could it be someone here on Persiphone, so | could do what | know
how to do?’

Mr. Bateslooked up at my principa, then back at me. “Well, Philipp, that’s
what I’ mtrying to work out. But | haveto think about that, okay?’ | nodded.
“And now, | have somethingsto run by you, al right?’

. nodded again, and hewent on, “I’mglad you' veadmitted you can't run that
farm. | mean, I’m sureyou could if you weren’t in school, but you needtogoto
school. Therulesarealittle complicated here, but basically what weneedtodois
sell al of your parents’ property, and put the money in atrust fund that will be
yours when you turn eighteen. And whoever becomes your guardian will be
authorized to take money out of the fund if they need it to take care of you.
Besdesthat, al colonistswith children arerequiredto take out aninsurance policy,
in case something like thishappens. The policy your parents bought amountsto



about 30,000 Colonia Credits, which convertsto about 40,000 newdollars back
home.

“I know that seemslikealot of money to you, soin caseyou don’t know what
itmeans, I'll try to explain. It senough to buy apretty decent house or threenice
carson astuffy planet like Tuf. Out here, it would buy you anice plot, and some
niceequipment towork it with. Added towhat you' |l havefrom selling your farm
and animdls, you' || do okay whenyouturn 18.

“But back tothe matter of aguardian. Therulessay I’ m supposed to send you
back to your nearest living relative. According to your parents applications, that
meansyour grandparents, in Nubase, back at Tuf.” Heheld up hishandstoward
off my interruption. “Now hang onaminute, Philipp, I’ m not doneyet. Inorder to
get you aguardianout here, I'll havetowriteto your grandparentsfor permission.
And someonewill havetofind them, if they’ ve moved. It would hel p your cause,
I’'msure, if you' dwritethem aletter too. If by somechanceyour grandparentsare
no longer dive, or can’t befound, we' Il haveto search for other relatives. This
couldtakealongtime, if your grandparentsdon’t reply immediately.

“Sohere’'swhat I'mwillingtodo...”

Asitworked out, | let Mr. Batesmake himsdlf my temporary guardian, and he
let mekeep my house. | sold thethreeworked acresto three different neighbors,
with oneof Bates ass stantshandling the salespart, and the paperwork. Sincethe
land was already worked, and had cropsgrowing onit, | soldit for five hundred
colonial credits(cc500) per acre, except for thetobacco acre; it went for cc750,
sincethe market for tobacco was going back up. The neighborswere going to
make payments, with interest, but theinitial saleamount cameto cc 1750. That's
over 2300 newdollars, enough for abeat-up, used ground car, most places. But
out onthecolony worlds, ground carswerevery scarce, and even aused economy
car would cost morethan that, for awhile. But with interest, after two years of
payments, thetotal of theland sale cameto around 4500 newdollars- or 3423
Colonid credits(sincel financed it mysdlf - or rather, Mr. Bates' assistant did.
After hisfee, | would get about 3,000 newdollarsfor thesae.)

Financial dealingswereway too complicated for me back then, and till are.
Maybethat’swhen | decided, subconscioudy, that the best way to livewould be
to have so much money that it didn’ t matter how many feesand how muchinterest
you had to pay.

Anyway, the 3,000nd went in my trust fund with the40,000nd from my parents
insurance policy, wherethey would slowly accrueinterest until my eighteenth
birthday. | figured that evenif | didn’t sell anything else, and with theinterest
accruing yearly, | would end up with about 52,500nd, when | turned eighteen. But
| had been figuring theinterest at about 4%. Mr. Batestold melater that | would
only get maybe 3%, but that it would accrue monthly. That made it more
complicated, but he assured methat the end total would be higher that way.

| kept the cows, pigs, chickens, and turkeysfor thetimebeing, and thetwo
acresthey wereon, with the house and the barn.

| wrotealetter to my grandparents, telling themthat | didn’t want to go back
- no offense to them, please - but | liked Persiphone. | asked them to tell the
Commissionto let me stay, and to appoint aguardianfor me.

A month later, Mr. Bates showed me aletter from the Nubase Colonial
Commission office, saying they had found adegth certificatefor my grandmother;
shehad died six monthsafter we had shipped out, nearly seven yearsbefore. And
my grandfather had moved, so they weretryingto track him down.



Two.

TheColonia Commission’ssearchfor my grandfather washindered by severd
things, theleast of whichwasmy grandfather’ selusive nature and unwillingnessto
bereached. Not only had the Commission recently approved four new planets
for colonization, taking up alot of their time, but also the Separation wastill in
effect. Itishardtotrack peoplefrom planet to planet, when the governments of
theplanetsinvolved are at oddswith each other.

Now, someonereading thismay liveat atimewhenitisthenormal state of
affairsfor planetsand solar systemsto bedivided intheir governmentsmuchlike
they werewhen | wasvery young. But for four hundred yearsor so, nearly dl of
the planets colonized by humanswere under the same government, first under
FUZ (Forces Under Zarcon), then under the People’ sRuling Council, and later
under the dubiously titled “ Federation of Species.” That first Federation had
initially set up the Colonial Commisson asabranch of the Federa government, to
test and processall applicantsfor emigration, and to set up provisiona planetary
governments. Thisgave the Commission alot of power, and the Federation
continuoudly had to keep an eye onthegoingsoninsidetheir offices.

However, when the Federation began to split up and the 140 planetswere | eft
to rulethemselves, the Colonia Commission retaineditsrecruiting officeson many
of the main planets, in cooperation with each government, and they kept their
headquartersin Astropolis1V, in orbit around Blabrow. Thismadethe Commission
theonly organizationthat till had authority onaninterstellar basis.

The governments of each planet or solar system were never at “war” with
each other, but each was suspicious of the other, and every ship that arrived or
departed from anywhere had to undergo searches, and al cargoeswere subject
tohightariffs.

All of thismakesit difficult for the Commission to runitsbusiness, and the
bus nessof finding my grandfather, | soonlearned, wasn't very highontheir priority
list. But | wasn’'t too concerned, asmy grief for my parentslessened with each
passing week, and | became accustomed to answering to Mr. Bates.

Many weekends, hewould actually comeout tothefarm, and* help” me. We
weeded the garden, and picked off fresh produce, some of which | kept to eat,
but most of which | sentintothemarket, tosell. Mr. Batesseemedtoactudly like
theworkingintheopenair. Hesaidit wasalot better than being stuck inan office
all day, getting hand crampsfrom signing papersand migrainesfromtrying to
figureout every littleproblem. Hetold mel could call him*“Harry”, and hegave
me an unlimited public bus pass, in case| ever needed to come seehim at his
officeor hisgpartment.

When school |et out for the summer, | convinced Harry to let meget ajob.
My friend Norman Dester said hisfather needed extrahel p with that year’ sharves,
so | accepted. Harry said it wasokay, aslong as| didn’t ignore my own place.
Every morning, | walked two milesto the Dester farm, which was comprised of
nearly ahundred acres. Mr. Dester had been overly optimistic when he had
arrived, and had taken fifty acres. Fiveyearsl|ater, after being tremendously
successful, he had taken another forty-five. Of course, he had two grown sons,
besides Norman and his sixteen-year old sister Destiny, but 95 acresisalot to
work, especialy without expensive power equi pment.

When the Federation had till held all the planetsinitsgrip, therehad beena
“minimumwagelaw” on most planets—two newdollarsper hour, Harry told me.
When the Federation broke apart, some planets had raised their minimum wage,
whileothershad doneaway withthelaw dtogether. In Tarkin, theminimumwage



(set by the Commission) was one credit per hour, but | wasn't Sixteen yet, sothe
law didn’t apply tome. Mr. Dester paid mesix Colonia Creditsfor every full day
of work | putin, besidestwo full mealsfor every day | wasthere.

| saved money that way, sincel wasn't buying nearly asmuch food as| had
been, so | used theextramoney | madeto buy food for my animals, and every
now and then | had someleft over. Sofor thefour monthsthat school wasout, |
helped the Destersweed their large vegetabl e garden, feed their livestock, spray
insecticide, build anew barn, and —right before school started again —harvest
their main crops. | got off work oneday in seven, whenthe entire Dester family
attended religious meetings, so | made morethan cc600. After my own expenses
—feed, clothes, and other things, | had about a hundred creditsleft over, and |
wanted to start apersonal savingsaccount at one of thelittle banksin Tarkin.

My parents had never installed avidphonein our house, so | called Harry
fromthe Dester house, to ask himif it wasokay for meto start aseparate savings
account. Hesaid it wouldn't beaproblem, but he couldn’t go with mefor afew
days, so could | wait? Then hesuggested that | just put that cclO0inmy trust fund
—hecould arrangeit. | wasabout totell him | would wait until he could gowith
me, but then Destiny spokeup. Shehad been sitting acrosstheliving room from
me, reading abook, apparently eavesdropping on our conversation.

Norman’s older sister put the book down and said, “1 could go with you,
Phil.” When| told Harry towait, and looked up, shewent on. “I’ vegot asavings
account intown, and thebuswill be out thisway inan hour or so. You could start
your account at my bank.”

| told Harry what she had said and he said that would be okay, so | hung up.
Destiny grinned at me, and said, “ L et me know when the busshowsup.” Then
she stuck her nose back in her book.

| wasn't surewhat | should dofor an hour, until thefirst evening buscame out
fromtown. Wehad finished thefirst haf of the Dester family harvest, and they had
fedmelunch. Basicdly, | wasunemployed now, and school was starting back up
inafew days. 1t would beawaste of timefor metowalk home, and then come
right back. Normanwasdoing hischoresoutside. Sol just sat there, glancing
outs deevery few minutes, and aternating that view by looking aroundthe Desters
living room, anddown at my nails. A few times, | looked at Destiny.

| guessit wasabout thefourthtimemy gaze swept over Destiny when | sopped,
andredlly looked at her. | suddenly realizedthat | liked girls, and especidly this
one. Forthelast coupleof years, | had beenvaguely awarethat girlsweredifferent,
and | had known Destiny merely asNorman’solder sister whom | saw around the
school fromtimetotime. But now | waslooking at her in adecidedly different
light.

Her hair, thecolor of straw, with light brown roots, hunginloosecurlsaround
her sun- tanned face and down over her shoulders. Her light green eyesbrightly
reflected thelight fromthelamp next to her and her full lipsweredightly pursed, as
if indeepthought. | turned away and blushed deeply when she suddenly looked
up at and smiled. | realized when shesmiledthat | asoliked her teeth. When she
looked back down, | looked at therest of her. Her breastsweren't fully developed,
but I could seethetwin bulgesunder her shirt, and her shapely legswerefolded
under each other on the couch.

| think I may bethe only man aivewho can point back to the exact moment
when hispuberty kickedin. A lot of men havetold meover theyearsthat they
can't remember when they switched from avoiding girlsto being attracted to them.
| know. It wasthat moment, in the late afternoon at the end of Persiphone’s
summer, in 2483.



| wasalittlerdieved when| heard thebusgpproaching, dthough | had forgotten
al about my boredom. “Thebusiscoming,” | managed to say, and got up,
realizing that my pantsweretight inan unusua area, wherethey had never been
tight before.

Destiny closed her book and stood up, inone beautiful motion. “Let’sgo.”

When we got onthe busand found two seatsnext to each other, | redized that
she smelled good too. | remember wondering to myself if | wasin love, then
shutting off thethought. Of course, | wasn'tinlove! Shewasthreeyearsolder
than | was, and | would have to be afool to think she’ d ever reciprocate my
fedings. Besides, I'd worked right beside her for six daysof every week for four
monthsand never noticed athing, even on the dayswhen shewasjust wearing
shortsand ahalter-top. And now, al of asudden, | loved every thing about her.
Then | redlized shewastaking about something.

“I’'msorry, Destiny, | wasn't listening. What wereyou saying?’

“Oh, nothing. | wasjust wondering how you doit.”

“Dowhat?’

“Liveby yoursdlf. Isn'tit hard?| mean, everyoneelsearound hasfamilies,
and| don'tthink | couldlivewithout my family, eventhoughthey bug mesometimes.”

Maybeit wasthefact that school was starting the next week, but | said, “1sn’t
that a‘run-on sentence’ 7’ Immediately | felt stupid for saying it, because she
looked at mevery strangely. | wondered if it really wasarun-on sentence.

Then suddenly shelaughed, and patted my knee. “ You' refunny, Phil. But
serioudy, don’t you ever get lonely out there?’

| found it hard to speak, since her hand was still on my knee, but | did.
“Sometimes| wake up inthemorning, and wonder wheremy momand dad are,
but after afew minutes| remember they’ redead. It'salot easier to cook and
clean housewith just one person, though.”

Sheraised her eyebrowsat that | ast, then asked me, “ Did you ever cry, Phil?
| think | would cry for daysif my mom and dad weredead.”

“I cried alittle, but | got overit. ‘Lifegoeson,” my dad usedtosay. Healso
usedto say, ‘ You can't changethe past, unlessyou haveatimemachine.” There's
nothing | cando about it, and crying doesn’t helpawholelot.”

Wefdl into silencethen, but sheleft her hand on my kneefor awhile. When
the bus reached the end on the line, and headed back for town, she rested her
head on my shoulder. That'swhen | realized what adifference four months of
hard work can make. When | started working for the Desters, | had been very
skinny, but Destiny’shead on my shoulder made meredizethat | had put on some
muscle. Suddenly | felt very good about everything and didn’ t want the busride
toend.

At theFirst Bank of Tarkin, North Branch, Destiny showed mewherethe
applicationsfor savings accountswere stacked, and hel ped mefill oneout. Then
anicelady at the counter took my money and application, and gave meahandful
of brochures describing other accounts.

Thelady said, “ Just wait here, Philipp, and look over thesepamphlets. I'll go
get you abalance book for your savingsaccount, and then I’ |l explainto you how
itworks, okay?’

| nodded, and shewandered off. | noticed that she stopped to pour herself
some coffee, on her way to get my “balance book.” Everyone needs a break



fromtimetotime, but should youredly takeoneinthemiddleof hel pingacustomer?
Evenif he'sakid?

Destiny bumped me, and | looked at her. “What?’

“Shhh. Look over there.” She pointed with her eyes, then became very
casud. | looked where she had been looking, and my eyeswidened. Therewas
astack of billssitting onthe counter, apparently left there by acarelesstdller, snce
thebank wasnear closingtime. Thinking back, | assumethat someonemust have
been counting down their drawer, and gotten distracted.

| looked back at Destiny; she was scanning the room. “Therearen’t any
cameras,” shewhispered. “Noone'slooking.”

| realized then that she wanted to takeit. Or she wanted meto takeit. |
forgot for the moment that my dad had taught methat stealing waswrong. | was
still enraptured by the presence of this 16-year old girl next to me. | looked
around theroom, and thought that maybethe cameraswere hidden benind mirrors
or something. | had never before actually been inside a bank, but | had seen
moviesonthe Desters videointheevenings. | knew bankswere supposed to
havecameras, toavoidjust thisgtuation. Thethought briefly ranthrough my mind
that maybethereweren’t any here, sinceit wasacolony world, and the city was
only sevenyearsold. Thisbank branch had only been here for maybe two or
threeyears. Therewasn’t alot of crimeon colony worlds. Most people moved
tothecoloniesto avoidthingslikecrime. Andtheredly big criminadsstayedinthe
big cities, whereit was easy to disappear, and wheretherewere plenty of choices.
Then suddenly, | thought of away to get the money, whether or not therewere
cameras.

“Moveover here,” | whispered to Destiny, pointing. “And openyour purse.”
Shemoved quickly, and wasthenin aposition where shewould block two possible
cameraangles. “Don’'t move.”

| noted the position of her pursethen turned away from her, setting my stack
of bank brochures on the counter, directly infront of thebundleof bills. From
therel could seethat it wasat least cc2,000, in two bundles of 10-credit bills. |
walited, with my hand onthebrochures. Assoon asthelady with my bank baance
book and her coffee came out of the back room, | slid the brochures off the
counter, on her side. “Oops!” | called out, and reached over for them. But two
had fallen all theway tothefloor. | leaned over the counter, reaching for them,
letting my arm block the stack of money from thelady’sview.

“Oh, that'sdl right,” shechirped. “I'll getthem.” Shehurriedly set her coffee
down, and bent down for the papers. Assoon as| saw the back of her head, |
snatched the money, and reached back, dippingitinto Destiny’spurse. | felt her
hands cover the money and | immediately put my hand back over the counter.
Thelady teller put my brochuresback in my hand, and then she handed methe
balance book.

“Do you need meto show you how to useit?’ she queried, indicating the
balancebook. “Well,” | said, trying to keep the shakesout of my voice, “we ve
got to catch the second out-bus. Maybe | can get my dad to show me.” Wow! |
had lied without eventrying.

“All right then, young man. | hopeto seeyou again.”

Weleft asquickly aswe could, maybetoofast, but no onefollowed us. Once
onthebus, Destiny suddenly grabbed mein abear hug. “Oooh, you' regreat!
Wedidit!” All thisinan excited whisper. After looking around, she pulledthe
money halfway out of her purse. “How muchdo| get, Phil ?’

“Youcarrieditout,” | saidto her.

“Youtook it, and told mewhat to do,” she pointed out to me.



“Rifty-fifty, then,” | said, shrugging. “How muchisthere?’

Shelooked at it, then shoved it back into her purse, zippingit up. “ Let’scount
it at your house.”

“My house?” My eyebrowswent up. “How areyou getting home?’

“Oh, I'll walk.” Shesmiled at me. “We' vegot to keep the money at your
house, anyway, you know. | can’t be bringing inthat much money to my house!
Either Normanwould find it when he’ ssnooping, or my momwould findit when
she'scleaning. After we' vesplitthemoney, you'll haveto keep my half at your
house, and giveit to mewhen |’ mready to spendit. That’sokay,isn'tit? Since
you' retheonly oneliving there?’

| shrugged, and was content to ride homein excited silence, with Destiny’s
hand on my knee and our traded looks of badly suppressed anticipation.

*

Therewereindeed 2,000 Colonid creditsinthosetwo bundles, and wecounted
every bill. | put my half inasmall box, and taped it to theunderside of my dad’'s
old dresser, behind the footboard. For Destiny’s half, we thought awhile. |
thought of all the placeswherel would look for money if | wereburglarizing
someone' shouse: under themattress, inthe underwear drawer, under seet cushions
onthesofaor chair, etc. Thenl hitonabrightidea. | hadafull loaf of breadinthe
refrigerator, which | hadn’t even opened yet. | took it out and carefully opened
the seal, then poured the slices out on the counter, telling Destiny to wrap her
money tightly inaplastic sandwich bag. Whileshedid so, | gingerly toreasmall
holeinthevery middleof about ten dicesof bread, toward themiddie of theloaf.
Then | began replacing thebread intoitsplastic sack. When| got to themiddle of
theloaf, | stacked theten dliceswith holestogether on the counter, and placed
Destiny’sjury-rigged moneybag inthecylindrical hole | had created, then put
those dlicesback inthebag. When al of the bread wasback in place, | replaced
the seal; theloaf looked asif it had never been touched. All of theextrabread |
put outsidefor the birds, then wiped the crumbs off the counter into thetrash. |
promised | would keep that |oaf until it wastoo old to beinconspicuous, then |
would replaceit, using the same method of concealment. In morethan seven
years, our househad never been brokeninto, but | figuredthat evenif theimprobable
happened, the burglar would never find that money, evenif he or she stopped to
have asandwich or two.

We promised each other that wewould never tell anyone else about our theft,
then | walked her homesinceit wasgetting dark. Just beforewe camein sight of
her home, she stopped and kissed melightly onthecheek. “I had fun, Philipp.
Maybewe can do something likethat again, sometime. Byenow.”

And shetrotted therest of theway to her house, leaving mestanding therein
adaze.

That fall, I entered high school. Theschool year cameand went; | saw little of
Normanor Harry or Destiny, sincel waswrapped up in schoolwork and chores.
| saw Norman every now and then, if we had aclasstogether, and occasionally |
saw Destiny inthehalls. Shewould awayssmileand wave, but shewasasenior
then, whilel wasonly afreshman, sowedidn’t ever talk, except on the sixth day,
when | would take an afternoon walk with her, or help her with her chores. Harry
spent alot of time on the other side of the planet, whereanew city wasgoing up



evenfaster than Tarkin had, asnew colonistspoured infrom theinner planets. He
blushed over the phone when he told me that the new town was to be named
“Batesville,” after himsdif.

Harry told methat the older worldswereworking together again, trying to
comeup withanew interplanetary government, that would onceagain pull dl the
knownworldstogether. Tuf, Turner’ sPlanet, Willsworld, Junxle, Aurora, Paradise,
Maze, Leech, Marsll, Ibeen, Earth 11, Brellow, Poois, Grink, Mouwor, and even
Yurplewere cooperating, for thefirst timein nearly acentury. Hesaid that the
colony worldswould probably beflooded for awhile. Fifteenthousand people
landed at our new city injust oneweek, al looking for homes.

*

Shortly after thewinter break, | turned 14, and the Destersinvited meto their
housefor my “party.” Mrs. Dester had acakewaiting for mewhen | showed up
that evening. Mr. Dester gavemeasmadl video unittoingtall inmy house. Norman
gavemecclO, and Destiny gave meanew shirt to wear to school. Mrs. Dester
remarked that | had grown quitealot sincelast summer, and Mr. Dester said | had
put on alot of weight too, and he patted my shoulder firmly.

It all made mefeel very specia and happy, and | went to the bathroom and
cried for five minutes, wishing my parentswere around to see how well | was
doing. Thenl thought | heard my dad'svoice: “We re here, son, and we' reproud
of you. Just remember everything | told you about life. You'll bedl right without
us...” Destiny kissed megood-byeas| left for my house.

| ftill thought of Destiny inmy freetime, wishing that shecouldbe“mine.” |
never told Norman, sincel figured hewould laugh at me. | didn’ttell my other
friendsat school, either. | knew what they would say. And, | thought, they were
probably right. Therewasno way apopular senior wasgoingto go out witha
freshman likeme, evenif | wasaparticularly grown up freshman.

*

A few weeks after my birthday party, Harry told me that Persiphone was
goingto havedections. Therewerenow morethan 250,000 peopleontheplanet,
and that was the minimum required by the Commission to set up aplanetary
government. | had read somewherethat my hometown of Otok, Tuf, had more
thantentimesthat amountinonecity! Fromthenuntil thesummer bresk, everyone
was talking about the el ections; even our math teacher broke hisroutine and
discussed government for two or three days.

Weweren't going to be minions of the Colonial Commission anymore. We
weregoing tobearegular planet. Oneof my teacherssaid that it would probably
bealong, long timebeforewe were heavily settled, likethe Old Worlds, but we
would have*equa status’ with theminany galactic government that was set up.

| had read an old science fiction book during the summer, in which the
“Federation” government didn’t liketo | et colony worldsachievefull status. Inthe
story —writteninthe 20" century —the government bled each colony for all it was
worth, until the colonistsrebelled and set up their own government. | had also
learned in history that thingslikethat had happened back on Terra, when they
weredtill colonizing continents.

The Colonial Commission didn’t work that way. For onething, therewere
too many new planets opening up, farther out, and each planet meant alot of
work. For another thing, their big profits camefrom their ships, not fromtheir



planets. They could still makethat profit after acolony achieved full planetary
status. The Commission charged each colonist abasicfee, for transporting them
tothecolony, andfor shipping their property, evenif the planet had dready dlected
itsown government. They required each colonist to buy asubstantial insurance
policy for each child, in case of death or inability to provide. They madealot of
money buying produce chegply from homesteadersand resdllingit at agood profit.
Usudly, onacolony world, thefirst soresthat opened wererun by the Commission,
and brought in huge profits. But oncethe society on the planet reached acertain
level, these* Company stores’ closed —colonistshad away of opening their own
stores, at their own prices.

S0, it actualy profited the Commission to run each planet for asshort atime
aspossiblethenletit go. And that’swhat they were getting ready to do with
Persiphone. They had determined that the economy there was stable enough and
growing fast enough to keep itsalf going without help. Thepopulationwaslarge
enoughto continuewith arelatively clean gene pool, shouldinterplanetary travel
be cut off for some reason. The Commission was going to help set up afair
election, and then they weregoing to get out.

*

Sometimeduring dl thee ectiontalk, Destiny turned seventeen, and sheinvited
meto her party. Oneof Destiny’ssenior friendsheld the party at her house, since
her parentswere on the other side of the planet, campaigning for office. There
were maybe seventy-five seniorsat the party, and two dozen underclassmen. |
felt out of place until Destiny sat on my lap and handed me abeer. She stayed
thereawhile.

After about an hour, and afew drinks, | loosened up and began to enjoy
myself. The music wasloud, the other kidswere having fun, and soon most
peopleforgot that wewerein different gradesand social groups.

Sincethe party wasbeing held for Destiny, many of thekidstherevied for her
attention constantly, and | didn’t get to talk to her much. | did, however, makea
few new friendsfromthe senior class.

L ater, though, Destiny remembered that | wasthere. Inaway that I'll never
forget. | know shehad gone ondateswith afew of her malefriendsin her senior
class, but I’ m pretty surethat she never got ascloseto them asshedid to methat
night. 1" m convinced that thea cohol helped alittle, but suddenly wewerekissng
inthe hallway. Shedragged meinto an empty bedroom, and started pulling my
clothes off. At first, | was too nervous to be aroused, but when she started
removing her own clothes, | didn’t have any problems.

It wasmy first party, my first drink, and my first sexual experience, al inone
night. After Destiny and | had put some of our clothes back on, we sat there,
holding each other in the semi-darkness of thebedroom. My mindwasdtill redling,
and| couldsmell her. | didn’t want to think of anything elsefor therest of my life.
| wanted to marry her, build our own farm on an empty planet, raise beautiful
children, and stay near her al thetime.

Her mouth wasnear my ear and | could feel her breathin my hair. Shesaid
softly, “I want to rob another bank, Philipp. And | want you to comewith me.”

| turned dowly, until our eyesmet. | 1ooked deep into thetrand ucent poolsof
her irises, and felt and smelled her body next tomine. Wekissed for alittlewhile,
until | sensed that shewasn't really into kissing anymore. | broke away, and
asked, “Youmeanright now?’



She nodded, and | could see the excitement building in her face. “How,
Destiny? At night, themoney’sall locked inthe safeand thedoorsarelocked.” |
didn’t questionthemorality of it al; only thelogistics, and thefact that it would
make her happy.

“I’vegotanidea.” Shewhispered her planto me, and then we put the rest of
our clotheson and returned to the party. 1t wasending, anyway —severa people
had |eft whilewewerein thebedroom, and otherswere passed out on thefurniture
andfloor. Shesaid good-byetoal her friends, and weleft, heading inthedirection
of her house.

Assoon aswewere out of sight of the other partygoers, we doubled back,
and | grabbed alength of pipeout of thehostess barn. Anhour later, inthevery
early hoursof themorning, wewereinan alley besdeabank in Tarkinthat | had
never seen before.

| peeked around the corner, and saw the night watchman, just insidethe door.
Hewasreading abook, sitting at hisdesk. “Okay,” | said, “your plan had better
work. Wewakedinto sight. Destiny washolding the pipe behind her and my arm
wasaround her shoulders, wewerewobhbling just alittlebit, partly fromtheacohol
we had consumed, and partly because of our plan.

Aswedrew adjacent to thefront door of the bank, we stopped, and | pointed
at the night watchman, saying loudly, “Maybehecanhelpus.” Thestreet was
empty, except for the car parked at the corner — probably the guard’scar.

Themanlooked up. | couldtell hewasn’t acolonist, not inthereal sense of
theword.

Hehadn’'t cometo Persiphoneto farmor to build anew lifefor himself. He
washereasachattel of someintergalactic banking corporation, hoping to draw
higher pay or buck for apromotion onanew world. Heaso didn’t look happy
about hisnew shift. But hedid seem alittlerelieved to see us, maybe hisbook
wasn't too exciting. Maybe hislifewasn’t too exciting. That wasall about to
change. Hecameto the heavy glassdoor, raising hiseyebrows. “Can | helpyou
kidswith something?’

| acted asif | couldn’t quite hear him, made him repesat hisquestion, and then
raised my voice. “Yessr. I'mtryingtofindaphone, sol cancal acab. | needto
get my girl home, before her dad beats meto apulp.” Destiny looked at her
watch then at me, with aworried ook on her face.

“Just go down one more block,” he pointed, “and there’s a public phone
outsidethat pharmacy.”

| looked at Destiny, then back at him, confused. “What? | can’t hear you
man. Thisdoor’stoo thick.”

Heshrugged, and pulled aring of keysfrom hisbelt. Theguardlooked both
waysdown the street, and finding it empty of athreat, he unlocked the door, and
openedit. Whilehewaslooking down to pull thekey out of thelock, | took the
pipefrom Destiny’shands, and swung. CRACK! Hewent down, dropping his
keys.

Likeaflash, | swung thedoor open, and dragged himinside. Destiny followed
us, and pulled hissidearm from hisholster. | re-locked the door, and pulled the
semi-consciousguard back to hisdesk. Then| traded the pipefor thegun. Destiny
looked funny wielding that length of pipe, and I’ m surel looked equally harmless
holding that big gun, but wewereinside. Desperately, | looked at thegun; it was
old, thekindwith bullets. | foundwhat | thought wasthe safety, and pushed the
switch. Themagazinefdl out, clattering to thefloor. We both jumped. | picked
theclip up, andexaminedit. Fifteenbullets! | poppedit back into the handle of
thegun, and pulled the dlide back, like | had seen bad guysdo onold movies. As



| did s0, | saw one of the bulletsdlideinto thefiring chamber. | flipped another
switch, and ared dot appeared behindit. That had to bethe safety.

Theguard wascoming to, and rubbing hishead. | pointedthegun at hischest.
“Don’t try anything funny, mister,” | said, inmy best gangster voice.

“It'stoo latefor that,” hereplied. “1’ ve already opened the door for you.
Waan't that funny enough?’

“Shut up,” Destiny added, raising the pipe alittle. Then she put the pipe
down, and pulled aroll of packing tapefrom her purse, smiling. “ Thiswon’t hurt
abit... Hey! Keepyour foot away from that!”

| saw hisfoot diding toward abutton onthefloor. “I would listento her if |
wereyou, mister,” | said. Then| motioned with thegun. “ Stick your handsout,
and put your wriststogether.”

Minutes|ater, hewaskeying the vidphone, with me standing beside him, out
of range of the camerapickup, holding the gun pointed at hisface. Destiny stood
to hisother side, also out of range of the pickup, holding the pipeagain. With his
wriststaped tightly together, he hit the send key on the phone.

After tworings, adeepy maleface appeared onthescreen. It was, | hoped,
themanager of the bank.

“What dowant, Schiller?’” hegrowled, rubbing deep out of hiseyes.

Theguard looked down at the slip of paper we had placed on the desk for
himtoread. “Uh, Mister Sanders, I’ ve got aproblem.”

“Handleit, Schiller,” Sanderssaid, and reached for the cutoff switch.

“Wait!” Theguard looked worried, and alittle sheepish. “Mr. Sanders, |
know it’slate, but | need you to come up herefor afew minutes. You know |
wouldn't becalingif realy didn’'t need you.” He paused, and | shook thegun
menacingly (I thought). “I, uh, you see, it'snot asecurity issue, sir. I1t'sabank
issue, and I’ d rather not discussit over thephone. But | think you’ d better get it
cleared up beforemorning, Sir.”

Mr. Sanderssighed heavily. “Okay. | guess| asked for it, bucking for this
promotion. Bethereinafew.” Hecut off.

| wasstarting tofeel very relieved. First, Destiny and | had had no way of
knowing that therewould be anight watchman on duty —not for sure, anyway. If
we had not found Schiller there, our plan wasto break the glass door with the
pipe. Wewould havewaited for asecurity car or atired, third-shift police officer
to show up to check out thealarm. Second, we had been counting on Schiller to
read hisscript aswritten. If hehad tried to play the hero and tip off hisboss, we
would have had aproblem. | don’t know what wewould have donethen. When
| had asked Destiny about that, back at the party, she' d just shrugged, saying he
woulddo aswesaid. | hadn’t been sure, until Schiller read the script and the call
went asplanned.

| breathed asigh of relief.

| looked downthesghtsof the guard’sgun, making sure hischest wasbehind
thetiny whitedot at theend of thebarrel. Thewhitedot wasglowingdightly inthe
dimlight of theclosed bank. | wasstanding to onesideof thefront door, withmy
back tothewall. Destiny wason the other side of thedoor. Schiller sat on his
stool behind the desk, hiswriststaped together, and hisarmstaped to hissides.
Tape ran around his waist, pinning him to the stool. Not one bit of the tape
showed abovetheledge of hisdesk.



Hiseyebrowsraised and | heard akey working thelock. Assoon asSanders
stepped inside, Schiller opened hismouth to warn him, but Destiny was aready
swinging. The pipe connected with the back of Sanders' neck, and he went
down. | kept the gun pointed at the guard while Destiny |ocked the door again.

Then| gaveher thegun, and shepointedit at Schiller whilel taped up Sanders,
and dragged him away fromthedoor. Then| taped Schiller’smouth, and Destiny
hel ped medrag hisstool away from the desk and off to theside, wherehe couldn’t
shakehimsdf freeand hit theaarm.

When Sanderscameto, hetried to swear for asecond, until herealized that
hismouth wastaped shut.

“Shutup,” | growled, pressingthebarrd of the Schiller’ sgunagaing histemple.
My finger shook onthetrigger. Heshut up. “Now listento me, Sanders. When
| ripthat tape off your mouth, you' regoing to givemethe combination to that safe,
or I'mgoing to placethe other side of your head dl over thefloor. Thenl’mgoing
to do the samething with your rent-a-cop over there. And somepoor tellerinthe
morning isgoing to haveto mop thewholemessup. You understand me?’

Henodded, meekly.

“Andyou’ renot going to say anything el se, okay?’

Henodded again.

| pressed the gun harder into hishead, and Destiny hefted the pipe, looking
even morebeautiful thanusud. “1’mgoing to back away fromyou after | takethe
tapeoff. Thenyou' regoing to givemethe combination. Now.”

| peeled thetape off, dowly. | figured wehad hurt the poor guy enough, not
to mention hisdamaged pride. Then the poor guy actually told me how to open
thesafe. | guesshethought | would go over and doit myself, leaving himfreeto
wriggleaway. Instead, | stayed wherel was, and Destiny went to the vault door,
and punched inthefirst two numbers.

“Wait!” | said. “Hold on, girl.” 1 looked at Sanders. “If any kind of alarm
goesoff, you'restill goingto getit, right? Did you give her theright combination?’

Henodded, hiswholebody shaking. “I promise. Nothingwill go off. Justlet
melive. I'vegot awifeand asonat home. | just wannalive, man.” | could see
thewet spot on his pants.

“Go ahead, darling.” We had agreed not to use our names, so it would be
harder toidentify us. Therewerethousandsof boysmatching my descriptionin
Tarkin, and maybetwo or three hundred that would be mistakenfor Destiny ina
line-up. But no names, please.

She hit thefinal number, and there was a hiss asthe door swung outward,
heavily. “Wipeoff your prints, Sandy,” | said, picking thefirst namethat cameto
thetop of my head.

“Surething, Karl,” sheanswered, winking. Sheused her blouseto wipe off
thekeypad on the vault door, then stepped insidethevault. Quickly she stepped
back out and said to me, “ L et’stake care of thesetwo, first.”

| saw Sanders eyeswidenfearfully. “Get over by therent-a-cop,” | ordered.
Hestruggled to histaped feet, and hopped clumsily over to Schiller, who looked
just asworried, and was mumbling something through thetape.

Sanderssaid, “I thought you weren't going tokill us.”

“I"mnot. Now, stand with your backstogether.” They complied. Then
Destiny rantherest of her tape around both of them, onesitting in the stool, and
theother standing behindit.

Shewasthorough, going al theway fromtheir anklesup totheir necks. The
last stretch of tapewent around Sander’ smouth, silencing him again.



Then she dropped the empty spool back into her purse, and weraninto the
vault. Inside, onashelf by thedoor, wefound severa largebags. We used these
bags, filling asmany aswe could with thelargest denomination billswecould find.
Then hafway through, we changed our mindsand started grabbing fivesand tens,
and twenties.

Whenwe had six bagsfull, | decided that would be enough, and we got out of
there, leaving thevault door open. Ontheway out, | snagged another empty bag.
While Destiny waited, | used the empty bag to wipethe shelveswe had emptied,
justincase, decidingonthespot that if | ever didthisagain, | would wear gloves.
Then | wiped off the pen | had used to scrawl Schiller’sscript for the phonecall.
| opened thefront door, then wiped off thekeys, |eaving them behind theguard's
desk. | wiped off the pipe, and | eft it behind the guard’ sdesk, sincewe couldn’t
caryit. Lastof dl, | emptied Schiller’sclip, putting all the bulletsin my pocket. |
cleared the chamber, and put that bullet in my pocket too. Then | wiped off the
gunandtheclip, setting them bes de the phone.

With afinal glanceat our two taped prisoners, | grabbed two bagsin each
hand, and peeked out the door, ready to go.

“Wait.” | looked at Destiny, wondering what shewanted. “Thestool. We
touched thestool.”

| saw Sandersroll hiseyes, and Schiller sighed. Apparently, he had been
counting onthose prints. Hurriedly, | rushed over, and wiped every part of that
stool, then weleft, careful not to touch the door with our hands.

To throw them off track, we headed up the street toward the center of town,
theoppogtedirectionfrom our homes. Later, wedoubled back behind thebuilding,
me carrying two bagsin each hand, and Destiny carrying thelast two.

After winding our way through back streets, and sprinting across empty
thoroughfares, wefinally madeit to the open fieldsof thefarmland. Only two cars
came near aswe made our way to my house and both times, we doveinto the
nearest ditch, hiding until the carshad passed.

It wasfour inthemorning when wefinaly plopped downonmy sofa. That's
when | started shaking. Suddenly | waswrapped up inthewomanly warmness
that Destiny was devel oping quickly, and shewaskissingmeall over. Weheld
each other for alongtime.

| wokeupwiththemorning sun hittingmeintheface. Thefirstthingl redized
wasthat | had dept onthecouch. Thenl realized that The Only Girl For Mewas
laying with me, our armsaround each other. It wasafter that when | saw thesix
bulging bags of money piled across my living room floor. So that’swhy my
shouldersand arms are so sore, | thought. | must have moved, because She
woke up then. Then her lipswere on mine, and my pants were coming off. |
wasn't ready for her blooming libidointhoseyears, butit suredidn’t bother mea
wholelot.

After | cooked her breakfast, she said she had to get home, since she' dtold
her dad she’ d be homefirst thing inthemorning. “But don’t count it without me,
Phil. Please?’

“I'll wait.” We kissed, and she skipped out the door, heading home.

*



It wasMonday afternoon beforewe had achanceto count it, sincewe both
had alot of choresand homework to do on Saturday, and on Sunday she had to
goto church. | went to church with her, and sat on the other side of her dad. |
didn’t movefor afull hour and ahaf, except when wewere asked to stand up or
gt down. Thepreacher hollered alot about how mankind wasperverting the plan
of god, and how every man, woman, and child would be destroyed in anuclear
fireunlesswe* repented” and paid alot of money to the church, and wereniceto
every one.

| didn’t know what “ repent” meant, but | figured | wasniceto most everybody,
even Schiller and Sanders. A lot of people get shot during bank robberies, so |
guessed that | had let them off pretty easy. And | figured | could affordto give
somemoney to the Church, now that | had so much, andif it would keep mefrom
suchahorribleend.

“What? | can’t believeyou, Phil. You mean you actually believe all that
garbage?’ Destiny’sgorgeouseyeswidened indisbelief.

“Well, don'tyou?’ | wasunsureof mysdlf, then. Sitting on my couch again,
withawad of money inmy hand, | had beentryingtoimpressher withmy newfound
knowledgeof “god.”

“Of coursenot.” Shelaid astack of cclO0 notesdown beside her. “Well, |
mean, | don't believethat God would send usdl to Hell, or anything. But | believe
inGod. | mean, someonehadtobuildal of theseplanets...” Shewaved her arm
around, asif indicating thewhole universe. “1 know that in school they keep
sayingthat it al just happened. But how could al thesebeautiful thingsjust come
into being? And how could we humansbe sdlf-aware, and intelligent, and ableto
appreciate all the beauty? And the Trayaks, the Grangers, the Strangers, the
Kelvods, and any other intelligent races that may be out there; did they just
happen?’

| shrugged. “1 guessnot. But if God madeall of everything, thenwhy couldn’t
He chooseto send usanywhere Hewants, if wedon't do just like He says?’

Shelaughed knowledgeably, then answered. “Philipp, | can’timagineabeing
that’s powerful enough to makeal of these planets. But logictellsmeHe sred.
Andif Heisthat powerful, but still made everything beautiful, and madeall the
races ableto communicate and get along, and if he created sex—" shewinked at
meand giggled “—then why would He al so be so mean asto want to destroy us
afterit'sal over?’

“I think maybethere’s some peoplewho deserveto burnin Hell,” | said, not
meeting her eyes. “Likemaybe menwho get drunk and beet their wivesand their
children, or murderers, or rapists...”

Shegot seriousthen. “You know, Phil, my churchteachesthat sex outside of
marriage can sendyouto hdll too. Anddrinking. Androbbing banks. And hitting
peopl e on the head with metal pipes. So do you think we' regoingto hell, too?’

That'swhen| smiled. “Maybeyou'reright, girl. ButI’ll ftill needtolook into
it, justin case. How much money dowe have here?’

It took usatotal of three hoursto count the money; it would have been three
timesthat long, but most of it had been bundled and marked, in stacks. Wetook
abreak, to eat supper, then continued counting. Our first take, in broad daylight,
had netted cc2,000. Thistime, in the dead of night, we had come up with —1I
COULDN’T BELIEVEIT! —over two million Colonia Credits!



We cel ebrating by doing what shelater told her father was “homework.”
Then sheasked meif | had seen the paper.
Shepulled anarticleout of her purse:
SUSPECTSSTILL AT LARGEAFTER

TARKIN'SFIRST BANK ROBBERY

Early Saturday morning, anunidentified couple
forced their way into Tarkin's General Planetary
Bank, binding asecurity guard, and tricking the
manager, James Sandersinto coming tothe Bank
inthe middle of the night, according to Tarkin
Police Chief Donovan.

Usingameta pipewhichthey later left at the
scene, and the guard’s own gun, they held the
two men captive, whiletaking an undisclosed
amount fromthevault, Donovan said.

Thetwo also reportedly left the gun at the
sceneafter unloading it and wipingit clean.

Sanders said they also made surethat every
surface they had touched had been wiped clear
of prints, beforeleaving.

The male suspect is described as a white
human, withdark hair, dark eyes, and tanned skin.
Heisbetweentheagesof 18 and 22, about 5’8,
andweighing around 160 pounds. Hisaccomplice
caledhim“Karl,” said Sanders.

Thefemale, called“ Sandy” by her partner, is
awhite human, with blond hair and blue eyes,
asowithtanned skin.

Sheisaround 20 years of age, about 5’5",
and weighing approximately 115to 125 pounds.

Chief Donovantoldreporters, “If anyonesees
someone matching either of these descriptions,
please report it to my office. | want these two
behind bars, and deported off-planet.

“Just becauseweareacolony world, doesn't
mean that we' re sitting ducks for anyonewho
wantsto take advantage of us.”

Sanders, the security guard, and Tarkin police
detectives believe the two suspects to be new
arrivalsto Persiphone, since the methods used
were those of professionals, not of long-time
colonistsor first-time bank robbers.

“Theonly mistakesthey made,” sad Donovan,
“werethesetwo: they used each other’ snames,
andthey left livingwitnesses.

“That initself showsthat they’ vedonethis
before, and now they’ re getting cocky...”

| handed thedlip of paper back to Destiny. Shewassmiling. “You see, Phil!
They got our ageswrong, they got my eye color wrong, you' renot near that much
taller than me, and not quitethat heavy. They actually believed that nonsense



about our names. Andthey think we reprofessonasfromtheoldworlds. They'll
never get us.”

Shehugged meexcitedly, and | returnedit; then suddenly | had adark thought.
| pulled away. “Destiny,” | said soberly, “you know we can’t spend thismuch
money on Persiphone; peoplewouldtalk...”

“I know,” shereplied, her facedarkening dong withmine. Then shebrightened,
“But all the colony worldsuse Colonial creditsl And at the portson most of the
Old Planets, they have banksthat will cashinthecreditsfor newdollars, at adight
lossof value. Besides, we' re not going to be acolony world much longer, from
thelooksof it; and we'll start using newdollarsheretoo, unless Persiphone starts
printing her ownmoney...”

“Sowejust hang onto it until we' re old enough to leave?’

“I guessso, Phil, but it wasfun, wasn'tit?’ Her facewascloseto mine.

Three.

That summer, | worked for the Destersagain, but it wasdifferent, for severa
reasons. First, Destiny had graduated high school, one of avery small number to
completenineyearsin Persphone’ s public schools. Out of that small number, she
had the highest scores, and recelved apartial academic scholarship to Tarkin
Universty,asmall collegethat wastill getting onitsfeet. She spent alarge part of
the summer studying to get ajump on her first semester.

Second, Destiny’ stwo oldest brothers had moved severa milesfurther out
from Tarkin, to provetheir ownfarm. Mr. Dester himself spent alot of timein
town, attending the town meetingsthat led up to our first elections.

Soitwasmainly Norman and | who worked thefarm, withalot of helpfrom
Norman’smom. On the seventh day of each week, | attended church with the
Degter family, listening closely, and keeping mainly tomysdlf. Intheevenings, | fed
my ownanimals, until | sold my animasand their grazing pasture with thebarn.

Somehow, | still had timeto read books| borrowed from the Desters. | read
parts of the New Testament — The Revised Colonial Edition, and afew other
booksthe Desters had bought through their church.

| learned alot of things, but what it amounted to wasthis (according to the
Desters brand of religion): God wasan dl-powerful being who knew everything,
and had existed forever, and had no end. He had created theentire Universe, and
al thebeingsinit. First, He had made angels, but alot of them had rebelled,
electing tofollow Lucifer instead, so God had made the other races: Humans,
Trayaks, Grangers, Strangers, Kelvods, and others, that we haven't found yet.
Mogt of thesehad d sorebelled, eecting to follow their own selfish desires, which
waswhy Old Home Terrahad been destroyed by fire, and those humans selected
by God had been given another chance. God had used Hisservant Millal Bato
bring usout of that fire, and had used His servant Kthorpaof the Trayaksto bring
peace between the* sheep of different folds.”

Now, God requires us to be decent to our fellowmen, and to spread the
message of hope acrossthe galaxy, whiletithing to the church to help them pay
their minigers.

Onone of therareweekendswhen Harry was ableto come over for dinner,
| asked him what he thought about religion.

“Philipp, my boy,” he had answered, “the only religion | haveisthat which
makesthe galaxy an easier placetolivein. | don’t pray, | don’t give money to
churches, and | don’t believethat if | sneak off and drink abeer I'mgoingto Hell.



But I try todo right by people. Whenyour unfortunate Situation camedong, | tried
to take care of you, but you obvioudly didn’t need it, except legally. And now,
Peraphoneisstruggling to set up her own government, and I’ mtryingto hepthem
out. When | leavethisdirtbal for the next colony world, | hopeto leaveit adecent
placefor peopleto raisekids. There's some peopletrying to get meto runfor
whatever head office we' re going to have, and | may just do it, to help some
more... That’smy religion. Why doyou ask?’

| wasclearing dishesoff thetablethen, but | ansvered from thekitchen. “I’ve
been going to churchwith the Dester family, and their preacher saysthat if I’ m not
giving ten percent of everything | maketo the church, then God won't look highly
onme. Andthey say that drinkingiswrong, and smokingiswrong, and having sex
iswrong, and alot of other thingsarewrong. Likestealing.” | wasstarting to feel
just alittleguilty for what Destiny and | had done, and | waslooking for away to
judtifyit.

Helooked up as| cameback into wipethetable off. “Well, | would haveto
say stealingiswrong, becauseit’staking away from someone el se'slivelihood.
Say, for instance, if | went next door, and stole all your neighbor’s chickens,
they’ d be put back acouple of months, trying to save up to buy more.”

“What about those peopl e that robbed that bank awhile back?’ | wasinthe
kitchen then, but I could hear him go silent for amoment before he answered.

“Well, Philipp, that'salittledifferent, because no oneactually lost any money,
but itisagainst thelaw, andif they’ recaught they’lI be punished accordingly.”

“What do mean, no one actually lost any money?’ That wasanew ideafor
me, but | wasaready starting tofeel lessguilty.

“You see, al the banks are insured. Some go through their planetary
governments, some go through normal insurance companies, and some—like
those here on our planet —go through the Colonial Commission. They pay so
much every month, so if someonerobsthem, or if they go bankrupt, theinsurance
company makessurethat the customerstill get their money. But I’ d still haveto
say it waswrong. If no onerobbed banks, then the bankswouldn’t haveto pay
such highinsurance premiums, and maybeinterest rateswould go down onloans,
and up for accounts.”

| cameback in, and sat downwith him. “ So you' resaying if not onebank was
robbed in the next five years, then the insurance companies would lower the
premiums?Or do away with them altogether?’

“Not likely, Philipp. See, the banks don’'t haveto pay the insurance; they
want to. Becausethere' sno other way to replacetheir customers money in case
they arerobbed.”

“But what if no onerobbed any —I mean any —banksfor fiveor ten years?’

“1 don’t seethat happening either. What | really don’t seeiswhy peoplerob
themat al. Usualy, they’ re caught whiletrying to escape, or whilethey’ respending
moremoney than they should. I’ veadways said the safest way to makemoney is
toearnit. Thennoonewill disputethat it'syours.”

*

That fall, Persiphone’s adults voted to make the planet a Representative
Democratic Republic, with aGovernor for the head. A month later, Harry was
votedinasthefirst Governor of Persiphone. Heamost didn’t accept the position,
hetold me, since heliked working for the Colonial Commission. But hethought
about it for along time, and realized that he was starting to age abit, and would



find it difficult to take up another colony world. Besides, he had made alot of
friendson Persiphone. | told him | thought hewould makeagreat governor.

Alsothat fall, Destiny entered Tarkin University, and Norman and | entered
the 10" grade. Mr. Dester sold hisfarm, except for two acreswhere the house
and garden sat. L eaving Mrs. Dester, Norman and Destiny there, heleft the planet
to head up the Dester Mining Corporationintheminera-laden asteroid belt of our
star system. | found out he had been an executivefor alarge mineral company
before he had emigrated. Now hewas determined to run things hisown way.

Tarkin suddenly doubledin size, asgovernment officessprang up al around
the city, and new colonists continued to pour in. Two new cities (Helmston and
Babcock) sprang up, Helmston being alumber mill town 90 milesupstream from
Tarkin, and Babcock being basically atrading post for colonial farmerstoo far
from Tarkin. Both new citiesgrew quickly, since many of the new immigrants
didn'twanttoliveinacity aslargeas Tarkin. Asalways, | saw that they were
defeating their purpose — those cities would soon be just as large. A tax and
revenue office opened in the center of Tarkin, along with alicensing office. The
licensing office handled dl licenses, building, driving, liquor, etc. Our old landing
field for passenger shuttlesand cargo transportsbegan to betransformedinto a
real spaceport, with plansalready drawn for two passenger terminals, acustoms
office, abaggage sorting area, and several cargo docks.

When Mr. Dester sold his 98 acres of developed land, he used most of the
money to start hismining company, but he also bought aused ground car for his
family’susewhilehewas—gone. It wasatwenty-fiveyear oldlorry, seating four,
withroomintheback for hauling producein to market. Soon after, Destiny passed
her test for her driver’slicense. Then shegot ajob asan evening receptionist for
oneof theconstruction company’sbuilding terminasat the spaceport.

It s;emed to meall of thiswork was making our planet into the samekind of
world that we had gonethereto escape.

Harry (“guv’nah”) tried to explainit to meoneday. “ It'snot likewe could do
anything else, Philipp. All of these peoplethink they’ re coming out hereto run
away from the crowds, thetaxes, their old problems, high prices, and all that.
What they’ reredlly doingismaking new crowds, paying taxesto anew government,
creating their own new persona problems, and the big crowdswill surely driveup
prices. You see, humansbring their problemswith them. My dad usedtotell me
‘Wherever you go, thereyouare.” It meansthat what you' rerunningfromisredly
ingdeyou.”

“My dad used to say that too.”

“Your dad was awise man. Speaking of all of this, what are your plans?’
When | looked dumbfounded, he explained. “Well, Philipp, you’ re not theone
who choseto come out here; your parents madethat decision for you, but you' re
herenow. Andtechnically, you’ re not under my guardianship anymore, sincethe
Colonia Commission hasno more hold over thisplanet. Legally, you' re back
whereyou started, early last year. And | don’t know that we' ve made alaw to
cover you yet. You can’'t beavoting citizen until you' reeighteen, but | guessfor
now, wecould call youa‘non-voting’ citizen, or something. Helooked at me.

“Soyou’ resaying you' d makeanew law just to cover my unique Situation?
Why don’t you just adopt me, until | turn eighteen? Can’t you do that? Or maybe
you don’'t want to...”

“No, no, no. That’snot what | meant at al, Philipp! | don’t want you to think
| amtryingtorunyour life. A ot of peopleon all the planetscouldlearnalot from
your example of independence, character, and hard work, even after thehand that
lifedealt you. I’'m saying that if you don’t want to answer to me —besides as



governor —that’sokay with me, we' [l work something out. But if you do want my
guardianship, you' Il need to sell what you’ ve got here, and comelivewith me.
They’ rebuildingagovernor’smansion’ right now. It’ [| beabout twicethesize of
thishouse—four timesthes ze of the gpartment I ve been living out of . It sjust that
asapublic officid —more public than before, you understand -1 won’t beableto
haveyouliving out hereintheboonieswhileyou’ relegaly my son. Peoplewould
think it was pretty strange, you know.”

“I guess| understand.” | paused, looking around the house, trying to remember
what it had beenlikewith my parents. The e ghteen monthshad washed my memory
of them. | found | could barely remember their faces. “Will | beableto gotothe
sameschool 7’

“Sure. | canwork that out. You see, the school district lawswon’t apply to
you, sincel’ m not apermanent resident of the governor’smansion. Infact, I’ll
probably be ableto arrangeto have you driven to school every day. Youwon't
have any chores, you' || have aholovision and vidphone of your own. | could
probably manageto giveyou an alowance out of your trust. After your land sale,
and eighteen months of accrued interest, you probably aready have over 34,000
credits, or morethan 45,000 newdollars.” Helooked thoughtful for amoment. “In
fact, your interest d onewould probably be morethan enough to buy your clothes,
or anything e seyou might want for awhile.”

Later | did the calculationsonit, and found that theinterest alone was about
cc85 amonth, and growing every month. Four creditswould buy apretty decent
shirt, and five creditswould buy good pants. | could eat afull meal at adecent
restaurant for three credits, or at areally expensiveonefor ten.

“Canl getajob?’

“I knew you’ d ask that, boy,” Hemanaged to look both frustrated and proud
at the sametime. “| know you're a hard worker, but why can’'t you just be a
teenager for awhile? Do your homework, go to school, and enjoy therest of your
freetime... Thetimewill come soon enough whenyou’ | havetowork six or more
daysaweek, and... Well, maybenot. You could liveoff your trust for awhile.” He
rubbed hisface. “I’ll think about it, son.”

| knew he meant that “ son” asaterm of age, not of relationship, but that’s
whenitwasdecided for me. Itfelt really goodto becalled“ son,” for thefirst time
inalong time, kind of likeit had felt really good when Destiny had called me
“darling” or “baby” or “my man.” | guess| needed to bewanted... or wanted to
be needed.

“Okay, Harry, It sadedl. Youwant metowait on selling all thisuntil you get
that new housefinished?’

“That would beagoodidea. I’ ll get the paperwork started on the adoption.”

*

We werelucky about alot of things on Persiphone, but onething I didn’t
appreciate until later wasthe calendar. Persiphonerevolved around Hollisin just
over 364 Galactic Standard Days, and rotated on her axisin dightly lessthan
twenty-four hours. Theentiretimel lived onthe planet, our seasonsfell just right,
onthe Galactic Calendar, gaining aday each year. | never really paid attentionto
thisuntil | begantovigit other planets, like Turner’sPlanet, whoseyear is380 GS
dayslong, and each day is43 hourslong. Peoplewho liveforever on planetslike
that must get confused; oneyear, new year’sday isin the summer, and the next
year, new year’sday isin autumn. | know that most planets use the Galactic
Standard Calendar for dating documents, and running school years, but if you' ve



ever moved from one planet to the next, it can get really confusing. Especially
when al the space shipsand space citiesuse only Galactic Standard time.

Itisconceivablethat | could get on aship on Persiphonein theafternoon, and
findthat it wasearly inthemorning insidethe ship. After traveling eight hoursto
Golian, it would be afternooninthe ship. | could then get out, and find that it was
morning again on Golian. It could makefor aredly long day.

Anyway, when school |et out for winter break —avery mild winter that year —
at theend of 2484, | soldal my animals; four cows, Sx pigs, twenty-two chickens,
arooster, and fiveturkeys. | soldthem cheap, and got just over ccl00. Persiphone
still used mostly the Colonia Credits, until the economy beganto bringinenough
newdollars. Or we could print our own newdollars, like Yurpleand other planets
had done. But Harry said when you do that, you never know how themoney’s
vauewill hold. Yurple' sdollarsareworth dightly morethan thestandard newdollar,
while Saivalaurie swereonly worth half.

| dsotook Destiny out to dinner in Tarkin—or, rather, shetook me. | paid, but
shedrove, usngthat old lorry her father had bought. Wejust ate, and talked about
everything that wasgoing onin Tarkin, and around the planet, andin our individua
lives

Shethought it wasreally neat that | was going to be the Governor’sson, and
wondered why | wasn't so excited about it. | told her it really didn’t matter, since
itwasonly for threeand ahalf years, or less, until | turned eighteen. Besidesthe
fact that Harry had aready been taking care of mefor sometime. Then shelooked
redlly worried.

“Um, Philipp... What areyou going to dowith all our money?’

| wassilent for amoment. | hadn’t even really thought about our hoard for
several months. It had even been two monthssincethelast time Destiny had come
over to get someof hers. And | hadn’t ever used any of mine.

“Youmeanwherewill | hideit when | movetothe Governor’'sMansion?l’'m
surel canfindaplace. It'snot likewe regoing to have maidsand butlersdigging
through everything. It'sjust abig house, with the governor’sofficeinit, and a
roomwhere he can hold press conferences. I’ [| be doing my own cleaning.”

“But surely someonewill seeit. That’sover twomillion credits! You can'tjust
stuff itinyour underwear drawer.”

| looked around to make sure no one else had heard her. Then | kept my
voicelow. “Maybeyou could keep it somewhere, until we can get it exchanged
for real money.”

Shelooked depressed, and very thoughtful. Finaly, sheturned those beautiful
green eyesback tome. “Philipp. You know I’'min collegenow, and I’ mworking,
andyou' reonly fourteen.

“Almost fifteen. What areyoutryingtosay?’ | sarted gettingasinking fedling
inthepit of my stomach. Then shesaidit.

“I’m dating someonefrom school. Pleasedon’t get mad; | just didn’t know
how totell you! Look, we havethisbig secret between us, and no one can take
that away. And you’ retheonly guy I’ ve ever been with, and no one can take that
away ether, Philipp. It'sjust that, well... wenever had any ‘ commitment’ between
us, didwe?’

| got the point. “ You meanit would be embarrassing for abig collegegirl like
yourself to be dating a10"-grader, right?” | let the comersof my lipsturn up, in
what may have been my first sardonic smile. Outwardly, it looked likel had seen
itcoming, and| didn’t seemtootorn up by thewholething. Insde, | wascrumbling
intotiny bits. | felt my stomach drop out from under me, and | wanted to throw up.



| swallowed afew times, and held myself together. | don’t know how, or why —at
thetime, | felt liketherewasn't really areasonto goonliving.

She opened her mouth several times, thenlooked away, alowing acouple of
tearstotrickleout of her eyes. * Philipp,” shesaid softly, “I’'msorry. It al happened
so suddenly; | hadn’t seenyou for acoupleof months, and | seethisguy every day
inclass, and at parties on theweekends. He'snice, and hasacar of hisown, and
heworksat theairport...” Shelet her sentencetrail off into silence.

| laidawad of cash onthetable. “ That should cover themed. I’ ll find my own
way home, and when you want your share of the* stuff,” just comeand get it.”
Then| lowered my voiceinto adeathly whisper, leaning over her, “ And the next
time you want to rob abank, get your new boyfriend to help you.”

Destiny tried to stop mefrom leaving the restaurant, but | wouldn’t stop. |
walked right out, and headed down the street. She followed me on foot for a
block or so—1 waswalking quickly, but I could hear her footsteps behind me.
Then shegot in her jaopy, and followed meamost dl theway home. Findly, she
realized | wasn't goingtogetin, or talk to her.

My fedingswereastorm of confusion. Obvioudly, | washurt that Destiny had
taken it upon hersdlf to date someone besidesme. But that wasn’t theworst of it.
| berated mysalf for not seeing it coming. | felt ashamedthat | had been sonaiveas
tothink shewould dwaysremainwithme. | felt likeanidiot for reacting theway
| had, back at therestaurant. | cursed mysdlf for thinking that Destiny wasthe one
for me. | was mad that she hadn’t told me sooner.

| was aso alittle scared. | had heard that lovers share all their secrets—|
knew that my parents had kept nothing from each other —and | wondered how
long it would be before Destiny told her new boyfriend what we had done.

*

A week | ater, when | began moving my thingsinto thenew governor’smangon,
| wastill depressed. In my entirelife, | had never written apoem, except when
required to, in school, but in that one week, | had written four. One, | called
“Languish”, anditgoeslikethis:

Languish

Straining, sweeting, squinting, betting

Shouldering the heavy load that is my
conscience

A prophet once said, “to whom much has
been given, muchwill berequired”

And | languish under the import of those
words

Aching, crying, hurting, dying

Wondering about thetrashthat ismy life

A prophet once said, “O my God, | cry out
by day, but you do not answer”

And| know what hewastalking about”

Slipping, Snking, faling, thinking
Considering thefrustrationthat ismy fate



A prophet once said, “everything is
meaningless, achasing after thewind; nothing...
gained under thesun

And| havefounditto betrue

Spitting, lying, choking, dying

Imploding from pressuresthat areimaginary

A prophet once said, “It is appointed unto
man onceto die, and after that, thejudgment”

Andl amwaiting

Itisdlightly humorousas| look back on those words, now, because | was
only fourteen. Yet, | felt liketherewould never be another woman for me. | felt
lost, asif | had noreasonto live. As| packed my thingsto put into the moving
truck, | did soingreat melancholy.

Harry had hired atruck to come out to my house, and the driver helped me
carry thefurnitureinto theback. | took dad’sfavoritechair, my parents' bed, two
dressers, all my clothes, all my books, and the money.

| left my bed, the kitchen furniture, the sofa, and al therest, for whatever
family would buy the house. | packed the money with my clothes, making those
boxesalot heavier, and alot more numerous.

Thetruck driver said, “Kid, you suregot alot of stuff for afull timefarmer.
Where dyou get dl these clothesand stuff?’

“They pay youto ask alot of questions, or todriveatruck?’ | retortedina
surly voice.

Heshut up.

| was showing my houseto anewly arrived family, aweek or two later, when
the reporter showed up. “Philipp Kaplan? Hold on there! Let me ask afew
questiond!”

Theman and woman on thefront porch with melooked at the newsvan, then
at mewithraised eyebrows. “What'sall thisabout?’ the man asked. Surely, he
had just wanted to look at the house, and perhaps make an offer. He hadn’t
wanted any distractions.

“Don’t know. But we'll find out.” | stepped off the porch, and met thetwo
reportersinthefront yard. “What'sthisall about?’ | quoted.

Theman holding thevideo camerakept quiet whilethe other man—thereporter
—spoke up, too loudly and too clearly. “ You' ve beenliving here by yourself since
last spring?’

“That'sright. Isthereaproblem?’

“Ohno! Mr. Kaplan, my nameisDonny Miles, with PPNS?I think the people
of our great planet would liketo know how you’ ve managed to get a ong here, by
yoursdf.”

“What?’

Helowered hisvoicealittle, but it was still louder than normal. “You'rea
hero, Phil. Asfar asweknow, you' rethefirst colonist under thelega ageto hold
downland onyour own. If thisstory doeswell, I'm going to be sendingit to other
planetsaswell. Now, when exactly did your parentsdie?’



Thewoman behind me on the porch gasped. | hadn’t told them how young |
was or anything el se about me. | just wanted to show them the house, and get it
sold.

| answered, my voiceclear. “ Look it up. Thebuscrashed into the meat market
inTarkin. I’ m surethe police can answer that question.”

“Okay...” Mileslooked down at hisnotepad. “ And you' ve kept house here
sncethen, without help? Cooking, cleaning, feeding theanimals... Hey, whereare
theanimals?’

“I soldthem last week. Likel’ mtrying to sall thehouseright now. If you don't
mind.”

“Notat al! Doyou mindif we comeinsde and take some hol o-shots?’

| looked up at the porch. Thewoman looked at her husband, and he shrugged
atme.

“Okay. Just don’t get in our way.”

The story wasonthefront page of the paper the next day, and on theevening
holo-news. “ Philipp Kaplan, ayoung boy struggling to survive by himself ona
lonely colonist world, after hisparentswere savagely takenfromhiminagory...”

They made Harry out to be ahero too, since he had “ extended his hand of
mercy” to me, andtakenmein. | guess| didn’t mind so much, sincethat couple
paid more than expected for the house. They got pretty excited about the story
too, from hearing Donny Milesta k to the camera, with themin thebackground. |
guess most people have never been onthe newsor on camerafor any reason, for
that matter. When aholovision camerapointsintheir direction, they’ renot sure
what to do.

They paidin newdollars! For two acresof primeland, ahouseand abarn, |
got 25,000nd. That went in my trust, making atotal of 70,000nd. Harry said the
bank had already converted the creditsto newdollarsin my account, sowhen |
turned 18, | wouldn’t havetoworry about it. That meant I’ d begetting 175nd in
interest next month and alittle more each month after that. Morethan I’ d need for
alongtime.

When finally had my stuff set upin my new bedroominthe mansion, Harry
gavememy own phone! Not just my own extensionin my bedroom, but my own
portable phone. It would hold afull chargefor aweek, and completely rechargein
about 4 hours, and fromit, | could call any phoneon the planet.

That made mefeel alittle better, but | wasstill hurting. A few times, at the
dinner table, Harry noticed that | wasmoping. Finally heasked meabout it.

“It'snothing,” | replied, mechanicaly putting food into my mouth. Truthfully, |
waswondering insidewhat wasthe point of eating, if therewasnoreasontolive.

“Don’'t givemethat,” Harry pushed. “1 know adepressed facewhen | see
one. Why can’t you tell me? Youthink | wouldn’t understand?’

| wasabout to givehim another automatic reply when | remembered something.
Hadn’t hetold methat he’ d been divorced twice? At ayoung age? Maybe he
would understand after all.

“Well, Harry, | guessyou could say I’ vegot ‘ girl trouble.” Andit' stakenthe
lifeout of me.”



“Ah.” He took another bite with athoughtful ook on his face. After he
swalowed, hesaid, “Inmy opinion, they’ redl trouble, but then I’ m biased. What
seemsto bethe problem?”’

| told him most of it —not about the money, of course! It started to sound
pretty silly when | heard it comefrom my own mouth, and | said asmuch.

“Itcan’'t betooslly,” hesaid, “if it'sbeen bothering you so much.”

| waswaiting for him to feed methe normal platitudesthat are supposed to
makeyou fed better when you’ ve been dumped, but then | remembered that he
had adegreein psychodynamics. Harry wastoo smart to feed mealine of crap.

Hewent on, “I1t soundslike you had some pretty strong feelingsfor thisgirl,
and shedidn’t take that into account when she dumped you. It soundslike she
was being selfish. On the other hand, though, you were being selfish too. You
forgot that she has her own life and her own dreams. You just wanted her for
yoursdlf. | havefound that most —if not al —rel ationships between the sexesend
dueto somekind of selfishness.”

| saw hispoint, but thedull ache at the bottom of my rib cagejust wouldn’'t go
away.

“S0,” | asked, “what can | do about it?’

Helaughed, quietly. “You can do whatever youwant, Philipp. I’mnot goingto
giveyou one piece of adviceabout relationships. | thought I’ dlearned my lesson
thefirst time, but then | had my heart handed to me on aplatter again. You're
asking thewrong man. | will tell youthis: Your parentshad astrong relationship.
Think about them, and maybethat will help you decide.”

Hewasright; it did help. | remembered that my mom and dad were aways
careful to apologize to each other when there had been adisagreement. They
never let morethan afew hoursgo by without resolving theissue, or agreeingto
forget about it. So, | wrote Destiny ashort note:

34, 2485GS
My Darling Degtiny,

I’m sorry that | walked out on you the other
day; | had noright. Infact, | redlizethat | haveno
claim over you whatsoever. | hopethat you are
happy with your new friends, that your education
goeswell, and your career after that. If | never
seeyou againlet it be known that the best times
of my short lifewerewhileinyour presence.

My private phonenumber is111-111-111, at
the house, and my portable number is342-777-
098. Whenyou' reready to pick up thestuff I'm
keeping for you let meknow.

Alwaysyours,
Philipp Kaplan Bates

| expected to hear from her soon, sincel figured shewanted themoney, but |
never expected what happened.

| had been back in school for awholeweek, and wasat home doing homework,
when my room phone buzzed. | hit the answer key, and aface appeared onthe
screen. [t wasthe security guard at thefront gate of the governor’smansion.

Looking harried, hesaid, “ Philipp, there' sawoman out here, claiming she
knowsyou. She'sin pretty bad shape, clothesall torn and stuff. Saystotell you
‘Sandy’ needsyou.”



“Let herin, James. I’ll meet her at thedoor.” | wondered if perhapsshe' d
beeninanaccident. Then| told mysdlf if that werethe case, she' d beinahospita,
not at my door.

| ranto thefront door, startling Harry out of hisoffice. “What’sgoing on,
on?’

| opened thedoor, and shefell into my arms, crying. Her clotheswereindeed
torn, she had agrowing bruise on her face, her eyeswere bloodshot from crying,
and she had severa scrapeson her wrists.

Her strength left her body as shefell into my embrace, and shesagged likea
limp doll, whimpering likean abused puppy. “1 loveyou, Philipp, | loveyou...”

| looked up at Harry, who was standing therein hissuit, not surewhat to do.
| held her withmy right arm, and ran my left hand through her tangled hair. “What's
wrong, baby?What happened? You' re safe here. I’ m here; nothing’sgoing to
happentoyou...”

When | looked up again, Harry wasrolling hischair out of theoffice; thenice
onewithreal |eather and deep padding. “L et her sit down, son.”

| helped her into the chair, and knelt beside her. * Do you want something to
drink?’ | prodded.

She shook her head violently, dlinging tearsinto my face, the sweetest tears
that have ever been on my skin. Then shelooked meintheeye. “I’m so sorry,
Philipp, | didn’t know!”

“Didn’'t know what?’ Harry wasdlipping aglass of something cold into her
hands. | repeated my question.

“Philipp, heraped me.”

That’swhen Harry jumped in. “Who?When?How long ago? I’ Il get the
policerightonit”

Shelooked at him. “Chief Donovanishisdad! Don't you see?|’ vedated him
for acouple of months, and we werekissing, and hejust...” She broke down
agan.

“Oh, Kthorpa!” Harry exclaimed, and put hisfaceinto hishands. Hetold me
later that he was ashamed to admit hisfirst thoughts had been about agovernment
scandal. What he said at thetimewas, “Don’t worry, Destiny, we' |l get thisall
straightened out soon enough.”

| stood up. “Harry, stay with her. I’ll seeif | can’t get her agood shirt.” And|
headed for my room. | closed the door behind me, and opened the window,
vaulting softly to theground outside. | ranthewholeblock, going behind houses,
all theway tothe chief’shouse, on the edge of the“good” neighborhood.

Young Donovan wasjust driving up. He hopped out of hiscar, and madefor
thedoor. Later, | realized that hewas probably trying to get to hisdad before the
wholething eruptedintheir faces, publicly. It never got that far. | don’t know what
my plan would have beenif he had not been there. But hewas.

| wasout of the bushes, and crashed into him just before he got to the porch.
Henever got achanceto get hisbreath back, for | held my left handinavise-grip
around histhroat, crushing it into the ground, while my right pounded hisgroin
repeatedly. | didn’t stop hitting him until he stopped breathing. As| got up, |
stomped my bareright foot down on histhroat, and heard asickening crunch.

Two minuteslater, | was stepping out of my bedroom, holding ashirt, and
breathing heavily. “ Here syou ashirt, baby.”

| hadn’t decided to kill Billy Donovan. There had been no decisionto make.
Tothisday, rapistsand child abusersrank at thetop of thelist of peoplel hate.
Thieves? Well, | am one, so | can’t answer that question. Murderers? In my
opinion, there' salot moreto murder than meetsthe eye—morethan half thetime,



thevictim gets hisjust desserts. Prostitutes and pimps? M ost of those women
madetheir own choice, trying to make money fast, and thefact that they do make
money showsthat therearealot of menwho secretly approve of the profession.
Pornographers? Again, the sal esfigures show how popular pornography is.

But | cannot abidearapist or achild abuser. When you viol ate someonelike
that, you have stolen their humanity, and reduced themto thelevel of ahelpless
animal. Now, | won't get into adiscussion about rough sex: there'safineline,
there. The same goeswith spanking: the debate getstoo heated, and therearetoo
many opinions. But if | sseaman punchor dap hissmall child, | will teechhima
lesson he'll never forget.

For that matter, | think | let Billy off too easily.

*

Two dayslater, Harry was standing in his pressroom, with several cameras
and severa reporterscrowded inwith him. | stood beside him, inasuit he had
bought for me, just for the occasion. Heraised hishand for silence, and gave his
carefully prepared speech.

“Asmy officeinformed all of you two daysago, therewasasmall emergency
here. It'sodd, | know,” hesmiled, “ but I’ ve never had my gppendix out. It exploded
two daysago, and my adopted son Philipp,” herested aheavy hand on my shoulder,
“called the guard, who brought in the medics. My appendix wasremoved right
hereinthishouse, and | amrecovering nicely. | wouldliketo publicly thank Philipp,
my guard, and the prompt service of Tarkin General Hospital for saving my life.”

He paused dramatically, then held up hishand again. “Now, about the other
matter: Against the advice of the City Council and the Planetary Council, | have
given Chief Donovan permission to head theinvestigation into hisson’sdesth. For
Kthorpa s sake, it washisson! If my son werekilled, murdered even, | would
want to lead theinvestigation mysdlf, and bring thekiller or killerstojustice. That.
isdl.”

Thequestionsbroke out, and | stood therewhile hefielded them. Thenthere
wasaquestionfor me, from Donny Miles, | noticed. “ Philipp! How doesit fed to
beahero again? You braved nearly two years on thisnew world al aone, and
now you’ ve saved the Governor’slife.”

| looked straight into the camera, and said, “ Mr. Batesisagreat man. Hetook
meinwhen | had no one elsetolook to. Any of you would have donethe same
thing, if youwereinmy shoes.

Young Billy Donovan’skiller was never brought to justice. Themedicsin
guestion had shown up and treated Destiny, and had been sworn to silencewhen
Harry had concocted hisplanto cover upthescandd . Noneof themedica personnd
weretoldwho had raped her, and | never told Harry or Destiny that I’ dkilled him.
But I’'m surethey knew. | know Destiny knew.



Four.

Harry talked to the bank where| had my trust fund, and got themto give me
adebit card and acheckbook. He explained to methat each month | wasallowed
to use up to theamount of interest | had received for the month before, and no
more. That way, | would never dig into the 70,000nd that werein my trust, and it
would all betherewhen | cameof age.

| never used that much. For every newdollar | drew out of my account, | spent
at least one credit from my hoard of stolen money. Most of the businessesin
Tarkin were equipped to handle both kinds of money. If | spent four newdollars
from my trust fund to buy ashirt, bought matching pantsat another sorewithfive
creditsfrom my stash. | told Destiny about my spending habits, and shethought it
wasagood idea. She started doing the same thing. But she reminded me that
spending creditsthat dowly would never get rid of all the creditswe had stolen.

*

Work on Tarkin’s spaceport continued, and people kept pouringinfromthe
Older Planets. The Persiphone Planetary News Service (PPNS) reportedinlate
winter (early 2485) that the known human populationinthe Milky Way had passed
ten billion people, spread across nearly 150 Class-1 planets and 210 Class-2
planets. That wasan average of 62 million onevery Class-1 world, andjust under
fivemilliononevery Class-2world. The Dester Mining Corporation, among others,
quickly got richwhenthey suddenly struck uraniumintheHollis System asteroid
belt. Trillionaire Michael Hubbard Cyr —owner and CEO of the Cyr Corporation
—moved to Persiphone, buying the smallest of six continentsfrom the planetary
government, naming the3 million squaremilearea” Bagplace” (pronounced “ BOZ-
plus’). The scout ship McRay failed to return when schedul ed; the McRay had
been charting habitable solar systems, working toward the gal actic core, reporting
inevery ninemonthsor so.

When Mr. Dester’scompany struck it richin our asteroid belt, hisoldest son
sold hishalf of hisfarm to hisyounger brother, and joined hisfather, buying as
many sharesas he could afford — Destiny said he got the shares cheap, sincehe
had advance notice of the strike. Mrs. Dester sold her old lorry very cheaply to
some newcomers, and bought two new carswith her husband’ searnings, shegot
aCyr family cruiser for herself, and aCyr Luxury Sport for Destiny.

For my fifteenth birthday, | got to ridein Destiny’snew car, which she’ d only
had for afew days. We cruised slowly through the city streetsfor awhile, then
headed out through thefarms. When we got to the unpopul ated area, shetook the
car uptoafew hundred feet, and pushed itslimits. | about wet my pants, watching
trees, hills, riversand wild animal s pass by underneath at 1500 miles per hour.

Wewereontheway back from this pleasure cruisewhen Destiny brought up
“The Subject.”

“Funisn'tit, Phil?" She had one hand on the control wheel, and the other on
thearmrest. “ Yeah,” | breathed, gripping both my armrests. “ Thisisthefastest
I’veever goneinacar. It'spretty exciting.”

“But not asexciting asrobbing banks.” Shestated it asafact, and turned to
look at me, while cutting her speed and altitude.

“You want to do another one?’ | thought we had enough money to last a
lifetime, if wecould only convert it to newdollars, and get to some other planet.
But shedid have apoint about the excitement; | could feel adrenaline squirting
through my body just at the mention of robbing another bank.



“Don'tyou?’ Her eyessmiled at me.

“Baby, whereyoulead, | will follow. You aremy Destiny.” | grinned back at
her. “Hmm... Maybewe need to set thiscar downfor alittlepicnic. Seeif you can
seeagood spot, whereno onewill seeusfor anhour or so. And promiseyou’ |l be
gentle”

Things had smoothed out between Destiny and |, after the Billy Donovan
incident. We both realized we had been behaving sdlfishly. | knew | didn’t want
anyoneelse—| wasn't even attracted to any other girls. Sherealized that oncel
finished growing up, | would be the best thing that ever happened to her.

*

Thetenth grade went on asusual, five daysaweek, six classesaday. My
mechanics classwasthe most fun, sincewe got to build our own low-powered
anti-gravity motor. Our teacher, Mr. Jacobs, said that knowledge of basic mechanics
was about all that was necessary to get along intheworld. He said that if you
could build something, or fix something, you could dwaysfind ajob somewhere.
But my math teecher, Mrs Baldwin, said that wasridiculous; if you didn’t understand
the math —thewhy —behind amachine, you could never build or fix onewith any
degree of accuracy.

History wasawaysfun, and that year we studied the Post-Exodus Expansion
Period, when the 90-year Trayak war wastaking place on two planets, and the
Granger-Stranger wars kept resurfacing. The book said that back then almost
everyonewasinthemilitary, except pregnant women. Therewereonly 4 million
humansintheentiregadaxy, andit took 90 yearsto build that number to 15 million.

It almost made me wish we could have awar of our own; the human race
hadn’t fought in almost four hundred years, except acouple of rebellionson new
planets. The Kelvods—the only new race discovered in the last four hundred
years—had been peaceful.

Norman raised hishand in our history class, and asked, “What about that
McRay ship, Mrs. Ballader? Do you think that maybethey found anew species
out there? Maybewe || haveawar with them.”

Shesmiled, condescendingly. “Norman, | don’t redlly think so. Therearealot
of thingsmore dangerousthan other races. It salot morelikely that they cameout
of hyperspacein the same place asan asteroid, or too closeto aplanet. Or maybe
they’ ve had sometype of equipment failure, and they’ [| be back assoon asit’s
fixed”

“But what if they did find anew race?’ he perssted. “ Maybe something alot
lesslike humansthan theoneswe vefound.”

She continued smiling. “ I doubt that too Norman. You see, most scientists
agreewith historianson that subject. The humanoid formistheonly formwe ve
found that issuitablefor the necessitiesof civilization; we havethedigitson our
handsto work with tool sand e ectronic equipment; wehave our armsand legsfor
lifting, embracing, walking, running, jumping, and fighting; and we havethelarge
crania cavity for our superior minds. | think that maybe you’ ve been reading too
many of thosefantasy magazines.

“All theintelligent raceswe ve encountered in our expans on have humanoid
forms, with only dight variations, probably dueto evolutionary differences. The
Trayaksmay have developed their blue skinasasurvival technique, blendingin
with the floraon their home planet, of which alot isblue. The Grangers and
Strangersare red and green skinned for similar reasons. The Kelvods almost
certainly evolved their thick hidesand fur asasurviva technique, millionsof years



ago, and perhapsathousand yearsfrom now, their racewill begintolosethefur,
or thehides, or both. But theodds are against usfinding giant insects, or intelligent
reptiles, or anything of the sort. Now, let’ sget back to the subject, which, | believe,
wastheforced development of strict lawsduring wartime.

“Now, if you'll dl turnto page 74, you' || find the section on Paradise spolygamy
laws, which stand tothisday...”

| struggled in Language, mainly because there are so many rulesregarding
Standard speechand writing. If theplurd formof “mouse’ is“mice,” thenshouldn’t
theplura of “house’ be*hice’? And so on, likethe conjugation of verbs. What
doesit matter if yousay “dragged,” “drug,” “drugged,” or even “yuilenopadndoe,”
aslong as| understand what you' re saying?

TheTrayak languageismuch smpler. Our languageteacher, Mr. Thtrolla, had
livedin Hjerthdon, the capital city of the Trayakson Tuf, for four years, and made
theclassfun, by serving Trayak dishesonceaweek. Hesaid that sometimeinthelr
past, the Trayaks had probably had many culturesand languages, muchlike Old
HomeTerra, but at somepointintheir history, they had sat down and “fixed” their
language. He said the human race probably would have done the samething, but
they had been forced to fleetheir home planet before history and evol ution had
taken themto the point of needing acommonlanguage. Of course, thehumanrace
doesuseacommon language, but that’s because all the shipsthat wereused to
evacuate our home system used English, whichisnow called Standard.

“But,” hesad, “thissummer, I’ m going to aconvention on Yurpleto meet with
alot of other language experts, and we' re going to examine the possibility of
‘fixing’ Standard. If anything likethat ever happens, though, don’t worry; you can
talk theway you do until theday you die. Changing the common language of ten
billion peoplewill take severa generations. Infact, it'll takeyearsand yearsjust to
decide howwe' regoingto...”

My last classevery day wasan eective, takenmainly for fun: ESP. Mainly we
studied the history of telepathy, its possiblefuture uses, etc. But therewerealso
teststo show our “ESPrating.” Minewaszero. When another student looked at
acertain card, and concentrated on the picture, | never once guessed theright
card. Mrs. Rutherford said that was strange, since even probability said | should
get oneinfive, just from luck. Norman usually guessed two out of five, but as
other cardswereintroduced, hisrating went down. Therewasonegirl inour class
who only missed one card out of every ten or twenty hands. Mrs. Rutherford
alwaysgot excited, and had tearsin her eyeswhenever thisgirl wasdoing her
thing. | don’t think that girl could read minds, though, because shewasn’t doing
toowell inany of her other classes. They say Trayakshavethehighest ESPrating
of any known race, and sometimes, they use telepathy instead of radio for
communication. That’shard to swallow. Destiny wastaking self-defense asher
fitnessdectiveat Tarkin University; shehad switched into that classright after the
“incident” with Billy Donovan. Shesaidit wasredlly exciting, Since her ingtructor
had once been aninstructor with the Yurple MilitiaRegulars, and knew alot of
neat stuff. | told her just to keep mearound, and she' d be okay. Shelaughed and
told mel should taketheclass.

Whenthe New Planet Spacelinesopened their termindl, just before Destiny’s
18" birthday, she quit the construction company, and got ajob with New Planet.

One Sunday afternoon, whilewe sat in arestaurant, | asked her about it. “I
know you’ rejust keeping ajob so no one will ask where you get your money
from, but areyou sure you want towork for aspaceline? They could transfer you
at any time, to someplanet | haven't even heard of. Besidesthefact that space
portsarethefirst targetsin any war.”



“How do you know, Philipp? The human race hasnever had awar on aplanet
with spaceports, now havethey?’

“WEell... No, but that’sjust logical. If | wereageneral, trying to occupy a
planet, I’ d hit their spaceportsfirst, to disabletheir fleet. It'sjust theway it would
bedone.”

Shelaughed. “Don’t worry, my dear. If awar starts, | promiseyou, I’ll quit.
Okay?Besides, | think thejob will help us. With themoney.”

“Thewha—" | saw thelook in her eye. “ Oh. With our money. How?’

“Well, for onething, all employeesget discountsontrips, and once ayear,
every employeegetsafreetrip, and apaid vacation. When we' reready to start
taking our money off-planet, | can use the discounted trips, and get my pick of
berthsintheliners. And employeesdon’ t get their baggage checked, evenif they're
goingtothestiffer worlds, like Tuf or Turner’sPlanet. You could carry just about
anything anywhere, but if you went to one of those older worlds, they’ d sort
through your bags. Not only that, I’ m making more per hour now, soit doesn’t
look so bad when | spendit. Areyou going to eat therest of that steak?’

“What?Oh, sure, sure.” | went back to my food, using my last bites of steak
towipeup theremaining sauice, whilel thought about what she' d said. That moment,
right then and there, iswhen | made the unconscious decision to go on robbing
banks.

Shewatched methink for awhile, then asked, “ So when do you think we
shoulddoit again, and where?’

| swallowed thelast bite, and washed it down with thelast of my Blisssoda.
“Whenever wedoit, weshould planit out alittlelonger than we did those other
times. You know, find out how many peopl ethereare going to be, whether or not
there'scameras, the possibility of disabling the cameras, our getaway route, so
forth. Andlet’ swear glovesnext time. Wewasted liketen minuteswhen wewere
wiping dl those printsoff.”

“What about Batesville?| hear they havetwo new banksover there, and the
townisstill growing so fast they don’t have enough policeto watch thewhole
place. They’ ve probably got cameras, sincethey heard about the robbery over
here, but we can either figure out how to turn them off, or maybewear masks.”

“Havel toldyoulately that | loveyou?” “

“Not sinceyou had your first taste of that steak sauce. | told you it wasgood.
Do you know how to drive?’

“Dedtiny, hasanyoneever told youit'sredly confusing whenyou switch subjects
so suddenly?’

“No. | thought it wasthe same subj ect; good steak sauceand fast carsall go
under themain heading‘BigMoney AndHow To Get It'. So |l redlly didn’'t change
thesubject. Canyoudrive, or do | need to show you how?1 think wemight need
two vehiclesfor thisjob, if wewanttodoit right.”

*

As| crouched in the darkness outside the Townsend house, | told myself
againthat they’ d begetting their car back. | told mysdlf | really wasn't stedling the
car; | wasjust borrowing it for our getaway, then we' d leaveit somewherein
good enough condition so they wouldn't havelost anything but maybeaday’suse
of it.

TheDesters old aircar looked much likeit had beforethefamily had gotten
rich. Whenthey’ d sold it to the Townsends, the ancient vehicle had kept onticking.



| checked my watch, then moved stealthily out of my cover, and up to the
lorry. Sureenough, the old key Destiny had foundin the bottom of her pursefit the
lock. When | turned the key, | found that the door hadn’t even been locked.
People on colonia worldsare of aninnately trusting type. Quickly, | openedthe
door and slipped inside. | pulled my new penlight out of my vest pocket, and
turnedit on, cupping my hand so thelight wouldn’t go everywhere.

When | found the power switch, | dipped Destiny’sold key into thedot, and
turnedit. Withaloud pop and afew deafening clicks, theold machinecametolife.
Thedashboardlit up, and I hit thedrive switch. Thelorry roseoff theground, and
| sped away, just asthe houselightscameon. | headed toward town at breakneck
speed, until 1 wasout of sight of the Townsend house, then turned down aside
road, doubling back toward the outer farmswhere Destiny would bewaiting. |
wasdriving without lights, bending over the steering wheel totry to seetheroad
better.

Assoon as| had reached open country, | pulled off at the designated spot,
and parked thelorry between two clumpsof Persiphone'stall bushes. | didn’t see
Destiny, so| dialed her phone number.

“Yeah, what do you want?’ | heard her sweet voice say, with just alittle
paranoiain her tone.

“1 don’t seeyour car, baby. Whereareyou?’

“Right besideyou, on the other side of thesetrees. Come get thispower cell;
it'stoo heavy for me’

| stepped out, got the spare power cell out of her car’s storage compartment,
andluggedit over tothelorry. | pulled out thelorry’sold cell, which ftill had alittle
chargeleft, and replaced it with the new one. Destiny watched me, looking upthe
road every now and then.

| looked up at her. “Do you think thisold cratewill makeit all theway? It
seemed pretty shaky ontheway out here. | mean, that’salong driveto Batesville.”

“Wekept it in good condition, back when we ownedit. But, if it startsto go
down, hit thelanding skid button, and braceyoursdlf. Then I’ [ comeback to get
you.”
“Okay.”

Withthenew cdl init, thelorry acted much better, but still popped and clicked
annoyingly, especialy when | got it up to high speeds. We had decided to go
acrossthe ocean, Sncewedidn’t need any insomnia-stricken hermit farmersspotting
two speeding carsin themiddle of the night and deciding to report them. Besides,
it would havetaken morethan twiceaslong to stay over land. Eventhen, we'd
end up having to cross some pretty good stretches of water. We madeit to our
continent’swest coast in about 45 minutes, then lit out acrossthewater, about fifty
feet abovethe cold black sea.

We had agreed not to call each other while over thewater, since our phones
would havetotrack with asatellitein the absence of transmitting towers, and we
weretrying to do thisjob without leaving any traces. | did take my gloves off
during that long stretch though, since my handswere starting to swest. | madea
mental noteto wipethe steering wheel again, after | put my glovesback on.

Eventhough night had beenwell in progresswhenweleft Tarkin, we crossed
ninetime zones, going westward. So, sincewe madethetripinlessthanfive
hours, we had gained four hours. It wasearly evening in Batesville. | had fallen
adeep onceor twicewhiledriving, but luckily | hadn’t touched the control wheel
whileasleep; it helditsbearing, so | arrived at theright place. It wasaFriday
evening in Batesvilleand thenight life had just started up.



| followed Destiny through the same streetswe had driven down theweekend
before, and pulled into the parking lot of an unfinished hotdl. | parked thelorry out
of sight behind abulldozer, while Destiny parked in front of the main office. |
waited about fifteen minutes, until she called mefrom theroom. Our phoneswere
now transmitting through the local towers, so there would be less chance of
detection. Most callswerejust sent on automatically to the recipient, and the
record was del eted when the call wasover.

“Comeonin, baby. Room 210. Theguy intheofficeisreading abook.”

“Yeah, and if he'ssmart, he'll go to sleep, and dream about you. Beright
there”

Asl got out, | wiped the steering wheel clean, and thefew switches| had used
in parking got the treatment too. My bare hands would never touch the lorry
again. Beforegoinginside, | rubbed somemud over thelD deca onthelorry. |
had switched off thetransponder when | had first stolen thevehicle. It would be
daysbeforelocal policecouldidentify it asthe stolen vehiclethey werelooking
for.

Insidetheroom, | flopped on the bed. “ You would not believe how tired just
driving canmakeyou. | don’t know how latel’ || wakeup.”

“What do you mean, | wouldn’t believeit?’ sheretorted withagrin. I just
drovethesamedistance. And | know how lateyou’ Il deep, becausel’ mgoingto
wakeyou up.”

When | woke up, Destiny was emptying her bag onto the bed beside me.
When | got out of the shower, shewasready to go. Shewore nicebut comfortable
pants, athin, amost see-through blouse, and awoman’s sport coat over it. In
eachinside pocket of her coat, she had two bags, the collapsible kind that takes
up amost no roomwhen it’'sempty. Inthe outer pocketswere her gloves. In her
purse, shehad anew roll of packing tape, should we needit, and apair of wire
cutters.

| worejeans, aT-shirt, and amulti-pocket vest. In my pants pockets, | had
two bags of my own, my own gloves, my penlight, and the gun that Destiny had
given me. Billy Donovan had givenit to her when they were still dating, and she
amost threw it away beforeshegaveinand let mekeepit. It had twenty tiny darts
initsmagazine, each with enough medicineto put aman down for afew minutes.

And onmy back, under my vest, | wore my school project: an a-grav motor.
Theoneswebuilt in classhad been cube-shaped, roughly eight inchesonaside.
Thisonewasonly aninchinthickness, and covered most of my back. Aslongas
| didn’t bend over too far, or try to twist around, it wouldn’t show much. The
control modulewas about the size of my phone, connected by threefeet of self-
retracting wire, and hooked on the top of the gadget, just bel ow thetop of the
vest. There, | could reachit by bending my arm back asif to scratch the middle of
my back.

Wewereready. We had scoped out the bank the weekend before, telling her
mother and Harry that we were going sightseeing. The weekend of the actual
heist, Harry himsalf wasin Batesville, meeting withthetown leaders, and | had | eft
amessagefor himat our house, saying | would beout dl day with Destiny. Destiny
had told her mother shewas staying the weekend in the dormswith some of her
friends. Our plan was asfool proof aswe could makeit.

Sheparked her car on asideroad adjoining one side of asupermarket, about
six blocksfromthebank. I picked her upinthelorry andweparkeditinanalley



onestreet away fromthebank. | left it unlocked, but taped theignition key onthe
ingdeof my upper arm, under the cover of my T-shirt deeve. Wewaked out onto
themain street, and crossed it, so we could passthe bank on the opposite side
and take onelast |ook beforewewent inside. Everything looked good.

“Let’'swak ondown, Sandy, and comeback ontheother side,” | said quietly.
We had decided to keep using our same fake namesfor the present.

Therewerealot of people out on the streets, doing their shopping. Some
werebuying groceriesfor their apartmentsin town, somewere selling produce
from their farms, and some were buying clothes and other goodies. | saw one
family loading up a brand new tractor with all sorts of brand new fanning
attachments. All thefaces|ooked bright and hedlthy, asthey should, onagrowing
and prospering planet.

We cameback down the other side of the street and whenwe got to the bank,
Destiny ducked downthealley next toit. | headed for thefront door, lighting a
cigaretteas| went. | didn’t smokeand didn’t like peoplewho did—I wasonly
using the smoke as an excuse to stand outside the bank until Destiny’sjob was
done. Standing under thewide awning infront of the bank, | watched the people
goinginand out, for two reasons. One, so | would know how many customers
we d haveto deal with; two, so | could locate any potential heroes. Of course,
every manthat walked inlooked likeacolonist, al of who havethe potential to
play hero, but someweremoreaert than others. | pulled my left-hand glove out of
my pocket, and pulled it on. Nobody was giving me a second glance. Then |
looked at my watch: if Destiny wasdoing her job accordingto plan, | had fifteen
seconds.

Without hurrying, | took theright-hand glove out of my pocket and putit on.
| flicked my cigarette into the street, and turned to walk in the door. Just as|
grasped thehandle, thelightswent out. | heard agasp, then theemergency power
cameon, lighting the placedimly.

| pulled the gun out of my vest pocket, and walked in. The guard by the door
got two dartsbefore anyone e seknew what was going on; hewent downwitha
thumping sound. Onelady | et out awhimpering scream, two or threemenvoiced
alittle profanity, and the other guard camefor me. He had been standing by the
counter, but now hewas drawing hisown weapon and moving forward. Evenas
| pulledthetrigger, | saw that hehad agunjust like Schiller had—theold fashioned
kind, with shell casings, lead bullets, exploding powder, and thelike. Asmy two
dartsentered hischest and neck and hewent down, he kept moving forward, so
when hedropped hisgunit camediding acrossthedlick buffed floor and stopped
at my feet.

Thetwo tellersand the weekend manager werejust then starting to react. |
grabbed the guard’ sgun off thefloor, and pointed both gunsat them. “Don’t touch
thosealarms, people,” | managed to say inapretty strong voice.

Destiny rushed inthe door behind me, and took the other guard’ sgun out of
hisholster. | noted with satisfaction that she had her gloveson.

She spoke. “ Get onthefloor. NOW!” They got. The customers, thatis. The
tellersand the manager were standing dangeroudy closeto the counter. | put one
dartineach of thetellers, and they eachlooked sick for asecond, then dropped to
thefloor. .

| waved my gunsat themanager. “ You don't get adart, you hear me?Youtry
anything funny, and I’musing thereal gun, okay? Solet’sbeagood little colonist,
and dowhat you'retold.”

| handed the dart gun to Destiny, and she handed me her two bags. | had been
insidethebank for only twenty-five seconds.



Tucking Destiny’stwo bags under onearm, | pulled my own two out of a
pocket whilel walked to the counter, and behind it, still pointing the gun at the
manager. “Now, |et’sget that vault open, mister.”

Helooked surprised. “ But it salready open, |—"

“Shut up!” | growled, and looked around the corner to find that the vault was
indeed open. “ Sandy. Dohim.”

Shecomplied, putting two dartsinto him. | headed into thevault. Setting the
gunonashef, | beganloading up thebags, only taking afew 100nd notes. Mostly
| grabbed thebundlesof 10sand 20s. | just dropped them into thebagsasfast as
| could, filling them up.

When | was starting on thethird bag, Destiny walked in and started hel ping
me. | stared at her. “What are you doing?Who's covering thelobby, my dad’s
ghost?’

“Get onwithit,” sheordered, even though wewere both stuffing money in
bagsasfast aswecould. “1 darted al the customers, and taped the guardsand
employees.”

“What if someone comesinthedoor?’

“We' redone, aren’'t we?’ sheanswered, zipping upthelastbag. “And 1’ ve
got seven dartsleft, if anyone' sinthelobby.”

We stepped out of thevault, to seethat oneof thefemaletellerswasstirring,
so Destiny dropped abag and shot another dart into thewoman. Thefront door
swung open right about then, and two more dartswent flying through theair. The
man who was entering the bank dropped to the floor, propping the door open
withhislimpform.

“Let’sgo,” | said. | hadtheguard'sred guntuckedinto my waistband; Destiny
handed methe other real gun, which | stuffed into amoney bag while she put the
dart guninher own belt. Aswe headed for the door, | held both of my bagsinmy
left arm, while| reached over my shoulder, and pulled out the control modulefor
my a-grav motor.

Dedtiny and | stepped over the crumpled customer inthe doorway, and stepped
out. | hit the power switch onthe control pand inmy right hand, and swung my left
armaround Destiny’swaist, moneybagsand all. Just as| gripped her tightly and
pressed the* up” button, we noticed that acrowd wasquickly gathering in front of
the bank, possibly dueto thelimp body inthedoorway. Asweroseintotheair,
my left arm musclesbulging from the strain, Destiny ripped open two stacks of
20s, and dropped them. Thebillsfluttered down. Disappearing over thetop of the
bank, | saw afight breaking out below, asadozen peopletried to catch the money
at onetime. Two minutes and fifty seconds had el apsed; | guess Destiny isthe
fastest tapehandler | know.

We popped up into the sky abovethebank, and | punched two morekeyson
my control pandl. | then wrapped my right arm around my girl, togivetheleftarm
alittlerelief. Wefloated forward and down, heading for thealey wherewe had
parked thelorry, dropping slowly dueto the setting on the machine. Just before
welanded, the power in my a-grav unit cut out. We dropped thelast four feet as
if wewererocks. | banged into theside of thelorry, still supporting Destiny.

| let go of her and my bagsand ripped thekey out from under my arm, getting
thetape stuck tomy gloves. | hoppedinthedriver’'sseat and turned thekey while
Destiny tossed the bagsinthe back. When | heard her yell, “Go!” | went, pulling
out onto the street, just as peoplewerewalking around the corner, curiousasto
wherewe had disappeared. M ost of these pedestrians had their eyes pointed to
the sky, and barely had timeto fallout of theway when | powered thelorry past
them.



Taking every possibleturn between the bank and the grocery store, | kept my
speed up, but not too high. | didn’t want to end up like my parents, a bloody
burning pulp smeared acrossghastly wreckage.

“Get ready, girl!” | hollered back to Destiny when | saw the store approaching.
| brought that lorry to alurching halt next to her car, and then pivotedit, so the
back door would beright against her car’srear hatch. | left thekey intheignition,
and hopped out tojoin her. | still didn’t hear any sirens. Therewere acouple of
people coming out of the grocery store, but they werelooking out toward the
parkinglot and didn’t seeus. During thedrive, | had put my control module back
in place, and buttoned the lower button of my vest, so we probably didn’t look
too suspicious, except that wewere moving pretty quickly. Inthe Cyr Luxury
Sport, thereisonly asmall storage space behind the two seats, and Destiny’s
duffel bag already occupied half of that space. We crammed two moneybags
back there, and the other two rode with meinthe passenger seat. Whenwepulled
out of the parkinglotin her car, | looked at my watch.

“Girl, that wasfast! Look at that, five minutesand ten seconds!”

Sheignored measshe pulled out into traffic, hurriedly making several turns.
After that, wejust blended in with thetraffic, heading due south.

*

Persiphone has six continents, more than most of the planetsthat humans
occupy; Turner’sPlanet, for instance, hasonly onemajor land mass, coveringjust
morethan half of the planet’ssurface area, and two largeidandsthat don't redly
quaify. Grorangealso only hasone continent, but it’ snot that big. Pooisisnamed
foritslack of landmass. Planet Of OnelSland. Tuf hasfour continents, and two
magjor idands. Willsworld hasthree continents.

Tarkin, our hometown, ison Persphone’ slargest landmass—Alana—and just
south of that continent is Basplace, owned initsentirety by the Cyr Corporation.
South of BasplaceisOstrallia, presently uninhabited. Just west of theselast two,
isanother empty continent, Lichten. Keep going west and you' |l runinto the
southerntip of thelong, skinny continent, called Vertiga, where Batesvilleis. From
thenorthern tip of that beanpol e continent, go back east, and you'll find thesixth
landmass, known as Troller. Go east again, and you’ ve come back to Alana,
completing the square. Except that planetsareround.

So, from Batesville, you could keep going west, and circletheglobe, and run
into the eastern edge of Alana. But we decided to go back pretty much theway
wehad come, sincethe policewould belooking for thelorry. And would find the
lorry. Thenthey would check itsregistration, and find the Townsends. They would
probably find that it had been reported stolen earlier in the day, and find no
fingerprints, or any other identifying marks, except the new power cell, which had
been wiped clean of prints. I’ m sure the Townsendswoul d appreciate that new
addition.

After we came out of the south end of Batesville, weturned west just long
enough to get to the mountai ns, and then went north. After our mileageindicator
saidwe had traveled north past Batesvill€ slatitude, welooped back east, keeping
thecar low to the ground, soon dipping out over the ocean. Wekept edgingtothe
north, until we saw the southern tip of Troller, then curved back southward,
completing our arc back to Tarkin. That sporty littlecar had theluxury of aplanetary
map initscomputer, sowedidn’t get too far off track. Weleft Batesvilleat 9:30 or
sointhemorning, and madeit back to Tarkinin about five hours. When you tack
ontheninehoursfor thetime zone change, it wasafter midnight in Tarkin, but we



had only been awakefor six or seven hours. So we got another hotel in Tarkin,
and celebrated for therest of thenight.

Thetake cameto morethan threemillion newdollars. Added to our previous
“earnings’ and split fifty-fifty between us, my half cameto morethan 2.5million.
AndIl wasonly fifteenyearsold.

Thistime, we buried the money, along with some of the previoustakethat |
could sneak out of my mansion. Wedid it the next weekend, after school ended
for thesummer. Wedroveinto the Cloudy Mountainsin the northeastern region of
Alana, memorized the exact location off the satellite tracker in Destiny’scar, and
buried dmost four million newdollarsin six waterproof bags.

We each till had morethan ahaf million ill hiddenin my roominHarry’s
mansion, and wetried to be careful asto how we spent it. But the money inthe
ground wasn't therevery long.

Five.

“I think we could d| useavacation, now that | can afford one. What doyou dll
think?’” Mr. Dester sat back in hischair, and lit acigar. His800-newdollar suit
looked strangeonaman | had last seen wearing dirty coverallsand sweetingina
fieldunder bright sunlight.

| wassttingwiththewhole Dester family, inanicerestaurant in Tarkin. Although
| Destiny and | had already made our decisionsto continue robbing banks, we
would never hurt for money. Colony worlds inevitably produce some new
millionaires, and | already had personal contactswith morethan one. Destiny’s
family would never be short on cash again, unless her father made somereally
stupid businessmistake. Therewere enough mineralsintheasteroid belt tolast for
many generations. Besidesthe Desters, | wasthe adopted son of Howard Wingate
Bates, thegovernor of theplanet. And through him, | had anindirect link to Michagl
Hubbard Cyr, sinceHarry had met with him severa times.

Most peoplewould never figure Destiny and | to becriminals, livingina
money-laden atmospherelikethat. Sure, alot of rich kidsrebel against theways
of their parents, but not when they’ ve been working out in the hot sunfor ten
years, and al of asudden find themsel ves surrounded by money.

Mrs. Dester wasabout to answer her husband when Destiny brokein, “ That
sounds like agreat idea, Dad! Where do you want to go? | can get half-price
spacefarefor thewholefamily, and 25 percent off for Philipp, if you'll et him
come.”

Mrs. Dester said, “Weknow alot of peopleand thingsto do back on Sixxle.
Andit’'sbeentenyearssincewe veseenit, dear.”

Everyonelooked expectantly at Mr. Dester, except me, because | wastrying
toact likel wasn't interested, and Norman, who argued, “Dad, | don’t think |
want to go back there. | don’t remember anybody there, and besides, it probably
hasn't changed much sinceweleft.”

Norman’solder brother Jeffrey brokein, “Norman'sright. Sxxleismost likely
just asweleft it. We' rethe oneswho’ ve changed. We' ve grown, experienced
new things, and made ahome and abusinessfor ourselves. We' ve made new
friendsand new lives, on an open and freeworld. There' snothing for methere.”



Theoldest of thefour children, Allen, spokeup. “Well, Jeff, | agreewithyou,
but Mom’sgot apoint too. If shewantsto gothere, let’sgo. Remember, she spent
her wholelifethere; therest of usjust happened along later.”

Mrs. Dester said, “Honey, | think thekidsareright. All the peoplel canthink
of that I’d want to see... well, they probably won't understand us. Wewould be
telling them our farming stories, about how we built our own house and mining
bus ness, and how there arelessthan amillion peopleonthisplanet. Wemight find
them unchanged, just alittleolder, whilethey would find usto bedragtically different
peoplethan wewereten yearsago.”

Norman brokeout with, “1 want to go to Paradise! I’ vegot afriend at school
who'sfromthere. Hesays—"

Jeffrey and Alleninterrupted with the planetsthey thought would be cool to
vigit, and al threeboysweretaking at the sametime.

Mr. Dester hed up hishand. “Hold onthere, boys. There sadifference between
afamily vacationand asightseeing tour. | don’tknow if I'll fed uptotravelingthe
wholetimewe regone; I’ ve been working ninety hoursaweek for thelast eight
months, and I’ mtired. | finally havean assistant that | trust to run thingsfor three
weeksor so, and | just want to sit by apool somewhere on aplanet with alow-
radiation sunand enjoy thesinging of thebirdsand such like. Destiny, you haveall
thebrochuresandinformation at work; why don’t you bring some hometomorrow,
andwe |l look them over. And, yes, if Mr. Bateswill give hispermission, Philipp
will bevery welcometo comewithus.”

“Daddy,” Destiny said, pulling apaper brochureout of her purse, “1 think I’ ve
foundaplacethatwe' ll dl like.”

“What?You mean someone already beat meto theidea? Where, dear?’

Thethree boyswere quiet now, looking at their sister. Mrs. Dester raised her
eyebrows, still alittle depressed after her thoughts of her home planet, but willing
tolistento new ideas. | perked up, not having known that Destiny had already
thought that far ahead. Of course, | should' veknown; she'snever been onetojust
“goadongfortheride.” My girl isawaysontop of things. | knew that if and when
wegot married, shewould betheonein charge. Of course, she'snever mademy
decisionsfor me, but she can usually present anideainaway that I'll agreetoit.

Shewinked at me, like already knew about the planet she had selected, then
opened the pamphlet. “ They say that Paradise used to be aplanet with alot of
beachesand nicehotels, and honest casinos, and beautiful sunsetsand dl that. But
now it’s crowded with almost 200 million peopl e, the second most popul ated
planet that we know of, and there arefactoriesall over the place, and everyone
saysthetourist spotshave been overrun with corruption.

“But there’sanother planet that’ sjust like Paradise used to be, two or three
hundred yearsago. ‘ Justine’ isitsname, in the Betelgeuse System. Humansfirst
landed therein 2399, but the Kelvod people discovereditin 2301. Thewhole
planet hasapopulation of about 8 million Kelvodsand lessthan 10 million humans,
since the Commission has been hesitant to colonize worlds that are already
occupied. There are nice hotels, beaches, pools, mountains, rivers, casinos,
amusement parks, naturewalks, sportscenters, all kindsof stuff. And notaxes,
sncethe Commisson’snot directly involved.

“Andit'salot cheaper than going to Paradise. The Paradiseticketscost more
for two reasons: one, the place is so popular and everyone goes there, so the
pricesarejacked up. Two, the ships have to make adouble Jump to Paradise,
sincethere' stwo sunsof almost equal size, and the margin of hyperspaceerror
increasesdrasticdly. Justine hasjust the one big sun, Betelgeuse, and they don’t



advertise nearly as much as Paradise does. Besides, the galactic basketball
championshipisgoing to betherein afew weeks.”

Shelooked around thetable. “ So, what do you think?’

Allenlooked thoughtful. “I’ ve never seen aKelvodin person. That might be

Jeffrey snorted, “ You’ ve never seen a Granger or a Stranger either! What
doesthat haveto dowithit?l want to seethegame.”

Norman defended Allen. “The Kelvods are the only race we know of that
ever colonized another solar system without hyperspace or somekind of star
drive. They launched out of Kelv in nuclear-powered rocket ships. Those people
wereinthat shipfor four hundred yearsbeforethey found Justine.”

“That’snot right, son,” Mr. Dester disagreed. “ The Trayaks first colony ship
had no star drive either. But that’s not the point Aslong asit’sagood placeto
relax, and kick back, it soundsgood to me. What do you think, honey?’

“What'sthe gravity like?” wasthe only question Mrs. Dester asked.

“ Seventy-nine percent of Galactic Standard,” Destiny answered.

*

It was decided that the vacation woul d take place at theend of summer, right
before Destiny, Norman and | started back to school, and it would last two and a
half weeks. | found out from Destiny that since Justinewasafully self-sufficient
planet, they imported nothing, and exported mostly tourism. So, therewould be
severa wealthy banksthere, where we could trade in therest of our Colonial
Credits, and maybe even start afew accounts.

Sincel wasfifteenthen, | got awork permit. Thelady at the permit officewas
alittlehesitant to giveit to me; the under-agework permitsare supposed to befor
familieswith* hardships,” such ascolonia farmerswho aren't quite getting along.
| explained to her that | was bored, since school was out, and | didn’t have
anything to do. Having ajob might keep me out of trouble. | was about to call
Harry, when she went ahead and gave methe permit, explaining that minimum
wagewas|ower for underagekids. She said Persiphone’ s new minimum wage
wastwo newdollarsper hour, but it was 1.5nd per hour for me. | told her that was
okay; | just needed something to keep me busy.

| got ajob at Mike's New & Improved Supermarket on Third Street,
packaging groceries. Mike swasthefirst storein Tarkinto offer the service of
bagging groceriesfor customers, and hewanted it to go over right, hopingto bring
inmorebusiness. After one of the other bag-boys had trained mein thefineart of
putting acustomer’ sgroceriesin bags and taking themto the car, Mike himself
had atalk with me, in hisupstairsoffice.

“Philipp, I’ m curious. What do you need thisjob for?” Hewas puffingon a
big cigar, homegrown.

| told himthe samething I’ d told thelady at the permit office.

Helaughed. “ That'sgood enough, | guess. But | want you to know | won't
toleratelaziness. | know you' re the governor’s son and don’t really need the
money. Usualy, | liketo hire peoplewho really need the money, sothey’ll stick
around for awhileand do good work. If | catch you standing around, you'll be
gone, okay?When you' reon my time clock, | expect you to pretend likeyou
really need themoney.”

| never could pretend that | needed the money, but | did good work. By the
end of the summer, Mike had given mearaiseto two newdollars per hour, and |
waslearning how to build andfill thedisplaysat theend of thelongaides. When|



|eft thejob to go on vacation with the Desters, he promised mel could come back
towork, part-time, during the school year, if | wanted.

Yes, | know some people—even Destiny —thought it wasalittlemorbid for
metowork at the samelocation where my parents had met their death. Maybell
felt 1 wascloser to them that way, knowing that somewhere near thefront of the
store, a cleanup crew had wiped up my parents' remains. Sometimes, | even
fancied that afew of their moleculeswere hanging around the store, watching over
me.

Mogt of themoney that weweretransferring cross-planet went into Destiny’s
bags, dthough | carried about amillion of it. It wouldn’t look right if | brought as
many bagsasayoung woman —that’sonething that’s never changed, | guess.

Weleft both our stolen gunsand thedart gun buried in waterproof bagsinthe
mountains.

New Planet Spacelines was agreat way to go — the only way to go from
Persiphone, sincethe other spacelineshadn’t begunto moveinyet. Theshipwas
big, new, clean, and wdl equipped, which makesadifference. Evenwith hyperdrive,
it takesafew daysto get from one system to another, and it hel psthemorale of the
passengersif they’ reinanice ship. Werode out of the Hollis System enjoying the
company of the other young peopl e on thetrip and watching Persiphone shrink
from ahuge spherica sunto atiny dot of light, just beforewe Jumped. Of course,
I’d Jumped before, once on the Jeffriesfrom Tuf to Blabrow, and once onthe
Skelton from Astropolis |V to Persiphone. But | had been only fiveyearsold
then, and didn’t really remember it. | didn’t fedl athing when the spaceliner went
through hyperspace, although some people on board said they got alittlesick. |
wasup and eating afull meal afew minutesafter the Jump.

Wewatched Betelgeuse swell intheview screens, until we could see Justine.
Shewasindeed abeautiful planet. Thereweretwo main continents, one popul ated
mostly by Kelvodsand the other predominately human. By astroke of luck, the
ship’stime (Galactic Standard) was almost the same as Justine’smain city, so
therewas no time-lag upon our arrival, like there had been when we departed
fromTarkin.

Theagelawvswerevery loosein Carmenghia—Justing’ slargest city, aswere
quiteafew other regulations. Anyone older than sixteen could go anywhereand
do anything. Anyoneunder the age of sixteen had to be accompanied by someone
— anyone — over that age. The law wasn't strictly enforced, however. Any
establishment that served liquor merely decided for themsel veswhether or not a
certain patron wasolder than sixteen.

M odesty lawswere not what we were used to, since most colony planetsare
very conservative. At the spaceport, we immediately saw men wearing only
minuscul e shorts, and woman wearing the same, their upper bodiescovered only
inbody-paint or colorful adhesivematerial.

Mr. Dester did pretty much ashe had said hewould, and hiswifejoined him
besidethe hotel’ s pool almost every day. It wasthe one placethey could accept
thelack of clothing. Allen, Jeff, Destiny, Norman and | took onetour totheKevod
continent, New Kelvod. Thereanicefema eKevod gaveusatour of someof the
farming communities, and showed usthe exact spot wherethefirst Kelvod ship
had landed. Therewasamemorial plaquethere, astherewere on most planets,
commemorating thefirst touchdown. A perpetual hologram floating abovethe
memoria sight depicted thefirst ship’screw.



Back on the human continent, we saw risqué movies, swam nudeinthetame
ocean, gambl ed at the casinos, ate at nice restaurants, and watched some of the
basketball championship. Thetwo conference champions, onehailing fromMaze
andtheother from Turner’sPlanet, wereduking it out inanine-game seriesfor the
Gadactic Championship.

When Destiny’ sthree brothersall went to thefinal game, sheand | sneaked
off to downtown Carmenghia, to visit banks. We had decided to split our money
into severd different accounts, of dightly differingamounts. Feding dightly foolish,
| woreonly apair of shortsand comfortable, form-fitting dippers, while Destiny
woreathong and body-paint. At my insistence, she added coin-sized stickersto
her nipples. Still, | couldn’t help drooling over her, and noticed that many other
men gazed long at her suppleform.

“Howmuch?’ Thepretty girl behind the desk |ooked stupefied when Destiny
had mentioned depositing haf amillion newdoallars. She put ashocked hand to her
painted chest.

“Isthat too much?’ Destiny asked, while | looked around, acting bored.

“Oh, no,” thegirl replied. “Not at all. It'sjust that, well, it snot often wefind
people asyoung asyoursel veswith so much money. Wheredid you get al that?’

“Areyounew here?’ wasall Destiny said. “ Can | speak to your manager?’

“Well, there'sno reasonto do that. | think | can handlethetransaction. | was
just curious.”

Destiny looked at her and smiled. “I’m sorry, miss, | didn’t meanto berude.
Look, therearealot of casinosaround. A ot of wealthy peoplevisit your city, I'm
sure. My father owns Dester Mining Corporation fromtheHollis System. | would
just liketo deposit my money inyour bank, sincethere'sbeen sometroubleon
Persiphone. I’ m sure you’ ve heard. We had two banks robbed recently, and |
don’'t fed comfortable putting my money inthem.”

“Nol hadn’t heard,” theyoungwoman replied. “But it makesalot of sense. |
think you' Il be happy with our bank, ma am. Wedon't ask for any identification
when making deposits, and to withdraw, al you'’ [l need isthe codeword and
number. Doesthat sound all right?’

We repeated that scenario with only minor variationsat eight different banks,
depositing half amillion or so newdollarsin each one, cashingin our colonial
creditsfor themorecommon currency. Theonly problemsweraninto wasdeciding
what to do with Destiny’sempty bags. At first, weweregoing todropthemina
dumpster, but we el ected instead to buy new clotheswith some of the money we
had kept out for ourselves. Wefilled the bagswith our new purchases. | thanked
my lucky starsthat Destiny’s parentsweren’t snooping types.

| spent thelast two daysat theMirage Casino and Resort with Destiny, drinking
alittle, and gambling alot. That'swhen | decided never to gambleagain, unlessi
left most of my money at home. | had started with athousand newdollars, won
eighteen thousand, and | eft with about ten. Not ten thousand, you understand, just
TEN.

| used that ten to buy abox of new dartsfor our tranquilizer gun. I’ m not
against gambling on moral grounds. | think it’'safun and relaxing way to throw
away your money. But don’t count on getting rich. Don't leaveyour wifeand kids
hungry whileyou spend thelast of your life savingsat acasino. For some people,
it can become addictive, and destroy their lives. | prefer to bet only on things
wherel haveareasonable chance of winning.



Atleast whenyou bet onaball game, thereare only two possiblewinners. In
acasino, your oddsare much worse.

Ontheway back to Persiphone, in adifferent ship, Destiny and | metin one
corner of the ship’srecreation room, and brought up achessboard onthetable's
holographic surface. | knew just enough about the game to move the pieces
correctly, so | was content to loseto her whilewewent over the codewordsand
code numbersfor our eight accounts. | found that it was easy to remember dl the
numbers and words, but the hard part wasto associate the right word with the
right number.

Assoon as| was surewe had it down, she shoved the paperwork into the
trash can, and moved her queen. “ Checkmate.”

*

It was after the return Jump that we heard about the Sleebbs. The scout ship
McRay had been following apre-planned route from star to star, so it wasfairly
easy to retrace her path. The al-purpose cruiser Dragonius I had done so,
finding the McRay's remote beacon still pulsating inthe outer reaches of the last
system shevisited, later to be called the Iakola System. There, Dragonius||
fought aminor skirmishwith an alien vessal, and returned to Nubaseto report.

For theentiretripinto the Hollis System, al we saw onthe screenswerenews
reportsand discussions about theincident. One officer in the Tuf Space Patrol
said it wastimefor war, sinceavessel of humankind had been unnecessarily
provoked and had been forced to defend herself. A historian said hewasanxious
to study thisnew race, to seeif wehad finally discovered theracethat had chased
usoff our planet of origin. A Trayak politicianfrom New Earth scoffed at thisinhis
strangerendition of Galactic Standard.

“Thehuman race has compl aining been for dmost 500 yearsthat they chased
away from Terral were,” he said. “First, accused my peoplethey did, saying
crimina swerewe. Wethem fought for 90 years, thinking they werethe oneswho
attacked ushad. After thismisunderstanding, termed popularly * The War of the
Deadly Misunderstanding,” was resolved, should we not now wait before
conclusionswejump to? Why permit another raceindignitiesto suffer, without
first researching, and collection moreinformation?’

Anofficid fromthe Colonia Commission cautioned al viewersnot to get too
excited. “ Thisnew systemisalongway from here,” hesaid. “ The crew of the
McRay wasinthe business of cataloguing worldsfor distant future use. Humans
will not colonizemany of the suitable planetsfound by the McRay and her sister
scout shipsfor centuriesor more. All of these star systemsare hundreds of light
yearsfromthe nearest humanworld. Thereisno causefor darm.”

| wasn’t too worried about thewar that people said wascoming. | knew, of
course, that our militariesweremostly untested inred conflict, and that somerace
— possibly the Sleebbs — had devastated our race once before. We had only
recently passed the 10 billion-mark, which was barely more than the amount of
humansthat had been alive beforethe Exodusfrom Terra. But, for somereason,
that warlike race had not returned to our area of space. Some historians and
military “experts’ saidit wasbecausethey had expendedther entirefleet of warships
whenthey attacked thefirst time. Besides, | knew that the human race had already



survived that worst possible scenario, and | figured wewould survivethe next
one.

It seems like every so often anew problem arises, and weeds out alarge
portion of humanity. The Great Flood had come, according to Destiny’sBible.
Thenthelce Ages, according to science. A few centuries before humankind left
Terra, therewasahorrible plaguethat swept that world, killing millions. Composed
of maaria, smalpox, yellow fever, the bubonic plague, and others, the Plaguehad
devastated humankind, leaving scarson our history. Eachtime, thousandsor millions
died, leaving the human race smaller and morefit for the next struggle.

It wassimilar toacomputer gamel played once, a anarcadein Tarkin. | had
toplay throughthefirst levels, avoiding unknown pitfalsand enemies, whilelearning
how to usethe controls. If | survivedthat first level, | went onto the next, harder
level. Eachlevel allowsthe player to gain new weapons, suppliesand skillsthat
will helphiminthenextlevd.

If awar with the Sleebb peopleswasthenext “level” for thehuman race, then
| guessed wewereready. Many of usmight die, and someof our citiesmight get
destroyed, but wewould live on, and make something better of ourselves.

*

That fall (2515 GS), | entered the 11™ grade, and kept a part-time job at
Mike's Supermarket. Destiny kept her job with New Planet, and went back to
schooal, taking Advanced Self-Defense and Fighting Tactics, along with severa
bus ness classes, working toward her degree. Mr. Dester returned to the asteroid
belt, justintimetotake credit for anew lode of important mineras. Harry traveled
from city to city, meeting with town|leadersin Batesville, Helmston, Babcock, and
thenew town of Midway. Hetook mewith him on oneweekend trip to Basplace,
the new home of the Cyr Corporation’sHeadquarters.

At Basplace, the professionalism and the symmetry of everything there
impressed me. Every building was shaped differently, but they al fit thecity plan
perfectly. Thefarmswere marked off in perfect squares, the grasstrimmed very
short, the guard fences brand new, very high, and walked constantly by very
lethal-looking guards. Whilel wastouring—under guard—Harry met with Michagl
Hubbard Cyr, who waseasly therichest human dive.

| wasshown aluxury factory wherethe most expensive Cyr carswere built —
the limousines, the armored cars, the government official transport vehicles
(GOTVs).

They say that the Cyr Corporation was begun by one man, adistant ancestor
of Michael Hubbard Cyr. Legend (and some history) saysthat the samemanwho
started the Cyr Corporation had once been heroic fighter pilot for the Federation
Military Service, back during the Ninety-Year War, when wewerefighting the
Trayaksand Grangers.

| wasimpressed by therichnessof the place, and determined to someday rival
Cyrinwedlth.

Over winter break, Destiny and | robbed the only bank in Helmston, and the
tiny Savings & Loan in Babcock, the total from both banks netting less than
200,000nd. Wewore masks, gloves, and used our dart gun very effectively.

Harry set up aspecial policetask force to investigate the continued bank
robberies. Chief Donovan was asked to head up the task force, and rewards
wereoffered to anyonewho could help out significantly. Quiteafew peoplecame
forward, giving their accountsof therobberies, but the storieswered| so different
that no conclusive evidence could bedrawnfromitall.



Inthe spring of 2516, | turned sixteen, and wasgiven another raiseat Mike's
Supermarket. Destiny turned nineteen shortly theresfter, and stayed on with New
Planet Spacdlines. Jeff Dester sold theremaining haf of hisfarm, andjoined Allen
and their father in the asteroid belt. Norman got a part-timejob working in the
Tarkinofficefor hisdad'scompany. He cleaned the bathroom, mopped thefloors,
emptiedthetrash, cleaned theparkinglot, etc., but hisfather sgned hispaychecks,
and as soon as hewas eighteen, he planned on going into space.

Mr. Dester’scompany, along with four other brand new mining companies,
began to plan anew spacecity inthe asteroid belt, so thefamiliesof themining
crewscouldlivenearby. Mr. Dester hired awell-known architectural firmfrom
theolder worldsto design the station. He said hewanted the design to be similar
tothat of Nubase, in Tuf orbit, sincethat city had been built for expansion. He
didn’t want a space city that would soon become overcrowded and dirty, but
rather one onto which new additions could be built. Nubase was comprised of a
central sphere, with transport tubesrunning outward fromit, linking it to expansion
living spheres. New globular stations could in turn be added, in an outward-
growing group of massvemetd bals.

“Married? Married? What have you been snorting?’ Destiny looked at me
acrossthetable of our new favorite restaurant, Millicent’sDiner. “Don’t tell me
you' refeeling guilty about what we' vebeen doing?’

“No! No, Destiny. | don’t think I veever felt guilty about anything I’ ve done,
except hit that poor guard and hisboss over the headswith that pipe. | just thought
that’ swhat you might bethinking, and, well, I thought | would put it into wordsfor
you, now that I’m old enough.” | sipped from my dazzlewater.

“Oh.” Shegrinned. “1 wasworried that you were saying ‘ we' ve got to get
married, or it'sover.” Sinceyou put it that way, maybe | understand. We' ve been
together for two wholeyears, except for that little Donovan thing—" we both
grimaced “—and it’sall been great. | can’timagine another guy being better for
methan you, Philipp, evenif you arealittle dense sometimes.” She caressed my
hand on the tabl etop.

“Ahh! Truelove!” Weboth jerked upright, only to find our waiter standing
there, holding thecheck. “How wonderful,” hewent on, “to seetwo young lovebirds
making eyesat each other acrossthetable of aromantic diner. So, which one of
you getsthe check?’

| took thecheck, paid him, and waited while Destiny tipped him thefull amount
of the check, and then watched himwalk away. Thisbig-tipping policy wasmaking
usquitepopular at some of therestaurantsand theatersaround town, athough we
didn’t go out awholelot. Whenwedid walk in, though, wegot quick and friendly
sarvicefromthe staff. It'samazing how much better waiterswill treat their patrons,
if they’ rebeing paidwell for it.

Destiny returned to our subject of conversation. * Philipp, if you want to get
married, thenwait until I’ m donewith college, and you veturned eighteen. At that
point, if you still think that’stheright thingtodo, I'll doit. And I’ ll stay withyou
until wedie. | just think it'sunnecessary; | know youloveme, and you know | love
you. | mean, I’ ve never even seen you look at another girl. We' ve been together
sinceyouwereaskinny orphan and | wasstill devel oping breasts.”

“Anddevelopiscertainly what you' vedone, girlfriend.”

Sheranahand dowly down the curved front of her blouse, and winked at me.
“I’mnot theonly one, Philipp. Look at you. It'stoo bad they don’t haverugby on



Persiphoneyet. Or football. You d begreet. I' Il dwaysfed safewithyour strong
armsaround me.”

That reminded meof something she had been nagging meabout. “ Speaking of
my strong arms, you keep saying | need to takethat fighting classyou’rein. Do
youreally think | need to?’

“Yes. Philipp, dmost everyoneintheclassisfemale, but Il bet every single
one could takeyou down before you landed apunch.”

“Why would | want to punchagirl?’

“That’ sbesidethe point, Philipp. Remember what Billy didtome?’ | saw the
fireinher eyes, and nodded. “ 1t can never happen again, Philipp. I’ m ready now.
Inahand-to-hand fight, | canlick just about everyonel know, except my teacher,
and maybe oneother girl inmy class. But if someone of your sizeand strength
knew what | know, you’ d beindestructible. Just think about it.”

“Youredlly think anyoneof thosegirlscould take medown?’

“Youwannatry?’

| lay onmy face, gasping, about ten feet from Lt. Col. Jason Quivers, retired.
Rolling over onto my back, | looked up a him. “ That’s pretty neat. Show me
agan.”

“Areyou sure, Phil?’ The soft-spoken Quiversgave meahand, pulling meto
my feet. “That didn’t hurt?’

“It hurt, Sir. My father usedto say, ‘nopain, nogain.’ | reckon I’ vefound that
tobetrue. If it doesn't hurt alittle, then | haven'tlearned anything.” | swungat him
again, thistimefeinting first with one hand, then power-driving with the other.
When | regained my equilibrium, | noticed that | waslying on my face, gasping,
about ten feet from Quivers.

“Okay. I'll sgnup.”

School ended soon after that interview and | went back tofull-timeat Mike's,
mostly intheafternoonsand evenings, so | could takethe summer classestaught
by Colonel Quivers. Destiny took the classeswith me, asdid about ten other girls,
all of them repeat students.

Quiverstold usstoriesabout histimeasaninfantryman inthe Yurple Militia,
and later when hewas an instructor. Hetold us stories about bars, and nightclubs,
and dark alies, and al kinds of improbabl e situations. But the storiesbeganto
sound increasingly true asthe classwent on.

| sparred with Destiny (both of uswearing padsand helmets). | sparred with
theother girls, and with Quivers. | spent moretime on thefloor and nursing my
woundsthan anyone.

And Quiversclaimed to begoing easy onme.

| remember thefirst timel actudly landed apunch on him. Therewastheloud
Thump of my fist damminginto hishead, and asharp gasp fromthegirlsinthe
room. Colonel Quiversrolled backward and landed on hisfeet, facing me, with
hisguard up.

“All right,” he said, without even breathing heavily, “1 guessit'stimeto get
toughonyou.” And hedid. It wasanother threeweeksbeforel hit himagain. That
time hewasout cold. Fromthenon, | never hit him again. It wasn’t because|
didn’t try to; he never let me. | fell moretimesin the remaining two weeks of



summer than | had inthewholetimel waslearningtowalk asaninfant. | landed
on my rump, on my head, on my back, on my chest, on chairs, on other people.
And| started to learn how tofall asQuiversdid, rolling back to my feet.

After that timel knocked him out cold, hewouldn’t et me spar with thegirls
anymore, although Destiny and | would sometimesplay at itinour sparetime.
Usudly, wejust practiced holdsand throws, but every now and thenweredlly got
intoit. Onetime, shelanded anice shiner onme, and | fell tomy back, feeling for
blood or broken bones. Shelanded on top of me, kissing my face, and holding
me.

“Oh, Philipp! I'm so sorry. Here, move your hands, baby, let mekissit.” |
think the best sparring partner istheonewhowill kissit and makeit better after
they’ vegivenittoyougood. Especidly if that partner isDestiny.

Onthelast day of class, Quiverspulled meto oneside, and spokeinalow
voice. “Philipp, I’ ve enjoyed working with you thissummer. You' ve shown me
that | need to brush up on afew things, and that I’ m starting to get old. Inthis
business, youth and speed will eventua ly overcomeageand experience, especidly
whentheyouthisquickly gaining experience.” He put ahand on my shoulder. “|
know you’ vegot tofinish up high school, and dl that, but | hopeyou' Il try tofind
sometimetowork withmeintheevenings. | seealot of potential inyou, and |
haven't had enough timeto giveyou very much persond ingructioninjust thisone
ummer.”

He waved his hand around the room. “In just three months time, you’ ve
absorbed more punishment than these girlscould possibly take. When you started,
anyone of them could take you down at any time, but now the situation’sbeen
reversed with most of them. How would you liketo learn somemoremartia arts?
LikeAikido, karate, taekwondo, and such like. Thisjudo stuff will keep you safe
onthedtreet, frommuggersand so on. But | canteachyou alot of offensivethings
that may really comein handy, aslong asyou don’t get careless.”

“I think I'dlikethat, Sir.”

Hegave me hispersonal phone number, and told meto call him any evening
during the school year, and hewould meet mefor personal instruction, free of
charge. | got thefedling that while he had become quite popular on the campus, he
wasalittlelonely, and waslooking for amalefriend. | thanked him, and entered
onelast sparring sessionwith him. Thegirlsgathered around, and watched him
throw me around for awhile. When we finally ended in astalemate, they al
applauded, and Destiny kissed mefull onthe mouth oncel got untangled from
Colond Quivers.

All of asudden, | was preparing to enter my last year of high school. Mike
(my boss) gaveall hishigh school kidsthat |ast weekend off, asaspecial favor,
and | didwhat | do best. Destiny and | robbed another bank. Our sixth, if you
count that reaching-over-the-counter thing when | wasthirteen. Thistime, wedid
itin Tarkin, inbroad daylight.

Theweekend before, Destiny had dyed her hair black, colored her eyesbrown
and worn very nondescript clothes. She had taken the public busto Batesville—
they wererunning two or threetimes every weekend then—and shopped around,
looking for aused car. She had paid cash for a20-year old Cyr farm truck, and
then driven around to various hardware stores, buying abox of ammo at each,
and afew boxesof tranquilizer darts.



For her trouble, | had promised her 60 percent on our next take. Shefrowned
at the suggestion. “Philipp, we haven't really kept track of how much money is
mine, and how muchisyours, havewe?’

“Well, we' veaways counted and divided after each take, baby.”

“Right, but we' veaways put the money in the same place, and we both have
al theaccount information on Justine, right?”

“Yeah...” | wasn't sure where she was going withit. Maybe | wasalittle
dense. “ And we' re planning on spending our livestogether, right?1 mean, thelast
timewetalked, you were saying something about abig farm onanew planet...”

“Yegh.”

“So don't worry about the percentages, and who getswhat. It's al ours,
okay?’

“Okay. Sorry, baby, | wasn't thinking.”

“Just be sureyou start thinking whenwe' reinthemiddle of theaction.”

*

We hit the biggest bank in Tarkin, at high noon on Saturday. Four armed
guards, eight cameras, alobby full of customers, and alot of money. Just around
the corner, out of sight of the street, we put on our glovesand masks, and loaded
our guns. Destiny carried her littledart gun, and | had thetwo Jenkins & Wesson
45 automaticsstuffed in my belt. Four loaded clipsfilled my back pockets, for a
total of 90 bullets, if you count the onesalready intheguns.

“Let’'sgo,” | sad.

We came around the corner, and hurried to thefront door. Comingin, | pulled
out my two gunsand hollered, “ Everybody, GET DOWN! Thisisaraobbery!”

Some of the customers started dropping to the floor, while employeesand
guardswent wild. Degtiny started dropping them likeflieswith her dart gun. | fired
two shotsinto the ceiling, to let everyoneknow that dartsweren’t the only things
flyingthroughtheair.

That’stheonly thing that saved us. Oneguard had hisgunin hishand, but once
herealized that | waswilling tofire, hedropped it. Destiny started taping up the
downed guardsand someof theemployeeswhilel had oneof thefema e customers
put al of theguards gunsinto acanvashbag.

When shewasdone. | handed the bag to Destiny, and pointed my big gunsat
oneof thetellers. “Where' sthemanager!” Sheprompitly fainted.

Another teller pointed to therest rooms. | dmost gaveup. | couldjust picture
themanager sitting on the pot, calling the police on his personal phone. I handed
oneof thered gunsto Destiny, saying, “ Sandy, I’'m goingin. Watch the door.”

Shenodded, her new red hair dangling purposefully out from under the back
of her mask. Asl headed for therestroom, | heard her ordering the same customer
| had used with thegunsto art taping up dl of themae customersand employees.
| stepped into therest room.

Just as| had feared, the manager was standing there hol ding his phone, talking
quietly. I raised my gunto hishead; hedropped the phone. | pointed thegun down
and shot the phone, splintering it into hundreds of tiny plastic pieces. “ Get out
thereand open that vault, before your face startsto look likethat phone.”

Hegot. Destiny kept her lady servant busy taping up dl thecustomers, shouting,
“Tighter! If you can’t getit any tighter than that, and hegetsout. I’ m going to have
to shoot him! You don’t want that, do you? Then tape himtighter!”

| took the manager to thevault, which he opened quickly. | heldtheguntohis
head while he dumped stacksof billsinto bags | handed him.



| followed him out into thelobby, letting him carry thefour bags. Then| heard
thedrens. “ Sandy! Let’sget out of here!”

She peeked out thedoor. “Oh my god, Karl! They’ recoming!”

Themanager picked that moment to drop the bags. “ Pick them up, scum!” |
pressed thebarrel of my guninto histemple, and grabbed him by thethroat with
my other hand, still standing behind him. “Walk!” | used the bulk of my body to
push him toward the door. Destiny took my cue, and grabbed her woman servant
—theonly other person left untaped —and got behind her.

When | stepped out of thedoor, police carswerewhizzing to astop infront of
the bank.

| took thegun away fromthemanager’ stempleandfiredinthegenerd direction
of the cars, heading toward the corner, wal king backward, pulling my hostagein
front of me. Destiny pulled her hostagea ong inthe samefashion.

Thepolicewere pulling their wegpons, and shouting. | heard Chief Donovan's
voiceover themall, “Hold your fire! Watch the hostages!” Hewasdrawing his
own weapon.

| fired several moreshotsintheir generd direction, not aiming at any of them,
and Destiny did the same. | heard our slugs hitting their cars, and ricocheting
wildly. | whispered loudly into my hostage' sear, “ Stay with me, and don’t drop
thosebags, or you' regoingto getit.”

Donovan yelled through hismegaphone, “ Don’t go any further! If you lay
down your weapons now, and let the hostages go, it’ Il go easier onyou in court!
Don'ttry tofight thisout. You' resurrounded!”

| didn’t hear any sirensbehind me, but | looked anyway. It wasagood thing
| did, becausetwo copswere coming up thealley downwhich | intendedtogo. |
fired three shotsin their direction, and then my sidelocked open. | dropped the
empty clip, and whipped another onein before my hostage could escape. But the
two cops had taken cover. | turned the corner and flattened my back against the
wall, keeping the bank manager infront of me. | heard Destiny firing shotstoward
the police as she made her way toward the corner. | wastrying to count her shots,
knowingthat | wascarryingal the spareclips.

| could seethe barrel of agun protruding over anair conditioning unitinthe
aley, where one of the copshad taken cover. Then | saw theblood. And the other
coplyinginthedley. | firedblindly & theair conditioner, until it suddenly exploded,
throwing theman behinditinto thewal, and tumbling him onto theground. | threw
the bank manager to the ground and grabbed the bags, stuffing all four handles
intomy left hand. “ Stay down!” | shouted to him, and fired up thedley toward the
copsinthestreet.

Destiny came around the corner, literally dragging her hostage with her; |
noticed that the dide on her gun wasopen. Asshedrew near, | did anextraclip
into her gun. She pressed the slide rel ease switch, and resumed firing. Police
officersweremoving into position at the corner we had just come around.

When we got to the next corner, at the back of the bank, shelet her hostage
go, andweranfor it, occasiondly firing behind us. Weturned severd corners, ran
across another main boulevard, and down another alley. It seemed that the city
wasfull of sirens, and we could hear the copson foot behind us.

Aswewent around thelast corner, where the getaway car was, | whispered,
“Stick withthe plan!” and stayed at the corner, keeping our tailsat bay. Bits of
brick were chipping away above my head asthey returned my fire. Destiny ranto
thecar, set the controls, and hopped into the dumpster next to it, keeping the door
held open.



| fired two last shotstoward the cops, and sprinted toward the dumpster. Just
beforel hoppedin, | vaguely noticed the new car we had bought take off down
thedtreet, running onautomatic pilot. | didintothedumpster, pulling themoneybags
behind me. Destiny et thelid come down.

We sat therein the trash bin, ignoring the stench, trying not to breathe too
loudly, and listening to the cops run around the corner firing at therear of our car.
They ran ondown the street, shouting loudly into their policeradios, and soonwe
heard srensgoby. It got redlly quiet onour dley, andredly startedto sink insde
thedumpster.

Destiny dug around in the dark, and found the airtight bag she had stashed
thereearlier. We pulled out two water bottlesand two sandwiches, and commenced
eatinginsilence. | kept watch through acouple of holesin thedumpster’ssides,
and we stayed thereuntil dark. We ate another sandwich each, till insilence, and
still wearing our gloves. We made sure all the trash from our sandwichesand
drinksweretucked deep under therest of the putrid refuge, then got out.

Therewasno sign of the police. We guessed that they had found the empty
car by now, and knew that we weren't in it. But they would have no way of
knowing that wewerenever init. Surely, they would assumethat we had jumped
out along theway. Destiny hadn’t given her real nameto the man fromwhom she
had bought the car, and she hadn’t taken the troubl e of getting thetitle changed
over, or buyinginsurance. Therewasnotrail leadingittous.

Two streetsover, wefound her personal car where she' dleft it, gotin, and
droveinto the country. On adeserted riverbank, we burned the clotheswe had
worn during therobbery, along with the masks, the gloves, and the moneybags,
after wetransferred themoney into new bags. | helped Destiny wash thetemporary
red dyeout of her hair, and re-dyeit ascloseto her natural color aswe could. We
tended thefireuntil | was surethat nothing remained. The ashes, | dropped into
the stream, and then | washed my hands. We put the new moneybagsin her car,
just behind the seats, under afew sweaters, and went home.

*

| started the 12" gradetwo dayslater. Destiny started her third year of college
afew daysafter that, still working for New Planet. | stayed on at Mike's, working
about fifteen hoursaweek. It wasmy first day back at school when | heard that
Police Chief William Donovan had been killed in ashoot-out after abank robbery
inTarkin. | kept my composurewhilein school, and then cried | ater, inmy bedroom
inthegovernor’smansion. Destiny came over and consoled me, intheway that
only awoman can consoleaman.

| wasn't crying for Chief Donovan. | figured any man that could spawn and
raisearapist sonwasn't worth much. | wascrying for myself. | had killed aman.
| hadn’t intended to, either. | had only been shooting in thegeneral direction of the
policecars, trying to ensure our escape. | could seemy dad, inmy mind’'seye,
shaking hishead sadly.

That takewasjust over 4 million newdollars, themost wetook for alongtime
to come. Infact, it wasthe most we could possibly take, unlesswe started taking
bigger bills, or carrying morebags, or taking someone el seinto our confidence.
Later inmy criminal career, | had someother career criminalstell methat two
peopleisonetoo many. I’ ve had others say that acrew of four would have been



better for some of our jobs: moregunsand morearms. | think twoisthe perfect
number; one aloneleavesno oneto watch your back. Extrapeople meansextra
leaks and more thingsthat can go wrong. It also means smaller shares of the

money.

Six.

Beforel moveonwiththesememoirsand writeabout my lifeafter Persiphone,
therearejust afew morethingsl!’ dliketo say about my lifethere. Onethingisthat
Persiphoneis perhapsthe most beautiful planet | have ever been on, all things
considered. Theclimate, wesather, gravity, soil fertility, education, geography —
everything. I’ ve never been on another planet quitelikeit. | guesseveryonefedls
that way about “Home,” but think about it. Out of thefew hundred planetsoccupied
by humanity, only asmall percentageisascloseto” Terrannormd” asisPerdphone.

During the next eighteen months, Persiphone’ s popul ation continued to grow
rapidly, passing the 600,000 mark beforel left her. Almost duesouth of Batesville,
inthe equatorial region of the continent Vertiga, anew farming community/city
gpranginto being, called Ekwado (* EK-wah-doh”). Also near the equator, onthe
main continent of Alana, Kleenair began to grow into apowerful resort city inits
own right. The previoudy unoccupied continent Lichten sprouted itsown city —
the center of amining community —caled Kracota (“ kruh-SOH-tuh,” apparently
fromtheword “beauty” in some obscure Terran language.) Basplace brought in
the most people during that time, asthe Cyr Corporation continued to moveits
headquartersthere. Michagl Cyr wasnow said to beliving onamillion-acreranch,
ina49,000 square-foot home, most of which was underground and nuke proof.

Harry continued on as Governor of the planet, seeing me only occasionaly,
except when hetook mewith him on awinter vacation to Kleenair. Hehad gained
quiteabit of experienceintherunning of planetary governments, during hisyears
with the Colonial Commission, and he gppliedit wisely to Persiphone. Whenever
the Planetary Legidature put up afight on something, Harry just suggested putting
thematter to aplanetary vote. Almost every time, the populationvotedinHarry's
favor. After awhile, thelegidature grew more cooperative. He handily proved to
the peoplethat they werethe bosses, not some stuffed shirt fat catsin the capitol.

During thewinter break of 2486, Destiny drovethegetaway car whilel single-
handedly robbed the only bank in Midway, the only town on the continent of
Troller. We got about 100,000 newdollars, not even apimple onthe body of oot
we already had. That was our seventh bank robbery and our last until we left
Persiphone.

During my senior year of high school, | worked at Mike' sabout four daysa
week, and worked out with Lt. Colond Jason Quivers(retired) two daysaweek.
Sometimeswe met at thegym and sometimeswe met inthewild country outside
of town. Hetold meto start calling him Jason, sincel wasamost grown. That only
confirmed my previoussuspicion, that hewasonly giving methepersond training
because of asubconsciousdesirefor afriend. And that wasfinewithme. Theonly
other friend | had was Norman Dester, and thetwo of ushad grown apart sincel
had moved into town.

Jason and | continued sparring and practicing judo moves, just for warm up,
then he began to teach me moreefficient attacking moves, and waysto turn defense



into offense. | picked up alot of Aikido, karate, and other ancient fighting arts. He
showed mehow to fight with the quarterstaff, with asword, with aknife and how
to fight barehanded against someonewho carried such weapons.

| learned that the unarmed man always has the advantage— unlessyou're
talking about |ong-range snipers, or nuclear war. But evenif my opponent had a
pistol, I couldwin; Jason provedittome. | fired tranquilizer dartsat him, starting
at twenty yards, and | never hit him; he got my gun away from meand had me
pinned ontheground before| could firethelast dart.

Then he set up targetsand showed me how to fireapistol theright way. He
taught me how to make areal silencer for a pistol, how to make a makeshift
silencer for any gun, how to shoot ariflewith ascope from long range, how to
handle an automatic weapon, and how to correctly operate a hand blaster.
Automatic wegponsand hand blastersareillegd for civilianson most planets, but
he had them, nonethel ess. Jason was atrue believer intherights of individual
citizens, havingbeenraisedon Yurple,

Many times, if she could work around her job and school, Destiny came out
into thefield with usand merely watched approvingly, likeamother watchesher
son pull out achair for alady. She saw more possible future applicationsfor my
new skillsthan | could possibly imagine.

| wasjust enjoying myself, while shewas seeing our next scorein her mind.
Shedidjoininfromtimeto time, asking aquick question, or wantingtotry a
certain move. Shelearned alot faster than | did, and Jason said women werelike
that.

“Thewoman isthe highest animal onthefood chain,” he said to me once,
when Destiny wasn't there. “1t'sthe highest mark that human evol ution has ever
achieved.”

“How doyou mean?’ | asked.

“They’ resmarter, faster, stronger. They can stand more pain or gravity than
you or me. That’swhy most fighter pilotsarewomen now. Infact, most spaceship
pilotsarewomen. Also, they havetricksthat you and | will never have. You know
what | mean, Philipp. I’ veseen you stareinto Destiny’ seyes, and inthosemoments,
you' djump off acliff if you thought that’ swhat shereally wanted youto do. “

| nodded, understanding. “ But you said they’ re stronger, Jason. That’sone
thing| don’t get.”

“I mean by weight, pound for pound. And by capability. If you ever runintoa
woman who welghswhat you do, and has been trained exactly the sameasyou,
the oddsareten to onethat she can lift more than you. And probably run farther,
too. Of course, I’'m speaking of averageshere; thereare exceptionsto every rule.
I’m just saying: In combat, never underestimate the power of awoman. My
instructor on Yurplewasawoman.”

| changed the subject alittle, or so | thought. “ So, why did you ever leavea
great planet like Yurpleto comeout here?’

“I fel inlovewithmy ingtructor,” helaughed, showing thewrinklesaround his
eyes.

“Wegot found out. On Yurple, although many of thelawsareliberal, militia
membersare not allowed to beinvolved with each other. We got dishonorable
dischargesfromthe Militia, and lifewas never the same after that. Shewent to
Wederr, and | came here.”

| fell into slencethen, thinking about the power of awoman. | couldn’timagine
my Destiny ever being the cause of my life'sruin. Later, | remembered how
devastated | had been when sheleft methefirst time, for Billy Donovan. | reflected
that if Billy had not been anidiot, hewould probably still have her today.



It caused alittletir at the high school when | took Destiny Dester to my senior
prom; shewasby far themost beautiful girl intheroom, although Norman'sgirl-
of-the-day wasn't too bad either. M ore than one student approached her for a
dance; shepolitely turned dl of them down. That wasone of the happiest nightsof
my life: | had Destiny, | wasthe Governor’sson, | waspart of thefirst crop of true
Persiphone students, and | was secretly very, very rich.

*

When | graduated from high school, early in the summer of 2487, Norman
Dester and |, along with afew other students, received special honors. Wewere
thefirst people ever to graduate from a Persiphone public school, after having
completed every gradein aPersiphone public school. All the studentsbefore us
had attended at |east one year of school on some other planet. | had started
school immediately after arriving there, ashad Norman and afew others. It wasa
signthat our planet’ s popul ation was putting down roots, becoming an established
world.

Thehigh school band played some specia songsfor us, commemorating our
“achievement,” and Governor Howard Wingate Bates |11 (my adopted father)
madeashort but rega speech about thehistorica senseof it al. Hea so mentioned
that in afew years, there would be students graduating who had been born on
Persiphone, true natives of the New World. He said that’swhen aplanetisno
longer anew world, acolony world, but afully devel oped world—whenthereare
adult citizensliving there, who can claim that planet asabirthplace.

Thereweretearsin severa eyes; | know | cried. There, inthemiddle of the
graduation ceremony, | felt my father’shand on my shoulder, and my mother’s
armaround my waist. | wasglad they had decided to cometo Persiphone. If | had
stayed on Tuf, my graduation would have been just another ceremony.

*

Thevery next day after graduation, | waspromoted to “ head dry goodsclerk”
at thestore, which meant | wasin chargeof al the stockersat Mike's, during the
daytimehours. And | was second only to the Dry Goods Manager, who worked
pretty much whatever hours he wanted. | made 2.7 newdollars per hour, and
worked about fifty hoursaweek, al that summer, even helping Miketo open his
second store, in Midway. That meant | was making about 150nd per week, most
of which went back into my savings account (the onel had opened with only
ccl00, accompanied by Destiny, all thoseyearsago.)

Destiny worked her way upin New Planet Spacdlines, which asoranashuttle
servicetothe other citieson the planet.

While Destiny entered her fourth year of college, | kept working for Mike—
onthevery location wheremy parentshad died; | guessin away, it mademefed
closeto them—and training with Jason.

Jason said therewas definitely awar coming on; since negotiationswith the
Sleebb peopleweren’t coming along well. He said that both human and Trayak
historianswere now in agreement that the Sleebbswereindeed the onesthat had
attacked and sacked both races' planets, around five centuriesago, and that it
caledfor retribution.



| didn’t really seethepoint. | knew they had sacked Old Home Terra—that’'s
what history says, | wasn't there. And | knew that they had supposedly bombed
Tuf until the Trayaks had been forced underground. But that had all beenfive
hundred years ago. So much had happened since then, and we had grown so
much. Infact, we should be thanking them for forcing us off the planet.

For those of youwho arenot up to date on your ancient history, let mefill you
in. According to Millal Ba—the great and legendary |eader who had rescued a
few million peoplefrom Terra—in hisautobiography, Terrahad been attacked by
unknown aliensafew years before the Exodus. The Forces Under Zarcon had
fought them off —barely. Inthefew yearsbefore the next attack, thewreckage of
one of theaien shipshad been studied by FUZ scientists. Soon, the secret of the
diens sar drivehad been discovered, and new hyperdriveunitshad beeningalled
inevery FUZ ship. That had been shortly after theend of the 20" century.

Then, thedienshad returned, en masse. They had devastatingly bombed and
effectively destroyed the surface of Terra. Because of theforesight and brilliant
leadership of Millal Ba—which hedeniedin hisbook, afew million humanswere
rescued, and escaped the system. It took ninety years of war with the Trayaks,
Grangers, and Strangersto figure out that we werefighting raceswho had al'so
been devastated by invading aliens. | guessyou could say that humanity’smain
god for thelast five hundred yearshas been to find out who those dienswere, and
wherethey camefrom.

If those alienshad not attacked usat all, we would not have the hyperdrive
that makes our spacetravel so easy now. Humanswould still be mostly confined
to the crowded, polluted and used-up surface of Terra. Of course, FUZ had sent
out afew interstellar ships, powered by aprimitiveform of thegravitic drivewe
use now, but those shipswould havetaken afew dozen yearsto cover the mighty
distance between even the closest stars.

Andif thealienshad not attacked the second time, compl etely wrecking the
corrupt governmentsof Old Home Terra, thealmost Utopian societiesin which
wenow lived would have never existed.

Surely, five hundred yearsislong enough for araceto get over agrudge.

*

“Arethey going to draft me, like they drafted those kids back during the
Ninety Year War?’ | asked Jason.

“Oh, | doubt it, Phil,” heanswered, looking into the sky. “ Back then, there
weren'’ t enough humansto hold down al the planetswe occupied, and wewere
fighting for our lives, athough alot of it was based on amisunderstanding. But
now, thereareten billion humans, abillion each of the Trayaks, Grangersand
Strangers, and almost two billion Kelvods, all somewhat warlikeraces, intheir
own way, and two of which claim direct contact with the Sleebbs.”

Hehefted thesniper riflein hisarmslovingly. “Withthehumansand the Trayaks
leading the way, and the Strangers acting asamedical corps, and supply lines
fromthe Grangersand Kelvods—at least that’stheway |’ d set it up—wewould
probably winfairly easily. Especially sincethe Sleebbsdon’t know how many
planetswe occupy now. We got the hyperdrive from them, you know. From one
of their abandoned shipsin Terra'ssolar system.

“Toanswer your question, | think therewould be enough volunteerstowin. |
know I’ Il volunteer. You could too, you know, and haveyour pick of assignments,
withwhat I’ vetaught you.”



| decided that | might participate, but only becausethe Sleebbshad attacked
the scout ship McRay, not because of some centuries-old feding of needing revenge.
But | didn’t really want to. The Sleebbsweren't attacking our worlds, now, were
they?

After that discussion, Jason kept training mein al kinds of fighting tactics,
aongwith new thingsheremembered from histrainingon Yurple. | learned how to
makesaverd different kindsof wildernessshdters, fashion wegponsfrom primitive
materials, make abulletproof vest from itemsfound in clothing and hardware
stores, and properly kill, clean and cook alot of small animasandfish.

Oneday | saidtohim, “If youknow al thisstuff, you could probably colonize
aplanet by yourself. Youwouldn’t need anyone' shelp, or any big shipmentsfrom
somehomebase.”

Helaughed, and it quickly turned into aguffaw. He dlapped me on the back,
pretty hard. “Well, yeah, except for onething. There’'sonething | really don't
know how to do.”

When | looked a himwith abig question mark on my face, helaughed heartily
again. “Philipp, you haveto have women to colonize aplanet. Theonething |
don’'t know how to doishave descendantsby myself. That’sonething you have
to havewomenfor. | told you, they’ re better thanweare. Andit' sthewomenwho
usualy want thecities, and restaurants, and video, and all that Stuff, at least at firdt.
I’ d be happy on aplanet with just afew guyslike us, who know how to shoot, and
take careof ourselves. But whenwedied, it would all be over. Wewouldn't have
any descendantsto passour knowledgeonto.”

Helooked mestraight inthe eyethen. “ You hang on to that jewel of awoman
you' vegot there, Phil. You' Il go placeswith her. She' ssmarter than most women,
harder working than most men, and a better fighter than most people | know.
Besidesthat, when you wake up inthemorning, you' Il have something pretty to
look at. That’simportant, too. Yeah, you hang on to that one.”

| looked at him, straight back intheeye. “1 have every intention of hanging
onto her.”

Intheearly part of 2488 (Galactic Standard), | turned 18, and Harry reluctantly
gave me all my papers. He had my birth certificate, colonization records,
immunization records, and others. Hesaid | could stay onwith him, if | wanted to,
until | found something better. | did stay therealittlewhile.

Then Destiny turned 21, and graduated from Tarkin University withadegree
inbusiness. That degree gave her asignificant raisewith New Planet, and she
beganto have offersto transfer out to abigger office on amore popul ated planet.

| talked about these offerswith her, sincel wasreluctant to leave Persiphone.
Shedisagreed.

“Philipp, you knucklehead,” she chided me. “How arewe supposed to rob
more banks, if we're stuck on this planet? We' Il have to move somewhere,
eventualy, if we' regoing to spend any of it, you know. Too many peopleknow us
here. If we're on aplanet where no one knowswho we are, we can buy anice
house, nice cars, expensiveclothes, or whatever wewant. We could even get that
farm, on an empty planet, that you keep talking about.”



Again, | hadto agreethat shewasright —I wasjust too slow. | guessl’mone
of thosemenwhowill never figure anything on hisown. When it comesto thenuts
and bolts of some particular thing, | can beagenius. | can plan aperfect bank
robbery, build an a-grav unit from scratch, or runabusi nesswith theledger books
intheblack. I think they call that “tactica thinking.” What | can’t doisseethe“big
picture,” sometimes. | get locked into one modeof thinking and stay there. Destiny
can’'t build—or even repair —an a-grav unit, or run abusinesswithout help, but
she can see how the businesses, the bank robberies, the a-grav machines, and
everything e sefitstogether, in onegiant economic plan.

When Destiny thinksof the Seebbs, for instance, shedoesn’t seethem asthe
racethat attacked the McRay;, or the beingswho sacked Terrafivehundred years
ago. Shewondersabout their culture, their political organizations, and their level
of technologica development.

Infact, she should bethe onewriting thisaccount. | could just give her the
factsof my lifebeforel met her, and some dates and places, and she could wrap
ital up. 1 seemy lifeasaseriesof events, while she seesmy wholelifeasone
thread in the giant fabric of spacetime.

Atleast, | think so. All I know isthat she seesmorethan | do when shelooks
at something. That’show shebeats meat chess, amost every time.

*

Norman Dester shipped out to join hisfather and older brothers. Mrs. Dester
went with him, since some of theliving quarters had been finished on the new
spacecity, Habdes|, and shedidn’t liketheideaof living without her husband for
such along period of time. That |eft Destiny alonewith her houseand small plot.

With Mr. Dester’spermission, | moved in with Destiny that summer. Even
though hewasavery religiousand mora man, hewasstill understanding. | think
heknew that Destiny and | had been d eeping together, athough the subject was
never mentioned. He had never had abad word to say to me, and in fact had
written quiteaniceletter of referenceto Mike, when | first started working at the
supermarket. Destiny and | werebothworking full time, wekept the houseclean,
and we tended to the garden. Occasionally we invited Harry and hisfiancee
(Marianne Waters, the mayor of Helmston) over for dinner. About once aweek,
Jason Quiversvisited us, with Deneen, the girl hewasdating—oneof Destiny’s
classmatesfrom Tarkin U.

Jason, Deneen, Destiny and | continued to spar, to hunt, and to speak
philosophically about war, colonization, women, and other things. Thefour of us
went of afew double datesand afew camp-outsin Persiphone’ swild country.
Deneenwasaquiet young woman who obvioudy loved Jason very much. | think
hewasfinally starting to get over hislast lost love. | hoped so—1 wasstartingto
know too many peoplewho couldn’t maketheir relationshipswork. Harry: divorced
twice. Jason: never married, but separated from hislover on Yurple. Mike (my
boss): till married, but not happily.

It was good to see some of them hitting astreak of good luck for once.

*

Oneday, when Destiny and | werelyinginbed inthe cool of the evening,
letting the night’ sbreeze ruffle the curtai ns, she brought up the subject we had | eft
alonefor nearly two years. “ Remember when you talked about marriage, Phil?’



Her head was nestled comfortably on my shoulder, and | could fedl her eyelashes
movewhen sheblinked.

“Yes, my dear. | remember. You said that when you graduated, and | was
eighteen, if | fill thought it wastheright thing to do, youwould marry me.”

“Well, you' reeighteen now, and I’ vegraduated.”

“Soyou'reaskingif | fill want to get married?’ | looked down at her beautiful
greeneyes, looking up at me.

“No. I’m proposing. Will you marry me, Philipp Kaplan Bates? Because|
wantto.”

Very gently, | moved enough so that | could kissher softly onthelips. “Yes.
You have dwaysbeen my Destiny, my Fate, and | will follow whereyou lead.
When?’

“Ah. Not now. Not here. | mean after we leave Persiphone.”

“Still *yes, dear. When areweleaving?’

Yes, | till wanted to stay on Persiphone. | wasn't sure | could adjust to any
other world. But | decided that | could put upwithfrigid wintersor desert summers,
high gravity or no gravity, hundred-hour daysor ten-hour days, crowded city or
empty planet —or any other conceivablecondition, if it meant that Destiny would
beby my side.

We stayed on Persiphonefor therest of the summer, long enough to be best
man and bridesmaid at Jason and Deneen’ swedding. Wewould have attended
Harry and Marianne' swedding, but they had decided to put that off for awhile,
sincethey wereboth gill in office, indifferent cities. | turned down Mike soffer of
promotion (he needed anew Dry Goods manager, since his present onewent to
manage histhird store, in Batesville), tellinghim 1’ dlook himupif | ever came
back. | aso reminded him that my parents had died somewhere between register
4 andregister 7, near thekids' candy stand. | made him promise never toforget.

Mike shook my hand, looking alittlemisty-eyed, for once. “Well, Philipp,” he
sad, “if | can’tlureyouinto staying with apromotion, then | guess| can'tlureyou
atal. Butl know you'll dowel wherever yougo. Andif you ever need areference,
look meup. Thanksfor al your hard work.”

| just nodded, alittleemotiona mysalf.

Destiny accepted apromotion from New Planet Spacelines, togo to Junxle,
one of the seven oldest worlds. We sent aletter to her parents afew minutes
beforewe boarded our ship, all of our hoarded money and weaponsin her bags.

*

Eventhough Junxleisoneof the oldest colonized worlds, her rotationd period
was nearly sixty hours, so she had never been heavily colonized, athough the
climatewasfair totropical. Thefact that Junxlewas so old meant that Junxle's
government was stricter than those | was used to (Persiphone and Justine) were.
Thefact that shewas not too heavily popul ated meant that shewasnot nearly as
strict asthose of Tuf or Turner’s Planet — somewhere on the middle ground, as
governments go. | had to have apassport (I had never had an 1D before, except
my birth certificate, from Tuf), but that wasjust for the sake of customs. Upon
arriving, after two Jumps, my bagswere run through ascanner, but not opened.
Destiny’s bags were not checked at all. The man at the Customs Desk asked
merdly, “ Do you have anythingto declare?’ after looking casudly at my passport.

“No, sr. Unlessmy girlfriendisclassified asa‘ planetary treasure’ from back
home.” | pointed her out, standing near the New Planet desk.



Hewinked at me. “Maybeyou' ve got something there, son. Stay closeto her,
though; there’ salot of rough typesaround here.” He stamped the passport and
weleft the spaceport for our hotel.

Thecity of Farlaya, Junxle, was quite achangefrom Tarkin. Whenyou're
used toawhole planet having lessthan amillion people, onecity with .5million
can be quiteashock. Sincemy toddler-hood, | had never seen abuilding higher
thanfour or fivestories. Therewereat least tenin Farlayahigher than ahundred
stories, sprouting up into the sky, asif defying gravity to pull them back down.
Therewere hundreds of others, looking asif they had beenthrowntogetherina
hurry. Thestreetsof Tarkin, Persiphone, had been drawn out beforehand, and all
of them were as straight as surveying equipment could makethem. In Farlaya,
though, the main highways on the map looked asif achild had drawn them. In
Tarkin, you could get along just by being friendly and hard working. Inacity like
Farlaya, it helpsto have money too.

Well, money wasn't redly aproblemfor us.

Another thing that wasn’t aproblem for uswastherotational period of sixty
hours.

Destiny and | had gotten along on very little sleep for afew yearsby then,
sometimesnot sleeping at all for severa nights. | found that | could easily stay
awakefor theforty hoursof daylight, and deep most of thetwenty hoursof darkness.
Most businessesin Farlayascheduled their employeesfor ten-hour shifts, splitting
theminto six shiftsaday. M ost employeesworked two shifts each day, for the
three-day week.

A Gaactic Standard Year has 8,760 hoursinit; that leavesexactly 146 Junxle
days, whichthe Junxlegovernment long ago divided into three-day weeks, making
about 49 weeks per GSyear. A lot of people (originally) had found it difficult to
adjust to this, and took to sleeping twice aday. | met dozens of peoplewho still
didthis; they dept once during the dark hours, and once again whenthesunwas
straight up, keeping their biologica clock more closely tuned to the human norm.

| wasn't anormal human, | guess. Neither was Destiny. Very often, shewould
work her two ten-hour shiftsin arow, then haveforty hoursbefore her next shift.

Onething that was unnerving for mewasthe amount of people. | had spent
most of my childhood and adolescenceliving on afarm outside Tarkin, wherel
didn’'t seeanyoneat al, except the other sudentsat thesmall school. When | rode
thebusinto Tarkin, | had awaysthought of it as“goinginto thebig city.” Later,
when| livedwith Harry intown, | grew used to seeing homesteaderscominginto
town to buy suppliesor to get their farming equi pment fixed. Therewere many
businessesand shopsin Tarkin, al of which had their employees. And all of those
employeeshad homes.

But Farlayawasadifferent story atogether. Every wherel turned, therewere
hundreds and thousands of peopl e, scurrying about their daily business. Theroads
and skieswere packed with vehiclesof dl kinds, and everyone constantly seemed
tobeinahurry.

| got usedtoit, | guess, but | never liked it.

Onethingthat | didlikewas seeing so many Trayaksand Grangers. Atfirst, |
was curious—it'snot everyday that aperson on Persiphone sees ablue-skinned
man—but soon, | realized that they were peopletoo, each of them trying to make
aliving, justlikeeveryonedse.



Thefashions, of course, weredifferent aswell. Not asrisquéasthecomfortable
nudity in Justine’ sresorts, but not as strict ason Persiphone either. Nudity was
against thelaw, for both women and men, and the genitaliahad to be covered. The
courtshad long ago determined that compl etely transparent clothing wasthesame
asnudity, sothat wasalso out. Other than that, though, quiteabit wasallowed. |
tried not to gawk at the women on the streets and in shops, wearing trans ucent
topsor pants, or thewomen who wore completely clear blouseswith body-paint
undernesth.

It hel ped that Destiny waswith me. Even when shewore more conservative
clothing, | felt likeaking with her onmy arm. If | had been aone, | think | might
have turned into some kind of sex-crazed stalker. Eventually, though, | grew
accustomed to the social normsof Junxl€ ssociety, and thought nothing of it.

*

Within two weeks, Destiny had settled into her new office at the spaceport,
and | had bought two cars. OnewasaCyr Luxury Sport—afew yearsnewer than
Destiny’sold onewe had | eft back home, and the other wasa Grumman Cruiser
LX, for me. To buy my car, | used my new Junxle D card, which read Philipp
Kaplan. For the other, | used my passport for identification, which read Philipp
Bates. | figured that way thefinancial recordswould bealittle harder to track
down.

We bought the houseunder Destiny’ sname. It wasnothing fancy, but definitely
better than most people our age could afford. It wasonasmall plot by itself, on
the edge of town: two bedrooms, two baths, a nice modern kitchen, and two
sizableliving areas. Thereweretall hedgesall around the property, and two nice
porches, onefacing east into the sunriseand the other facing west, into the sunset.
| had withdrawn all the money frommy trust fund just before| |eft Persiphone,
about 80,000nd worth, along with acoupl e of thousand from my personal savings
account. | went around to several banksin Junxle, using the same trust fund
paperwork to deposit 80,000nd ineach one. Inthisway, | got rid of much of our
extracash. Destiny made severd largedepositsof her own, making surewedways
had enough cash on hand at hometo get us out of asticky situation. | figured
between the banks on Justine and the banksin Farlaya, we had about 9 million
newdollarstucked away. And gaining interest too, at closeto four percent, on
average. Destiny used some of our money to buy some stock in the Cyr
Corporation, now based on Persiphone. The Cyr family had been around for a
few centuriesnow, and their business had prospered and growntheentiretime. |
bought some sharesin the Colonia Commission, figuring that that could never be
abad dedl, sncethe human racewould never quit having babiesand sending them
to new planets.

Thereisaschool of thought that claimscriminals (likemyself) are® victimsof
society.” That may betrueto varying degrees, depending onthecrimina inquestion.
Thereare otherswho blametraumatic eventsin the childhood yearsfor an adult
crimind life. Still otherssay peoplelikemearejust lazy, and aretryingto* beat the
system,” finding an easier way to makealiving. Maybefor some*“criminds,” dl of
these aretrue. If acertain boy experienced beatings from hisfather, and was
congtantly starved for attention asachild, thenwas*let down” by thegovernment,



and still later found out how easy it would beto stedl; it isconceivablethat he
would seecrimeastheonly “way out.”

Many of these criteriaapply to me, | know. My parentsweretaken fromme.
And stedling iseasier thanworking. But | don’t think any of thisistruefor me, or
for Destiny. Weboth camefrom good homes, although mineonly lasted for thirteen
years or so. We had both had good jobs on a fresh, empty planet, and found
oursalvesinhighgationsinlife, with her father quickly becomingamulti-millionaire,
and my “father” being the governor of Persiphone, and agood oneat that.

AndI don'tthink the“lazy” part applieseither. Fromasearly asl canremember,
| wasworking, either onthefarm, on homework, or at the Supermarket. Destiny
worked her way through Tarkin University (except for that smal scholarship), and
kept her job with New Planet when we moved. Greedy?Maybealittle; | could
think of many things| could do with 9 million newdollars. But perhapsthemain
reason wegot into thetrade of bank robbing wasthethrill, the excitement, and the
blood-boiling adrendinerushthat comeswhenyou’ restuffing millionsof dollars
into abag. (Besidesthat, weweregood at it.)

Our society redly didn’t havealot to offer intheway of excitement. Nowars
going on, until the Seebb threat camea ong. No famines, plagues, or anythinglike
that. Sure, therewerevideo shows, sportsof al kinds, casinos, nightclubs, strip
clubs, amusement parks, and so on. But aretherereally any new plotsavailable
for these video shows? And do the professiona basketball playersever comeup
with any innovative moves? Isthere acasino where you won'’t find homeless
losers wasting their last dime? Are there any new pickup lines to use at the
nightclubs?Isthereanything at astrip club that | haven't seen before?Not redly.
To me, thesethingswereto be experienced once, just to seewhat they werelike,
and thenthey wereold hat.

But robbing abank getsmy juicesflowing every time, and | cantell that it does
for Destiny, too. Her eyeslight up, her cheeks get flushed, her breathing gets
faster; she becomes even more beautiful —if that be possible—inthemiddleof a
bank robbery. And afterward, sheisawaysready to celebratein bed. It'srobbing
banksthat floats my boat, ringsmy bell, burns my toast, gets me off —whatever
clichéyouwant to use. Andto rob banks, you' vegot to do other things, likelearn
how to hide money, and disguise your spending. You haveto plan, practice, and
prepare (“Proper Prior Planning Prevents Piss-Poor Performance.”) You haveto
know your weapons, choose your escape routes, and expect the unexpected —
likethat one bank manager | foundinthebathroom. And youmight end upending
someone’slife, just to saveyour own or that of someoneyou love—likewhen
killed Donovan, and those other two copsin Tarkin.

Dol fed bad about ending threelives? (Four, counting Donovan’sson, but of
coursel didn’t feel bad about him!) Chief of Police Donovan was miserable,
separated from hiswife, hisson adead rapist, and himself afailed policechief. |
may havedonehimafavor. Theother two cops? Onewassingle, and anacohoalic.
The other wasmarried, and cheating on hiswife.

Better that she should suffer from hisdeathinthelineof duty thanto find out
hewasbanging someteenager fromthe outer farms. Besides, what happensafter
you die? According to science, the molecules of your body rejoin the dust from
whencethey came. According to Christianity, you’ re either going to Heaven or
Hell, based upon your ownrelationshipwith“God.” According to other religions,
you may comeback to beanother living creature, or spend your daysin Vahalla,
or rowing aongtheNile (whatever the”Nile’ is.)

Either way, | didn’t feel too bad about putting them down. Besides, if they had
followed policeprocedure, al of themwould beaivetoday. Only occasionally



did I lament thefact that |, personally, had committed murder, and only becausel
knew my father would disapprove.

While Destiny worked, | studied. | don’t mean | went to college. | mean |
studied thecriminal € ement that the Customs officer had beentalking abouit. | had
areasonfor wanting tolearn moreabout the* underworld.” | didn’t wantto associate
with them. | didn’t want to be known as*“ hanging with that crowd.” | wanted to
buy aship. And after dl thetrouble Destiny and | went through to cover up our car
and house purchases, we didn’t want to blow our cover by just calling up the
Grumman Shimki Corporation, and ordering aspace ship. | decided that theonly
way to buy aship without some government agency finding out about it would be
to go through aless-than-legal process. Especially with cash. Most of themajor
robbery crimesthroughout history have been solved because the criminalsin
question spent their money badly.

At first, | just read the police blotter in the daily papers, looking for
neighborhoodsthat had an unusual amount of crime. Then| got abright idea. |
visited several realty offices, and acted asif | waslooking for ahome. At each
office, | asked about bad neighborhoods, saying | sureashell didn’t wanttoend
upinany of them. At each office, the same answersweregiven.

| marked off two areason amap as* bad placestoraiseafamily.”

Then | began hanging around inthosearess, visiting loca barsand restaurants,
alwayslooking sharp, dwaysarmed, awaysdriving my new Grumman, but not
alwaysalone. Several times, | took Destiny with me. Sheknew why | wasdoing
all of this, and congratulated mefor thinking on my own. Shesaid theonly thing
shewasworried about was my safety. | assured her that after all that timewith
Jason Quivers, | wouldn't havetoo muchtrouble.

After only afew weeks, | began meeting people. | learned their names,
addresses, vidphone numbers, typeof vehicle—anything | couldlearn about them
by just being observant and friendly. Inreturn, | didn’t giveaway much. Anyone
watching could seethat | dressed well for someonemy age, and drove anew car.
| dwaystipped well, and never said much. No onel met ever guessed | wasonly
eghteenyearsold, sncel did my best to givetheimpression of arefined gentleman.

For months, I. spent at |east three evenings aweek in these areas of town,
meeting dl kindsof people, eavesdropping on conversations, making friendswith
waitressesand bartenders. Therest of my timel spent working around the house,
checking out thelist prices of new spacecraft, exercising, and scoping out the
city’sbanks.

| found that abrand new spaceship didn’t really cost that much. A middle
classfamily could (barely) afford an a-grav space yacht in which to tour theloca
solar system. A new ground car, on the average, cost about 10,000nd. One of
these space yachts (acontrol cabin, atiny bunkroom, abathroom, and agalley)
cost about 25,000nd. Of course, these shipswere limited to the solar system,
having no hyperdrive, but they made good vacation vehicles. The cheapest
hyperdrive vehicleswere barely larger than these a-grav yachts, but started at
200,000nd. Thisextracost isfor the hyperdriveitsdf, plusthe powerful computer
that keepstrack of the planetary movementsal over the gdaxy, plusthe hugetax
most planets place on hyperdrive units. Small courier/cargo ships cost about
900,000nd. A medium-si zed freighter was running about 2,000,000, and asmall
passenger ship could cost asmuch as 10,000,000nd. None of whichwould bea



problem for me. Except that | didn’t want to get caught spending money that |
wasn't supposed to have.

| thought about buying aused ship —most devel oped planets have aused
shipyard somewhere, or aship “graveyard.” Inthe end, though, | made asad
commentary on the state of affairsin our society by deciding that crimina swere
moretrustworthy than used ship salesmen.

Also, during thistime, Destiny and | got married. Severd times. Thefirsttime,
shebecame Destiny Kaplan (wealways considered thisto be our real wedding).
The second time, shebecame Destiny Bates. Thethird time, | took her name, and
became Philipp Dester. In other “ marriages,” we switched up our namesin other
way's, sometimes hyphenating our surnames, or using “Kaplan” asmy first name.
Inthisway, weacquired severd “legd” I1Ds.

Thenmy lucky break came; it wasearly in 2489 GS, sometimeinthemiddle
of Junxl€' syear. Destiny and | had been Sitting in arestaurant, watching people
and listening, when she got up to go to the bathroom. To do so, she had to go
throughthebar area, where shereceived severd whistles. Neither oneof usminded
that very much. What | minded wasthe ugly brutewho stood up from hisbarstool
and headed toward the restrooms at that point.

When | saw him stop and wait, just outside thewomen’srestroom, | got up
and made my way toward him, walking at anormal pacethrough the half-empty
establishment. | got to him just as Destiny made her exit from the bathroom. |
wasn' tlooking for achanceto show off my fighting skills, | wasmerely making
surethat my oneand only love would not experience any unpleasantness.

“Pardon me,” shesaid to him, trying to squeeze past.

Hemoved, sothat hisbulk filled thetiny hallway. Then he said something to
her that made her gasp (which | won't repesat here), so | tapped him on the shoulder.
“Shoveoff!” heroared, and moved to help mealong.

| grabbed hisarm, and yanked him backward. “L ook, mister. That’smy wife
you'retakingto.”

Hejust grinned doppily, and tried to move back into the hdlway. “ Andwhat' re
you gonnado about it, punk?’

My hand shot out, just as Jason had taught me, and hit the right spot on the
man’sthroat. And just as Jason had promi sed, the mountain of flesh sank to the
floor, hiseyesrolling up into hishead. | glanced both waysto seeif anyone had
seen anything. No onehad. | then called out, “ Bartender! Please, helpthisman. |
believe he'shad too much todrink.”

Within seconds, several employeeswere dragging thelimp manto thefront
door, wherethey dropped him on the sidewalk. | walked back to our table, with
Destiny clinging tightly tomy arm. “My hero. Again,” wasall shesaid, inatight
whisper. After we had been sitting down for afew minutes, one of the other men
that had been sitting at the bar put hiscigar out, and meandered hisway over to
our table.

“Doyoumindif | Sitdown, Sir?’ | noticed that hetoo wasdressed nicely, and
caried himsdf well.

“Not at al. Canl get you anything?’ | studied him, and noticed that hewas
studying meinthe sameway. Helooked to be about forty yearsold, short and
wiry, with jet-black hair and eyes.

“No, thank you. | saw what happened to Dan, over there.” Helooked in my
eyes, without expression.

“And?’ | kept theexpression out of my faceaswell, trying to find out where
hewas heading with hislineof conversation.



Heglanced at Destiny, then looked back at me, raising an eyebrow. “ Canwe
tak?’

“Go ahead. Thisismy wife, Destiny, and | am Philipp. And you are?’

“Oh. Pardon my manners. My nameis Gwandon. James Gwandon. | saw
you hit Dan. Wheredid youlearnthat?’

“That'snot important, isit?Maybenext time* Dan’ will learnto bemorepolite
toalady. And her husband.”

“Of course, Philipp. My pointisthis: if youarenot presently employed, | think
| may haveajobfor you.”

Asitturned out, “Dan” had been agood friend of James Gwandon. Gwandon
worked for one of the two main crime bossesin Farlaya, and was head of the
bodyguard service. Dan had been arecent addition to the bodyguard crew, mainly
becauseof hisimposingsze. | took thejob, after alengthy examination by Gwandon.

Hetested my accuracy with severd wegpons, had the organization’sphysician
give meacomplete check-up—which | passed with flying colors, and briefly
tested my skill in hand-to- hand combat. Then he outlined my job duties: Never let
anyonetouchthebaoss, not even copswithwarrants (unlessthejudge had personaly
calledfirst.) While at home, the bosswas not to be bothered, except by those on
ashortlist. Whilethebosswastraveling, or visiting “business’ contacts, | wasto
keep my eyesped ed for possible membersof the opposing organi zationsor secret
police. Thebosswas The Boss, if hetold meto get coffeeor cleanthetoilet, that
was my job. | wasto be paid 200nd a week, plus a 1,000nd bonus for every
assallant | personally apprehended.

After dl that rigmarole, | found mysdlf playing cardsmost of thetime. | learned
that The Boss stayed at home most of thetime, and that the home pretty much
guardeditself Thereweredozensof security cameras, which | took turnswatching
and therewas ahigh wall around the place, with asecurity mesh overhead (to
keep carsfromflying over thewall.)

Onceinagreat while, | took aturn standing with another goon outside the
Boss'sdoor, and on even morerare occasions, | played agame of chesswith
Gwandon.

Then | began asking around about aship.

Seven.

Destiny didn't likethefact that | wasworking for aknown crimina figure, and
let meknow it. She said crime bosses always have cops of somekind watching
them. | agreed with her, of course, but | felt it wasthe best way to buy aship of our
own. Wehad afew “ disagreements,” because shethought | should beableto buy
ashipwithout being inhisemploy. Maybe shewasright—I don’t know. Once, she
even said that maybewe shouldn’t get aship, if it meant | had to get that closeto
thepolice. After severd months, | wasready to quit, mysalf, when | foundtheship
| wanted. | had worked for “ The Boss’ for about ayear, knownto himonly as
“Philipp Dester.”

For onemillion newdollars, | bought a150-foot barque, from acontact | had
met whileworking for theBoss. Thechassi shad begun asaShimki-made scientific
cruiser, hencethe clear bubble domeon the upper side. It had since been refitted



asaluxury yacht, with back-yard typedeck furniturerepl acing scientificinstruments
under the dome, and agame room and aspareplacing other equipment inside.

| paid alittleextrato havefurther refitting done; | took out thegameroomand
added awideback door. Thiscreated asmall cargo area, and the door waslarge
enough to drivealarge car through. | also upgraded the ship’smeager defense
system. It had been equipped only with COWS (Close Object Warning System),
andthe AADS (Asteroid Avoidance or Destruction System). Tothese, | added
severa rocket launchersand anew programfor the AADS, which allowed the
lasersto aim at other space shipsor objectsbesidesasteroids.

*

It wasn't long after buying the ship (and severd well-faked registrations) that
| quit working with Gwandon and the Boss. | quit without hard feelings, and
remained in contact with Gwandon who continuoudly tried to get metorgoin.

Maybel got alittle greedy, but | got theideainto my head that Gwandon
could help usinour owntrade. After discussing it thoroughly with Destiny, welet
Gwandon help uswith our next robbery. | wasalittle nervousabout it, but | made
surethat we never met him at our home, and that neither of ushad beenfollowed.
Theonly reasonthat Destiny agreed tolet himin on our scoreswasthefact that he
had dwaysbeen very discreet, and shedidn’t think hewasthetype of person that
would leak any information.

Destiny drovethe car, while Jamesand | went inside the bank in Pleasure
City, Junxle. We madethree million newdollarsand gave Jamesonemillion. That
wasin late 2489. By early 2490, the three of us had robbed three more banks,
alwaysgiving Jamesathird of thetake.

When Destiny got another promotion and transfer (to Tuf), James Gwandon
madeatough decision. Hequit working for the Boss, and camewith us. | thought
it would be an easy decision, sincewewere making so much money, but | didn’t
takeinto account that he had been working for the sameman for more than twenty
years.

We sold our houseand Destiny’ sCyr Sport car, bringing the Grumman Cruiser
along, in the new hold of our ship, which we named the S.S. Baron. Destiny
became New Planet Spacelines youngest office manager ever, at 23, in the
gpaceport at Tabumb, Tuf. Jamestook aniceapartment in Otok, and made severd
contactswith the organized crimesyndicatesthere.

So, after twenty years, | had comefull circle. | waslivinginthevery city in
which | had been born. | spent thefirst few weeksin Tabumb going to someof the
sites, and eventook atour through Jerth, the ancient capital city of the Trayaks.
Theoldthroneroom, where K thorpahad made histreaty with the People’'sRuling
Council isnow atourist spot, with plaguesand photographs commemorating that
historictime—theend of the Ninety Year War.

*

After afew monthsof vacationing and touring humanity’ s oldest colonized
planet, I began planning morerobberies. With James' help, and the help of some
of hisnew friends, we robbed banksin Tabumb, Otok, Jingbill, and other towns
acrossthe planet. Of course, we paid off those who had given uscomputer help,
and insideinformation, but the three of uskept most of the earnings, and James
and | madeaspecia tripinour ship, to Justine, where we deposited alot of the
money. Destiny and | decided that it really was easier to rob bankswith more



people. With computer hackers on our payroll, we could walk into the bank,
already knowing the combination of the safe, and the genera layout of the place.
With apaid getaway driver, wedidn't havetoworry about one of usstaying with
the car. Extraguns meant that wewerelesslikely to get shot.

Still, though, Destiny and | made our own getaway plans, every time. We
never walked into abank, without having abackup plan. Just becauseyou're
paying someone, doesn’t mean you can trust them.

After Jamesbought hisown ship—dlightly larger than ours, he set off onhis
own, robbing severa jewelry storesand banksin Otok, with hisown crew. | think
hehad just stayed with uslong enoughto learnthetrade, knowing thewholetime
that hewanted towork on hisown. | heard, through the grapevine, that hewasn't
paying his partners nearly as much aswe had been, and so hispersonal fortune
wasgrowing much faster than ourswas.

Then hegot caught, along with two of hisaccomplices.

*

Thecourt in Otok sentenced himtofifteen yearson Taak, thesmaller of Tuf’s
two moons, thinking hewasthe* Robber Baron” that so many planetswerelooking
for. It wasreported inthe papersthat he had named * Philipp Dester” and “ Destiny
Bates’ asaccomplicesin earlier robberies, inan attempt to get alighter sentence.
On the evening hol ovision news, an anchorman said that Gwandon’ ssentence
would only beshortened if histwo accompliceswere caught.

So, we destroyed all documents bearing those two names, and considered
moving. Jameshad dso giventhepolice accurate descriptionsof us, nearly matching
the descriptions released on Persiphone, years earlier, by the Tarkin Police
Department.

Destiny wasbrought infor questioning, becauseher first nameand description
matched those given by Gwandon. However, there was no other evidence
incriminating her except thefact that shehad lived on Persiphone at the sametime
asthe other robberies years before. And, in those years, the police forceson
different planetsweren’t cooperating much with each other. Shetold the police
that shehad oncedated a* Philipp,” but that hislast namehadn’t been Dester. The
detectives seemed to believe her when shetold them that she had broken up with
that Philipp on Junxle, and hadn’t seen him since. Shealso denied knowing any
“James Gwandon.” Destiny proved to the Tuf Planetary Security forcesthat her
real namewasDestiny Dester, not “Bates.” After making surethat shewasindeed
the officemanager at the Tuf division of New Planet Spacelines, they | et her go.
Therewerequiteafew other women named“ Destiny” that they needed to question.
The copsattempted to get warrantsfor her banking records, but Destiny surprised
them by showing up with paperwork in hand. She showed them only oneaccount,
of course, the one that matched the name she had given them. The account’s
activity matched her current salary. Shed so showed them other financid statements,
showing car paymentson her Cyr Luxury Sport and house, dl in accordancewith
her recorded earnings.

| saw on the newsthat police on Junxlewerelooking for meon Junxleand
Persiphone. Nothing ever cameof it. | wasglad that the Great Separation hadn’t
quite ended yet. If it had not been for that, they might have caught up with us.
L ater, the police quit looking for me, deciding that Gwandon had merely been
trying to get areduced sentence by naming some people he had met on Junxle.

Destiny got aletter from her father, saying he had been questioned briefly
about thetwo of us. Hehad cdled Harry Bates(now in hissecond term asgovernor



on Persiphone), who had put an end to the investigation on Persiphone. Harry
evenwent the* second mile,” and wrote al etter to the heads of government of Tuf
and Junxle, telling them that Philipp Kaplan Bates was his own adopted son,
describing theentire situation of my parents’ death. Hea so informed them of the
trust fund that | had closed on Persiphone, so they would know that | wasfinancialy
abletodriveanicecar, or liveinanicehome.

Thingssettled downfor awhile.

After that little scare, though, | dwayskept thenewson, wherever | happened
tobe. If at home, | kept the holovision set tuned to theall-news channel. | bought
apolice scanner, and awirelessearphone. That way, if | had toleavethehousefor
any reason, | could still know what wasgoing on. Inthecar, | listened tothepolice
scanner in one ear, and kept my other ear tuned to the all-news channel onthe
radio.

| wanted to beready, if wewerereally introuble.

*

By 2492, theolder planetshad cometo termsonceand for all, and the Second
Galactic Rim Federation cameinto being. Otok, Tuf, becamethe capital of the
new Federation. Word was sent out by special couriersto all other colonized
planets, and aspecia delegation from the new Federation met with theleaders of
the Colonia Commission, till themost powerful organizationintheknown Galaxy.
A new agewas dawning for mankind, an age of interplanetary cooperation and
great economic expang on. Thoseof uswho had lived through the Great Separation
werefinally going tofind out what it wasliketo liveunder an all- encompassing
government.

Persphone spopul ationfinally passed theonemillion-mark. In 2491, Golian
had joi ned the ranks of incorporated planets, choosing a“ complete and total”
democracy. Every citizen on Golian was provided with a special “voter’s
computer,” withwhich to help control the planet. Every issuefor theentire planet
was debated by and voted on by every citizen who wished to participate.

The peopleof the new planet Wederr €l ected to be ruled by aconstitutional
monarchy, while Jallatook the popular route of arepresentative democracy.

Talks continued with the newly discovered Sleebb people, and the new
Federation began aflashy ad campaign, in an attempt to build anew Federation
military force. The spokesmen for the new Federation military announced plans
for asmall Space Navy, for scouting, transporting, and planetary defenseforces.
Inaddition, the new Federation Infantry was planned, for any ground fighting that
could be expectedinafuturewar.

Peoplewho read too much novice sciencefiction, or who liketo watch the
older, Terran video movies, can easily befooledinto thinking that aspace war will
actually befought inspace. Thisisonly rarely true. I’ m not really speaking from
experience here, just from logic. Spaceships cannot possibly fight likethe sea
shipsof old did. Spaceisnot likethe oceans, wheretwo fleets of shipscan draw
up abattleline, and fire salvoes acrossthe waters. Spaceissimply too big.

Yes, | know, many of our larger shipsare equipped with laser weapons, and
missilesof different kinds, to ward off pirates. And, oncein agreat while, these
weaponswill actually beused. But it isnot an efficient way tofight aninterstellar
war.

For instance, if | weretheleader of amilitary organizationthat wanted totake
over acertain planet, | would not try to shoot down their ships. If my fleet comes
out of the Jump near asolar system, my main goa isgoingto betoland my troops



ontheplanet. Evenif that planet’sfleet wasin orbit around her, defending the
planet, the shipswould be spaced too far out. Do you know how many shipsit
would taketo set up an orbital defense screen?

For onething, the averageinhabited planet isabout 7,500 milesin diameter.
That makesher circumference—the distance around the planet at her equator —
about 23,500 miles. That makes her surfaceareaabout 175 million squaremiles.
But we' retalking about shipsin orbit, right? Say the shipsare athousand miles
fromthesurface of the planet. That makesanew, imaginary sphere, withasurface
areaof amost 285 million squaremiles. Now, how far gpart did you want to place
your ships?Doyou seewhat | mean?To defend your planet with to any reasonable
degree, you’ d need thousand —perhaps millions—of warships.

Besides, | don’'t want to conquer the space around your planet; | want the
planetitsalf. So, I’m going to land ground troops, after first attempting to bomb
your maindefenseingalations.

Thepoint of dl thisisto say that aspacewar will not befought between ships
inspace. It will befought between invading shipsand ground-based defenders, at
first, and then between two opposing ground forces. The space fleetswill be
comprised mostly of troop carriersand bomb platforms. And both sideswould
usethe bombs sparingly, Snceno onewantsto take possession of aruined planet.
Andthat’swhat the new Federation wanted, aforcethat could successfully defend
or conquer aplanet, without devastatingit.

New taxes came into effect, for the planets under the new Federation. In
additionto any planetary taxes, the Federation charged every citizen exactly five
percent of their annua income, unlessthey made over 30,000nd per year; thenthe
tax jumped to nine percent.

The Cyr Corporation received the government contract for al ground fighting
vehicles—tanks, boats, a-grav attack ships—and their stock went through the
roof. The Shimki Corporation got the contract for the Space Navy ships—mostly
troop carriers, and moved their headquartersto Tuf. Grumman, the other major
vehiclebuilder, did not get any government contracts. But, of course, they didn’t
need them: they till held the contract for the Colonial Commission’sspacecraft.

*

Throughout theyears, Destiny and | kept adiary of our exploits, listing every
bank, every city, every planet, wherewedid what we did best. We kept thediary
in asafety deposit box in a—you guessed it —in abank. After every score, we
would retrievethediary, makeour entry, and then returnit toitsresting-place.

Let it sufficeto say that after the Federation carneinto being, wetripled our
number of fasel Ds, and falseship regisrations. Werobbed bankson Tuf, Tiffany’s
World, Yavin, Junxle, Willsworld, Aurora, Johnny’sWorld, Garbage, Paradise,
Maze, Ibeen, Leech, Marsll, Bliss, Blrange, Earth |1, Graph, Bleen, Gooey,
Blown, Yurple, Moonworld, Fod, Habachi, Maachi, Old Ydler |1, Poois, Reblown,
Yink, Flekzedge, Orblu, Blabrow, Grack, Pred, Reenue, Orblack, Mouwor,
Yeblink, Brink, Feebdlight, Laust, Skledge, Finky |1, Wotfrov, Plutol11, Saivaaurie,
New Earth, New Luna, Hemm, Saturn 11-C; Turner’s Planet, Glucose, thenine
worldsof the Jagg-Mall system, and others.

Atfirst, we decided not to rob any banks on Justine, sincethat’ swhere most
of our accountswere handled, but wethought that it would be awfully suspicious
if wedidn't, soweheld two small and “amateur” heiststhere.

Wevisited Persphonein 2494, theyear of their “Monarchy” eections, usng
New Planet Spacelinesfor travel accommodations. Destiny traveled asherself —



an employee—and | traveled in aseparate cabin, under adifferent name. While
there, werobbed two banks.

During that sametrip, acting asourselves, wevisited Habdes|, her father’s
increasingly crowded and wealthy space habitat intheasteroid belt. | didn’tredlly
likeit there, eventhough it was neat, clean, and well organized. | guessI’mmore
of aplanet type person.

| spent alot of timewith Harry, onthesurface of Persiphone. Hewastryingto
get out of the government business, while at the sametime, the people of the
planet weretryingtovotehimin astheir first “Monarch.” Just after weleft, they
succeeded, and Harry gavein, accepting a20-year term asthe First Congtitutiona
M onarch of the Kingdom of Persiphone.

Whiletraveling with Harry, | went with him to Basplace, and met Michael
Hubbard Cyr again. He seemed amused when | told him that Destiny had bought
stock in hiscompany. Infact, hewas so amused that he pulled asheaf of papers
out of hisdesk.

“How many sharesdid you say your wifeowns?’ Hiseyessmiled at me.

| looked back at the richest man in the galaxy, noting hisathletic formand
activemanner. “ About twenty, | think. Just thebasic shares.”

Hehanded methe sheaf of papers. “ Here' sahundred executive shares. Worth
about athousand newdollarsapieceright now, but quickly rising. | wasgoingto
givethemtoHarry here, but that would beillegal, sincehe' stheruler of theplanet.
Someonemight think it washbribery. But | guessit’sokay to givethemto hisson.”
Hesigned over the shares, and gavethemto me.

*

Throughout all of this, Destiny kept her job with New Planet, getting good
dealsonticketsfor us, and making enough money to afford wherever welived.
Wetransferred to Turner’sPlanet, thento the NPS home officeson New Earth, in
2496. | wastwenty-sx yearsold, and Destiny wastwenty-nine. That’swhen she
suddenly decided to have achild. Wetalked about that awhile, sincel wasn't so
sure.

“Soareyou consdering giving up our prime occupation, dear?’ | leaned back
inmy deck chair under the bubble dome on thetopside of our ship, lookinginto
her still-beautiful eyes.

“You meanrobbing banks?’ Her eyestwinkled at mefrom acrossthetable. “I
don'tthink | cangiveit up, Philipp.”

Wejust |ooked at each other for awhile, the stars shining brightly throughthe
reinforced plexiglasdome, dimly lighting our deck.

Finally, she put her elbowson thetable, and looked down through the glass
tabletop at the deck below. “1 guessthere sjust someingtinct insgdemethat wants
toraiseakid. Youknow, tobringared, live miracleinto existence, and raisehim
or her tomaturity, teaching values, loving avulnerable, helplessbeing, and helping
tomakeitintoaninvulnerable, lovingbeinginitsownright.”

“You' veobvioudy giventhisalot of thought, baby. Haveyou given any thought
astowhat kind of parentswe might be?’

Shesighed. “Philipp, you sound likeyou' re starting to fedl guilty about what
wedo. | mean, we' vestolen haf abillion newdollars, faked our I Ds, falsified our
ship’sregistration several timesover, hurt people, killed people, falsified bank
recordsto hide our money, lied to policeinvestigators, carriedillegal weapons,
and other crimes| can’'t eventhink of right now. | guessyou havearight tofed a
littleguilty. But | don’t. Or, if | do, | suppressit really well.”



“Not guilty, really, Destiny. But | dowonder if it’sright to bring achild up
under that kind of environment. Of course, it would give me something to do,
whileyou'reat work.”

Shelaughed at that. “ Yes, Philipp, you'll bethe*housewife.” And wedon't
havetotell our kidsthat werob banks, dowe? At least, not until they’ re older.
And by that time, maybewecanretire.” Shewinked at me. “| still remember all
those times you talked about wanting to move with me to some empty planet,
wherewe can raise our children and homestead in peace.”

*

Tenmonthslater, inthe middleof 2497, Destiny took aweek off fromwork to
bear our first child. A lot of clinicson New Earth were offering minor genetic
manipul ation, to make sure achild would be born healthy and strong, and giving
choicesof eyecolor, hair color, etc. Wejust did it the old fashioned way, theway
our bodieswereintended to reproduce.

Our son, to whom we gave the name Philipp Howard Dester Kaplan, was
bornweighing nineand ahalf pounds, and wastwenty-threeincheslong. Hehad
dark brown eyeslike my own, and brown hair.

A month later, wetook him to the Hollis System, so hisgrandparentscould
doteover himlikegrandparentshaveahabit of doing, and heeven madeaplanetary
newscast there. Hewas descended from the*Monarch” of Persiphone (legally),
through my relationship with Harry. Not only that, he wasthe grandchild of the
Desters, one of therichest familiesinthat star system. Besides, hewasuniquein
the sensethat both his parents had been rai sed from childhood on Persiphone,
and he had been born of f-planet. The newscastersmadeal ot of supposed historica
connectionsand showed live picturesof little Philipp for about ten seconds.

Thenwewere off, back to New Earth, to our sprawling estatein therolling
hillsof the Newer York region. Destiny returned to work in her officein Newer
York City, whilel stayed at homewith my son.

Shortly thereafter, wehired afull-timenursemaid (Destiny wasamg or executive
by thistime, and wecould afford it, legally). Our son’scaretaker wasasmall dark
woman, named |sabelle.

Atfirg, shewasjust asinglewoman looking for ajob, who answered our ad
inthe newspaper. After awhile, though, we cameto think of her as part of the
family. When she had dept over at our house severa times, Destiny and | invited
her to moveinwith us, to take care of our child around the clock. For that, we
increased her pay, charged no rent, and fed her for free. Destiny made surethat
| sabelle got onefull day off, every week, and at |east one evening, during the
week, so shecould haveasocial life. That way, Isabellewouldn’t feel too tied
downwithus.

Threemonths after we hired | sabelle, | took the S.S. Baronto Justine’snew
shipyards, wherel had her old nuclear reactor replaced with afresh one, had new
sealsinstalled intheairlock, and got acompleteinspection. Then | took her to
Nubase, whereasmall shipyard helped meingtdl severd hidden compartmentsin
her, for caching weaponsor other valuables. Dayslater, Destiny and | robbed two
more banks on Saivalauriein the same day. On the way back to New Earth, |
overtook and cleaned out an armored transport in open space. We had alot of



ingdeinfo onthat one, for whichwepaidtop dollar, but it wasworthit, seeing that
it wasour largest cash score, up to that point.

*

Early in 2498, when | wastwenty-eight, thewar finaly broke out betweenthe
Federation and the Sleebb Empire. Theten yearsof the popularly titled “War of
Revenge’ arewhat I’ [l call my “good oledays.” Not only werethey thebest years
of my son’slife (toddlerhood, early childhood, first day of schoal, etc.), but alot
of thebest copsand security guardsjoined the Federation military forces. That left
alot of bankswide open.

Inadditionto al this, with agood private space ship likethe Baron, | could
makemy ownforagesinto the Seebb systems, and bring back va uableinformation
to the Federation. | found awilling officer in theranks (Jason Quivers) who was
authorized to pay for any information that resulted in successful military action. |
had found out from Harry where Jason was stationed, and contacted him mysaif.
| never told Jason how | received my information; | just told himto trust me. If |
told him | had aprivate ship, hewould wonder how | had gotten enough money
forit,and I didn’t want to lieto him. So | just told him that my sources were
confidentia. That wastrueenough.

Thosetripswerethe most dangerous enterprisesthat | ever engagedin, but |
foundthat it got my juicesflowing, just likerobbing banks. Not only did | makea
littlemoney from salling information to the Federation, but | also destroyed afew
Sleebb shipsof my own. And twice, | made bombing runs on one of the Sleebb
homeworlds.

The spaceliner businesshad ahard timeof it during thewar years, so Destiny
had alot moretime off fromwork. We spent alot of timewith little Phil and, and
robbed quite afew banks. Toward the end of thewar, | got apart-timejob with
the Federation forceson New Earth, teaching hand-to-hand combet, againthrough
theinfluence of Jason Quivers. He sent aletter of referenceto the base there,
telling themthat | wascompletely learnedindl of the necessary fighting skills. By
2500, partialy dueto theunified war effort, the Second Galactic Rim Federation
had encompassed most of the colonized planets, and thewar wasgoing well.

| spent two yearsin part-time employment with the Federation, from 2502 to
2504, then quit, to enter full-time criminal enterprise. When | wasat home, |
taught little Phil (who was seven yearsold, aready) some basic self-protection
moves, and we went camping on afew weekends. | found | enjoyed being a
parent morethan Destiny did. Even with my lack of higher education, my son
asked many questionsto which | actually knew the answers. He liked to talk
about guns, cars, rocks, farming, animals, video shows, hisfriends’ pets, food,
and alot of other thingsthat | knew alot about. At least, it seemedto himthat |
did.

Hewasbeginningtolook alot likel had, at hisage, and it made me proud. |
assured himthat | had been just asskinny when | wasyounger, and that hewould
fill out soonenough. | think he had his mother’sbrain though, because he caught
ontomost thingsmorequickly than | had.

In 2505, Destiny and | had our second child, adaughter, which | insisted on
naming after her mother. Destiny SamanthaBatesK gplanwasborn onmy birthday.
Little Phil, then almost eight yearsold, hel ped out alot with Sam's care, and our



nursemaid, Isabelle (who wasstill living with us), took abig raiseto stay onand
watch both of them.

| picked theright timeto buy my own planetoid. It had been popular for years
for arichman to build hisown space habitat to retireinto. Others, like Michael
Cyr, had bought asmall continent onanew planet. But selling used-up asteroids
becameawholly new market.

| saw an ad in anewspaper, from amining company that was selling hollowed
out asteroids, small onesfor twicethe price of anew home, and up toamillion
newdollarsfor abig one. The add read:

Buy Your Own Planet!
CHEAP

If you tire of the Colonial Commission’s offers...
If you realizethat every empty planet will soon befull...
If you don’t want to pay incometaxesANY MORE...
Then...

Buy Your Own Planet!

The advertisement gavethe mailing address of the company, and thegalactic
coordinatesof their homeoffice.

| went (inmy own ship) to the space-based offices of thiscompany, andtold
them | wastherepresentative of acertain well-known business executivein that
system. They really didn’t care what name | gave —they just had tofill out a
receipt. Oncethe planetoid wasmine, they didn’t carewhat | did withit. | selected
alargeplanetoid, almost perfectly spherical, and about forty milesin diameter. It
had aready been completely drained of every mineral known to beworth mining,
Gravity generatorshad beeningtdled onit, for the comfort of theworkers, aswell
asasmadl living quarters, with akitchenette, abunkroom, and asupply room. The
officemanager said that dl the quartersand equipment would beleft ontheasteroid,
for the buyer. 1t would have cost the mining company too muchto clear al that
OUL.

| accepted the offer of one of the company big wheelsto ride through the
asteroid in asmall maintenance craft. He had the pilot show methrough severa
immense cavernsfromwhichiron oreand other mineralshad been extracted, and
the maze of tunnel sthat connected the caverns.

For twomillion newdollars, I bought thewhole planet, lock, stock, and barrd.
Of course, inthe past, the mining companies had alwaysjust abandoned their
used up agteroids, leaving therr living quartersin place. Now, with ahigher percentage
of the population looking for away to get away, and more people coming upinthe
financid ranks, themining compani eshad seen another opportunity to makemoney.

When amining firm setsup camp onan asteroid, they arerequiredtoset upa
“planetary charter” withthelocal star system’sgovernment. That charter saysthat
the company in question ownsthe planetoid, and can do with it whatever they
wish, except moveit or destroy it. Moving thelarger asteroids can cause orbital



problems, and destroying onecrestesmillionsof tiny asteroids, which aredangerous
for passing ships. Otherwise, therock istheirs.

| thought it would be awonderful placeto retire. For once, | saw the big
pictureinmy head. | envisonedtheplanet after | poured somemoremoney intoit.
Therewould belakes, parks, farms, animals, houses, etc. And it would al be
mine

| bought severd sparegravity motorsfrom shipyardson Mouwor, andingtdled
them on my planet, which | named Destiny’sWorld. With the help of acomputer
expert at Destiny’soffice, | selected agood computer to use on Destiny’sWorld,
and bought it, getting the sameman’shel ptoingall it for me. Hethen helped meto
work the computer to set up thedesired gravity fields. Thereason | needed multiple
gravity fieldswasthis: | wanted anormal field for the surface of the planet, pulling
toward the center (“down”) at about 0.9 gravities. In thisway, wecould walk on
the surface, and an atmospherewould stay around —if | could figure out how to
acquire an atmosphere. But, for all the cavesand tunnelsinside, agravity field
pulling toward the center of the planet just would not work. So each tunnel and
cavern had agravity field of itsown, not necessarily pullinginthesamedirectionas
any of theothers.

| bought three nuclear reactors and alarge power cell unit, to power the
gravity fields, thecomputer, thelights, etc. And | putinahyperdrivemotor: asfar
as| know, it wasthefirst hyperdrive ever installed on aplanet Then| pulled the
greatest caper of my life, and onethat no oneelsecould ever explain. | had figured
out how to acquire an atmosphere.

Theinhabitants of Jallanever knew exactly what happened A |ot of them
suddenly noticed afifthmoonin thesky, hanging just afew hundred milesabove
them. The JallaPlanetary Protection Serviceimmediatdly dispatched interceptors
to apprehend theinhabitants of the new planet. Then the new moon disappeared.
Only themost astute and observant scientistsnoticed avery minute changeinthe
air pressureof theplanet on Jala.

Fromafull-sized planet, | had stolen enough air to coat Destiny’sWorldtoa
depth of about two thousand feet. | then went to Astropolis |V and bought aload
of seedsand farming equipment, which | used to seed DW. | bought animals:
cows, horses, pigs, geese, rabbits, earthworms, etc.

And | didal thiswithout Destiny knowing athing about it So, when the new
Federation I nvestigative Bureau (FI B) announced on thegalactic newsservicein
thelater daysof 2506 that they wereonto us, | had a place wherewe could go.

*

Somehow, several agentstracking bank robberieson different planets had
collaborated, and decided that alot of them had many thingsin common. A long-
haired female, usudly driving the getaway car. The getaway car wasawayseither
recently stolen, or bought used, the day before. And the car wasawaysfound
abandoned thenext day. A bulky mae, sometimesa one, sometimeswithasmaller
partner, dwayswearing bulletproof armor. Every member of theteam woremasks,
gloves, armor, etc. Those bankswith visible cameras always had the power cut
first. Many times, the vault combination had been discovered through computer
hacking; other times, the robbery had occurred when the vault wasknown to be
open. Security guardswereawayshit with dart guns, and knocked unconscious.

Then, theseinvestigatorsdug into the old investigations, and found the names:
Destiny, Philipp, and James Gwandon. Gwandon was out of prison by then, and
still sticking to hisstory. Hetold investigatorsthat the“ Destiny” he knew had



worked for one of the Spacelines. And they plasteredit al over theevening news,
on New Earth. The Second Gal actic Rim Federation had been our demise.

| began to wish that we had never found the Sleebbs. | thought to myself that
if the Sleebb threat had never come about, then the Federation would not have
drawn together so quickly. And if the planets had remained divided, their law
enforcement agencieswould not have been working together. Even so, it had
happened, and we had to deal withit. But | wasready for that day.

| watched Destiny cringe asthe newsanchor named Persiphoneasthe planet
of the*Robber Baron's’ origin. They posted apicture of both of us, fromour high
school days, and acomputer enhanced photo, showing what we could possibly
look like now. The new pictures|ooked remarkably like us. Wewould haveto
leave, and soon. The spacelines—Destiny’ semployers—knew where shelived,
and they would soon turn therecords over to the authorities.

That'swhen | told her about my new planet, Destiny’s World, that | had
bought and fixed up for her. Shelooked up at me. “ Philipp, havel told you lately
that | loveyou?’

“Yes, asamatter of fact, Destiny. | think you werehollering just that phrase
latelast night.”

Shetook aplayful swing at me, which| parried, and then | took her downin
ajudo hold. Wewrestled alittlebit on thefloor, and soon Phil and Samrushedin,
tojointhefray. The happy bank-robbing family wrestled for afew moreminutes,
until 1sabelleentered theroom.

Destiny extracted hersalf from the human pile on thefloor, and held ahurried
conversation with our baby-sitter/housekeeper/maid. She explainedto Isabelle
that we were going to move, and wewere going to move now. Shetold her that
shewaswelcometo comeaong, but that shewould not havetimeto gather many
possessions. When | sabell e asked wherewewere going, Destiny didn’t tell her.
|sabelle said she' d rather not go, if shedidn’t know whereweweregoing.

| continued to play with my elghteen month-old daughter and nineyear-old
sonfor afew minutes, during that conversation, then | got up.

It took maybefifteen minutesto dump our most important va uables (pictures,
souvenirs, acouple of favoriteweapons, and acouple of favoritetoys) into bags,
then we dumped the bagsinto thetrunk of the car —my new Grumman Cruiser.
Aswe packed, |sabelle hel ped us, then changed her mind, and decided to go with
us.

“I guess| don't haveto know wherewe regoing,” shesaidto Destiny, asthey
piled my wife'sclothing into apacking case. “I don’'t have agood reason to stay
here, you know. And | lovedl of you.” Shewasasdlflesswoman, that | sabelle.

Fifteen minuteslater, weweredriving in through the private ship-owner’s
gateat theNewer York City Spaceport, under falsenames. Our kidswerealittle
confused, but they could sensethe excitement and tensionintheair, and were
jabbering away intheback sedt.

Whenthe Baron wasinsight, Destiny flipped the remote control, and we saw
therear door open up, and | drove our cruiser up into the ship, watching the door
closebehind us.

Destiny ushered thekidsupinto theliving areawhilel rushed for the control
room, dipping on my Captain’s headset.

| heard Destiny’svoicein my ear, “Honey, I’ m on the deck, and thenewsis
on. Thepolicearearriving at our home aswe speak. Let’sget out of here.”

“Powering up, dear.” | was pushing buttonsand flipping switcheswhilelistening
to her. The ship’spower system began to hum, and | called thetower.

“S.S. Grover, caling tower, Captain Blordan speaking.”



“Tower to Grover, go ahead.”

“Requedting permissonfor takeoff. Quickly, if possible, my wife' sjust recelived
word of her father’sdeath. Over.”

“Sorry, Grover, the city police have shut down the space port. Please hold
until we contact you again.”

| grimaced, and cut off contact withthem. Then| heard Destiny’svoice. “Honey,
thereare squad carscoming thisway. They must’ vejust talked to theguysat the
gate. Someonemust have D’ dthecar.”

| couldn’t believethat they had found usso quickly. “ All right. We' re out of
here”

| noted on the screen that there was an overhead suppression field, of about
50-g’'s. Well, | didn’t havethe power to get through that, and thefield domed all
theway over the spaceport. | would just haveto do what no onedoes. | keyed
my hyperdrive control pad.

| sabelle’s head poked into the control cabin. “1 seeyou’ rein somekind of
trouble, Philipp,” shesaid calmly. “ Areyou the Robber Baron?’

| twisted my head back at her. “Maybe. Do you want out?’

Shelooked meintheeyes, sensed my confidence. “If | stay, we'll be safe?’

| nodded. “They’Il never findus.”

“Okay, then,” shesaid, and smiled. “I’ [l watch thekids.” Shedipped out of
thecontrol cabin.

| turned back to the hyperdrive control pad —we' d have to Jump out of the
gpaceport, whichwaspatently dangerous. Jumping frominsgdesuch adeep gravity
well wasamost unheard of, but it wasour only way out.

After checking my power levels, | aimed for a spot near the edge of the
gdacticrim, severd light yearsbetween planets, knowing | would end up far from
there. I hit the Jump key, and New Earth disappeared. Most pilotswould consider
suchamoveto besuicide. Whenyou' rethat closeto agravity field aslarge asthat
of aplanet, youjust don’t Jump. | did.

| felt and saw the heat at the sametime; we had come out too closeto asun.
Without recal culating, | Jumped again, heading for the edge of the Milky Way. We
madeit, appearing in open space, about ahundred light yearsfrom theedge of the
galaxy, whichisnot too far. Really, the only way totell that you' re outside the
Galaxy isthat all thebright starsareon oneside of your ship, and all thedimones
areontheother side.

| checked the power levelsagain; by acurious phenomenon, we had picked
up an outrageousamount of power by appearing closeto and Jumping away from
that Sun. So | Jumped my way back to wherel had left Destiny’sworld, inthe
asteroid belt of the Hollis System. After checking my coordinates, it took about
six hoursto get to our planetoid. Thekidshad goneto bed by New Earth time,
eventhough it wasmid-morning by ship’stime—our ship, likeall others, wasrun
on Galactic Standardtime.

Destiny gasped when she saw her world; thebiggest present I’ veever given
her. Although the atmosphere was only two thousand feet thick, therewere small
clouds, and acloselook showed that it was snowing on the surface.

Within minutes, | had parked the Baron next to the small living quarterson
Destiny’sWorld and gotten thechildreninside.

While Destiny explored themeager living areathat the mining company had
left for usonthe planetoid, | went into the office/control room, and piloted the
planet out of the system, using the hyperdrive systems, heading for Gabridl, the
gasgiant of Banard’'s Star System. Oncethere, | hid Destiny’sWorld among the



many planetoidsthat circled Gabriel. | set the planet on arotational period that
wouldfitthekids deeping habits, and went tofind Destiny.

*

That wasin late 2506. Over the next two years, | turned Destiny’sWorld into
avirtua paradise, athoughif my power ever went down, itwould al beover. | got
two morenuclear reactors, and hooked them into my central computer, for backup
systems. | also backed up the gravity generatorsthat | already had. | put ten
communication booster satellites up around theworld, so anyone anywhereon
the surface could communicate with anyone el seby alow power radio. Then | put
up remote control camerason high polesin various placesaround the surface, to
keep track of my kids, animalsand farms.

| maded these purchaseson lightly popul ated colony worlds, and ship-repair
pace stations, using false names, disguises, and aways paying with cash. Sincea
description of the S.S. Baron had been given out, thiswasrisky. But it wasn't too
difficult to repaint the ship, and to changethetransponder signa. Theonly people
who actually saw the Baron were dock workers, who wereeither too glad to help
aknown criminal or could be bribed.

We began to build luxurious quartersinsidethelarge cavern nearest totheold
mining quarters. Insdethe cavern, the heat could bemoreeasily controlled, and
besidesthat, we could park the Baron inside. Therewas no weather insidethe
cavern, so the housing could be opentotheair.

Wearing lavish disguises and using fake I D cards, we went to the planets
where our money was hidden away, and closed accounts, one by one. We used
thismoney to buy thebuilding materid sfor our homeand | bought asmdl freighter
totransport al the suppliesto Destiny’sWorld. Thefreighter wasfivetimesthe
size of the Baron, and helped usavoid further risks.

By mid-2508, when the* Revenge War” ended, we had finished our home,
and | had regular animal herdsgrowing on my own planet. Water, | had obtained
from catchingice crysta sthat made up most of Gabriel’ srings, and melting them.
We had regular lakesand riverson the surface of Destiny’sWorld, and irrigation
systemswatering our farms.

Weintercepted news broadcasts being sent from Tuf to the outer scientific
outposts, so we could keep up with what was going on around the Federation. On
Aurora, Destiny bought aload of schoolbooksand holographi ¢ teaching robots,
so our children could continuetheir education.

*

For awhile, theauthorities offered areward for our capture, but no oneever
saw usagain. Or at least, no one saw uslooking like ourselves, until after the
interest faded away. Two unauthorized biographieswere published, oneof which
| bought on my next trip to Justine. The Unauthorized Biography of Philipp
Kaplan & Crew: The Greatest Bank Robbers Ever. | read it, mainly for
amusement.

According to thisbook, supposedly based on officia records, bank security
cameras, and anonymoustips, | was abitter man, trying to punish society for
taking away my parents. The author insinuated that | had used my position as
Howard Bates' sonto cover early criminal activities, and to meet “ high society
contacts.” | had accumulated averitable gang of nearly 20 people, from computer



experts, to hit men, to wegponsdeders, and | had aharem of 10to 15young girls,
which | used to satisfy my enormous sexua appetite.

| felt good after reading the book, becauseit let me know to what depthsl
could havefallen, and reminded methat | wasn't really too bad of aperson. But
the*harem” part intrigued me... Who had made up that part? Gwandon?Washe
really so jealousof my successthat he had tried to make melook so bad?

| couldn’timagine having aharem—it would betoo muchtrouble, | think. My
wife Destiny morethan satisfied my sexud needs, and my needsfor companionship.
Andwhen shewasbusy el sewhere onthe planet, or off making apurchasein one
of our ships, Isabellewasagood friend —very intelligent and good-natured. And
| dwaysbehaved circumspectly around her, whether Destiny was present or not,
eventhough shewasattractive. | did not allow mysaf to getinto apositionwhere
either of uswould betempted to betray Destiny’strust.

If 1 wrestled with thechildren, Isabellewould not joinin. If shewereplaying,
| would watch from asafedistance. Say what you will —aharmlesstouchisnot
cheating, somehavesaid. But I’ ve seen the holo-shows. | know that a“harmless
touch” cansoonleadtoanaffair. And| couldn’t bear to think of the consequences.

Howard Bates, dill in hisfirst termasMonarch of Perd phone, publicly rebuked
the author of the book, and brought up old filmsto be played on Persiphone
newscasts—the“hero” films. Hetried to remind hispublic that | had donethebest
withwhat | could, andsaid, “...evenif hehascommitted thesealeged crimes, I'm
sure he never killed anyone out of malice, or hate. | stipulatethat it was self-
defense... No, | am not endorsing criminal activitiesof any kinds. | am merely
defending the character of my adopted son. | never knew himto be anything other
than alevelheaded, hard-working kid. And people everywhere should remember
that he served asavaluableinformation gatherer during our recent war with the
Sleebb people. Without menlikehim, risking lifeand limb to find out strategic and
tactical information, thewar may have goneon for yearsmore, and maybeeven
with adifferent outcome. Not only that, | am told that he voluntarily took partin
training some of our Federation soldiers. Soif you read these books, or listento
some of these newsreports, takeit with agrain of salt.”

| know hemust havebeen hurting inside, though, knowing that at east someit
was probably true. | madeamental notetovisit himwhen it waspossible, andtell
himmy sde.

Welaidlow for quite awhile, and finally explained our secret to our son
Philipp. Hejust thought it was great. In 2510, whenlittle Phil turned 13, | turned
40 ("), Destiny turned 43, and Sam turned five, we robbed another bank. This
time, wewent in without masksor gloves, but armed to the teeth. With the new
needleguns(thesmaler verson of theold tranquilizer dart guns), wejust walked
inand put everyone down.

When we stepped out onto the street, someone hollered out, “Hey! It'sthat
guy! Philipp Kaplan, therobber baron!”

Before anyone could get close, | dumped the contents of my bags onto the
sidewalk, and Destiny and | flew up into theair, using my new-and-improved &
grav vest. Wemade nothing onthat haul, and didn’t expect to, wejust did it to get
our juicesflowingagain, whichit did.

That onejob did so much for our self esteem, that we kept doing it that way
for awhile: no masks, no gloves, no disguises, just knock everyone out, and dump
the money on the street. Of course, when wetook the Colonial Commission’s
armed transport, wekept the 15 million Colonia Crediits.

Every now and then, we’ d keep some of the money from one of the banksto
buy something we needed, but most of it wejust dumped. Sometimes, we' d wait



to dump themoney until wewerehigh over thecity, so thebillswould spread out
abit asthey fluttered down.

Then Destiny got pregnant again, It wasinthe early weeksof 2515, | was45,
Destiny was48, Little Phil was 17v%, and Destiny Samanthawasamost 10. They
redly didn’t need | sabelle by that time, but she stayed with them anyway, teaching
Phil how to run the computer that controlled our planet’secosystem.

Three months into Destiny’s pregnancy, we robbed the First Central
Commercid Interplanetary Bank and Trust in Charta, Turner’sPlanet. Or, rather,
triedto.

On my way out of the vault, laden with four moneybags, | looked up at the
maletellerinfront of me. Just as| wasthinking helooked vaguely familiar, Jason
Quiversjumped me. | hadn’'t seen himinnearly 11 years, soit had takenjust a
split second for meto recognize him. That wasall he needed.

| found out later, reading the papersin prison on Meel g, that Jason had been
hired by the FIB, specifically to bring mein. Old records on Persiphone showed
that I’ d taken his classesthere, and military ledgers noted that he’ d been my
contact when | wasselling information to thegovernment, during the Sleebb war.
Sothey had called himin.

But Jason Quiverswas smarter than alot of peoplegave him credit for. And
muchmoreloyd.

Hehad somehow read apatterninto my robberies, and showed up at theright
place and at theright time, He disarmed me and held meuntil the policearrived.

He'sprobably theonly personin several systemsthat could havepulledit off.
| had paused, whiletrying to figure out who hewas, and that momentary advantage
wasal heneeded. Besidesthefact that my handswerefull.

Asheheld meto the polished marblefloor of the bank, hewhispered, “Tell
mewhereDegtiny is, Phil,and 1’ [l get you out of this. Just makeit worthmy while.”

| realized then, that hewas only doing hisjob, ajob that hedidn’t want to do.
Hewasprotecting hissalf-interests.

“I know you' reliving off-planet somewhere,” hecontinuedinahoarsewhisper,
talking quickly, glancing at thefront door of thebank. “1’ Il go there, get Destiny,
and break you out.”

Sol told him. I didn’t tell himwhere Destiny’sWorld was, in case hewas
wearing arecording device. But | told him that Destiny was parked two streets
over, inher a-grav car, waiting for meto exit the bank.

Thenthecopsbustedin.

Sothat’show | ended up being sentenced totwo yearsintheMedaPenitentiary,
at theripeageof forty-five.

| wastherefor just over ayear, until the MeelaPenitentiary caught fire, and
burned itself to destruction. And then, asfar asanyone elsewasconcerned, | was
dead.



| know, | started writing thisaccount for the prison psychiatrist. And | gave
himthefirst part, up toandincluding my first two or threerobberies. Therest of i,
| havewrittenfor my owninterests, for future generations.

Let mesay this. | do not approveof crime, generaly speaking. Just becausel
made my fortuneasacriminal, doesn’t makeit right. I know that many young
people, reading the other books about me, seeing the moviesbased on the books,
or even, perhaps, reading thisone, will get funny ideas. Somepeoplewill think I'm
akind of “anti-hero,” or the*good” bad-guy.

Don’'tdoit, please. For onething, it'sagainst thelaw. Andlawsarein place
for areason—most of them. For another, you'll livetherest of your lifelooking
over your shoulder, wondering when the cops are going to comelooking for you.

*

Oh. Onelast thing: Don't comelooking for Destiny’sWorldin Gabrid’srings.
Don't think that after al theseyearsof being so careful, that | would screw up and
tell you whereto find me. | promise, if that’swhere you look, you' Il be very
disappointed, indeed.

Eight.

Thereisso much moretotell, but I’ vegot to get on with living my life, and
leavethisdocument behind. I’ ve got grandchildrento think about.

Quickly, I mentionthat | did get that chanceto return to Persiphone, to visit
with my stepfather, Howard Bates, just after his20-year term asMonarch ended.
I met withhimin 2520 GS, at asecluded campground, with hiswifeMarianneand
their 20-year-old daughter Tabitha

| didn’ttell himeverything, naturaly.

But | told himthat | was donerobbing banks. | described Destiny’sWorldto
himindetail, though, explaining all thework that had goneintoit, and how | was
trying to landscapeit to look like the ancient mapsof Old Home Terra. | told him
that Jason Quivers, hiswife, and children werenow living with usthere.

Atfirg, hespokelittle, hisdisgppointment evident on hisface. It took Marianne
and Tabithato help him comearound. | think Tabithahad had acrush on meever
since she was ayoung teenager, seeing my pictures on the news. She and her
mother convinced Howard that | wastill hisson, the hard-working, bright-eyed
guy who'dlost hiscolonist parentsin abuswreck at Mike's Supermarket.

It wasactualy Mariannewho suggested that they comelivewith us. Howard
had been working as aconsultant for the new Monarch of Persiphone, giving
adviceand writing laws, for enormousfees, but hewasready toretire. Marianne
said it surewould beniceto live onaworld without all the clutter — Persiphone
washometo morethan 40 million peopleby that time, and startingtofedl crowded
by colonia standards.

| told them they werewel come, and Tabithasmilingly decided at oncethat
she’d come.

Howard wasdow to decide, but finally did.

“But no more bank-robbing?’ heasked me.

“None,” | told him. “My oldest son’san adult now, going to college on Tuf.
He'sengaged to bemarried. And my daughter’s15—she |l begoing off to college
intwo or threeyears. Both of Jason’skid'sarein collegeon Turner’sPlanet. All



of them use assumed names, of course, when they’ re not on Destiny’s World.
They think it’'sfun. But, to protect them, I’ ve had to stop robbing banks.”

After somethought, and several wonderful meals, he made up hismind.

Maybel shouldn’t mentionit, but Tabithatried to seduce me onenight, after
Howard and Marianne had gone to bed. | was sitting up on the couch in the
cabin’'scommon room, watching late-night holovision, when shecamein and sat
next to me, warm and cuddly. It was quiteflattering, | assureyou, for a50-year-
old man to be approached sexually by an attractive 20-year-old. But | stopped
her.

“Youdon'tevenknow me,” | told her, my handson her shoulders, pushing her
back inthewarm darkness. “ And | would never consider betraying Destiny’s
trust.”

Shemanagedtolook hurt for amoment, then smiled. “ I’ veread those books
about you,” shesaid. “Youdon't redly haveaharem?’

| shook my head. “ Just my onetrue Destiny.”

“You could haveaharem,” shetold me, tryingtodip closer tome. Shesmeled
good. “1 could beinit.”

| shook my head again. “No, Tabitha.” She sat back. | continued, “ You're
very beautiful —obvioudy you take after your mother. But it'snot inthecards.”

Shelooked so hurt that | hugged her. “Don’t feel bad, girl,” | told her aswe
embraced. “| still want you to be afriend of our family, and come with your
parentstolivewith us. But | can’t givemyself toyou.”

Shenodded against my shoulder, and sniffled. “ Okay.”

Then| kissed her. That'swhy | didn’t want to mentionit. | don’t want anyone
speculating asto whether | wasfighting off adesireto cheat. | wasn't. My head
was clear thewholetime—1 desperately wanted to get back home, to take my
wifeto bed. | kissed her to make adream cometrue—as!’ ve said, Tabithahad
been infatuated with my criminal personafor alongtime.

So| kissed her, for severa minutes, and not too chastely, either. But | kept her
handsfrom roving, and my hands stayed on her face or shoulders.

As soon as | was home, | told Destiny about it, and shetold me | was a
wonderful man.

“But why didn’'t you deepwith her?’ Destiny asked melater.

That'stheway my wifewas—no guile, completely innocent of jeal ousy.

| don’t know that I’ [l ever understand her that way. But | love her for it. |
could notimaginemy lifewithout my blonde-haired, green-eyed beauty. When |
try to, it’sjust depressing. | might have been acareer grocery man, working for
Mike. Or | might have been a minor bureaucrat in Harry’s government on
Persiphone. Or something el se, who knows. Surely, | would not have been“the
gdaxy’smost infamous bank robber.” But | might havebeen worse—adruggie, or
an alcoholic, like so many failed colonists. And | don’t think | would have ever
been happy.

So Harry and hisfamily moved inwith uson Destiny’ sWorld. It took them
severd months. Harry had to dowly withdraw himsdlf from politicson Persiphone,
and close down hisminor businessventures. Slowly, quietly, heand Marianne
sold off the property they had accumulated over theyears. Whilethey did this,
Tabithaleft them early, and moved into our cavern on the asteroid. She helped
Jasonand | build her parents mansion, and worked faithfully on our landscaping
projects.



Findly, al of themwerethere.

Destiny also visited her parents, in Habdes |, where her father still ran the
system’slargest and most prosperous asteroid mining venture. Her brothershad
all goneto college and returned with busi ness degrees and wives. Norman had
begun hisown manufacturing firm, asubsidiary of hisfather’slarger corporation.
All of the Desterswereweslthy.

But none of them wanted to hear Destiny’s“excuses’ or any part of her story.

Shehad goneaoneto visit them, and she cameback alone.

“They’vedisowned me,” shesaid withasmile. “1 guess| should have seen
that coming.”

| held her tightly aswetaked, sitting on ablanket onthe perfectly greengrass
of our cavern habitat. “| didn’t seeit coming,” | whispered to her.

“They wereall thoroughly investigated,” shesaid with afaraway look in her
eyes. “They’ ve had trouble getting back into the* socia circles,” asmy mother
callsthem. Thewholebusinessculturein that system knowstheir daughter isthe
wife of Philipp Kaplan, theinfamous bank robber. Fortunately, for them, the
investigators could find nothing. They thought my parents were using their
corporationto launder our money. My dad proved that it wasal legal money, but
hesayshe Il bewatched by the Federation until theday hedies, unlessl’ m caught.”

Shecried alittlethat night, but not asmuch as|’d cried after my parents
death. Then she never mentioned them again. Infact, when shelearned | was
writing thisaccount, she suggested |eaving them out of the story completely, but |
couldn’tdoit.

Just likemy parents, her mother and father arean integral part of whoweare.
They weregood people, and arenot at fault for what Destiny and | accomplished.
But they can't beleft out entirely.

Intheearly daysof 2521, Destiny surprised me onelast time.

“Why don’t wemarry |sabelle?’ sheasked me onenight, aswewaked aong
the park-like exterior of Destiny’sWorld.

“What?’" | stopped walking, my brainlocking up.

Inthe s lencethat followed, we could hear cricketschirping, andsmal animas
bedding down for the night. Nocturnal predatorswere scrunching through the
underbrush, readying for their night’swork.

Shegrinned wildly, and embraced me, kissing me onthe mouth.

“She'sbeenwith usfor al theseyears, beautiful, loving, and athletic. And
she'sbeen so good to our kids. You could give her some of her own, Philipp.”

“But—" | wasflabbergasted. “But | loveyou, Destiny Kaplan Bates!”

Shelaughed again. “1 know, baby. And you’ re so cutewhen you' redoingit,
t00.” Shekissed meagain, running ahand up my thigh. “But welovelsabelletoo,
right?’

| nodded. “But not likethat, Destiny. Shewas our child care employee, and
now she’sour friend—an equa partner inthisasteroid. But not a... Besides, that's
illegd.”

Destiny’shand found acomfortable nesting place below my belt, asheheld
her lipssoftly onmine. “You' re so dense, my husband. Thereisn't onesinglelaw
onthisplanet. You' rethegovernment now. There' snolaw againgt polygamy here.”



Shewasright, of course. And even some of the planetsthat did havelaws
permitted multiple marriages—the oldest exampl e being Paradise, where some
marriageswere known to include asmany as 16 people.

“But,” | beganagain, still not understanding, “I don’t think | sabellewill gofor
it. And I’ m not attracted to her likethat.”

Destiny shook her head dightly, rubbing her face against mine. “ You will be.
AsK her tomorrow night. She'll say yes.”

I’d never willingly goneagainst Destiny’ swishes. When we had differencesof
opinion, we d alwaysdiscussed it, and | dwaysgavein. A mgjor exception had
beenwhen | bought my starship, and whenwe' d brought other accomplicesinon
our crimes. Thosetimes, she' djust shut up and let me make my mistakes. But
when sheheld her ground, | alwayscavedin.

Thenext night, after dinner, | invited | sabelleto comeon awalk with Destiny
and |. Wetdked about old times, reminiscing. Then, withtheringsof thegasgiant
lighting up our night sky, | took oneof I sabelle'shands.

Shestarted in surprise, and even morewhen Destiny took her other hand.

“Uh...” | started off nervoudly.

“What, Philipp?’ she said, looking back and forth between us.

“We dlikeyoutomarry us,” | said, fedingfoolish. “Destiny and | want youto
bemy, er, our wife.”

Shepaused for only the smallest of seconds. “I’dloveto,” shesaid.

That night, Destiny deptin I sabele sroomwhilel had my second honeymoon,
and becameintimatefor thefirst timein my life with someone besides Destiny
Dedter.

| required severa monthsbeforel was comfortablewith the arrangement, but
both women were much more cosmopolitan than |, and took to it right away. |
realized that Destiny’ sdecision had made me—if possible—happier than before.

If either of my wives should die before me, my lifewould be considerably
moreempty than| couldimagine. Butif | diefirs, | haveafedingthey’ll get over
it.

So, back to the original question. Why did | doit?

Thethrill? Certainly.

Themoney?Well, it'sanice perk.

To sidestep thegovernment? Yes, there’ ssomething to be said for individual
accomplishments, and no one should be dependent on that facel ess, heartless
mass known asgovernment, but that wasnot my intention.

For Destiny?

They say that lovewill makeaman do unprecedented things, and that’ scertainly
trueinmy case. Without love, the galaxy would beadark and dreary place. And
without love, | —Philipp Kaplan Bates—would be adepressed, bitter old man.
Maybel did grab that first bundleof cash out of lovefor Destiny. And | certainly
stepped into that next bank with not much on my mind besidespleasing her.

| supposenow that | would have been happy without thelifeof robbing financia
institutions, aslong as Destiny was by my side. | wanted nothing morethanto
pleaseher.

And| could seethat shefelt the sameway about me.

It only made matters more enjoyableto spread thelove around alittlemore.

Asthefamous Terran historian once said, “Loveisall you need.”



Epilogue.

Year: 2525 GS
Location: Destiny’sWorld

Nestled degp inthe picturesquerings of Gabriel —perhapsthe most beautiful
gasgiant intheknown galaxy —finding her homeamong theicecrystalsand rocks,
liesatiny world.

Viewed from several milesaway, thisminuscule planet looksvery similar to
old mapsof Old Home Terra, and indeed it hasbeen landscaped to ook that way.
Roaming the surface of thishidden paradise are hundreds of speciesof animals,
ranging insizefrom the Kingloz elephant and Zarnian black whal eto earthworms
and ants, dl of themthriving in the carefully controlled and terraformed climate.

Wild grasses, bushesand small treesnow grow wild on what used to becold,
hard stone. Orchardsand farmland are spread acrosstheland areaof Destiny’s
World.

Deepingde, inanevenmorecarefully controlled climate, inamile-widecavern
near the center of the planet, abidesalush garden Utopia. An artificial sunonthe
celling of the cavern providesthe perfect amount of radiation for the humans,
animalsand plantsthat occupy thishidden place. Amidst the deep greensand
brownsof thewell-fed vegetation, severa sprawling mansonscan befound, with
neet littlefootpaths between them.

Thestructures havelarge windowswith no glass, for the climateis perfect,
andthelight, artificia rain comesat controlled times. Betweenthescheduledrains,
theretractableroofsare opened to the* sun” above.

Inthelargest of these mansionsresides Philipp Kaplan Bates, dlongwith his
family. Heisnow 55 yearsold. Hisfirst wife, Destiny Dester Kaplan, is58. Their
three children areliving with them: Philipp Howard Dester Kaplan, 28, Destiny
Samantha Bates Kaplan, 20, and Jason Jeffrey Kaplan, 10. His second wife,
|sabelleKaplan, is51. They aso havetwo children, Peter Kaplan, 4, and Gennifer
Kaplan, 2.

Jason and Deneen Quiversand their two children occupy the next house.
Markan Howard Quivers, theoldest child, is32, and Jeannie Taryn Quiversis 25.

Still athird house holdsan aging Howard Wingate Bates |11 and hisdarling
wifeMarianne, and their onedaughter: TabithaMarie Bates, 25.



Abbreviated planet list for Robber Baron

Tuf —first planet colonized by humanity, in 2010; home planet of the
Trayaks
— magor cities: Otok (capita), Tabumb, Kahput
—Year: 310days, Day: 26 hours, Gravity: 0.89, Climate: Terran

Turner’sPlanet— one of the Seven Old Worlds, colonized by NoraTurner, in
2010
— home planet of the Grangersand Strangers
— magor city: Chatta(capital)
— Year: 380days, Day: 33.6 hr, Gravity: 1.12, Climate: warm
Terran

Junxle — oneof the Seven Old Worlds, colonized circa2011

—magjor city: Farlaya(capita)
— Year: 625 days, Day: 60 hours, Gravity: 0.81, Climate: Terran

Paradise — oneof the Seven Old Worlds, colonized circa2012
— magor cities: Paradise City (capital), Aqua, New Tokyo,
Milkido
— Year: 324 days, Day: 19.2 hours, Gravity: 0.98, Climate:
tropical Terran

Persphone —thirdplanetintheHollisSystem, colonized circa2473-4
—maor cities: Tarkin (capitd), Batesville, Kleenair
— Year: 364 days, Day: 23.7 hours, Gravity: 0.99, Climate: Terran

New Earth — anOld World, colonized circa2015 (previoudy colonized by
Trayaks)
— magjor city: Newer York
— Year: 363 days, Day: 24.1 hours, Gravity: 0.98, Climate: Terran

(All yearsare measured in Galactic Standard Days—24 hoursper day. All days
are measured in Galactic Standard hours— 3600 seconds per hour. All datesare
Galactic Standard dating— previoudy knownas“AD”.)



Robber Baron Char acters:

Philipp Kaplan Bates: “TheRobber Baron”
2470, bornin Otok, Tuf
2475, emigrated to Tarkin, Persiphone, Hollis System
2483, both parentskilled inbusaccident in Tarkin

Destiny Dester: Philipp Kaplan'swife
2467, borninFirst City, Sixxle
2475, emigrated to Tarkin, Persiphone, Hollis System

Howard WingateBatesl11: Philipp Kaplan'sadopted father
2442, bornin Nubase, Tuf orbital city
2474-2484, head of Per sip honeunder Colonial Commission
2484-2494, Governor of Persiphone Republic (two 5-yr terms)
2494-2514, Monarch of Kingdom of Persiphone (one 20-yr term)

Jason Quivers: Philipp Kaplan’smartial artstrainer
2498-2508, officer in Federation military
2515, chief figurein Philipp’scapture

JamesGwandon: chief advisor for Mafiabossin Farlaya, Junxle
2489-2491, Philipp Kaplan'spartner in bank robbing
2491, captured by police, on Tuf, sentenced to fifteen yearson Taak
2506, released from prison

Human-colonized Space:
Circa2100: forty Class-1 worlds, about 25 Class-2 worlds
Circa2500: 150 Class-1 worlds; 210 class-2 worlds

M onetary Conver sion Specs:
Onenewdollar =0.75 Colonia Credits
Onenewdollar = $3 (2003 value)
OneColonia Credit=1.33 newdollars
OneColonia Credit = $4 (2003 value)
One 2003 dollar =0.25 colonia

One 2003 dollar = 0.33 newdollars
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