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People are constantly searching for anything solid on which to anchor their lives. Some worlds make it harder than others…
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One

Why are we here?
—Aidan O’Hara, founder of the Determinist Pastorate, Year 82 A.F. (After the Fall)


Where ore we?
—Unknown navigator, Year 0 A.F.


The ship arrived when Telly McMahon was two watch-years shy of his first side-year, late in adolescence when all things commonplace had created for him an oppressive prison.
Fortune, or fate, put him in the chart house when it first was sighted—the one place on Schenker Float where Telly felt free from the bonds of mundane life.
Duncan Blake was holding his class in celestial navigation. They had just completed taking the afternoon sighting of the Furnace, still a good thirty degrees shy of the zenith.
“Everyone still has their whiteboards and charcoal?” Blake asked, looking up from his charts and almanacs briefly with narrowed eyes. “Now I want you all to calculate the afternoon position. Work separately, no comparing notes until you’re done. And God’s Plan, McMahon, don’t you dare blurt out the answer before the rest of them are finished.”
Telly felt his face burn, but then saw the smile under Blake’s grey beard. They both knew he was the navigator’s best student.
Telly worked out the solution quickly. He was a master with the circular slide rule, and calculating positions was child’s play. The hard part was getting a good sextant reading when the horizon was lost in the haze and the Furnace was a tiny dot masked by the instrument’s thick screens.
While the others pored over their boards, scribbling with the charcoal, his gaze drifted towards the business end of the chart house.
The station’s three chronographs hung on the wall above the plotting table, mounted in a wooden frame with the two smaller clocks to mark the twenty-four-hour watch-day that tied them to old Earth flanking the oversized monster in the middle, which measured out the long sidereal day of Okeanos every seventy-six hours and forty-eight minutes.
Telly’s eyes lingered over the intricate markings on the big clock, but it was the plotting table that captured his imagination. It was there that the North Einstein Gyre lay before him in all its vast emptiness.
The currents were indicated with pale blue ink and labeled with a flowing hand, from the West Wind Drift in the north to the equatorials in the south, and from the Chandler Current in the west to the Webster in the east. And the long track of Schenker Float was marked in red with dates cribbed in cramped script alongside triangular plots.
For nearly three hundred watch-days they’d drifted slowly to the west along the North Equatorial Current—nearly a hundred side-days. Now they were heading into The Queue, the broad swirl of waters where the Equatorial Current merged with the Chandler Drift. In a few weeks, they’d be caught up in the Chandler and swept away to the north side of the gyre once again.
The anchorages were marked on the chart with green ink and outlined with blue. Bishop, Ellsworth, the Colts, Atwater, and the Vintons—the few fixed points in the endless swirl of air and water. He could almost imagine them in miniature in the virtual ocean beneath the glass—their long anchor chains taut against the pull of the sea floor and the press of current and wind.
Lacking from the chart, however, was the most flagrant feature of the Einstein Ocean and the Hawking and the Newton—of all Okeanos. There were no markings for the floats themselves, the thousands of masses of stone and salt and ferns and trees that gave the gyre its body and soul. There could be no markings for the floats, of course, any more than there were any for the winds.
Telly shot a guilty glance at one corner of the chart, however, where a much younger navigation student left alone in the chart house had tried to make such marks. A dozen pale green dots, as ghostly as the positions they marked, one for every square degree, had been inked at random intervals in a five-degree box in some part of the ocean that Telly hoped the Schenker would never come near. They’d made it easier for him to imagine what he could not see.
He looked up at the sound of an almanac slapping shut, its oilskin cover flopping loosely against the table. Blake was finished with his own calculations. Schenker’s chief navigator was beginning to show his age. He was more than fifty watch-years on his journey and a veteran of the Pirate Wars as well, but his eyes still burned with a youthful fire. At the moment, they burned for Telly, as Blake saw that he had long since worked out the equations that told them their position.
He waited a while before prodding the rest of the class into finishing their work. Telly looked them over himself. Ivan Hayes was a big boy with clumsy fingers. He had smeared charcoal all over his fleshy face, but he looked satisfied with himself. Ep-pie Borges also looked pleased with her results and tapped a foot impatiently while the others caught up.
“I swear, Telly McMahon, if God has a plan, it’s to make a navigator out of you,” Blake said softly.
“Telly doesn’t believe in God’s Plan,” said Eppie, a devilish look in her blue eyes. Telly shot her a stern glance, but it had little effect. She could get away with such heresy because she was not a Determinist herself, but came from the Skeptic village on the starboard quarter of Schenker. “He won’t admit it out loud, but I know,” she added.
Telly wanted to do something to make her take back her words, true as they were. But he knew better than to try something like that while in class.
“All right students, settle down,” Blake said, waving his whiteboard. “Everyone done? Very well, did you all come up with at least 14 degrees north latitude and 16 degrees west longitude? Good. That means you’re within 70 nautical miles of being right. Let’s see how close you were.” He went through the nine student navigators one by one, saving Telly for last. “Well McMahon, you came within a half mile of my position. Pretty good for the day.”
“I had trouble getting a clear shot at the horizon,” Telly said.
“No you didn’t,” Blake told him. “I did. Given a choice, I’d take your numbers. But don’t let that give you a swelled head.”
Telly held back a smile, afraid that it would only give the others a reason to taunt him. And he was getting too old to be able to deal with that the way he once did—by wrestling the taunters to the ground and forcing them to take back their words.
“Now the rest of you, where did you go wrong? How many had problems with calculations? How many with observations?”
They raised their hands dutifully at each question, but before Blake could continue, the enunciator tube at the front of the room whistled softly. He hurried over to the tube with surprisingly sudden grace.
“Halloo above,” he said.
“Halloo below,” came the miniature voice of the student on watch up on the bridge. “Ship ahoy, due south, two-masted schooner.”
Everyone in the chart house drew in a breath at once. They all knew what a ship meant these days. While in Blake’s youth, it had meant the threat of battle and pain, now it meant the likelihood of celebration.
Their eyes lit up, and they chattered with excitement until Blake cast a surly eye at them. Even Telly could feel his heart beat faster.
But he had a private reason to celebrate the arrival of a ship. This close to the Queue, there was a good chance that it came from Bishop Anchorage. There was a navigation school at Bishop—and the promise of liberation from his lifelong captivity aboard Schenker Float.

Blake was clearly concerned with more immediate problems.
“All right, let’s get organized. Miriam, light off down the path and find Pastor Kline, let him know there’s a ship coming. Telly and Eppie, you’re coming up to the bridge with me. Ivan, you stay down here and man the plotting board—you’re quick enough to help up topside, but you’re just too big to take up in the hoist with the rest of us.”
Ivan frowned, but it wasn’t serious. Telly knew he was nervous atop the bridge and was just as happy to remain below.
The navigator collected his equipment—a whiteboard, his own sextant, a battle-scarred long glass from the Pirate Wars—and whistled up to the bridge. “Three on the hoist,” he reported.
They entered the cramped box while the watchstander shifted ballast weights up above. A moment later, Blake and Telly began cranking the windlass.
It was a difficult and sweaty job to get them up the tall tower to the bridge—even with the counterweights taking off most of the load. When they reached the top, Blake opened the hoist door, and they all spilled out onto the bridge wing. Telly felt quick relief as the wind hit him square on—here on the North Equatorial the trades blew unceasingly, pushing the waters and the floats along day after long day.
He looked over the rail briefly at the forest floor seventy meters below. It made him feel more than a little dizzy, so he shifted his attention to the tops of the steelwoods and mast trees that danced in the breeze only a few meters beneath the bridge.
Schenker Float was almost ten kilometers across, but from up here, it looked so small—and to Telly almost as confining as it felt. Down there were all the boringly familiar landmarks of his life. The hog farm spread off to the east—a barren patch in the otherwise rich greenery of the float where the poisons from the livestock dissolved the native vegetation. Villages were barely visible through the woods on the float’s port side. The Great Lagoon to the south and the smaller lagoons around the compass seemed to glow with a turquoise light.
The paths connecting them were more than tracks through the trees, they were lines burned into Telly’s mind and impressed onto his memory. Their unchanging constancy, like everything else about Schenker, formed the chains that bound him to its ground.
But from up here, Telly could also see all that made him feel free and alive—the sea and the sky. The endless sea that wrapped Okeanos with waves without end was dotted with countless bergs—some large enough to sprout spar trees and yardwoods. To Telly, they looked like dozens of miniature floats—the ocean made small enough to see all Schenker’s distant neighbors at once.
And the sky was filled with countless fluffy white clouds, chains and columns, trailing off upwind and downwind, making barricades around the horizon. Gray clouds were piling up on the southwest side of the float, trailing gauzy rain across Fishing Village. To the southeast the bright white dot of the Furnace burned painfully bright in a deep azure sky.
Also to the south, near the horizon, Telly saw the sparkling white triangles of a ship’s sails emerging from the distant haze.
“Eppie, you uncover the heliograph,” Blake said. “They’ll be in range in a little while. Telly, I want you to help me track them. Maybe we can even get some good triangulation bearings to figure their distance.”
Telly’s moment of inspiration at the grand view of the world was swept away by the needs of the moment. He went to one end of the bridge and unlimbered the peloris while Blake did the same at the other end.
It took them several minutes to get bearings that were accurate enough to calculate the distance—more than eleven miles.
“If you were sailing master, how would you approach us?” Blake asked as they put their heads together over the whiteboard.
Telly looked upwind, then off to the south. “I guess I’d have to come up on the west side of the float and tack in from the northwest to get to the docks.”
“Good guess,” Blake said. “How long do you think it’ll take them?”
Telly shrugged. “I don’t know. I’d need a plotting board to work it out.”
“You shouldn’t. Not if you know your sailing. I give them four hours if they’ve got a clean hull.”
“I’m ready with the heliograph,” Eppie called.
Blake hustled down the platform to where she stood next to the vaned shutters. Telly put his eye to the peloris to get a better view of the sailing vessel. It had two masts and three sails—two big ones on the masts and a jib rigged out front. It had to be more than thirty meters long.
“Go ahead,” Blake said. Eppie slapped the shutters open and shut rapidly three times, waited, then repeated the signal. A minute later she did it again. A third try produced a response—three flashes from the main deck of the schooner.
“All right!” Eppie shouted.
“Send this message,” Blake ordered. “Welcome to Schenker Float. Mooring and docks bearing 330 true from here.”
The shutters clapped quickly. Eppie was good at working the heliograph, even better than he was.
A couple minutes after she’d finished the message the reply began to flash across the sea. Telly started reading the code, but had trouble keeping track as Blake spoke it aloud. “Ahoy… Schenker… Hospital… Ship… Relief… Nine… Days… Out… Of… Bishop… Anchorage… break.”
Telly’s heart leapt skywards at the news. Bishop Anchorage. Sacred words that were inscribed in the navigation manuals and almanacs in the chart house below. Words he had memorized as a child, when he first had dreamed of fixing the position of the float against the sea and stars. “Published by the Navigation School, Bishop Anchorage.”
From that moment on, as far as Telly was concerned, no one afloat on Okeanos was as important as a navigator. They were the link between the inhabitants of thousands of isolated floats. Fishermen could not venture beyond sight of home, merchants could not trade, pastors could not communicate, and physicians could not visit the sick and injured without a navigator to find the way.
Long before his first lessons with Duncan Blake, Telly had imagined himself a student in the school at Bishop Anchorage, learning the secrets of the craft. Before he knew what the calling involved—long weeks at sea far from anchorages or floats, through fair weather and foul, in crowded quarters aboard leaking ships. But as he grew and learned, the burdens never seemed to outweigh the romance.
Graduates from a navigation school could write their own tickets. You could work your way around the world, sailing from anchorage to anchorage on a merchant ship or man-of-war. Blake had studied in the school at Crawford Anchorage in the South Einstein, but Telly had always set his sights on Bishop—for no other reason than that it was known to him.
Now it was less than nine days’ sail away.
And it might as well have been on the other side of the world, he realized suddenly. His heart dropped like a wounded bird as he thought of what he would have to do next.
There was no chance he could leave for Bishop Anchorage without the permission of his parents. He wasn’t of age yet—and when he would be, in two more watch-years, Bishop would be far behind them.
But the thought of asking his mother if he could leave Schenker Float for the wider world made him shiver. His hopes fluttered, dying on the wind while barely out of the nest.

They tracked the ship for two hours, watching it make its way along the course Blake had described. It worked its way up the west side of the float until it was a few points north of due west, then it came about and headed straight back towards them on its southeasterly tack.
“Meet me at the docks when she comes in,” Blake said when Telly made his leave. “I’ll get you aboard her.”
Telly’s chest filled with excitement. He hadn’t expected that. When the last ship that had come by—a merchantman from the Colts several weeks back—he’d been lucky to get away from duties and classes long enough to look at it from the pier. But that was before he’d moved up to Blake’s class section.
“Yes, sir,” he said.
Blake gave him a salute, and Telly, filled with pride, returned it. Then he climbed into the hoist and released the brakelatch. Just before it began to drop, Eppie swung around the frame at its top and climbed in. Telly was about to scold her for throwing off the balance, but she smiled and said: “I just whistled down to Ivan, and he’s hooking the stone on now.”
“I hope it’s not his,” Telly said. “I don’t want to have to pull us all the way down.”
“Just keep your foot on the brake and your hand on the windlass,” she said. “Or would you rather I handled it myself?”
“Damned Skeptic women,” Blake said with a wink. “They never give a man a chance.”
Telly agreed, but didn’t dare say anything. At least not until they were back on the ground. He just let the hoist drop below the deck of the bridge in sullen silence.
“I know what you’re hoping,” Eppie said before they descended more than a couple of meters. “You want to take that ship back to Bishop Anchorage and go to the Navigation School.”
Telly snarled something unintelligible and looked out through the heavy timbers that supported the bridge, trying to spot the schooner to the west.
“You can ignore me if you like, Telemachus McMahon, but I know the truth. You told Ivan, and Ivan told Helen, and Helen told me. But you’re afraid because you don’t think it’s God’s Plan.”
“Don’t be so sure of what people tell you,” Telly said.
“It’s true, isn’t it?”
Telly looked her in the eye, and instead of a callow, taunting girl, he saw a sympathetic soul. He realized that she wasn’t trying to tease him, but was genuinely concerned about his feelings. For a moment, he almost wished she was just the callow girl, but then he relented.
“Some of it,” he said. “But I don’t just think it isn’t God’s Plan. I know it isn’t.”
“And how do you know? Did God tell you?”
“No, He didn’t. And that’s how I know. Only I don’t even believe in that stuff, so I don’t know what difference it makes.”
“If you don’t believe in it, then why did you say I was lying earlier?”
“I didn’t say you were lying,” Telly replied. “I said you didn’t know what you were talking about. And you don’t.”
“Then tell me—do you believe or don’t you?”
“You want the honest truth?”
“Yes.”
“I guess I don’t. Because if I did, then I’d have to follow God’s Plan. And from what my mother says, that means staying right here on Schenker Float the rest of my life and doing the same thing people have been doing here for four side-years—having babies, working, getting old, and dying.”
Eppie frowned, letting her sympathy wash over him. She reached out and stroked his cheek with the back of her hand. “There’s nothing wrong with having babies,” she said.
“I guess not, but there’s something wrong with staying here if what you really want to do is be a navigator.”
“You can be a navigator without leaving Schenker Float,” she said. “Duncan Blake has been the navigator here for as long as I’ve been alive. Longer.”
“But that’s not the kind of navigator I want to be,” Telly said, a slight whine creeping into his voice. “I want to sail ships. I want to get loose from here and travel the great wide ocean. I want to leave Schenker Float forever.”
Now Eppie looked sad, not for him, it seemed, but for some other reason. As if what he wanted made a difference to her. Telly couldn’t figure it out, but then he never had been able to understand much of what girls said and did.
“You know what I think? I think you’re afraid of what your mother believes is God’s Plan. And if she doesn’t think it means you should be a navigator, she won’t let you go.”
Telly sighed. “It’s more than that, ” he said.
“More? Like what?”
“More than I can explain to you,” he said. He knew he was not just trying to avoid her questions. How could he explain his mother and her moods. She was one of those people who followed the rhythms of the Furnace—up for more than thirty hours when it was daylight and down for as many hours when side-night fell. And her moods matched the sky—bright as the Furnace and dark as the night.
That seemed to silence Eppie for a moment. Then she set her shoulders forward and forced out her breath. “You Determinists are all too complicated for me. You should have been born a Skeptic. You spend all your time trying to figure out God’s Plan, except there isn’t any plan. You should just live your life the way you have to, do what’s right, and never think twice about what it means. Simple as that.”
“That’s easy for you to say,” Telly said.
“Why is it any easier for me to say than you?” she asked.
“Because your mother isn’t a believer,” he replied.
And with that, the hoist hit the bottom of its track, Telly opened the door, and they both climbed out.



Two

Why did Noah bring piglets along on the arks after the Fall? So people wouldn’t have to eat their dogs.
—Old children’s game from 1st Century A.F.


A pack of small dogs raced out from under the shade of the central storehouse to greet Telly when he entered the rational. They were family dogs, some belonged to his cousins, some to the neighbors, and two were his.
Smokey was a short-haired black mix between a cocker spaniel and a beagle. He thought he was lead dog in the pack, but there were others that disputed that status. He’d been Telly’s for five watch-years now. He gained some distance on the rest of the pack to reach Telly first.
Close behind him was Harry, a black-and-tan terrier. Harry had no doubts about his status—he was bottom dog, with no aspirations to leadership. He was barely done being a puppy, but he was smart—a natural-born thief that stole food at every opportunity.
They circled him closely, leaped up to greet him, and barked and barked and barked.
Telly watched them bemusedly. They were so natural, never giving any indication that the absurdity of their situation—eternally afloat on a vast world-girdling ocean thousands of trillions of miles away from the world for which they were meant—made any difference for them. As long as they could run free and chase phibs, they were happy. None of them cared a bit for God’s Plan, Navigation School, or life beyond the limits of Schenker Float.
As if to prove the point, once they were done with their greeting, the dogs went back to their own peculiar social interactions, sniffing, pushing, and scolding one another, as they returned to the cool shade beneath the store house.
In the three side-years since the first Determinists came to Schenker Float, their numbers had tripled and their villages had spread across much of its available ground. Of the more than thirty big pontoons that made up the float, more than half were too young to be used for much more than hunting and fishing. The villages were clustered in the oldest pontoons where the ground was high, the trees tall, and ponds of fresh water had collected over the years.
Workshop Village was only a short distance from the chart house—and the geographic center of the float. It comprised more than two dozen rational, more than a thousand souls.
Telly’s rational sat near the edge of one the freshwater ponds within a two hundred-meter circle scattered through a stand of blackwood. The trunks of the trees were wrapped with orchid vines planted long ago by the float’s first families.
There were eight households bound together in the basic rationing unit of Okeanos, formed long ago when scarcity demanded a stricter accounting of ham, charcoal, and salt.
One household was quiet and dark—home to three women and two men who had passed on into their fourth side-year. Two of them were Schenker’s original settlers.
Two households shook with the screams and squawls of young families, with kids barely weaned and dressed.
Four of them bustled with mature broods: one or two grandparents, their children, and their grandchildren, all packed together under one roof, and nearly bristling with domestic tension. Two of the latter included his aunts, both his mother’s sisters.
And Telly’s own household consisted of himself, his parents, and his older brother—though Larry spent much of his time at the corral with the other Downies.
Aunt Cassie and Aunt Nickie were at the storehouse, breaking out charcoal, grain, and salt pork for tonight’s supper.
Telly’s home consisted of a raised platform a meter and a half off the ground, wrapped with braided wax wood, sporting woven sail-leaf shutters and a roof of blackwood shingles.
“Your mother’s not here yet,” Aunt Cassie called to Telly as he started for his front steps. “It’s her turn down at the corral.”
Cassie was the younger of his two aunts. Telly had never felt much affection for them—he heard their nasty remarks about his mother when they thought no one else was listening. They carried the tone of mocking sympathy, but always laced with a sense of smug superiority.
“I know she can’t help it, but I would never talk to my husband the way she talks to Pat,” Cassie would say.
“I don’t know why Mother always favored her,” Nickie would add. “It didn’t do any good in the end. And if I couldn’t control my moods, I’d at least keep them to myself.”
Years of that had taught Telly never to trust his aunts and to keep a healthy distance from them. He wondered sometimes what they must say about him. “He’s got his mother’s attitude, you know. He never gets close to anyone.”
Telly was worried that he’d missed his mother now. She’d be working with the Downies until supper time, and that was when the ship was due to dock. He’d hoped to find her home.
He knew of only a few times during each side-day that he could approach her and get a reasonable response. She was best in the hours after sunrise. But the Furnace had been up since the middle of the midwatch—more than twelve hours now—and his chances were getting slim.
By the time it made its seventy-six-hour circuit back to dawn, the ship might be gone. His heart sank at that thought.
His only other chance might be shortly after sunset. If he could catch her before her mood slipped from its daylight high to its dark night’s depression, he might have a chance of talking her into it. But only a slim chance. It was hard to predict her moods at night. Sometimes she would wind down slowly, other times she would crash precipitously. It made living with her difficult—and at times impossible.
He waved at his aunts, then turned away from the house. It would be best if he waited until later. First there was the strange and wonderful ship itself to see. He headed up the path through the center of the village towards the boatyard on Landfall Bay.

Telly hurried through the thick grove of polymer trees and covered his face with one hand as he did. The boles of the trees oozed thick liquid from countless taps into a network of lines and buckets. At the same time, they released hideous vapors into the air that collected at the back of Telly’s throat and threatened to make him gag.
His ordeal was brief, however, as he passed quickly into the boatyard.
Steam, sawdust, noxious fumes, and noise all spilled out of the workshops in equal measure as Telly made his way towards the waterfront.
The worst of the fumes came from the plastic works, where the gluepots extracted resins from the polymer trees to make polyesters, nylon, and the rest of their strange menagerie of materials. But the loudest noise came from the sawmills, where fallen trees were transformed into beams, posts, planks, shims, dowels, and all the rest.
The yard sat on the inboard shore of the bay on the forward side of Schenker float. The boundary between a young pontoon full of lush undergrowth sprouting from pumice and rootbind and the older pontoons of the float’s ancient core, split it down the middle. Worksheds filled the woods inboard, while hulls, masts, docks, and ways littered the outboard flats. Work crews caulked the seams of a single hull, a twenty-meter ketch with two masts, sitting in the ways, and sealed the wood with plastic.
When Telly reached the waterfront, the sails of the visitor from Bishop Anchorage were billowing with the wind.
The ship was a two-topsail schooner, and as she breached the mouth of the lagoon and came about, all her bright linen caught the northeast wind. Big gaff sails pulled on the masts, with double topsails and topgallant sails above—and a big red cross was emblazoned across each topsail. Four jibs helped bring the bow around smartly as she switched tacks.
As they approached the middle of the bay, the ship’s crew reefed in the topsails and drew down two of the jibs. The foresail came down next, the ship slowing as it made its final tack and steadied up on a course straight towards the shore.
“A fine ship. She handles like one of your father’s crankboxes.”
Telly looked over his shoulder to see Duncan Blake standing behind him, watching the ship make its final approach to the docks.
“She’s awfully big,” Telly said. “She didn’t look that big through the glass.”
“They never do,” Blake answered. “She looks new too, fresh sails and rigging.”
“What’s that on the foremast? Up near the masthead?” Telly pointed to a large circular housing containing a half-dozen blades resembling the shutters on a heliograph.
“Well, I’ll be damned if it isn’t a windmill generator,” Blake said. “They’ve got electricity on board her. Look at the searchlights forward. Those aren’t oil lamps, they’re electric arc lights.”
“Electricity,” Telly whispered reverentially, as if Blake had said that one of Homer’s Olympian gods was standing on the main deck.
“Here she comes,” Blake said as the ship glided across the last few meters of open water, the last few yards of sail spilling the air. A rocket hissed to life from the shore, trailing smoke and nylon line in a long graceful arc over the bow of the schooner. A deckhand ran to snag the light messenger and was joined by a shipmate who began hauling a heavier mooring line out to the ship.
Mooring crews ashore and the ship’s crew afloat worked the schooner up to the dock over the next few minutes. Now it was close enough for Telly to see the fine detail of the rigging, the bright-painted trim, the plastic and wooden fittings, the rare flash of brass and steel, all the special touches that showed the vessel to be the product of a wealthy anchorage and not a parsimonious float like his.
As soon as the ship was made fast to the dock, a gangway was pushed out from her gunwale. A moment later, a party of officers in white uniforms with stiff blue caps formed on the fantail.
“Come along, Telly,” Blake said. Telly pulled his jaw up and shook the stars from his eyes, then fell into step behind his teacher. Blake moved quickly to join up with Pastor Kline, Council Leader Henry Adorno, Councilman Horatio Cady, and Nestor Cohn, the pharmacist.
The entourage clomped loudly down the dock, then filed across the gangway onto the ship and assembled facing the schooner’s crew.
“Welcome aboard the Relief,” said a white-haired man at the center of the reception line, his face a mass of sunburned wrinkles that looked all the darker from the bleached white blouse that he wore. Telly ran his eyes over the elaborate insignia on the shoulderboards—the winged staff and serpents of the caduceus flanked by four gold stars. “I am Honor DuPage, master of the ship. These are our physicians—”
He indicated the three men and one woman to his right with a broad sweep of his hand.
“—And these are my officers.” Another broad gesture indicated the four men to his left.
He introduced them by name, medical staff first, but Telly was distracted by the sudden shaking beside him. It was Duncan Blake, his arm quivering as he sought to raise it against some invisible restraining force.
“Malcolm,” he whispered in a voice so soft and dry that Telly was sure no one else could hear him. Then he repeated it, more loudly. “Malcolm? Is that you?”
Heads turned in their direction, including that of the last officer in line to the left—a grey-haired man with sharp eyes and a beard that had long since gone white.
“And on the far end is our navigator,” DuPage continued, trying to exercise discretion and ignore Duncan’s interruption. “Malcolm Blake.”
Duncan Blake stepped forward and took the Reliefs navigator by the arm.
“Malcolm, it’s me—Duncan,” he said, his voice cracking with emotion. “Your brother.”
“Oh my God, Duncan. It’s you!”
Then, before the assembled crew, physicians, and local dignitaries, the two men threw their arms around each other, pounded each other on the back, and began to cry.



Three

Whether there was a real man named Noah who stocked the arks that carried our forefathers to safety when the Babbidge slipped beneath the sea or not isn’t really the question. Every time we honor him, we pay our due to those who rescued the precious links to our past on Old Earth.
Some say that pulling tomato seeds and peppercorns from ration packs was a trick anyone could have come up with. And there surely were enough lemons around for all to plant.
The handful of books we have today were carried afloat by a half dozen families, and not by any single man. Indeed, some of them were copied in longhand from Earth-tech computers.
The real question of Noah is not whether one man contributed so much to our survival—both physical and spiritual. The question is how could anyone miss the lesson of those early days of humanity’s life on Okeanos?
And the lesson is that we are all here today because of the sheer grace of God, that He gave us what we needed to live—food for the body and food for the soul.
—Aidan O’Hara, Year 83 A.F.


“What exactly is a twining?”
The question came from Hari Stoddard, the ship’s youngest physician, and it brought all other conversation in the small wardroom to a stop. Those who were asking themselves the same question fell silent to hear the answer. Those who already knew the answer fell silent and tried to put it into words.
Telly found himself in both categories. He knew what he’d been told all his life, but still did not understand. All he was certain of at the moment was that the reunion of Duncan and Malcolm Blake was certainly a twining—and a big one.
His teacher had been so shaken by the meeting that it took him nearly half an hour to regain control of himself. When he did, he insisted that Telly remain with him and join the reception dinner for the Relief.
“I need someone to keep a watch on me,” he said. “Make sure I don’t lose myself again.”
Telly’s throat choked up at the request, and he nodded vigorously.
The people of Schenker Float put on their best spread for the hospital ship, including both sacred foods—juicy roast pork, fresh-picked tomatoes, fried green peppers, and cockatiel squab grilled on a spit—and profane—fish stew, pinefruit, breadroot, barrel fern, steamed crusties, and boiled submarine.
The Relief had provided its own treats—including one the likes of which Telly had never seen before. It was a cloudy liquid, with pieces of lemon floating in it. They called the liquid “lemonade.” But the astonishing part came when they served it, pouring it into tall cups of clear blown glass. The cups had been filled first with what looked to Telly like chunks of raw glass, alternately clear and cloudy, fractured and cracked. He was reluctant to drink at first, until Duncan Blake urged him on.
“Go ahead, boy, try it. Ah, the wonders of electricity and refrigeration.”
“We need it for the medical staff,” his brother said. “They keep their samples and specimens in there.”
Telly sipped it at first—it was sour and made his lips pucker. But more amazing, it was cold! Like deep water in a pond at dawn or seawater drawn up from a well in the center of the float.
“What are these things?” he asked.
“Ice, Telly,” Duncan Blake said. “Water so cold that it freezes solid. They make it in a box belowdecks powered by electricity. Try and bite into it.”
He did and received a rude surprise. His teeth hurt to touch it and his head ached in places he’d never felt before.
Once he got over the odd taste of the lemonade, he found himself swallowing it in great gulps. It made his skin prickle and cooled his face.
The ship provided more delicacies—fruits Telly had never seen before, though aside from the lemons they were all profane, and oversize crabs that they said were unique to Bishop Anchorage.
When they were done, Pastor Kline made the customary speech. “Thank Noah for his presence of mind to rescue the sacred foods that sustain our bodies, the sacred books that sustain our minds, and the sacred knowledge that sustains our community.”
Everyone nodded, fresh glasses of lemonade were poured, and it was then that the physician asked his question.
“I take it you are not a Determinist, Doctor Stoddard,” Pastor Kline said.
“Afraid not,” he replied. He was a young man, his beard still dark and full, his eyes still bright, and his back still straight and strong. Telly felt the strength of the man’s spirit. He might not have been a believer, but that did not mean he had no faith.
“A twining is an unexpected moment of unity—like the reunion of two brothers separated for much of their long lives,” Kline said.
“Exactly like that,” Captain DuPage said, with a knowing nod.
“And it is a sign of God’s grace,” Kline added. “A way of telling us that He has a plan for us.”
“That’s what I had heard,” Stoddard said, slowly and carefully. Telly could see that the man was taking pains not to offend, even though he was not a believer. “But I don’t understand how a coincidence like today’s meeting implies the existence of God, His grace, or His plan.”
“Ah, then you are a Skeptic,” Kline declared.
“No, no,” Stoddard said. “Not at all. You can call me a humanitarian if you want to put a name to it. I’m prepared to be convinced, but you’ll just have to pardon my ignorance if I remain unenlightened. As 1 said, I simply don’t understand how the one suggests the other.”
“One has to put it into context,” Kline said. “Think of it from God’s point of view, humbly as you can, of course. Here on the North Einstein Gyre there are hundreds of floats—”
“Fifty-five hundred,” Duncan Blake said.
Kline frowned, then nodded. “But of these, only a few are populated.”
“One in five,” said Stoddard.
“That many?” Kline queried, and this time Stoddard nodded. “In any case, think of how the hand of God had to steer Schenker Float and Malcolm Blake together. A few days sailing or drifting by either one and the two would never have come together. Malcolm and Duncan would never have reunited. Clearly this is evidence of the hand of God.”
“Perhaps,” Stoddard said. “But I don’t see how it implies God’s plan. That is the center of your beliefs, isn’t it?”
“Certainly it is. But it is not simply a matter of rational deduction—the way the twining proves the existence of God. God’s Plan is first of all a matter of faith. We believe He has a plan for us because it gives order and meaning to our lives.”
“Precisely my point, Pastor,” Stoddard said. “How do you get from the coincidence to the meaning? How do you know that the twining has anything to do with God’s plan?”
Pastor Kline sighed, looking for words. Telly knew that he had reached his limits. He had seen the pastor in discussion groups before. He was good on the doctrine that he’d learned in seminary school—he was even competent at providing spiritual support for most of his parishioners. But he had trouble putting the pieces together from real life, from real things like today’s big twining and the dozens of smaller ones that happened all the time.
Telly smiled, then almost before he knew what was happening, words jumped from his lips. “We don’t,” he said. “We don’t know what the twining has to do with God’s Plan. Not right now.”
The others at the table all stared down at him, making his face feel hot and his forehead sweat. All were his senior, all except Malcolm’s apprentice, Mark Wayland, who sat across the table from Telly. Wayland had a constant sneer on his face. It was a consequence of eyes that were too far apart, separated by the oversized bridge of his nose, and a chin that was too small. Now he seemed to be mocking Telly’s boldness to enter into the conversation of adults.
“That’s true,” Pastor said, drawing the attention away from Telly and leaving him feeling terribly relieved. “We won’t know what it means until we’ve discussed it. And we may not know even then. Sometimes the meaning of a twining doesn’t emerge until days or weeks later. But let me assure you, when the meaning does become clear, there is no doubt that it was part of God’s Plan.”
“It sounds truly magical,” Stoddard said, using such a tone that Telly could not be sure if he was in awe or if he was being sarcastic. “I feel deprived of the experience of such certainty.”
“And well you should,” Captain DuPage said. “It is a wondrous thing. Though to tell the truth, the way I’ve always seen it is that God’s Plan is the duty to serve your fellow man, keep your honor, and protect your family.”
“Ah, now that’s a plan I could keep to,” Stoddard said. “With or without twinings to prove God’s hand in the matter.”
“To be honest,” Kline said, “much of the time, that seems to be what God is telling us.” The pastor looked down the table, and his eyes fell on Telly. For a moment, he felt as if those words had been meant for him. And for a moment he felt a fierce anger at the pastor.
Anger because he did not want that to be God’s plan for him. Not now, not ever. Because the way Pastor Kline interpreted those words, Telly knew it meant he should remain at home on Schenker Float with his parents.
And because Telly wanted to believe that the twining had a special meaning for him and him alone—that this ship was meant for him, meant to take him away to Bishop Anchorage and the Navigation School.

Telly cursed the tyrannies that set the limits of his life as he walked back home after the feast.
Chief among them was the slow crawl of time, of Okeanos itself making its long orbit of the Furnace. He looked up through the leaves at the white dot in the sky and tried to imagine a billion miles of distance between here and there. It was the long sidereal year of Okeanos that kept him prisoner here, a captive of his mother’s will.
Until he had made one full circuit around that bright young star, he would not know the freedom he longed for. That journey took more than nineteen long watch-years—nineteen Christmases and nineteen Easters and nineteen Feasts of Aidan. Telly hated the bitter knowledge that seventeen was not nineteen. And that he was not yet a man.
He had hoped to sneak into his hut unobserved, coming up on it through the pigtail ferns on the far side of the rational, away from the pond. But the Furnace was still high in the sky, and the two dogs under his porch—Smo-key and Harry—began to bark as soon as he was within earshot, running to him as he reached the edge of the yard.
“Telly, is that you out there?”
His mother’s voice cut through the barking of the dogs, who were now alternately nipping at his feet and leaping into the air in front of him. She stepped out from behind the far side of the house, a broomstick in her hand.
Chryseis McMahon was a tall woman with long hair the color of a golden sunset. Her youthful beauty had not faded with age, but it had become twisted ever so subtley by the pendulum of her moods.
She had been sweeping the door-yard, as she did whenever the watch-night fell during side-day. Hour after hour, she would scour the ground. No fern or seedling dared show its face in her corner of the rational or in the common area around the cook stoves.
Scrack… scrack… scrack.
The sound of the broom against the dark organic soil built up over hundreds of watch-years would go on and on into the night. The shutters could block out the light of the Furnace, but not the sound of his mother’s sweeping. She did it because there was nothing else to do—not after she had cleaned the hut, mended the clothes, and tended to the rational’s nightly chores.
“Yes, Mother,” Telly called to her. “It’s me.”
“Do you know how late it is? They sounded the nightwatch bell hours ago. Where have you been?”
Telly approached her slowly, dragging his heavy feet across the yard. He began to speak, to explain, but his mother cut him off.
“I know you’ve been up to something,” she said. “I can tell when you’re hiding your heart from me. Just look at you—all tied up in knots from holding it in. Well don’t just stand there—explain yourself.”
“I was down at the docks,” he said. “I went there with—”
“That’s what I thought. You’ve been out with that Skeptical girl again. That Eppie Borges. What have you two been doing? You know you can’t let yourself get involved with one of them. What would your aunts say?”
Telly felt his heart pound, and his mouth grew dry. He wanted to tell her about the feast aboard the Relief, but he was afraid that if he started talking, everything would spill out.
His mother was unrelenting. She went on and on about the embarrassment he could cause if he and Eppie did anything as foolish as producing a child. “I would just die. Do you know that, Telly? I would just die.”
Telly turned to his mother, took a step to close the distance between them, and put his hand on her shoulder. He waited until her eyes looked up from the ground and the broom, and met his.
“Mother, listen to me, please.”
She hesitated, then softened. The fire and electricity that seemed to possess her soul faded, and she sighed. “You know, son, sometimes you look just like your father did when he was your age.”
“Mother, I wasn’t with Eppie Borges. I was down on the ship that came in today with Duncan Blake. He invited me aboard for supper.”
She fell silent for a moment, and Telly was satisfied that she had listened to his words and even accepted them.
But then she came about and took off on a new tack. “You were eating down there when we had food for you waiting at the table here? What a waste. No wonder we had to throw the leftovers to the dogs. Where are those animals anyway? They’re good for nothing but food testing anyway.”
Telly swallowed the lump in his throat and dragged himself wearily up the steps to his hut and into his room. He knew that he would not try to talk with her any more tonight. There was no point. When she was like this, it was hard enough to get her to listen to even simple things. It was best to just go along with her and leave the matter until she was willing to hear him out.
Except that it would be too late by then. The Relief was indeed staying only two watch-days. Their powerful electric searchlights let them find their way through the bergs and pontoons that littered the seas and made sailing during side-night such a hazard.
And with it would sail his hopes of flying away on the wind to Bishop Anchorage.
He dropped the blinds, casting the room into darkness, and sank to the sleeping mat on the floor. Outside he could hear the sound of his mother sweeping the yard as he drifted off to sleep.
Scrack… scrack… scrack…



Four

For four generations, our people have argued over who was responsible for the Fall of the Babbidge and its loss beneath the seas of this world. Some have blamed the First Navigator for her role in bringing the ship down—though they have honored her for bringing the five thousand souls aboard to safety on Einstein Float. Others have defended her, in the face of her own silence on the subject, claiming that she prevented a greater tragedy by saving our freedom against the plans of those ship’s officers who went down with the Babbidge.
But in all that time, in all those debates over guilt and blame, no one has ever questioned God’s purpose in leaving us all castaways on a world without landfall, powerless before His grace, stripped of all certainty, even to our very location upon the face of His waters.
—Aidan O’Hara, Year 82 A.F.


By the time the discussion group began to assemble, the Furnace had settled nearly to the horizon. The air had cooled noticeably from the morningwatch’s heat, and high clouds over the south end of the float were beginning to dissipate—though those that remained were painted gold and orange by the sunset.
Telly found Eppie at the edge of the village. She was not alone. Mark Wayland, the apprentice navigator, was with her. He was the last person Telly wanted to see now.
“I’ve never seen a Determinist discussion group before,” Wayland said.
“I have, and you’re not missing much,” Eppie shot back. “Just don’t tell my grandfather about it. Skeptics aren’t supposed to show an interest in such things.”
“Secrets shared are secrets safe,” Telly said, eliciting a sudden glance of confusion, then understanding, from Eppie.
They found a place on the edge of the permanent seating—wooden benches set in great circles around the shore of the lagoon between the trees and the water. They set themselves down on the enchanted forest ferns that covered the ground like a soft mat.
The benches filled with older adults—Telly’s father and mother among them, although his aunts stayed home. Perhaps a quarter of the float had turned out for the discussion, and half of them took seats near the water.
The air was full of the buzz and chatter of hundreds of conversations, punctuated by the shouts and cries of children running through the trees. Then a long procession emerged from the woods along the path out of the village, led by Pastor Kline and including the entire float council and the officers of the Relief.
When Pastor Kline reached the edge of the water and the rest of the procession took their seats along the line of benches, a hush flowed out like ripples in a pond.
“Welcome, my friends, to tonight’s discussion group,” he said, his high tenor voice cutting through the still air. “May we find our way together to understanding God’s Plan.”

Kline was as slight and vague in his words as he was in body. When he was younger, Telly had liked the pastor, largely because of his easy way with children and his eagerness to organize games and activities for them.
But as he matured, Telly had realized that his contribution to discussion groups was shallow and insubstantial. Tonight was no different.
“We’ve come together tonight for two purposes,” Kline said. “The first is to recognize and honor our guests from the hospital ship Relief. We should thank them all for their kind efforts and their ministrations to our sick and aged. Let’s hear a cheer for them.”
The assembled floaters rose to their feet and individual leaders started the chant: “Hut-hut… HUZZAH!”
It repeated three times, then faded into chaotic mumbling.
“And the second reason for tonight’s gathering is to consider the twining that occurred yesterday,” Kline continued when order restored itself. “For those of you who have not yet heard—and I doubt there are many of you—the navigator of the Relief turned out to be none other than the long-lost brother of our own chief navigator, Duncan Blake.
“I think we should take some time together to discuss what possible meaning there might be in this event, bearing in mind that there are no clear messages from God and that His plan is always difficult to divine.”
Henry Adorno, leader of the Council, was the first to speak. “Have either of the two brothers suggested any reason for their reunion?” he asked. “And do they have any suggestion that it might have some significance for Schenker Float?”
Duncan Blake rose from the bench where he sat beside his brother. “Malcolm and I have talked for two days of many things: our family, our lives over the years since we were separated by the war, the thoughts of two old men who’ve seen much of this world. But neither of us has come up with anything that would give God a reason to smile upon us by bringing us together once again.”
“I fear we will have to go farther afield to find the meaning in this twining,” Kline said. “It is often so, you all realize. God points with one hand while working with the other. And it is often great folly to go chasing after the sign while ignoring the act.”
Others rose to speak, mostly mimicking the pretentious but empty style of Pastor Kline—but with less skill at oratory.
Behind him, Telly heard a loud sigh. It was Wayland, making it plain that he was bored and amused by the whole process.
“Silly people,” he said once he saw that he had the attention of Telly and Eppie. “They argue about fantasies and imaginings. Can’t they see that there is no meaning here? The two of them came together by chance. There are only so many floats in the sea and only so many navigators. Sooner or later, they had to meet.”
“You know what the Skeptics aboard Relief think? They’re calling it the Gilligan’s Float Syndrome.”
“The what?” Eppie asked.
“The Gilligan’s Float Syndrome. It’s based on an old story about a group of castaways on a lost float. In the course of their adventures, they are visited by just about everyone on the sea—as if theirs was the only lost float in the ocean. It’s the same principle here. If you go to every float that passes by Bishop Anchorage, after a side-year or two, you’re bound to run into someone you know. Even your long-lost brother.”
Eppie laughed, but not sincerely. Telly just looked puzzled. It was a story and an idea he had never heard before. His first thought was out of his mouth before he had time to consider it. “But why now? Why not some other time?”
“What’s so special about now? And why wouldn’t you think it was special some other time? No—the problem is that you people are imposing meaning on a basically meaningless world. The doctors all think so—they’re just too polite to say so.”
Telly glared at the apprentice. Why didn’t he reef his sails for the day? He was as wrong as the pastor. They both talked as if the sea was big and flat and endless. That lines went out into infinity straight and true without end.
But they did not. And Wayland, at least, should have known that. Every straight line to a navigator was actually a great circle. Head off in one direction and sooner or later, you were bound to return to where you started, but coming from the opposite direction. And every little piece of a line was a segment of a great circle. You could measure those arcs, find the intersection of the circles, and know where you stood.
That was the basis of navigation.
If the world were as flat and Euclidean as Pastor Kline seemed to think, it would all be a lot simpler. Plane trigonometry was a lot easier than spherical trig. But life was much more complicated. Cosines of cosines, sines of sines, angles of angles, all turning in on themselves, all returning to themselves. Like Duncan Blake’s brother.
Telly wanted to tell Wayland what was special about this moment, but he could not. Not without leaving himself vulnerable to his scorn. Once again, he sought to avoid the other’s arguments.
“Stow it, navigator,” he said sharply.
“Don’t tell me you believe all this?” Wayland said. Eppie gave him a look that said the same thing.
“I’m not sure what I believe,” Telly said. “But I can do without your commentary.”
Wayland looked surprised at Telly’s brazenness and his refusal to suffer rudeness silently. He prepared to say something in reply, then stopped, seeming to think better of it.
Telly was glad. For once, he wanted to hear what Kline and the others had to say. For once, their words had a significance that Telly could not dismiss—at least not the way Wayland had just done.
He fell silent just as Kline was making another empty remark. Though to Telly’s ear, this time it rang true in a way that the pastor could not have known.
“Most times, the message and meaning are plain and clear to those who are willing to look at what is before them,” he said. Telly winced and wrestled with the contradictions of his faith once again.
Why was it Duncan whose brother had arrived? Why not the ship’s master or one of the doctors? They could just as easily have had relatives here from before the war. Enough families had been broken up by it.
Because they were both navigators, Telly realized. And the twining clearly had something to do with navigation. And who was there when the Relief was first spotted? Telly and Eppie and a few others. But Telly was the one who wanted to go to Navigation School—more than anyone on Schenker Float. It was true before the Relief arrived and it would be true long after it had gone back to Bishop Anchorage.
It was plain and clear to the eye. But if it was true, if it was part of God’s Plan, then what kind of a God did Telly’s world have? One that would strand Duncan Blake here for a side-year to teach Telly navigation just so he could be here when his brother arrived to make a twining? One that would give Telly a mother who wouldn’t let him go?
And if Telly couldn’t go to Bishop Anchorage, what kind of message was He sending? Was it just some cruel joke He was playing?
“What do you think, Telly?” Eppie asked. “What does the twining mean?”
“I don’t know if I want to talk about it with a couple of Skeptics,” Telly said, immediately regretting the wounded look in Eppie’s eyes. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have put it that way.”
“Just because I’m a Skeptic doesn’t mean I think like him,” she said, jerking her thumb sideways at Wayland. “There are different kinds of Skeptics. Some who don’t believe anything unless they have evidence—and some who just don’t believe anything. I’m the first kind, he’s the other.”
“I don’t know what to believe,” Telly said. Then he swallowed hard and took the risk of baring his soul to Eppie. “But if I was to take a guess at what the twining means, at least to me, it’s pretty easy to figure out. This is my chance to leave for Bishop Anchorage and Navigation School. At least, that’s what the pastor and everyone else seems to be saying. You’re supposed to look at the simplest, clearest, most obvious meaning to these things, and that’s what I come up with.”
Wayland snickered. “I don’t know which is funnier,” he said. “That you could believe you’re good enough to get into Navigation School or that you could believe it’s part of God’s Plan.”
“I told you, I don’t know what to believe,” Telly said, the impulse to lash out at Wayland’s insult nearly submerged in his own inner turmoil. “1 mean, think about it. What kind of God would send a message like this?”
“The kind that would strand thousands of colonists on a world without a landfall and then sink the ship that held their equipment,” Wayland said. “How’s that for a sick joke?”
“Then I don’t want to believe in Him,” Telly said. “And I don’t want to believe in His plan or His message.”

Telly jumped to his feet and twisted his hands together in frustration. The last thing he wanted to hear now was more pointless rambling by people who didn’t know what they were talking about.
He was so angry at the shallowness of the discussion that he stormed off from the assembly without even making a by-your-leave with Eppie or Wayland. He made his way into the woods, and took the path aft through Lagoon Village, cutting through to the edge of the sea on the far side of the settlement. It was a long walk, a few thousand meters, and took nearly half an hour—time that Telly spent rehashing the elements of his theological struggle to no particular effect.
By the time he reached the shore, the Furnace had set, bringing on darkness with tropical suddenness. The sky still maintained a burnished gold glow in the west, but the stars and planets and moons were already emerging.
Telly picked out the navigational stars quickly. Off to the north was red Antares, the pole star—or within a degree of the true pole. And to the east was the Navigator’s Star—Iris, messenger of the gods, which patrolled Okeanos’s Prime Meridian in a lazy figure-eight north and south of the equator.
Achernar, the brightest star in Telly’s sky, was rising out of the trees behind him. Aldeberan was high overhead, and Beta Centauris burned blue-white over the heart of Schenker Float.
Of the planets, only Hermes and Phoebe were visible, trailing after the Furnace as they descended into the western sea. And of the moons, only Calypso and Leucothie could be seen, one waxing full in the east and the other a slim crescent in the west.
Telly watched as the rest of the stars began to twinkle to life, naming those he could, casting about for the identities of those he could not.
And as he made his way through the sky, he lost his anger and frustration. There were still no answers, but the journey to the moons and planets and stars freed him from his float-bound troubles. He lost all sense of time and mass and social gravity, drifting upwards into the bottomless dark. His breathing slowed, his heart stopped its pounding, and his aching limbs relaxed.
He’d been there a long time when the skittering of a tree crab pulled his spirit back down into his body.
Then he saw that the tree crab had been disturbed by an intruder—Eppie. “Dr. Stoddard was a terrible bore, so I followed after you,” she said. “What’s wrong, Telly? You look terribly upset.”
Telly scowled. He didn’t want to talk to anyone right now. Then he saw the soft compassion in Eppie’s eyes and relented. She was only trying to help, he realized, and could not be criticized for that.
“It’s just me,” he said. “All of a sudden my life is a mess, and I don’t know what to do about it.”
“Your mother won’t let you go to Navigation School?” she asked.
“I don’t know. I haven’t asked her yet.”
“I’ll tell you what my grandfather would say, Telly. If you have to ask, you’re not ready to go.”
He felt suddenly sick at heart at that thought and snorted out a bitter laugh. “Thanks.”
“I’m sorry,” Eppie said. “It’s just that you haven’t looked very happy the last couple of days, and I want to help.”
“I don’t think you can.”
“You can tell me what’s bothering you. Are you still worried that your mother has other plans for you?”
“I don’t know,” Telly said. “I guess so. I don’t know what I’m worried about now. When the Relief first got here, I was afraid that she would tell me it was God’s Plan for me to stay right here on Schenker Float for the rest of my life. And I didn’t want to believe in God’s Plan because that wasn’t what I had in mind.”
“And you don’t think that way anymore?”
“I don’t know. Now I look at the twining with Duncan Blake and his brother and wonder if maybe there is a plan—and maybe it includes me.”
“Then why don’t you tell your mother that?”
“Because she’s not that kind of believer,” Telly said, realizing the truth for the first time. “She’s one of those who thinks God’s Plan is an excuse to keep doing the same thing year after year. Like Pastor Kline—it means pretending you aren’t there, pretending you don’t have dreams and plans of your own.”
“And you think it means something else?”
“Maybe. Maybe God’s Plan is something you have to figure out only for yourself. And it’s different for everyone. Maybe you just have to listen to what He’s telling you and never mind what everyone else says.”
“Maybe,” Eppie said. “Or maybe you’re making it more complicated than it really is.”
Telly looked at her face, but could see little expression in the fading twilight. He realized with a start how late it must be.
“We’ve got to go back,” he said suddenly. “We’ll be late for the festival.” And worse than that, he thought, he might be too late to find his mother before she dropped off into the dark depths of her night mood.
“Do you really want to leave Schenker Float, Telly?” Eppie asked as they picked their way through the gloom to find the path.
For a moment he was ready to tell her how much he hated his cramped and limited world, where the only adventure consisted of a few brief years in late adolescence when boys and girls wondered which of them would wind up paired off with the other. But he thought better of it.
“I really want to go to Navigation School,” he said. “Come on, let’s go. Here’s the path.” He picked up the pace, almost leaving her behind as he nearly sprinted back to the waters of the Great Lagoon.

By the time he reached the water-front, torches and oil lamps had been lit, the assembly of the discussion group had been transformed into the audience for the festival, and charcoal grills had been set up for barbecuing pork ribs, phib legs, and fish.
Telly arrived just as Duncan Blake walked into the glare of the footlamps set up along the front row of benches.
“My friends, before I begin tonight’s presentation, I just want to thank you all for your kindness and attention,” he said, with a bow and a sweep of his hand. “I am still in something of a fog at the reunion with my brother, but I would like to introduce him to you all now. For more than a side-year, we have been apart, but now we are together—Menelaos to my Agamemnon, Marc Antony to my Caesar.”
Malcolm Blake stepped into the light and bowed his head at the round of applause.
Telly walked through the rows of benches, the smell of roasting meat drifting on the air around him, as he searched for his mother. She would be here somewhere—she never missed a festival.
“Tonight, I will continue with The Iliad,” Duncan Blake said when his brother had resumed his seat and the crowd had grown quiet again. “We left off last time with Book Five, which sings the praises of Diomedes.”
Blake turned his back on the audience and reached down into a rucksack on the ground. He pulled out a leather helmet with a tall bristling brush along the crest and placed it on his head, then removed a wooden breastplate and strapped it loosely across his shoulders. When he turned back to face the audience, he had transformed himself into an Akhaian warrior, telling the tale of humanity’s first and greatest war.
“ ‘No gods, but only Trojans and Akhaians were left now in the great fight upon the plain.’ ” Blake recited. “ ‘It swayed this way and that between the rivers, with levelled spears moving on one another.’ ”
He went on, describing the slaughter of the Trojan battlefield, Achaian and Trojan killing one another in intricate and bloody detail.
Telly spotted his mother and father sitting together at the end of a bench. They chewed on grilled phib legs, his father wiping his fingers on his tunic and his mother pulling the meat apart nervously.
He stopped and watched from where he stood, afraid to get any closer. If he sat with them now, his mother would only harass him and argue over imaginary problems. And there was no way of predicting where that would lead.
No. it would be best to wait until the moment was right. Perhaps at the end of tonight’s Homer, before the play. His mother didn’t like Shakespeare—it required too much concentration to make sense of the dialog and the plot. She would head for home when Blake was through.
Telly grabbed a small rack of pork ribs, using a leaf for a napkin, and found a place to sit where he could watch his parents, biding his time, as Blake told the story of Hektor’s return to Troy.
Before Telly realized it, Blake’s show was over, and the crowd was on its feet cheering. He lost sight of his parents and felt a stab of fear.
He saw them again, gathering their things together, a blanket against the chill of dark and a basket of food. They pressed their way through the crowd towards the path back to Workshop Village.
Telly struggled against the mass of people as he tried to follow them, growing panicky as the people closed in around him. Time was critical now. He had to catch his mother as quickly as possible. Her mood turned so swiftly, and there was seldom any warning. She would be approachable for only a short time. He tried not to think that it might already be too late.
Despite the crowding, Telly worked his way into the open in a couple of minutes, only a few dozen meters behind his parents. He raced to catch up with them.
“Telly,” his father called when he approached. “I didn’t see you back there.”
“I was sitting in the back,” he said, pausing to catch his breath, labored now from the sudden exertion and from his nervous fear. “Mother, I have to talk to you about something.”
Telly studied her face in the flickering torchlight at the edge of the assembly area. She looked surprised and puzzled, but she seemed to have lost the hard edge of the day’s frenzied rhythms. “Talk? What about? Are you in trouble?”
“No, Mother. I’m not in trouble. I need to talk to you about Navigation School.”
Telly felt his body dissolve into nothingness. He seemed to float in the air before his parents, watching himself watch himself talk.
“Navigation School? What about it?”
“Mother, I want to go. I want to be a navigator. I’m Duncan Blake’s best student. His best ever. He told me so himself. And he said he would get me into the school. And I want to go.”
“But the Navigation School is in an anchorage,” she said. Telly saw the shadows under her deepset eyes and the wrinkles around the shadows. She looked tired and older than her years.
“Yes, it is. In Bishop Anchorage. Where the Relief came from.”
“Bishop Anchorage?”
“Yes, Mother. I want to go with the Relief. Tomorrow, when they sail for home.” Telly felt the words clog in his throat. He was afraid, afraid to say what was in his heart. Finally they came spilling out, like water overflowing the edge of a bucket. “Can I go? Will you let me?”
Chris McMahon’s eyes suddenly lit up as she realized what her son was asking. And just as suddenly they burned right back at him.
“Can you go?” she said, a harsh edge to her voice. “Of course not. What do you mean? You’re just a boy.”
Telly’s heart sank, down into the ground, then below, to the depths of the bottomless ocean itself. He heard the rest of his mother’s words, but he barely listened to what she was saying.
“You can’t leave me, not now,” she said. “I can’t bear to lose another child. Not after all the others. And we’re heading into the Chandler Drift. If you went to Bishop Anchorage now, you’d never find your way back to Schenker again.”
“But Mother, I’d be a navigator,” Telly protested. “I could find my way to any place.”
“Don’t be ridiculous. How would you know where to look? Who knows where the Chandler will send us? We could end up in the Newton Ocean or be caught in the West Wind Drift for a side-year.”
“I’d still find you,” Telly said defiantly.
His mother leaned back and looked him over. Telly studied her in return. This was no dark or manic mood. His mother was indeed as he’d hoped to find her—in full possession of herself. And it wasn’t enough. He knew that now. It never would be enough. Nothing he could say or do would change that. He could argue about God’s Plan, but to no avail. He could prove to his mother that there was no place on Okeanos that he could not find, given a sextant and a compass, but in vain.
He looked to his father, pleading with his eyes for support. But he knew there was no point.
“No,” she said. “And 1 won’t hear of it again.”
The words had the finality of death.
Telly’s parents turned and continued on towards home, leaving him standing on the path in his own darkness. And as they disappeared into the shadows of the forest, he remembered Eppie’s words: “If you have to ask, you aren’t ready to go.”
It was true, and he knew it. If he were truly ready, he would have left right now, marched right into the quarterdeck of the Relief and asked for passage to Bishop Anchorage. But he could not. If he were capable of that, he would never have feared what his mother would say.
If he were capable of that, he would have already done it.
And he had not.



Five

The Lord never moves in a straight line. He never follows the schedule we set for Him. He seldom arrives when you expect Him to. But He is always on time.
—Aidan O’Hara, Year 83 A.F.


Twenty watch-days later, Schenker Float entered The Queue.
Telly tracked its progress as they shifted from their westerly course towards a steeper northerly track. Within a week, they were drawn into the Chandler Drift—and the wild ride began.
The first watch-day on the Drift brought them ninety-three miles to the northeast. The second carried them ninety-six. And the third brought them a full hundred.
The fluffy white clouds of the Equatorial Current were replaced by flat-bottomed gray clouds that hung low in the sky and clotted together to block the Furnace from view for hours on end.
The float’s rationals clattered with excitement as people battened down against the possibility of foul weather for the first time in nearly a watch-year. Now that they were leaving the constant weather of the tropics behind, storms were more likely—and even the occasional rain squall could create turmoil for an unprepared rational.
It was almost enough to make Telly forget the pain of the visit by the Relief. Everyone else on Schenker quickly became absorbed in the urgent business of the preparations—almost as if they’d taken some drug that made them all more alive.
Even more intoxicating, however, was the rush of speculation over where the current would take them.
The Chandler Drift was a hundred-mile-broad river of water that stretched from the tropics all the way north to the Roaring Forties, more than two thousand miles in all. It climbed the western edge of the Northern Einstein Gyre, flowing at eight knots at the core of the drift and more than four knots along the edges.
It swept past Bishop Anchorage in the south, on up past Ellsworth in mid-ocean, then into the cold, brisk seas of the West Wind Drift, with their constant winds. To the east was the great wallowing heart of the Einstein Gyre, where floats drifted on the wind with no current to guide them, subject to the shifting breezes of passing weather fronts. To the west were the Chandler Banks, where the ocean bottom came within a mile of the surface, the fishing was always good, and the weather always unpredictable.
Where Schenker Float wound up would depend on where it left the Drift—inside the gyre, outside the gyre, or at its northern edge.
Telly refused to indulge in the speculation, keeping to his duties in the chart house, calculating their position by the Furnace and the stars, plotting their progress once each watch.
He was over his disappointment, but not his bitterness. He still did not understand what had happened when the Relief visited Schenker. He still did not know what to believe.
And when Schenker then drifted north of Bishop Anchorage he felt a sadness that he could not express.
He tried to talk about it with Duncan Blake. Blake had noticed his dark mood and mentioned it on their third day on the Drift. Telly had explained its cause—as much of it as he could.
“I can see your sorrow at missing out on Navigational School,” Blake said. “But the other part of it is harder for me to understand.”
“Me too,” Telly said.
“It sounds like you went from putting no faith in your God to putting too much faith in Him,” the navigator said. “There’s only so much He can do at once, you know. He only looks all-powerful, but most of that is done with special effects—a little thunder over here, a chance reunion of lost brothers over there.”
“But I was sure it was meant to be,” Telly said, the full force of his dashed hope returning despite his efforts to hold it back.
“Now calm down there, laddy,” Blake said. “That’s your first mistake. You shouldn’t be too sure of anything. Nine times out of ten—make that ninety-nine times out of a hundred—the lesson you’re meant to learn from twinings and miracles and such is that you shouldn’t believe too hard.”
Telly shook his head. “What do you mean?”
“I mean that what you should do is let go of your faith, let go of your believing. Don’t let them turn into a sea anchor. Remember, God’s Plan is complicated and usually opaque. You seldom know which way the wind is going to blow, but when it does, you have to sail with it, not against it.”
“That’s just words,” Telly said softly. “I don’t even know what they mean.”
“You will, lad,” Duncan said. “Live a few more years on this wet world and you will.”
It didn’t take a few years, but only a few more days. The farther they drifted from Bishop Anchorage, the less it pulled at Telly’s heart. And the more he realized the sense in Blake’s words. He couldn’t live on a broken dream forever. And he couldn’t expect a single twining to be the only message God was likely to send his way.
After all, the Chandler Drift was carrying them quickly into new waters with new possibilities. Even if the tiny world of Schenker Float remained as boring and confining as ever, the seas and skies that Telly had made his own were shifting, slowly but surely, carrying him into an unknown and unknowable future.
Then, with a dozen watch-days behind them on the Drift, the storm hit.

It was not a big storm as such things went, but it was enough to keep Telly and his neighbors inside as the rain fell in great sheets, filling the ponds to overflowing and turning their drainage streams into torrents. The heavy wind whipped through the woods, stripping them of debris and plastering it against tree trunks and hut walls, gusting up to fifteen knots or more at the height of the tempest.
There had been worse storms on the other side of the gyre during their three-year journey down the Webster Current. Telly remembered several that had been accompanied by powerful lightning strokes and crackling thunder—both lacking here.
But the float had been better prepared over on the Webster Current. Here there were a number of chores that had been left undone—as evidenced by the baskets that flew by Telly’s window and the crash of unlashed shutters on his aunt’s hut.
The most dramatic effect of the storm, however, was not seen until after it had passed. Duncan Blake was the first to point it out, and Telly was the first to learn it from him.
When the rain and winds were gone, and the Furnace had burned through the fog that remained, Blake had come down from the bridge with the sullen look on his face.
“I guess that takes care of that,” he said when he’d finished consulting his ephemeris and rechecking his calculations.
“What’s wrong?” Telly asked.
“We’ve been blown out of the Chandler Drift,” Blake said.
Telly’s heart fluttered and his stomach churned. What did that mean? Had all the excitement been for nothing? Were they left to drift now in the wallowing heart of the Einstein Gyre?
“So much for the Nantucket Sleighride,” Blake said. “We didn’t even make it past Ellsworth.”
“Are we stuck out here forever then?” Telly asked.
Blake gave him a look of mild astonishment. “Forever? Of course not. Nobody’s ever any place for long on Okeanos, Telly. You should know that. No, we could blow back into the Chandler in a few days or a few weeks. Or we could drift to the east for a few months. It’s hard to say now that we’re out of the easterlies. It depends on the weather, to a large degree. But whatever happens, you’ll be one of the first to know.”
Despite Blake’s reassurances, however, Telly still couldn’t get rid of the unsettled feeling in the pit of his stomach.
Over the next week, he discovered why. Things were not quite as simple as Blake had made them out to be.
The weather was as unsettled as Telly’s feelings. The skies were cloudy more often than not, and reliable navigational observations were not clearly as easy as they’d been in the watch-year he’d been a student in Blake’s chart house.
After several plots, though, Telly was sure he had discovered something he could not understand. The positions appeared at first to be all over the place—first north, then south, then east. And then they were as much as sixty nautical miles apart.
Telly worked at the puzzle for hours, then it suddenly dawned on him. Schenker Float was traveling in circles!
“Very good,” Blake said when Telly brought him his discovery. “Though not quite circles. We’re caught in a wandering eddy.”
“Really?” Telly asked. “I’ve heard of such things, but I didn’t know they actually existed.”
“They’re quite real. And they’re quite common. The Drift wanders back and forth across the sea, you know. There’s nothing to keep it confined to any specific course. Sometimes it buckles up on itself, making a crook in its path. And sometimes the crook runs in on itself and breaks loose. Have you been down to the sea lately?”
“No,” Telly said. “No reason to.”
“You should go today. You’ll see that the water is a lot colder than the Drift. And it smells of plankton and seaweed. We’re in a cold-core eddy on the south side of the Drift. They move along to the southwest and rejoin the Chandler somewhere off Bishop Anchorage. They can be as much as a hundred miles across. We seem to be about thirty miles from the center of this one.”
“It looks like we’re moving fairly quickly.”
“Yes, more than three knots. But in great circles. The eddy itself makes no more than a few miles a watch-day.”
“How long before we’ll be back in the Chandler?” Telly asked, suddenly apprehensive.
“The warm-core rings on the north side of the Drift rejoin after a dozen weeks or so,” Blake said. “But the cold-core rings can take a watch-year or more to merge back into the main current.”
Telly’s heart sank. A watch-year suspended between Ellsworth and Bishop anchorages? The thought was almost too tragic to contemplate.
“Of course, we don’t know how long this one’s been out here,” Blake was saying. “Conceivably it could turn back into the Drift almost any time.”
But Telly wasn’t really listening. He was sinking into the depths of his own dark mood instead.

Telly did go down to the sea and found that Blake was right. It was rank with the cold smell of seaweed. And when the float was on the leeward side of the eddy, a cool breeze came out of its core.
For the next ten days, Telly watched the sky, hoping for another storm to blow them free of their captivity, back to the Chandler Drift and on their way. The thought that he could still make his way to Bishop Anchorage and Navigation School was one that he tried to keep from his mind.
It was absurd, he thought, to believe in a God that arranged the affairs of the world to taunt a single solitary soul on an insignificant float in the middle of a vast and boundless ocean. It was even more absurd to believe that He would suspend that float midway between anchorages for an indeterminate amount of time just to prolong that soul’s agony.
So Telly went on with his life, teaching arithmetic to the younger children each morning-watch, working in the woodshop each noon-watch, and continuing his classes in navigation twice daily. He kept his moods and his thoughts to himself, as he always had. And he did not think of the cruel ironies of fate—except on festival night, when Duncan Blake continued with his reading of The Iliad.
And after they had been prisoners of the cold-core ring for about three weeks, Blake called him into the chart house again to pose a new question for him.
The watch-day and the side-day had shifted out of phase sufficiently this morning that dawn was still a couple of hours away and the sky was filled with a mix of clouds and stars—mostly the former and a few of the latter. A damp, clammy wind pushed thickly through the forest. A large oil lamp illuminated the interior of the bridge.
“Good morning, lad,” Blake said, so full of energy that it seemed an insult to the hour. Telly yawned and nodded in return. “You’ll need to have more of your wits about you than that to solve today’s puzzle,” his teacher said.
Telly rubbed the sleep from his eyes and tried to look more alive. “What is it this morning?” he asked. “Are we leaving the eddy?”
“No such good fortune,” Blake said as he brought out a plotting board that depicted the twisting spiral of Schenker Float’s progress since being blown into the huge eddy. “Here, let me show you something. Back here, nearly two weeks ago, we were here at this point.”
Blake put a short, dark finger on a plot marked with the numeral “10.” “Since then, the eddy has taken a jog in its drift. We’ve moved off to a more southerly course from the southeasterly bearing we were on at first. Now look at where we are today.”
He moved his finger to a spot where the spiral coiled up and the plots thickened. There was one marked “13” and another marked “17.” A fresh one, unsmeared by farther work, said “21.”
“What’s the puzzle?” Telly asked.
“Did you look at the sky this morning?” Blake asked.
“For a minute, I guess. Too many clouds to see much.”
“Did you look at the clouds? Say, to the east?”
“No. You can’t tell where you are from looking at clouds.”
“That’s true, lad,” Blake replied. “But there are things you can tell from looking at them.”
The wind was raw and damp. Telly could see that the clouds covered most of the eastern sky, with patches filling in to the west. He studied the clouds and saw what looked to be a touch of false dawn—a faint bit of color against their underside.
Then he looked again. It was too early for the Furnace to be peeking over the horizon.
“What is that?” he asked, pointing towards the color.
“What do you suppose?” Blake asked. “I spotted it myself more than a week ago, just after sunset. We’ve come back near this point once each side-day since, but always during the daylight. This is the first time we’ve returned when it was dark.
“Silly lad,” Blake laughed. “Do I have to spell everything out to you? It’s another float, by God’s Plan. Not more than a few miles over the horizon. Those are the lights of their cookfires and lamps.”
Telly felt embarrassed by his innocence, but resisted the impulse to use it as an excuse before his teacher. He just sighed appreciatively.
“So what do you think, boy? Do you feel like going a’calling?”



Six

There will likely come a time in the life of every Navigator when he is called upon to do more than pilot his vessel through the waters of the world. Since the Fall, Okeanos has seen many eras of great trouble.
In the 3rd Century, we saw the Religious Wars as the Determinist Pastorate split over questions of doctrine. Within four side-years, the seas ran red again with blood from the Metal Wars as float fought float over the wealth dredged up from the sea bottom. And in our own lifetimes we have seen the Pirate Wars, with renegades seeking to profit from the growth of trade among the civilized peoples of Okeanos.
So clearly every Navigator—indeed, everyone who sets hull to water—must be prepared for battle.
—Foreword to The Navigator’s Guide, published in the year 405 A.F by the Navigation School, Bishop Anchorage.


“Rockets!”
Ivan and Eppie shouted together, but Telly knew before they yelled what had happened. The canoe had fired on them. He’d seen a sudden puff of orange flame torn away from one canoe by the wind, and a long thin cloud of white smoke begin to unreel in the narrowing gap between the Prospero and the war canoes.
The single-masted Prospero was large enough for six—Horatio Cady from the council as official representative of Schenker Float, Telly as pilot and navigator, Eppie Borges to run the heliograph, with Ivan Hayes and two others to fill out the crew.
It had taken more than two hours with a thick, sluggish wind behind them to reach the midpoint between the two floats. And when they did, they found they were not alone on the seas. A fleet of ten canoes filled with hard-stroking oarsmen cut through the waves.
And as they approached, two of the canoes had broken away from the main group and headed their way.
Telly had put the long glass to his eye and studied them carefully. Only a few thousand yards of metal-gray water lay between them. Through the glass, he could see the faces of individual rowers, though their expressions told them little.
Then he scanned across the length of one of the canoes in the center of the formation. Seated at its rear, rising above the others, was a man decked out in armor.
He wore a leather-and-wood-plate helmet that reminded Telly of Duncan Blake’s Trojan headgear—only this one had a brush of a good foot long, painted bright orange, that gave the man the look of a giant. Straps and checkplates hung loose on either side of the helmet, revealing a face covered with a beard that was almost the same color as the brush.
More lacquered wood plates covered his breast and shoulders, and Telly could see a long spear grasped in one hand. The man was not rowing, but shouting commands.
A chill had run up Telly’s spine. Who were these people? He couldn’t imagine why they wished the people of Schenker Float ill.
The two canoes coming their way were full of men—twenty or more each. They were barely three thousand yards away when they fired the rocket.
Everyone on the sailboat had seen them by now, alerted by the warning shout.
Telly kept a white-knuckle grip on the tiller, not sure which direction to turn. Cady was no help, but sat amidships in a slack-jawed wonder at the approaching canoes.
He put the tiller over hard and the Prospero swung to one side, the mast tilting towards the sea.
The rocket seemed to hang in the air, growing steadily larger, but wavering not a bit from its course—which was straight towards them. Telly steadied up on a bearing that took them at right angles to the rocket’s course. He held his breath, trying to coax the wind to blow harder, the seas to part, and the small craft to hurry on its way.
At the last minute, everyone aboard the boat turned their heads at once when the rocket soared past their stern harmlessly.
Telly barely had time to breathe a sigh of relief when he heard Ivan shout. “Here comes another one!”
This one seemed to be leading them slightly, and Telly turned again to avoid it. As he came about, a third missile was fired in their direction.
He felt a moment of panic, then shoved the tiller over in the opposite direction. The bow spun around until it was facing straight at the two canoes. The nearer rocket was almost upon them to port, while the other approached to starboard.
Each of them passed close by the Prospero and continued on to the empty sea behind it.
The canoes were due south of them now and less than a mile distant. The main body had continued on to the west and were now between the sailboat and Schenker Float.
Telly looked about, trying to decide what to do next. Not far to the north, a mile or two away, was a full-size pontoon more than a thousand meters wide and covered with low vegetation. He made his decision quickly and set course for its shelter.
With the wind off the port bow and picking up, the Prospero surged ahead. Ivan and his mates trimmed the sails, and they accelerated, the boat leaning into the long swells as if it were enjoying itself.
Two more rockets came their way, but Telly had set an oblique course that must have been hard to plot for the crews of the canoes. Both of them fell short of their target, and the canoes fell quickly behind.
A few minutes later, they rounded the far side of the pontoon, putting it between them and the canoes.
“We’ve got to warn them back home,” Cady said.
“What about it, Eppie?” Telly asked.
She looked up at the sky. “You don’t have to ask me, Telly. You can see for yourself.” The clouds were still there, bearing down on them from above like a shroud. There was no light bright enough to give the heliograph any use but making noise.
“Then we’ve got to get back,” Cady said. “Turn the boat around.”
“I certainly will, sir,” Telly said. “But the wind is against us. I’m going to have to tack upwind to get to Schenker, and that’ll take us longer than the canoes. I’m afraid there’s little we can do.”
Cady sputtered, and Eppie sighed. Ivan shook his head and looked as though he felt every bit as powerless as Telly did.
By the time they had circumnavigated the pontoon and set a course on a southerly tack, their two pursuers had headed back for the main body. According to Telly’s calculations on the plot board, it would take them more than two hours to return to Schenker—if the wind held.
It did not. And long before they made their way home, plumes of thick white smoke began to rise from the float.

Since the moment Telly had returned to Schenker Float, all that was once familiar had been transformed into some grim nightmare from another world. Fire had swept the woods and rationals, the invaders had looted the storehouses, and the dead littered the ground.
A part of Telly’s brain recognized the turnings and landmarks of the path, but the recognition only served to disorient him further. How could any of this be real? How could any of it be happening? It was like some scene from Homer or Blake’s war stories transformed into real blood and fire.
He felt his heart drop into the cold sea beneath the roots of the world. There would be no recovering from some of the destruction the invaders had caused, he realized icily. Those who were dead were lost forever.
They passed through another ruined rational, where a storehouse had been torn open and its contents spilled across the yard—charcoal, sugar, dried meat, salted fish.
When they reached the edge of the village, Telly could hear the sound of men shouting commands, women screaming in horror, and dogs baying and howling, all set against the distant roar and crackle of burning wood.
Telly was drawn by the sound of the dogs.
He knew that they would be in the thick of the fight, reckless in their willingness to risk all in protection of their masters. Everything in his world had been transformed that way—from the elements of peace and oppressive harmony into the tools and setting of momentous battle.
The rationals of his village were like squares on a chessboard. The men and women and boys and girls he’d grown up with were reduced to pieces—some struggling bravely, others removed from the game. Every structure was a potential hiding place for the enemy. And every piece of wood, every bit of manufactured metal or plastic, had been transformed into a potential weapon.
He and Ivan drew closer now to the lines, becoming more cautious with every step.
Ivan looked dazed, in shock, and not just from the exertion of running across two miles of float. His arms and legs and face were striped with cuts and stained with bruises from crossing the young pontoon where they had clambered ashore from the Prospero. Telly looked down at himself and saw that he presented an equally damaged appearance.
The trees were thickest here beyond the limits of the village. The great boles of the steelwood crowded around them, and their thick canopies conspired to block out the light from above. Through the narrow gaps. Telly could see the daylight on the far side of the wood towards the workshops. He could even see figures moving here and there in the distance.
The shadows that clung to the forest floor made his nerves sing with tension. Who knew what lay here, waiting for them to make one misstep, one mistake.
The snap of a branch underfoot to his right sent waves of crackling energy up Telly’s back. He cried out—a formless, animal sound.
But the shadow that emerged from the dark was not an enemy. It was Duncan Blake.
The navigator put a finger to his lips, then motioned for Telly and Ivan to follow him. To Telly’s surprise, Blake was not alone, but was accompanied by two dozen men, all armed with long spears.
“We’ve maneuvered around behind them,” Blake said. “If we do this right, we can upset their assault and break their momentum.”
Telly nodded, but did not really understand. He only knew that Blake was the one bit of safety and security left in the madness that Schenker Float had become. He padded along with the rest of the platoon, wordlessly watching the action unfold.
They paused when they reached the edge of the wood. There, across a few dozen meters of open space, was the enemy line. There must have been a hundred or more of them—all backs and butts and armor and helmets.
They faced the workshops, pressing forward against strengthening opposition. As he watched, Telly saw a knot of men run screaming from the edge of the shops, flames clinging to their bodies. He noted absentmindedly that they were in the area of the plastic shops, where inflammable materials were in abundance.
Then a figure rushed out of the mass of invaders and began howling. It was the red-haired devil with his high-brushed helmet who Telly had seen in the canoe earlier that day. He carried a metal sword, blackened with char and blood, which he waved in great circles over his head. He paused to whack against his troops with the flat side of the iron and howl at them in words too distorted by rage and distance for Telly to understand.
“There he is,” Ivan said in a low voice. “He’s their captain.”
“I suspect you’re right,” Blake whispered. “He looks like Hektor before the walls of Troy. Well, Hektor, time to meet your Achilles.”
Blake whistled softly, then signaled to the rest of the war party. He pointed to the red-haired commander, and the men nodded in response.
Telly was ready too, but he realized that he had no weapon. He held his empty hands out to Blake. The navigator smiled and handed Telly a knife.
“Try not to think of Homer,” he said. “The Iliad is such a slaughterhouse. Remember Henry the Fifth. ‘Imitate the actions of the tiger, stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood, disguise fair nature with hard-favored rage.’ ”
He made a smile that looked unnatural on his smoke-smeared face and clapped Telly on the back.
Blake whistled again, and suddenly the party erupted from the forest, whooping and screaming and howling. They ran headlong into the rear of the enemy line, aiming straight toward the red-haired leader. Telly fell behind as they rushed on, exhausted by the afternoon’s long struggle. Ivan looked back and halted, waiting for him to catch up.
By the time he drew alongside his mate, the main party had reached their target. Their spears were long enough to hold off the enemy warriors, and their speed was enough to overcome the commander.
Warclubs swung, but failed to connect with their targets. Spears flew, jabbed, drew blood, and struck again. Men shouted in pain and fear and anger.
And in the center of it all, Telly saw Duncan Blake, his aging face gripped with a fierce rage, wrestling with Big Red, the enemy commander. Red’s sword was lost now, torn from his grip by the force of the fight. His men tried to rescue him, but the rest of the Schenker war party kept them at bay.
“Come on!” Ivan called. “Get in there!” Telly put on a final burst of speed and joined the fray.
Red’s armor had blocked Blake’s best blows, and Telly realized with a momentary panic that the men were too close together for Blake’s spear to be of any use. If only he’d kept his knife instead of giving it to Telly…
Ivan launched himself at the wrestling leaders, knocking them both to the ground. Telly flew after, drawing Blake’s knife and clutching it in his hand.
The three of them tumbled across the ground—Ivan, Blake, and Red. Suddenly Red broke free. He struck at Ivan with a clenched fist, and Ivan dropped his warclub. They struggled over the club—Big Red fighting with what looked like inhuman strength.
Blake rolled away, stunned and out of breath. Telly felt cold fear run through his veins. He was only an arm’s length away from the melee now, but uncertain of what to do.
Red swung his arm back, the war-club in his hand, preparing to strike a blow against Ivan. Telly saw a gap where the man’s armor had come loose at his side, revealing pale white flesh.
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The club began its forward stroke. Telly didn’t even think. He plunged the knife into Red’s side and held it tight against the man’s ribs.
Red groaned and his arm fell, the warclub dropping to the ground. He turned abruptly, twisting the knife from Telly’s grasp. But not before it tore a deeper wound in his side, the blood flowing freely.
He spun around dizzily, then collapsed on the ground.
“You think you have killed me,” he said, staring up at Telly. “But you have not. It was fatal destiny that claimed me.”
Telly looked around at Ivan and Blake and the Schenker war party. Then beyond them at the invading warriors, who now were turning their attention to the bloodshed in their rear.
A mighty roar of shouting voices rose from the workshops, as the defenders there suddenly burst forth from their makeshift fortifications. Telly could sense the sea change as the battle turned against the enemy. They fell back, shattered, disintegrating, demoralized by the loss of their commander.
The ranks of both sides swept past Telly and the bloody tableau on the ground, leaving him to collapse in nervous exhaustion, first falling to his knees, then to all fours, as Blake’s war party circled around them for defense.

The defeat of the invaders was surprisingly swift and complete.
Once they had lost their leader and begun to retreat, they were broken. The larger numbers of the men from Schenker Float, angry and efficient warriors themselves once mobilized and armed, swamped the disorganized enemy. They captured the war canoes and slaughtered those who continued to resist.
In the end, about two dozen survivors surrendered, huddling together on the shore of Landfall Bay, surrounded by ten times their number, their backs to the water and their wounds running with blood.
For the next few hours, Telly was occupied by the grisly task of caring for the wounded and dead of Schenker Float. It was hard work both physically and emotionally.
The war parties quickly switched functions to search parties. They trudged through forest and fern looking for survivors of the attack who had sought shelter far from the rationals and workshops.
The unconscious ones were easiest to deal with, once Telly learned to handle the initial shock of discovery. Litter bearers were assigned to carry them to the makeshift hospital set up in the center of Workshop Village.
The ambulatory wounded were harder to take care of. Many were in shock, oblivious to their injuries. Some babbled on about what had happened to them, or to their loved ones. Telly didn’t want to talk and couldn’t even if he wanted to. He watched as older men applied first aid, lending what little help he could when asked.
Eventually his turn came to carry a litter, and he was relieved at the chance to escape the scene of so much destruction. The relief was short-lived.
“Telly! Telly McMahon!”
Pastor Kline called to him as he entered the village center. The pastor hurried to his side and took hold of the litter in his hand.
Telly was too numb to ask Kline what he wanted and too tired to wonder. But when they reached the hospital and set down their load, the pastor put a hand on Telly’s shoulder.
“I’m sorry, my son, but I have bad news,” he said.
Telly blinked and waited. His body ached and his tongue felt like a block of wood. “Yes?” he said, twisting the word out of his mouth.
“Your mother and father are dead,” Kline said. “Along with your Aunt Cassie and her husband. The fighting went straight through your rational. The children are all right, but everyone else was hurt—or worse.”
A man behind the pastor spoke up. Telly thought he looked familiar, but he couldn’t recognize him through the smoke and grime that covered his face. “I saw the whole thing,” he said. “Your folks fought hard, but there was just too many of them. They got your dogs too.”
That was all it took to break through the heavy void that separated Telly from the suffering around him. The image of the poor helpless dogs lying dead on the ground somewhere, was too much.
He didn’t feel the sobs that wracked his chest, nor the tears that ran down his face. He didn’t feel much of anything for a long, long time.



Seven

For four side-years, our forefathers have struggled to survive on the face of the limitless waters. When their rations were expended, they found new foods among the flora and fauna of Okeanos. When their Earth-tech machines began to fail, they developed new technologies of wind and wood, plastics and polymers.
But having won their battle against nature, they lost their battle against the loss of their souls. For they never sought the meaning of their struggle. They never found a purpose for their victory.
And the penalty we see all around us in the countless forms of madness that afflict the lost souls of a race of castaways.
—Aidan O’Hara, Year 83 A.F.


The ragged woods that sprouted at random from Kronos Float looked empty from the sea, but that did little to dispel the sense of menace that filled Telly’s heart as the Hotspur approached on a strong southwest wind.
The ship was loaded with warriors, ready to deal with whatever the invaders had left behind. But before putting the landing party ashore, they circumnavigated the home of the renegades. Blake’s careful plotting and close inspection with the long glass revealed that it was not a normal float. It was less than half the size of Schenker.
“But it used to be full size,” he said, explaining his findings to Henry Adorno, the council leader, who was now acting as master of the Hotspur and commander of the landing party. Telly stood beside him and listened.
“Are you sure?” Adorno asked.
“Absolutely. There’s hardwoods and other vegetation on the lee side that come from the heart of a mature float. And you can see places where the original pontoons separated—here and here.” He pointed to his crude but detailed map on a whiteboard. “It looks recent.”
“I guess we’ll have to learn why when we get ashore.”
Adorno ordered the landing party into small boats. Blake and Telly waited until they had grounded and the signal came that it was safe to proceed before going over.
They came ashore on a young pontoon, maybe eight or nine side-years old. The vegetation was lush, with featherduster and pigtail ferns thick from water to wood. There were a few stands of spider trees, and the painful-looking spikes of aging spar trees linked together at the heart of the pontoon. The place should have been thick with tree crabs and phibs, but Telly saw no sign of them, something he thought odd.
The first sign of human habitation came at the far side of the pontoon, a mile from the sea. There were poorly kept huts surrounding yards littered with trash. Though empty, they looked recently occupied. And they looked old to Telly, as if they had been there long before falling into disrepair.
A gray-haired woman sitting in front of the last hut gave them directions to the float’s central village, and the two dozen men of the war party pressed on.
“I knew they wouldn’t be a’coming back,” she said as Telly passed her by. She didn’t appear to be talking to anyone in particular, just expressing an opinion. “I knew it—sooner or later.”
They found the village on the far side of the float, its back against the open sea. This was where the pontoons had separated. Telly looked over the torn edge of ground to see roots and pumice and peat and soil exposed raw to the elements. Waves broke against the foot of a bluff a few meters below.
They found some of the survivors of Kronos in the village, mostly women and children, all looking hungry and lean. There were a lot of children, but most seemed passive and subdued. Telly thought they should have been more excited and playful, but they were fussy and squalling. Babies cried and clung to their mothers.
And Telly noticed that there were no dogs in the village.
But there were men there—some Downies, a few old men, and a handful of adult males who had been left behind because they couldn’t be counted on to fight. One of them came forward, introduced himself as Thomas Nym, and told the story of Kronos.
“It was our own fault,” Nym claimed. “We didn’t keep the discipline you need to for life on a float this big. There were too many squabbles over duties and responsibilities. Too many tasks went undone. We’re not religious like you Determinists. We were just too selfish to care about one another.”
The hog farm had been poorly tended—a dangerous failing. They had let the poisons from the animals leach into the ground, killing enough of the native life to weaken the glue that bound the float together.
When a storm hit about a watch-year ago, the float had cracked in two. The hogs and many of the float’s inhabitants were on the other half, which had broken into three smaller pontoons. “We lost the livestock—and more souls than we could afford,” Nym said.
The shattered community that was left behind had all it could do to survive. If they’d been closer to the big anchorages or if they hadn’t lost their only sailboat, they might have been able to get help. But the tragedy had struck somewhere in the heart of the Einstein Gyre, far from civilization.
They had stripped the float of its ready sources of food—phibs and crusties and much of the edible plants. They’d even eaten their dogs, and were losing the struggle to keep themselves alive on the few crops they could coax from thin gardens.
And then Ajax—Big Red—had arrived.
“He said that where he came from they talked to the gods. Not the one God of your church,” Nym said. “The gods of Homer—Ares, Apollo, and Athena. He got the younger men excited. Told them that he’d been sent by the gods to save the people of Kronos.”
He also taught them to turn some of the floats’ inedible plants into a mash that they could ferment and distill. Then he led them in long sessions of mad intoxication with promises of food and glory for those who joined him as warriors to prey on nearby floats.
“We figured that folks would just as likely help us as not,” said Nym. “But we didn’t dare say so. Those that did aren’t around anymore.”
Telly felt cold sympathy. A lot of people weren’t around anymore, thanks to Ajax.

Telly still felt vaguely unsatisfied.
They’d found their explanation, but it didn’t explain anything. A drunken renegade and a float full of starving misfits—that was all there had been to it. Nothing romantic or malevolent beyond the ravings of a single man.
But he wanted to know more about the man who had caused so much pain and suffering—about the man he had killed.
So when they began searching the village for the rational where Ajax lived, Telly was quick to volunteer. They followed Nym’s directions and headed aft. Before long, they came upon a high-walled stockade enclosing an area about a quarter the size of Telly’s rational back home.
The fence ran off to either side of a large hut sitting in the middle of a thick stand of conifers. As they drew closer, Telly saw that the place was marked with gruesome trophies—strings of human teeth, the skulls of pigs painted in bright colors, charred warclubs and broken spears. It set the skin on his back aprickle.
No one in the war party said a word, but the man in the lead held up a hand, and everyone stopped. They stood there in silence for a long time. Telly wondered if they all felt the same sense of haunting presence that he did—the feeling that Ajax and his warriors were still somewhere about.
When it was clear that no one was hiding in the dark corners of the woods, they continued on into the building.
The place was a mess, plain and simple. Baskets of sugar and dried meat and rotting vegetables littered the floors and piled in the corners. Heaps of charcoal sat before a metal stove, which Telly suspected had been stolen from one of their earlier victims. And weapons lay tossed helter skelter in every room.
In the rear of the hut, they found plastic jugs filled with foul-smelling liquids. Some were clear and bitter, others were dark and sour. They surrounded a collection of pipes, tubes, barrels, and bottles, all scarred by charcoal fires and dripping potions.
Telly touched a finger to the clear liquid and tasted it. The flavor was dozens of times worse than the smell, and the stuff made his throat clamp shut.
The yard was overgrown with ferns and included a small copse of mast trees in one corner. The war party converged on the trees where their leader sounded the rally cry.
Telly was one of the last to arrive, and when he reached the center of the trees he was horrified by what he found.
A thick beam had been lashed between two trees, with pegs protruding from its length and from the boles of the trees themselves. Hanging from the pegs on the trees were cruel pieces of wood and metal with handles at one end, and hooks and points and barbs at the other.
And hanging from the main beam were the bloody remains of what had once been a human being. He looked like he’d taken a long time to die and was glad when death finally took him.
At first Telly avoided looking into the man’s face, reluctant to give the hanging meat the form of humanity. But when he did finally look into the lifeless eyes of the corpse, he recoiled in shock.
It was Mark Wayland.

They held the trial for the twenty-seven surviving followers of Ajax at the beginning of the next noonwatch. It was the night-cycle of the side-day, and the proceedings were held by torchlight. The flames of the torches made shadows dance eerily across the ground.
The court consisted of the seven members of the Schenker Float Council. Henry Adorno presided. Duncan Blake stood as prosecutor. Pastor Kline spoke for the defense.
It took no more than half an hour.
Blake presented the events leading up to the invasion, which the council secretary recorded in a leatherbound log with pages of precious paper. He summarized the battle, then listed the terrible cost of the invasion. So many kilos of sugar, grain, pork, charcoal, and salt despoiled by the looters. So many dozen huts destroyed or damaged by firebombs. Fifty-three men, women, and children killed, and more than two hundred injured by the fighting.
“By their deeds shall ye know them,” Blake said. “The Law of the Sea is clear. In the name of our lost friends and family, I ask for the full penalty.”
Pastor Kline’s defense was neither long nor spirited. As with his sermons, Telly was not swayed by it in least. Kline asked for mercy, pointed to the culpability of their dead leader, and warned that men are easily led astray by false prophets.
The warriors, tied to one another with shining nylon line, sat sullenfaced and silent. As Telly watched, some tended to their wounds, while others shook with tremors caused by a combination of nerves and cold flesh.
When the testimony was over, the council members huddled closely for a few minutes to discuss their verdict. It was what everyone expected.
“You have violated the Law of the Sea, as drafted during humanity’s long struggle with itself on the waters of Okeanos,” Henry Adorno said solemnly after rising at the center of the long table. “The facts are clear. The evidence unchallenged. Your identities are known and unmistakable. Therefore, this court finds you all guilty as charged with the crime of piracy on the high seas. The penalty for your crime is death. Sentence is to be carried out upon conclusion of these proceedings.”
A murmur passed through the prisoners. Some cried out. Others simply cried. No one from Schenker Float cheered. But neither did they express any remorse for the condemned men.
A short while later, with as many of Schenker Float’s population watching as Telly had ever seen massed together, the execution was carried out.
The warriors, still bound together, watched aghast as the heavy line that bound them was lashed tight to a ballast log—a hollow tube filled with crushed pumice. A half dozen men carried the log to the edge of the Great Lagoon, where Henry Adorno stood beside the council secretary with the logbook. The prisoners were lined up along the edge of the dark water.
Henry said a few words that were snatched away by the wind.
Then the ballast log was thrown into the bottomless waters of the lagoon. In one swift motion down the line, the warriors were pulled in with it, one after the other in quick succession, reminding Telly of the tearing of a rotten waterskin. Some gasped, some yelled, some scrambled to avoid their fate at the last instant. But within a minute, they were all under the sea.
In a few days, when the bones were stripped clean and had fallen free from the line, the ballast log would be recovered. Little was ever wasted on Schenker Float.

That evening, while it was still dark, they held the funeral for those killed in the battle.
The pyre was large and nearly filled the treeless verge outboard of the boatyards in Landfall Bay. A lot of charcoal and firewood would be consumed this nightwatch—almost more than the float could afford. But there was no choice. The remains of loved ones were not left to the merciless tenders of the gyre’s deep.
Oils were poured on shrouded bodies, and sweetwoods were stoked around the pyre’s fuel. Grief-stricken family members lingered at the sides of their dead, though Telly could not bring himself to cry here in the open. He’d already said his farewell.
Pastor Kline read the words of the service, but Telly didn’t hear them. He watched the way the torches danced in the wind. He remembered the faces of his father and mother, their voices, their words.
Then the pastor walked the length of the pyre, setting his torch to the fuel. The fire was slow to start, but then roared to life when it reached the oil-soaked shrouds. The smoke rose thick and black into the star-filled sky.
Telly waited until he could feel the heat from where he stood, then approached the point in the pyre that held his parents. When it was almost too hot to stand, he stopped, looked one last time at the broom in his hands, and threw it into the flames.
Then he returned to the edge of the wood, where he sat on the ground, and waited for the fire to burn itself out.



Eight

Our forefathers here on Okeanos would tell you that we live in a universe indifferent to our presence. Nature does not care what we think, it follows its rules whether we believe in them or not.
But that is the material world.
We also live in a world of the spirit. And that world is not at all indifferent to us. On the contrary, we are at its center. It is a world rich in meaning. Everything is connected in this world, and everything has meaning. And because of that, God’s Plan can always be seen in this world.
This is the world of irony and coincidence, of history and society. Learn its rules, and you will learn how the mind of God itself must work. Read its meaning, and you will see the Plan of God.
But the choice is yours.
We do not believe in the meaning because we can prove it. We believe in it because we choose to. Because we prefer a world of meaning over one without.
—Aidan O’Hara, Year 87 A.F.


Part of the mystery that lingered in Telly’s mind was solved when the Relief arrived several days later.
Wayland had been aboard a ship sent out by Bishop Anchorage a few weeks ago on a routine patrol. The vessel was to have returned within the past week but when the Relief left for Schenker it had still been overdue. When told of the discovery of Wayland’s body Master DuPage, who was aboard the Relief, was sure that the ship had been lost—another victim of Ajax’s warriors.
Nym had given them little information back on Kronos. He claimed that he knew nothing about what went on within the stockade, though Telly felt he knew more than he would admit.
Telly had had time to think while waiting for the Relief to arrive, time to sort things out. Some things still remained unclear, but he had come to a number of conclusions.
No matter what the immediate cause of the young apprentice’s death, Telly could not help but see a more removed meaning.
It was his own personal twining. Or so it looked. Telly had come to grow suspicious of the meanings of events.
If it was a twining, then its meaning was clear. As was the entire encounter with Kronos Float. Certainly the consequences were.
“I’m going,” he told Eppie the night the Relief arrived. They were on the bridge together, shooting the stars in a clear sky marked by three small, bright moons.
“That’s what I was afraid of,” she said.
“Afraid? Why?”
“Because I love you, Telemachus McMahon,” she said. “That’s why.”
Telly was glad that the night hid his face and that Eppie could not see him blush. He realized that he was only dimly aware of the truth of what she said. And he realized that he should have been more than dimly aware of it for a long time now.
“I know,” he said. He didn’t add anything, though he was sure she was waiting for him to.
After a long silence, she said: “What do you think now? About your mother and about things?”
“You mean am I a believer? Do you think I’m following God’s Plan?”
“Sort of,” she said. “You seemed so troubled about it before.”
“A lot has changed since then,” he said. “I still don’t know what to believe, but I know what I think.”
“What’s that?”
“That no matter what you believe, things still look like they’ve been arranged by God to accomplish what He wants.”
“Are you sure it’s more than just appearances?”
“No, I’m not,” he said. “In fact, I lean more toward that idea than the other. But I think that’s because I don’t want to believe in a God that would do all the things that He must have done to bring me to this point.”
“Neither do I,” she said. “So what’s the problem?”
“I’m afraid that my own feelings may be slanting my judgment. And that maybe there is no simpler explanation than that. Maybe it is God’s Plan.”
“Is that why you’re going?” she asked, her voice threatening to crack on the mention of Telly’s plans.
“No. I’m going because it’s what I want to do—what I’ve always wanted to do,” he said. “And I’m going because now I’m free to go. And because even if my mother was alive, I’ve reached the point your grandfather talked about. If you’re ready to go, you don’t have to ask.”
“I wish I could change your mind,” she said.
He made no reply. He didn’t want to hurt her feelings. But he knew there wasn’t a thing she could do to alter his course.
There were other things he could not tell Eppie. He was reluctant to share what had become a terribly private vision.
Because now he knew deep in his soul how the first colonists must have felt after The Fall: alone, stripped of all connection to the past, faced with a monstrous and vast uncertainty. No wonder they finally came to believe so strongly in the certainty of the De-terminist faith in God’s Plan.
But Telly knew he was different. He knew that he had what it would take to face that uncertainty. He knew how to be a navigator.



Where are we? We are right there in the middle of an endless sea. Every day our position changes and every day we must recalculate it, and we will go on doing that until the day we die.
That’s what ties us to our past. That’s what makes us human.
—Unknown navigator, Year 0 A.F.
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