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“Hodtile movement! Well inadethe perimeter! Well insgde!”

| stripped off my Immersive Response goggles as adrenaline surged through me. The virtud cityscapel’d
been about to raze disappeared, replaced by our monitoring room’s many views of SesCo’smining
operations. On one screen, the red phosphorescent tracery of an intruder skated across aterrain map, a
hot blip like blood spattering its way toward Pit 8.

Jaak was dready out of the monitoring room. | ran for my gesr.

| caught up with Jaak in the equipment room as he grabbed a TS-101 and dashbangs and dragged his
impact exoskeleton over histattooed body. He draped bandoleers of surgepacks over his massive
shoulders and ran for the outer locks. | strapped on my own exoskeleton, pulled my 101 from itsrack,
checked its charge, and followed.

Lisawasdready inthe HEV, itsturbofans screaming like banshees when the hatch dilated. Sentry
centaurs leveled their 101’ sat me, then relaxed as friend/foe data spilled into their heads-up displays. |
bolted across the tarmac, my skin pricking under blasts of icy Montanawind and the jet wash of Hentasa
Mark V engines. Overhead, the clouds glowed orange with light from SesCo’s mining bots.

“Come on, Chen! Movel Movel Move!”

| doveinto the hunter. The ship legped into the sky. It banked, throwing me againgt a bulkheed, then the
Hentasas cycled wide and the hunter punched forward. The HEV’ s hatch did shut. The wind howl
muted.

| struggled forward to the flight cocoon and peered over Jaak’ s and Lisa s shoulders to the landscape
beyond.

“Have agood game?’ Lisaasked.
| scowled. “1 was about to win. | madeit to Paris.”

We cut through the mists over the catchment lakes, skimming inches above the water, and then we hit the
far shore. The hunter lurched asits anti-collision software jerked us away from the roughening terrain.

Lisaoverrode the computers and forced the ship back down against the soil, driving us so low | could
have reached out and dragged my hands through the broken scree as we screamed over it.

Alarmsyowled. Jaak shut them off as Lisa pushed the hunter lower. Aheed, atailings ridge loomed. We
ripped up its face and dropped sickeningly into the next valey. The Hentasas shuddered as Lisaforced
them to the edge of their design buffer. We hurtled up and over another ridge. Ahead, the ragged



cutscape of mined mountains stretched to the horizon. We dipped again into mist and skimmed low over
another catchment lake, leaving choppy wake in the thick golden waters.

Jaak studied the hunter’ s scanners. “I’ve got it.” He grinned. “It'smoving, but dow.”
“Contact in one minute,” Lisasaid. “He hasn't launched any countermeasures.”

| watched the intruder on the tracking screens as they displayed real-time datafed to usfrom SesCo's
satdlites. “I1t’ s not even amasked target. We could have dropped amini on it from base if we' d known
he wasn't going to play hide-and-seek.”

“Could havefinished your game,” Lisasad.
“We could till nuke him.” Jaak suggested.

| shook my head. “No, let’ stake alook. Vaporizing him won't leave us anything and Bunbaum will want
to know what we used the hunter for.”

“Thirty seconds”

“Hewouldn’'t careif someone hadn’t taken the hunter on ajoyride to Cancun.”
Lisashrugged. “1 wanted to swim. It was either that, or rip off your kneecaps.”
The hunter lunged over another seriesof ridges.

Jask studied his monitor. “ Target'smoving away. He s<till dow. We Il get him.”

“Fifteen secondsto drop,” Lisasaid. She unstrapped and switched the hunter to software. We dl ran for
the hatch asthe HEV yanked itsdf skyward, its auto pilot desperate to tear away from the screaming
hazard of the rocks benegth itsbelly.

We plunged out the hatch, one, two, three, falling like Icarus. We dammed into the ground at hundreds
of kilometers per hour. Our exoske etons shattered like glass, flinging leavesinto the sky. The shards
fluttered down around us, black metallic petals absorbing our enemy’ s radar and heet detection whilewe
rolled to jarred vulnerable stops in muddy scree.

The hunter blew over the ridge, Hentasas shrieking, a blazing target. | dragged myself upright and ran for
theridge, my feet churning through yelow tailings mud and rags of jaundiced snow. Behind me, Jaak was
down with smashed arms. The leaves of his exoskeleton marked hisroll path, along trail of black
shimmering metd. Lisalay ahundred yards away, her femur rammed through her thigh like a bright white
exclamation mark.

| reached the top of theridge and stared down into the valley.
Nothing.

| dided up the magnification of my helmet. The monotonous dopes of more tailings rubble spread out
below me. Boulders, some aslarge as our HEV, some cracked and shattered by high explosives, shared
the dopes with the unstable yellow shae and fine grit of waste materias from SesCo’ s operations.

Jaak dipped up beside me, followed amoment later by Lisa, her flight suit’sleg torn and bloodied. She
wiped yellow mud off her face and ate it as she sudied the valley below. “ Anything?’

| shook my head. “Nothing yet. Y ou okay?’



“Clean break.”
Jaak pointed. “Therel”

Down in the valley, something was running, flushed by the hunter. It dipped dong ashalow creek,
viscous with taillings acid. The ship herded it toward us. Nothing. No missilefire. No dag. Just the running
cresture. A mass of tangled hair. Quadrupeda. Splattered with mud.

“Some kind of bio-job?’ | wondered.

“It doesn't have any hands,” Lisamurmured.

“No equipment either.”

Jaak muttered. “What kind of sick bastard makes a bio-job without hands?’
| searched the nearby ridgelines. “ Decoy, maybe?’

Jaak checked his scanner data, piped in from the hunter’ s more aggressve instruments. “I don’t think so.
Can we put the hunter up higher? | want to look around.”

At Lisa'scommand, the hunter rose, alowing its sensorsafuller reach. The howl of itsturbofans became
muted asit gained dtitude.

Jaak waited as more data spat into his heads-up display. “Nope, nothing. And no new aerts from any of
the perimeter sations, either. We'reaone.”

Lisashook her head. “We should have just dropped amini on it from base.”

Down in the vdley, the bio-job’ s headlong run dowed to atrot. It seemed unaware of us. Closer now,
we could make out its shape: A shaggy quadruped with atail. Dreadlocked hair dangled from its shanks
like ornaments, tagged with tailings mud clods.

It was Stained around its legs from the acids of the catchment ponds, as though it had forded streams of
urine

“That' sone ugly bio-job,” | said.

Lisashouldered her 101. “Bio-melt when I’'m donewithit.”

“Wait!” Jaek said. “Don’t dagiit!”

Lisaglanced over a him, irritated. “What now?’

“That’snot abio-job at dl.” Jaak whispered. “That’sadog.”

He stood suddenly and jumped over the hillside, running headlong down the scree toward the animal.
“Wait!” Lisacaled, but Jagk was dready fully exposed and blurring to his top speed.

The anima took one look at Jaak, whooping and hollering as he came roaring down the dope, then
turned and ran. It was no match for Jagk. Half aminute later he overtook the animal.

Lisaand | exchanged glances. “Well,” shesaid, “it' sawfully dow if it' sabio-job. I’ ve seen centaurs
walk fagter.”



By the time we caught up with Jask and the anima, Jaak had it cornered in adull gully. The animal stood
in the center of atrickling ditch of dudgy water, shaking and growling and baring itsteeth at usaswe
surrounded it. It tried to break around us, but Jaak kept it corralled easily.

Up close, the animal seemed even more pathetic than from adistance, agood thirty kilos of snarling
mange. Its paws were dashed and bloody and patches of fur were torn away, reveaing festering
chemica burns undernesth.

“I'll bedamned,” | bresthed, staring at the animdl. “It redlly lookslike adog.”
Jaak grinned. “It’ s like finding agoddamn dinosaur.”

“How could it live out here?” Lisa'sarm swept the horizon. “ There' s nothing to live on. It' sgot to be
modified.” She sudied it closgly, then glanced at Jaak. “ Are you sure nothing’s coming in on the
perimeter? Thisisn't somekind of decoy?’

Jaak shook his head. “Nothing. Not even apeep.”

| leaned in toward the creature. It bared itsteeth in arictus of hatred. “It’ s pretty beat up. Maybeit’ sthe
red thing.”

Jaak sad, “Oh yeah, it' sthered thing dl right. | saw adog in azoo once. I'mtdling you, thisisadog.”
Lisashook her head. “It can’t be. It would be dead, if it wereared dog.”

Jaak just grinned and shook his head. “Noway. Look at it.” He reached out to push the hair out of the
animd’ sface so that we could seeits muzzle.

The anima lunged and itsteeth sank into Jaak’ sarm. It shook hisarm violently, growling as Jagk stared
down at the creature latched onto hisflesh. It yanked its head back and forth, trying to tear Jaak’sarm
off. Blood spurted around its muzzle asits teeth found Jaak’ s arteries.

Jaak laughed. His bleeding stopped. “Damn. Check that out.” Helifted hisarm until the animal dangled
fully out of the stream, dripping. “I got meapet.”

The dog swung from the thick bough of Jaak’ sarm. It tried to shake hisarm once again, but its
movements were ineffectua now that it hung off the ground. Even Lisasmiled.

“Must be abummer to wake up and find out you' re at the end of your evolutionary curve.”
The dog growled, determined to hang on.

Jaak laughed and drew his monomoal knife. “Here you go, doggy.” He diced hisarm off, leaving it in the
bewildered anima’ s mouth.

Lisacocked her head. “Y ou think we could make some kind of money onit?’

Jaak watched as the dog devoured his severed arm. “1 read somewhere that they used to eat dogs. |
wonder what they taste like.”

| checked the time in my heads-up display. We d dready killed an hour on an exercise that wasn't giving
any bonuses. “ Get your dog, Jagk, and get it on the hunter. We aren’t going to eat it before we call
Bunbaum.”

“He |l probably cdl it company property,” Jaak groused.



“Yeah, that' sthe way it ways goes. But we still have to report. Might aswell keep the evidence, since
wedidn't nukeit.”

We ate sand for dinner. Outside the security bunker, the mining robots rumbled back and forth, ripping
deeper into the earth, turning it into amush of tailings and rock acid that they |eft in exposed ponds when
they hit the water table, or piled into thousand-foot mountainscapes of waste soil. It was comforting to
hear those machines cruising back and forth al day. Just you and the bots and the profits, and if nothing
got bombed while you were on duty, there was aways a nice bonus.

After dinner we sat around and sharpened Lisa s skin, implanting blades aong her limbs so that shewas
likearazor from dl directions. She' d considered monomol blades, but it wastoo easy to take alimb off
accidentally, and we lost enough body parts asit was without adding to the mayhem. That kind of
garbage was for people who didn’'t have to work: aesthetesfrom New Y ork City and California.

Lisahad a DermDecorakit for the sharpening. She’ d bought it last time we' d gone on vacation and spent
extrato get it, instead of getting one of the cheap knock-offs that were cropping up. We worked on
cutting her skin down to the bone and setting the blades. A friend of oursin L.A said that hejust held
DermDecora parties so everyone could do their modifications and hel p out with the hard-to-reach

places.

Lisahad done my glowspine, aswest tracery of limelanding lights that ran from my tailbone to the base
of my skull, so | didn’t mind helping her out, but Jagk, who did al of his modification with an old-time
scar and tattoo shop in Hawaii, wasn't so pleased. It was alittle frustrating because her flesh kept trying
to close before we had the blades set, but eventualy we got the hang of it, and an hour later, she started
looking good.

Oncewe finished with Lisa sfront settings, we sat around and fed her. | had abowl of tailings mud that |
drizzled into her mouth to speed her integration process. When we were weren't feeding her, we
watched the dog. Jagk had shoved it into a makeshift cage in one corner of our common room. It lay
there like it was dead.

Lisasad, “I ranitsDNA. It redly isadog.”
“Bunbaum believe you?’
She gave me adirty look. “What do you think?’

| laughed. At SesCo, tactical defense responders were expected to be fagt, flexible, and deadly, but the
reality was our SOP was always the same: drop nukes on intruders, dag the leftoversto melt so they
couldn’t regrow, hit the beachesfor vacation. We were independent and trusted asfar astactical
decisions went, but there was no way SesCo was going to believe its dag soldiers had found adog in
their tailings mountains

Lisanodded. “Hewanted to know how the hell adog could live out here. Then he wanted to know why
wedidn’t catch it sooner. Wanted to know what he pays usfor.” She pushed her short blond hair off her
face and eyed the animd. “1 should have dagged it.”

“What' s hewant usto do?’
“It'snot in the manua. He' s calling back.”
| studied the limp animdl. “I want to know how it was surviving. Dogs are mest esters, right?’

“Maybe some of the engineerswere giving it meat. Like Jagk did.”



Jaak shook hishead. “I don't think so. The sucker threw up my arm amogt right after he ateit.” He
wiggled his new ssump where it was rapidly regrowing.“| don’t think we' re compatible for it.”

| asked, “But we could et it, right?’
Lisalaughed and took a spoonful of tailings. “We can eat anything. We' rethe top of the food chain.”
“Weird how it can’t egt us.”

“Y ou've probably got more mercury and lead running through your blood than any pre-weeviltech animal
ever could have had.”

“That'sbad?’
“Used to be poison.”
“Weird”

Jagk said, “I think | might have broken it when | put it in the cage.” He studied it serioudly. “It' snot
moving likeit was before. And | heard something snap when | suffed it in.*

113 &?l
Jaak shrugged. “1 don't think it’sheding.”

Thedog did look kind of beat up. It just lay there, its Sides going up and down like abellows. Itseyes
were half-open, but didn’t seem to be focused on any of us. When Jaak made a sudden movement, it
twitched for asecond, but it didn’t get up. It didn’t even growl.

Jaak said, “1 never thought an anima could be so fragile”
“You'refragile, too. That's not such abig surprise”
“Yeah, but | only broke a couple boneson it, and now look at it. It just lies there and pants.”

Lisafrowned thoughtfully. “It doesn't heal.” She climbed avkwardly to her feet and went to peer into the
cage. Her voice was excited. “It really isadog. Just like we used to be. It could take weeksfor it to
heal. One broken bone, and it’ sdonefor.”

She reached arazored hand into the cage and diced a thin wound into its shank. Blood oozed out, and
kept oozing. It took minutesfor it to begin clotting. The dog lay till and panted, clearly wasted.

She laughed. “It’ s hard to believe we ever lived long enough to evolve out of that. If you chop off itslegs,
they won’'t regrow.” She cocked her head, fascinated. “It's as delicate asrock. You break it, and it
never comes back together.” She reached out to stroke the matted fur of the animadl. “1t'sas easy to kil
asthe hunter.”

The comm buzzed. Jaak went to answer.

Lisaand | stared at the dog, our own little window into pre-history.

Jaak came back into the room. “Bunbaum’ sflying out abiologist to take alook at it.”
“Y ou mean abio-engineer,” | corrected him.

“Nope. Biologist. Bunbaum said they study animals”



Lisasat down. | checked her bladesto see if she' d knocked anything loose. “ There' s adead-end job.”
“I guessthey grow them out of DNA. Study what they do. Behavior, shit like that.”
“Who hiresthem?’

Jaak shrugged. “Pau Foundation has three of them on staff. Origin of life guys. That’swho' s sending out
this one. Mushi-something. Didn't get hisname.”

“Originof life?’
“Sure, you know, what makes ustick. What makesusdive. Stuff likethat.”

| poured ahandful of tailings mud into Lisa’s mouth. She gobbled it gratefully. “Mud makes ustick,” |
sad.

Jaak nodded at the dog. “It doesn’t make that dog tick.”
Weadl looked at the dog. “It' s hard to tell what makesit tick.”

Lin Musharraf was ashort guy with black hair and a hooked nose that dominated hisface. He had
carved his skin with swirling patterns of glow implants, so he sood out as cobdt spirasin the darkness
as hejumped down from his chartered HEV.

The centaurs went wild about the unauthorized visitor and corraled him right up againgt his ship. They
weredl over him and hisDNA kit, sniffing him, running their scanners over his case, pointing their 101's
into hisglowing face and snarling a him.

| let him sweat for aminute before calling them away. The centaurs backed off, swearing and circling, but
didn’'t dag him. Musharraf looked shaken. | couldn’t blame him. They’ re scary mongters: bigger and
faster than aman. Their behavior patches make them vicious, their sentience upgrades give them the
intelligence to operate military equipment, and their basic fight/flight responseis so impaired that they only
know how to attack when they’ re threatened. |’ ve seen a half-dagged centaur tear aman to pieces
barehanded and then join an assault on enemy ridge fortifications, dragging its whole melted carcass
forward with just itsarms. They’re greet crittersto have at your back when the dag sartsflying.

| guided Musharraf out of the scrum. He had awhole pack of memory addendums blinking off the back
of hisskull: afat pipe of dataretrieval, channeled direct to the brain, and no smash protection. The
centaurs could have shut him down with one hard tap to the back of the head. His cortex might have
grown back, but he wouldn't have been the same. Looking at those blinking triple fins of intelligence
draping down the back of his head, you could tell he was atypicd lab rat. All brains, no survivad ingincts.
| wouldn't have stuck mem-adds into my head even for atriple bonus.

“You'vegot adog? Musharraf asked when we were out of reach of the centaurs.

“Wethink s0.” | led him down into the bunker, past our weapons racks and weight roomsto the
common room where we' d stored the dog. The dog looked up at us as we came in, the most movement
it had made since Jaak put it in the cage.

Musharraf stopped short and stared. “ Remarkable.”

Hekndt infront of the anima’ s cage and unlocked the door. He held out ahandful of pellets. The dog
dragged itsdf upright. Musharraf backed away, giving it room, and the dog followed stiff and wary,
snuffling after the pdllets. It buried its muzzlein his brown hand, snorting and gobbling at the pellets.



Musharraf looked up. “And you found it in your tailings pits?’
“That’sright.”
“Remarkable.”

The dog finished the pdlets and snuffled his palm for more. Musharraf laughed and stood. “No more for
you. Not right now.” He opened his DNA kit, pulled out a sampler needle and stuck the dog. The
sampler’ s chamber filled with blood.

Lisawatched. “Youtdk toit?’
Musharraf shrugged. “It' sahabit.”
“But it'snot sentient.”

“Wadll, no, but it likesto hear voices.” The chamber finished filling. He withdrew the needle, disconnected
the collection chamber and fitted it into the kit. The andysis software blinked aive and the blood
disappeared into the heart of the kit with a soft vacuum hiss.

“How do you know?’
Musharraf shrugged. “I1t' sadog. Dogs are that way.”

Weadl frowned. Musharraf started running tests on the blood, humming tunelessy to himsdlf ashe
worked. His DNA kit peeped and squawked. Lisawatched him run histests, clearly pissed off that
SesCo had sent out alab rat to retest what she had aready done. It was easy to understand her irritation.
A centaur could have run those DNA tests.

“I’'m astounded that you found adog in your pits,” Musharraf muttered.
Lisasad, “Wewere going to dag it, but Bunbaum wouldn't let us.”
Musharraf eyed her. “How restrained of you.”

Lisashrugged. “Orders.”

“Stll, I'm sure your thermal surge weapon presented a powerful temptation. How good of you not to
dagadavinganimd.”

Lisafrowned suspicioudy. | started to worry that she might take Musharraf apart. She was crazy enough
without people talking down to her. The memory addendums on the back of his head were an awfully
tempting target: one dap, down goesthelab rat. | wondered if we sank him in a catchment lake if anyone
would notice him missing. A biologigt, for Christ’ ssake.

Musharraf turned back to his DNA kit, apparently unaware of his hazard. “Did you know that in the
past, people beieved that we should have compassion for al things on Earth? Not just for oursalves, but

for dl living things?’
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“I would hope you will have compassion for one foolish scientist and not dismember me today.”

Lisalaughed. | relaxed. Encouraged, Musharraf said, “It truly is remarkable that you found such a
§pecimen amongst your mining operations. | haven't heard of aliving specimeninten or fifteen years”



“| saw onein azoo, once,” Jaak said.

“Yes, well, azoo isthe only place for them. And laboratories, of course. They till provide useful genetic
data” He was studying the results of the tests, nodding to himsdf asinformation scrolled acrossthekit's
screen.

Jagk grinned. “Who needs animalsif you can eat sone?’

Musharraf began packing up his DNA kit. “Weeviltech. Precisaly. We transcended the animal kingdom.”
Helatched hiskit closed and nodded to usdl. “Well, it’ s been quite enlightening. Thank you for letting
me See your specimen.”

“Y ou're not going to take it with you?’
Musharraf paused, surprised. “Oh no. | don't think so.”
“It'snot adog, then?’

“Oh no, it'squite certainly area dog. But what on Earth would | do with it?” He held up avia of blood.
“We havethe DNA. A live oneis hardly worth keeping around. Very expensive to maintain, you know.
Manufacturing abasic organism’ sfood is quite complex. Clean rooms, air filters, specid lights.
Recresating the web of lifeisn’'t easy. Far more smpleto release oneself from it completely than to
attempt to recreateit.” He glanced at the dog. “ Unfortunately, our furry friend over there would never
survive weeviltech. Thewormswould est him as quickly asthey eat everything ese. No, you would have
to manufacture the anima from scratch. And really, what would be the point of that? A bio-job without
hands?’ He laughed and headed for hisHEV.

Weadl looked at each other. | jogged after the doctor and caught up with him at the hatch to the tarmac.
He had paused on the verge of opening it. “Y our centaurs know me now?’ he asked.

“Yeah, you'refine”
“Good.” Hedilated the hatch and strode out into the cold.
| trailed after him. “Wait! What are we supposed to do with it?’

“The dog?’ Thedoctor climbed into the HEV and began strapping in. Wind whipped around us, carrying
gtinging grit from the tailings piles. “Turn it back to your pits. Or you could et it, | suppose. | understand
that it was areal delicacy. There are recipesfor cooking animas. They take time, but they can give quite
extraordinary results”

Musharraf s pilot started cycling up histurbofans.
“Areyou kidding?’

Musharraf shrugged and shouted over the increasing scream of the engines. *Y ou should try it! Just
another part of our heritage that’ s atrophied since weeviltech!”

He yanked down the flight cocoon’ s door, sedling himsdlf insgde. The turbofans cycled higher and the
pilot motioned me back from their wash asthe HEV dowly lifted into the air.

Lisaand Jaak couldn’t agree on what we should do with the dog. We had protocols for working out
conflict. Asatribe of killers, we needed them. Normally, consensus worked for us, but every onceina
while, we just got tangled up and stuck to our positions, and after that, not much could get done without



someone getting daughtered. Lisaand Jagk dug in, and after a couple days of wrangling, with Lisa
threatening to cook the thing in the middle of the night while Jaak wasn't watching, and Jagk threatening
to cook her if shedid, wefindly went with amgority vote. | got to be the tie-bresker.

“| say weest it,” Lisasaid.

We were Stting in the monitoring room, watching satdllite shots of the tailings mountains and theinfrared
blobs of the mining bots while they ripped around in the earth. In one corner, the object of our discussion
lay inits cage, dragged there by Jaak in an attempt to sway the result. He spun his observation chair,
turning his attention away from the theater maps. “I think we should keep it. It's cool. Old-timey, you
know? | mean, who the hell do you know who hasared dog?’

“Who the hell wantsthe hasse?’ lisaresponded. 1 say wetry real meet.” She cut alinein her forearm
with her razors. Sheran her finger dong the resulting blood beads and tasted them as the wound sealed.

They both looked a me. | looked at the ceiling. “ Are you sure you can’t decide this without me?’
Lisagrinned. “Come on, Chen, you decide. It was agroup find. Jaak won't pout, will you?’
Jaak gave her adirty look.

| looked at Jagk. “1 don’t want itsfood costs to come out of group bonuses. We agreed we' d use part
of it for the new Immersive Response. I'm sick of the old one.”

Jaak shrugged. “Finewith me. | can pay for it out of my own. | just won't get any moretats.”

| leaned back in my chair, surprised, then looked at Lisa. “Well, if Jaak wantsto pay for it, | think we
should keep it.”

Lisastared at me, incredulous. “But we could cook it!”
| glanced a the dog whereit lay panting initscage. “It' slike having azoo of our own. | kind of likeit.”

Musharraf and the Pau Foundation hooked us up with asupply of food pellets for the dog and Jaak
looked up an old database on how to splint its busted bones. He bought water filtration so that it could
drink.

| thought I’ d made agood decision, putting the costs on Jaak, but | didn’t really foresee the
complicationsthat came with having an unmodified organism in the bunker. Thething shit al over the
floor, and sometimesit wouldn't eat, and it would get sick for no reason, and it was dow to heal sowe
al ended up playing nursemaid to the thing whileit lay in itscage. | kept expecting Lisato bresk its neck
inthe middle of the night, but even though she grumbled, shedidn’t nateit.

Jaak tried to act like Musharraf. He talked to the dog. He logged onto the libraries and read all about
old-time dogs. How they ran in packs. How people used to breed them.

Wetried to figure out what kind of dog it was, but we couldn’t narrow it down much, and then Jask
discovered that al the dogs could interbreed, so dl you could do was guess that it was some kind of big
sheep dog, with maybe a head from a Rottweller, aong with maybe some other kind of dog, like awolf
or coyote or something.

Jaak thought it had coyote in it because they were supposed to have been big adapters, and whatever
our dog was, it must have been abig adapter to hang out in the tailings pits. It didn’t have the boosters
we had, and it had till lived in the rock acids. Even Lisawasimpressed by thet.



| was carpet bombing Antarctic Recessionists, swooping low, driving the suckers further and further
dongtheicefloe. If | got lucky, I d drive the whole village out onto avestigid shelf and sink them all
before they knew what was happening. | dove again, strafing and then spinning away from their return

dag.

It was fun, but mostly just away to kill time between real bombing runs. The new IR was supposed to be
as good asthe arcades, full immersion and feedback, and portable to boot. People got so lost they had
to take intravenous feedings or they withered away while they wereinsde.

| was about to sink awhole load of refugees when Jaak shouted. “Get out here! Y ou' ve got to seethis!”

| stripped off my goggles and ran for the monitoring room, adrenaine amping up. When | got there, Jagk
wasjust sanding in the center of the room with the dog, grinning.

Lisacametearing in asecond later. “What? What isit?’ Her eyes scanned the theater maps, ready for
bloodshed.

Jaak grinned. “Look at this.” He turned to the dog and held out his hand. “ Shake.”

The dog sat back on its haunches and gravely offered him its paw. Jaak grinned and shook the paw, then
tossed it afood pellet. He turned to us and bowed.

Lisafrowned. “Doit agan.”
Jaak shrugged and went through the performance a second time.
“It thinks?" she asked.

Jaak shrugged. “Got me. Y ou can get it to do things. Thelibrariesarefull of stuff on them. They're
train-able. Not like a centaur or anything, but you can make them do little tricks, and if they're certain
breeds, they can learn specia stuff, too.”

“Likewhat?’

“Some of them were trained to attack. Or to find explosives.”
Lisalooked impressed. “Like nukes and stuff?’

Jaak shrugged. “1 guess.”

“Canl try?’ | asked.

Jaak nodded. “Go for it.”

| went over to the dog and stuck out my hand. * Shake.”

It stuck out its paw. My hackles went up. It was like sending signasto aiens. | mean, you expect a
bio-job or arobot to do what you want it to. Centaur, go get blown up. Find the op-force. Call
reinforcements. The HEV waslike that, too. It would do anything. But it was designed.

“Feedit,” Jagk said, handing me afood pellet. “Y ou haveto feed it when it doesit right.”
| held out the food pellet. The dog’ slong pink tongue swabbed my palm.
| held out my hand again. “ Shake.” | said. It held out its paw. We shook hands. Its amber eyes stared up



at me, solemn.
‘That’s someweird shit,” Lisasaid. | shivered, nodding and backed away. The dog watched me go.

That night in my bunk, | lay awake, reading. I’ d turned out the lights and only the book’ s surface glowed,
illuminating the bunkroom in asoft green aura. Some of Lisa sart buys glimmered dimly fromthewdls a
bronze hanging of a phoenix bresking into flight, stylized flames glowing around it; a Japanese woodblock
print of Mount Fuji and another of avillage weighed down under thick snows; a photo of the three of us
in Sheriaafter the Peninsulacampaign, grinning and dive amongst the dag.

Lisacameinto theroom. Her razors glinted in my book’ sdim light, flashes of green sparksthat outlined
her limbs as she moved.

“What are you reading?’ She stripped and squeezed into bed with me.

| held up the book and read out loud.

Cut me | won't bleed. Gas me | won't breathe.

Stab me, shoot me, slash me, smash me

| have swallowed science

| am God.

Alone.

| closed the book and its glow died. In the darkness, Lisarustled under the covers.
My eyes adjusted. She was staring at me. “* Dead Man,’ right?’

“Because of thedog,” | said.

“Dark reading.” Shetouched my shoulder, her hand warm, the blades embedded, biting lightly into my
skin.

“We used to be like that dog,” | said.
“Pathetic.”
1] %y.”

Wewere quiet for alittlewhile. Findly | asked, “Do you ever wonder what would happen to usif we
didn’'t have our science? If we didn’t have our big brains and our weeviltech and our cdlstims and—"

“And everything that makes our life good?’ She laughed. “No.” She rubbed my stomach. “I like all those
littlewormsthet livein your bely.” She started to tickle me.

Wormy, squirmy in your belly,
wor my squirmy feeds you Nelly.
Microweevils eat the bad,

and give you something good instead.



| fought her off, laughing. “That'sno Y early.”
“Third Grade. Basic bio-logic. Mrs. Alvarez. Shewasredly big on weeviltech.”

Shetried to tickleme again but | fought her off. “Y eah, well Y early only wrote about immortality. He
wouldn't takeit.”

Lisagave up on thetickling and flopped down beside me again. “Blah, blah, blah. Hewouldn’'t take any
gene modifications. No c-cdll inhibitors. He was dying of cancer and he wouldn’t take the drugs that
would have saved him. Our last mortd poet. Cry me ariver. So what?’

“Y ou ever think about why hewouldn’t?’
“Y eah. He wanted to be famous. Suicide' sgood for attention.”

“Serioudy, though. He thought being human meant having animas. Thewholeweb of lifething. I’ ve been
reading about him. It sweird shit. He didn’t want to live without them.”

“Mrs. Alvarez hated him. She had some rhymes about him, too. Anyway, what were we supposed to
do?Work out weeviltech and DNA patches for every stupid species? Do you know what that would
have cost?’ She nuzzled closeto me. “If you want animals around you, go to azoo. Or get some building
blocks and make something, if it makes you happy. Something with hands, for god' s sake, not like that
dog.” She stared at the underside of the bunk above. “1’d cook that dog in asecond.”

| shook my head. “1 don’t know. That dog’ s different from abio-job. It looks at us, and there's
something there, and it’snot us. | mean, take any bio-job out there, and it’ sbasicdly us, poured into
another shape, but not that dog...“ | trailed off, thinking.

Lisalaughed. “It shook hands with you, Chen. Y ou don’'t worry about a centaur when it salutes.” She
climbed on top of me. “ Forget the dog. Concentrate on something that matters.” Her smile and her razor
blades glinted in the dimness.

| woke up to something licking my face. At first | thought it was Lisa, but she' d climbed into her own
bunk. I opened my eyes and found the dog.

It was afunny thing to have thisanima licking me, like it wanted to talk, or say hello or something. It
licked me again, and | thought that it had come along way from when it had tried to take off Jaak’ sarm.
It put its paws up on my bed, and then in asingle heavy movement, it was up on the bunk with me, its
bulk curled againgt me.

It dept theredl night. It was weird having something other than Lisalying next to me, but it waswarm
and there was something friendly about it. | couldn’t help smiling as| drifted back to deep.

Weflew to Hawaii for aswimming vacation and we brought the dog with us. It was good to get out of
the northern cold and into the gentle Pecific. Good to stand on the beach, and look out to alimitless
horizon. Good to walk aong the beach holding hands while black waves crashed on the sand.

Lisawas agood svimmer. She flashed through the ocean’ s metdlic sheen like an ed out of history and
when she surfaced, her naked body glistened with hundreds of iridescent petroleum jewels.

When the Sun started to set, Jagk lit the ocean on fire with his 101. We all sat and watched asthe Sun’'s
greet red ball sank through vells of smoke, itslight shading deeper crimson with every minute. Waves
rushed flaming onto the beach. Jagk got out his harmonicaand played while Lisaand | made love on the
sand.



WEe d intended to amputate her for the weekend, to let her try what she had done to me the vacation
before. It wasanew thingin L.A., an experiment in vulnerability.

She was beautiful, lying there on the beach, dick and excited with dl of our play in the water. | licked oil
opals off her skin as| diced off her limbs, leaving her more dependent than a baby. Jaak played his
harmonica and watched the Sun set, and watched as | rendered Lisadown to her core.

After our sex, welay on the sand. Thelast of the Sun was dropping below the water. Itsrays glinted
redly across the smoldering waves. The sky, thick with particulates and smoke, shaded darker.

Lisasghed contentedly. “We should vacation here more often.”

| tugged on alength of barbed-wire buried in the sand. It tore free and | wrapped it around my upper
arm, atight band that bit into my skin. | showed it to Lisa. “1 used to do thisall thetimewhen | wasa
kid.” I smiled. “I thought | was so bad-ass.”

Lisagmiled. “You are”

“Thanksto science.” | glanced over at the dog. It was lying on the sand ashort distance away. It seemed
sullen and unsureinits new environment, torn away from the safety of the acid pits and tailings mountains
of itshomeland. Jaak sat beside the dog and played. Its ears twitched to the music. He was agood
player. The mournful sound of the harmonica carried easily over the beach to wherewelay.

Lisaturned her head, trying to seethe dog. “Roll me.”

| did what she asked. Already, her limbswere regrowing. Smal stumps, which would build into larger
limbs. By morning, she would be whole, and ravenous. She studied thedog. “Thisisascloseas!’ll ever
gettoit,” shesad.

“Sory?

“It' svulnerable to everything. It can’'t swim in the ocean. It can’t eat anything. We haveto fly itsfood to
it. We haveto scrub itswater. Dead end of an evolutionary chain. Without science, we'd be as
vulnerable asit.” Shelooked up a me. “Asvulnerableas| am now.” Shegrinned. “Thisisascloseto
death as |’ ve ever been. At least, not in combat.”

“Wild, isn't it?’

“For aday. | liked it better when | did it to you. I'm aready starving.”

| fed her ahandful of oily sand and watched the dog, standing uncertainly on the beach, sniffing
suspicioudy at some rusting scrap iron that stuck out of the beach like agiant memory fin. It pawed up a

chunk of red plastic rubbed shiny by the ocean and chewed on it briefly, before dropping it. It Sarted
licking around its mouth. | wondered if it had poisoned itsdlf again.

“It sure can make you think,” 1 muttered. | fed Lisaanother handful of sand. “If someone came from the
past, to meet us here and now, what do you think they’ d say about us? Would they even cal us human?’

Lisalooked at me serioudy. “No, they’d cdl us gods.”

Jaak got up and wandered into the surf, standing knee-deep in the black smoldering waters. The dog,
driven by some unknown ingtinct, followed him, gingerly picking itsway across the sand and rabble.

The dog got tangled in acluster of wire our last day on the beach. Redlly ripped the hdll out of it: dashes



through itsfur, broken legs, practically strangled. It had gnawed one of its own paws haf off trying to get
free. By thetimewe found it, it was a bloody mess of ragged fur and exposed mest.

Lisa stared down at the dog. “ Christ, Jaak, you were supposed to be watching it.”
“I went svimming. Y ou can't keep an eye on thething dl thetime.”
“It' sgoing to take forever to fix this” she fumed.

“We should warm up the hunter,” | said. “1t’l be easier to work on it back home.” Lisaand | knelt down
to start cutting the dog free. It whimpered and itstail wagged feebly as we started to work.

Jaak was Slent.

Lisadapped him on hisleg. “ Come on, Jaak, get down here. 1t'll bleed out if you don’'t hurry up. You
know how fragileitis”

Jaak said, “1 think we should et it.”
Lisaglanced up, surprised. “You do?’
He shrugged. “ Sure.”

| looked up from where | was tearing away tangled wires from around the dog’ storso. “I thought you
wanted it to be your pet. Likein the zoo.”

Jaak shook his head. “Those food pellets are expensive. I'm spending half my salary on food and water
filtration, and now this bullshit.” He waved hishand at the tangled dog. “ Y ou have to watch the sucker al
thetime. It'snot worthit.”

“But 4till, it' syour friend. It shook hands with you.”

Jaak laughed. “You'remy friend.” Helooked down at the dog, his face wrinkled with thought. “It's,
it's...ananimd.”

Even though we had dl idly discussed what it would be like to eat the dog, it was asurpriseto hear him
so determined to kill it. “Maybe you should degp onit.” | said. “We can get it back to the bunker, fix it
up, and then you can decide when you aren’t so pissed off about it.”

“No.” He pulled out his harmonicaand played afew notes, aquick jazzy scale. He took the harmonica
out of hismouth. “If you want to put up the money for hisfeed, I'll keep it, | guess, but otherwise...” He
shrugged.

“I don't think you should cook it.”

“Youdon't?’ Lisaglanced at me. “We could roadt it, right here, on the beach.”

| looked down at the dog, a mass of panting, trusting animal. “I still don’t think we should do it.”
Jaak |ooked at me serioudy. “Y ou want to pay for the feed?’

| Sghed. “I’'m saving for the new Immersive Response.”

“Yesah, well, I've got things | want to buy too, you know.” He flexed his muscles, showing off histattoos.
“I mean, what the fuck good doesit do?’



“It makesyou amile”

“Immergive Response makes you smile. And you don't have to clean up after its crap. Come on, Chen.
Admit it. You don't want to take care of it ether. It'sapainin theass”

Wedl looked at each other, then down at the dog.

Lisaroasted the dog on aspit, over burning plastics and petroleum skimmed from the ocean. It tasted
okay, but in the end it was hard to understand the big dedl. I’ ve eaten dagged centaur that tasted better.

Afterward, we walked aong the shoreline. Opalescent waves crashed and roared up the sand, leaving
jewel dicksasthey receded and the Sun sank red in the distance.

Without the dog, we could redlly enjoy the beach. We didn’t have to worry about whether it was going
to stepin acid, or tangle in barb-wire half-buried in the sand, or eat something that would keep it up
vomiting hdf the night.

Stll, I remember when the dog licked my face and hauled its shaggy bulk onto my bed, and | remember
itswarm bresthing beside me, and sometimes, | missit.



