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If you've ever dealt with material scanned into a conputer, you know
that it can cone across with all sorts of interesting glitches. In preparation
for the electronic publication of this, nmy first novel, eReads.comsent nme the
file of the book to proof-read. | had not read _Islands_ since its 1980
reissue. As | did so this time | felt as though | was holding a dialog with
nmysel f across the decades. The book is full of energy and inventiveness and
tackles all sorts of Big Issues; now, though, | see the vigor and passion wth
a nore experienced eye and can see where the story could be better expressed,
tightened, trimmed to its task. As a witer and, nore particularly, as a
witing teacher it was inpossible to resist the urge to neddle, and | gave in
to the tenptation. It felt as though Marta the teacher was reaching back to
Marta the young witer, |lending the experience of thirty years to hel p shape
the story the way that both of us envisioned it, then and now It has been a
peculiar formof tine-travel

The book is shorter than it was, and sinpler, and, | think, one hell of
alot better. But it's still (as an early reviewer said) all about sex and
drugs and death and transcendence -- the natural subject matter of the young.
The changes are not drastic ones: | think the book is well served by this
revision and its readers will, | hope, agree.

Petal uma, California

*2001*
-------- *1*

Far bel ow ne invisible surf smashed agai nst invisible rocks, ebbing
with a vast, sucking rush over the stones. The night w nd was cold under
frigid stars; the nmoon, breaking through clouds, cast a diffused gl ow across
the sea. Deep in the base of ny spine, sonething twi nged and nagged and sent



out a famliar, exploratory shaft of pain. | gripped the textured redwood of
the rail with both hands and willed the cold to nove in a straight line
through me, up to ny back and heart and mind, but the nunbness reached only to
nmy knees before it ebbed again. The pain bl ossoned.

Paul and Jenny, two stories below ne, curled around each other in the
| arge transparent bed and nade |love quietly so that |, presumably in the room
just bel ow them would not hear. Considerate of them | had heard them as |
passed their roomon ny way to the roof balcony, the small gasps of pleasure,
the sound of Paul in orgasm Still the sane, that sound, after all the years.
Remenmbering, | clung to the rail until the pain | essened and | could breathe
again. It was a mistake to invite themhere, | told nyself. Stupid to think
that it wouldn't bother me, stupid to think that | was over it, over wanting
at all. ldiocy, and I amwell punished for it.

Eventual ly | stopped shaking and the pain becane a small reninder
never gone but not, now, bigger than the world. | released the railing and
slipped down the spiral stairs, past the nurky gl ow of the sea-facing w ndows,
past the landing by the guest roomdoor. | closed and | ocked ny door behind ne
and spoke to the lights. As they came up ny reflection | eaped at ne fromthe
| arge wi ndow and there | stood, Tia in the flesh, the drug-resisting neat. Tia
the anomaly, the freak. Flat stomach crossed again and again by lines, breasts
hangi ng | ow but never |arge enough to make nuch difference; ass winkl ed,

t hi ghs si newy and shrunken, cal ves the sane; skinny arns ending in big,
square, capable hands. Face weat hered around brown eyes, skin parched and
lined as driftwood, hair streaked with grey and dry from constant exposure to
the sun. Dry lady, driftwod hag. | nust age but | would not disguise it, no
creans, plastic surgeries, cosmetics. Let them be unconfortable at the sight
of Tia Ham ey, growi ng ungracefully old in a world of the forever young.

But | would hide this unexpected torture at the nenory of Paul's sounds
of pleasure, at the thought of ny former |lover and his current |over coupling
in my guest room A secret, yes, held close between me and ny wi ndow and the
beast at the base of ny spine. Hush

*2*

Fifty years ago he was ny lover, when | was seventeen and he
twenty-seven. He was easy in his youth, |ooking as he does now grey-green
eyes muted to hazel brown in the evenings; |long gold and brown hair swept
around a strong-boned face; a slight build, narrow about the shoul ders and
hi ps; quick in his nmovenents, in his words. A good, pleasing body, and he had
not opted to have it changed.

And 1 ? Portrait of the freak as a young girl? Rounded and firm nasses
of auburn hair constantly falling into brown eyes, alnpbst as tall as Paul.
renmenber her as |aughing, sparkling, singing in her chains |ike the sea.

Poi sed on the brink of eternity, waiting for nmy body to stabilize enough to
take the Imortality Treatnents.

VWen the tine cane we wal ked singing to the clinic and Paul left ne for
a week while they bonbarded ny body and brain with chemcals, rays, and
spirits, trying to blast away the nmortality in ways which were then great
nmysteries and which | have since studied at desperate length, to no avail.

Paul was waiting for me when | left the clinic and we capered about the

H mal ayas, watched the sun set over the Rockies and the noon rise fromthe
Pyrenees, spent ecstatic ages in the underwater city of Venice. A year later
returned to the clinic for the rest of the treatnents. They kept me there and
tested, and tested, and finally told me that it hadn't worked.

At all.

| would live a long tine, yes, they would see to it Not forever, no,
we're terribly sorry. You're unique, you know. Maybe one hundred, maybe one
hundred and fifty years. We're sorry.

Maybe two hundred. It's not so bad, to live two hundred years. You'l
live quite well, you know We'll see to it. W'Ill pay you for it; we need you.
As much as you need us.



You'll live very well
But not youthfully.

So sorry.
After a while | went away sterile and lived on the noon, spent years
alone in the station orbiting the sun, lived on Mars, and canme back

m ddl e-aged to a world of the young. | bought my house on the California
Archi pel ago, found a job, tried to | ose nyself in the convol uted invol verment
of dredging the ocean bottom for the past. Accepted Paul and his lady into ny
hone, recogni zed the shock in his eyes as they disenbarked fromthe cruiser
and | stepped forward to neet them "This is the woman | slept with, so many
years ago?"

No, | told himin ny mnd. No, she's gone, she of the sleek round body

and auburn hair. |I'mjust borrow ng her nane.
*3*

| go, sonetinmes, for days w thout remenbering that they will probably
never let ne die. They need me, those who specialize in the archaic art of
gerontol ogy. They believe there will be no others |like nme; they have
guaranteed that | can't reproduce. O course they won't let me go. | will grow
ol der and older, drying with age until | becone a grasshopper caged in sone
kind institution's basement, amd the wires and nachi nes; a | egend used to
threaten our few children into obedience. Nightmare stuff. | should practice
for nmy part, drool at odd hours of the day, pace around the _Ilium s_ decks

shout i ng apocal ypti c nonsense. But nost of ny colleagues are terrified enough
of me already, even those fifty or one hundred and fifty years older than I
Many years before, noping through the library at Luna, | had
entertained a pleasant fantasy. | would re-enter the Treatnent Center in
southern Africa, a snmling attendant would touch a hidden button and an i mage
would formin the mddle of the room An inmage of a bronzed and | aughi ng

worman, firm and youthful. And, ny payment of suffering conpleted, | would be
all owed to becone that woman again. Gazing at ny reflection in the darkened
wi ndow, that first night of Paul's visit, | renenbered the silly, seductive

illusion of nmy youth, frowned at the actual inage, and prepared for sleep
*4*

Paul awakened early and came out to where | puttered around my sand
garden, playing at cultivating the tough beach grasses. He brought nme a cup of
coffee and | stopped work to talk with him

No, he hadn't changed. He spraw ed over the stone bench, naked and at
ease in the norning breezes. |, of course, was clothed; it was as nuch a
source of wonderment to nmy coll eagues as ny greying hair and lined face. |
| owered ny gaze to ny archaic stoneware cup and we tal ked about our found
Atl antis.

"You' ve confused your legends," | told him "It's Hawaii, sone parts of
the islands that sank during the G eat Shaping. Interesting, yes, but not
Atlantis."”

Paul shrugged. What did he know of Atlantis? "And you are | ooking

for..."
Youth, | was tenpted to tell him The Fountain of Imortality, the
Phi | osopher's Stone.
"Anything," | said. "Houses, artifacts, artwork. Sometines we find old

safes, watertight, full of papers and other perishables. Machines, materials,
jewelry, bits and pieces of other people's lives."

He | ooked appreciative. He had to, of course. He and Jenny were
spending quite a bit to work with us for three nonths, under the blankets of
the sea.

"\What have you found?"

"This and that. You'll see nost of it later this nmorning, when you go
down to the ship. There's a nuseumon board. I'mstill working to systenatize
it but it'll give you an idea of what we | ook for when we go under."



He nodded, still smiling. H s gaze disturbed ne. | |ooked over the edge
of the cliff toward the waters. The mainland was a fuzz on the horizon; the
cl ouds of the night before had di sappeared with the dawn, leaving the air
infinitely blue and infinitely clean. Far out, seabirds hovered and swept.
"And you, Tia?"

" Unp”
"How have you been? It's been a long tine."
"Yes, it has," | said. "lI've been well, thank you. Is Jenny up? It's
time for breakfast and | should get you to the dock early. Tobias will be

wai ting."

"I"lIl see," he replied, stood, stretched, and |oped toward the house.

| resisted watching himand bent instead to nmy plants. How had | been
i ndeed. How had he expected me to have been? Was this young |Inmmortal nocking
me? Pl aying ganes with my enotions?

O only being polite?

O all of the above, or none of the above, or Tia you are becomn ng

paranoid. | left nmy garden and went into the house to prepare breakfast.
*5*
| do not like ny kitchen. | tried to hide the equipnent when |
reconstructed the room but it still intrudes, the storage units and recal

units and heaters standing out in alien bl eakness against the solemity of ny
hone. The house speaks to ne; it too grows old beyond its tinme, it too
contains nodern intrusions, just as | contain bits of pipe and plastic,
repl acements and repairs.

| discovered the house when | first joined the project and began
| ooki ng for somewhere other than aboard the _Ilium to live. The house is
anci ent, pre-Shaping, made fromthe wood of the now extinct redwood.
Constructed in a series of cubes and rectangles, it perches on the edge of a
cliff and spills over to hang above the surf. That it had not di sappeared ages
ago was the work of some Immortal who had shored the buil ding haphazardly with
a collection of forcefields and ugly plasteel stilts, then abandoned it when
it no longer served his purpose. Its ability to withstand the depredati ons of
both tinme and i nconpetent repairs, nore than anything el se, endeared it to ne.
| traced the owner to a brothel in Gagarin, and after sone trouble rem nding
hi mthat he owned the house, succeeded in buying it.

| al so bought the land for two square kil oneters around the house, and
spent the majority of ny time between voyages rebuilding. | had the
foundations rebuilt, renoved the hideous struts. Contracted with a firmin
Africa specializing in rare and extinct woods who devel oped sonething close to
the original redwod. That part wasn't hard: reshaping the past in plastics is

a favored Imortal pasttine. | jigsawed, tucked, gathered and nipped until the
house was in as near its original shape as possible. | bought old pots and
filled themwith plants, | re-glazed the wi ndows with antique pol arized gl ass;

had weavers make me rugs from anci ent patterns, bought solid scul pture and old
pai ntings. The real stuff, where | could find it. Cracked and stai ned and
solid and good.

No one likes it but me, naturally. The walls are fixed in place, won't
flow and nove at one's |east conmand. The furniture is furniture, not
invisible forcefields that nold thenmselves to your every contour. You have to
make sonme concessions to nmy furniture, you have to conprom se, reach an
agreement with it. My bed will not turn into a table for you, nor will ny
fireplace (yes, a real fireplace, and | burn real wood in it with real fire)
become a chair. Solid, as | am Firmy rooted in the reality of its own
exi st ence.

It's all a front, of course. Turn ny house into a version of nmy own
nmonstrosity and convince nyself that freakery is a great and good thing.
Still, it helps, and who am| to refuse the conforts of self-deception?

*6*



They had wanted nme to stay at the clinic after the second useless try
at the Imortality Treatnments, wanted me to be where they coul d poke and pry
and test, but | wouldn't stay and they couldn't make ne. They threatened to
call me before the clains and adjudication council in Berne, but the Law
says: "No person shall damage or defraud, or cause to be damaged or defrauded,
any other person,” and that's it. They could not force ne to be the sole
occupant of their new zoo. | left quickly, before Paul could be notified, and
wander ed about the face of the earth. Four days in Istanbul, eight weeks in
Australia, two days in Beijing, one week in the quiet seashore city of D ablo,
gazing east fromthe island across the California Sea to the Sierras, gazing
west beyond Tam Island at the Pacific Ccean. Paul found me there and | fled so
far north that north ran out and | sat at the top of the globe, shivering in
the heat of the large hotel. | wandered the fringes of the arctic, watched the
aurora streak and curtain across the darkening sky. Spent tinme bel ow the
surface of the snows, down in the echoing Caverns of Ice.

"See this," said the guide. W stood within the invisible walls of a
floating platform gaping at the curving walls around us. "The Ancients laid
their cables in a great grid under the arctic ice, using subnmarines to guide
the initial operations and primtive remptes to do the actual placenent. You
can see traces of them here, and here, and here. They believed that in order
to keep the nelt equal at all levels, they needed nore heat here, below, than
on the surface. Does anyone know why they wanted to nelt the ice at all?"

A group of Imortals giggled together; sonebody rai sed a hand and
recited the facts everybody knew, about gl obal warm ng, the changed cli mate,

t he heavy rains that dropped their burdens on the oceans instead of on the
| ands, about the droughts and fam nes, about thirst.

"Exactly," the guide said. "The need for fresh water was desperate. O
course we know that they should have laid their grid at the edges of the ice
shelf and nelted off those sections first, and floated themdown to cities and
cropl ands. Wio knows why they didn't?"

The I'mortal s giggled. The Good Student raised his hand again.

"Politics?"

"Politics," the guide agreed. "No country wanted to be |ast, no country
want ed any other country to be first. That's one of the reasons we don't have
countries any nore."

Even then | knew that this was fatuous, but | didn't care. | stared at
the ice walls and i magi ned the story happeni ng now, the mscal cul ations, how
the ice nelted, heated, boiled, nelted nore ice, until the core of the ice
mass liquified. Ocean levels rose as the nelt escaped; eventually only a skin
of ice covered a sea of water and when it broke, trenendous walls of water
nmoved south, pul sing down the curve of the gl obe. The guide, saying this,
shrugged as though one could hardly have expected better of parties who were
not, after all, imortal

The floating platform stopped before a wall of |ayered ice, clean and
fresh toward the bottom increasingly dirty as we rose, and broken by bands
al nrost black with pollution near the top. The Inmortals jostled close to the
edge, peering at the grime. | noved away fromthem and stared down at the
bottom of the cavern, imagined it bursting with boiling water, shivered, and
turned to the gui de again.

"The | ack of pressure at the pole caused the earth's tectonic plates to
shift, leading to earthquakes and vol cani ¢ upheaval s. Because of the decline
of fossil fuels, the Ancients built nuclear plants in haste and wi t hout
necessary precautions. Sonme of these were |ocated along fault lines or near
oceans, in the path of the walls of Arctic waters. Here, on our left, is a
hol ogrammati c representation of the line of vol canic and radi oactive activity
during the decades follow ng..."

My attention wandered again. | had cone to the Caverns hoping to sol ace
the small tragedy of nmy own I[ife with the greater tragedy of the past, but
found no confort. The Ancients had engi neered the destruction of their world.
| had not engineered the destruction of mne. | spent the remainder of the



tour staring down at the frigid wonders bel ow

We enmerged into the | obby of the hotel where | saw the fanmiliar and
unwel cone figure of Paul. W argued violently and at length, _sotto voce_ in
the crowded restaurant, in hisses and whispers in the bars, in screans and
shouts at the door to ny roomwhere | would not let himin. Wen worried

guards appeared to calmthe uproar, | fled again, out of the hotel, into a
hastily rented hopper and far fromhimand his pleas that | spend the
remai nder of ny brief tinme growing ugly in the shelter of his arns. | knew

even as | fled that | did not evade Paul so nmuch as the know ng that he knew,
as though if | hid nyself, nmy nortality, sonmehow it would not happen to ne at
all.

| look back at nyself before the Treatnents as though at a stranger.
| ook back at nyself after the Treatments as though at a different stranger.
see, in fact, a line of strangers, like the receding imges fromtwo tilted
mrrors. Some of them | do not understand at all

*7*

| liked the Jenny-creature. An unforeseen devel opnent, which | pondered
over breakfast. She noved with grace, unselfconsciously, slipping an
occasi onal comrent into the conversation that was sharp, to the point, and
often quite funny. But for the nost part she kept her peace, watching Paul and
me with her quiet green eyes. She wasn't pretty, hadn't opted for cosnetic
surgery, so that her nose was a bit too big, a bit too sharp; her high, fine
and out -of -fashi on cheekbones rode above unfashi onably concave cheeks. A mass
of black hair fell over her shoul ders.

She was bot hered by ne, though, by my obvious age, my abruptness, ny
mur mured sarcasns as | drove themin ny ancient electric hover-car down the
steep dirt roads to the dock. Did she know of ny history with Paul ? For that
matter, did Paul really know anynore, did he remenber Venice, or was it a
vague pi ece of know edge tucked into the back of his mind and forgotten? After
all, it couldn't have been too pl easant, |ooking at ny aging self and
recol l ecting our brief passion, eons back. Did it even matter?

Yes. To ne.

*8*

They hated ny car, the road, nmy driving. | knew they woul d. Paul
clutched the armrest on the passenger side and Jenny, sandw ched between us,
clutched Paul, as | swng the little car around the steep curves of the road.
Perfectly safe, that road and ny driving of it; |I knew every small bend and
swi t chback, every place where water accurnul ated during rainfalls and where
dried leaves fell in autum. The road and the land through which it passes are
beautiful but my passengers hid in their fear and did not see the beauty, and
| was agai n exasperated by the typical, infuriating terror of the Imortals. |
speeded up. The little car squeal ed and skidded. |I forgot my sarcasnms and
concentrated on control, feeling the flight between ny hands, the sharp
rocki ng as the aircushi ons bel ow encountered unevenness, the w nd through ny
hair. | nust have | ooked the nmaniac, grinning into the wind, for Paul and
Jenny were pale and stiff as we rounded the | ast swing but one in the road,
and | reversed thrust and pull ed over.

"There she is," | said, gesturing out toward the sea. They cane out of
their terror, followed the line of ny arm saw the _Ilium _ and gasped.

| magi ne an i ceberg, pointed at bow and stern, rising straight and cl ean
fromwaterline to decks. Below the waterline the hull flares to cover the
antigrav housing, the generators, beamers, all the apparatus of novenent and
of flight. Above the waterline, formand function reach a new agreenent. The
_Ilium_ is a broad-beanmed cathedral of a ship, spired and buttressed,
castellated, crystalline; a floating opera, a palace, a folly. Three hundred
years of Imortal tinkering have turned her froma plain, white grav-schooner
to an illustration froman ancient, fantastical story book; only the
boundaries of her hull limt the fantasy of her decks. The norning sunlight



shattered agai nst wi ndows and netal arches, poured down snooth sides and
bounced fromintricate ones, picked out an arched and col ored wi ndow here, a
m naret there, a series of wought-iron bal conies. Staircases spiraled

endl essly; col onnades appeared unexpectedly and just as unexpectedly

di sappeared; flags of many hues rippled fromthe top of each tower, turret,
m naret, and spire. The _Ilium_ flew her gaudy colors proudly as she sat
scrubbed and gl eaning a kiloneter fromthe shore. My passengers stared,
open-mout hed, and in thanks for their awe | drove sedately the remaining

kil oneter to the dock

| stopped the rotor. They cl anbered fromthe car and stood hol di ng each
other and gazing at the ship while Tobias, slouched against the metal arch of
the dock's entrance, pulled hinself upright and came toward us. He stopped a
yard away and, |eaving Paul and Jenny to their awe, he scow ed at ne. |
returned the courtesy.

Beauti ful Tobias. Mass of curly, golden hair, G ecian-perfect face,
eyes an intense blue. Tanned, graceful, sensuous. \Wen clothed, and he was
clothed surprisingly often for an Imortal, he wore ragged pants or
grease-stained suits, knowi ng that the contrast hei ghtened his own beauty.
Tobi as hated nme. Perhaps | was too great a contrast, perhaps he thought ny
ugliness threatened his fairness. For whatever reason, Tobias hated nme and
found the hate refreshingly unlike the polite, uneasy nmasks of the other
Immortals. We silently reaffirmed our nutual aversion, standing there in the
hot July sunlight beside the wonder-struck novices. He dropped his glance
first.

"Are you coming out to the ship,”
shoul der.

"No, |'mbusy today. 1'll be down on tine tonorrow norning. Am |
needed?"

"Not at all,"” he replied, and smled Iike a sullen child in on sone
secret. He knew dammed wel | that today was ny regul ar ream ng-out day. |
turned fromhimin disgust and called to Paul and Jenny.

"This is Tobias Ganin, he'll take you out to the _Ilium and show you
around, introduce you to people. Tobias, can you see that they get back to ny
pl ace this eveni ng?"

"Sure," he replied. The three gave each other a casual, sexua
once-over, evaluating, picking, choosing. Such an easy, unconfined sexuality
t hese people have: if it noves, fuck it. If that wasn't entirely fair,

he denmanded, staring over ny |eft

didn't care. Still, | noved, and nobody fucked ne.
"Paul Anbuhl, Jenny Crane," | said, conpleting the introductions, and
turned toward ny car. Paul followed and laid a hand on my arm | stared at it,

shocked at the contact.

"Tia, thanks for putting us up."

"No problem™” | tried to nove ny arm but he kept his light grip and,
wetting his lips, continued.

"Look, have we done sonething wong?"

"W ong?"

"It's just that you're so, well, abrupt. | was wondering if maybe we'd,
well, you know..."

"No, you haven't done anything wong. Wiy don't you get back to Tobias
now, okay? |'ve got an appointnent in an hour."

| slipped away fromhimand into the driver's seat, started the car
before he had a chance to reply, and left himon the dock behind me in the
dust kicked up by the aircushions. | drove to the far end of the village,
par ked, and picked up a hopper for the short flight to the mainland. |I wasted
a few moments fumi ng over Paul's presunptive worries, then shrugged ny anger

away. One nore evening and | would be free of themboth. The _Ilium_ sailed in
the nmorning and | could easily avoid them once aboard. Flight, | thought,
heal s all. | banished the bother fromny nind.

*9*



By the time ny arctic mseries cleared and | knew that Paul had not
followed ne fromthe hotel, | had evolved a plan which seenmed, to ny aching
and nelodramatic mnd, in all ways perfect. | had traveled only on Terra,
following the tradition that children not yet old enough for the Imortality
Treatments stayed on the home planet. So the nmoon was a place Paul and | had
not visited together, would hold no associations for ne; he would not think of
following me there. Wth all the drama of the young, pursued by ny private
furies, | determined to turn nmy back on the earth. Two nmonths after | left the
clinic | boarded the shuttle to the city of Luna.

After the cushioned push of acceleration, the sem-gravity of the
shuttle delighted me. | bounded through the cabin, clunmsy and soaring. The
ot her passengers kept to their seats or nmoved cautiously, clutching
hand-hol ds. | scorned their crablike uncertainties and bounced around them

In the viewing cabin | pressed against the port. The universe revol ved,
stars floating by in a stately dance. | tried to see the yellow gl ow of the
space station but it lay directly in front of us and couldn't be seen fromthe
viewi ng port. Hand-holds framed the port. | clung to them captured by the
beauty of the stars seen through the clarity of vacuumuntil, part of the
cosm ¢ dance, the nmoon crept upward, astoundingly clear, pockmarked, bel oved,
beauti ful .

"I npressive, eh?"

| turned ny face fromthe splendor of the noon and | ooked at the other
occupant of the viewing cabin. He was a tall, broad man, with epicanthic eyes
set above scul pted cheekbones, a | arge, hooked nose, and a thick beard
covering his cheeks, chin, and upper lip. His hair, fairly closely cut, was

still long enough to float in the |light pseudo-gravity as he nodded toward the
ri sing nmoon. Blunt fingers gripped a hand-hold and one | eg rested, bent,
against the ribbed wall. The dimlights of the roomwashed all color from him
so that he seened a nountain of blacks and greys and whites. | returned ny

attention to the port and nodded.

"This is your first time to Luna and you're very young, right?"

"Yes," | replied, interested despite nyself. "How did you know?"

"It's not hard to tell. Oder folk are less likely to go flying around
t he cabin, and since you' re young enough to do that, and a little clumsy, this
is probably your first trip. About, what, twenty, twenty-one?"

"Does it matter how old I anP"

"No, not really. Just guessing. Nosy, eh? Are you going all the way to
Luna?"

"“Um "

"You mght like it. Few people do, you know. They go up for the mning
or the Library, the observatories, just to stare, but people don't usually
_like_ the place. You might, though. If you do, get out of Luna itself, get to
some of the observatories, get up to the surface. It's not that dangerous."

"Have you gone out on the surface yoursel f?"

"Sure, it's part of ny job. I work maintenance on the transport tubes.
Qur crews wal k the surface, check things over, fix the places where snall
particles have broken through the tubes and been tenporarily patched."

"I thought machines did that, robots and wal does, not people."

"Machi nes nmake m stakes sonetinmes. And you can't trust a machine to
make fast decisions the way a human can -- they have no judgment, so they
make m stakes. Can't have that up here, the snallest m stake could cause a

di saster."” He gave nme a nmonochromatic grin across the plate of the port. "Tel
you what, if you spend sonme tine on Luna, give me a call. Name's Greg
Hartfel d. The consystem || connect you with me. You want to get out on the
surface, I'll take you along sone tine."

"Thanks," | said. "I'mTia Hanley. Maybe I'Il call."

"CGood!" He smiled, kicked hinself away fromthe wall with practiced
grace, and soared out the door. | remained in the di mess, debating whether or

not | wished to interrupt ny self-inposed dramatic exile with the pleasantries
of wal ks on the surface of the nobon, or with the conpany of G eg Hartfeld. The



nmoon, spectral and beautiful against the backdrop of the stars, noved out of
sight beyond the lip of the port.
* 10*

| landed the hopper in the unobtrusive lot in front of the hospital and
clinmbed out. The building stood in a grove of pines, looking Iike a recreation
of a nineteenth-century hunting | odge -- rough, wooden exterior, wooden
bal cony sweeping along the front of the building and around the right-hand
corner, doubl e-sashed wi ndows, peaked roof, |large stone fireplace -- all of
it fake, made of treated polyners, cushioned by force-fields. They' d done a
good job of hiding the function of the building, but it still subtly announced
itself as a hospital. They all do, for some reason, no matter how cunningly
fashi oned they are, no matter how much fear |eads to the disguise.

| entered the rusticized antisepsis of the waiting room The
receptionist led me to an instrunent bank which confirmed ny identity and took
my vitals. Then, as usual, | spent tine lying in the white-tinged forcebed
waiting for themto begin. | gazed alternately out the wi ndow at the garden of
bl oom ng fuchsias and at the carefully colored walls of the ovoid room so
preci sely designed to soothe angerephobic Immortals. How terrifying to be
imortal, to have an eternity of youth to | ook forward to, and then to be ill,
to be mai ned, broken. How frightening to descend to the level of aninals, for
only animals sicken, only animals grow old, only animals die. Basic | esson of
chil dhood, as inportant as the difference between little girls and little
boys. How sad for the animals, for the cats and dogs and porcupi nes, who can't
be I'mortals, can't be eternally young, who nust grow up and bear or engender
young and grow old and die; that's it, the sumtotal of their existence, to
have young ones and then pow That's it. Thus the phil osophizing of Tia at age
seven, thus the ingrained and fought-against belief of Tia now, Tia who is one
of those sad, sad aninals.

So | lay in bed am d the oppressively pleasing colors and pretended
that | was resigned to it all, above it all, serene, an adult. | basked in
sel f-congratul ati ons at mnmy understandi ng of and comnpassi on for those who
needed the pastel tones.

Al of which was wasted, of course. They floated ne into the operating
theater and | felt the sane ancient terror rising in my throat. My fingers
ached to claw at the invisible straps, ny legs tensed to run, and the shine of

sweat covered ny skin. | had an inage to nmaintain, though, and snmiled at the
nurse as he applied the electrodes to ny skull
"Well, good norning, here we are again," he said. He touched a | ead and

m nute shafts of el ectronic anesthesia snapped through nmy brain. "How are we
feeling this norning?"

He didn't expect an answer and | couldn't give himthe sarcastic one
wai ting behind ny closed Iips. My nuscles sl ackened, the fog-fingers of
drowsi ness pushed ny head. They fl oated me under the | arge machi nes and hooked
the plastic veins in nmy neck and right armto the transfuser. A surgeon busied
herself with the sterile wappings over ny torso while someone sitting at a

read- out board called out a series of nunbers and letters. | |ooked up at the
curving bl eachers, crowded with students, doctors, and other curious souls.

"Al'l for me," | thought. "A whole fucking branch of medicine, all for
ne."

I rmust have said it aloud for the nurse bent over ny face, said, "Wy,
we' re awake" and goosed his dials. As he did so, | saw the doctor raise her
hand in signal. The |large machines humed to life and | passed out.

| woke five hours later in ny room The w ndows were opaqued, the
lights out. Monitors humed. | lay still, feeling new bl ood rushing through ny
arteries. My chest ached fromthe marrowtap, ny belly fromthe punping, but I
soon felt my way beyond these small pains and into the conplicated plunmbing
hol d inside. How clean everything felt, all the little machines, as they
humred and sl oshed and t hunped and gurgled. They'd cleaned out ny lungs this
time; | felt air noving through them oxygen absorbing into the soft pink



lining and nmoving into nmy new bl ood, whispering its way up and down the
channel s and conduits; the tingling of cells in the layers of ny skin; opening
and cl osing of small petcocks, valves releasing mnute flows into stomach and
organs and bl oodstream smooth, rhythm c shuntings and pul sings; the tautness
of muscle and liganment, the firmmess of bone. | slipped through capillaries,
floated through cavities of lungs and stonmach, nestled briefly in the warnth
of my wonmb, revelling in the feeling of freshness and life, convinced anew

that 1 _would_live forever, with youth, health, eager energy.

Then | opened ny eyes and stared into the mirror | insisted they
programinto the ceiling. | confronted the sane grey hair, lined face, sagging
body, dry skin. That's me, all right. | |ooked, fought bitterness, waited, and

soon ny insisted-on hour of post-operative privacy was ended and the doctors
and nurses and surgeons and technicians and orderlies and students and bed-pan
cl eaners trooped into the room eager to begin. How they |ove ne, these

i nqui sitive troops! How they gl oat over ne, examne ny |east quiver and

twi tch, agonize over ny urine and exult over ny feces. They are all geriatric
specialists, and | amtheir only patient; they foll ow ne about the world,

about the gal axy, waving their syringes and collecting bottles in the fond

hope that |I will allow them pieces of nmyself. And I do, of course: they keep
me alive and pay ne for the privilege, as they prom sed decades ago, under a
hot South African sun. | was generally pleased by the irony, that they

provided me with enough noney to do the dangerous things they so depl ored.

After a while they unhooked me fromthe nonitors and trickled fromthe
room each one clutching a treasured piece of information -- a bit of skin,
a jar of urine, a small vial of sweat. Dr. Hoskins chased the lingerers out,
cl osed the door, and perched at the foot of mny bed.

"Well, how are you feeling?"

| shrugged and sat back against the cool resiliency of the bed.
al nost |iked Hoskins. CGenerally my doctors |asted between seven and twel ve
years before giving up gerontology, or, as was nore likely (through, | hasten
to add, no fault of ny own), giving up nedicine altogether. But Hoskins had
trailed in ny wake for al nbst eighteen years, and | had grown, if not fond of
her, at |east tolerant.

"As usual ," | said, "thoroughly reamed out, all the pistons and gears
functioning at peak again. How did it go?"
"Well. The kidneys won't need to be replaced for another year, but |

want to keep an eye on the liver although you shouldn't have any trouble there
for, oh, another two, three years or so. W cleaned out the lungs."

"Yes, | noticed."

She noved her snooth round face into a frown. "I wish you' d tell us how
you do that, moving into yourself that way."

How they | oved that question! | had heard it, with subtle and not
subtl e variations, over the past forty-five years and had | ong since ceased to

let it anger ne. But the answer, like the nysterious pain in ny back, was
something | kept privately; let them poke and pry and postulate -- these
thi ngs, at l|east, were ny own.

“"I"ve told you," | lied. "Meditation. Practice. It's in the old books.

It's sinply a question of training."

"But you can't control it, can you?"

"I can control the awareness-state, sure. But | can't control what goes
on inside ne, any nore than you can. | can only observe." And that nuch, at
| east, was true.

She tugged at her amnber-colored hair, the corners of her nouth
tightened in concentration. "Dr. Evert spent ten years trying to do what you

do." | nodded. "He couldn't get into it. He attained all the prelimnary
stages, but he just couldn't manage the | ast one."
"Perhaps,” | suggested naliciously, "the Treatnments make it inpossible.

Maybe you need to be dying to nove inside yourself."
"Nonsense," she said. She stood, shook a wrinkle fromher sleek tunic,
told me | could | eave in another hour, and departed the room having asked her



usual question and obtained the sane answer. How it nust have galled her to be
faced with a problem she couldn't solve; a depth, corner, piece of ne that she
couldn't probe and anal yze with her nmachi nes, her tapes, her know edge. | rose
fromthe bed, cleared the wi ndows, and sat gazing at the flowering plants
out si de.

"Sinply a question of training,” I'd told her. As though |I knew. For
I'd been taken there by a short-cut, decades ago, while orbiting a furious
sun. And knew little nmore of the process than she did.

*11*

Fifty years ago | had left another clinic in a state of shock, tried to
find solid ground beneath ny feet, and fail ed.

It takes a while for big things to sink in. | stunbled fromthe clinic
into the hot South African sunlight and did not fully conprehend what had
happened, what | had been told. On the cruiser headed north the tides of it

finally broke over nme; | sat shivering and al one, huddled in a corner of the
ponderous airboat as it glided and bunped over vel dt and savannah, over
nmount ai ns and seas. When | stunbled out at Istanbul, | left behind not only

the cruiser, but whatever chil dhood the world was to give ne.

Istanbul is a quiet city. The restoration is conmplete, but very tiny;
some nosques, some nedi eval pal aces, a few cobbled streets, the bridge across
t he Bosphorus. Hagia Sophia in mniature. A pocket Topkapi. Fragrant plants
grow along the tops of walls and the | edges of buildings, great clusters of
bl ossonms spilling down the stones. Occasional soft nusic fromdistant, closed,
cool rooms. Small cafes with one or two people waiting silently within them A
hot, bright sun.

City of dreans. City of silence. Gty of pounding sunlight. City with a
t housand beds, and each one carrying an Inmortal in stupor, head filled with
gaudy i nmages, scents and sounds, tastes and touches, body neatly tucked into
its life-support station. A constant euphoria is purveyed in the city of
dreans, an unchangi ng ecstasy, seductive, solem, and silent.

| could have stayed at the port, at the great crossroads between the
East and West, and never ventured into Istanbul. But | shoul dered ny bag and
took the hopper into the city. Wat Imortal needed dreans nore than |? To

whom woul d constant fantasy be nore useful ? Oh, | was young, and stupid, and
i n shock, and grasped at the first escape that presented itself.
The couches were full and | had to wait two days. | left the cool peace

of the hotel every norning, had coffee and cakes in a cafe, then wandered the
city at length, peering at the newy-old buildings and streets, at the waters

of the seas and the distant shoreline. | avoided the Immortals, half convinced
that they could see ny secret, that the vicious, invincible signs of aging

al ready streaked across my face. | wore clingsuits through the heat and kept
ny head well down. | was eighteen

When the tine cane, people in gauzy harem cl othes of fered me a brocaded
couch and a sleeping potion froma crystal cup. Once | slept they would fl oat
me into the dreanming room affix the tubes and wires of the |ife-support to ne
and, when all was set, introduce the dreaming drug to nmy veins. | was nore
t han ready.

Drug dreans come in strength and go quickly, and | cannot renenber
what, exactly, they were, nor where, exactly, they took me. | do renenber a
wor |l d of wonder and light, an exotic garden of fantastical fruits and
i magi nary beings, an Eden | had created, and with which | could have ny way.
So easy, so easy, to spend the remainder of ny life in this self-made
paradi se, letting ny body slide into death while | wasn't around to notice. So
very sweet.

But | couldn't do it. No matter what the ecstasy or how seductive the
imge, a small, rebellious thing in nmy brain told ne that it was only a dream
not real, no substance. A fantasy. A fraud.

At the end of ny forty-eight hours they unhooked the |ife-machines,
brought me fromthe dreamstate, and asked if | wanted to go in again. | said



no and thanked them slung nmy bag over ny shoul der and left |stanbul, turned
ny back on dreans.

But not because | wanted to.

* 12*

| backed mny battered car down the |anding groove into the garage and
noti ced a hopper parked by the door. Odd; who woul d be visiting here? Then
noticed the chrone, the dents on the back wi ngs, the bright cerise seats.

Tobi as' hopper, but the driver's seat was pulled too far forward to
accommodat e that big bastard, and Tobi as woul d never put his hopper under a
roof. I was still puzzling it out as | wal ked fromthe garage to the house.

Paul and Jenny sat on a | ower bal cony, one that tw sted hal fway around
the side of a redwood cube. They waved up at nme as | approached the front
door. They nust have borrowed the hopper from Tobias and come up by
t hensel ves. Wi ch nmeant, first, that ny driving had terrified themnore than I
t hought and, second, that one of them nust either have screwed Tobi as al ready
or be planning to do so in the near future. Tobias never |oaned anything
wi t hout an assurance of getting some return for it. | waved back at them and
entered the house, clattered down the tw sting wooden staircase, past the
bri ght stained-glass wi ndows and the small |edges covered with potted plants,
and paused at the kitchen floor. My guests had al ready cooked thensel ves
di nner -- enpty food containers littered the counter by the sink, the restored
cooker was still lit. I turned off the cooker and tossed the garbage down the
chute. At the foot of the stairs |I found two Iiftpacks, piled casually on the
bottom step. Liftpacks! Wth their youth and health they should be able to
cope with the stairs for one nore day. | was tenpted to renove the power
units, but didn't. They would garner quite a few bruises trying to use them
the staircase coiled over itself a nunber of times, creating its own ceiling.
To use the packs they would have to proceed very slowy and with a fair anopunt
of skill.

| had thought Paul and Jenny were naked, but when | wal ked onto the
unprot ected bal cony | saw the shi mer of force-bubbles around them Liftpacks,
bubbles -- it would have been too nmuch to expect themto sit open to the
air. Jenny smled at me and waved her hand toward the sea. "It's beautiful
isn"t it? The sun behind us, and the colors reflecting backwards.... |'ve
never seen a sunset on the sea fromthis angle."

| sat. "If you get up early tonorrow norning, you'll see the sunrise.
The Iight appears over the far hills, there, then strikes the water. It's
spect acul ar. "

Jenny nodded, her eyes followi ng the lingering tracks of the backward
sunset. | felt Paul's gaze on ne and turned to him He nodded and conti nued
staring. Soneone on the _Ilium _ no doubt, had told themthat |I was off having
nmy val ves reaned today, had described in hushed tones their various
nm sconcepti ons about ny cleaning-out. | hoped that it had been Geville rather
than Tobias; Geville wuld have expl ained his version in the solem, prissy
manner he had affected since becomng a "scientist,"” "while Tobias woul d have
spread his tales with all the fascinated terror of a child speaking of
bogeynen. Well, it didn't matter. | didn't expect Paul or Jenny to find ne and
nmy plumbing any less of a terrifying nystery than the others did. But Paul's
| ook bothered me, the frank appraisal, things in his glance which I didn't

want to see or cope with. | pulled ny chair around so that he could see only
part of ny face.
"What do you think of the _IliunP"_ | asked.

Their comments were typical: beautiful, stunning, awesone, magnificent.

"And the possibilities,” Jenny continued. "The forcefields, Benito
explained themto ne. He said that eventually they'll take the _Ilium_ into
space. "

| nodded. | wouldn't be around to see. "Did Geville give you Lecture
1-A on the Meaning of It Al ?"

Jenny sniled. "Yes, we were thoroughly indoctrinated."



"You sink the entire ship, and just scoop up what's on the bottom"
Paul sai d.

"It's nmore conplicated than that. The Islands sank during the G eat
Shaping so there's damage fromthat. And water isn't the kindest preserving
medium Silt and plants tend to hide a lot, too. Things aren't just |ying
about waiting to be picked up. They have to be probed for, |ooked for
uncovered. You have to know where to take tinme and what you might just as well
| eave be. And there are certain dangers under the sea."

"But Geville showed us the bubbl esuits,” Paul said. "They're as safe
as being on the deck, he said."

"They are," | said. "It's like taking a shell along with you. It
protects you fromthe sea, but it also protects the sea fromyou -- you can't
touch anything and there are a ot of places you can't fit into. You'll need

renotes for that."

"What's wong with that?"

"First of all, seeing something yourself is much better than seeing
somet hing on a screen froma renpte. And since renotes can get into pl aces
wher e bubbl esuits can't, you're forced to rely on the screens.”

"But you can focus them of course,” Paul said, his hands naking snall
knob-turning notions in the air.

"It still cones to you second-hand. And good as the renotes are, they
aren't fine-tuned the way we are, the way our brains and hands co-ordinate.
Oten, by the time you realize the fragility of an object the renote has
al ready crushed it - the automatics work only so far. You can see the
probl em"

"Tobi as said you use a wet-suit," Jenny said. "lIs that why?"

"And what's a wet-suit, anyway?" Paul asked.

"It's a skin-tight suit made of rubber,” | said. "A pair of flippers
for the feet, air tanks with hoses and regul ators, a face-mask, weights to
counteract the buoyancy of the rubber, small jets. | also have a radi o keyed

to the face-plate.”

"And you go underwater just with that?" Paul asked. He shifted on the
unfam liar, solid chair and turned to face ne nore directly.

"Sure."

"But that's dangerous. You haven't any protection at all."

"Except a stunner. And ny wits. Wen you want certain results, you have
to evaluate the risks and take them O accept sonething second-rate,
second-choi ce. Sure, scuba diving, wet-suiting, is nore dangerous than
floating in a conpletely protected forcefield, but if you want sonething you
can't get using fields and remptes, you clinb into a wet-suit and go down
there yourself, and do it right the first tine."

| didn't realized nmy own vehenmence until | glanced at them They wore
t he expression of pained attention people put on when they're forced to listen
to nonsense from people they can't escape. | sighed, told nmyself that | should

know better, and stood to go inside. The sun was gone and the | ast strands of
t he sunset darkened quickly into night.

"I'"ve got to be up early. Renenber that we have to be on board tonorrow
by ni ne, okay?"

They assured nme that they would be ready, bid ne good-night, and | went
in, still bothered.

* 13*

In ny mid-twenties | found nyself conpletely alone for the first tine
inm life, tucked inside the research station that orbited the sun. Busy
fleeing fromthe one place in the universe that | really wanted to be, from
the one person | wanted to be with. In my grander nmonents | called it Kkisnet,
fate, the burden of nortality. In nmore conmon nonents, | called it cowardice
This didn't change the station or my functions; | spun around Sol, neasuring,
nmetering, structuring tine into neat blocks filled with neatly arranged
activities. Each day my reports to Luna pul sed through, relayed from one



booster to another along a wide curve frommy station to the receiver at
Johns- Rastegar, and half an hour later | received a reply fromthe base. No
use hoping for a voice transm ssion this near the sun; the boosters had
difficulty enough transmtting the varied bl eeps and bonks of ny signa

wi t hout picking up an unacceptabl e amount of static. Had | anyone with whom I
wanted to talk, |I could record ny message and add it to the slimcargo | sent
back each nonth in the supply shuttle, and wait another twenty-eight days
until the shuttle, with nessage, canme back to nme. But there was no one
wanted to talk to, and the only voice | wanted to hear was, by now,
approaching the orbit of Pluto.

I, or rather, the station's equi pnent, had tracked the course of that
one place | wanted to be as she circled the sun and, her vel ocity boosted,
headed out through the solar systemfor the stars. Driven by curiosity and,
per haps, some subtle nmasochism | had watched until the ship was beyond the
range of mny equipnent, then slid into a depression that clouded ny brain and
left ne pacing through ny duties with no nore thought or enotion than an
android. Wen | finally pulled nyself out of it, eight nonths later, the third

anni versary of ny arrival at the station was upon ne. | battled the remaining
depression by structuring ny secluded life along unconprom sing lines. | set
nmysel f a goal and pursued it.

| studied Inmortality. | had long blocks of tine to devote to it and
certainly had the inpetus for study. | requested an alternate-band

transm ssion fromLuna's Library, filled the station's extra nmenory with
everything the Library sent, and set to work

The Treatnents work to create a state of nondegeneration, a state of
physical stasis in the subject. They work on every primate above a certain
evolutionary level. Certain chem cals affect the bal ance of certain gl ands,
certain spirits affect the functions of certain processes, certain varieties
of radiation control certain genetic conmands. O so they hypot hesize. Bonbard
_W areas with _X amount of chenmicals and radiation for _Y_ periods of tine
at Z intervals and sonething shifts in the genetic structure, the
degenerati ve processes cease. How does it happen? Wiy? No one exactly knows.
Li ppencott's papers abound wi th hypotheses and si nce-di sproved theories, and
the witings of his successors only serve to expand the areas of ignorance.
The I'mortal s do not appreciate conundrunms, and after the second century
post - Shapi ng, research dwi ndl ed and eventually ceased. It was enough that the
Treat ments worked, and seemed to work successfully. If the Inmortals

di scovered an onset of deterioration at year thousand, | suspected that
research would re-open with haste. But year thousand, even for the ol dest of
the Imortals, was still far in the future, far longer than | woul d have.

| knew the basic structures of pre-Treatnment human physi ol ogy and the
subtleties were available on tape. | knew the basic structures of
post - Tr eat nent physi ol ogy and, again, the subtleties were available. |I had ny

own tiniest specifications frombefore, during, and after the Treatnents.
shoul d have been able to pinpoint the reason for ny lack of imortality.
Death, the scientists and doctors on Terra shoul d have been able to do so,
they had certainly pried and poked enough

But there was no obvious anomaly in nme; people further fromthe nythic
normthan | had been treated successfully. My post-Treatnent records showed
some slight changes that might or mght not nean a tiny prolongation of ny
life beyond the pre-Shaping norm but no explanation for why they had appeared
i nstead of the expected shifts to the imortality pattern

The total of one year's constant study sunmed to this: the answer is
that there is no answer, the reason is that there is no reason. | found this
unacceptable. | needed nore data, nore know edge, nore tests. | needed nore of
nmysel f, a further exploration. The small medi cal anal yzers provided on the
station were unequal to the task and | could not afford to inport the delicate
i nstruments my studi es denanded.

For one nonth | battered at a dead end, and then |I renenbered Kai-Yu's
dr ug.



More than scientific curiosity was involved in nmy decision to trip
again. Alnost four years at sun station had |left me desperately bored, despite
the entertai nments, the hobby roons, the nusic and videos and cubes. And | was
| onely. The only voices | heard were the canned conpani onship of the
entertainnments and the stultified nonotone of the conputer, and its naddening
sameness so infuriated me that | had programed it to visual read-out only six
nmont hs after boarding the station. The only sound of breathing was nmy own,
mne the only footsteps, mne the only novenents within the snooth egg of the
station. | began talking to nyself, expounding, singing, reciting, |aughing.
My daily transni ssions becane positively | ong-w nded, and | awaited the
responses to themeagerly. | taped wake-up signals for nyself, and started
each ship's day greeted by nmy own face and voi ce hovering over ny bunk. Wen
consi dered taking the drug, | decided that | was half out of my mind already
and going the rest of the way would not be too terrible.

And | had first taken the drug with G eg Hartfeld, during that brief,
ecstatic, nmoon-bound tine after Paul and before the station. | would never
touch Greg again, for he and his friends had | aunched thenselves and their
ship out beyond the systemand | had watched themleave. In a convol uted way,
the drug was one last link with him That was inportant.

If one can hallucinate an outer world, one can hallucinate an inner
world. O so | told nyself. | fasted for a day to nmake sure the drug reached
my system without picking up anything fromthe synthetic food on which
lived. The next norning | swallowed three drops of the drug with a cup of
wat er, quickly, before | could change ny nmind or think again about the
ni ght mares of my previous dreamvoyage. | centered ny nmind on nyself, lay
back, and waited for the drug to take effect.

| concentrated on ny lungs, on the novenment of air through ny throat,

t he expansi on and decline of nmy chest. | pared ny attention to that only,
filled my mnd with the sensations of breathing, concentrated so deeply that |
never noticed slipping into the drug-state, never noticed making the
transition fromfeeling nmy lungs to being in them

| watched ny lungs at work, then thought ny way through theminto ny
bl ood vessels. Using them as the highways of ny progress | explored heart,

di gestive tract, various organs, sneaked into nmy capillaries and thence to the
cells. Tapped into the spinal colum and worked my way to the brain, tasting,
poki ng, watching, feeling. Wien | felt the drug-state slip fromne, | rose and
t ook another three drops, and three hours | ater took sone nore, and nore after
that, until twenty hours had passed. The conmputer was gi bbering frantically,

t he read-out screens pul sed helter-skelter up and down the spectrum and the
vial was dry.

Johns- Rast egar was incoherent with worry. | had m ssed one ful
transm ssion, something unprecedented; coils of material waited to be bl eeped
and bonked and buzzed down the transm ssion channels to the receiver. |
assured the base of ny continued health, progranmed and pul sed the information
down the line, and set things to rights before taking time to assess the
information | had gained fromny inner explorations.

| still had no idea why the decaying lunmp of matter that traveled with
me insisted on aging. My personal aggloneration of fat and tissue and suet and
bone was as much a mystery now as it had been before the trip.

Then ny stomach conpl ai ned of enptiness and | found nyself inside it,
feeling each insistent contraction, nonitoring the drippings and secretions,

t he whol e damed t hi ng.

Great, | thought as | punched random buttons on the food unit. Not only
does the dammed thing have to fall apart, | get a ringside seat to watch it.
Fant asti c.

It wasn't until nuch later, when the damed thing really did start
falling apart, that | appreciated what the gift of nmonitoring meant; | could
forestall various conplications by discovering themin their early stages and
head them of f by requesting appropriate treatnent. But | was ungrateful enough
to find it only a mnor consolation in the face of death.



*14*

The pain caught up with me that night as | energed fromthe vibra. It
grabbed my back with such force that | gasped and grabbed the door frame. 1'd
been warned -- the episode on the roof bal cony last night, the small tw nges
I'd ignored throughout the evening. | should have paid attention, but there
was no help for it now | held the door frane and waited for the first great
wave to pass. It seenmed an age. When it finished with ne | staggered across
the room bathed in sweat, and fell over the bed. | lay face down across the
firmwater-mattress and held it tightly while the next, greater wave built at
t he base of ny spine and pushed through nme, tw sting my back, grabbing the
nmuscl es and |iganments of nmy abdonen and wrenchi ng them out of shape. Part of
me |lay unable to think while another part followed wi th al nost clinica
det achrment the tightening of muscles, the sudden contractions of the uterus,
the gathering tautness of liganents, the knots and pulls creating and
followi ng pain. The part of ne tw sting, the pain-part, demanded that
somet hing be done, but | was hel pless to control ny body, could only observe.
The second wave subsided and |l eft me shaking; ny fingers ached fromtheir grip
on the wooden rails of the bed. The begi nning, | thought before the next
spasm The netanor phosis into the grasshopper. Then | drowned once nore.

When it passed | found Paul sitting on the bed, his hands on ny
shoul ders.

"Tia? Tia? Are you all right?"

"No. "

"Shall | call a doctor?"

"Nol

"Are you sure?"

The next wave cane toward me. "Please, just believe ne, don't cal
anyone, please..."

"What can | do?"

"Put your palmon the small of ny back and push!" | stopped talking.
Paul put his hands on ny back, pushing hard, and the pain | essened but not by
much. That wave left ne in tears. Paul stroked ny back, whispering.

"Tia, please, don't cry, please, let ne call a doctor, please don't
cry, Tia, please.”

Speaki ng was an effort. | had to draw |l ong ragged bursts of air into ny
l ungs before | could continue. "It'Il be over, I'll, soon, just push now, now,
NOW ™

He pushed. He pushed for two hours, until the pain had finished playing
with nme and receded, |eaving, as always, a pronise to return. | lay quietly,
putting nysel f back together while Paul brushed hair fromny face.

"I's it over now?" he asked as | opened ny eyes.

"For this tine. Yes." | rolled over, not bothering to worry about his
reaction to ny body. Paul, too, was shaking and covered with sweat.

"Were you in great pain?"

"Yes."

"Why don't you let a doctor..."

"There's nothing wong that they can find. It's just ne turning into a

grasshopper,” | said. "It can't be hel ped.”

"A grasshopper?"

"Forget it, nothing." | swung ny |egs over the edge of the bed and sat.
"Why are you in here, anyway?"

"I heard you. | was getting ready for bed and heard you, and when
called at your door you didn't answer, so | came in."

"Ch." | paused. "Where's Jenny?"

"Wth Tobias, at the dock."

| nodded, remenbering the borrowed hopper. | wal ked to the bathroom and

cl osed the door behind ne. Wien | returned to the bedroom showered and danp,
| expected Paul to be gone. He sat on the bed, watching ne, so | stood and | et
himget his fill, waiting for himto nake sonme brittle excuse and flee. He



didn't nove, just watched ne. Then he rose, wal ked to me, and ki ssed ny nout h,
so stunning ne that | didn't react. He noved his head back and dropped his
hands to ny shoulders, then let his palms follow nmy body until they cupped ny
breasts.

"Remenber Veni ce?" he whi spered.

| nodded. I|ndeed, | renenbered Venice, although |I hadn't been back
since that one trip with him before the deluge. H's mouth came down again to
cover mne, he slid his hands to ny back and pressed ne closer. Then
carefully, he carried nme to the bed, pulled the covers around mnmy shoul ders,
slipped in beside nme, and cradled me in his arns. Half convinced that | was

dreaming, | fell asleep
He was still there in the norning when the sunlight com ng through the
stai ned gl ass of the eastern wi ndows woke me. | turned over and felt his arm

hi s back, opened ny eyes and stared, renmenbering the eveni ng before. He woke,
rolled over, snmled at me and placed a hand on ny breast.

"Do you know what you're doing?" | asked. He continued caressing ne,
until | felt stirrings that I'd believed to be |ong dead. Amazed, | touched
his body, felt his erection, the snooth sweep of his back, the tense eagerness
of his buttocks as he lifted hinself and entered me. The remai ni ng weakness
and the eons since |I'd | ast screwed nade ne ungainly, unable to match his
pace, but he noved for both of us and my body surprised ne by com ng, the
ecstasy nmoving through the places that had so lately been filled with pain and
maki ng them whol e again. Paul, careful lover, took his time and when he cane |
hel d hi mand rocked us on the bed. The intensity of his orgasmand his cries
ti pped me over the verge into ecstasy again. Suspicious even in joy, |
wondered at the why of it, whether he'd needed soneone to screw and in his
need accepted even nme, whether he'd made a bet with someone, Jenny perhaps.

But he held hinself above me and gave ne a smile of such radiant pleasure that

nmy suspicions fled and | smled back. After a while we made | ove again, this

time with the bl ankets kicked to the floor, naked bodies tw ned on the bed.

And, coming again, | felt forever youthful, for the fast tine in fifty years.
* 15*

Fifty years ago | owned Venice, or thought | did. The G eat Shaping had
eaten the soggy remains of the city but Venice had been rebuilt under the now
pure waters of the Adriatic Sea. Reconstructed pal aces gl eaned fromtheir
protective force-bubbles; fish scurried through the plazas, skimed by crysta
wi ndows, and darted through the colums and walls of the new, inproved ruins.
Bubbl esuited visitors trailed Iight. Venice. Stepping fromthe transport
tubes, Paul and | slipped under the skin of the water, deep into the gold and
bl ue and scarlet, into nmazes of stone and softness, into brocades, narble,
vel vet, granite, silk. The child that was nme breat hed deep, convinced that the
air was of a different tinme, the lingering perfunmes and i ncenses of ages past.
| held Paul's hand and ski pped through the corridors round-eyed with awe, sent
clear laughter sparkling through the clear, pure city. The gui detapes said
Veni ce had been a dirty but | didn't believe it. Qur bubblesuits dissolved as
we noved fromclean water into the | arger bubbles of the pal aces, refornmed as
we danced fromair into water again. W played with fish in the sunlight, ate
and drank in roonms that still echoed the nusic of other voices and other
times. | bought a plumcolored cloak and a white ruff and Paul bought a pluned
hat; together we stal ked through reconstructed halls, playing at doges and
| adies until we spun into each other's arns, gasping, and sought quiet corners
for our lovemaking. We found a roomof mrrors; | still see a child with
bill ows of auburn hair and a rounded, bronzed body, dressed only in spreading
cl oak and ruff, dancing over her own reflection with the slimbeauty that was,
that is, Paul. | think we were both in love, in Venice, with Venice, with
ourselves, with each other.

From Venice | went back to South Africa and all the mrrors changed.

Now, ages later, lying with Paul in an archaic bed overl ooking the
Pacific Ccean, | fought again the battle with bitterness. This is Paul, | told



nysel f, the same Paul who danced with me in roonms of crystal, who ran races
with nme against silver reginents of fish. Wo renenbered the forgotten child,
and | oved her? Yes, certainly, but could he | ove what that child had beconme? |
renenbered the intensity of his excitement as he entered me and wondered if he
was screwing Tia then or Tia now, and if Tia now, why? One question led to
anot her, and another. | turned ny back on themall, barred the gates agai nst
them Do not poison, do not deny, accept. And | accepted.

* 16*

"Hul l o, lover. Slunm ng, are we?"

| turned against the hot Australian desert wi nd, peering through the
sunlight at the figure behind ne. The voice was not at all friendly.

"No. Not exactly."

The voi ce made a skeptical noise. Wioever it was stood agai nst the
falling sun and seened to stare at ne. Involuntarily, | brought my hands up to
grab ny shoul ders.

"One of us, then," the voice said and | aughed. "Marvel ous, |over. Cone
al ong, then, no use your standing there getting baked." The figure grabbed ny
bag and paced toward the terminal. After a nmonent's hesitation | followed,
rubbing grit frommy eyes.

Australia, |and of bogey-nmen and runor, honme of nightmares and rejects.
| mortal s whispered about it, children used the nane to frighten each other.
squi nted but could not see ny companion in detail against the fiercely setting
sun.

My bag was raised to eye level, turned about for a thorough inspection
| ower ed agai n.

"From |l stanbul ? Wll, you' ve done the route, then. Know what we cal
this place? Dammation Springs, Australia. There's a frog's lot of us here,
| over, but you'll neet us all. You got a queasy stonach?"

"I don't think so."

"CGood." W stepped into the cool shadows of the terminal and ny
conpanion turned. A mssing arm a violent birthmark across the face and down
t he neck, one solid eyebrow running fromtenple to tenple, a dark light within
the eyes. The smle was real

Her name was Sal. She left her face that way because if she didn't have
periodic surgery on it, it reverted, so why bother? She'd lost her armin a
hopper accident. She'd been a tourist guide in London before then, and knew it
and its history with such conprehension that | sonmetinmes accused her of making
it up. She'd taken on the job of greeting new arrivals and of chasing away
those Immortals who cane | ooking for a circus. She took me under her w ng,
into her house, into her bed. Showed ne around, introduced nme. Didn't ask what
nmy particul ar freakery was.

No one asked at Dammation Springs. It was enough that you were there;
your arrival included you in the roster of the world's rejects and they
respected your privacy. Sone, |like Sal, were obvious freaks: mssing arms or
| egs, physical damages so bad that nothing could disguise them Medicine under
the I'mortal s was advanced, yes; but there remmined things they were unabl e,
or unwilling, or afraid, to cure. Others were nore internal freaks and |I was
taken to be one of the crazy ones. It suited well enough

Patterns within patterns in the arid desert. A cell of people intent
upon the overthrow of the Inmmortal way of life; the others called themthe
Freakery Forever sect. They harangued and marched and pai nted sl ogans on
sheets of paper which they plastered all over the dingy village. The paper
shredded and dried al nost i medi ately, |eaving the buildings bearded wth
illegible slogans. | asked Sal how | ong they'd been active, and she shrugged.
Just outside of town was a commune |led by a fanatic who spent his tinme railing
at and against his apathetic followers. He read to them from sel f - nade
religi ous books, a mash of broken thought and enpty theory to which they
listened absently, sitting in the dust picking at scabs or each other. Sal and
some ot hers brought them food fromtown, dragged themto the hospital when



they needed it, buried those who died. The fanatic never seened to notice.

The hospital was the hardest place to take, and after the first visit
with Sal, | refused to go back. It seened not so much a place of healing as a
pl ace of waiting, cranmed with wounds and dul |l ness. The doctors were all on
assi gnment from Berne: Damation Springs, for a doctor, was a puni shrment
detail and they made no effort to hide their disgust. One of them taking ne
aside, offered ne a bottle of beer to go to bed with him Sal broke his arm
and the next day he left, still screaming. | think he thought she was
cont agi ous.

The children's ward was the worst. Sal and | had picked up four new
ones that day: a man |l ost inside a confusion of wal does, a woman with the
wi t hdrawn | ook of madness about the corners of her lips, and two children. W
took the wal doed man to a hostel and the madwonman to the commune, where she
sank into the thick apathy. | sat in the battered hopper with the children in
my arns. The boy fell asleep against ny shoulder; the girl, less trusting,
finally put her face to nmy neck and slept. | tried not to shudder: they had
thi ck pink scars running down their faces, puckered and ugly. The girl's right
eye had di sappeared into the scar-tissue; the boy's hands were pernanently
cl enched. They could, neither of them have been above seven years ol d.

"Fire," Sal said as she guided the hopper toward the hospital. "Too
extensive for an adequate cl ean-up."

"But if just alittle work was done, enough for the hands, or another
eye -- "

Sal shrugged. "They're alive. That's all the parents are required to
do, take steps to keep themalive. They probably didn't want to | ook at the
results, even after clean-up." She glanced at the sleeping children. "Can't
bl ame them "

"They sent themhere," | said, feeling cold despite the hard light. Sa
didn't bother to answer. As we pulled up before the dark hospital, | held the
children tightly.

"Let's take them hone," | said. "I'lIl care for them 1'll pay for them

Soneone ought to want them even if it's only us."

But Sal shook her head and pried the children fromny arns.

"They die," she said. "Here, at least, they die in conpany."

When | saw the children's ward, | understood what she neant. There was
room for sleep and room for play, classroons and gardens and yards, toys and
books, plentiful food. Enough to keep them alive, enough to keep them
i nterested and educated. The children used none of it. Why should they? They
were the children of Immortals, they had been taught the sane lessons |'d
| earned as a child. And they'd been sent to bogey-land, had been consigned to
hel I .

They killed each other.

| couldn't have children -- they'd done that for ne in South Africa.
To maintain the purity, they said. Did | want to put a child into the sane
position | was in?

For the first and only time | was glad of that. | never went back to
the children's ward again.

| followed Sal everywhere, peering, prying, trying to di scover another
one like nme or, barring that, a situation anong the freaks where | could spend
my life. No libraries. No | aboratories. No schools, aside fromthe unused
rooms in the children's ward. A graveyard, yes -- but there were no deaths
here from"natural" causes. They killed thenselves or, nore rarely, each
other. They died of their diseases or disfigurenents, not of age. They were
freaks, but Imortal freaks, and their sense of oneness was al so a prejudice
agai nst change, agai nst chance, against reaching out. Their rejection by the
mai nstream of the culture made no difference in their view of the world.
Freaks, yes, but they were not animals.

I, of course, was.

Gentle, violent Sal held me in her armand pressed ny face agai nst her
breast as | wept. She assuned that | was getting used to the life, to the



people, to my own eternity of difference. |I would adjust, she assured nme, her
fingers wapped in ny thick hair. It would be all right. | clung to her unti
t he shaking stopped and | could speak to tell her that | had to |eave.

She didn't believe me, and when | finally convinced her she stood and
left ny bed, paused at the door, and glared at ne.

"You'll be back," she said.

Coward, | thought, and caught the shuttle to Mel bourne, to Beijing, to
Di ablo, to the Pole, to the noon.

* 17*

We were closing the house when Jenny arrived. Paul stood on the
bal cony, handing the bars up to ne as | bal anced on the edges of the |arge
wi ndows and pl aced the bars across the protective shutters. He had | ooked at
the thirty-foot drop fromthe wi ndow to the rocks bel ow and refrained from
of fering further assistance. Toting the bars after me, he asked if it wouldn't
be sinpler to install repellors around the house. O course it would be
sinmpler, but it would not be fitting, not right. He wanted to know why not. |
tried to explain to him tried to explain about the redwod and stained gl ass,
about the solid furniture and the alien kitchen, about the rightness of things
bei ng what they were neant to be. He didn't understand. He handed nme the bars
and | fastened themin place, contenplating the di stance between us even as
his hand rested on my thigh for a noment before noving to grasp another bar

Jenny arrived in the hopper, parked it, and lifted easily over the edge
of the cliff. The day was warm the breeze cool, and she was, for once,
dressed. The soft, slitted tunic changed color in the wind and fl oated about
her body, baring her hips as she descended. | twitched the collar of ny usua
opaque junpsuit, caught myself, grimaced, and kept working.

"Hell o," she called, alighting on the bal cony. "Do you want to use ny

[iftpack?"

"No, thanks," | said. "I'mal nost finished anyway."

Fromthe corner of ny eye | saw her glance at Paul, who shrugged in
reply, amused, and handed ne the last bar. | finished and clinbed down to join
t hem

"Did you see the sunrise this norning?" | asked Jenny.

She renmenbered our conversation of the night before and gestured. "I
was busy," she said, and grinned. Paul grinned back. "So were we," he said.

"Ch? dosing the house that early?"

"Not quite." Paul gathered the bindings of the shutter-bars together
"Tia, where do | put these?"

"Under the stairs, to the right as you enter. The door's open,"” | said.
He shoul dered his way into the house, arnms full.

"Are you all packed?" | asked Jenny.

She avoided ny eyes. "Yes, |'ve just got to take the stuff down. |
brought the hopper, | thought it mght be easier that way."

"W have to board in an hour, so maybe you'd better start." She nodded
and went inside. | heard her speaking with Paul, then the snooth whi sper of

the Iiftpack as she elevated up the stairs and a second snoot hness as Paul
fol | oned.

After | turned off the kitchen equi prent and set the plants' caretaker
on automatic, | clinbed the stairs to ny bedroom It would only take ne a
m nute to pack. The voices of my guests floated down to ne as | paused on the
| andi ng by ny door.

"Paul, you're not packed yet?"

"No, but it won't take long."

"I thought you were going to pack last night," she said. | heard the
sound of clothes being floated fromthe closet toward the bed.

"I didn't have time to."

"Ch? Stargazing all night?"

"Not exactly."

"Cood lord, what else is there to do around here? It's a wonder Tia



doesn't die of boredom wth nothing to do but watch the tide come in. WlIl?"
"Well, what?" A stubborn tone, an echo of fifty years back
"What did you find so exciting to do |ast night?"
"I fucked with Tia."

A long pause. It wasn't the word |I'd have used, | thought, and could
not nove.

"You ... with Tia?" Jenny said finally.

"Sure. You were busy with Tobias...."

"You bedded that -- that freak_ -- "

"Perish, Jenny, be reasonable -- "

"Reasonabl e! She's not even human! You're -- you're unsynched, Paul
You need hel p." Her voice shook

"Jenny -- "

_"Don't touch me!"_ Jenny screamed. | ran upstairs to my room sl apped
the I ock, and stood clenching ny fists and nmy teeth. No human? Me? Tia?
Perish, I was nore human than any of them | was in direct descent fromthe

apes, from Donne and Hei senberg, from Petrukis and Penderevcki, fromLi Po and
Li ppencott, the Father of Inmortality, who discovered the treatments too late
to save hinmself. And they? Lippencott's Children? Supernen, perhaps, but not
human. No, of course not, definitely not human. Not |ike me. Not |ike ne.

Sil ence from above. | opened the wi ndow, breathed the salt air, cal nmed
nmysel f, and began packing. | heard Paul lifting |uggage fromthe upper bedroom
bal cony to the hopper. Soon Jenny joined him They worked in silence. Wen
t hought they were finished I slung ny bag over nmy shoul der and clattered
upstairs.

Jenny had already left, the hopper gliding dowmn the road, secure in its
webs of force. | stowed ny bag in the back of ny car

"I guess I'Il be going down with you," Paul said, smling. Hs face was
easy, body tense.

"Ckay. Does Jenny have your stuff?"

"Yes." He clinbed into the passenger seat, pulled the safety webbing
about him and gripped the seat, prepared to defy death. | slid into nmy seat,
webbed in and started the rotors. | put the car in gear, and shot out of the
garage. Paul maintained his white-lipped quiet and his desperate grip on the
seat all the way to the dock

* 18*
One week after | arrived at Luna | decided that | wanted to stay and
found an apartnent near the Library. The apartnent was small; | wasn't used to

the cramped quality of life on the noon, just as | wasn't used to the gravity,
and spent ny first week in the apartnment banging into things at every turn.
The | andl ady, downstairs, |aughed, called nmy bruises "earthbadges" and
provi ded salves. | soon learned to nmove w thout constant disaster, learned to
slide downstairs by the central shaft and bend ny knees just so as | touched
bottom to | ope rather than wal k and soar rather than run. | |iked the freedom
of it, liked the freshness programmed into the air of Luna, |liked the sense of
living protected am d the wastes. The day a tourist asked directions of ne, |
was el at ed.

| explored the city, layer by layer, starting with the | ower |evels
near ny apartnent. How odd to see a blue sky overhead, and know that | was
fifty neters underground, and know that the sane blue sky shone on the | evel
below my own. | turned a corner on nmy way to the galleries and found an open
meadow on ny left, |ooking so real that | had to walk into the projection to
convince nyself that it was only a holo. "Honme-like," my Luna-born | andl ady
told me, yet Terra had never been her hone. Wandering under the programed

stars one night, | found an anomaly in the dense city, an acre or so of
dwel | i ngs conpl etely uninhabited, illumnated by the dimglow of the fake sky.
The walls were hacked fromlunar rock -- undisguised, naked, raw. No veneers

here, just the stark sinplicity of stone, although the enpty apartnents each
boasted force-furniture and -walls, conmplete kitchen units, self-programing



hol o- scul ptures, everything. | asked ny encycl opedi c | andl ady about it the
next day and she was surprised by ny surprise. "Not hone-like," she said,
"unconfortable." She told ne, though, of a conplex at Gagarin that | ooked
exactly like Luna's enpty apartnents, although Gagarin's stone houses were
carefully constructed of plasteel and 'crete, and were i mensely popul ar. |
renenbered Greg Hartfeld' s comrent in the shuttle about the dislike of
tourists for the noon itself; the inhabitants, | thought, were barely fonder
of their hone.

| spent nuch time in the view ng chanbers, staring at the stark
frigidity of the noon's surface. Mdre often than not | was alone there: the
Immortals didn't care for the close-horizoned enptiness outside the done.
There was, | realized, no essential difference between the Terra | had fled
and the Luna | had chosen; the difference, perhaps, between a garden and an
exact copy of that garden in mniature. The inhabitants were identical --
confortable stasis, fear of the new or different, and a view of the future as
one broad, clean repetition of today and yesterday. My | andl ady had been a
sand-j ockey on Mars twenty years earlier and told endl ess stories of
t hi ck- domed hydr oponi cs gardens pallid under an equally pallid sun, of
ferrying supplies by surface barge over the dry red dunes, and the boi sterous
life in the cantinas and whorehouses of Yurigrad -- cantinas and whorehouses
careful ly designed to | ook, of course, |like those on Terra. Wen | asked her
to tell nme about Mars itself, about the wastes, about the dunes, the tracks,
the way the stars | ooked, she shrugged and said she'd never noticed and
changed the subject. She insinuated that Luna, too, began to bore her, and
tal ked about an endl ess series of possible future professions: nedicine,
perhaps, or the law, or sone formof the arts. She knew nothi ng about these
subj ects, but there was no hurry, she had eternity in which to learn
practice, discard, choose again. Al the time in an unchangi ng world. By the
time ny | andlady had deci ded on and entered another field, | would probably be
dead. | began avoi ding her conmpany, spending ny tine in the |abyrinthine
wonders of the Library of the Mon.

Luna is a dense city with not an inch of wasted space. Yet the Library
sits on a square acre of grass; a huge, breathtaking scul pture. Only the first
two decks are visible fromthe surface; constructed in articul ated deltoids,
cantil evered one over the other and bathed in textured |ight, they seem both
i mense and airy, both rooted and poised on the brink of flight. These first
| evel s contain roons, vaults, chanbers, echoing halls crammed with material s,
all this conprising only the indexes. The bulk of the building, bursting with
copi es and occasional originals of everything Terra and her col oni es have
produced, corkscrews deep into the lunar rock. Each level lies like a
cross-section of a citrus around the main well. The Library sinks deeper into
the noon than the city itself, but those sections of the Library level wth
the city have their own doorways and are dedicated to different subjects, so
that a schol ar can take up residence on, say, section three of Luna, study and
research physics on level three of the Library, and never need to nove
vertically through either city or Library. For those who do wish to nove anong
| evel s and subjects, the Library provides l|iftpacks; the central core serves
as a great highway through the building. Fromthe top deltoid of the Library,
| 1 ooked down the central well and saw the lights of the | evels extending
bel ow me until they were small, bright dots in the distance, and | knew that |
still had not seen the bottom

| spent the bulk of two nmonths in the Library, moving through roons
rarely occupi ed by anyone other than nyself, flitting on my liftpack from
level to level as |I read through eons of thought about nortality, about aging,
about death. Read scientists and nystics and religious doctrine and poetry;

vi ewed tapes of people dying; contenplated scul pture and paintings, found
Petruki s' _Androneda Mourning_ and stood paral yzed before it for ninety
m nutes; listened to dirges and requiens until mnmy head reel ed.

"The best way not to die too soon is to cultivate the duties of life

and the scorn of death,"” one tone advised, but the Inmortals about nme lived in



fear of death and maiming, and would live forever. "Never send to know for
whom the bell tolls,"” an English nystic called to me. But the bell would tol
for me only; there were no other inevitable candidates. And would ny death

di m ni sh anyone at all? "When we exist there is no death, and when there is
death we do not exist," Epicurus pontificated; howwas | to draw confort from
t hat spare phil osophy? "Do not go gentle into that good night. Rage, rage

agai nst the dying of the light." Ah, how | envied the Ancients, for when they
cried of death and aging their cry was universal. Yet "neither his class nor
his kind nor his trade may cone near him/There where he lies on his left arm
and will die." Very well, very well. The Ancients also died alone. It didn't
help. | listened to a threnody conposed for the victins of man's first atomc
stupidity and found passion and anger and fear, but no confort, nothing to
guide me. What did any of it matter? People died, until conparatively recent

ti mes people had always died, there were no exceptions, no one escaped. People
i nvent ed phil osophies to explain or confort, but they still died and were

bl own to not hi ngness, and there wasn't anything they could do about it. | read
t hrough novel s and stories containing the guesses of my ancestors about
imortality, and |laughed at the worlds of wonder they so eagerly created.

These expl anations held no place for me. Wen | died | would die al one
and become a case history in sone convoluted nedical text, filed in an
as-yet -undi scovered room of this same building. No wings of angels or denpns
of hell, no Valhalla, Elysian Fields or River Styx. | observed the videos,
read the books, and stared at scul pture and paintings until | imagined death
stal king ne behind every soft whisper of filtered air, behind every distant
footfall in the vaults of the Library.

| fled the Library, returned all the materials | had borrowed,
destroyed ny notes, and kept the one piece that spoke to me of all | had
studied. An elegy witten by a young man in the Tower of London, in Britain,
the eveni ng before he was executed for sone crinme that history has not
bot hered to record:

My prime of youth is but a frost of cares,

My feast of joy is but a dish of pain,

My crop of cornis but a field of tares,

And all ny good is but vain hope of gain;

The day is past, and yet | saw no sun

And now | live, and now ny life is done.

Chi di ock Ti chborne, what were you thinking as you di ed? Was the sun
shining or was the city snothered in fog? Was it spring? Autumm? Summer?
Wnter? Wre many people there, or only you and the executioner, and the
not abl es necessary to nmake sure you were dead? Did you cry out in protest or
remain silent? Did you accept the conforts of your religion; did you have one?
D d you joke?

My tale was heard and yet it was not told,

My fruit is fallen and yet ny | eaves are green

My youth is spent and yet | amnot old,

| saw the world, and yet | was not seen

My thread is cut and yet it is not spun,

And now | live, and now ny life is done.

Did you | ove soneone, were you |loved? Did you know your parents, and
did they grieve? Did anyone rejoice in your death? Did your death nake any
di fference, or none at all? Wat did you do with your hands? And your feet?
Did you | ook at the sky or at the trees? Did you foul your clothes in fear
did you feel any fear at all? What were your last words? Did you cry?

I sought my death and found it in ny wonb,

| looked for Iife and saw it was a shade,

| trod the earth and knew it was mny tonb,

And now | die, and now | was but nade;

My glass is full, and now ny glass is run

And now | live, and now ny life is done.

Chi di ock Tichborne, if |I diein fifty years or a hundred, | will be as



young to my world as you were to yours. You cannot confort ne, but you make ne
feel |ess al one.

* 19*
Jenny had taken Tobi as' hopper directly to the _Ilium, |eaving the
deck hopper for Paul and ne. | keyed open one of the garages and parked mny car

i nside, and we took the hopper to the ship, landing on the nosaic flight-deck
besi de the | argest of the m narets. Tobias' hopper was parked off to one side,
still | oaded with luggage. Jenny was gone. Paul shrugged, took his own | uggage
from Tobi as' cerise nmachine, and started toward the dropshaft.

"Where's your cabin?' he said as | followed him

"Third deck. Wy?"

"Well, it looks like Jenny's not going to want ne in hers....'

"Why not?" | stepped into the tube and clenched ny teeth against the
qui ck, stomach-1urching descent.

"W had an argunent about Tobias," he said as we dropped.

Di shonest bastard, | thought. "Well, if you and Jenny are assigned
together, that's where you'll be. Unless you want to make ot her arrangenents
with Geville. I"'msure he'll find you sonething suitable." | stepped off at
the third deck. "I'lIl see you in half an hour on the bridge. Usual pre-sailing

pep talk fromGeville. W're not supposed to mss it."

Paul , | ooki ng unhappy, dropped out of sight. |I wal ked to ny cabin,
still angry at the lie.

My cabin sat sterile and enpty, waiting for me to bring it tolife, to
key in the forcefields and create beds, tables, chairs. Instead I slung ny
hamock fromthe two hooks 1'd previously affixed to the walls. | uncovered ny
bookshel ves, brought ny desk fromthe storage area and assenbled it, and set
up the folding chair. One bright orange bl anket tossed on the hanmock, one rug
on the floor, and | considered ny cabin fit to live in again. | showered,
climbed into a light cling-suit, knotted ny hair behind my head, and, half an
hour up, nmade nmy way to the bridge.

Greville and Harkness conferred by the | arge hol omap of the Northern
Pacific. Jenny, huddl ed beside Tobi as, peered out of one of the |arge w ndows;
they turned to I ook at me as | entered, then Jenny faced the w ndow agai n.

Paul sl ouched against the wall opposite them He started toward ne but |
turned my back on himand greeted Benito, the hunch-backed Chief Engi neer

"Hello, ugly," | said.
"Hello, ugly," he replied, scowWing. | sat beside himand we shared a
conpani onabl e, contenptuous silence. Paul |ean back against his wall, a

strange expression on his face. He'd nmet Benito, of course, the previous day,
but the engi neer was al ways somet hing of a shock, even to those Immortal s who
wor ked around him That he was not in Australia was, to me, a source of wonder
and awe; | could never, | thought, begin to match his courage. But | was not
about to tell himthat.

Li cane in late as usual, slid into a field-chair to ny right, and
wiggled to adjust the field to his anple bul k. Jenny and Tobi as noved from
t he wi ndow and sat near Hart and Lonnie. Paul, finally, accepted a seat at
Lonnie's side. W were assenbled. Geville nmade a quick round of the room
greeting us. Wien he reached nme he clasped ny hand with his usual reluctant
war nt h.

"Tia, how are you?" Hi s brown cheeks winkled into a grimce of
wel cone.

"Well. And yoursel f?"

He dropped ny hand as quickly as he could without being inpolite.
"Busy, busy as always. Benito, hello." He didn't offer to take Benito's hand.

Benito growl ed sonething and Greville sailed back to the business end
of the bridge, all scientific seriousness. Greville had decided to becone a
scientist-explorer at about the time | cane back from Mars and had adopted the
scientific men until he grew to beconme the nask and the nask had beconme him
He affected gl asses, rimess circles riding on his nose, and dyed his bush of



bl ack hair white along the tenples, so that his head had the appearance of a
tumbl eweed stricken with disease. Frightfully earnest, prissy, neat to the
poi nt of obsession, he spent each voyage giving "pep" tal ks and plotting our

course, directing each dive fromhis safe nest on the bridge of the _Ilium,
and acting as he believed the head of a great scientific expedition should
act. | could see hima century hence, unless he decided to trade his "science"

for sonething else, just as earnestly plotting and explaining a dive into the
dept hs of the Jovian atnosphere. Geville knew what we were after but didn't
feel what we were after; the magic of the enterprise held no place in his

cal cul ati ons.

"Ahem " Greville began. "Good norning. |I'mvery pleased to see you al
aboard and ready for our third voyage to the sunken islands of Hawaii .
beli eve you all know each other, including our two guests on this trip, Paul
Ambuhl and Jenny Crane. Yes. W trust that this voyage will prove both
educational and entertaining. Wll. Un Here is a map of the northern Pacific
Ccean, and we are here, yes, over the Geater Coastal Bank, over what our
guests may not realize was once the westernnost edge of the North American
continent. California? Un? Yes. W are headed here, down toward the sunken
chain of the Hawaiian Islands. During this trip we plan to explore the ruins
of what was once the largest island of the chain, Hawaii itself." He ducked
his head to read froma screen. "The Hawaiian |slands, once the playground of
the North Anmerican people, were constantly bathed in warm w nds and the warm
ocean and so rich that no systematized food producti on was ever necessary. The
i sl ands were popul ated by a gentle, brown-skinned race who spent their tine
pl ayi ng nmusi ¢ and riding the waves on pl anks of wood. They were the inventors,
as it so happens, of the nodern sport of water-skiing."

Geville paused to let this sink in. Having been rewarded with
surprised smles and nods, he continued. "The Hawaiians declined
Ameri cani zation and remained until the end prinitive, untutored, and happy.
They had a conplicated religion based on the consunption of al coholic
bever ages and worshi ped their deities through dancing. Their sexual prowess
was | egendary." He | ooked up again, blinking. "Um Yes. Many artifacts
survived the sinking of part of the chain during the Great Shaping, and it is
t hese ruins which we are exploring and catal oging for the, uh, greater
enl i ghtenment of humanity."

He kept it up for fifteen mnutes, much of it fanciful, nuch of it
simply wong, all of it menorized and delivered in a sl eep-induci ng nonotone.
Benito sl ouched and gl owered. | shared his disgust, though for different
reasons. To GGeville, to Harkness, to all the rest, the _Ilium was a toy, a
hobby. Each had happened upon the ship, been delighted, created a position and
nmoved in, and when they tired of it they would nmove on again, perhaps |eaving
behi nd a new mi naret or bal cony, a new dial on the bridge, sone scratchings in
the archaic logs that someone el se had | eft behind. But to Benito the ship was
hone and heaven both, and it pained himto see the _Ilium_ in the hands of
t hose who did not understand her. To nme the _Ilium_ was a nmeans of slipping
into the ammiotic center of the seas, for noving backward in tinme, five
centuries or nore, to where | bel onged.

Geville finally yielded the floor to the captain. Harkness briskly
charted our voyage, his pseudo-nmilitary brevity a relief after Geville's
oration. He announced our estimated tinme of arrival as one week hence,
pi npoi nted the area where the _Ilium would make her descent, and closed the
nmeeting. Paul stood and headed toward me but was intercepted by Geville, who
led the two novices away to the nuseum Benito stood and sl ouched fromthe
bridge. | hesitated for a noment, then caught Tobias' nore than nornmally
hat eful , knowi ng gl are, and followed Benito's hunched back down to the engi ne
room

* 20*
Hunchbacked ugly Benito.
Has a scar where they renoved the harelip.



Was concei ved on a bet and borne on a bet and born on a bet.

Was abandoned by his nmother when they pulled himsqualling from between
her legs, ass first: male, pink, |loud, healthy, hunchbacked, harelipped --
the result of conception on a ganble, of nine nonths w thout prenatal care or
someone who woul d have peered scopes and said, "Lady, get rid of it."

Was raised by a nurse fromthe hospital, a nan who wanted chil dren but
could not bring hinmself to enter into a relationship with another human adult.
Who refused to let themfix Benito's back while there was still time, finding
the deformities of his own soul in the tw sted spine of his adoptive son

At eighteen, Benito Principe entered the real mof maturity and exited
his parent's affections. He was given a ticket to the Treatnent Center and
told never to return and then, having been raised to distrust the world, went
into the world and | earned why. But Benito did not hide hinself in Australia.
Benito hid hinmself in machines.

He spent hours in the engine room checking the |lines, nonitoring,
fixing, polishing, loving the nonsters in the bowels of the _Ilium. Com ng up
fromthe hold only when he had to, and di sappearing back into it as soon as he
coul d.

Benito found ne repulsive and | found hi mrepul sive, and so we
tol erated each other, two freaks nestled in the belly of Eden. He was worse
off, 1 told him because he would have an eternity of bearing his hunchback
no respite. I was worse off, he told ne, because | would have to die, and
dyi ng was worse than living in any condition. W each suspected the other to
be right and remai ned suspended between superiority on the right, inferiority
on the left, the dislike of others above us, and the changeabl e sea bel ow

*21*

One evening soon after ny flight fromthe Library | called Geg
Hartfeld. |1'd spent the day in the view ng chanber, gazing out at the bl eak
and forbidding surface of the nmoon, and decided that if | had to die, | would
spend such time as | was given enjoying, exploring, experiencing. My small
apartment began to cranp me, | could hear the enptiness of my days echoing
around ny skull, and it suddenly seened a great waste to spend the hours of ny
life parsing my own el egy.

The consystem shunted ny call hal fway around the surface of the nmoon to
Cl arke Observatory, and soon the round face and hawk nose of Geg Hartfeld
filled the screen before ne.

"H," | said. "Renenber nme? Tia Hanl ey?"

He | aughed. "Sure, of course. You want to wal k around on the noon, eh?
"Il come to get you, unless you want to cone yourself. Today? This eveni ng?

Takes an hour and a half, if you | eave now you'll be here in tinme for dinner
Ckay?"

"Sure. 1'll come by nyself."

"Great! You want Clarke Station One. 1'll be waiting, catch the
si xteen-ten, bring a change of clothes and a toothbrush. Good! I'll see you
soon. "

| closed the connection, both anmused and excited, threw sonme clothes
into a bag, and soared across Luna to the station. | barely caught the
si xteen-ten and tunmbled out ninety mnutes later into Hartfel d' s enornous
ar ns.

He swept nme along as though | were a child, scattering robo-porters
around himlike so rmuch dust, talking continuously. W danced and | eaped over
slidebelts, shot up the dropshaft of a building at the edge of the permastee
bubbl e, and Greg Hartfeld threw open a door

"There it is!" he announced, flinging ny bag toward a wall. It was
caught in the light green aura of a fieldchair. "It is nice, eh? A so cheap
nobody wants to live on the edge of the bubble except nuts Iike ne. They think
maybe the noon will sneak in the wi ndow sonme ni ght and gobble them up. And

they're right! Look!" He twi sted a knob and a painting across the room nelted
into a clear screen. There sat the dry white surface of the noon, etched with



bl ack where rocks caught sunlight and threw i npenetrabl e shadows.

"Somet hi ng, eh? Tonorrow we will be out on it, playing on top of the
old lady. She will not mnd, no, as long as we play by the rules."

| stared at the harshness. Hartfeld, seeing my concentration, was
silent. A sterile eternity, just within the reach of my fingertips,
unbl em shed by the great green orb of Earth. Not a | andscape of death, no nore
than it was a | andscape of life; it transcended both, transcended nortality
and immortality. In that monochromatic stillness, ny problems were totally
irrelevant. | forgot to breathe and put ny fingertips against the screen. The
vi ewi ng chanbers of Luna, with their |abeled vistas and crowded conforts, had
not prepared ne for anything like this.

"She is a real bitch," Hartfeld said finally.

"But beautiful,” | replied.

"You think so?" he said with great interest, and the spell of the noon
burst. "Well, we shall see tonorrow, eh? You are hungry, take a bath, change
your clothes, you always wear clothes? No matter, we'll go out and eat and
you'll meet some nmore nuts, just like me. W collect 'emup here, maybe you'l
fit in, maybe not. There's the bathroom you like water showers? Ckay, you get
four gallons hot, ten cold -- you know that already, | ama fool. Not too

| ong, yes? Good!"

The evening took on the flavor of Geg hinself, massive, exuberant,
unceasi ng, bewildering. We dined in a small, richly scented restaurant where
four people waited for us at a corner table. "Qther nuts," Geg called them
but none so large or overpowering as him The conversation glittered, not with
the usual Immortal collection of dusty in-jokes and borrowed opi nions but wth
t heses, argunents, counter-argunents; observations, analysis. Life to these
peopl e seened a labyrinth of infinite fascination and |, fascinated in turn,
spun and bobbed in their wake, enchanted. D nner finished, we tal ked our way
to sonmeone's apartment, also tucked into the edge of the bubble. Wth the
har sh mobonscape as background, dark Najla tal ked of astrophysics and the
hi story of the Mnoan enpire; Greg argued with tiny Susan about |ife-support
systens, bare seconds after an discussion with Kai-Yu over commrunications
techni ques; Jaime sang softly and softly comented on Najla's theories. Once,
in the course of a discussion on art, | diffidently offered a quotation |I had
pi cked up during ny time at the library, and Greg envel oped me in a bear hug
and crowed. Enmbarrassed and pleased, | retreated to silence again. My god, but
t hese people were alive! Cosing ny eyes against the room against the noon,
listening to the rush and tumult of their conversation, | could believe that |
had slipped into the past, into a tinme where i deas were new, concepts were
fresh, where things mattered, where tine mattered. Someone passed around nore
dope, someone tal ked about hydroponics. These people, | thought suddenly, were
as different frommainstreamImortal culture as were the desperate freaks of
Australia, but when | tried to follow the thought it skipped away from ne.

VWen we finally left, as the night-glow of the done was diffused into a
programed dawn, | was too stoned and sleepy to cope with the light gravity.
Greg wapped an armaround me to keep nme from swaying off the slidebelt.

"W drown you a little, eh?" he said as we entered his apartnment.

"Yes," | adnitted. "Maybe | was too high to nake sense of it -- Geg?
Have you ever been to Australia?"

He held ny shoul ders and smiled down at ne. "Strange little bird, what
made you think that?"

"l don't know." | smiled back at him "I'mtoo tired to think. Were do
| sleep?”

"Wth me? | would like to nake love with you, little bird. If you
wi sh."

| considered ny slight fear of him of his size and his mind, and
briefly considered Paul, and thought of the Library of the Mwon, and sniled
and nodded and noved toward hi m
It was spectacul arly good.



*22*

The _Ilium_ noved through gentle seas, through sunsets and sunrises and
the moon at night, through darkness and phosphorescence. The haze of |and
dropped away beneath us, the cries of birds circling our mnarets becane
fewer, and the ocean took us on faith, as she had taken so many on faith; we
rode her breathing skin toward the west and toward the south.

Greville updated his | ogs, gave his pep-tal ks, nade sure to conme around
to each one of us at |east once a day to chat, elucidate, encourage. Harkness,
as usual, spent nost of his time on the bridge, pounding his body into the
mlitary trimhe felt fitting to his role, or playing quadrachess with sweet,
dai nty Hart who, despite his delicacy and quiet voice, was a viciously good
ganesman. Li created and ate concoctions in the kitchen when he wasn't
sl eeping, screwing with Lonnie, or taking his shift in the control bridge.
Lonni e arched over her tri-boards, shaping new mnarets with nmovenents of her
brown fingertips, wi th hunchings of her sharp eyebrows. Tobias divided his
ti me between the engine roomand the diving hold, Jenny al ways cl ose behind
him Benito kept to the humm ng cloister of his generators. Paul had asked for
a reassignnent from Jenny's room and noved out ten minutes before Tobias nmoved
in. | took Paul with ne to the engine roomonce or tw ce, but Benito's scow
and ugliness put himoff and he would soon | eave us to wander about the
intricate mazes of the ship.

The land fell away and under the grey-green water. Jenny and Tobi as
kept to thenmselves, left rooms as | entered them Paul reported that they did
the sane to him Benito was nore than usually sullen, Geville poured forth
nore than his usual good cheer. The others, ill at ease, avoided Paul or nme or
both of us together. | knew that the shock that tunbled from Jenny, days and
| eagues ago by the side of the sea, also troubled the other voyagers. |
shunted it off to an unused corner of ny consciousness, wapped it tight for
storage, buried it in unexpected happiness.

| didn't care that | shut off half of ny mind to be with Paul, that he
was a child, shallow, a fool. Al of that, but still the man who swung with ne
in my hanmmock or who cradled ne in the warnmth of his bed, who kissed ny
breasts to life again. | didn't know why he did these things and didn't want
to know. It was enough that he held ne and spoke to ne and awakened ne in the
nmorni ngs with soft words and sudden, ecstatic penetrations.

As for the others, | ignored them Life had given me few enough
pl easures; | would not let it take this one away. Reality floated beyond the
boundari es of my new universe; | had no wish to let it in.
-------- *23*

| nmoved into Greg Hartfeld' s apartnment three days after arriving at
Clarke and took a job as a linewal ker with the transport conpany. Once a week
Greg and | went out, followed by remptes and carriers, and wal ked the |ine,
pat chi ng patches, fusing the tough plasteel until no seans showed at all. Once
a week we wal ked the inside of our section of the tube, once a week we did
| ong-range surveys in the hopper, and once a week we caught up with the
paperwor k. Every two weeks the conpany transferred our substantial wages from

its account to ours -- the conpany paid well, and we received hazardous duty
al | owances when we wal ked the line. My stipend fromthe Treatnment Center
accunul ated in ny separate account at Berne; | had not, and would not, tel

Greg about it, or about the reason for it. That secret was the only
di sjunctive note in our life together.

| loved him | thought | had | oved before, but this was an Ancient
passion, like the drive to confer the surrogate imortality of verse or
scul pture, prose or painting. Beside Greg, the sparkling chanbers of Venice
becarme, in menory, a children's anmusenent park. Greg was an unendi ng reservoir
of strength, of excitement; even at his nmpst annoying (and he could, at tines,
be astoni shingly annoying), | could not conceive of being el sewhere.

We spent much of our free time in the conpany of Geg's friends. My
initial inpressions of themdid not change. They seenmed alive in ways | had



never experienced, as though they used inmortality not as an endpoint, a goal
but as a springboard for change. They shared nuch of ny own disconfort with
the Imortal way of life, and they provided charts and graphs by the ream
showi ng the decline of invention over the past five centuries, the decline in
art and music, in exploration and curiosity, in science and mat hemati cs. The
Immortals, said Najla with disgust, had taken the nost inportant advance in
history and used it to stop advancenment forever. The Imortals accepted their
static world, but these people did not.

My initial, instinctive connection between Greg, his friends, and
Australia eventually clarified: they were the opposite ends of a scale, alike
in their dissatisfaction with the Imortal mainstream of the m d-scale,
antithetical in their expressions of that dislike. The freaks of Australia
| acked cohesiveness, but in the society at Clarke | found a purpose | had
never felt before.

After three months at C arke they showed that purpose to ne. Greg and
his friends scooped me up as | entered the done at the end of an exhausting
day wal king the line, brought me to a shadowed ravine kil oneters away fromthe
observatory, and showed nme the center of their dreans. They had a ship, a
slim burnished line of metal whose tip caught the |ight and gl eaned
unbearably bright. They tal ked at ne for hours, leading ne fromone end of the
vessel to the other, showi ng nme charts and di agranms, |ife-support systens,
bunks, ness-halls, drives, recreation areas, hydroponic gardens, baths,
control roons, nedical centers, workshops, until ny initial wondernent faded
to confusion and | begged for an hour's peace to assimlate it all.

Ki nd, understandi ng, confident, they |oaned nme a Barre suit. |
scrabbled up the sides of the ravine until | found an escarpnent of rock to
sit on, legs dangling and heels kicking at the [unar stone. The warnth of the
deceptively flinsy-1ooking suit encased nme, just as the repellor fields
encased the slimship in the valley bel ow ne.

They called the ship the _Qutbound_ and planned to launch it within
five years and couple it with a circular disc that orbited, alnost finished,
around the pole, so that the ship would resenble a gold spike driven through a
silver plate. Then they would aimit toward the sun, whip around the skirts of
Sol, and use the borrowed nonentumto fling the ship, and thenselves, into
interstellar space. They would journey through the void, rotating about the
| ongi tudi nal axis of the ship, until they found a habitable planet and could
set up housekeeping far from Mdther Terra. But, they explained to nme, once
| aunched there would be no hurry; if the first planets didn't work out they
woul d | ook for others. They were Immortals, after all. They could take their
tine.

And they wanted me to go with them

| kicked at the rock a bit harder. A piece cracked away and wafted down
the face of the cliff to the floor of the valley. The Imortals congregated in
their ship, confident that | would come bounding down the hill with a ready
acceptance on ny lips, eager as they were to prepare, to finish, to catapult
nmysel f into the unknown with them

But | wasn't sure | wanted to go

Their phil osophy didn't stop nme. They weren't fleeing an i magi ned
persecution directed agai nst some preposterous belief, they weren't departing
to bring Truth or Right or Good to the benighted aliens circling sonme distant
sun. They were, sinply, planning to create a society that preserved the
benefits of Inmortality while nurturing the spirit and drive extant before the
Great Shaping. | agreed with their belief that the society they envisioned
woul d find no haven on Terra. The Inmmortal s accepted fads violently, sucked
themdry, and rejected them even the nost cohesive of groups could not |ong
survive the insistent curiosity of the culture around them Nor did | object
to the menbers of the group. | had no doubt that | would continue to enjoy the
conpany of Kai-Yu and Susan, Najla and Jaine, or the other, still unknown
menbers who were scattered over Terra and her two outposts, working toward the
[ aunching of their dream | would never tire of Geg -- | loved him and it



was | ove that stopped ne fromreadily accepting their voyage to the stars.

| was twenty-one years old. My face and body bore a bl oom consi st ent
with Immortality; had the Treatnments worked | would | ook Iike that forever.
But | had studied in the dimquiet of the Library and carefully created a
chronol ogy for nyself. | would live, with luck, to see ny two-hundredth
birthday. The nortals of before the Shaping lived, with luck, for ninety
years. At two hundred | woul d be shriveled and tucked, seamed and weak and
lined and dithering. At one hundred | would be caught between that state and
t he next one down, between m ddl e-age and senility. At seventy-five | would be
just beyond prinme -- hair greying, lines on face and body, m nd quick and
ready, eyes bright. At fifty | would be well into maturity, with small
crinkles growing along the corners of ny eyes. The Ancient nortals had thought
a wonman of forty capable of great beauty; Lippencott's Children had never seen
anyone | ooking that age and would find ne hideous. | would find nmyself
hi deous.

As | died somewhere between the stars, Greg would | ook exactly as he
had that norning, rising naked fromour tunbled bed. They would all of them be
unchanged as | withered and drool ed and, eventually, died.

| kicked a boulder and it, too, floated toward the valley, lifting a
trail of pale dust behind it. It rocked itself to a stop forty meters fromthe
ship, well before it reached the protective field. | stretched out on ny

stomach and gazed through the haze of dust at the distant horizon. Earth |ay
out of sight over the ridge of nountains.

| searched ny soul and felt no quiver of love for the planet of ny
birth. If |I stayed on Terra | would be surrounded by the dislike of others,
apart and alone -- as alone as if |I ventured between the stars. A difference
in quantity if not in quality and, perhaps, even a difference there. By the
time nmy body betrayed ne into age, the conpany of the _Qutbound_ would know
me; woul d, perhaps, |love nme; would understand and accept nme as those
i ndi fferent popul ati ons bel ow coul d never do.

And if they wouldn't? But they would have to, they would have no
choi ce. No turning back, no marooning me on sonme deserted interstellar island.
They would do a health check on me, for forms sake. Well, let them M
anomaly wouldn't turn up on their ordinary tests and no one demanded a
Certificate of Imortality in a world where everyone was immortal. Nor could
they obtain records of my Treatment without ny perm ssion, a permssion | was
not likely to grant. They wanted children: well, so did I, and perhaps, beyond
the stars, their need for children would allow themto reverse what had been
done to me and ny loneliness would be, again, mtigated. So | would | eave with
them the wormof tinme tucked within nme |like a stowaway, and when t hat
st owaway was di scovered it would be too late for anything but acceptance.

And | ove? The torture of seeing a loved one wither to dust? | did not
wish it on Geg but, | decided as | stood, neither did |l wish it on myself.
Surely a little selfishness was understandabl e. And he woul d have our child,
our children, long after I had gone; it seemed an appropriately Ancient form
of immortality for this group of inappropriately ancient Inmmortals. Here and

now, | told nyself, and let the future look to itself.

| shook the dust fromthe invisible folds of the Barre suit and bounded
down the side of the hill toward the waiting ship.
-------- *24*

| sat in the vast quiet of the engine roomwhile Benito played with a
confusion of tiny parts spread out on his workbench. He fit small gears onto
smal | shafts, small belts over small drives, holding things together with

m croscopi c pins and screws. Benito was nmaking a scul pture. | don't know if he
knew it or not. He had been building this small nachine when I first net him
three years ago, and was still working on it with infinite patience. The only

times he was content, it seened to ne, were during those long, slow silent
sessions at his workbench while he built his toy.
Around us the generators hunmred just on the edge of perception. Each



hunped form was encased in shining netal plates, separated by cl ean wal kways.
They extended from where we sat near the nmddle of the hold for the entire
l ength and breadth of the _Ilium. The workdesk and its adjacent control
consol e created a senm -circle resting on a circular platform the platform
nmoved constantly, slowy, making a conplete turn every hal f-hour, and the
regi ments of gl eam ng bronze and silver generators seemed to nmarch before us.

| sat sprawed in a field chair, a calibrator alnost forgotten in ny
lap and the pul ser on which | was working on the floor before me. Il um nated
on the screen of ny eyelids, | saw the _Qutbound_ resting in her cradle
dar k-side, and a second | ater saw her noving through space, connected to her
hal o, vanes extended, turning agai nst a backdrop of stars. The inage pounced
on nmy mnd during nonents such as these and left me with a sense of shane, of
| ongi ng coupled with burning curiosity. Soneone, sonething was picking up the
reports the _Qutbound_ broadcast every ship's week, but | had not tried to
find out who or what was doing the nonitoring. To know of the _Qutbound_ was
sufficient, to know about the _Qutbound_ would be both usel ess and painful. |
pl ayed games beneath the cover of ny eyelids instead, speculating in the
breat hi ng silence of the huge chanber.

"This Paul is an ass,"” Benito said.

Startled, | opened ny eyes. He remai ned hunched over his workbench and
for a noment | thought | had imagi ned the words.

"An ass," he repeated and put down the small pliers. He turned to face
me, his usual scow shifted slightly into the conbative.

"\ 2"

"Why? You're an ass too, if you don't see it."

"I seeit," |I said after a slight pause. "I know what he is." Benito
| ooked skeptical. "Al right, he's a child, he's selfish, he's shallow, he's a
coward like all of them..."

"And he fucks you."

"Ckay, he fucks me, we do it to each other, so what?"

"To each other?"

"Perish, Benito, what's your problen"

"I have no problems, | amconpletely normal!" He rose and storned
around the sem-circle, his hunmp nmoving as he waved his arns. "You think that
because | have this on ny back, | have it over ny eyes, too? |I'mnot blind,
Tia."

"What in the death are you tal king about?"

"Look, why do you think soneone goes to bed with a hunchback, wth ne?
Why ?"

I had no answer, so said nothing.

"Because it's perverse, because they aren't fucking with me, no, just
with this thing on ny back. Understand?"

"So?"

"So?" he mimicked viciously. "You think maybe |1've got a nonopoly on
hi deousness?"

"Balls, Benito."

"Okay, so this Paul, this wonderchild -- listen, old hag, who do you
thi nk he's shoving into when he shoves between your |egs? You think he's
pronging Tia Haml ey? If you believe that, you' re stupid, _stupid! _

"Shut up, Benito!"

"Stupid!"
"Why are you so worried, anyway? What's it to you?"
"Because we're the twi sted ones, you and |I," he hissed. "Bear the ful

weight of it, Tia. All the pain, all of it, no delusions, no masks."

"Perish, Benito, you're just jealous, is all."

"Jeal ous?" he hoot ed.

"You couldn't even get it up, remenber?"

The sting of saying it equalled the sting of receiving it, and we both
gasped.

"Jesus, Benito, I'msorry...."



"You bitch," he spat.

"Benito...."

"You' ve got your brains between your legs, just like the rest of them"
| threw the calibrator down on the chair and hopped over the edge of

the revolving platform "Just let it ride, will you?"
"You in love with him Tia?" Benito shouted.
"Shut up!" | yelled back as | paced through the gl eam ng generators.
"He nake you feel young agai n?"
" Shut up!"
"What's the flavor of old cunt, Tia?"
" SHUT UP!"
"Does he | eave the lights on?"
_"Shut the death up!"_ | screamed and sl amed the heavy door behind ne.

Through the thick paneling | heard reverberating shouts, but whether they were
new i nsults fromBenito or only the echoes of our screanms | couldn't tell.

| forced nyself not to run through the _Ilium's corridors, up the
dropshafts, through the wonderl and of col onnades and archways and pl azas, up
twi sting archaic staircases until | reached one of the vacant mnarets. Its
oni on-shaped crystal top would eventually be used for astrogation but now it
was clean, quiet, and solitary. | stared out w ndow, watching the foam created
by our passing flow fromthe stern, to ny right. W were nmoving toward the
sout hwest, barely resting on the skin of the ocean. W could have lifted the
entire ship and been over the Islands an hour after |eaving shore but there
was no hurry, never any hurry aboard a ship with eternity to waste. So the
ocean stretched before and behind us, foamglistened in our wake, and the sun
sent evening shafts of light through the stained glass in the w ndows behi nd
me, dappled the marble floor in wine-rich hues. The wi nd was warm and sweet .

"You in love with him Tia?" Love? Wth Paul? No, of course not. He
wasn't Geg. | had |oved G eg, needed Geg, and the need had not threatened
me. | did not |ove Paul, for how could one |ove an alien? And the need,
therefore, did not exist.

O course it wasn't that sinple. There were needs and desires in this
rel ationship that | decided not to pursue. It couldn't be sinple physica
attraction, not surrounded as he was by the physical beauty of Jenny or Lonnie

or Tobias. | side-stepped the issue, know ng that ny easy answer was no
answer. Paul was, sinply, fond of ne, remenbered Venice, perhaps even felt
sorry for me. But, after all, it wasn't Paul's feelings that mattered so nmuch
as my own. | had been celibate for fourteen years before Paul and expected,

once he left, to be celibate for the rest of my short life. He would | eave, |
didn't doubt it, and I would have sl eepless nights and days spent in crowded
| onel i ness. There woul d be many opportunities to pay for the sins of ny
strangeness. Tune for a hundred visions and revisions, but not yet. Not yet.
The rays of the sun slanted al nost horizontally across the round
chanmber. | twisted nmy hair nore tightly behind ny head and went to ness.
Benito sat at one end of the oval table, Paul slightly down from him
and across, and a vacant place beside each of them Wthout hesitation,
crossed the patterned tile floor and sat beside Paul, and Benito refused to
| ook at nme.

*25*
Five days fromland. The deep belly-thrunm ng of the generators told ne
that we were changing course. | sat on one of the | edges of ny mnaret,
wat chi ng the bow of the _Ilium_ carve long triangles into the sea. Paul had
found a book on yoga in ny personal library and was | ocked in his cabin,

trying to tie his legs into knots. Tobias had decided to spend the day in the
museum whil e Harkness and Geville argued over the holocharts in the bridge.
| went to the one place where | thought | would not be interrupted and there

sat, high above the flight deck and on the other side of the mnaret fromit,
| egs dangling between the wought-iron rail supports, over the white-fl ecked

wat er s.



"Uh, excuse ne."

| turned and squinted up at Jenny. She stood near the wall, arns |oose
at her sides and fingers tw tching against her browned thighs. "May | join
you?"

| gestured toward a place by the | edge. She sat cautiously, |egs
wr apped around one of the rail supports. She grasped the rail and | eaned
forward, |ooking down at the noving blue bel ow us, then gasped and poi nted.

"Look! What are those?"

| glanced at the bow where sl eek dark shapes capered.

"Dol phins. They often ride with us. Pure sport, | guess."

"I read in an old book that they're intelligent, that they talk to each
ot her."

| shrugged. "Yes, and probably the sane's true of whales. But research
stopped during the Shaping, and no one's taken it up again."

"Pity," she said and | eaned back to catch the sunlight full on her
face. Her thick, black hair swept the deck behind her, brushed across the
knuckl es of her pulled-back hands. | waited for her to speak but she kept a
long silence. A seagull newed plaintively. The generators thrumred as we held
steady on the new course.

"Tia?"

" Unp”

"What's it, well, | nean...."

| turned to |l ook at her. "Wat is it, Jenny?"

She | aughed nervously, played with her hair. "I'ma little scared of
mentioning it. | mean, | don't want to offend you."

"If I"'moffended I won't answer, okay?"

"Well, what does it feel like? Being old, | nmean?" | stared at her

"There, | told you you'd be offended."

"Jenny, how old are you?"

She | ooked startled, frowned a nonment, then said, "A hundred ten. |
think. It's sort of hard to keep track."

"And |' m sixty-seven years, eight nonths, fourteen days, and um about
el even hours. You're older than I am"

"That's not what | neant."

"I know. | know." | |eaned ny forearns against the lowrailing, rested
chin on wists. "It's not sonething | like tal king about."

Pause. "Are you very |onely?"

| didn't answer that. After a noment Jenny conti nued.

"l mean, do you know of any others |ike you?"

"No. | used to | ook for soneone. |'d have heard, or ny doctors would
have heard. No, there's no one like nme, Jenny. Do you find that a relief?"

This time, she didn't answer.

"I wanted children, once," | said, nostly to the dol phins. "Maybe
selfishly, so there could be others like ne. But |I didn't. One gets used to
it, after a while."

"Real | y?"

"No. "

| heard her nove

"Does it hurt?" she said.

"Someti nes. Some things."

"Li ke?"

| turned to her, ny cheek against ny arms. "Aren't you being a bit
nor bi d?"

She flushed, noved her hands defensively. "I'mnot trying to pry. It's
-- it's not for ne."

"Then the others can ask their own questions, can't they?" | went back
to watching the dol phins. She didn't go away. Wen | gl anced at her she, too,
was | eaning on crossed wists watching the cavorting shapes ahead of us.

"Tobias is very moody, isn't he?" she said unexpectedly.

"l suppose.”



"Do you know why?"

"Why should I? He does his job, I do nine."

"But you spend so nuch tinme together, during the dives and like that."

"He does his job, | do mne. He's not particularly fond of ne."

"Well, you're not too friendly, either," she said with a touch of heat.

"Am | supposed to be? He goes out of his way to be unpleasant. There's
no | aw that says | have to | ove sonmeone who hates ne."

"I't's not hate," she began.

"Then it's sonething pretty damed cl ose. | have enough to worry about,
wi thout that."

"It's not hate," she said again. "It's...." and she bit her lip.
Anot her sil ence ensued.

"How | ong were you with Paul ?" | asked. To ny satisfaction she | ooked

unconf ort abl e.

"About three years."

"Yes? Did you enjoy hinP"

She shook her head, in confusion rather than negation. "Paul's ..
odd," she said. "No, | didn't enjoy him not always. But | think |I understand
hi m better now. "

"Are you still angry wi th hinf"

"For what ?"

Y

Agai n the confused shake of the head, and a di sturbed creasing around
the eyes. "I don't know, |I'mnot sure. I'm things are so, so changing. | just

don't know anynore." Her shoul ders shivered. "Paul has bad dreans."

"Bad dreans? What ki nd?"

But she was al ready standing. "Look, | prom sed Tobias |'d be back
before ness-time. I've really got to go. Thanks for talking with me." Then she
| eaned forward quickly, brushed ny cheek with her fingertips, and ran wildly
down the stairs, leaving me staring after her in amazenent.

*26*

"Yes, but is it safe?" Paul asked for the fourth time that afternoon

| cursed nyself for an idiot and began putting away the bits of ny
wet-suit that lay scattered on the nosaic floor of the diving hold. "If you
use any conmon sense, it's as safe as a bubblesuit,” | said again.

He nodded, unconvinced, and fingered the faceplate before handing it to
me. "Wy don't you show ne the bubbl esuits now?" he asked.

Subj ect closed. | had stupidly hoped that | could talk himinto scuba
diving with ne, but he responded with an inpenetrable |lack of interest and the

unchangeabl e belief that scuba diving would kill him Well, we would dive in
two nore days; he, Jenny and Tobias in bubblesuits and | in ny wet-suit, and
that would be that. So be it. | finished |ayering nmy equi pnent in the storage

chanmber, irised the nouth closed and I ed the way along the circular rimof the
first deck to the bubblesuits.

"You' ve used one of these before," | began, and waited for his nod.
"Al'l right, then, here's the shunts, you'll notice that they're a bit
different fromthose you' re used to; greater generation to offset the greater
depths you'll be in. Air recycler, radio, stabilizers so that you don't go
turning end for end. The propul sion equi pnent operates out of the main
generator. Radiates fromthis and this, here on the wai stband. So the
centerpoint of the field is really the centerpoint of you. The border of the
bubble will always be the same distance fromyou. Remenber that you won't be
able to touch the walls once the field is operating so you'll need to use
renotes. The controls for themare here, on the wistbands, sight and sound on
the right, notion on the left, it'll take you about five mnutes to get used
to them they're fairly straightforward. Screen hangs fromthe waist-belt, so.
The equi pnent sac rides in the bubble with you, here, and there's a tricky bit
of electronics to keep it from penetrating the bubble wall, or bashing into
you during turbulence."” |I held the equipnent sac in my palmand turned it over



a couple of times. "Benito's work," | said. "All the nodifications. Ckay,
that's about it."
"What if | get knocked against a building, or some fish tries to get

in?"

"The field is set at no-displacenent, like a table or floor, rather
t han some-di spl acenment, like a chair or bed. Anything that tries to get in
will just get bounced away, and if you get too close to something solid you

get bounced away, bubble and all."

"Ckay. How long's the recycler good for?"

“"I't"ll work as long as the generator batteries last. They're fully
charged before a dive, so even with full use you won't get a conplete drain
for about twenty-six or twenty-eight hours. You won't be under that |ong."

"And if | get stuck somewhere?" He | ooked very worried. | sighed.

"See this? It's a homing call. Your position is on the bridge screen at
all times, so there's no danger that you m ght get stuck and not be rescued in
time. If the rescue takes |onger than you' re charged for, we sinply build a
second bubbl e around the first one, punp in air, and you deactivate your field
and use the larger one."

"So it's just about perfectly safe?" Paul asked.

"Perfectly safe," | agreed. He ignored the bite in ny tone and
i nspected the equi pnent happily.

An al arm bl ared and Harkness' voice filled the hold.

"Attention. Al crewto bridge immediately. Attention."

| turned, sprinted across the diving hold, and was on ny way up the
dropshaft with Paul cl ose behind nme before Harkness issued his command agai n.

"Does that nean ne, too?" Paul asked as we ascended.

"Sure, honorary."

"What's goi ng on?"

"Don't know." | junped a floater and scooted down the hall toward
anot her dropshaft. The last time Geville called an alert, he had di scovered a
dol phin in the diving well and raised a commotion until | guided the creature

back to the open sea. But this alert was called by Harkness , who stood near

t he control banks watching the crew enter the roomwhile Geville shouted at
Benito. The chief engi neer scowl ed, hands ball ed agai nst his thighs, seemngly
oblivious to Geville's tirade.

"Il bet it's the generators,” Lonnie said to Paul as he entered
behind me. "I heard Benito growing at themthis nmorning during ny shift."

I was the one who usually knew, first after Benito, of the workings of
the engine room But | hadn't been down since our argunent and Benito had not
sought nme out to invite ne.

Li, late as usual, entered in a quivering rush and Geville advanced to
his "l eader of the expedition" post.

"Ahem " he began. "Benito tells nme that we have a problemw th the
generators. There is no need to panic, no. Ahem Yes. Benito says that one of

the generators is, uh, malfunctioning. The _Ilium wll not be able to dive.
Ahem " He | ooked about him |ost without a prepared speech
Benito, still slouched against the control bank, lifted his face.

"Look, the number fourteen starboard generator is acting funny. If we go down,
the load is too much and we | eak at that sector, no good. But we're fine as

long as we stay on the surface. | can fix the generator in five or six days
-- maybe 1'll need new parts and that m ght take |onger, | don't know yet.
told Geville, Geville wants to go hone."

"No," | said.

"No, that is what | think," Benito agreed. "W are safe here. They can
dive fromthe surface, that is no problem nothing new"

"I say we vote," Geville announced. "Can | see a show of hands? Return
to the mainland?"

"Hold it, Greville, we haven't discussed this yet," Harkness
interrupted. He strode to the map screen, lofted a pointer, and ran its |ight
over the images behind himas he spoke. "I think Benito's right. W are,



approxi mately, here, six days out and over the main island by tonmorrow, in
pl ace by tomorrow night. The sea is even, and we're going to be well out from
t he Mauna Loa breakers. No storms brew ng anywhere within the Pacific
circle....”

"Stornms are okay," Benito interrupted. "Just no diving."

"Thank you. Diving fromthe surface presents no hazards, it's been done
of ten enough before."” Harkness rel eased the pointer and angl ed his gl ance

around the room "I would hate to be in conmand of a ship that turned tail and
scooted home at the first sign of trouble. | say we continue."”
"I agree," Jenny said. "lI'mspending a lot for this trip, and | don't

want to go back without diving. If Benito says it's safe, and if Tobias and
and Tia say it's safe, then | want to do it."

| nodded at her. "Yes, it's safe enough,” | replied. "Your bubblesuits
are pressurized so that deconpression tinmes won't be too long. At the depths
we'll be going to, we'll be linited to one dive a day, but that should pose no
problems. It won't be as convenient, of course, as when the _Ilium_ dives and
we don't have to worry about individual deconpression, and we'll have to bring
artifacts further to get themin the ship, but these are pretty ninor
consi derations. It should be as safe as diving frombelow. | say we do it."

"But if one generator blows, the others nmight, too," Geville
protested. "Maybe even the generators in the bubblesuits. | don't think we

ought to take the chance.™

"No generator has blown," Benito insisted. "My generators do not bl ow.
This is preventive, just to clean this one up, its readings are a bit off.
Not hi ng has bl own and nothing is going to blow You think that maybe it's
conmuni cabl e? No, ny generators are fine. Dive."

"Well, | don't know," Hart said. "I nean, we're all the way out in the
m ddl e of the ocean, it's not like being in port. |I mean, if something goes,
well, it just does, doesn't it? It's a big chance we're taking, | think."

"I'f you didn't like the risks, you shouldn't have cone," Tobias said.
"If we're going to dive, then let's dive; if we're going, let's go. This is a
waste of tinme." He crossed his arnms, crossed his ankles and sl ouched down in
the chair. Hi s blue eyes gl owered about the roomand his lower lip thrust out.
Tobi as had taken a resolute stand, right in the mddle.

Greville shrugged and called the vote. Hart, Li, and Geville wanted to
return to the mainland; Benito, Harkness, Tobias, Jenny, and | wanted to dive.
Paul cast his vote at the last minute, for diving, and Lonnie declared that it
was all the sane to her.

"I can do ny work no matter where we are," she expl ained to Paul
| eani ng agai nst his shoul der while she | ooked up at him "Up, down, here or
there. 1'm adaptable.”

Benito strode fromthe room Harkness returned to his controls, and
Greville, acconpanied by much waving of arns, conversed with Hart and Li

"Comi ng?" | asked Paul, and turned w thout waiting for his answer. He
followed ne to the diving hold.
"Look, Tia, are you sure this will be safe?" he asked as we dropped.

"I said so, didn't |?"

"Yes, but are you really sure?"

| didn't reply. As | straightened the equipnent in ny |ocker, Jenny and
Tobi as entered the hold. They nodded at us and noved toward the bubbl esuit
equi prent where Tobias, with a great show of professionalism began displaying
the stuff to Jenny. As | watched them | realized that he was playing to ne
rather than to her, and with great bravado. Ah, beautiful Tobias was not going
to be outshone by a withered hag. But Jenny was truly interested and asked
endl ess questions, relevant ones, while Paul played with nmy airhoses and
f unked.

*27*

Li grabbed a handful of bread, nmopped at the gravy floating on his

pl ate, and waved the sopping bread to enphasize his point before shoving it



into his nouth.

"It's a _good_ place to dive," he said again. "All this good stuff, you
see. Some places, 'nff, 'cuse ne, sone places all you get is stuff that breaks
apart, but there's a lot of _good_ stuff there. And the fishing' s great. Hey,
Tobi as, you gonna bring nme some yellowail first dive?"

"Sure," Tobias grunbled. "What else do you want? Crab? Lobster?
Oysters? dans? Squi d? How about a whal e?"

"Hey, you can't get all that stuff 'round here," Li protested genially
and washed down his bread with a great gulp of wine

"Besi des, we already have a whal e aboard,"” Lonni e observed, sniling
both at Li and at Paul beside him "If there's one thing Li knows about
diving, it's what kind of fish are where," she told Paul. "He may not know
anyt hi ng el se, but he does know fish."

"And don't you appreciate it," Li said.

| sipped the wine, watching Paul return Lonnie's smle, then Li |eaned
bet ween us and pl opped anot her pastie onto ny plate.

"Here, eat, eat," he commuanded. "Benito, have sonme nore, there's | oads
left in the kitchen."

"Gal l ey," Tobias rem nded him

"Gal | ey, kitchen, whatever, have some nore."

"Tobi as can use them for bait," Lonnie suggested, glancing sideways
down the table to where Tobias sat. He ignored her, but Paul smnled.

"What about this good stuff?" Jenny said. "Wiy are these islands better
than, say, California? O one of the places that sank slow y? Wasn't Hawai i
hit by a bunch of tidal waves before it sank?"

"Yes, tsunanmis," | said. "But nost of them happened during the sinking,
not before. The water |evel rose pretty quickly during the first nelt, then
t he pressure change at the pole activated a lot of the fault Iines and
vol cani ¢ areas along the Pacific. Mauna Loa really cut |oose and covered npst
of the west side of the island with |ava, then the tsunam s generated by ot her
vol canic activity hit. Take a | ook at the vol cano tonmorrow, the black cliffs
show where the successive tidal waves hit the lava flows -- it looks like
steps cut into the mountain. Wiat with one thing and another, by the tine the
| ast waterwal |l came down fromthe pole, nost of Hilo, for exanple, was already
under water."

"There are," Geville announced, "some plans to try underwater
excavation of the west side of the island, what the natives called the, uh
um Coffee Side. O course, it will take considerabl e equi prent and expertise
to cut through the |ayer of, ahem volcanic rock, and under water, too, to the
city below But we believe that we'll do a creditable job of it."

"I'f we get the job at all," Harkness said. Geville | ooked wounded.

"When that |ast waterwall hit," | said, "the waves rolled over Hilo at
about ten neters fromoriginal sea |level, higher in sonme places due to current
formation. In downtown Hilo, many of the buildings are sheared off at a
certain point, as though they were cut through with some huge |aser."

"Of course," Tobias said, "many of the smaller buildings were
denol i shed conpletely. No use at all."

"But not all," | said. "Sone buildings were protected by other
structures closer to the waterfront, that took the brunt of the waves. And
there were sonme snaller buildings that, quite sinply, were well-constructed
enough to make it through al nbst undamaged. This, of course, helps us a lot."

"The Hawaiians were pretty swift in their use of materials even before
t he Shaping," Tobias said. "A hum d atnosphere. Lots of salt in the air. They

had to use things that didn't rot too quickly -- plastics, non-corrosive
netals, that sort of thing. Kept the stuff in good condition, even under
water. Inland places, |ike under the California Sea, they didn't bother with

protecting their things, so you don't find very many val uable artifacts
there."”
"lron, for exanple,"’
"Yes," Tobias began.

Geville said, "sinply disintegrates.™



"lIron, poof," Hart commented sagely, making tiny explosions with his
fingers. "You just touch the stuff and there it goes, l|ike dust."

"Exactly," Geville said.

"Li ke dust,"” Lonnie expl ai ned. Everyone nodded at everyone el se.

"But not always," Benito said, his | ove of machi nery outweighing, for
the nonce, his dislike for conversation. "You touch the stuff, sure, it
crunmbl es, but you enclose the thing in a bubble, see, and when you bring it up
you' ve gotta keep the pressure constant, consistent with the pressure where
you picked the thing up. And be sure to cushion it. One bubble for the thing,
anot her for cushioning, and you got it."

"Of course, you can't get it out again,'’

"Poof," Hart remi nded him "Poof, poof."

"Yes, indeed. Poof." Geville nmust have caught the anused snile that
passed between Hart and Harkness, for the Scientific Leader frowned and
returned to his soup.

"And the buil dings?" Jenny asked.

"Funny thing," Harkness said, snoothing the front of his crisp tunic.
"You find sone really cheap construction here, built during the Second
Prosperity, where they used junk materials to reinforce the concrete. Ch, it
wor ked wel | enough, for a while, but when the waters rose sonme of the netal
was exposed to salt water and started to corrode. Al the way through
sometines, so you'll find a building with walls that | ook perfectly good, then
you have the saser run on themand it turns out they're just |oose concrete
riddled with tunnels. About as safe and steady as a sand castle.”

"Maybe | ess,” Lonnie said, grinning. "Tobias always tal ks about all the
good stuff he _could_ have brought up fromplaces like that."

"Good for fish, though," Li said. "How about it, Tobias? A couple of
yel lowtail ought to do us just fine, |I could put one in stasis and, um how
about the other one in linme? O white wine? Wth nushroomnms, some garlic, red
oni ons, tonatoes? What do you say?"

"Ch, for God's sake!" Tobias pushed hinself away fromthe table. "I
didn't cone aboard to do your shopping for you. You want fish you go down and
get themyourself." He strode fromthe roomand, after a slight hesitation
Jenny rose and foll owed him

"Hey, you don't have to go, you know," Lonnie called to her. "He al ways
throws a tantrum after dinner, it's good for his digestion. Let himsulk."

Jenny shook her head and foll owed her |over fromthe room Lonnie
grinned, shrugged, and returned to her neal, but the conversation died.

Geville said.

*28*
Two years before Paul and Jenny came to the _Ilium | was in Rone
pi cking up a new valve set for ny scuba equi pnent. Rone had, of course, been
redone, refurbished, newy antiquated. Each hill was the possession of a

particul ar epoch; each valley reflected a way of |ife dead for centuries, the
i nterfaces between the replicated centuries sonmetines sharp and cl ear
sonmetines fading one into another in a confusion of tines and styles. Tai-li's
shop lay deep in the nedieval sector; small cobble streets and all eys, houses
and hovel s packed densely together with little regard for what had actually
occupi ed the area during the tine being represented, picturesque and sinul ated
squal or am d i ncongruous fountains and statues.

Rone is too cosmopolitan a city, however, to harbor those Inmortal s who
dedi cate thensel ves fiercely, for a decade or twd, to living the day by day
life of a past age. You have to travel to the Pyrenees to find vill ages where
force-fields are strictly forbidden; you nust delve deep into the African
vel dt to discover villages followi ng cultures so old that even archaic zippers
are not used. The Imortals playact with great enthusiasmat their
l'iving-ganmes, and when they tire of themthey nove on, hopping from one
century to another, exchanging cultures as easily as they exchange styles of
clothing, and with as little know edge of their conposition. In Rone, however,
the antiquity is nerely a cover-up, the force-furniture cleverly simulates



wooden tabl es, stone benches, animal-skin rugs, and draperies. | was stil

buil ding nmy house then, and sat in Tai-li's shop, sipping bitter coffee,
contenmpl ating the playacting of the Immortals with scorn.

Tai-li took the new valve set froma box and brushed it with her
fingers.

"It's _alnmost _ a conpletely true replication,” she said. "I say al npst

because | didn't want to use the original materials, you understand. The
rubber gives the air a vile taste. This is stabilized plasteen, a crystal
really. The set fits to the hose thus, then to the mask on this end, it should
give you no problens. If it does, let me know. "

"If it does | may not be in any position to let you know," | told her
and set down the pul sing cup

"The ot her equi pment's behaving itsel f?" she asked as she packed the
set.

"Yes, the wet-suit works very well, stands up to use. You did a good
job, Tai-li."

"I always do," she replied, and presented the payment plate. | pressed
nmy thumb over the black surface. The signal pul sed and ny purchase was
conplete. Tai-li ushered ne to the door as we exchanged parting words and she
saw nme out with relief. Tai-li valued ny business; it gave her a legitinmte
reason to indul ge her hobby of recreating the rubberized wonders of bygone
days, but she didn't feel any nore confortable around nme than did anyone el se.

| stood for a nonent in the hot summer sunlight, considering whether to

stop for a cool drink before taking the tube back hone. If | stopped, | would
be stared at. Well, let themstare. | wanted a drink and didn't nmind clearing
a cafe to get one. | renenbered seeing one during the hop to Tai-li's shop, on

an edge of the large square that was the center of the twentieth-century
restoration, and | began wal king in that direction

Heat danced and qui vered over the street as | crossed from cobbl estones
to asphalt. Here the interface between centuries was abrupt; half-tinbered,

t hat ched bui |l di ngs smack up agai nst towering gl ass skyscrapers, each as fake
as the other. | turned a corner and before nme stretched the square, dotted
with statues and fountains, surrounded on all sides by reconstructed
twentieth-century buildings, all at least ten stories high, all hideously
ugly, all seeming to nove as | stared at themthrough the heat waves. Hoppers
scooted around the square, few people wal ked. | saw the cafe on the far side
of the plaza, a pool of dark and wel com ng shadow under awni ngs and unbrell as,
and | started toward it.

A quarter of the way across the square, | was bathed in sweat and
dizzy. | sat by a fountain, cursing the m d-20"th century architects who
equated barrenness with style. | wet the sleeve of ny suit and wi ped ny face.
| should have called a hopper but | didn't want to turn back. | began wal ki ng
again, putting one foot before the other across the blistering flagstones.
stared at the sheets of rock under ny feet, grey stone, white stone, brown
stone, grey stone, brown stone, black |unp.

Bl ack | unp?

The [unp noved. A cat, old and mangy, nmangled from ancient battles, |ay
spread on the ground, panting slightly. It ignored ny hand and kept its eyes
closed. Its fur alnost burned nmy fingers. Ad cat that had cone into the
square to die? AOd cat that hadn't come out to die, but was dyi ng anyway? The
cat wouldn't last thirty mnutes left in the sunlight. | picked it up, tented
my shirt over it to make shade, and wal ked toward the cafe again.

Grey stone, brown stone, nottled stone, black stone, brown stone, white
stone, grey stone; how many stones in the universe? How many stones in that
baked and sterile plaza? My feet were stones, mnmy neck, nmy head; the hair of ny
head was spun granite, ny arms marble, the cat |lead. Wite stone grey stone

brown stone white stone and suddenly shade and voices; | |ooked up to find
that | was within the cafe.
The voices died. | sat on a wooden chair, pulled the cat fromny suit,

and laid it on the table.



"Bring ne sone water," | whispered to the waiter. A glass appeared.
wetted a finger and tried to pry open the cat's nouth. The jaw gave way and
hung sl ack, and | touched the wetness to the roof of its mouth. The cat didn't
nmove. | tried again.

"Pl ease, the cat is dead," the waiter said, pained.

| dribbled water down ny finger into the cat's nmouth. The water ran
over my fingernail, pooled in the red cavity and spilled out onto the table.
The cat didn't nove

"The cat is dead," the waiter repeated, and took the glass fromnme. |
| ooked up at himand back at the table.

The cat didn't nove.

"WAs it your cat, perhaps?"

"Not my cat. No. Dead?"

"It was just an animal." He handed nme anot her gl ass of water. | sipped
it, staring at the dead cat. "May | renpve the ani mal ?"

"Yes, take it away." The waiter slipped a floater under the table and
guided it along the side of the cafe and out of sight.

"Wul d you care to order something?" he asked when he returned. He
centered a new table before ne and, folding the floater, slipped it into the
pocket of his pants.

"Just, no. Nothing. What are you going to do with the cat?"

"It's been fed down the disposal system of course.™

"Of course."
"It was just an animal. Had to die sooner or later."
"W're all animals, we just forget it whenever we can, is all." | mght

as well have spoken gi bberish, for all the understanding in his green eyes.

"CGet me a hopper, please. R ght now"

"Yes, certainly," he said with relief, and very soon one waited before
the cafe, door open. | stood, wal ked through the silent people, entered the
hopper, and the gate cl osed.

| punched the buttons for the tube station and sat back, weary, as the
hopper hummed, picked up speed, and rushed away fromthe barren square.

* 29*
Pretty Paul lies in nmy hammock, foot idly sw nging back and forth, as
he puffs upon a joint.
"OfFf," | say to him "I want to wash the bl anket, renove yourself."

He has a tantrum He does not want the bl anket gone, he does not want
to rise, he does not want to go to his room he does not want to lie on the
hamrock' s cords, he wants nothing but to recline in blissful idleness. |
insist, he resists, and within five mnutes an argunment is in full flower.
Eventually, in the heat of battle, he quits the hammobck to harangue ne at
closer range, and | lift the blanket fromthe bed, toss it in the vibra, and
punch the button. Paul hits me. | hit him back

Ten minutes later he is contrite, apologetic, cringing, flattering. |
am di sgusted, angry, inmpolite, and abusive, but forgive himanyway. Don't ask
me why.

"No," says Harkness with sarcastic patience. "If we go down here, where
you want, we'll be a | eague south of Hilo, and will have to maneuver
underwater. Hilo is _here_." He stabs a finger at the nap.

"I"'mnot so sure about that," Geville says. "If we go down where
want to, we'll have a better view of what we're after...."

"Nonsense. Visibility underwater is |ousy." Harkness reaches around the
Scientific Leader to punch his own directions into the conmputer. Geville
controlling hinmself, announces that in his considered opinion a grave error
has been made, for which he cannot, in fairness, accept any bl ame what soever.
Har kness mai ntains a contenptuous silence; Geville stalks to the door, but
before he reaches it his control breaks and he stonps out, goes down to his
cabin where he will spend the next hour breaking tiny sticks of wood into nany
pi eces and witing drafts of resignation. Up in the bridge, Harkness and Hart



giggle together. Geville doesn't m ss dinner

Beauti ful Tobias burns. He snoul ders about the ship, broadcasting
dar kness as he goes. Anger fit for cataclysmc occurrences, fit for
cat ast rophi ¢ doons.

| come down a corridor, ny arnms | oaded with pieces of ny back-up suit,
to neet Tobias coming up fromthe hold with a gauge in his hand. | begin to
si destep, but he leans toward ne, blocks ne, and his eyes are hot.

"Ti-a," he said, turning nmy name into two distinct syllables. "Do you
have any children, Ti-a?"

"Go away," | mutter, try to nove around him

"Any children? Any little children?"

"What do you think?" | say angrily and push him aside. H s whisper

follows me down the corridor, "children, children, children,” until | plunge
down a drop-tube, stuff my equipment in my |ocker, and flee to ny m naret.
will give himcredit for this, though: | do not think he knows how nuch his

question hurts.
Another time | raise ny head froman exhibit in the ship's nuseumto

find Tobias behind me. As | turn, he whispers, "lI'mtwenty-three, Ti-a. |'m
twenty-three," before he kicks his floater and rushes down the arcade and
away. | shrug and turn toward the exhibit again. This is Tobias, playing at

the very edge, gilding the enptional dandelion. Wiy? Does Jenny know of this?
It nmakes no difference, really. Tobias burns.

Jenny searches for rationality, pursues cause and finds
m sunder standing, falls into anger in her often usel ess quest for
conpr ehensi on and sense. She destroys her searching by a refusal to accept the
obvious. O so | think. Lonnie thinks her nosy, Benito thinks her silly, Paul
t hi nks her stupid.

Despite the sunlight, she seens nore pale than she did a week ago at
the edge of the sea. She seens nore nervous, she seens |ost. The gl ances that
she gives Paul are no | onger those of hate, but those of confusion, alnost of
understanding and pity. But she is still unconfortable with nme, despite our
sunlit, mnaret talk. I'"'mnot sure | understand Jenny, |'m al nost sure that |
i ke her. But beauty does not reside with beast.

In a mdnight wandering | pass Li's cabin and hear the sounds of nusic.

Unwi I I ing to eavesdrop, | nonethel ess hear our fat and fatuous cook singing to
t he accomnpani ment of some stringed instrunent. What he sings is soft and
sinmple and infinitely sad. | amdrawn to it, knock upon the cabin door. Li
puts down the instrument. Lonnie and Hart | ook up with surprise, and all make
nervous, giggling coments. | |eave them and soon the soft plunking of the
i nstrunment sounds agai n.

And Benito, |ocked away fromme, | do not see at all

* 30*

" Paul ?"

He wasn't in the diving hold, where he should have been, or in the
museum where he often was. | glanced down the brightly-lit hall again, hands

on hips, and turned ny back on the displays. W were conming into position over
the island and | had asked Paul to be in the diving hold for a last dry run of
hi s equi prent and the ship's diving regul ations before the first dive next
morning. | hadn't expected himto be on tine, that woul d have been asking too
much, but | had expected himto show up sooner or later. An hour had passed
before | exhausted my patience and went |ooking for him And now | coul dn't
find him

| dropped to the galley and peered into the roomon the chance that
Paul m ght have decided to raid Li's pantry. Li stood by one of the
wor kfields, fine white flour streaked down the front of his dark-blue
worksuit, while fruit tarts shaped thensel ves under his swift fingers.

"Seen Paul ?" | asked.

"What ? No, not since ness."”

"Ckay, thanks."



"Hey, Tia, you think Tobias will bring ne a fish after all?"
"I don't know, Li. Wuld you like ne to bring you one?"

"Uh, no thanks. | can manage." Li |ooked enbarrassed. "I just like to
tease him you know?"

"Yeah, | know," | said, leaving the galley. Li always refused ny
of fers. | thought his superstitions nmust include something about the

conmuni cability of nortality, but the thought only amused ne. Li wasn't an
i mportant part of my life.

| bounced to the bridge and gl anced in. Deserted, the banks blinking

and bl eeping to thensel ves. Harkness wouldn't feel the need to play captain
until we actually maneuvered into position, in about four hours' tine. Qur
fearl ess captain would, as usual, spend the interimin his cabin with Hart,
di ssipating tensions and clearing his mnd for the conplicated, tricky job
before him a job the conputer could have done just as well, and with | ess
circunmstance. In the neantinme, no Hart, no Harkness, and no Paul either. M
exasperation gave way to anger

My cabin? Mire likely than his. He seenmed to enjoy spending tinme in ny
hamrock, |ying back with his eyes focussed on nothing or, nore rarely,
gl anci ng through one of my archai c paper-bound books.

| dropped fromthe bridge to third deck, grabbed a floater, and kicked
it down the patterned hall way.

In this part of the ship a deep well rose fromthe second deck toward
the sky and was protected at the top by a Victorian gl ass-work cage which
admtted light and fresh air, but was itself protected by an invisible
force-field. Mst third deck cabins opened onto the filigreed bal cony circling
the well, but I had chosen one that opened onto a small side corridor; three
ports in nmy cabin | ooked off the starboard side of the _Ilium, and the small
corridor gave me greater privacy than the nore public openings to the bal cony
cabi ns.

| kicked the floater across the enptiness of the well, maneuvered down
nmy corridor, and pal med open the door, all in one easy novenent.

They froze as | entered. Lonnie perched precariously above Paul in the
hamrock and both | ooked at nme with expressions of conplete amazenent. The
aut omati ¢ masks of sel f-defense cl anped over ny enotions before | even thought
of shock or pain. | dug my fists into nmy hips and gl owered.

“Uh, hi," Lonnie offered. "Paul said you were busy."

"I'n the diving hold," he added.

"You were supposed to be there, too." Paul |ooked blank. "You need one
last dry run before we dive tomorrow. | won't clear you with Greville unti
I'"msure you can handle the dive. I'll be in the hold for another hour. You
want to dive, you'll be there."

| stepped out of the room and sl apped the door shut. Gunning the
floater, | whipped around the corner onto the bal cony, across the well and
down the droptubes to the hold, where | kicked the floater toward a corner and
paced. | had barely managed to control ny shaki ng when Paul dropped to the
hol d.

"Cet your equipnent out,"” | comuanded. "ldentify each piece, set them
in order, and check them"

He did so silently, placing the various parts of the bubblesuit in a
line on the floor, then stood and waited for ne to check themover. | gl anced
at them

"Cet on withit."

He identified each one as he lifted it for an inspection, his tone
subdued. | corrected his nistakes, took himthrough the inspection again,
created sonme hypot hetical energencies that he coped with acceptably, and told
himto stow the equipnent. | turned to go before he had finished, but he
sprinted after me, grabbed ny shoul der, and pulled me around to him

"Don't paw ne!" | cried, jerking away from his hands. "Leave ne al one!"

"Tia, please, | wouldn't have done it if | thought you were going to be
so upset...."



"You were supposed to be here for the run, you can at |east observe
your own schedul es.”

“"I"'msorry, really | am Tia. After all, you know, it's _you_ | love."
"I don't deathly care what you do with your spare tine, but when it
cones to the dive | expect you to be here, not off, off...." And there

stuck, dangling between self-pity, anger at Paul and Lonnie and nore at

nmysel f, and a strong sense of betrayal that, as soon as | found it, blew ny
enotions aside. | didn't own him | hadn't been so stupid as to believe that
fidelity had anything to do with this, had I? The return of ny sense of idiocy
brought with it a return of rationality. Paul |ooked relieved.

"Look, Tia...."
"No, just be quiet. Put the stuff away, okay?"
"Sure. You'll be in to lunch?"

| shrugged and left the hold before he could venture any further
comment s.

| didn't even |ike Paul very rmuch, | decided, but the thought of
barring himfromny cabin was still painful. | soothed nyself wth adages:
Beggars can't be choosers, gift horses and nouths, and, finally, one of nmy own
creations: Pride has nothing to do with it.

| battered the subject about until | grew thoroughly sick of it, then
went down to |unch.

*31*

| pulled the legs of nmy wet-suit over ny thighs, shifting and urging
t he bal ky rubber into place. | had finished hel ping Paul into his bubbl esuit
and Tobias was putting the finishing touches on Jenny's suit before readying
hinsel f. Lonnie, the list in her hand, checked Paul's equi pnent, her nurnured
words the only sound in the otherwi se silent hold. Tobias finished with Jenny;
she wal ked down the rough-surfaced ranp to the I ower |level and sat at the edge
of the diving well. |I wiggled into the top of ny suit, checked seans and
fastenings, closed the seals, settled the tanks and jets on ny back. | pulled
t he bl ack rubber headsheath over ny hair and Tobi as appeared behind ne, set
the seanms on the sheath and checked for unwanted apertures. \Wen he had
finished | closed the connections on the back of his waistband, securing each
shunt to its proper place. Safety took precedence over our rutual dislike; we

checked each other's rigs before diving with a nmaxi mum of skill and a m ni num
of civility. He noved away. | scooped up ny flippers and took ny place by the
diving well. Tobias sat a nonent later, waiting for Lonnie to begin his check

while Geville fromthe bridge observed us all on the vidsystem The tension
in the air al nost sang.

The three Immortals were encased in the network of dark blue and red
wi res and gol den el ectrodes that conprised the bubble nechanisns; a vermilion
bundl e of equi pment |ay beside each one on the snooth, multi-colored floor
Their tanned bodies, firmand snmooth, glowed through the crossings of wre,

t he bandi ngs of fabric; beside them| |ooked even nore the troglodite, encased
in black rubber. The tanks on my back nmocked Benito's hunp, hoses trailed over
nmy shoul ders, waist |oaded with netal weights and pieces of equi prment. Jenny
stared at me fromthe corner of her eye and | resisted the inpulse to snap
shut the clear shield of ny faceplate.

Twenty mnutes crawl ed by before Tobias and | were finally checked out.
The intercom coughed.

"Friends, you are now ready to dive," Geville announced fromthe
bridge. "You have been briefed on safety precautions, so | won't go into that
again. Yes. Ahem Tobias will dive first, then Paul, then Jenny, and Tia will
take up the rear. The renotes are already waiting for you bel ow the surface.
Ahem Do be careful. Ckay."

Tobi as dropped first, the field formng around himas he slid into the
water below the lip of the well. He held position for a moment while the field
cl osed over his head, then slipped down and to the side, notioning Paul to
follow | activated ny radio so that | could hear them



"Slowy," Tobias said. "Feet first and, wait a m nute, okay, now touch
the activating lever. _Slowy . Fine. Keep coming. Stop now, let it finish.
Ri ght. Now conme all the way under. Take your time. Good."

Paul gl anced up at nme, sniling, through layers of force and |ayers of
water. | nodded at him Jenny slid into the water as though she had done it
i nnunerabl e tinmes before. When the three Immortals were clear of the well, |
snapped ny face-plate shut, activated the tanks and tunbl ed backwards into the
cool ocean.

The ocean made space for ne, pressing against the blackness of ny
assuned skin, buoying me and counter-acting the heaviness of the | ead fastened
around ny waist. | kicked and continued nmy initial dive, feeling pressure
sliding back against nmy belly and | egs, the quiet acceptance of the seas.
Space and ocean have much in conmon: both are alien to us, not our elenent,
both contain nysteries, dangers, sudden beauties of their own. But space is a
cont ai ner of nothi ngness, a vacuum a void of inmmreasurable |oneliness and
occasi onal transcendence. Water is our birthplace, a repository of life,
teeming with creatures large and small, beautiful or stunningly grotesque
according to their custom aquatic forests and m croscopi ¢ | andscapes, beings
caught between the layers of life, rocks made of living creatures and living
creatures made of stone, vegetable animals and ani mated plants and sudden
deep, heart-breaking, lovely jewels that flick their trailing rai nbows and
dart away from you between the fronds of weeds.

Space does not care whether you are there or not. Inplacable inits
indifference, it kills you sinply because it _is_. But the ocean is not
indifferent. It reacts and shapes itself to your presence or absence, it peers
at you frommllions of eyes, presses itself against you, speaks in voices
alien and intimate. Accept its strangeness and the ocean opens to you, gives
you freedom and beauty, a hook into otherness.

Here, near the surface, the water shimered with Iight and color. |
caught Jenny's eye and gestured upward, and she raised her head to see the
mantl e of the shining sea. Paul stared norosely into the darkness.

We noved through the first atnosphere, the renotes follow ng. | thunbed
on ny jets and cl osed the gap between Jenny's bubble and nyself. She floated
in the center of her sphere of air, her head noving as she tried to see 360E
around her. Ahead of her, Paul started when a marlin swam by and only rel axed
once the large fish was out of sight. Mving to one side, | saw Tobi as al ready
peering at the ruins below us. Two of the renotes streaked away in response to
hi s signal

"Do you have visual contact yet?" Geville demanded in his best
scientific voice.

"Yes, looks like a hotel," Tobias reported as we approached the
buil dings. "There're sonme | ower spots that |ook |ike they were swi mr ng pool s,
and lots of windows. Al broken. Lots of silt. Maybe ten, twelve floors
originally, the first one's double size."

The renotes had reached the first building. | detached the small screen
fromny belt and held it before nmy face-plate. "It appears to be a | obby,"

Tobi as conti nued. "Have you got the picture?"

"Yes, resolution's fine," Geville replied. "Can you i npl enent
hol o- pr oj ecti on?"

"Not yet," | said. "Wait until we get there ourselves."

Sudden light spilled fromthe building below the second renpte had
entered and set up the floods. | keyed its transm ssion to my screen and
Tobias had it begin a slow pan of the | obby.

"Tune second,” | told Geville. "There's the desk, elevator banks,
coupl e of doors, sonme steps |eading out toward the back of the building. A
shanbl es. "

"Stress factors?" Geville snapped.

"Wait until | get a reading,” | replied, anused. | set one of the
renotes to probing the walls. The saser beam bounce-back created a
t hr ee- di mensi onal color inage on ny screen. Red lines for steel beans, blue



haze for concrete, bright yellow patterns of nolecul es under pressure. The
renote tracked along the wall while | studied the inage on ny screen, ignoring
Geville's huffs of inpatience.

"It's safe enough,” | said when | was satisfied. "Sinple concrete and
steel beam construction, sonme stress but not enough to worry about. Party wall
construction inside, and the bearing wall integrity is good. The mnain | obby

wi ndows are big enough for the bubbles.™

"Confirmed," Harkness' voice replied.

"Cood," said Geville. "Post renotes and enter at will."

We reached the building and stationed one of the renptes by a wi ndow to
rel ay our comunications to the ship, while a second renmoved shards of broken
gl ass fromthe wi ndow and entered, turning on its lights. The remaining three
followed. | touched ny screen. The grid faded to black, flickered, and
clarified as the renotes |lit up the roony the hol ocaneras cane to life and the
scene becane nul ti-di mensi onal

Tobi as held us up for a noment while he searched the w ndow franes for
broken gl ass, then slipped into the | obby. Paul followed, bouncing once from
the side of the wi ndow when he underestimated his cl earance. Jenny went
through with little trouble and I swamin behind her

"Has entrance been effected?" Geville inquired.

"Yes, everything' s clear."

"Good. Find the main office," Geville directed. "These places usually
had a safe.”

And the |ooting was on

Antiquities. dass jewelry, wistwatches, vases, scul pture, paintings,
anyt hing, everything. Greville's home was already stuffed with things taken
fromthe houses of the dead; Tobias' collection traveled with himaboard the
_Ilium. Each of the other crew except, perhaps, Benito, had a cache of
treasures. Stuffed sportfish. Spoons and forks and tongs fromthe kitchens.
Ersatz flowers. China. Stemware. Plastic coats. Devices for curling hair.
Porcel ain faucets fromthe bathroonms -- these were especially popular, nore
so when they came fromresort hotels and were shaped |i ke wonen or fish. dd
plastic currency. Electric tooth-cleaners. Mrrors. Archaic vid-phones. Liquid
crystal clocks, |ong defunct. Rubber boots. Tel econmuni cations equi prent.

Pl asticized greeting cards. Spectacles. Sonme of the stuff found its way into
museuns, sone into the _Ilium's collection, but nost was either sold to
collectors or vanished into the crew s private accumrul ati ons. Never m nd what
it was once for, or why it was created, or when it was used. Never nind what
the lives of its original owners were like. It's a curiosity, a ginctrack, a
decoration, a pretty, that's all. Jenny and Paul would |eave the _Ilium wth
their separate piles of treasure, each |ovingly hand-stolen fromthe bottom of
the sea.

| left the Immortals to their scavenging while | corrected the angl es
of the hol ocanmeras. \When Tobi as announced that they had cracked the safe
swam over to see

It was a large safe, set into the side of the main office. The walls of
the room cracked and peeled around it but its strong netal sides were intact,
unconproni si ngly rectangul ar am d the dissolving planes and angl es of the
room The G eat Shaping had delivered enough of a jolt to the roomto tw st
t he heavy door on its hinges, and water had entered the safe. Paul and Jenny
hovered to one side, the utility renmote retracted its inplenments while a
second renote wenched the door fromits hinges and laid it on the floor.
raised ny belt screen as the first renpte entered the safe and began
br oadcast i ng.

"It's hard to tell,"” Tobias said. "Boxes, sone stuff on the shelves, a
few things on the floor. There coul dn't have been much in here when the place
went down. "

"Well, check it over," Geville denanded, dropping all pretense of
scientific detachnent. "There's got to be _sonmething_ of value."

The renotes began hauling stuff fromthe safe and loading it onto a



field web. There was nothing of any interest to me, and | left the room
"Greville, 1"'mgoing to take a | ook at some of the other buildings," |
said into ny radio.

"Take a renote," he said automatically, unnecessarily. | didn't reply,
but when | left the hotel | signaled one of the outside renptes to tag al ong,
and ki cked nyself upward until | could see over the | ower w ng of the

bui I di ng.

At ten nmeters down, all colors but blues and greys are washed fromthe
spectrum | floated in a subdued and eerie world, a universe the col or of
liquid ashes and suspended dust. The Immortals, of course, turned on their
lights as soon as they dropped through the first atnpsphere, restoring reds,
oranges, and yellows, to the spectrum the further down they dove, the |ess

they saw outside their cones of illum nation. Peering fromthe wi ndow of the
hotel before | swamfromit, it had seemed that | was leaving a world of Iight
for a world of darkness, but the illusion nelted as soon as | was far enough
fromthe lights so that the natural illumnation of the ocean was restored.

squi nted through the sonber sea and nade out a bul k which, on closer

i nspection, turned out to be a second hotel in a great state of disrepair.
angled away fromit. Two strong kicks sent send ne gliding, jetless, toward
the slope of the island s saddl e-back. | rose slowy, keeping the bed of the
ocean a meter below ne, pacing the rise of the land. A slight flat valley
bet ween t he rui ned hul ks and hunps of buil di ngs was undoubtedly an old

roadbed. Seapl ants waved, small fish darted through the waters. | had turned
my comdown until the voices of the Immortals were di stant buzzes, easily
ignored. | glided through the sea, a small speck trailing through the calm

waters, trailed itself by the smaller speck that was the renote.
As | rose, the blues and greys becane tinged with green, then with

yellow as | canme into the first atnosphere. | inspected each building as |
passed but nmost had col | apsed beyond either safety or interest. Then, toward
the nmountain, | saw what |ooked to be an al nost perfectly preserved buil ding,
nestled in a small depression in the hill. | flicked ny jets open, glanced
behind to see that the renote foll owed, and streaked toward it.

"Hey, look at this one," Paul's voice said. |I glanced at nmy screen. The

three Immortals clustered around one of the renotes, which held in its pick-up
arm t he broken piece of a chandelier

"It's a scul pture," Tobias said. "The Ancients worked with glass a | ot
during the second or third century before the Shaping. This one's probably
val uabl e. "

"Careful with it," Geville directed. "Be careful ."

The strong, clear light canceled the reflections of their bubblesuits;
t hey | ooked as though they were floating unprotected in the deeps, the blue
and red of their veins sonehow nmisplaced and lying in intricate patterns over
the gold of their skins. Behind them noss and seapl ants waved over the walls
of the room while below themlay gleaning piles of booty. Sone small
glittering fish swaminto the room noved through the plants, then bolted as
the renote placed the chandelier atop the rest of the |loot. Tobias, Paul and
Jenny, oblivious to the fish, were already staring into the nouth of the safe.

| replaced the screen, turned down the volune on the radio, and
continued toward the small buil ding.

*32*

The building had no windows. | circled it twice, flooded the walls with
light, and peered at the crunbling plaster and the thick bl ocks of stone
beneat h. One entrance, centered in one of the short walls of the rectangle,
was covered by wavi ng seapl ants. The hinges of the door had rotted away and
the thick plank hung askew over the opening. | lay ny hand agai nst the stones,
puzzl ed; anything that solid, of that construction, would have | acked the
resiliency to move with and survive the G eat Shaping, should have tunbled
under the shocks and cracked under the sinking. | had the renpote probe the
wal I s, and watched while the image forned on ny screen; the red streaks of



steel beans and cabl e showed not the usual up and down, side to side
construction pattern, but an interlocked web of polygons, nore than all ow ng
for the resiliency the building had to possess. The stones, according to the
saser probe, were only deep lines carved into the sides of the building to

simulate rock. | "peeled" the outer |ayer of imge fromthe screen and found
that the webbed wall construction ran through the entire structure. There were
no party walls at all. A solid construction, alnmost a monunent, built to |ast.
Why ?

No wi ndows, no ventilation shafts, one door. No carvings over the
doorway, no indication of function. A tonmb? No, not in twenty-first century
Hlo. A nonument, then? For what purpose? And what self-respecting nonunent
| acked an inscription? The probe showed two floors of rooms within --
hal | ways, doors, ceilings, floors. Functional, obviously, but functional for
what ?

Mystery, nystery. | hovered before the opening, excited. Seaplants
danced with the notion of small fish, the darkness seemed to flow outward,
beckoning. | restrained nyself from plunging headlong into the mouth of the

buil ding and signaled the renote to activate its lights and enter

"Tia, what have you found?" Geville's voice denmanded, a snall,
i nsistent whine at my ear. Doubtless the rape of the nmain safe was conpl eted
and he had found a nonment to renenber nme while the others searched for nore
plunder. | sighed and turned up the radio.

"It's hard to tell,"” | replied. "It's a building, but I can't figure
out its function. Certainly not residential. Solid, no obvious damage, no
wi ndows, the door's open. About fifteen neters high, same width and I ength. |
want to go in."

"Now, Tia, it mght be dangerous,’
some nore renotes to you, all right?"

"Why? |'ve got one renpte already, and the saser probe shows very
little stress.”

"At least wait until Tobias and the others finish with the hotel and
get to you, they'll be able to go in with you."

"No, they won't fit through the entrance. Perish, Geville, just let ne

Geville advised. "Wait until we get

get on with it, will you?"
"At least leave a renpte out to relay!"
"Al'l right, all right," | nuttered and gl anced at ny beltscreen before

signalling the renpte. The screen showed no picture at all
| propelled nmyself to the door and grabbed the frame. As soon as |

entered, | saw the renpte before me and nmy screen leaped to life, still set to
saser. | switched to visual pick-up and the red webs di sappeared, becane a
sinmple, concrete view of the flooded | obby. | noved outside again and the

i mage on ny screen faded, disappeared.

"Geville, the walls seemto bl ock everything except |ine-of-sight
transmssion," | said. "I'll have to leave LOS transnmitters as | go, so
tal k-back will be a bit fuzzy."

| dove back into the building before he could object and took ny tine
signalling the renote to take its station before the door. Then, activating ny
lights and | oosening ny stunner in its sheath, | noved deeper into the
bui I di ng.

The remains of chairs and sofas rotted along the walls, the fabric and
cushions replaced by shivering plants. A nmetal desk at the far end of the
room mnoss-covered and rusting, bore conplex, archaic conmunications
equi prent, the skeletons of witing inplenents, and a sludge of paper in the
one drawer | was able to open. Small tables, corroded | anmps. No inscriptions,
not hi ng i ndi cating the purpose of the buil ding.

Directly to the right of the desk a door hung on one hinge. | pushed it
and it floated to the floor, its descent terrifying a school of small,
skittering fish. | entered the next room a hall w th nany doors opening from
it and netal chairs collapsed along the walls. A stairwell led up fromthe
room beside the closed doors of an el evator. Seaplants, am d the detritus on



the floors and chairs, bent and swayed in the wake of ny passing; small
creatures scuttled about the legs of the furniture as | noved through the
roonms surrounding the main waiting area. Each door had a nunber engraved upon
it, some illegible and none completely intact; it took a nmonent to realize
t hat none of the nunbers were in sequence. The doors quaked and fell as |
touched them raising clouds of silt that billowed through the water and sank
agai n. Desks, chairs, filing cabinets, comunications termnals, one room
lined with hardbound books whose rotting covers shook and ran down my hands as
| lifted them No clues. | opened the last door at the far end of the room A
| arge, glutinous creature darted fromthe darkness and sped away. Another
hall, here, with roons branching out -- each contained high tables and
rotting machinery, small instrunents, occasional |ocked cases with glass doors
that were clear sheets of silver in the light. The furthest door opened into
what was obviously a ward; beds lined up in a double row, each parallel to the
ot her, each now the silted bed of sealife. Aclinic, then? A hospital? But for
some reason it did not feel |ike a medical place -- | had been in enough of
themto trust ny instincts. | swam back slowy to the waiting room and
contenpl ated the stairs. | was about to swimup them when | renmenbered the LOS
transmitters. | returned to the | obby and began planting the small objects
along the walls, through the waiting room up the stairs. | waited until | had
the last of themin place at the top of the stairwell before boosting the
vol ume on my receiver.

"...where the death are you?" Geville shrieked. "Tia, will you answer
ne?"

"I"'mstill at the building,"” | said.

"Ch! We can't pick up your honer, and you weren't transmitting," he
conpl ai ned.

"Sorry, | forgot about the transmitters. They're up now. "

"You forgot! You forgot! How could you forget sonmething Iike that?"
"Sorry."

"Anyt hi ng of interest?"

"No," | lied. "I"Il let you know. "

| turned down the volune and continued up to the hallway, slapping
transmitters against the walls as | went.

This corridor ran the breadth of the building, fromone wall to
another. Again the multitude of doors, but here were no neatly placed chairs,

no small tables bearing the remains of lanps. | swamto ny right, down to the
very end of the hall, and made nmy way back toward the stairwell, entering each
roomin turn. The first one, nearest the outer wall, held high tables and

| aboratory equi pnrent. One wall was lined with nmetal cages in which grew smnal
m crocosns, tiny gardens of plants and aninmals, beautiful and strange. Lying
am d the seagardens were snmall, pale bones. Mnolithic cases of machinery
lined a second wall, each hulking unit faced with dials and knobs, screens and
nodes. Again no clues. Mre roonms, nore offices, another liquid library, a
cl oset containing the remai ns of ancient cleaning equi pnent, a roomw th four
beds and a large mirror, a room beside that one hol ding a desk, chair, and the
backside of the mirror, a wi ndow | ooking into the small ward. The stairwell,
nore offices, a few roons whose functions | could not determine. Afile room
The last roomon the right, equally as large as its counterpart at the far end
of the hall, held a large cylindrical tank and some rotting apparatus
suspended above it. Banks of equipment lined its outer sides and bulged with
gauges, dials, screens, knobs, sockets. Directly beside this roomwas one wth
a single bed and what seened to be primitive nonitoring equi pnrent along a
wal |, one chair, and a cabinet of bottles and instruments covered wth noss.
Anot her | arge roomon the left side of the corridor, with the remains of
furniture and pillows, an old sound-reproducti on machi ne, many franmes hangi ng
on the walls, but the pictures within the frames were gone, eaten by the sea.
A screen.

| returned to the hall and floated notionless, trying to nake sense of
the building and its contents. A research facility? Possibly, but what goa



was bei ng pursued? A clinic? Doubtful, but only because that definite hospita
sense was nowhere in evidence. | could have been nistaken, and yet, and yet..

| turned up my audio and listened to ny fellow divers. They had made
their way up to the hotel roonms and were busy renovi ng bul bs from sockets,
wr enchi ng faucets from bat hroom equi pnent, yanki ng hangers from cl osets,
taking various small trays and other objects. Geville wouldn't mss ny renote
for sone tinme, so | signalled it to slap a general transmitter on the outer
wal I of the building and cone to nme. | very much wanted to nake sense of the
bui | di ng, and another saser probe seened to be the only thing | could manage.
Maybe the inage would be different fromthe second fl oor, maybe a probe woul d
di scover something on which I could hang a theory, maybe | was just wasting ny
time pursuing nysteries where none existed, maybe the building was sinply a
madman's folly and nothing nmore. Still, the solid construction, the bl ocking
of transm ssions, the inconprehensible roons...

The probe reveal ed the sane pattern as before, both on walls and on

floors. Then, on inmpulse, | directed the beans toward the ceiling and
di scovered a third fl oor

But there were no stairwells | eading beyond the second floor, | was
sure of it. | searched again, then had the renote pry open the el evator doors

so that | could swimup the shaft. Cables, w nches, snooth sides, but no
openings. | tapped on the top of the shaft wall with the butt of ny stunner
and instead of receiving the sound of solidity or the sound of water-filled

space, the echo that bounced back to me neant only one thing -- air trapped
under the |layers of the ocean
My heart raced. | held to the el evator cable and breathed steadily

before |I returned to the corridor and exanined the ceiling, tuning the renote
to medi um magni fication and studying the i mages on ny screen. At the very end
of the corridor | found a faint, square indentation am d the npbss and

di scol orati ons above ny head.

The renote built a seal around the entrance, a transparent wall of
force extending fromthe ceiling to the floor and enconpassing it and nyself.
When it was finished | had air punped into the seal fromthe renote's store.
Gravity grabbed me as the water enptied fromthe bubble; the square was now a
good meter above ny head. Well, there was no help for it; | renoved ny
flippers and weights, clanbered atop the renote and pushed at the square. It
didn't budge. | activated ny vibra-knife and sliced around its edges, then
shoved agai nst the hatch again. It resisted for a nonent before noving
heavily. | pushed it up and away fromthe opening. A rush of air blew upward
past ny face. Below nme the renote rel eased nore oxygen fromits tanks.
checked my bal ance, and junped, grasped the edge of the opening and pulled
nmysel f upward, twi sted and sat at the edge of the square hole. The renote
scooped up ny di scarded equi prent and, extending one armto hook over the edge
of the hole, pulled itself up into the darkness with ne. | felt a slight
shifting along my skin as the seal enlarged to enconpass the entire room then
the renote's lights flashed on and the room | eaped into di nensi on around ne.

A low archway divided the snall area in which | sat fromthe main room
Lyi ng al ong the curve of the arch were the words M TSUYAGA FECI T, PRO BONO
HOM NI S.

What the death?

*33*

M TSUYAGA, CEORCE ANDREAS. Born 2005 A.D., Mol okai, Hawaii. Married:

M t suko Hayakawa, 2025, div. 2027. Married: Jean Anderssen, 2030, div. 2055.
No children. President: Hilo National Bank; Pacific Shipping & Steanship Co.

Ltd.; East-West Inports, Inc.; International Electronics; Psychic Research
Center of Hilo; Apollo Industries. Chairman of Board: Anerican Amal ganated,
Inc.; Far East Transport Co.; Industrias Mexicanas, S. A ; Internationa

Tel ecommuni cati ons Systens, Inc.; Hanover Studies Institute. Author: the inner
light; studies in parapsychol ogy; a history of psychic phenonena; m nd over
matter; the ultimte step. Leadi ng proponent of theory of immortality through



psychic control, founder of Teleability Screening & Research Centers.
Phi | ant hropist. Comitted 2087 Hilo Institute for the Gfted I nsane. Died
2094, Hilo, Hawaii .

From Bri ef who's who of the minds of america, Al fred G eengarten & Co.
New Yor k, New York, U S. A, 2102 Pre-Shaping. By courtesy of the Library at
Luna.

It doesn't tell the half of it.

*34*

| stood and entered the room cautiously. The ceiling, walls, and fl oor
were flocked with some soft, black material that rounded the edges and gave
the rooma feeling of depth, a wonb-feeling. | peeled one glove frommy hand
and touched the wall; it was cold and gave slightly bel ow ny palm Various
hunps and irregularities took formas | noved past them becom ng nmachi nes,
nmoni tors, somethings lying solem and dead in nmy path. | made a conplete
circuit of the room then returned to the hatch and | ooked back into the
dar kness, wonderi ng.

The renote's clear-air signal wi nked on. | flicked the valves of ny
equi prent shut, renoved nmy tanks and mask and piled them beside nme. Their
rubbery bl ack contrasted oddly with the deeper richness of the flocked fl oor
| touched them felt their reassuring solidity, then ran ny uncovered hands
over the archway. It was flocked also, but with a silvery material, and the
letters above had been lifted into relief by thicknesses of grey. Mtsuyaga?

And the rest, Latin? Fecit, facilitate, factory, factotum -- to nmake? Made
then. M tsuyaga made, what? This? Pro, propound, pronote, protect? Produce?
M t suyaga made (?) bono, bonus, benefactor -- bene, good? Honinis, easy,

humanity. M tsuyaga made, good of humanity. M tsuyaga made this for the good
of humanity. Ckay. Wio in the death was M tsuyaga?

I found a silvery spot enbedded in black along the thickness of the
archway. | touched it and it gave beneath ny fingers, a definite "click" but
not hi ng happened. Ah, current, electricity, sonmething to run the sul ki ng
machi nes. A generator, then, somewhere in the building? O depending on
out side sources, tied in with the city's lines? | probed the spot and
eventually a cover yielded to ny prodding, slipped out to lay in ny palm

Wring beneath, archaic. | had seen representations of pre-Shaping wiring in
di agrams, in books, anpbng Benito's collection of mechanical oddities, but I
had never needed to work with it myself. | paused, stared, thought. G ound?

This one, probably, and this one hot. Wuld | get away wi th introducing
current into the systemfromthis point?

| shrugged and beckoned the renote, had it send pul ses through each of
the wires, watching the diagrans appear as clean white |ines over the

bl ackness of ny screen. Seened sinple enough, and intact. | programed the
machine to feed electricity into the wiring and, after a few false starts, the
roomvibrated with an al nost sublimnal humm ng; the wall on which | |eaned

grew war m beneath ne.

A gentle light washed through the room was absorbed into the soft
bl ack surfaces. | approached the first protrudi ng hulk by the door and soon
found another silvery spot. Hesitation, then determ nation; | pushed the spot
and stepped back, concentrating on the nmachine, poised for flight. A hunm ng
of a different pitch, the side of the machine exchanged bl ackness for

transl ucency and a series of still, hologrammatic imges rolled before ne.
The first one said:

Engl i sh Tagal og Swahi | i

French Mandari n Hebr ew

Ger man Japanese Tur ki sh

Italian Bur nese G eek

Spani sh H ndi Celtic

Dani sh Ur du Ar abi c

Far si O her Ur du

| stared at it. A list of |anguages, but whatever for? Then



renenbered that the pre-Shaping world spoke many tongues, some of which |I had
| earned on Luna. | picked one and said "English" aloud. Nothing. | touched the
screen beside the word and jerked my hand back as the picture dissolved into
bl ackness. Brief pause, and words reel ed across the screen

_Welcome. If these words are passing too quickly you may touch the
screen and the image will freeze until the screen is touched again. _

_This roomis the creation of George Andreas Mtsuyaga and is the
result of his research into the control of human consciousness. The full use
of the human m nd and, consequently, the full use of the human body, the
secret of eternal life, depends upon a constant inward-turning, an exploration
of the world within yourself. This roomand its contents are the result of a
lifetime devoted to the pursuit of this goal. _

_As you progress through this course you will have greater control over
yoursel f and over the world around you. You must be warned again, as you were
war ned when first inducted into the program that the way is difficult, that
conpl ete concentration is necessary and that should you find yourself
t hreat ened by your experiences in this room you nust inmediately stop and
request aid and stabilization fromyour counselor. _

_No one will disturb you in this room It is your responsibility to see
that your mind and body are properly maintained. Timng is essential. The
stages of progress are nunbered consecutively, and the [ayout of this room
reflects this order. Begin at the next |ocus when you feel ready. Thank you. _

The screen faded to black. | grinned at it with contenpt. So, the
nmystery of the building was resolved to this: another of the Ancients'

i nnumerabl e attenpts to do in awkward and conplicated ways what Lippencott had
done so easily. Lippencott succeeded through rays and chemi cals and spirits,
others failed through, anong other things, nysticismand magic. |diocy, but I
was curious to discover what particul ar shape this idiocy took. | stood before
t he next hunp of blackness, felt the nunmeral "1" raised in flocking along its
surface, and pressed its silver spot. The sane |ist of |anguages presented
itself; | touched "English" and the |ist faded, replaced by:

pl ease recline.

| |1 ooked behind ne, discerned a flattened ridge rising fromthe floor
and |l ay upon it, keeping ny eyes on the screen. The sides of the ridge rose,
reached around ny sides, and net over mny body, |eaving only nmy head free.

cl awed and ki cked at the bindings, and they imediately retracted. | rel axed,
catching ny breath, and the ridges rose again. This time | lay still. They
cradled me in warnth. Somewhat reassured, | glanced back at the screen

It was pulsing at nme, deep, even blue washes that grew and faded
rhythmcally, regularly. | watched with sone curiosity, waiting for a change,
but none cane. Beat, fade, rise, fade. Puzzlenent. But the novenent was
somehow famliar, and, struck by a thought, | held nmy breath. The pul sing
ceased, resuming as | the air whistle out between ny lips. So, a feedback
monitor. | played with it for a while |l onger, holding my breath, letting it

out, panting, breathing deeply and slowWy. The screen paced ne.

A subtl e change overcane the blue, a hint of redness that al so pul sed,
but nmore rapidly. My heart. My breathing stabilized as | watched the two
colors nove in counterpoint to each other. | reached within and felt ny heart
pul si ng, pushing the blood through me, felt my |lungs noving and oxygen slip
t hrough the lungs' lining into the bloodstream a famliar, conforting
sensati on.

A shiver of orange danced rapidly across the screen, and this one |
recogni zed i medi ately. Al pha waves; these, too, | could regulate. A joining
of beta waves, a novenent within ny mnd. The world narrowed to enconpass only
the screen and nmy body, nore and nore col ors pul sing and danci ng through the
one, more and nore sensations weaving and interl eaving through the other.
This, | decided, was nice, this was pleasant. This, at the |east, was maki ng
t he decaying hul k of nmy body create pretty pictures for my anusement. | noved
nore deeply within nyself.

VWhat a gl orious waste! The beautifully engi neered arrangenents and



changes all sumed to extinction, the end result of this subtle physica
mat hemati ¢ was death. That small prettiness, there, is but the slow mgration
of calciumfrombone to blood; this tiny, bright popping adds to the yearly
| oss of one grams worth of brain. An alien wonder, a busy and beautiful other
that had, in some malign fashion, attached itself to me, that insisted on
maki ng me wi ther, on naking me die. Pain-maker. Infiltrated by plastic parts,
subverted by a stubborn nortality. Yet so lovely, so terribly lovely. |
reached toward the pul sing enchantment of nmy heart, and touched it.

_Touched_ it. Changed it. Affected its novenents. Altered its pace.

Wth nmy -- mnd? Consciousness? Spirit? Soul ?
| approached again, felt its steady flutter, reached for it. Slowed it
and speeded it again. | gasped and nol ecules within ny |ungs danced and sang,

| leeched oxygen into ny bloodstream cut the flowto a trickle and expanded
it once nore. Played with the slidings of ny intestines, fooled with the tiny
val ves and tubes of ny glands, felt enotions wash over nme and traced their
causes, captured the scurrying pinpoints of hornones and cancelled them from
me. Made ny fingernails grow | ong, shed sone skin on ny arns, filled ny wonb
wi t h unseasonabl e bl ood and reabsorbed it. Touched ny brain and m croscopic
fireworks sparkled, scenes and scents and tastes |long forgotten raced through
nmy senses. | heard the sighing of the sea and the slapping of waves | eagues
away, the soft whisper of electricity noving through the wires of the machine,
the tiny interfaces within the renote. Felt the turning of the earth beneath
me and the pulling of the tides through the liquids of nmy body and was,
suddenly, no longer the alien, no | onger the butt of nmortality's joke.

pul sed as the ocean pulsed, joined to it, to the earth, to the pull of the

seasons and the changes of the moon. |, nme, Tia, body and soul, the creator
and that which is created, the wine and its flask, the tenple and its door
VWhen we cane back, the joy and |, the arns of the ridge on which |

rested were retracted, and the screen no |onger pul sed and noved, but instead
di spl ayed the words:

_You have now successfully conpleted your first nonth's session in the
course. You nust be conpletely rested and integrated before you progress to
the second station.

Twenty-ei ght days? | asked ny body. No, it assured me, no, nothing even
close. | rose and inspected the tine-nmeter on the renote: no nore than two
hours had passed since | activated the machine. Had the room s mechani sms aged
to the point of unreliability? Sonehow | doubted it. Then | considered the
abilities | had brought with ne, the inward-turning and the nonitoring, and
under st ood. Three-quarters of what the machi ne sought to teach me was al ready
old to ne, and only the last step was new.

But that |ast step.

| had touched. Controlled. Determ ned. Created and changed ny ti niest
dri ppi ngs and drainings. Moved ny heart. | reached wthin and changed ny
heartbeat again, felt it obedient to ny will, then sat, overwhel ned by what |
had done.

*35*

The sumrer | was fourteen years old ny nother and | |eft our nutua
hone, she to go her way to the sandy deserts of Mars, and | to go mine, to
Seville and the university. | had ny student's allotnent and a credit
al  owance given me as a gift by my father, the second tinme I net him | had
lost ny virginity a nonth before on a field-float gliding through the hot
swanps of the Everglades, had lost it gloriously, thrashing under the slight
shimer of the field that protected our bodies frominsects and the sweltering
sun. | was convinced that | was mature. O course | was. | was fourteen

| journeyed to Seville, picked up ny registration cubes, selected ny
First Field of Study, and found a snall apartnment above one of the ol der
squares, where | could | ook out over the restored tile roofs to the spires of
a rebuilt cathedral. | soon noved within a circle of other students about ny
own age, sharing songs and beds. My studies progressed well. My nother and



conmuni cat ed once or twice during the summer, then she contracted for another
child and we | ost touch with each other. Summer faded into autumm, my cl asses
changed, | knew the canpus city by heart, and | flourished.

One of ny classes was a |l aboratory in conparative botany and, since
many of the subjects needed an approximation of their native Martian clinmate
to thrive, this class was held old-style, many students neeting tw ce a week
in a large | aboratory near the center of the city. This building, too, was a
restoration, its huge stone steps |leading to a col onnaded portico, arching
wi ndows strung al ong heavy, grey walls. The portico was a favorite liftplace;
it faced a busy plaza and we thrilled ourselves by | eaping from between the
ornate colums to buzz over the heads of shoppers and passers-by. Conplaints
were issued and reprimands canme down, of course, but we couldn't resist the
tenptation to soar over the crowd, cartwheeling through the soft Iberian air.

| remained in the laboratory |late one day, intent on conpleting a
private grafting project of my own. | wanted to nerge a Terran cactus, a
Mammilaria Collinsii, and a Martian Bryantia Cbesa. | was not in the |east
bot hered by the failure of botanists nore gifted than | to acconplish this
feat. So | bent over ny worktable and only | ooked up when the quality of the
[ ight changed. The walls had assunmed their evening radiance and it was |ong
past ny normal neal time. My stomach conplained as | replaced my instrunents,
made a few final notes, and slipped the graft into a support system | |eft
t he buil ding, shrugged my |iftpack over ny shoul ders and stood a nonent on the
edge of the portico watching the evening throngs.

They filled the square and the air above it, promenadi ng, eating and
drinking at the cafes, in the usual notley assortment of clothing and a
sprinkling of nudity. The rays of the setting sun, the radiance of the walls
around the plaza, gave each individual a separate aura of |ight and shadow,
brilliance and shade. As | stood perched on the brink of flight, | saw the
entire nultifaceted crowd as sonething apart fromnyself, realized how very
separate | was, how individual, how wholly contained within the universe of ny
own skin. Me, Tia, apart, absolutely other, nyself and no one el se, inviolate.
This came over me with the intensity of an Ancient's meeting with God, a
transcendental merging of individual and absolute truth: a feeling not so much
of mind as of the entire being, body, soul, everything. | stood shaking wth
the intensity of the vision while the shaki ng becanme a sense of grow ng and
glowi ng el ation, of pristine and absolute joy. I, ne, Tia Ham ey, nyself. | am
sufficient; I am sinply and beautifully; a purely gratuitous gift. | exist.

| took off fromthe portico and flung nyself into the nost harebrained
and nadcap aerial arabesques the city of Seville had seen, ricocheting,
| aughi ng, bubbling, and diving through the evening air as though possessed.
shot through the waters of the plaza's fountains and spun glittering drops

around ne as | lifted again. | sat on the spire atop the cathedral and sang
bawdy songs. | stole three oranges froma vendor and juggled them I aughing
hysterically. In short, | was a disgrace.

Soneone conpl ai ned, of course. | was reprinmanded and ny |iftpack was

renoved for a month. But it was worth it, every single step
*36*

"What the death did you think you were doi ng?"

"Where were you?"

"Where's the renote? Wiere's the renote?”

"W had all the remptes hunting for you!"

"I'"l'l have you restricted to the ship!"

Layers of ocean passed as | rose fromny fifty-m nute deconpression
stop toward the dark bulk of the _Ilium and the bright, illumnated circle of
the diving well. The renmpte behind ne trailed ny sop to Cerbeus: a rusted | anp
fromthe | obby of Mtsuyaga's building, something to placate the greedi ness
above. The lanmp, | hoped, would represent all that was sal vageable fromthe
disintegrating, silted, enmpty, and mythic building | planned to describe to
them Geville and Harkness brayed like small, infuriated goats. | turned down



t he vol une.

"...against every safety precaution!"

"That's val uabl e equi prent!"

| pulled nyself up the rungs of the diving well into the hold while the
renote dropped the lanp into the general store and stored itself. Geville,

Har kness and Paul stood at the lip of the well, Geville windnmlling in
excitement, Harkness shouting angrily, Paul staring at ne. | snapped ny
face-pl ate open and peel ed off the headsheath, dropped themto the floor
besi de ne and sat, |egs over the edge of the well, watching Greville and
Har kness until their voices faltered and stilled.

"I brought a lanp," | said. "There wasn't nuch else in there. The
renote's back in its |ocker."

"...valuable..." Geville sputtered.

"l have the usual bond posted,” | told him "You don't have to worry
0si ng your mnoney."
"But you could have been, been..."
"That's my worry, isn't it? I'mtired. If you want to tal k about this
later, fine, but right nowl'mgoing to sleep.”

"That," said Geville, "that's fine for you, but I want you to know, |

about

just want you to know, that if you _ever_ do that again, |I'll have you taken
off the ship, | really wll."

"Try it," | said. "Renenber what the Law says. If you think you can
prove that |'ve damaged or defrauded you, then take it to Berne and |']I
contest it. | have an independent contract, remenber?"

Geville opened his nouth, then thought better of it and stornmed from
the room the hemof his lab coat flapping around his bare thighs, his
two-toned bush of hair standing raggedly upright.

Har kness | ooked unconfortable. "Wat can | say? W were worried."

"About what?" | snapped. "The renote? Bad kar ma?"

He shrugged, oddly hel pless, and left the hold.

| rose, stripped away ny wet-suit, and tossed it over by ny |ocker
while | went to clean up.

VWen | returned, the wet-suit had been dried and | ayered in mny | ocker
Paul stacked the rest of ny equipnent in its proper place.

"You didn't have to do that," | said, surprised.

"I thought you'd be too tired to do it yourself,"” he said with a snile
He irised the locker's nmouth closed. "Can | cone up with you?"

"I'f you want," | said, and led the way to ny cabin.

"Was it very dangerous?" Paul asked as we stepped through the door

"Not particularly. Wy?"

"You were out of contact for so long. W waited for you underwater,
then Greville sent the renptes and Tobi as said we should cone up i medi ately.
Jenny wanted to stay."

"Real ly?" | stretched out on ny hanmmock. | felt the nuscles rel ax
t hrough nmy body, felt the small tensions drain away; played with ny heartbeat
for a noment, then explored the doings of my intestines. | felt passage of

bl ood and air through my lungs, the mnute secretions of nmy ovaries, small
vi brations through the conplexities of my inner ears as Paul continued
speaki ng.

"I thought you m ght have ripped your suit, that you night have
drowned."” Hi s voice dropped an octave, reached ne husky and dense. "I thought
you might be trapped in rocks with your hoses cut, or spiked by one of those
big fish. I saw you floating through the buildings with your nmask ripped of f."

Wt hout opening ny eyes | concentrated on his words. Hi s voice noved
cl oser.

"l saw you naked on a bed of silt, with sea-plants in your hair and
your eyes opened, and tiny fish swinmng over your cunt, and your body swayed
in the water. An octopus held you down, it w apped one tentacle around your
breast, like this." H s shaking hand cupped ny breast, his thunb noved over
the seal of ny suit, opening it. "And it touched your body, here, and here, it



made bright red circles and they turned green on your skin, on your belly, on
your thighs, and when it noved to cover you its beak split your skin, but your
eyes didn't nove because you were dead, Tia, drowned.”

Mesmerized, | turned ny head to ook at him saw at eye level the stiff
red urgency of his cock. One small, translucent drop gathered at the tip and
fell shining to the floor as he unsealed the rest of my suit and renoved it,
as he nmoved into the hammock, poised hinmsel f above ne.

"The tentacl es opened you, opened your legs, tiny green plants grew

here, and here and it entered you, like this, like, this, all, the, way, in,
and it fucked you, Tia, and it, harder, and harder, and, and, but you didn't
nove, because, because you were _dead! " He screaned as he cane; | felt the

hot spurting within me, the contractions of his cock, the final epileptic
thrust that broke my horrified fascination and sent ne claw ng ny way from
under him from the hamock, across the roomto stare in shock at his

qui vering back. He lay gasping, his fingers grabbing the edges of the

pol ycrystal mesh. The entire hamock shook

"CGet out," | whispered, then, nore loudly, "Get out!"
He turned to face nme, jaw slack, eyes glazed over. "Tia...."
" Get the death out!_" | screaned, grabbed his discarded tunic, threw

it at him "Qut! OQUT!" He stunbled fromthe hammock, his tunic held linply
before him "Tia...."

" ouTt "

He backed from ny cabin, staggering. | slamed ny pal magai nst the
| ock. Sonmewhere within ny spine, the small early tw nges of pain began

*37*

Greg shed his junmpsuit, peeling the material from his chest and thighs
and tossing it into the cleaner. He used the vibra as | keyed through the
mail, and by the time | stripped he was stretched out on the pal e bl ueness of
the forcebed. |I took nmy time in the shower, clearing off the sticky residue of
a day spent wal king the Iine, of an evening checki ng and rechecking the
hydr oponi ¢ systens aboard the _Qutbound_. By the tine | came out G eg had
flowed the walls around the bed, cutting the rest of the small apartment from
view, and was playing with a tiny, vibrating bottle held in his |arge hand.

"What's that?" | asked, joining him

"Somet hing Kai-Yu gave ne. It's fromMars, they call it sone
unt ransl at abl e, unpronounceabl e word, sonething they nade up. It's supposed to
be a Martian religious drug they found in one of the ruins. You don't believe
that, eh? Well, | don't rmuch either, but Kai-Yu said he tried it and it's good
and it's not dangerous. Ckay?"

| took the small bottle fromhimand held it to the light. It felt coo
against my palm The liquid within glowed with a multitude of small, distinct
poi nts of col or.

"Why not? Do we drink it or what?"

"We drink it. Let's see, one drop for one hour is what he said. Two
hours, eh? Two for you, two for ne, then we sleep."

| brought two goblets of wine fromthe small kitchen space while G eg
found a clean pipette. He m xed the proper dosage, sealed the small bottle,
and added it to our stash. W toasted each other and drank the w ne.

Tripping with G eg: we were in the habit of doing it once or twice a
month during the year we'd been together. Qur closeness seened to potentiate
t he drugs we took, boosting not only our own inner awareness but al so our
awar eness of each other. W rotated our trips, one time doing a visual drug,
the next a sensory, then one that sprang open our throats and we would talk
for hours, huddl ed together on our transparent bed. This |ast type was ny

| east favorite. | found nyself setting censors to ny mind and nmouth, stil
careful to hide the secret of nmy nortality. |I felt guilty and shamed but could
not think of any way around it, any way to tell himw thout, | thought,

destroying the | ove we shared. So | kept silent and took the tal king drugs as
rarely as | coul d.



We finished the wine and | ay back on the bed. Inevitably our hands
nmoved to each other's bodies, mouths joined and parted, | tasted the textures
of his neck, shoul der, chest, hips. Wen we joined | rode atop him upright,
to watch the changes in his eyes, or to | ook down to where our bodi es nerged,
wondering again at the perfect fit we always seened to manage. W didn't
notice the onset of the trip until we cane, | for the second time. Geg said
in a conversational voice, "Little one, this is a very funny come,” while his
hi ps arched below ne in orgasm | couldn't reply. Ecstasy noved through ne,
reaching frommy center to enconpass every cell, every nerve ending, until |
could not distinguish between ny body and ny body's sensations. It seened to
| ast forever, to catapult ne up and over the confines of nmy body. | fl oated,
became a mergi ng of sensations wi thout any physical ground, both in the m dst
of , and mnyself creating, a warm and pul sing void.

Time becane tactile, twi sted back on itself, a visual presence shot
through with long greens along its path, cool and solem through ny fingers
and through ny skin. | and the serpent of tinme, one and inseparable, noved
sweepi ng t hrough the universe, swallow ng | enon-fl avored suns and excreting
di ssonances of novae; ten thousand discrete rivulets of cool ness travel ed
al ong our noving skins. The quick, sharp scents of |ight and shadow fl owed
am d the serpent snoothness, a smell of red, a tinge of slow, a rushing of
bittersweet gal axi es, unattainable, nysterious, beautiful, amd the bongings
and twangi ngs and hunm ngs and keenings as | and the serpent brushed the
strings of creation; canticles of eternity, harnonies of light, the sharp
pi ccol o colors of neteors and conets, the quickness of planets and suns. O
wondr ous, this; dappled and drenched, delight and desire.

| aman infinitely tiny point of light am d the hugeness of the stars
and enmptiness | have nysel f created. Were? How? Who? Why? The universe
| aughs, gusts of nmerriment and | amnothing to it, void, enptiness, drop to
ocean but apart, note to nountain but different; in the whisper of a nonent |
am crushed, engul fed, drowned in indifference.

It's only a drug only a trip only a dreaml aml aml aml|l am...

Lying in my room Qur walls about me. Secure. Snug. Safe. Certain.
Peace, and the serpent foiled. | raise nmy hand, |aughing, in victory.

My hand is bone. The skin over it is a thin, sem -opaque nenbrane,
fingers strands of fine wire, thick knobs on skinny wists, nottled, dank
dry. Skin in slack folds over arms, shoul ders, abdomen; my breasts are two
scaly, enmpty bags suspended from sharp and tw sted shoul ders. Legs buckl e and
twist, welted with thick, protruding blue veins. | raise ny hands to ny face,
feel the icy wetness of spittle running from pinched |ips, harshness of hair
on pointed chin and the hooked barb of ny nose, collapsing with the weight of
age toward nmy nmouth. No! _No! This is not nel This is not ne!_

Screans awaken hands that rest on ne, strong, strong with the warmnth of
yout h, they have cone to dispose of me, rid thensel ves, take ne. Take ne
where? How? Into the disposal system into the secret, terrifying col dness of
norgues, into a zoo, into a zoo. | scream | scream until the universe is
suddenly, painfully sucked into bl ackness and there is nothing left.

As ny eyes opened Greg cried nmy nane and turned me in his arns to face
hi m

He was wrapped around me, starfish, his face strained and anxi ous as |
fought away from hi mand staggered across the room keyed the reflecting
screen. My image | eaped out at me -- light, lithe, rounded, firm wth only
the staring enptiness of the eyes to renmind ne of what | had been. Wuld be.
Greg caught ne in his arms as | slunped agai nst the screen, cradled nme, and
carried nme back to the bed.

"Tia, little one, Tia, you are all right now? You are back here? Yes?
Tia?"

Love and strength, warnmth and protection. | leaped fromhis confort,
sank my back against the far wall and faced himas he sat, bew |l dered, and
t he bl ueness of the bed.

"I"'mgoing to die," | whispered, and, louder, "I'mgoing to die, Geg."



"But little one, we are all going to die, eventually, one way or
anot her. Cone back to bed."

"No, you don't understand. |'mgoing to die, 1'mgoing to get old and
wrinkl ed and ugly, and then I'mgoing to diel"

"Tia, what is this? Is it your trip still?" He glanced at the tinmepiece
on the wall.

"No, Geg, beloved, listen. They didn't work, the Treatnents didn't

work on ne, at all, nothing -- "
"This | do not believe. You are still tripping, | gave you too nuch, it
is my fault. Cone, sleep, it will soon be over." He opened his arnms to ne.

I forced ny hands to stop shaking | ong enough to punch for and
aut horize ny records fromthe Treatnment Center, gathered the print-out
together and offered it to my |over

"Here. Read it."

He took the sheets from ny hands, dropped them on the floor w thout
glancing at them carried ne once nore to the bed, and | ay wapped around ne.
Hs refusal to consider ny nortality seened the cruel est joke of all.

VWhen he thought | slept he rose, gathered the papers, and read them by
the dimglow of one Iight globe. The sheets rustled as, one by one, he
finished with themand et themfall. Eventually he came to bed again,
gathered nme in his arnms and rocked us both. | felt a small, surprising wetness
where his face pressed agai nst ny neck

When he slept soundly, | slipped fromthe bed, tossed ny clothes in a
bag and crossed to the door. Then, on inpulse, | retrieved Kai-Yu s stoppered
bottle fromstorage and added it to nmy bag. Ran across the early norning done
to the station, caught a train for Luna, and spent the next ninety m nutes
with ny mnd as blank as the | andscape outside the tube.

Deep within nmy body, for the first time, a small pain began

*38*

| couldn't sleep that night, haunted by the glaze of Paul's eyes. |
huddl ed in the vacant mnaret, ny orange bl anket pulled around nme, watching
the distant stars, unwilling to return to the new di sconforts of ny cabin.

My back betrayed nme in the night. | pushed the pain away, too niserable
to take joy in my easy victory over ny body. Just before dawn | crept down to
the galley for coffee and rolls. A small |ight shone through the galley door
Jenny sat at the worktable, alone, bent over a cup of coffee. She raised her
head from her hands at ny entrance, half startled, but the | ook she gave ne
was al nost one of relief.

"Morning," | said. "Can | have sonme coffee?"
She nodded and rested her forehead in her pal ns again. Her black hair
was tunbl ed and nussed, eyes ringed. | filled a cup, rummaged through the

pantry for a roll and, finding one, crossed the galley to slip it through the
oven. As | passed her, she held out her cup

"More, please?"

| refilled the cup, placed it before her, and went back to the oven. |
hadn't intended to stay but instead of taking the coffee and roll back to the
mnaret, | set themon the table, pulled up a stool, and sat across from her.

"Hard night?" | asked.

She nodded, massagi ng the back of her neck with Iong fingers. "Tobias
| ocked hinmself in his cabin last night. He won't let ne near him"

| sipped the coffee, watching her

"After you cane back, yesterday, he just went to pieces," she said.

| shook ny head. "I don't want to hear about it, Jenny. | have enough
probl ens al ready. "

"Sure," she said bitterly. "You have problenms, he has probl ens,

everyone has problens and no one's willing to do anything about them™
"I'"'mnot Tobias' keeper."
"Tia, please, he's not what you think, he's got reasons, | nean...."

Her hands chased words through the air.



"Do you | ove hinP"

"Love hinP" She | ooked startled. "I don't know, | haven't thought about
it...."

"Then why the worry? If he wants to be an unreasonabl e bastard, that's
hi s busi ness, not yours. And not nine."

"But you can't turn your back on him..."

"He doesn't need anything I'd be willing to give him"

"Don't you care about anybody?" she cri ed.

"Not if | can avoid it."

"Not even Paul ?"

| al most dropped the cup. "Paul ? Care about Paul ? Let ne tell you about
Paul, child." And | did. She stared at nme, pale and sick, and | told her, in
detail, until she screaned. | rounded the table, took her by the shoul ders,
and shook her.

"What now? Shocked? Sick? What now, Jenny? Afraid he nmight have done it
to you?" | forced the words through clenched teeth, shaking her until her hair
flew "Do you enpathize with _that_?"

| shoved her away and turned to | eave, but --

"Tial" she cried.

She | ooked up fromthe table and whispered, "I'mno different than he
is."

"Don't be stupid,” | said. "You're not in his |eague."
-------- *39*

At ten that nmorning the Immortal s gathered on the nosaic deck bel ow ny
tower to divide the previous day's plunder. Several floaters hovered in the
center of the deck, while the Inmortals stood in a ragged sem -circle before
them and Geville began the division

Most of the items were ms-identified but nobody seenmed to care. They
bid and bi ckered over each piece. Hart, as usual, bid for hinself and for
Har kness, who renmai ned on the bridge. Benito, as usual, was absent, down in
the engine roomw th his bel oved nonsters, and no one bid for him Jenny did
not appear, but Paul automatically bid on everything and gl eaned for hinself a
great hul king pile of junk

Thi ngs are not necessarily junk now that were junk then, but there was
nothing new in this haul, nothing special, nothing of note. The Immortals bid
on plastic building bl ocks, nodels of hover-cars and noonshuttles, w appings
to fit over infants' diapers. Plastic jars with thin, arching protrusions,
rubber spheres, plastic head-protectors, ovals of netal with handl es affixed
to one end. Perfune bottles of cut glass, lotion jars, plastic hats, conbs,
brushes, a vibrating cup for cleaning prosthetic teeth. The chandelier. Belt
buckl es. Shoe-horns. Skel etons of |anp shades. Push-carts. Meta
drai n-stoppers, crusted and oozing. Rusted keys. An onyx egg. Plastic dolls.
And nore, and nore, until | grew sick of the accumul ati ons and quietly cane
down fromny tower, avoided the deck and made nmy way to Benito's cave

"What do you want ?" he demanded as | approached him He had noved a
| arge generator fromits place in line and was struggling to unl ock one of the
housi ng pl ates.

"Thought I'd give you a hand."

"Don't need one." He groped for a tool on a floater beside him |
pi cked up the inplenent and handed it to him

"Look, I"'msorry about...."

"Doesn't matter."

"Come off it, Benito. Can't | even apol ogi ze?"

"No. Go back to your great romance, | don't need your help."

The words stuck in nmy throat. | sat on a heavy conduit and rested ny
forehead in ny palnms, waiting for the sudden nausea to pass.

A quick clatter. Benito had slamred his tools down on the floater
snapped the plate back into suspension and was stal king down the |lines of the
generators toward his own cabin. He turned as he reached the door to glare at



"Go to Australia!" he shouted, and snicked the port closed behind him
* 40*

VWen the Imortals were finished dividing the loot, | floated what
remai ned to the Museum and started catal ogi ng each piece.

The ship's collection was housed in a |long, echoing gallery wth
mrrors along one side and high, arched wi ndows along the other. | palnmed the
wi ndow setting as | cane in, turning off the stained glass and filling the
roomw th clear sunlight.

Low cases lined the gallery's sides. Their contents floated in clear
protective bubbles, each one including a transparent band along its | ower end
that, when activated, read out a brief description of the piece. During ny
three years with the _Ilium_ | had corrected many of the descriptions and
identified nmost of the displayed itens, but there was much left to do and each
new di ve added to the job. The Museumreninded the Imortals of how rmuch they
had accrued; it rem nded me of how nuch I had yet to |learn

Most of the day's pickings duplicated things the we already had. |
tagged them for storage and eventual sale to other collections. Afewitens
were uni que; the best was a set of pens preserved in a clear plastic block
with a plaque affixed to one side. The plaque was corroded beyond legibility.
Such di spl ayed pens had often been used to sign historic docunents --

per haps sone day | woul d di scover which docunent these had touched. | created
a niche for themin the gallery and | abelled them properly.

The afternoon passed undisturbed. | deliberately made it so,
concentrating only on ny sorting and | abelling. These tasks done, | called for
musi ¢ and gui ded one of the vacant floaters to a window. | curled up on it and

wat ched water |apping at the sides of the ship, beyond and bel ow t he thin,
arching lines of the outer railings. The Miseumwas on the first deck and the
wat er was very cl ose

| closed ny eyes and reached inside for the first time since |ast
night. My body responded to ny gentle pokings and, escaping Paul, Benito,
Immortals, _Ilium and all, | settled down to a testing and expl oration of
nysel f.

| learned to touch nyself at the chem cal level, prod and direct their
nmoverent s, working on smaller and smaller scales. My control increased slowy.
| took time for a small wash of satisfaction. Me, Tia Hamey, | can do it. The
sun noved across the sky.

A high, horrified keening filled the gallery, piercing through ny
concentration. It catapulted me up and out of the floater, and came again, and
athird time, fromthe speakers high in the ceiling of the room

"Who is it?" Harkness' voice shouted over the scream "Were are you?"

"What ?" Greville's voice yelled. "What? Stop it! Stop it!"

"I command you to...."

The screans stopped. "The hold, the gen...."

| shrank the floater, threw nmyself atop it and goosed the jets,
streaking fromthe Miseumtoward the nearest dropshaft. The engi ne room was
two decks under and all the way across the _Ilium _ by the time | reached the
hold the rest stood frozen near the central platform | |eaped fromthe
floater and hurried toward them

The screans had stopped. Lonnie stood shaki ng near the edge of the
group, her face hidden behind stiff, upraised fingers. She turned and hid her
face agai nst Paul's shoulder. He held her, staring over her shoul der. Jenny
stared al so. Tobias retched agai nst the bulk of a machine. The rest were as
statues, frozen in the act of seeing the Gorgon. | had to el bow and push ny
way between themuntil 1, too, could see.

Benito lay sprawl ed over the generator, hands flung outward as though
he had | eaped atop the | arge, naked machine. The di scarded plate rested
agai nst a side of the machine, amd a scatter of tools. | saw the generator's
conplexity of wiring between his outspread |legs. His feet dangl ed above the



fl oor, unnoving.

"Benito?" | said.

"He turned off the machine," Hart said, forcing the words fromhis
throat. "Lonnie and | helped himbring it here and took off the the the plate,
and when we when we got back fromthe sorting he he turned it off and and
turned it off and went to fix fix fix but the ch charge no time, and he took
and he took off the off the wires and it built up and he and he...."

And he threw hinself over the power beam | | ooked above the generator
at the main cooling line that the beam woul d have severed, bathing the hold in
liquid oxygen, freezing the delicate nechanisns of the control platform and
crippling the ship. The cooling |line was singed but intact because Benito had
bl ocked the force of the beamw th his body.

After the sorting. After, then, our argument. Angry, inpatient - it
wasn't like Benito to forget to check for a charge build-up. Inpatient.

Carel ess. Because we had argued, he nade a mi stake, and because he nade a
m st ake, he was ... dead.
No one nmoved. The _corpse_ needed lifting, the _dead man_ nust be

settled. It , and it filled me with horror. This was no cat, no animal. This
was a human, one of ne. WAs Benito.
WAs Benito. Hi s nane | oosened ny hands. | wal ked to the generator

reached up, and held himby the waist. After a moment | pulled himgently to
the floor and turned himover. H's face was untouched, the scarred lips
pressed together, but the front of his shirt bore a clean, sharp puncture. As
| rested his body on the floor, a bright red bul ge poked t hrough the aperture
and his hunp made a soft, squishing sound as it coll apsed.

Behind me Greville, Harkness, Li and Hart fled the hold, and Paul
started to vomit.

*41*

Renmenber Duval ? Duval pursues butterflies in Mngolia, Mya's making
soni ¢ scul pture on Mars, George just left for Moscow to becone a doctor. Fuad
has learned to fly space shuttles, Valentine continues drinking in Paris,
Tai-1i will be raising Victor's baby, Benito is dead.

Renenber Hel ene? Hel ene finished her dissertation on relativity, Pyotr
dances ballet, Angelique drives sand-cats on the nmoon, Mbooi designed a new
orbiting hotel, Blair's fallen in love, Helrmut will be singing opera in Lina,
Paul dives fromthe _Ilium, Benito is dead.

Renmenber Lars? Lars weaves cloth in London, Arieh just reached his
village in the Pyrenees, Joanna has applied for a job in the observatories.
Satyajit plays therem n for Synphonia Antiqua Khandahari, Paulita starts
teaching in Seville, Katrina continues in transition, Aureliano builds
furniture, lan sails the Atlantic, Kyoshi makes cheese, Carina argues her case
in Berne, Axel has had a baby, Sze-Ya searchs for gold on Dienos.

Benito i s dead.

*42*

It is not easy to lose oneself in Luna. Despite its conplexity it is a
small city, an intimate city, and people renmenber your face. | disenbarked at
the Library station and stood by the noving belts, wondering where to go, what
to do. My change of location had been automatically relayed to the conmsystem
when |I'd purchased the ticket to Luna; the records left by ny use of water
allotments, transportation, food, would pinpoint me exactly, and | was
terrified that Geg or one of his conpanions would come to find me, would try
to take me back to where | so desperately wanted to be. If Geg found e, if

he said, "Come back, it doesn't matter, cone with us,"” | would go without
hesitation, forgetting the hell that going would entail, forgetting what |
woul d be in twenty years or fifty, forgetting that if |I loved himas rmuch as |
did, then | |loved himenough to spare himwhat | would becone.

| shoul dered ny bag and set out on foot fromthe station with no
particul ar destination. The dome of the city pinked with dawn and peopl e began



to fill the streets, crowding the slidebelts and swirling about nme as |
wander ed through the business section. | passed small cafes and restaurants,
rarely pausing for nmore than a glinpse inside their clean interiors. The
crowmds | essened, then in md-norning thickened again as shoppers ventured out.
Tourists from Terra and Mars appeared with their guide-tapes and hol ocaneras,
dressed in the transparent body-sheaths and stiff spherical capes of current
fashi on. The noon's natives were easy to spot amd the visitors, for they
wore, if anything, fashions ten years out of date, glinmer-cloth and neters of

hair. | still wore the plain blue clingsuit | had pulled on in Geg's
apartment the night before, and tried to look |ike an observatory worker on
| eave. | wal ked t hrough the second | evel and through the third, avoiding the

| ocation of nmy old apartnent, barely noticing my surroundi ngs.

By mid-afternoon | found myself back on the first level of Luna,
unconfortably hungry, unconfortably sleepy. | found a small cafe, ordered a
sinmple meal, and waited while the machines in the kitchen buzzed and hunmed,
preparing ny food.

A woman at the next table glanced at me, then glanced again. | stared
out the wi ndow at the crowds, hoping that she woul d di sappear, but she canme to
my table and cleared her throat. Reluctantly, | |ooked up at her

"Ch, excuse ne, but aren't you fromdarke? I'msure you are, | was
there | ast week and soneone pointed you out, said you were one of the
linewal kers. I'"msure | renenber you. |'ve never nmet a |inewal ker before.™

"No, I'msorry, you nust be mstaken," | said nervously. "I'mfrom
Gagarin, |'ve just been visiting, |'ve never been outside."

She smled, not believing ne. "I'mpositive | saw you on O arke and
don't usually confuse faces. It's ny business. Do you mnd if | join you?"

| shook ny head, miserable, and she sat beside me. "I'mfrom
TeraDi sPl ays, maybe you' ve seen ne?"

"No, | don't watch much. Excuse ne, here's mny neal."

She continued to snile while the plates were placed before nme. My
hunger routed any manners | had, and | pounced on the food.
"You must be very hungry."

"What ?" | said around a mouthful of salad. "Excuse me. No, | just
ski pped breakfast is all."

"Take your time, then," she said. | glanced up and the neani ng of her
sm | e dawned on ne.

Wl |, why not? She'd have a room sonewhere, registered in her own nane.

| probably | ooked like one of the vagabonds that flitted from planet to pl anet
to noon, perpetually broke and perpetually on the nmove. Broke | certainly
wasn't but being a vagabond served ny purposes. | returned her smle and ate
nmore slowy, listening to her talk.

She free-lanced for TeraDi sPlays, doing interviews, travel shows,
what ever interested her. She'd been on the nobon two nmonths and was returning
to Beijing in a week, having, or so she said, exhausted the possibilities of
the nmoon. She nade one or two nore comments about |inewal kers, but when |

didn't react she let the topic alone. | listened, snmiled, and volunteered only
nmy nane, which she woul d have di scovered anyway.

"Well," she said over coffee, "if you've just cone in from Gagarin,
you'll probably want to clean up. | have a roomnot far fromhere."

I ndeed she did, one of the nbst expensive in Luna's npst expensive
hotel. It contained all the latest refinenments, including enotion-keyed wal l

fields that, as | stepped fromthe sunptuous bat hroom were deep red. The
worman | ay naked on the bed, idly waiting for me, so | went to her and paid for
nmy bed and board. \Wen she finally let me, | fell asleep

| awoke near nightfall. She had dressed and was inpatient to go out. My
rel uctance soon di sappeared, for Greg would never consider searching for me in
t he gaudy and expensive restaurant and ni ghtcl ubs where we passed the evening.
| drank when drinks were placed before me, danced when danci ng was requested,
| aughed when it seenmed appropriate, let nyself be noved fromone activity to
another until, after two early norning hours spent thrashing about on her bed,



she was finally sated and slept. |I lay beside her, tired beyond the point of
sleep, while the small traitor hidden in ny brain told me that this was no
better a solution to ny problenms than any ot her. Badgered and nagged,
dragged nyself fromthe bed.

She slept on while | bathed, gathered ny bag, and left the hotel room
passed through the al nost-deserted | obby and into the darkened streets. The
tourist district around the hotel was bright and alive, even at four in the

morning, and | left it for the smaller, quieter streets. | considered the
faces of the buildings as | wal ked, considered the people within. They sl ept
wel |, these inconpatible conpatriots of mne, each secure in the know edge of

a cal mforever, as unchanging as they thensel ves were unchangi ng. These were
t he people who woul d stare and giggle at ne as | grew nore and nore obviously
the freak. Wuld |I sell nmy ugliness to them as | had sold ny attractiveness
the day before? For all its nelodrama the question was real and bot hered ne.
No, | decided, I would have none of it. Let themfind their freaks el sewhere,
as | would find some life for nyself el sewhere. Tia Ham ey was resigning the
position of pet nonstrosity. Tia Haml ey, wthout Australia, would cope.

And | did. Johns-Rastegar Research Center needed soneone to mind the
sol ar observatory -- five years alone orbiting the sun, holos and tel ef axes,
conpl ete conmputer tie-ins, simulators, stinulators, good pay, no previous
experi ence necessary. They'd been | ooking for someone for two years and t ook
me without a fuss. A week after 1'd left Carke | and my bedraggl ed pack were
shunted up to the station and inmured in solitude.

During nmy third year at the solar station | watched the _Qutbound_ nove
fromthe noon toward the sun, circle our little star, gain nomentum and fling
hersel f out into the blackness of space.

| al rost opened the hatch and wal ked out after her

* 43*

| sat in the diving hold, legs dangling over the Iip of the well. Bel ow
nmy feet the water pul sed and gurgl ed agai nst the sides of the well and on the
transparent doors of the renptes' storage niches. The scent of salt mngled
with the scent of rubber and powder from ny mask and wet-suit, |ying behind ne
on the floor where | had discarded them soon after begi nning an unnecessary
cl eaning. Over and under these scents lay the snell of the hold, netal and
polish. The fl oor vibrated.

Paul was | ocked in his cabin, coping with Benito's death in his own
way. Lonnie and Li slept, deeply sedated; Harkness and Hart sat side by side
in the bridge. Tobias, acconpani ed as al ways by Jenny, had taken over Benito's
functions in the engine roomuntil a full engineer could be flown to us from
the mainland. | had left themin the hold soon after the others fled, nade the
call to the mainland, and cane to the diving hold.

| picked up nmy faceplate and lay down on the floor, pressing the
cool ness against ny skin, feeling the rasp of nmy suit's material across ny
belly and thighs. The chill puckered ny nipples. The facepl ate covered one
hand. | looked at it blankly, feeling guilty.

It was nmy fault, wasn't it? If | hadn't argued with Benito he woul dn't
have been angry, would have thought about a charge building up in the machine,

woul d have checked, would still be alive. Yet | had gone to him seeking
reconciliation, and he had refused it. Was it my fault? | hadn't pushed him
over that generator, hadn't courted his anger. But if we hadn't argued.... And
why had we argued? Why had Benito been so upset at ny liaison with Paul, why
had | let nyself react to his anger? Utimately, did it even nmatter? Benito
was dead and no amount of blame or questioning would change that. The guilt
became a quiet, thorough mourning -- the only nourning, | suspected, that
Benito woul d get.

"Tia?"

| turned nmy head to see Greville standing at the foot of the dropshaft.
"Tia, | uh, | need your help." He cane a few feet into the room
twisting a button of his [ab coat between his fingers. The button came off. He



stared at it with dismay, then put it in his pocket.
"Go away, Geville."
"Tia, please, you re the only one who can help."

"Go away."

"It's Benito."

I waited.

"Well, everyone's |ocked thensel ves up, everyone but you and ne, and,
well..." He stalled, started on another button

"Where's Tobi as?"

"He put everything on automatic and he's | ocked up too. He says he
won't go near the engine roomuntil, as long as, as Benito's, as long as, is
down there."”

"No one's noved Benito's body yet?"

"Well, who would nmove it?" he demanded, tugging at the button

"Greville, what do you want ne to do?"

"Cet rid of it! We sinply can't have it aboard, don't you see? Get rid

of it!"
| thought of Benito, lying alone in the humm ng room and stood.
"Ckay, Geville."
"Thank you," he called over his shoulder as he ran to the dropshaft.
"Die off,” | said to his ascendi ng heels.
Tobi as had covered the broken generator on all sides save the one
nearest Benito, but no one had covered Benito at all. He lay as | had left

him arnms along his sides, legs slightly open, head at an angle. H's hunp was
conpl etely gone now, pushed up through his chest and puddl ed, sticky, along
the floor. He | ooked very small in death, much smaller than he should have.
And cold. | left the engine room took my orange blanket fromthe minaret, and
brought it back.

| filled a pail with soap and water and cl eaned Benito's chest, wi ped
the bl ood and tissue off him and scrubbed the sticky puddle fromthe floor
I'd never handled a corpse before but through ny nunbness | renenbered Sal
digging a grave with brusque tenderness under the hot Australian sun. It made
it easier to wap Benito in the orange bl anket. | tucked in the ends and
brought a floater fromstorage. He was cold and heavy in ny arms as | rolled
himonto the floater, positioned him and checked the tightness of the
bl anket. | activated the floater and took Benito to the diving hold.

| loaded all ny extra, archaic weights onto a spare belt and buckled it
around Benito's waist. The hold echoed with the clacking of |ead on | ead; the
air smelled, still, of salt and water and powder

"Come say goodbye," | said into the intercomby the dropshaft. | sat
besi de Benito and, after a while, rested ny hand on the blanket, over Benito's
shoul der. Water sl apped against the side of the well.

Soneone dropped down the shaft. Tobias. | was too nunb to be surprised.
He hesitated before wal ki ng around the perineter of the hold and toward ne,
stopping well away. He held his hand out. Sitting in his palmwas Benito's
tiny scul pture. It swayed and ticked with the trenbling of Tobias' hand. |
| ooked fromit to the boy's face. The skin around his nmouth was white and
taut, his eyes rinmmed with red.

"I thought," he said, and hesitated. The scul pture shivered. "I thought
he might want this."

He tensed as | approached but let me take the toy fromhis hand. W
both stared down at it.

"Is it always this way?" Tobi as whi spered.

| couldn't answer.

"Tia -- wll this happen to you?"

"I hope not," | whispered.

"O me?"

| |1 ooked up, startled.

"No, not to ne," he continued, backing away. "I won't let it, and you
can't make ne."



| shook ny head. He | ooked |like an Australian nadnman. "Tobi as, please.
Can't we call a truce? Can't we at |east not be enem es?"

"No," he said. "No. You're a freak, Tia. |I'"mnot."
dropshaft and junped up it.

| took the small toy and tucked it into the orange bl anket beside
Benito. | didn't understand why Tobias had brought it, but did understand that
Tobias was insane. It didn't matter. Al that really mattered, now, was
Benito's still shape and the absence of anything to say to it.

How do you make up a funeral service for a dead Immortal ? Sal had said
not hi ng. What do you say to a hunchback? | tried to remenber sonme of the
things | had read years ago in the Library; only tiny snatches cane to ne,

He raced toward the

none of themright. So, finally, | said nothing, touched the bl anket once, and
tilted Benito over the side of the diving well. A few bubbles marked the path
of his descent, and that was that.

| heard a noist noan behind nme, but when | turned all | could see was

the | ower part of Paul's body, moving swiftly up the colum of the shaft.
-------- *44*

"You're out of your mnd!" Geville announced. | ignored him shimying
into ny wet-suit as he shifted fromfoot to foot, winging his hands. Tobi as
and Jenny entered as | sealed my wi st-bands.

"Tia, do you have to...." Jenny asked. | ignored her, too. Tobias
wat ched in silence, then strode to his |ocker and began assenbling his bubble
equi pnent .
"My God, not you too!" Geville said. "Do you know what you're doi ng?"
Tobias' full lips puckered. Greville, alnost frantic, fairly danced.
"One field s already bl own, yours night too," he said, his voice rising
to a squeak. "It's a great risk, a very great risk!"
"I"1l take it," Tobias nuttered. "If she can go down, so can I."
"Tobias...." Jenny began

"I said |I'mgoing down!" he shout ed.

Jenny shook her head and stormed toward the dropshaft. | shrugged and
conti nued checking my recycler

"Tia, please .... Tobias, this is insane...."

Nei t her of us spoke. Greville tossed his hands to his hair in
exasperation and left the hold. I wondered why Tobias was com ng under, but
didn't nuch care. | could lose him under water. | could travel far faster
t han he.

Paul appeared as | pulled the rubber smooth around ny | egs. He stood
gnawi ng at his lower lip.

"Tia, you're not really diving, are you?"

| hoisted ny belt and sealed it in place, adjusting the weights unti
they rested evenly about mny hips.

"Greville says it's dangerous," he offered.

Wai st beam here. Stunner. Knife. Speci nen bags. Chrononeter. Depth
gauge. Conpass. Wist beans. Renote box. Energency bubble. Dye. Buoys.
Inflatable life jacket. d oves.

" Somet hi ng mi ght happen. "

| turned to himfinally. Paul flushed, his gaze |eaping from one object
to another in the hold, his fingers searching for sonething on his snooth,
naked hips to grasp and, failing that, twi sting around each other behind his
back. O course, | thought. Not Benito's body, but the orange bundl e that
represented Benito's body; not Tia's death, but the synmbols of that death.
Necrophilia at one renove, the synmbol rather than the substance, the shroud
and not the corpse. | spread the headsheath and slipped it over ny greying
hai r.

"Go away, Paul," | said. He turned and sprinted across the enptiness of
the hold and up the shaft.

Tobi as seal ed ny headsheath, then turned around while | conpleted the
hook-up of his waist-band. Wen Lonnie failed to appear we took the checklists



and ran through them carefully.

As we finished and approached the lip of the well, Harkness' voice
floated fromthe intercom

"I won't let you go down wi thout some nonitoring,
"You' ve made the safety checks?"

"Yes," | said.

"Very well, then. 1've keyed the remptes for you....'

"I only need one."

"I want themall," Tobias announced. | shrugged.

"Al'l of them are going, anyway," Harkness said. "Tobias, you night as
wel |l start.”

He hesitated at the lip of the well, as though remenbering the |ast
thing that had slipped into the sea, then set his jaw and clinbed down to the
water. | waited until his bubble finished form ng and he noved to one side,

t hen snapped ny face-plate closed and followed himinto the ocean

The current would, by now, have swept Benito's body far fromthe ship,
but | maintained a watchful quiet as we descended. Tobias seened to share it.
A bul ky object wavered in the distance. Tobias had the renptes flood it with
light -- a bed of kelp. A shark floated al ongsi de and swam away t hrough the
transl ucent water. W sank through the real mof fading colors, down toward
H | o.

he said curtly.

"How are you doi ng?" Harkness asked.

"All right," | replied. "W're over the business district. A fair
amount of destruction on the beach side. A couple of structures intact on the
inland side of the main street, hard to tell what they are fromthis distance.
Tobi as, you want to take a | ook?"

"Yes," he said. The renotes dove in response to his signal. W followed
until we hovered before what | ooked to have been a departnment store.

"Building's intact," Tobias said. "I'Il meter stress in a nonent. It
| ooks all right."

"Rich pickings," | comented. Tobias | ooked at ne through the slight
shiver of his bubble, then turned back to the building, staring at the stress
patterns on his screen. After Harkness' go-ahead, a renpte cleared a w ndow.

"Co on in," he said to ne.

"No, thanks. | think I'll take a look around there." | waved nmy armin
the direction of Mtsuyaga's building. "I only need one renote."

"Tia," Harkness said, "as Captain, | think...."

"No. |'m exercising ny independent discovery option so let nme get on
withit, will you?" | signalled a rempte, opened ny jets, and streaked away.

"There she goes!" Tobias yelled. My jets easily outdi stanced his
bubble. | reached the building and was about to enter before |I remenbered the

renote. It followed slowy and close behind it came Tobias and his own
regi ment of renotes.

"Tia, wait," Tobias called. "I'"mon private band. | have to talk with

you. "
| remenbered Benito's toy in Tobias' shaking hand and reached for the

waveri ng nmosses of the doorway, steadying nyself against the faint pull of the

current. At ny signal ny renote entered the | obby and wait for ne. Tobias cane

closer and | toggled ny own transmitter to privacy.

"Wl | ?"
He brushed golden hair fromhis forehead. | couldn't nake out his
expression through faceplate, water, and the bubble-wall, but the novenent of

hi s hands seened hesitant. H's body, |aced with the dark colors of the wires
and el ectrodes, moved like that of a troubled deni god.

"Tobias," | said. "Wat do you want?"

"I don't know," he said. "I -- I'mafraid of you."

| laughed, startled, and he tensed. "Of me?" | said, and | aughed agai n.

"I't's not funny! You don't belong with us, you don't blend. You nake
peopl e unconfortable. And you're a -- | nean, bad things happen when you're

around. Like Benito."



"You nmean I'ma jinx," | said, and turned to go in.

"No! Please, wait. | need to talk to you, | need to understand."”
"Understand what?" | said, with rising anger. "I thought you al ready
understood everything. I'ma freak, remenber? I'ma jinx. Wat do you want ne

to do, Tobi as? D sappear?"
"Yes! Yes, disappear, go away, take the bad things with you. Just go,
you're not wanted here."

"You expect ne to say yes, don't you?" | pushed away fromthe door to
hover just before his bubble and stared at himthrough the shifting splotches
of light. "I don't make bad things. I'mnot responsible for evil. 1'll be gone

soon anyway, but that's not quick enough for you, is it? You don't want to see
me die, right? That's what's bothering you. I'mgoing to die, dead, death,
corpse, rot. I won't go away until | have to, little boy. Perhaps I won't go
away at all."

It was stupid of nme and had | thought |I wouldn't have said any of it. |
put my hand out, but Tobias screanmed, "_|I'mnot your little boy! " and
clutched at his wist-band. The nearest renote rushed me, cutting arns opened.
| spun, tw sted, ducked under one nmetal arm and pushed myself into the
doorway. My nouth was filled with saltwater

We both stared, horrified, at the cut hose dangling fromny nask,
before | turned and fled into the building.

* 45*

My air hose was cut near the tanks: a river of air bubbled toward the
dark ceiling as | sped through the | obby. | slapped the valve shut. | had to
reach Mtsuyaga's room

My lungs burned and ny ears thundered. | couldn't find the staircase.

Li ght fl ooded the | obby behind me as renpotes canme in and Tobi as shout ed
somet hi ng about children at the bottom of the sea, but | nust have been w ong.
He couldn't touch nme through the borders of his bubblesuit. He didn't need to.
| kicked, frantic to avoid the metal killers behind nme, frantic to find the

stairwell. | found it, jetted toward it, crashed against the wall, lost ny
air, rocketed up the stairwell, down the corridor, through the door, follow ng
t he beam of ny light which grew sharper in the mddl e and darker at the sides,
narrowing to a point of silver that was Iight on water, light on air, a square
receding the nore I rushed toward it until | breached it, clawed at the sides,
pull ed nyself into the danp softness of Mtsuyaga's hidden room | clung to

the floor, coughing, gagging, water pouring fromnose and mouth. My throat and
| ungs ached, abraded, while the floor spun below nme. After a while the shaking
st opped.

VWhen | reached to turn off ny light, it wasn't there. Instead of

touching ny tool belt or the rubber of ny suit belowit, | touched the coo
skin of my hip. When | touched my facenmask, | touched ny forehead, ny eyelids.
When | touched my tanks, they were gone. | opened my eyes on bl ackness.

* 46*

Panic rose and | lay still, concentrating on the feeling of the floor
beneath nme. | breathed evenly until | discovered howto go inside nyself and
purge the toxins of fear. The air smelled stale. Goosebunps rose on ny skin
until | adjusted ny internal thernostat and felt warmer. The darkness was
absolute. | knew how | had cone here, | thought. | had foll owed a beam of
light, froma device that, it appeared, | didn't have. Drowning, | had found
time to shed nmy equi pment and wetsuit. Wy?

| calmed nyself further, and thought. W argued, | turned to | eave, a
renote cut my airhose. | canme into the |lobby, | closed the tank valve, | cane
up the stairs, | found the room | entered. | renenbered each step on the
journey except for the one where | lost ny equipnent. | touched ny hip again.
It was still bare.

| thought about the beam of |ight guiding me toward Mtsuyaga's room
where there was no power or light. That | could not change, but could I change



nysel f enough to see?

What are ny eyes?

Cornea, iris, pupil, lens. Sclera, choroid, vitreous body, ciliary
body. Retina. Optic nerve. So.

Sharpen this, here. Strengthen that, yes. And sensitize the other. A
bare phosphorescence of the sea, a gleamng, and | change, touch, nmove. Dim
shapes in the darkness of the room differing shades of blackness. The shapes

gat hered formand definition. | lifted ny hand and counted the scars on ny
fingers, | noved ny legs and watched nmy toes. | could see. Good. Perhaps, in
my panic, | had sharpened ny vision enough to let ne see ny way to this room
That made sense. | could handle that. Cood.

It was good not to have drowned. | was pleased, until | renenbered that

| lay in a rapidly depleting bubble of air at the bottomof the sea, and that
| had no way out.
-------- *47*

A d patterns of thought are hard to break. It took me a period of tine,
unneasurable in the quiet of the room to realize that all this was
nmel odramati c foolishness and that | had a way out at ny figurative fingertips.

If | could alter my vision to see in the darkness, | could alter mnmy oxygen
intake to let a lungful last ne to the surface, and regulate the formation of
ni trogen bubbles in nmy blood to avoid deconpression sickness. | wasn't

condemned to this room | was, in fact, condemmed to very little.

So | fiddled with this and poked at that, and rose through the clear
bl ue waters bel ow the bulk of the _Ilium. Created transparent eyelids bel ow
nmy opaque ones and refined themto handle distortions in the water. Above ne
the dark oval of the ship cane into shape; eventually I found the roundness of
the diving well. | pulled nmyself halfway to the lip and listened. Were were
they? |I raised nmy head to peer around the enpty hold, then raised nyself up
and over the lip of the well.

The hold was enpty and bright, too bright. | snicked back ny new
eyelids, narrowed ny pupils until the light no | onger pai ned nme, sharpened ny
vision until | could count the individual rivets in the vaulted ceiling high
above me, the small pores and lines of ny hand, and was sati sfied.

Padding to nmy locker, | irised it open and found it enpty. Forgotten so
soon, then? O gratefully discarded? No matter. | closed the door and thought
about the nobst surreptitious route between here and the supply hold -- | had
no wi sh to neet themon ny way.

Di ng, dong, the witch is dead! How gleefully they nmust have cl eaned ne
out .

A few nminutes later | canme around a bend in the corridor near the
supply hold, convinced that | was al one, and sl amed into sonebody hard enough
to toss us both back. | junped up at his cry of surprise and saw Hart, flat on
his back, staring at ne in shock. The cry becanme a yell of terror as he
scranbled to his feet and shot around the bend, |eaving the charts and maps he
had carried scattered behind him | slunped against the wall, so frightened
that it took me minutes to cal mthe pounding of nmy heart. Then | sharpened ny
hearing and, nore cautiously, went on ny way.

One renote, well stocked, would nmeet nost of ny needs, but | wanted a
few ot her pieces of equipnent, and food to supplenent the renote's survival
rati ons. Then back to my underwater room Wth some care, | should be able to
avoid a repeat of the corridor m shap

| found a floater in the supply hold and I oaded it with the equi pnent |
wanted. It would make life nore confortable: two powerpacks, an extra
recycler, a mniature generator that ran on salt water and was barely enough,
but enough, to recharge the powerpacks. The generator was another of Benito's
toys; its run-off was potable water, and |I remenbered his glee as he
denonstrated it to nme that first time. Anything el se? Yes, a homi ng signal to
guide the renote fromthe _Ilium to Mtsuyaga's building. Then to the galley,
al so deserted, where | tucked food into bubble packs. No need to be greedy: as



long as the _Illium_ floated here | had ready access to what | needed.
wondered if they had found a substitute engineer yet. | took the floater the
diving hold, |oaded a renote, followed it underwater and, hol ding the hom ng
signal, swam down.

Was there anything nore for me aboard the _Illium? Just curiosity, and
| could afford, | decided, to indulge it. Wiere were the Imortals? | couldn't
| eave them | decided, without a final glance. And if the gl ance were of

gloating and triunmph, what of it? | deserved to crow
* 48*

| snuck into the Museum peered through one of the nmany arches al ong
the sunlit chanber, found no one. The quality of the Iight was wong. Wen
cane fully into the room| saw that every mirror was shattered, slivers and
bands of glass |lying broken am d the cracked di splay cases; the floor
glistened with refracted light. | picked ny careful, barefoot way through the
chaos. Who? Why? Because of ne, in sonme way; ny displays were the nost
damaged, ny discoveries all destroyed. The newest display, the pens found in
the ruins of Hilo, were gone. The roomwas no | onger mine, the work and skil
and nenories exorcised with fury; |I glanced along it again and |eft.

In the engine roomthe generators thrunmed around nme. Still scattered
at the base of the broken generator were Benito's tools, forgotten amd the
hul ki ng bronze nonsters. O, perhaps, the Imortals had fastened superstitions
on themand they would Iie forever on the polished floor, the only tonbstone
Benito woul d have. As, perhaps, the Museum woul d be m ne? It seened

appropriate. | wal ked around the tools, clinbed to the revolving platform and
stood above the ranks of dials and gauges.

Smal |, highly col ored scenes flashed by ne as | stood, ny fingers
brushing the cool plasteel of the control board. Benito hunched over the dials
and buttons, manipulating the controls as the _Ilium descended into the sea.

Benito creating his toy, his sculpture, with microscopic precision. Benito
flung over the naked side of the generator, dying to protect his ship as nuch
as to protect those who sailed on her. Benito in orange wool.

Sonet hi ng broke against the floor. | turned to see Tobias notionl ess
agai nst the bul k of the dead generator, his eyes inmense. A large glassite
voltmeter lay shattered at his feet.

Scared witless.

"Tobias," | said, grinned, stretched ny hand toward himin sardonic
greeting. He | eaped backward, striking his shoul der against the generator. The
noti on broke the seals of his voice.

"I killed you," he said. "You're dead. | killed you. | brought your
suit back, you're _dead! "

"Want to touch ny arm Tobias? |I'mnot even close to dead. Here,
touch. "

_"Stay away fromne!" _

"Think I'ma ghost? You didn't hurt me, not at all."

"That's what | told them 1 said you killed yourself, that you stripped
of f your suit. They can't prove you didn't. W had an argunent because you
woul dn't obey orders, even Harkness' orders, and you got angry and killed
yoursel f. You're dead. The renotes have voice tapes, Geville has your suit.
You' re dead!"

"I killed nyself because | was angry?" | grinned. "Despite the cut
ai rhoses? O the shut valve on the tank? Do they believe you, Tobias?"
| aughed. "They send nmurderers to Australia. Shall we neet there, me dying and
you condemed?" | noved toward him "I could save you, Tobias, sinply by not
bei ng dead. Shall 17?"

He stepped backward, into the shattered glassite. H s foot bled but his
expression didn't change.

"The Museum Tobias, did you do that, too?"

"Ti-a," he said. "Wat kind of children do you have?"

"You filthy little bastard." | reached for his face.



He dove to the floor, lifted the |laser torch fromBenito's pile of
tools, and leveled it at ne.

"No, Tobias," | whispered. "Be sensible. They mi ght believe you, now
Let me go. They'll send you to Australia if you do this. Tobias?"
H s eyes didn't change. "I'Il be in Australia anyway," he said

"Not here, Tobias. You'll blow up the ship, everyone will die. Not
here.”

Hi s gaze flashed fromme to the reginments of generators. | |eaped over
the edge of the platformand crouched. Above me, Tobias bel | owed.

| scurried toward the generators and ducked behind the cl osest one, the
one on which Benito had di ed. Tobias screaned nmy nanme, his feet pounded on the

nmetal deck. | ran through the bronze and gol den nonsters, hearing the
tell-tale slap of nmy bare feet against the echoing deck. The shuttered door
gl eaned dully on the far wall, in sight and out again as | ducked and ski dded

and slid, and wished that | could fly.

| slapped the pal mlock on the door as | bounced against it, junped out
of sight beyond the generators and, as the door irised open |I |eaped through
it and sprinted down the corridor. | slid into a branching corridor, into
another, into a third, and slunped against the wall, panting, shaking.
couldn't hear beyond the pounding in my ears. Every newfound skill fled from
ne.

My heel scraped against the wall; the sound sent me bounding into the
corridor. Tobias screamed and the wall near ne bubbl ed viscously at the
| aser's touch.

| dove up the dropshaft, knowing he couldn't fire the laser torch for
another thirty seconds. The bar for the third deck rushed downwards. | grabbed
it, swng out of the tube, and sprinted down the corridor toward the wi de
bal cony surrounding the well. | needed a floater, a flyer, w ngs, anything,
but found nothing. Tobias flew fromthe dropshaft and sent a beam of |i ght
chasing across the enptiness of the well toward ne. | slipped on the tiles,
ski dded on ny hip, smashed agai nst the bal ustrade, and spun off. Ahead of ne,
a section of corridor hissed into slag.

| crouched and scuttled al ong the bal cony and he paced me, waiting for

the laser to charge again. | stared back at him each glinpse punctuated by
t he bal cony's supports.
_"Ti-a!"_ he shouted. His voice echoed. It couldn't be Tobias, not that
white and staring face, the bulging eyes, the twisted nouth. _I'm_ the
ni ght mare, | thought as he shouted ny nane again.
At the corner the railing becane solid, cutting ny view | paused,

tense, knowing that his |aser was charged again. My skin felt slick with cold
sweat .

"What's going on here?" the intercombarked. It jerked Tobi as'
attention up. | dashed to the dropshaft, flew up the gleam ng shaft, grabbed
the bar at the top and catapulted onto the nosaic flight deck. Again | |ost ny
footing and slid behind a hopper. | grabbed a strut and held tight, trying to
catch nmy breath. The side of the hopper sizzled and | tore across the deck
toward the minaret. There was nowhere el se to go.

Voi ces shouted -- | couldn't tell whether they came fromthe intercom
or not. It didn't matter, they barely nmade sense.

"What is it? What -- "

"“...laser! Stop! I conmand -- "

"I told you it was here! | told you -- "

"Stop them Stop them™

"Who? What ?"

_"Tiiiiiii -- aaaaal"_

The staircase twisted, slippery. |I ran up it with Tobias one curve
behind nme. | ran faster, terrified of tripping, terrified of stopping,

terrified of falling, terrified of slowing, and finally burst onto the topnopst
wal k, the narrow | edge that girdled the mnaret fifteen meters above the
waterline. No exit, no crevices, no niches, no place to hide. | couldn't stop



running and ran all the way around the ledge until it brought me wthin sight
of the staircase again as Tobias junped onto the | edge and saw ne. | stopped
and put my hand to the nminaret's cold wall. He held the | aser steady, the dim
green ready-light glowing along its barrel. There was nowhere left to go.
"Tobias. Stop it. Please."
Tobi as' nmouth noved, forming a word | couldn't hear. He paced toward

"It's not a game, Tobias. Stop now. Tobi as?"

| didn't understand why he didn't just kill me. Footsteps sounded on
t he stairway, voices shouted on the deck bel ow, Tobias chewed his word
i naudi bly. Hi s hand never shook

_"Tobias!"_ Jenny raced onto the | edge and froze, but his gaze on ne
didn't waver. The laser lifted as he sighted, carefully, his finger on the
trigger.

_"STOP!'" | screamed with ny nouth, with my mind, with ny guts, with ny
soul. _STOP!

And Tobi as st opped.

Hi s expression did not change as he toppled forward and lay still. One

hand dangl ed over the drop to the flight deck. His finger relaxed fromthe
trigger.

| ran to himbut Jenny got there first. W rolled himover. His lips
twitched and | bent |ower, straining to hear

"Mot her," Tobias said, and left me staring into clear and lifeless

eyes. His chest, below ny hand, enptied and was still. Jenny stood and,
shocked and bewi |l dered, | |ooked up at her
"I tried to tell you," she said flatly. "He's as nortal as you are."
"But -- " I said. "I'"'mnot his -- "

"It doesn't matter. You killed him" Jenny shuddered, sat on the deck
and stared with eyes as |lifeless as Tobias' out across the sea.

* 49*
Beyond Jenny the other Inmortals clustered at the top of the stairs.
Har kness clutched the rail, knuckles white, white around the corners of his

clenched jaws; Greville behind him staring, his face al nost as bl eached as
the dyed tufts of his hair. Hart, body shaking. Li. Lonnie. Paul, face

scrubbed of any enotion at all, beautiful in his shock. And Jenny, as blank as
a statue. Slowy their attention shifted fromthe death to the doer. | was
i npal ed by their gaze.

"Please. | didn't nean ... did you hear him... | didn't want..." But |
_did_ want. "He was going to kill...." But _|I_ had killed. Had left him al one

on the sunbaked | edge, the only other one |ike ne, dead of my fraudul ent
superiority, of my panicked pride. | had nurdered Tobias. And had no weapon |
could fling away for _|I_ had done it. Al by nyself.

"Please." | took a step toward them and they backed away from ne,
groping with their feet and still staring. W noved in silence, across the
| edge, down the sun-drenched, w nding staircase. | could no nore nove away
fromthemthan they could cone toward ne. Down and down, |eaving Jenny and her
dead | over alone at the crest of the _Ilium. How nany people had | killed up
t here?

They cl unped on the npsaic deck, noving as one entity fromnme as |
wal ked toward the edge of the ship. | turned when | reached the rail, saw them
huddl ed t oget her by the hopper and, high above, the spire of Jenny's body
et ched agai nst the bl ueness of the sky.

"I"'msorry," | whispered, and slid over the edge.

* 50*

Hours passed, maybe days. The room humred around me, enmitting Iight and
warnth, air circulated, food sat untouched about the walls of the anteroom |
sat at the entrance to Mtsuyaga' s ki ngdom unable to nove after | had pl ugged
the renote into the circuitry and provi ded power.



"Mt her," he had said. He was no child of mne; | had no children,
could not have children. "He's as nortal as you are." As |? Dying? "Mother,"
he said, after | killed him

| sat in the hold nmending a weight belt, that nonent years ago when
Geville wafted down the shaft foll owed by gold perfection. One is drawn to
t he beautiful and strange, a draw ng neither of |ove nor hate, but sinply of
presence. Magnet and filings; one has to stare. Tobias saw ne and turned pale,
eyes round, fingers stiff and open. The Immortal reaction taken to an extrene,
| thought, and retreated to sarcasm | had been wong, all the way down the
line. No child of mne, that gol den boy; did he watch his future in nmy self?
Was t hat why he hated?

| had cried in the veldt and nmoved in terror through the streets of a
dozen cities, fleeing fromplanet to planet and staring into mrrors for the
claws of age ... Had Tobias? But | was never as beautiful as he. Not |I. And he
was no child of mne

| had never asked his age, never known it until he whispered it to ne
on the run, and | hadn't stopped to reason why.

"No, there's no one like me. Do you find that a relief?"

“I tried to tell you. He's as nortal as you are.”

Jenny stared with eyes as enpty as her lover's. How nany people did
kill up there?

No, he was no child of mne. But he could have been; he m ght as well

have been. There was no virtue in ne. | hated them for being cl ose-n nded, but
| was no different. | hated them for fearing change and novelty, but | was no
different. | hated themfor not being like me. | wished | had the courage to

| augh. There was nothing | was that they could not be. There was not hing they
were that was beyond ne, except perhaps imortality. Which they didn't
deserve. And neither did I

Around nme stood a madman's attenpt to foil nortality. It hadn't worked
for himand it probably wouldn't work for nme, but | had, literally, nothing to
lose. | couldn't return to the _Illium and once it sailed, | couldn't foll ow
it. My resources, even enhanced as they were, would not take nme so far. |
| ooked at the bul k of the machi nes and thought about Tobi as' gol den face.

He might as well have been ny child. Let nmy payment for his life be the
peril of nmy own. He should have been ny son

| passed down the long roomuntil | stood before the |ast machi ne. When
| touched the grey spot the lunp cracked in half to reveal, set on a snall
bl ack | edge within, a stoppered flask. Nothing else. | took the flask in ny

hand, watching the grey liquid nove within, as thin and light as water. Al it
| acked was a | abel reading "Drink Me."

Behi nd me, a couch rose fromthe floor. | lay on it, unstoppered the
flask, lifted it, silently toasted Tobias, and drank the fluid. Sonething
prof ound shifted, as though the universe changed gears. | closed ny eyes and

let the enpty bottle fall away.

The darkness behind ny eyelids gave way to streanmers of delight,
tendrils of euphoria, sly vines of pleasure. And beyond, nothing. To surrender
to the flood was to slip forever into ecstasy, into the dance of nonbei ng. But
| searched for meaning, not death, not ecstasy. Wuld not use Tobias' fate, or
Benito's, or ny own, sinply to retreat nore elegantly fromthe question. |
waited, torn and patient, for neaning to arrive.

Slowy, then, ny perceptions sharpened and | saw divisions within the
swirling, the constants anid the change. The pattern grew clearer, the manic
danci ng becane ordered, stable, alnpst set in its change. Reassured,
ventured into it.

This was imrediately famliar, once into it. This the expansion of ny
lungs, this the beating of my heart, all the solid internalities. Thick and
strong, these cords and convol utions, binding the parts to one whole.
reached for the brighter, lighter pulses of ny senses: sight, and the colors
shifted and churned, blazed and nel |l owed; sound, and great, conplex chords
surrounded ne, carillons pealed anmid the high, young voices of flutes. Smell,



and | was besieged by subtle fragrances that seeped through ny entire being,
that bl ended and danced with the bells and colors. And taste, and touch; |
opened nyself to the flood, enbraced, praised, danced with the dances of ny
body. And noved on

| came up against the shell of my skin and pressed against it as though
agai nst the transparent walls of a cage. The universe waited on the other
side, every sensuous touch and every spark of know edge that could ever be. |
wanted all of it. | pressed, turned, cooled my yearning, reached, shaped, and
found an opening that, in panic, | had found before; | lay upon the couch and
then |I stood over it. The small flask rolled to the floor

Was this how | had done it before, escaping Tobias' renote? It mnust
have been, a door found in terror that |I found again in calm | pictured the
fl ooded | obby, stepped through the insubstantial opening, and shivered in the
press of cold black water. When | returned to the room | dripped water on the
velvet. | warned nmyself - it took barely a thought - and | ay down once nore.
This time, when | pressed against the shell of my skin, | slid through it as I
used to slide through the sea.

Menories inundated ne - the desert house of my chil dhood, the cool ness
of lizards on ny palm ny nother's voice, dead vol canoes rearing agai nst an
i ntense sky, the burnt hole of Nevada buzzing on the air-shuttle's counter
the caves of ice below the pole. And, m xed with the rest, nonments of fear and
pai n and shattered i nnocence. Treatments. Hospitals. Distrust. Hatred. Terror
The web of ny life linked by a web of tears; it came to me that fifty years of
self-pity is a crimnal waste. | let it go, the little girl wailing in South
Africa, the heartbroken child on the noon, the _Illiums_bitter wonman, the
angry self-hatred that had becone the way | breathed. Anmazing how deeply these
t hreads were worked into ne but | followed each one, pulling it from ne,
watching it dissolve even as it energed

VWen the threads were gone | reached toward the conmponent pieces of ny
self, turned them nudged them urged and pushed and settled and shaped unti
t he dancers each noved to the same pul se and the harnony was a creation of the
dance, the dance the result of harnony. | felt the possibilities within ne,
touched the nexus of change. Presence and power called to me from beyond
nmysel f, and a new urgency suffused me. A single, sinple step waited, but I
hesitated. Sonething was still mssing. | was conplete within myself, but
al one within myself. To make that step now would take me only around and not
forward.

| touched the novenent of the dance, felt its steadiness and,
reassured, rose through the layers of the sea.

*51*

| rise as an essence, as a wave noves, every particle of water
different amd the force of the whole. Enchanted with nmy flowi ng, imersed in
nmoverrent and curious, infinitely curious.

The ship glows in the moonlight. | absorb its beauty as | nove through
it. Harkness has cried hinself to sleep, lies snoring exhausted in his lover's
arms while Hart stares at the unseen ceiling overhead and does not understand.
Peace, Hart. Li noves am d piles of cheese in the galley, confusion assuaged
by mounting trays of pastries. It's a lonely universe, Li. Take such confort
as you may. Lonnie lies sleeping in Paul's arnms, drugged safely beyond the
reach of dreans; her nind is a sponge that survives by absorbing. And Paul
lies beside her, disturbed and confused, thinking vague, lustful thoughts
about Australia. But the urgings of his sub-conscious are closed to him and
he knows not why he craves. Sleep, Paul. They are all me, part of ne, as | am
all them

Geville sits notionless beside Jenny's still form Feeling
responsi ble, feeling concerned, feeling horror, feeling pain. I am surprised
at Greville's mdnight thoughts, here where he has no inage to maintain. And
Jenny, mind closed tight, desperately blank, desperately awake. | nove into

her mind, into the strangeness of her thoughts that are so nmuch |Iike ny own,



and find small gaps, possibilities of confort, chances of aid. Delicate,
delicate -- | reach to her and feel the tiniest flicker of response, and ny
worl d shivers with energy.

Above the mantle of cloud lie the infinite reaches of space, the

pul sing center of the universe, joy and |ight and peace. | reach to it
briefly, a promise, then turn and bend nyself toward Jenny's mnd. | have work
to do.
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