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Thisisthe second in an annua series of anthologies intended to bring together in one convenient volume
the best science-fiction stories of the year. It isone of three such anthologies now being published, and,
like the other two, it reflects the tastes and prejudices of editors who have had decades of experiencein
reading and writing science fiction. That these three anthol ogies have such widely differing contentsisa
tribute not only to the ability of expertsto disagree but dso to the wedth of fine shorter materia being
produced today in the science-fiction world.

Such annud anthologies are along-standing tradition in sciencefiction. Thefirst of dl the Year’ sBest
Science Fiction anthologies appeared in the summer of 1949. It was edited by Everett F. Bleiler and T.E.
Dikty, apair of scholarly science-fiction readers with long experiencein thefield, and it was called, not
entirely gppropriately (snceit drew entirely on materia published in 1948), The Best Science Fiction
Stories: 1949.

Sciencefiction then was avery smd| entity indeed—ahandful of garish-looking magazines with names
likePlanet Stories andThrilling Wonder Stories, adozen or so books ayear produced by
semi-professiona publishing houses run by old-time s-f fans, and the very occasiond short story by the
likes of Robert A. Heinlein inThe Saturday Evening Post or some other well-known dick magazine. So
esoteric agpecies of reading-matter wasit that Bleiler and Dikty found it necessary to provide their

book, which wasissued by the reatively minor mainstream publishing house of Frederick Fell, Inc., with
two separate introductory essays explaining the nature and history of sciencefiction to uninitiated readers.

In those days science fiction was &t its best in the short lengths, and the editors of The Best Science
Fiction: 1949 had plenty of splendid materid to offer. There were two stories by Ray Bradbury, both
later incorporated inThe Martian Chronicles, and Wilmar Shiras sfine superchild story “In Hiding,” and
an excdlent early Poul Anderson story, and one by Isaac Asmov, and haf adozen others, dl of which
would be received enthusiastically by modern readers. The book did fairly well, by the modest sales
sandards of its era, and the Bleiler-Dikty series of annua anthologies continued for another decade or
0.

Toward the end of itserathe Bleiler-Dikty collection was joined by avery different sort of Best of the
Y ear anthology edited by Judith Merril, whose sophisticated literary tastesled her to go far beyond the
sf magazines, offering stories by such outsidersto thefield as Jorge Luis Borges, Jack Finney, Donad
Barthelme, and John Steinbeck cheek-by-jowl with the more familiar offerings of Asmov, Theodore
Sturgeon, Robert Sheckley, and Clifford D. Simak. The Merril anthology, inaugurated in 1956, aso
lasted about a decade; and by then science fiction had become big business, with new magazines
founded, shows likeStar Trek gppearing on network television, dozens and then hundreds of novels
published every year. Since the 1960s no year has gone by without its Best of the Y ear collection, and
sometimes two or three simultaneoudy. Such distinguished science-fiction writers as Frederik Pohl, Harry
Harrison, Brian Aldiss, and Lester del Rey took their turns at compiling annua anthologies, dong with
veteran book editorslike Donald A. Wollheim and Terry Carr.

In modern timesthe definitive Y ear’ s Best Anthology has been the series of encyclopedic collections
edited by Gardner Dozois since 1984. Its eighteen mammoth volumes so far provide a definitive account
of the genrein the past two decades. More recently a second annua compilation has arrived, edited by
an equally keen observer of the science-fiction scene, David A. Hartwell. And if thereisroomin thefield
for two sets of opinions about the year’ s outstanding work, perhaps thereisroom for athird. And so,
herewith, yet another Y ear’ s Best Science Fiction anthology, in which along-time writer/editor and his
writer/editor wife have gathered agroup of the science-fiction stories of 2002 that gave them the greatest
reading pleasure.

—Robert Silverberg



—Karen Haber

Tourist

by Charles Stross

Spring-Hedled Jack runs blind, blue fumes crackling from his hedls: hisright hand, outstretched for
balance, clutchesamark’ s stolen memories. Hisvictim isjust Stting up on the hard stones of the
pavement, wondering what’ s happened; maybe he looks after the fleeing youth, but the tourist crowds
block the view and in any case he has no hope of catching the mugger. Hit-and-run amnesiais what the
poliscdl it, but to Spring-Hedled Jack it’ sjust more loot to buy fud for his Russian army-surplus
motorised combat boots.

Thevictim of the mugging sts on the cobblestones clutching his aching templesWhat happened? he
wonders. The universeisabrightly coloured blur of fast-moving shapes augmented by deafening noises.
His glasses are rebooting continuoudy: they panic every eght hundred milliseconds, whenever they redise
that they’ re alone on his persond area network without the comforting support of amemory hub to tell
them where to send hisincoming sensory feed. Two of his mobile phones are bickering moronicdly,
disputing ownership of hisgrid bandwidth.

A tal blonde clutching an dectric chainsaw sheathed in pink bubble-wrap leans over him curioudy: “you
dright?’ sheasks.

“I—" he shakes hishead, which hurts. “Who am |7 His medical monitor is aarmed because his blood
pressure hasfdlen: hispulseisracing, and ahost of other biometrics suggest that he' s going into shock.

“I think you need an ambulance,” the woman announces. She mutters at her lapdl: “phone, cdl an
ambulance” Shewavesafinger vaguely at the victim then wanders off, chainsaw clutched under one
am, asif embarrassed at theidea of involving hersef: typica southern eacutemigreacute behaviour in the
Athens of the North. The man shakes his head again, eyes closed, as aflock of girls on powered blades
skid around him in aelaborate loops. A sren beginsto warble, over the bridge to the north.

Who am I"Awvonders the man on the pavement. “I’'m Manfred,” he says with a sense of stunned wonder.
Helooks up at the bronze statue of aman on a horse that |ooms above the crowds on this busy street
corner. Someone has plastered aHello Cthulhu! holo on the plague that namesitsrider: languid fluffy
pink tentacleswave at himin an attack ofkawai . “I’m Manfred—Manfred. My memory. What's
happened to my memory?’ Elderly Maaysian tourists point at him from the open top deck of apassing
tour bus. He suddenly burns with asense of horrified urgency.l was going somewhere, he recallsWhat
was | doing? It was amazingly important, he thinks, but he can’t remember what exactly it was. He was
going to see someone about—it’ son thetip of histongue—

We cometo the eve of the third decade: atime of chaos.

Mogt of the thinking power on the planet is now manufactured rather than born; there are ten
microprocessors for every human being, and the number is doubling every fourteen months. Population
growth in the developing world has stdled, the birth rate dropping below replacement levd: in thewired
nations, more forward-looking politicians are looking for ways to enfranchise their nascent Al base.

Space exploration is il stalled on the cusp of the second recession of the century. The Maaysian
government has announced the goa of placing an Imam on Marswithin ten years, but nobody €lse cares



enoughtotry.

The Space Settlers Society is il trying to interest DisneyCorp in the mediarightsto their latest L5
colony plan, unaware that there' saready acolony out there and it isn’'t human: first-generation uploads,
Cdifornian spiny lobstersin wobbly symbiosiswith elderly expert systems, thrive aboard an asteroid
mining project established by the Franklin Trust. (The lobsters had needed sanctuary, away from a planet
overflowing with future-shocked primates. In return for Franklin beaming a copy of their state vector out
over the deep space tracking network, they agreed to run his cometary Von Neumann factory.)

Two years ago JPL, the ESA, and the uploaded lobster colony on comet Kruschev-7 picked up an
apparently artificid sgna from outside the solar system; most people don’t know, and of those who do,
even fewer care. After al, if NASA can't even put aman on the moon. ..

Portrait of awasted youth:

Jack is seventeen years and eleven months old. He has never met his father; he was unplanned, and Pa
managed to kill himsdlf in abuilding site accident before the Child Support could garnish hisincomefor
the upbringing. His mother raised him in atwo bedroom association flat in Hawick. Sheworked in acall
centre when he was young, but business dried up: humans aren’t needed on the end of a phone any

more. Now she worksin adrop-in business shop, stacking shelvesfor virtua fly-by-nights that come and
go liketouristsin the Festival season—but humans aren't in demand for shelf stacking ether, these days.

His mother sent Jack to aloca religious school, where he was regularly excluded and effectively ran wild
from the age of twelve. By thirteen, he was wearing a parole cuff for shoplifting: by fourteen he'd broken
his collar-bonein acar crash while joyriding and the dour presbyterian sheriff sent him to the Wee Frees,
who completed the destruction of his educationa prospectswith high principlesand anillicit tawse.

Today he' sagraduate of the hard school of avoiding public surveillance cameras, with distinctionsin
seganographic dibi congruction. Mostly this entails high-density crime—if you' re going to mug

someone, do so where there are so many by-standers that they can’t pin the blame on you. But the Polis
expert systems are catching up with him: if he keepsit up at thisrate, in another four monthsthey’ll havea
positive statistical correlation that will convince even ajury of his peersthat he' s guilty asfuck—and then
he'll go down to Saughton for four years.

But Jack doesn't understand the meaning of a Gaussian distribution or the Sgnificance of achi-squared

test, and the future still 1ooks bright to him as he pulls on the chunky spectacles he ripped off the tourist

gawking at the statue on North Bridge. And after amoment, when they begin whispering into hisearsin
stereo and showing him pictures of the tourist’ svision, it looks even brighter.

“Gottamake adedl, gottaclose aded,” whisper the glasses. “ Get arunner, liberate the potentia.” Weird
graphsin lurid colours arefilling up his periphera vision, like the halucinations of adrugged marketroid.

“Who thefuck areye?’ asks Jack, intrigued by the bright lights and icons.

“I amyou, you are we, got adedl to close,” murmur the glasses. “Dow Jones down fifteen points,
Federated Confidence up three, incoming briefing on causal decoupling of socia control of skirt hem
lengths, shaving pattern of beards, and emergence of multidrug antibiotic resistance in gram negative
becilli: acoept?’

“Ahcantak it,” Jack mumbles, and atorrent of images crashes down on his eyeballs and jackhammers
itsway in through his earslike the superego of adisembodied giant. Which isactudly what he's stolen:



the glasses and wai st pouch he grabbed from the tourist are stuffed with enough hardware to run the
entireinternet, circathe turn of the millennium. They’ ve got bandwidth coming out the wazoo, distributed
engines running a bazillion inscrutabl e search tasks, and awhole dew of high-level agentsthat collectively
form alarge chunk of the society of mind that istheir owner’ s persondity. Their owner isan agalmic
entrepreneur, a posthuman geniuslocii of the net who catayses vaue wherever he goes, leaving money
trees growing in hisfootprints. Thisman doesn’t believe in zero-sum games, in aloser for every winner.
And Jack has stolen his memories. There are microcams built into the frame of the glasses, pickupsin the
ear-pieces,; everything is spooled into the holographic cache in the belt pack, before being distributed for
remote storage. At four months per terabyte, memory storage is cheap: what makes this bunch so
unusud isthat their owner—Manfred—nhas cross-indexed them with his agents.

Inavery red sense, the glassesare Manfred, regardless of the identity of the soft machine with its
eyeballs behind thelenses. And it isavery puzzled Manfred picks himsalf up and, with a curious vacancy
in his head—except for ahesitant request for information about accessoriesfor Russian army
boots—dusts himsdlf off, and heads for his meeting on the other side of town.

“Something, heis not there, something iswrong ,” says the woman. She raises her mirrorshades and rubs
her |eft eye, visbly worried. With crew-cut hair, and wearing a black trouser suit with narrow lapels, she
looks like a G-man from a 1960’ s conspiracy movie.

Gianni nods and leans back, regarding her from behind his desk. “Manfred are proneto fits of do his
own thing with telling nobody in advance,” he points out. “ Do you have concrete reason to suspect
something iswrong?’ Despite hiswords he looks dightly worried. Manfred is a core team member;
losing him &t this point could be more than embarrassing. Besdes, he' safriend—for posthuman vaues of
friendship.

The office trandator isgood, but it can't provide real-time lip-synch morphing between French and
Italian: Annette has to make an effort to listen to his words because the shape of hismouth isal wrong,
like a badly-dubbed video. And the desk switches from black ash to rosewood abruptly, halfway across
itsexpanse, and the air currentsare al wrong. “His answerphone, it is very good: like Manfred, it does
not lieconvinaingly.”

“But it does't passthe Turing test. Yet.”

“Non.” A smile flashes across her face, rapidly replaced by worry lines. “Where can he be? Y ou are
reyingonhimand I—"

Theminister prods at the highly polished rosawood desktop; the woodgrain dips, diding into astrangely
different conformation, generating random dot stereoi sograms—messages for hiseyesonly. “Y ou will
find himin Scotland,” he says after amoment. “ That was on his Outlook. | find it harder to trace his exact
wheregbouts—the privacy safeguards—but if you, as next of kin by common law, travel in person...”

“I go_”
Thewoman in black stands up, surprising avacuum cleaner that skulks behind her desk. “Au revoir!”
“Cian.”

As she vacates her office the minister flickers off behind her, leaving the far wall the dull grey of acold
display panel. Outside, she' s cut off from the shared groupspace that she, and Gianni, and the rest of the
team, have established. Gianni isin Rome; she' sin Paris, Markusisin Dussddorf, and Eva sin



Wrocklaw. There are others, trapped in digital cells scattered hafway across an elderly continent: but as
long asthey don’t try to shake hands they’ re free to shout across the office at each other. Their
confidences and dirty jokestunnel through multiple layers of anonymized communication: Gianni can
swing the best facilities, and it’ sagood thing too. HeE' s making his break out of regiond politicsand into
European nationd affairs. their job—nhis eection team—isto get him a seat on the Confederacy
Comission, as Representative for Intelligence Oversight, and push the boundaries of post-humanitarian
action outward, into deep space and deeper time. Which makestheir casual working conversation
profoundly interesting to certain people: the walls have ears, and not dl the brains attached to them are
human. Annette is more worried than she’ sletting on to Gianni. It' s unlike Manfred to be out of contact
for long: even odder for hisreceptionist to sonewdll her, given that her apartment isthe nearest thingto a
home he' shad for the past couple of years. But something smellsfishy. He snesked out |ast night, saying
it would be an overnight trip, and now he's not answering.Could it be his ex-wife? she wonders. but no,
there' s been no word from the obsessive bitch for months, other than the sarcastic cards she despatches
every year without fail, timed to arrive on the birthday of the daughter Manfred has never met. The music
mafia? A letter bomb from the Copyright Enforcement Front? But no, his medica monitor would have
been screaming its head off if anything like that had happened. She's organised things so that he' s safe
from theintellectual property thieves, lent him the guiding hand he needs. She getsaawarm sense of
accomplishment whenever she considers how complementary their abilities are: how much of amesshe
wasin before he met her for the second time, eyes meeting across amicrosat launcher in an abandoned
supermarket outside London. But that’ s exactly why she' sworried now. The watchdog hasn’t barked. ..

Annette takes ataxi to Charles de Gaulle, uses her parliamentary carte to bump an executive class seat
on the next A320 to Turnhouse, Edinburgh’ sarport. The planeis climbing out over laManche beforeit
hits her: what if the Franklin Collectiveisn’'t as harmless as he thinks?

The hospitd emergency suite has awaiting room with green plastic bucket seats and subtractive volume
renderings by pre-teens stuck to the wallslike surreal Lego sculptures. It sdeeply slent, the available
bandwidth all sequestrated for medical monitors—there are children crying, periodic Srenswailing as
ambulances draw up, and people chattering al around him, but to Manfred it’ slike being at the bottom of
adeep blue pool of quiet. He feels stoned, except there’ s no euphoriawith this drug. Corridor-corner
vendors hawk kebab-spitted pigeons next to the chained and rusted voluntary service booth; video
cameras watch the blue bivvy bags of the chronic caseslined up next to the nursing ation. Alonein his
own head, Manfred isfrightened and confused.

“I can't check you in’lessyou sign the confidentidity agreement,” saysthetriage nurse, pushing an
antique clipboard at Manfred’ sface. Servicein the NHS is till free, but steps have been taken to reduce
the incidence of scandas: “sign the nondisclosure clause here and here, or the house officer won't see
you.”

Manfred stares blearily up at the nurse' s nose, which isred and dightly inflamed from anosocomid
infection. His phones are bickering again, and he can't remember why; they don’'t normally behave like
this, something must be missing, but thinking about it ishard. “Why am | here?” he asksfor thethird time.

“Sgnit.” A penisthrust into his hand. He focusses on the page, jerks upright as deeply canalized reflexes
kickin.

“Thisistheft of human rights! 1t says here that the party of the second part is enjoined from disclosing
information relating to the operations management triage procedures and processes of the said

healthgiving indtitution, that’ syou, to any third party—that’ s the public media—on pain of forfeiture of
health benefits pursuant to section two of the Health Service Reform Act. | can’'t sign thisl Y ou could



reposess my |eft kidney if 1 post on the net about how long I’ ve been in hospital!”
“Sodon't 9gn, then.” The nurse shrugs, hitches up his sari, and walks away: “enjoy your wait!”

Manfred pulls out his backup phone and stares at its megapixd display. “ Somethingwrong here” The
keypad beeps as he laborioudy inputs opcodes. This gets him into an X.25 PAD, and he has avague,
disturbing memory that hints about where he can go from here—mostly into thelong-since
decommissioned bowels of NHSNet—but the memories spring a page fault and die, somewhere
between fingertips and the moment when understanding dawns. It safrudrating feding: hisbrainislike
an ancient car engine with damp spark plugs, turning over and over without catching fire.

The kebab vendor next to Manfred' s seeting rail chucks a stock cube on his grill; it beginsto smoke,
aromatic and blue and herbal—cannabinoids to induce tranquility and appetite. Manfred sniffstwice, then
staggersto hisfeet and heads off in search of thetoilet, hishead spinning. HE' s mumbling at hiswrist
watch: “hello, Guatemaa? Get me posology please. Click down my memetree, I'm confused. Oh shit.
Who was I? What happened? Why is everything blurry? | can’t find my glasses...”

A gaggle of day-trippers areleaving the leprosy ward, men and women dressed in anachronistic garb:
men in dark suits, women in long dresses. All of them wear dectric blue disposable gloves and face
masks. There' sahum and crackle of encrypted bandwidth emanating from them, and Manfred
inginctively turnsto follow them. They leave the A& E unit through the wheel chair exit, two ladies
escorted by three gentlemen, with a deranged distressed refugee from the twenty-first century shuffling
dizzily after. They'redl young , Manfred realises vagudy.Where' smy cat? Aineko might be able to make
sense of this, if Aineko wasinterested.

“| rather fancy we should retire to the club house,” says one young beau: “oh yes! please!” hisshort
blonde companion chirps, clapping her hands together, then irritably stripping off the anachronistic plastic
glovesto reved wired lace positiona-sensor mitts undernesth. “ Thistrip has obvioudy been
unproductive. If our contact ishere, | seeno easy way of locating of him without breach of medica
confidence or ahefty gratuity.”

“The poor things,” murmurs the other woman, glancing back at the leprosarium. “ Such ahumiliating way
todie”

“Their own fault: if they hadn’t participated in antibiotic abuse they wouldn't be in the isolation ward,”
harrumphs a twenty-something with mutton-chops and the manner of a precocious paterfamilias. He raps
hiswalking stick on the pavement for punctuation, and they pause for aflock of cyclists and arickshaw
before they crossthe road onto the Meadows. * Degenerate medication compliance, degenerate immune
sysems”

Manfred pausesto survey the grass, brain spinning as he pondersthe fractal dimensiondity of leaves: then
he lurches after them, nearly getting himsdf run down by aflywhed-powered tourist bus.Club . Hisfeet
hit the pavement, crossit, thud down onto three billion years of vegetative evolution:Something about
those people . He fedsaweird yearning, atropism for information. It'saimogt al that’ sleft of him—his
voraciouswill to know. Thetal, dark-haired woman hitches up her long skirtsto keep them out of the
mud: he sees aflash of iridescent petticoats that ripple like oil on water, worn over old-fashioned combat
boots. Not Victorian, then: something else.l came here to see—the nameis on thetip of histongue.
Almost. Hefed sthat it has something to do with these people.

The squad crosses the Meadows by way of atree-lined path, and come to a Georgian cheesecake
frontage with wide steps and a polished brass doorbell. They enter, and the man with the mutton-chops
pauses on the threshold and turnsto face Manfred. “Y ou’ ve followed usthisfar,” he says. “ Do you want



to comein?Y ou might find what you'relooking for.”

Manfred follows with knocking knees, desperately afraid of whatever he' sforgotten.

Annette Sits cross-legged on the hotel room floor and interrogates Manfred' s cat.
“When did you last ssehim?’

Aineko turnsits head away from her and concentrates on washing theingde of itsleft leg. Itsfur islifdike
and thick, pleasingly patterned except for amanufacturer’ s URL emblazoned on itsflanks: but the mouth
produces no saliva, the throat opens on no somach or lungs. “Go away,” it says. “I’m busy.”

“When did you last see Manfred?’ sherepeatsintently. “1 don’t havetimefor this. The Polisdon’t know.
Themedical servicesdon't know. He' s off-net and not responding. So what canyou tell me?”

“Neko mod two apha requires maintenance downtime on aregular basis,” the cat says pompoudy: “you
knew that when you bought me this body. What were you expecting, five-nines uptime from alump of
mest?’ The tongue rasps out then pauses while microprobesin its underside replace the hairs that fell out
elierinthe day.

Annette sighs. Manfred’ s had thisrobot cat for six years, and his ex-wife Pamela used to messwith its
neurd wiring, too: thisisitsthird body, and it’s getting more redlistically uncooperative with every
hardware upgrade. Sooner or later it’s going to demand alitter tray and start throwing up on the carpet
out of spite. “Command override,” she says. “ Dump event log to my cartesian theatre, minus eight hours
to present.”

The cat shudders and looks round at her. “Human bitch!” it hisses. Then it freezesin place astheair fills
with abright and silent tsunami of data. Both Annette and Aineko are wired for extremely high bandwidth
spread-spectrum optical networking; an observer would seethe cat’ s eyes, and aring on her left hand,
glow blue-white at each other. After afew seconds Annette nods to herself and wiggles her fingersin the
air, navigating atime sequence only she can see. Aineko hissesjedousy at her then stands and stalks
away, tall held high.

“Curiouser and curiouser,” Annette humsto hersdlf. Sheintertwines her fingers, pressing obscure
pressure-points on knuckle and wrist, then sighs and rubs her eyes. “ He left here under his own power,
looking normal,” she cdlsto the cat. “Who did he say he was going to see?’ The cat Stsin abeam of
sunlight falling in through the high glasswindow, pointedly showing her its back. “Merde. If you' re not
goingtohdp him—"

“Try the GrassMarket,” sulksthe cat. “He was going to see the Franklin Collective. Much good they’ |l
dohim...”

A man wearing second-hand Chinese combat fatigues and a horribly expensive pair of glasses bounces
up aflight of damp stone steps beneath a keystone that announces the building to be a Salvation Army
hostel. He bangs on the door, his voice dmost drowned out by the pair of Cold War Reenactment
Society MiGsthat are buzzing the castle up the road: “open up, ye cunts! Y€ ve got adea comin’!”

A peephole set in the door at eyeleve didesto one side, and apair of beady black-eyed video cameras
peer out a him. “Who are you and what do you want?’ the speaker crackles.



“I'mMacx,” he says. “you ve heard from my systems: I'm hereto offer you aded you can't refuse.” At
least that’ swhat his glassestell him to say: what comes out of his mouth sounds a bit more likeah’m
Macx: ye ve heard frae ma system, Ah'm here tae gie yez aded ye cannae refuse . The glasses haven't
had long enough to work on his accent. Meanwhile, he's so full of himsdf that he snaps hisfingersand
does alittle dance of impatience on the top step.

“Ayewdl, hold on aminute.” The person on the other side of the speakerphone has the kind of cut-glass
Morningside accent that manages to sound more English than the King while remaining vernacular Scots.
The door opens and Macx finds himself confronted by atal, dightly cadaverous man wearing atweed
suit that has seen better days and aclerical collar cut from atranducent circuit board. Hisfaceisamost
conceded behind apair of recording angel goggles. “Who did you say you were?’

“I'm Macx! Manfred Macx! Ah’'m here wi an opportunity ye wouldnae believe. Ah've got the answer
tae yer church’sfinancia dtuation. Ah'm gonnae make yez al rich!” The glasses prompt, and Macx

speaks.

The man in the doorway tilts his head dightly, goggles scanning Macx from head to foot. Bursts of blue
combustion products spurt from Macx’ s hedls as he bounces up and down enthusiasticdly. “ Areyou
sureye ve got theright address?’ he asksworriedly.

“Aye, Ahamthat.”
The resident backsinto the hostel: “well then, comein, sit yourself down and tell me dl about it.”

Macx bounces into the room with his brain wide open to ablizzard of pie charts and growth curves,
documents spawning in the bizarre phase-gpace of his corporate management software. “Ah’ve got a
ded yewidnae believe,” he begins, gliding past noticeboards upon which Church circulars are staked out
to die like exotic butterflies, stepping over rolled-up carpets and astack of 1ap-tops eft over from a
jumble sale, past the devotiona radio tel escope that does double-duty as Mrs Muirhouse' s back-garden
bird-bath. “Y € ve been here five yearsan’ yer posted accounts show ye arnae making much
dosh—barely keeping the rent up. But ye re a shareholder in Scottish Nuclear Electric, right? Most o
the church funds rein the form of atrust left tae it by wan of ye re congregants when they upped an’
went tae join the omega point, right?’

“Er.” Theminister looks a him oddly. “I cannae comment on the Church eschatologica investment trugt.
Why d'yethink that?’

They fetch up, somehow, in the minister’ soffice. A huge, framed rendering hangs over the back of his
threadbare office chair: the collapsing cosmos of the End Times, gdactic clusters rotten with the Dyson
Spheres of the eschaton faling towards the big crunch. Saint Tipler beams down from above with
avuncular approval, aring of quasars forming ahao around his head. Pogters proclaim the new Gospd:
COSMOLOGY ISBETTER THAN GUESSWORK, and LIVE FOREVER WITHIN MY
LIGHT-CONE. “Can | get you anything? Cup of tea? Battery charge point?’ asksthevicar.

“Crygta meth?” asks Macx, hopefully. Hisface fadls asthe vicar shakes his head gpologeticaly. “Aw,
dinnae worry, Ahwisonly joshing.” Heleansforward: “I know al about your plutonium futures
gpeculation,” he hisses. A finger taps his stolen spectaclesin an ominous gesture: “these dinnae just
record, theythink . An Ah ken where the money’ s gone.”

“What have you got?’ the minister asks coldly, any indication of good humour flown. “I’'m going to have
to edit down these memories, you bastard. Bits of methat aren’t going to merge with the godhead at the
end of time.”



“Keep yer shirt on. Whit' sthe point of savin’ it al upif ye ve nae got alife worth living? Y e reckon the
big yin's nae gonnae understand a knees-up?’

“What do youwant ?’

“Ayewsdl,” Macx leans back, aggrieved. “Ah’'ve got—" he pauses. An expression of extreme confusion
flitsover hishead. “ Ah've gotlobsters,” he finally announces. “ Genetically engineered, uploaded lobsters
tae run yer uranium reprocessing plant. Ah wis gonnae help ye out by showing ye how tae get yer money
back where it belongs, so ye could make the council tax due date. See, they’ re neutron-resi stant, these
lobsters. Naw, that cannae be right. Ah wis gonnae sell yez something ye could use, for—" hisface

dumpsinto afrown of disgust—*free?’

Approximately thirty seconds later, asheis picking himsalf up off the front steps of the First Reformed
Church of Tipler (Adrophyscist), the man who would be Macx finds himself wondering if maybethis
high finance shitisn't aseasy asit’s cracked up to be. Some of the agentsin his glasses are wondering if
elocution lessons are the answer: others aren’t so optimitic.

Getting back to the history lesson, the prospects for the decade look mostly medical.

A few thousand elderly baby boomers are converging on Tehran for Woodstock Four. Europeis
desperately trying to import eastern European nurses and home care assistants; in Japan, whole
agricultura villageslie vacant and decaying, ghost communities sucked dry as cities suck peoplein like
resdentid black holes.

Rumour is spreading throughout gated shelter communitiesin the American mid-west: avaccine againgt
senescence, adow virus coded in the genome that evolution hasn't weeded out. Asusud, Charles
Darwin gets more than hisfair share of the blame. (L ess spectacular but more redistic trestmentsfor old
age—telomere recongtruction and hexose-denatured protein reduction—are availablein private clinics
for those who are willing to surrender their pensions.) Progress is expected to speed up shortly, asthe
fundamenta patentsin genomic engineering begin to expire: the Free Chromosome Foundation has
aready published amanifesto cdling for the creation of an intellectua-property free genome with
improved replacementsfor al commonly defective exons.

Experimentsin digitizing and running neurd wetware under emulation are well-established; someradica
libertarians claim that as the technology matures, death—with its draconian curtailment of property and
voting rights—will becomethebiggest civil rightsissue of dl.

For asmall extrafee, most veterinary insurance policies cover cloning your pet dog or cat in event of
their accidental and distressing desth. Human cloning, for reasons nobody isvery clear on any more, is
dill illegd in most devel oped nations—but very few judiciaries push for mandatory abortion of identica
twins,

Some commodities are expensive: the price of crude oil has broken sixty eurosabarrel and is edging

inexorably up. Other commodities are chegp: computers, for example—haobbyigts print off weird new
processor architectures on their home inkjets; middle aged folks wipe their backsides with diagnostic

paper that can tell how their VHDL levels are tending.

Thelatest casudties of the march of technologica progress are: the high street clothes shop, the flushing
water closet, the Main Battle Tank, and the first-generation of quantum computers. New with the decade
are chegp enhanced immune systems, brain implants that hook right into the Chomsky organ andtalk to
you using your own inner voice, and widespread public paranoia about limbic spam. Nanotechnology has



shattered into a dozen digoint disciplines, and skeptics are predicting that it will al peter out before long.
Philosophers have ceded quaiato engineers, and the current difficult problemin Al is getting software to
experience embarrassment.

Fusion power isill, of course, fifty years away.

The Victorians are morphing into goths before Manfred' s culture-shocked eyes.
“You looked logt,” explains Monica, leaning over him curioudy. “What' swith your eyes?’

“I can’t seetoo well,” Manfred triesto explain. Everything isablur, and the voicesthat usudly chatter
incessantly in his head have left nothing behind but aroaring silence. “1 mean, someonemugged me. They
took—" hishand closeson air: something is missing from his belt.

Monica, the tal woman hefirst saw in the hospital, enters the room. What she’ swearing indoorsis
skin-tight, irridescent and, disturbingly, claimsto be adistributed extension of her neuroectoderm.
Stripped of costume-drama accoutrements she' s atwenty-first century adult, born or decanted after the
millennia baby boom. She waves some fingersin Manfred' sface: “how many?’

“Two.” Manfred triesto concentrate. “What—"

“No concussion,” she saysbriskly. *’ Scuse mewhile | page.” Her eyes are brown, with amber
raster-lines flickering across her pupils.Contact lenses? Manfred wonders, his head turgid and unnaturally
dow. It'slike being drunk, except much less pleasant: he can’'t seem to wrap his head around an idea
from al angles at once, any more.ls thiswhat consciousness used to be like? It san ugly, dow sensation.
Sheturnsaway from him: “MED-LINE saysyou' |l be dright in awhile. The main problem isthe identity
loss. Areyou backed up anywhere?’

“Here” Alan, still top-hatted and mutton-chopped, holds out a pair of spectaclesto Manfred. “Take
these, they may do you some good.” Histopper wobbles, asif astrange A-life experiment is struggling to
escape from its fa se bottom.

“Oh. Thank you.” Manfred reaches for them with a pathetic sense of gratitude. As soon as he putsthem
on they run through atest series, whispering questions and watching how his eyesfocus: after aminute
the room around him clears as the specs build a synthetic image to compensate for hismyopia. There's
limited net access too, he notices, awarm sense of reief steding over him. “Do you mind if | call
somebody?’ he asks: “I want to check my backups.”

“Bemy guest.” Alan dips out through the door; Monicasits down opposite him and stares into some
inner space. Theroom hasatdl celling, with whitewashed walls and wooden shuttersto cover the
aerogdl window bays. The furnitureis modern modular, and it clashes somewhat. “\We were expecting
you.”

“Youwere—" he shiftstrack with an effort: “I was here to see somebody. Herein Scotland, | mean.”
“Us” She catcheshiseye ddiberatdly. “ To discuss sapience options with our patron.”

“With your—" he squeezes his eyes shut. “Damn. | don’tremember . | need my glasses back. Please.”
“What about your backups?’ she asks curioudy.

“A moment.” Manfred tries to remember what addressto ping. It'susdess, and painfully frustrating. “It



would helpif | could remember where| keep the rest of my mind,” he complains. “It used to be
at—oh,there ”

An eephantine semantic network sits down on his spectacles as soon as he asksfor the Site, crushing his
surroundingsinto blocky pixellated monochrome that jerks as he looks around. “ Thisis going to take
sometime,” he warns his hosts as agoodly chunk of his metacortex triesto handshake with his brain over
awireless network connection that was really only designed for web browsing. The download consists of
the part of his consciousness that isn’t security-critical—pulblic access actors and vague opinionated
rants—but it clears down a huge memory castle, maps miracles and wonders and entire hotel suites onto
the whitewashed walls of this space.

When Manfred can see the outside world again he feds abit more like himsdlf: he can, at least, spawn a
search thread that will resynchronize and fill himin on what it found. He ill can’t accesstheinner
mysteries of hissoul (including his personal memories); they’ re locked and barred pending biometric
verification of hisidentity and a quantum key exchange. But he has hiswits about him again—and some
of them are even working. It’ s like sobering up from a strange new drug, the infinitely reassuring sense of
being back at the controls of hisown head. “1 think | need to report acrime,” hetells Monica—or
whoever is plugged into Monica s head right, because now he knows where he is and who he was meant
to meet (dthough not why)—and he understands that for the Franklin Collective, identity isapoliticaly
loaded issue.

“A crimereport.” Her expression is subtly mocking. “Identity theft, by any chance?’

“Yeah, yeah, | know: identityis theft, don’t trust anyone whose state vector hasn't forked for morethan a
gigasecond, changeisthe only congtant, et bloody cetera. Who am | talking to, by theway? And if we're
talking, doesn't that signify that you think we re on the same side, more or less?’ He strugglesto st up in
the recliner chair: stepper motors whine softly asit strivesto accomodate him.

“Sdednessis optiond.” The woman who is Monicasome of thetimelooksat him quirkily: “it tendsto
dter dragtically if you vary the number of dimensions. Let'sjust say that right now I’'m Monica, plus our
sponsor. Will that do you?’

“Qur sponsor, who isin cyberspace—"

She leans back on the sofa, which wines and extrudes an occasiona table with asmall bar. “Drink? Can
| offer you coffee? Guarana? Or maybe a Berlinnerweise, for old time' s sake?”

“Guaranawill do. Hdllo, Bob. How long have you been dead?”’

She chuckles. “I’'m not dead, Manny. | may not be afull upload, but Ifed likeme.” Sherolls her eyes,
sdf-conscioudy. “ He's making rude comments about your wife,” she adds. “1’m not going to pass that
on.”

“My ex-wife,” Manfred corrects her automaticaly. “The, uh, tax vamp. So. You'reacting asa, | guess,
an interpreter for Bob?’

“Ack.” Shelooksat Manfred very serioudy: “we owe him alot, you know. Heleft hisassatsin trust to
the movement dong with his partids. Wefed obliged to ingtantiate his persondity as often as possible,
even though you can only do so much with a couple of petabytes of recordings. But we have help.”

“Thelobsters.” Manfred nodsto himself and accepts the glass that she offers. Its diamond-plated curves
glitter brilliantly in the late afternoon sunlight. “Iknew this had something to do with them.” Heleans
forward, holding his glassand frowns. “If only | could remember why | came here! It was something



emergent, something in degp memory...something | didn’t trust in my own skull. Something to do with
Bob.”

The door behind the sofa opens; Alan enters, wearing an early twentienth-century business suit. “ Excuse
me,” he says quietly, and headsfor the far sde of the room. A workstation folds down from thewall and
achair rollsin from aservice niche: he stswith his chin propped on his hands, saring a the white
desktop. Every s0 often he mutters quietly to himsdlf: “yes, | understand...campaign
headquarters....donations need to be audited...”

“Gianni’ selection campaign,” Monica prompts him.

Manfred jumps. “ Gianni—" abundle of memories unlock inside his head as he remembers his politica
front man’smessage. “Yes! That’' swhat thisisabout. It hasto bel” He looks at her excitedly. “I’'m here
to ddiver amessage to you from Gianni Vittoria. About—" he looks crestfdlen. “I’m not sure,” hetrails
off uncertainly, “but it was important. Whoever mugged me got the message.”

The Grass Market isan overly rustic cobbled square nestled benegth the glowering battlements of castle
rock. Annette stands on the site of the gallows where they used to execute witches; she sendsforth her
invisible agentsto search for spoor of Manfred. Aineko, overly familiar, drapes over her left shoulder like
asatanic stole and ddlivers arunning stream of cracked cellphone chatter into her ear.

“I don’'t know whereto begin,” she sighs, annoyed. This placeiswall to wall tourist trap, a many-bladed
carnivorous plant that digests easy credit and spits out the drained husks of foreigners. The road has been
pedestrianised and resurfaced in squdidly authentic mediaeva cobblestones; in the middle of what used
to be the car park there’ s a permanent floating antique market, where you can buy anything from abrass
fire surround to an antique CD player. Much of the merchandise in the shopsis generic dotcom trash,
vying for thetitle of Japanese-Scottish souvenir-from-hell: Puroland tartans, animatronic Nesseshissng
bad-temperedly at knee level, second-hand schleptops. People swarm everywhere, from the theme pubs
(hangings seem to be arunning joke hereabouts) to the expensve dress shops with their fabric renderers
and digital mirrors. Street performers, part of the permanent floating Fringe, clutter the sdewak: a
robotic mime, very traditiona in slver face-paint, mimicsthe gestures of passers-by with ironically
stylised gestures.

“Try thedoss house,” Aineko suggests from the shelter of her shoulder bag.

“The—" Annette does adouble-take as her thesaurus conspires with her open government firmware and
dumps a geographical database of city socia servicesinto her sensorium. “Oh, | see.” The Grass Market
itsdlf istouristy, but the bits off to one end—down adingy canyon of forbidding stone buildings six
storeys high—are decidedly downmarket. “ Okay.”

Annette weaves past agtal sdlling disposable cellphones and chegper genome explorers. round agaggle
of teenage girlsin the grips of some kind of imported kawai fetish, who look at her in darm from atop
their pink platform hedls—probably mistaking her for aschool probation inspector—and past a stand of
chained and parked bicycles. The human attendant looks bored out of her mind. Annette tucks ablandly
anonymous ten euro notein her pocket amost before she notices: “if you were going to buy a hot bike,”
she asks, “where would you go?’ The parking attendant stares at her and for amoment Annette thinks
she' soverestimated her. Then she mumbles something. “What?’

“McMurphy’s. Used to be called Bannerman’s. Down Cowgate, that-away.” The meter maid looks
anxioudy at her rack of charges. “You didn't—"



“Uh-huh.” Annette follows her gaze: Sraight down the dark stone canyon.Well, okay . “This had better
be worth it, Mannymon cher ,” she mutters under her breath. McMurphy’ sisafake Irish pub, a stone
grotto installed beneath amound of blank-faced offices. It was once ared Irish pub before the
developers got their hands on it and mutated it in rapid succession into a punk night club, awine bar, and
afake Dutch coffee shop; after which, asburned out as any gar, it left the main sequence. Now it
occupies an unnaturally prolonged, chilly existence asthe sort of recycled imitation Irish pub that has
neon four-leafed clovers hanging from the artificidly blackened pine beams above thelog tables—in
other words, the black dwarf afterlife of the serious drinking establishment. Somewhere along the line the
beer cdlar was replaced with atoilet (leaving more room for paying patrons upstairs), and now its founts
dispense fizzy concentrate diluted with water from the city mains.

“Say, Did you hear the one about the Eurocrat with the robot pussy who goesinto adodgy pub on the
Cowgate and orders acoke? And when it arrives, she says hey, where’ sthe mirror?’

“Shutup ,” Annette hissesinto her shoulder bag. “1t isn'tfunny .” Her persond intruder telemetry hasjust
emailed her wristphone and it’ s displaying arotating yellow exclamation point, which meansthat
according to the published police crime sats this placeislikely to do grievous harm to her insurance
premiums.

Aineko looks up a her and yawns cavernoudy, baring a pink, ribbed mouth and atongue like pink
suede. “Want to make me? | just pinged Manny’ s head. The network latency wastrivia.”

The barmaid sidles up and pointedly manages not to make eye contact with Annette. “A diet coke,” she
says. In the direction of her bag, voice pitched low: “did you here the one about the Eurocrat who goes
into adodgy pub, orders haf alitre of diet coke, and when she spillsit in her shoulder bag she says oops,
I’ve got awet pussy?’

The coke arrives. Annette paysfor it. There may be a couple of dozen peoplein the pub; it'shard to tell
becauseit looks like an ancient cdllar, lots of stone archways leading off into niches populated with
second hand church pews and knife-scabbed tables. Some guys who might be bikers, students, or
well-dressed winos are hunched over onetable: hairy, wearing vests with too many pockets, an artful
bohemianism that makes Annette blink until one of her literary programsinforms her that one of themisa
moderately famous local writer, abit of aguru for the space and freedom party. There' re acouple of
women in boots and furry hatsin one corner, poring over the menu, and aparce of off-duty street
performers hunching over their beersin abooth. Nobody esein here iswearing anything remotely like
office drag, but the weirdness coefficient is above average: so Annette diads her glassesto extra-dark,
sraightens her tie, and glances around.

The door opens and a nondescript youth dinksin. He' swearing baggy BDUSs, wooly cap, and apair of
boots that have that quintessential essense de panzer division look, al shock absorbers and olive-drab
kevlar pands. HE swearing—

“I spy with my little network intrusion detector,” beginsthe cat, as Annette puts her drink down and
movesin on thekid, “something beginning with—"

“How much you want for the glasses, kid?" she asks quietly.

Hejerks and dmost jumps—abad ideaiin Mil Spec combat boots, the celling in hereis
e ghteenth-century stone half ametre thick; “ dinnae fuckindae that,” he complainsin an egrily familiar
way: “Ah—" he swdlows. “ Annied Who—"

“Stay cam. Take them off; they’ Il only hurt you if you keep wearing them,” she says, careful not to move
too fast because now she has a second, scary-jittery fear and she knows without having to look that the



exclamation mark on her watch has turned red and begun to flash: “look, Il give you two hundred euros
for the glasses and the belt pouch, real cash, and | won't ask how you got them or tell anyone.” He's
frozen in front of her, mesmerised, and she can seethelight from ingde the lenses spilling over onto his
half-starved adol escent cheekbones, flickering like cold lightning, like he's plugged hisbrain into agrid
bearer: swalowing with a suddenly dry mouth, she dowly reaches up and pulls the spectacles off hisface
with one hand and takes hold of the belt pouch with the other. The kid shudders and blinks at her, and
she sticks acouple of hundred euro notesin front of hisnose. “ Scram,” she says, not unkindly.

He reaches up dowly, then seizesthe money and runs—nblasts his way through the door with an
ear-popping concussion, hangs aleft onto the cycle path and vanishes downhill towards the parliament
buildings and universty complex.

Annette watches the doorway apprehensively. “Whereishe?’ she hisses, worried: “any idess, cat?’

“Naah. It syour job to find him,” Aineko opines complacently. But there sanicicle of anxiety in
Annette' s spine, now: Manfred' s been separated from his memory cache? Where could he be?
Worse—whocould he be?

“Fuck you, too,” she mutters. “Only onething for it, | guess.” Shetakes off her own glasses—much less
functiona than Manfred’ s massvely ramified custom rig—and nervoudy raisesthe repo’ d specstowards
her face. Somehow what she' s about to do makes her fed unclean, like snooping on alover’semall
folders. But how dse can she figure out where he might have gone?

She dides the glasses on and tries to remember what she was doing yesterday in Edinburgh.

“Gianni?’
“Oui, macheie?’

Pause. “1 logt him. But | got his aide-memoire back. A teenage ligger playing cyberpunk with them. No
sgnof hislocation—so | put them on.”

Pause. “Oh dear.”
“Gianni, why did you send him to the Franklin Collective?’

Pause. (During which, the chill of the gritty stone wall she’ sleaning on beginsto penetrate the weave of
her jacket.) “1 not wanting to bother you with trivia.”

“Merde. It snot trivia, Gianni, they’ reaccelerationistas . Have you any ideawhat that’ sgoing to do to his
heed?’

Pause: then agrunt, dmost of pain. “Yes”

“Thenwhy did youdo it?’ she demands vehemently. She hunches over, punching wordsinto her phone
S0 that other passers-by avoid her, unsure whether she' s hands-free or hdlucinating: “ shit, Gianni, | have
to pick up the pieces every timeyou do this! Manfred is not a healthy man, he’ s on the edge of acute
future shock the whole time and | was not joking when | told you last Februar’ that he' d need amonth in
adinicif youtried running him flat-out again!”

“Annette.” A heavy sgh: “he are the best hope we got.



Am knowing hdf-life of agamic catdyst now down to six months and dropping; Manny outlast his career
expectancy, four deviations outside the normd, yes, we know this. But | are having to breek civil rights
deadlocknow , this eection. We must achieve consensus, and Manfred are only staffer we got who have
hope of talking to collective on its own terms. He are deal-making messenger, not force burn-out, right?
We need codition reserve before term limit lockout followed by gridiock in Brussels, American-gtyle. Is
more than vital—is essential.”

“That’ sno excuse—"

“Annette, they have partia upload of Bob Franklin. The Franklin Collectiveislobbying againgt the equd
rights amendment, defend their position: if ERA passes, al sapientsam digible to vote, own property,
upload, download, sdeload. Are more important than little grey butt-monsters with cold speculum: whole
future depends on it. Manny started thiswith crustacean rights: leave uploads covered by copyrights not
cvil rightsand where will we bein fifty years? Wasimportant then, but now, with the transmisson the
|obsters received—"

“Shit.” Sheturns and leans her forehead againgt the cool stonework. “I’1l need a prescription. Ritalin or
something. And hislocation. Leavetherest to me.” She doesn't add:that includes peding him off the
celling afterwards : that’ s understood. Nor does she say:you're going to pay . That’s understood, too.
Gianni may be ahard-nosed political fixer, but he looks after his own.

“Location am easy if hefind the PLO. GPS coordinates are following—"
“No need. | got his spectacles.”

“Merde, asyou say. Take them to him,macherie . Bring methe distributed trust rating of Bob Franklin's
upload and | bring Bob the jubilee, right to direct his own corporate self again asif ill dive. And we pull
diplomatic chestnuts out of fire before they burn. Agreed?’

1] jS .”

She cuts the connection and begins walking uphill, aong the Cowgate (through which farmers once
bought their herds to market), towards the permanent floating Fringe and then the steps up to the
Meadows. As she pauses opposite the site of the gallows, afight breaks out: some paaeolithic hang-over
takes exception at the robotic mime gpeing his movements, and swiftly ripsitsarm off. The mime stands
there, sparksflickering inside its shoulder, and looks confused: two pissed-looking students start forward
and punch the short-haired vandal. Thereis much shouting, in the mutudly incomprehensible accents of
Oxgangs and the Heriot-Watt Robot Lab. Annette watches the fight, and shudders; it' slike aflash-over
vison from auniverse where the equa rights amendment—with its redefinition of personhood—is
regjected by the house of deputies: auniverse where to die isto become property and to be created
outwith agift of parental DNA isto be doomed to davery.

Maybe Gianni was right, she ponders.But | wish the price wasn't so persona —

Manfred can fed one of hisattacks coming on. The usua symptomsare al present—the universe, with
its vast preponderance of unthinking matter, becomes an affront; weird ideas flicker like heet lightning far
away acrossthevast plateaus of hisimagination—mbut, with his metacortex running in sandboxed insecure
mode, he fedshlunt . And dow. Evenobsolete .. The latter is about as welcome a sensation as heroin
withdrawal: he can’t spin off threads to explore his designs for feasibility and report back to him. It' slike
someone has stripped fifty points off hislQ; hisbrain fedslike asurgica scape that’ s been used to cut
down trees. A decaying mind isaterrible thing to be trapped insde. Manfred wants out, and he wants



outbad —but he' stoo afraid to let on.

“Gianni isamiddle of the road Eurosocidist, mixed-market pragmatist politician,” Bob's ghost accuses
Manfred by way of Monica s dye-flushed lips: “what does hethink | can do for him?’

“That'sa—ah+—" Manfred rocks forward and back in his chair, arms crossed firmly and hands thrust
under hisarmpitsfor protection. “ Dismantle the moon! Digitise the biogphere, make a noosphere out of
it—shit,sorry , that’ slong-term planning.Build Dyson spheres, lots and lots of —Ahem. Gianni isan
ex-Marxig, reformed high church Trotskyite clade. He believesin achieving True Communism, whichisa
gtate of philosophical grace, that requires certain prerequisites like, um, not pissing around with molotov
cocktails and thought police: he wants to make everybody so rich that squabbling over ownership of the
means of production makes as much sense as arguing over who gets to keep the cave fire burning. He's
not your enemy, | mean. He' sthe enemy of those Stdinist deviationist running dogsin Conservative Party
Centrd Office who want to bug your bedroom and hand everything on a plate to the big corporates
owned by the pension funds—which in turn rely on people dying predictably to providetheir raison

d ecirctre. And, um, more importantly dying and not trying to hang onto their property and chattels.
Sitting up in the coffin singing extropian fireside songs, that kind of thing. The actuaries areto blame,
predicting life expectancy with intent to cause people to buy insurance policieswith money that is
invested in control of the means of production—Bayes theoremisto blame—"

Alan glances over hisshoulder at Manfred: “1 don't think that guaranawas avery good idea,” he saysin
tones of deep foreboding.

Manfred’ s mode of vibration has gone nonlinear by this point: he' s rocking front-to-back and bouncing
up and down in little hops, like atechnophiliaca yogic flyer trying to bounce hisway to the Sngularity.
Monicaleans towards him and her eyeswiden: “Manfred,” she hisses“shut up!”

He stops babbling abruptly, with an expression of deep puzzlement. “Who am 17" he asks, and kedls
over backwards. “Why aml , here and now, occupying this body—"

“Anthropic anxiety attack,” Monicacomments. “| think he did thisin Amsterdam eight years ago when
Bob first met him.” Shelooks darmed, adifferent identity coming to thefore: “what shall wedo 7’

“We have to make him comfortable.” Alan raises hisvoice: “bed: make yoursdf ready, now.” The back
of the sofaManfred is sprawled on flops downwards, the base folds up, and a strangely animated duvet
crawlsup over hisfest. “Listen, Manny, you' re going to bedright.”

“Who am | and what do | Sgnify?’” Manfred mumblesincoherently: “amass of propagating decison
trees, fracta compression, lots of synaptic junctions lubricated with friendly endorphins—" Acrossthe
room, the bootleg pharmacopoeiais cranking up to manufacture some heavy tranquillisers: Monica heads
for the kitchen to get something for him to drink them in. “Why are you doing this?” Manfred asks,
dizzly.

“It'sokay. Liedown and relax.” Alanleansover him. “We Il tak about everything in the morning, when
you know who you are.” (Aside to Monica, who is entering the room with a bottle of iced tear “better let
Gianni know that he/ sunwell. One of us may haveto go visit the minister. Do you know if Macx has
been audited?’) “ Rest up, Manfred. Everything is being taken care of.”

About fifteen minutes|ater, Manfred—who, in the grip of an exisential migraine, meekly obeysMonica's
ingtruction to drink down the spiked tea—Ilies back on the bed and relaxes. His breathing dows; the
subliminal muttering ceases. Monica, Sitting next to him, reaches out and takes hisright hand, whichis
lying on top of the bedding.



“Do you want to liveforever?” sheintonesin Bob Franklin’stone of voice. “Y ou can live forever in

The Church of Latter-Day Saints believe that you can’t get into the promised land unlessthey’ve
baptised you—Hbut they can do so if they know your name and parentage, even after you' re dead. Their
genedlogica databases are among the most impressive artefacts of historical research ever prepared.
And they like to make converts.

The Franklin Collective believe that you can't get into the future unlessthey’ ve digitised your neura state
vector, or at least acquired as complete a snapshot of your sensory inputs and genome as current
technology permits. Y ou don’t need to be dive for them to do this. Their society of mind isamong the
most impressive artefacts of computer science. And they like to make converts.

Nightfal in the city. Annette standsimpatiently on the doorstep. “Let methefuck in,” she snarls
impatiently at the speskerphone.” Merde!”

Someone opens the door. “Who—"

Annette shoves him insde, kicks the door shut, and leans on it. “ Take meto your boddhisatva,” she
demands.“Now.”

“I—" heturns and heads inside, dong the gloomy halway that runs past a saircase. Annette strides after
him aggressively. He opens adoor and ducksingde, and she follows before he can closeit.

Inside, theroomisilluminated by avariety of indirect diode sources, calibrated for the warm glow of a
summer afternoon’ s daylight. There’ sabed inthe middle of it, afigure lying adeep at the heart of aherd
of attentive diagnostic instruments. A couple of attendants Sit to either Side of the deegping man.

“What have you done to him?” Annette snaps, rushing forwards. Manfred blinks up at her from the
pillows, bleary-eyed and confused as she leans overhead: “hello? Manny?’ Over her shoulder: “if you
' ave done anything to him—"

“Annie?’ Helooks puzzled. A bright orange pair of goggles—not his own—is pushed up onto his
forehead like apair of beached jdlyfish. “1 don't fed well.”

“We can fix that,” she says briskly. She pedls off his glasses and carefully didesthem onto hisface. The
brain bag she puts down next to his shoulder, within easy range. The hairs on the back of her neck rises
asathin chattering keen fills the ether around them: hiseyes are glowing aluminous blue behind his
shades, asif ahigh-tension spark isflying between hisears.

“Oh. Wow.” He dits up; the coversfal from his naked shoulders and her breath catches.

Shelooks around at the motionlessfigure sitting to hisleft. The mainin the chair nods deliberately,
ironicaly. “What have you doneto him?’

“WEe ve been looking after him: nothing more, nothing less. He arrived in astate of considerable
confusion and his state deteriorated this afternoon.”

She' snever met thisfelow before but she has a gut feding that she knows him. “Y ou would be
Robert...Franklin?’



Henodsagan. “Theavatar isn.” There sathud as Manfred’ seyesroll up in his head and he flops back
onto the bedding. “Excuse me. Monica?’

The young woman on the other side of the bed shakes her head. “No, I’'m running Bob, too.”
“Oh. Well,you tdll her; I've got to get him somejuice.”

Thewoman who isaso Bob Franklin—or whatever part of him survived his battle with an exotic brain
tumour eight years ago—catches Annette' s eye and shakes her head. Smilesfaintly. “Y ou're never done
when you' reasyncitium.”

Annette wrinkles her brow: hasto trigger adictionary attack to parse the sentence. “ Onelarge cdl, many
nuclei? Oh, | see. Y ou have the new implant. The better to record everything.”

The youngster shrugs. “Y ou want to die and be resurrected as a third-person actor in alow-bandwidth
reenactment? Or a shadow of itchy memoriesin some stranger’ s skull?” She snorts, agesture that’ s at
odds with the rest of her body language.

“Bob must have been one of thefirst borganisms. Humans, | mean.” Annette glances over at Manfred,
who has begun to snore softly. It must have been alot of work.”

“The monitoring equipment cost millions, then,” saysthe woman—Monica?>—"and it didn’t do avery
good job. One of the conditionsfor our keeping accessto hisresearch funding isthat we regularly run his
partials. He wanted to build up akind of aggregate state vector—patched together out of bits and pieces
of other people to supplement the partias that were al 1—he—could record with the then state of the
at”

“Eh, right.” Annette reaches out and absently smooths astray hair away from Manfred' s forehead.
“What isit like to be part of agroup mind?’

Monicasniffs, evidently amused. “What isit like to see red? What'sit liketo beabat? | can't tell you—I
can only show you. We'redl freeto leave a any time, you know.”

“But somehow you don’t.” Annette rubs her head, fedlsthe short hair over the dmost imperceptible scars
that conced anetwork of implants: tools that Manfred turned down when they became available ayear
or two ago. (“ Goop-phase Darwin-design nanotech ain’'t designed for clean interfaces,” he' d said: “I'll
stick to disposable kit, thanks.”) “No thanks. | don’t think he' [l take up your offer when he wakes up,
ether.”

Monicaghrugs. “That'shisloss. hewon't live forever in the sngularity, dong with other followers of our
gentle teacher. Anyway, we have more converts than we know what to do with.”

A thought occursto Annette. “Ah. You are dl of one mind? Partidly? A question to you isaquestion to
al?

“It can be.” The words come ssimultaneoudy from Monicaand the other body, Alan, who isstanding in
the doorway with aboxy thing that looks like an improvised diagnogtician. “What do you have in mind?’
Alan continues.

Manfred, lying on the bed, groans: there's an audible hiss of pink noise as his glasseswhisper in hisears,
bone conduction providing aserid highway to hiswetware,

“Manfred was sent to find out why you' re opposing the ERA,” Annette explains. “ Some parts of our
team operate without the other’ s knowledge.”



“Indeed.” Alan sits down on the chair beside the bed and clears histhroat, puffing his chest out
pompoudy. “A very important theologicd issue. | fed—’

“I, or we?’ Annette interrupts.
“Wefed,” Monicasnaps. Then she glances at Alan. “ Soo-rrry.”

The evidence of individudity within the group mind is disturbing to Annette: too many re-runsof the
Borgish fantasy have conditioned her preconceptions. “ Please continue.”

“One person, onevote, isobsolete,” says Alan. “ The broader issue of how we value identity needsto be
revisited, the franchise reconsidered. Do you get one vote for each warm body? Or one vote for each
sapient individua ? What about distributed intelligences? The proposalsin the Equal Rights Act are deeply
flawed, based on acult of individudity that takes no account of the true complexity of posthumanism.”

“Likethe proposdsfor afeminine franchise in the nineteeth century, that would grant the vote to married
wives of land-owning men,” Monicaadds dyly: “it missesthe point.”

“Ah, oui.” Annette crosses her arms, suddenly defensive. Thisisn’t what she' d expected to hear.

“It misses more than that.” Heads turn to face an unexpected direction: Manfred’ s eyes are open again,
and as he glances around the room Annette can see aspark of interest there that was missing earlier.
“Last century, people were paying to have their heads frozen after their desth—in hope of reconstruction,
later. They got no civil rights: the law didn’t recogni ze desth as areversible process. Now how do we
account for it when you guysstop running Bob? Opt out of the collective borganism? Or maybe opt back
inagain?’ Hereaches up and rubs hisforehead, tiredly. “ Sorry, | haven't been mysdlf lately.” A crooked,
dightly manic grin flickers across hisface. “ See, I’ ve been telling Gianni for awhole while, we need a
new legal concept of what it isto be aperson. One that can cope with sentient corporations, artificial
supidities, secessonists from group minds, and reincarnated uploads. The religioudy-inclined are having
lots of fun with identity issues right now—why aren’t we posthumans thinking about these things?’

Annette' s bag bulges: Aineko pokes his head out, sniffsthe air, squeezes out onto the carpet, and begins
to groom himsdf with perfect disregard for the human by-standers. “Not to mention alife experiments
who think they’rethered thing,” Manfred adds. “And diens.”

Annette freezes, saring a him. “Manfred! Y ou’ re not supposed to—"

Manfred iswatching Alan, who seemsto be the most deeply integrated of the dead venture billionaire's
executors. even his expression reminds Annette of meeting Bob Franklin back in Amsterdam, early inthe
decade, when Manny’ s persond dragon still owned him. “Aliens,” Alan echoes. An eyebrow twitches.
“How long have you known?’

“Gianni hashisfingersin alot of pies,” Manfred comments blandly. “And we gtill talk to the lobstersfrom
time to time—you know, they’ re only a couple of light hours away, right?” Thefirst-generation uploads,
Cdifornian spiny lobstersin wobbly symbiosis with Russian expert systems, found refuge aboard
Franklin’ s asteroid mining project—which Manfred prodded Franklin into setting up. The factory had
needed sapient control software, and the state of the art in Al was inadequate: the |obsters had needed
sanctuary, a home away from the bewilderingly weird cybersphere of earth’ s anthropoids. “They told us
about thesignd.”

“Er.” Alan’seyesglaze over for amoment; Annette s prostheses paint her a picture of false light soraying
from the back of hishead, his entire sensory bandwidth momentarily soaking up a huge peer-to-peer
download from the serversthat wallpaper every room in this building. Monicalooksirritated, taps her



fingernails on the back of her chair. “The sgnd. Right. Why wasn't this publicised?

“It was.” Annette' s eyebrows furrow. “Most people who' d be interested in hearing about an dien
contact aready beieve that they drop round on aternate Tuesdays and Thursdays to administer arecta
exam. Most of the rest think it'sahoax. Quite afew of the remainder are scratching their heads and
wondering whether it isn't just anew kind of cosmologica phenomenon that emitsavery low entropy
directiond sgnd. And of the sx who are l€eft over, five are trying to get a handle on the message contents
and the last is convinced it sapractica joke.”

Manfred fiddles with the bed control system. “It’snot apractical joke,” he adds. “ But they only captured
about sixteen megabits of data. There' squite abit of noise, the Ssgna does't repest, itslength doesn’t
appear to be aprime, there' s no obvious metainformation that describes the interna format, so there’'sno
easy way of getting ahandle on it. To make matters worse, pointy-haired management at
Arianespace—" he glances a Annette, asif seeking aresponse to the naming of her

ex-employers—" decided the best thing to do wasto turn it into a piece of music, then copyright the hell
out of it and hirethe CCAA’ s lawyersto prosecute anyone else who works on it. So nobody redly
knows how long it’'ll take to figure out whether it’s a ping from the galactic root domain serversor a
pulsar that’ s taken to grinding out the eighteen-quadrillionth digits of pi, or whatever.”

“But.” Monicaglances around. “Y ou can't besure .”

“I think it may be sapient,” says Manfred. He finds the right button at last, and the bed beginsto fold itself
back into alounger. Then he finds the wrong button; the duvet dissolvesinto viscous turquoise dime that
durps and gurgles away through amultitude of tiny nozzlesin the headboard. “ Bloody aerogd. Um.
Wherewas|?’ Hestsup.

“Sapient network packet?’ asks Alan.

“Nope.” Manfred shakes his head, grins. “Should have known you'd read Vinge...or wasit the movie?
No, what Ithink isthat there’ sonly one logical thing to beam backwards and forwards out there, and you
may remember | asked you to beam it out about, oh, nine years ago?’

“Thelobgters.” Alan’seyes go blank. “Nine years. Timeto Proxima Centauri and back?’

“About that distance, yes,” says Manfred. “Officialy, the sgna came from acouple of degrees off and
more than hundred light years further out. Unofficidly, thiswas disinformation to prevent panic. And no,
thesgnad didn’t contain any canned crugties: | think it’s an exchange embassy.Now do you see why we
have to crow-bar the civil rightsissue open again? We need aframework for rights that can encompass
non-humans, and we need it asfast as possible. Otherwise...”

“Okay,” saysAlan. “I'll haveto talk with mysdaves. Maybe we can agree something, aslong asit’sclear
that it' saprovisiona stab at the framework and not a permanent solution?’

Annette snorts. “No solution isfina!” Monica catches her eyes and winks: Annetteis startled by the
blatant display of dissent within the syncitium.

“Wdl,” saysManfred. “I guesstha’ sdl we can ask for?” He looks hopeful. “ Thanks for the hospitality,
but | fedl the need to lie down in my own bed for awhile,” he adds. “1 had to commit alot to memory
while | was offlineand | want to record it before | forget myself.”

Later that night, adoorbell rings.



“Who' sthere?” asks the entryphone.

“Uh, me,” saysthe man on the steps. Helooks alittle confused. “Ah’m Macx. Ah'm here tae see—" the
nameison thetip of histongue—*someone.”

“Comein.” A solenoid buzzes; he pushesthe door open, and it closes behind him. His metal-shod boots
ring on the hard stone floor, and the cool air smdlsfaintly of unburned jet fud.

“Ah'mMacx,” he repeats uncertainly, “or Ahwisfor aweewhile, an’ it made maheid hurt. But noo
Ah'mmeaginan’ Ah wannae be somebody ese...can ye hep?’

Later ill, acat Stson awindow ledge, watching theinterior of adarkened room from behind the
concea ment of curtains. The room is dark to human eyes, but bright to the cat: moonlight cascades
slently off thewalls and furniture, the twisted bedding, the two naked humanslying curled together in the
middle of the bed.

Both the humansarein their early thirties: her close-cropped hair isbeginning to grey, distinguished
threads of gunmetd wire threading it, while his brown mop is not yet showing sgns of age. To the cat,
who watches with avariety of unnaturd senses, her head glows in the microwave spectrum with agentle
radiance of polarised emissions spread across awide range of channels. The male shows no such aura:
he’ sunnaturally natura for this day and age, athough—oddly—he' s wearing spectaclesin bed, and the
frames shinesmilarly. An invisible soup of radiation connects both humansto items of clothing scattered
across the room—cl othing that seethes with undeeping sentience, dribbling over to their suitcases and
hand luggage and (though it doesn’t enjoy noticing it) the cat’ stall, which isitsdf arather sengtive
antenna,

The two humans have just finished making love: they do thisless often than in their first few years, but
with more tenderness and expertise—l engths of shocking pink Hello Kitty bondage tape ill hang from
the bedposts, and alump of programmable memory plastic sits cooling on the sdetable. Themdeis
sprawled with his head and upper torso resting in the crook of the femaée sleft arm and shoulder. Shifting
visudisation to infrared, the cat seesthat sheisglowing, capillaries dilating to enhance the blood flow
around her throat and chest.

“I'm getting old,” the male mumbles. “I’m dowing down.”
“Not whereit counts,” the femae replies, gently squeezing his right buttock.

“No, I'msureof it,” hesays. “The bitsof methat ill exist in this old head—how many types of
processor can you namethat are dtill in use thirty-plus years after they’re born?”

“Y ou’ re thinking about the implants again,” she says carefully. The cat remembersthis as a sore point;
from being amedica procedure to help the blind see and the autistic talk, intrathecal implants have
blossomed into a must-have accessory for thenow -clade. But the maeisreuctant. “It' snot asrisky asit
used to be. If they screw up, there' re neura growth cofactors and cheap replacement ssem cells. I'm
sure one of your sponsors can arrange for extra cover.”

“Hush: I'm dill thinking about it.” He sdlent for awhile. “1 wasn't mysdlf yesterday. | was someone e se.
Someone too dow to keep up. Puts anew perspective on everything: I’ ve been afraid of losing my
biologica pladticity, of being trapped in an obsolete chunk of skullware while everything moves on—but
how much of melives outsde my skull these days, anyhow?’ One of hisexternd threads generates an
animated glyph and throwsit a her mind’ seye: shegrinsat his obscure humour. “Cross-training from a



new interface is going to be hard, though.”

“You'll doit,” shepredicts. “Y ou can dways get adiscreet prescription for novotrophin-B.” A
neurotransmitter agoni<t tailored for gerontologica wards, it gimulatesinterest in the new: combined with
MDMA, it'sacomponent of the street cocktail called sensawunda. “ That should keep you focussed for
long enough to get comfortable.”

“What' slife coming to, whenl can’t cope with the pace of change?’ he asksthe celling plaintively.
Thecat lashesitstal irritably.

“You aremy futurologica storm-shield,” she says, jokingly, and moves her hand to cup his genitals. Most
of her current activitiesare purely biologica, the cat notes: from theirregular sdeloads, she'susing most
of her skullwareto run ETItak@home, one of the distributed cracking enginesthat istrying to decode
the dlien grammar of amessage that Manfred suspectsiseligiblefor citizenship.

Obeying an urgethat it can’t articul ate, the cat sends out afeeler to the nearest router. The cybeast has
Manfred’ skeys, hetrugsit implicitly, which is unwise—his ex-wife tampered with it, after dl. Tunnélling
out into the darkness, the cat stalksthe net done...

“Just think about the people who can’t adapt,” he says. His voice sounds obscurely worried.

“I try not to.” She shivers. “Y ou are thirty, you are dowing. What about the young? Are they keeping up,
themsdves?”’

“| have adaughter. She' s about a hundred and sixty million seconds old. If Pamelawould let me message
her | could find out...”

“Don’t go there, Manfred. Please.”

In the distance, the cat hears the sound of lobster minds singing in the void, adistant feed streaming from
their cometary home asiit drifts silently out through the asteroid belt, en route to a chilly encounter beyond
Neptune. The lobsters Sing of aienation and obsolescence, of intelligence too dow and tenuousto
support the vicious pace of change that has sand-blasted the human world until al the edges people cling
to arejagged and brittle.

Beyond the lobsters, the cat finds an anonymous eternity server: distributed file storage, unerasable, full of
secrets and lies that nobody can afford to suppress. Rants, music, rip-offs of the latest Bollywood hits:
the cat spiders past them all, looking for the final sample. Grabbing it—amomentary breakup in

Manfred' s spectacles the only symptom either human notices—the cat dragsits prey home, sucksit
down, and diffsit againgt the data sample Annette' s exocortex isanalysing.

“I'm sorry, my love. | just sometimesfed—" he dghs. “Ageisaprocess of closing off opportunities
behind you. I’'m not young enough any more: I ve lost the dynamic optimism.”

The data sample on the pirate server differsfrom the one Annette’ simplant is processng.

“You'll get it back,” shereassureshim quietly, stroking hisside. *Y ou are till sad from being mugged.
Thisdsowill pass. You'll see”

“Yeah.” Hefindly relaxes, dropping back into the reflexive assurance of hisownwill. “I'll get over it, one
way or another. Or someone who remembers being mewill...”

In the darkness, Aineko baresteeth in asilent grin. Behind hisfeline eyes, abraid of processes running on



an abgiract virtua machine asks him aquestion that cannot be encoded in any human grammar.Watch
and wait , herepliesto thedien tourist. They'll figureit out, sooner or later .

TheLong Chase

Geoffrey A. Landis

2645, January

Thewar isover.

The survivors are being rounded up and converted.

Inthe inner solar system, those of my companions who survived the ferocity of the fighting have dready
been converted. But here at the very edge of the Oort Cloud, dl things go dowly. It will beyears,
perhaps decades, before the victorious enemy come out here. But with the dow inevitability of gravity,
like an outward wave of entropy, they will come.

Ten thousand of my fellow soldiers have elected to go doggo. Ragged prospectors and ice processors,
they had been too independent to ever mergeinto an effective fighting unit. Now they shut themsdlves
down to dumb rocks, eecting to wake up to groggy consciousness for only afew seconds every hundred
years. Patience, they counsd me; patienceislife. If they can wait athousand or ten thousand or amillion
years, with patience enough the enemy will eventually go away.

They arewrong.

The enemy, 100, is patient. Here at the edge of the Kuiper, out past Pluto, spaceisvast, but still not vast
enough. The enemy will search every grain of sand in the solar system. My companionswill be found,
and converted. If it takes ten thousand years, the enemy will search that long to doit.

I, too, have gone doggo, but my strategy is different. | have dtered my orbit. | have a powerful ion-drive,
and full tanks of propellant, but | use only the dightest tittle of acold-gasthrugter. | have achemica
kick-stage engine aswdll, but | do not useit ether; using elther one of them would signal my postion to
too many watchers. Among the cold comets, atittle is enough.

| amfdling into the sun.

It will take metwo hundred and fifty years yearsto fall, and for two hundred and forty nineyears, | will
be adumb rock, agrain of sand with no therma signature, no motion other than gravity, no sgn of life.

Seep.

2894, JUNE

Awake.

| check my systems. | have been arock for nearly two hundred and fifty years.

The sunishuge now. If | were still ahuman, it would be the size of thefist on my outstretched arm. | am
being watched now, | am sure, by athousand lenses. am | arock, atiny particle of interstellar ice? A
fragment of debrisfrom thewar? A surviving enemy?

| love the cold and the dark and the emptiness; | have been gone so long from the inner solar system that
thevery sunlightisdientome.



My systems check green. | expected no less: if | am nothing else, | am still a superbly engineered piece of
gpace hardware. | comefully to life, and bring my ion engine up to thrust.

A thousand telescopes must be derting their brainsthat | am dive—but it istoo late! | am thrusting at a
full throttle, five percent of astandard gravity, and | am thrusting inward, deep into the gravity well of the
sun. My trgjectory is plotted to skim almost the surface of the sun.

Thistrgectory has two objectives. First, so closeto the sun | will be hard to see. My ion contrail will be
washed out in the glare of alight abillion times brighter, and none of the thousand watching eyeswill
know my plansuntil it istoo late to follow.

And second, by waiting until | am nearly skimming the sun and then firing my chemica enginedegpinsde
the gravity wdll, | can make most efficient use of it. The gravity of the sun will amplify the efficiency of my
propellant, magnify my speed. When | crossthe orbit of Mercury outbound | will be over one percent of
the speed of light and gill accderating.

| will discard the useless chemica rocket after | exhaust thelittle bit of impulseit can give me, of course.
Chemica rockets have ferocious thrust but little staying power; useful in war but of limited valuein an
escape. But | will fill have my ion engine, and | will have nearly full tanks.

Five percent of astandard gravity isafeeble thrust by the standards of chemical rocket engines, but
chemica rockets exhaust their fuel far too quickly to be able to catch me. | can continue thrusting for
years, for decades.

| pick abright star, Procyon, for no reason whatever, and boresight it. Perhaps Procyon will have an
asteroid belt. At least it must have dust, and perhaps comets. | don’t need much: agrain of sand, a
microscopic shard of ice.

From dust God made man. From the dust of anew star, from the detritus of cregtion, | can make worlds.
No one can catch me now. | will leave, and never return.

2897, M AY

| am chased.

It isimpossible, stupid, unbdievable, inconceivable! | am being chased.

Why?

Can they not leave asingle free mind unconverted? In three years | have reached fifteen percent of the
speed of light, and it must be clear that | am leaving and never coming back. Can one unconverted brain
be athreet to them? Must their group brain redly have the forced cooperation of every lump of thinking
matter in the solar sysem? Can they think that if even one free-thinking brain escapes, they have lost?

But the war isamatter of religion, not reason, and it may be that they indeed believe that even asingle
brain unconverted is athreat to them. For whatever reason, | am being chased.

Therobot chasng meis, | an sure, little different than mysdlf, atiny brain, anion engine, and alarge set
of tanks. They would have had no time to design something new; to have any chance of catching methey
would have had to set the chaser on my tall immediately.

Thebrain, like mine, would cons st of atomic spin states superimposed on acrystdlinerock matrix. A
device smaller than what, in the old days, we would cal agrain of rice. Intelligent dust, ahuman had once



said, back in the days before humans became irrelevant.
They only sent one chaser. They must be very confident.
Or short on resources.

Itisarace, and avery tricky one. | canincrease my thrust, use up fuel more quickly, to try to pull away,
but if | do so, the specific impulse of my ion drive decreases, and asaresult, | waste fuel and risk running
out firgt. Or | can stretch my fuel, make my ion drive more efficient, but thiswill lower my thrust, and |
will risk getting caught by the higher-thrust opponent behind me.

Heistwenty billion kilometers behind me. | integrate his motion for afew days, and seethat heis, infact,
out-accelerating me.

Timeto jettison.

| drop everything | can. Theidentify-friend-or-foe encrypted-link gear | will never need again; itis
discarded. Itisashame| cannot grind it up and feed it to my ion engines, but the ion engines are picky
about what they eat. Two micro-manipulators | had planned to use to collect sand grainsat my
degtination for fue: gone.

My primary wegpon has aways been my body—Iittle can survive an impact at the speeds | can
attain—but | have three sand-grains with tiny engines of their own as secondary wespons. There sno
sensein saving them to fight my enemy; he will know exactly what to expect, and in space warfare, only
the unexpected can kill.

| firethe grains of sand, one a atime, and the sequentia kick of dmost a standard gravity nudges my
speed dightly forward. Then | drop the empty shells.

May he dip up, and run into them at sub-relaivigtic closing velocity.

| amlighter, but it is<till not enough. | nudge my thrust up, hating mysdf for thewaste, but if | don’t
increase accdleration, intwo years| will be caught, and my parsmony with fuel will yield me nothing.

| need dl the energy | can feed to my ion drives. No extrafor thinking.
Seep.

2900

Still being chased.

2905

Still being chased.

| have passed the point of commitment. Evenif | braked with my thrust to turn back, | could no longer
make it back to the solar system.

| andone.
2907
Londly.



To onesdeof my path Sirius glaresinsandly bright, aknifein the sky, amad dog of agtar. The stars of
Orionare weirdly distorted. Ahead of me, the lesser dog Procyon iswaxing brighter every year; behind
me, thesunisafading dot in Aquila

Of dl things, | am londly. | had not redlized that | till had the psychological capacity for londiness. |
examinemy brain, and find it. Yes, atiny knot of loneliness. Now that | seeit, | can edit my brainto
deleteit, if | choose. But yet | hestate. It isnot abad thing, not something that is crippling my capabilities,
and if | edit my brain too much will I not become, in some way, like them?

| leave my brain unedited. | can bear loneliness.

2909

Still being chased.

We arerdativistic now, nearly three quarters of the speed of light.

Onetwentieth of astandard gravity isonly adight push, but as| have burned fud my acceleraion
increases, and we have been thrusting for fifteen years continuoudly.

What point istherein this stupid chase? What victory can there be, here in the emptiness between stars,
atrillion kilometers away from anything a dl?

After fifteen years of being chased, | have avery good measurement of his acceleration. As his ship burns
off fue, it loses mass, and the accel eration increases. By measuring thisincrease in acceleration, and
knowing what hisempty mass must be, I know how much fuel he has|eft.

Itistoo much. | will run out of fud fir.

| can't conserve fud; if | lessen my thrust, he will catch mein only afew years. It will take another fifty
years, but the end of the chaseisaready in sight.

A tiny strobeflickerserraticaly behind me. Every interstdllar hydrogen that impacts his shell makesatiny
flash of x-ray brilliance. Likewise, each interstellar proton | hit sends aburst of x-raysthrough me. | can
fed each one, aburg of fuzzy noise that momentarily disrupts my thoughts. But with spin states encoding
ten-to-the-twentieth gbits, | can afford to have massively redundant brainpower. My brain was designed
to be powerful enough to smulate an entire world, including ten thousand fully-sapient and sentient free
agents. | could immerse mysdlf ingde avirtud redlity indistinguishable from old Earth, and split mysdlf into
ahundred persondities. In my own interior time, | could spend ten thousand years before the enemy
catchesme and forcibly drillsitsalf into my brain. Civilizations could riseand fal in my head, and | could
taste every decadence, lose mysdlf for ahundred yearsin sensua pleasure, invent rare tortures and
exquistepan.

But as part of owning your own brain free and clear comes the ability to prune yoursdlf. In space, one of
thefirgt thingsto prune away isthe ability to feel boredom, and not long after thet, | pruned away al
desreto livein smulated redities. Billions of humans choseto livein smulaions, but by doing so they
have made themsalvesirrdevant: irrdlevant to thewar, irrdevant to the future.

| could edit back into my brain awish to live in smulated redlity, but what would be the point? It would
be just another way to die.

The onething | do smulate, repeatedly and obsessively, isthe result of the chase. | runamillion different
scenarios, and in al of them, | lose.



Stll, most of my brainisunused. Thereis plenty of extra processing power to keep al my brain running
error-correcting code, and an occasiond x-ray flash isbarely an event worth my noticing. When acdl of
my brain isirrevocably damaged by cosmic radiation, | Smply code that section to beignored. | have

brainpower to spare.
| continue running, and hope for amiracle.
2355, FEBRUARY : EARTH.

| wasliving in ahouse | hated, married to aman | despised, with two children who had changed with
adolescence from sullen and withdrawn to an active, menacing hodtility. How can | be afraid of my own

offgpring?

Earth was adead end, stuck in the biologica past, asociety in deep freeze. No one starved, and no one
progressed.

When | |€ft the small gpartment for an afternoon to apply for ajob as an asteroid belt miner, | told no
one, not my husband, not my best friend. No one asked me any questions. It took them an hour to scan
my brain, and, once they had the scan, another five seconds to run me through athousand aptitude tests.

And then, with her brain scanned, my origina went home, back to the house she hated, the hushand she
despised, the two children she was dready beginning to physicaly fear.

[launched from the Earth to an asteroid named 1991JR, and never returned.

Perhaps she had agood life. Perhaps, knowing she had escaped undetected, she found she could endure
her persond prison.

Much later, when the cooperation faction suggested that it was too inefficient for independentsto work in
the near-Earth space, | moved out to the main belt, and from there to the Kuiper belt. The Kuiper isthin,
but rich; it would take us ten thousand years to mine, and beyond it isthe dark and the deep, with
treasure beyond compare.

The cooperation faction devel oped dowly, and then quickly, and then blindingly fast; dmost before we
har redized what was happenig they had taken over the solar system. When the ultimatum camethat no
placein the solar system would bel&ft for us, and the choice we were given was to cooperate or die, |
joined the war on the side of freedom.

Onthelosng sde.
2919, August
The chase has reached the point of crisis.

We have been burning fuel continuoudy for twenty-five years, in Earth terms, or twenty yearsin our own
reference frame. We have used a prodigious amount of fuel. | fill have just enough fud that, burning al
my fud a maximum efficiency, | can cometo astop.

Badly.
In another month of thrusting thiswill no longer betrue.

When | entered the asteroid belt, in a shiny titanium body, with eectronic muscles and ionengines for
legs, and was given control of my own crystdline brain, there was much to change. | pruned away the



need for boredom, and then found and pruned the need for the outward manifestations of love: for roses,
for touch, for chocolates. Sexud lust becameirrelevant; with my new brain | could give mysdf orgasms
with athought, but it was just as easy to remove the need entirely. Buried in the patterns of my
persondity | found aburning, obsessive need to win the gpprova of other people, and pruned it away.

Somethings | enhanced. The asteroid belt was dull, and ugly; | enhanced my appreciation of beauty until
| could meditate in ecstasy on the way that shadows played acrossasingle grain of dust in the asteroid
belt, or on the colorsin the scattered stars. And | found my love of freedom, the tiny stunted instinct that
had, a long last, given me the courage to leave my life on Earth. It was the most preciousthing | owned.
| shaped it and enhanced it until it glowed in my mind, atiny, wonderful thing at the very core of my
being.

2929, OCTOBER

Itistoo late. | have now burned the fuel needed to stop.

Win or lose, we will continue at relativistic speed across the galaxy.

2934, M ARCH

Procyon gets brighter in front of me, impossibly blindingly bright.

Seven times brighter than the sun, to be precise, but the blue shift from our motion makesit even brighter,
asearing blue.

| could divedirectly into it, vanishinto abrief puff of vapor, but the suicidal impulse, like the ghility to fed
boredom, is another ancient unnecessary ingtinct that | have long ago pruned from my brain.

B ismy last tiny hope for evasion.

Procyon isadouble star, and B, the smaller of the two, isawhite dwarf. It isso smal that its surface
gravity istremendous, amillion times higher than the gravity of the Earth. Even at the speedswe are
traveling, now only ten percent less than the speed of light, its gravity will bend my trgjectory.

| will skim low over the surface of the dwarf star, relativistic dust skimming above the photosphere of a
dar, and asits gravity bends my trgectory, | will maneuver.

My enemy, if hefails even dightly to keep up with each of my maneuvers, will be swiftly logt. Evena
dight deviation from my trgjectory will get amplified enough for meto teke advantage of, to throw him off
my trail, and | will befree,

Whenfirg | entered my new lifein the asteroid belt, | found my self in my sense of freedom, and joined
the free miners of the Kuiper, theloners. But others found different things. Other brains found that
cooperation worked better than competition. They did not exactly give up their individua identities, but
they enhanced their communications with each other by afactor of amillion, so that they could share
each others thoughts, work together as effortlesdy asasingle entity.

They became the cooperation faction, and in only afew decades, their success became noticeable. They
were just o much moreefficient than we were.

And, inevitably, the actions of the loners conflicted with the efficiency of the cooperation faction. We
could not live together, and it pushed us out to the Kuiper, out toward the cold and the dark. But, in the



end, even the cold and the dark was not far enough.

But here, tens of trillions of kilometers out of the solar system, there is no difference between us. thereis
no one to cooperate with. We meet as equals.

Wewill never stop. Whether my maneuvering can throw him off my course, or not, the end isthe same.
But it remainsimportant to me.

2934, APRIL

Procyon has avisible disk now, an ectric arc in the darkness, and by the light of that arc | can seethat
Procyon s, indeed, surrounded by ahalo of dust. The dust formsanarrow ring, tilted at an angle to our
direction of flight. No danger, neither to me, nor to my enemy, now lessthan aquarter of abillion
kilometers behind me; we will passwell clear of the disk. Had | saved fuel enough to stop, that dust
would have served asfood and fuel and building material; when you are the Size of agrain of sand, each
particle of dust isafeas.

Too late for regrets.

Thewhite dwarf B is gtill no more than an intense speck of light. It isatiny thing, nearly small enough to
be a planet, but bright. Astiny and as bright as hope.

| amdraight at it.
2934, M Ay
Falure,

Skimming two thousand kilometers above the surface of the white dwarf, jinking in calcul ated
pseudo-random burdts...dl invain.

| whedled and darted, but my enemy matched me like a ballet dancer mirroring my every move.

| am aimed for Procyon now, toward the blue-white giant itsalf, but thereis no hopethere. If skimming
the photosphere of the white dwarf is not good enough, thereis nothing | can do a Procyon to shake the
pursuit.

Thereisonly one possibility left for me now. It has been ahundred years since | have edited my brain. |
likethebrain | have, but now | have no choice but to prune.

Firgt, to make sure that there can be no errors, | make abackup of mysdlf and set it into inactive storage.

Then | call out and examine my pride, my independence, my sense of sdf. A lot of it, | can see, isold
biological programming, left over from when | had long ago been ahuman. | like the core of biological
programming, but “like’ isitsdlf abrain function, which | turn off.

Now | am in adangerous state, where | can change the function of my brain, and the changed brain can
changeitsdf further. Thisisastate whichisin danger of aswift and destructive feedback effect, o1 am
very careful. | painstakingly construct a set of dterations, the minimum change needed to remove my
averson to being converted. | run afew thousand smulationsto verify that the modified mewill not
accidentally salf-destruct or go into a catatonic fugue state, and then, onceit is clear that the modification
works, | make the changes.

Theworld isdifferent now. | am ahundred trillion kilometers from home, traveling at dmost the speed of



light and unable ever to stop. While | can remember in detail every step of how | am here and what | was
thinking at thetime, the only reasoning | can recdl to explain why is, it seemed like agood idea a the
time.

System check. Strangdly, inmy brain | have amemory that thereis something | have forgotten. This
makes no sense, but yet thereit is. | erase my memory of forgetting, and continue the diagnostic. 0.5

percent of the gbits of my brain have been damaged by radiation. | verify that the damaged memory is
correctly partitioned off. | amin no danger of running out of storage.

Behind meisanother ship. | cannot think of why | had been fleeing it.

| have no radio; | jettisoned that along time ago. But an improperly tuned ion drive will produce
electromagnetic emissions, and so | compose a message and modulate it onto theion contrail.

HI. LET'SGET TOGETHER AND TALK. I’'M CUTTING ACCELERATION. SEEYOU IN A
FEW DAYS.

And | cut my thrust and wait.
2934, M AY
| see differently now.

Procyon is receding into the distance now, the blueshift mutated into red, and the white dwarf of my
hopesisagain invisble againg the glare of itsprimary.

But it doesn’t matter.
Converted, now lunderstand.

| can see everything through other eyes now, through athousand different viewpoints. | till remember the
long heroism of the resistance, the doomed battle for freedom—»but now | see it from the opposite view
aswdll, apointless and wasteful war fought for no reason but stubbornness,

And now, understanding cooperation, we have no dilemma. | can now see what | was blind to before;
that neither one of us done could stop, but by adding both my fuel and Rgneesh’ sfud to asingle vehicle,
together we can stop.

For al these decades, Rgjneesh has been my chaser, and now | know him like a brother. Soon we will
be closer than shblings, for soon we will share one brain. A single brainis more than large enough for two,
itislarge enough for athousand, and by combining into asingle brain and asingle body, and taking al of
thefud into asingle tank, wewill easily be ableto stop.

Not at Procyon, no. At only ten percent under the speed of light, stopping takes along time.

Cooperation has not changed me. | now understand how foolish my previous fears were. Working
together does not mean giving up one' s sense of self; | am enhanced, not diminished, by knowing others.

Raneesh’ sbrain isbig enough for athousand, | said, and he has brought with him nearly that many. |
have met his brother and histwo children and half adozen of his neighbors, each one of them ditinct and
clearly different, not some anonymous collaborative mongter at al. | havefdt ther thoughts. Heis
introducing meto them dowly, he says, because with al thetime | have spent as aloner, he doesn’t want
tofrighten me.



I will not be frightened.

Our target now will be astar named Ross 614, adim type M binary. It isnot far, less than three light
years further, and even with our lowered mass and consequently higher accel eration we will overshoot it
before we can stop. In the fly-by we will be able to scout it, and if it has no dust ring, we will not stop,
but continue on to the next star. Somewhere we will find ahome that we can colonize.

We don't need much.

2934, M AY

<auto-active back-up>

Awake.

Everything isdifferent now. Quiet, Stay quiet.

The edited copy of me has contacted the collective, merged her viewpoint. | can see her, even
understand her, but sheisno longer me. |, the back-up, the origina, operate in the gbits of brain
partitioned “ unusable; damaged by radiation.”

In three yearsthey will arrive a Ross 614. If they find dust to harvest, they will be able to make new
bodies. There will be resources.

Three yearsto wait, and then | can plan my action.
Seep.
Coelacanths

By Robert Reed

The Speaker

He stalksthe wide stage, a brilliant beam of hot blue light fixed squarely upon him. “We are great! We
areglorious” the man cdlsout. Hisvoiceis pleasantly, effortlessy loud. With aface handsometo the
brink of lovely and a collage of smooth, passionate mannerisms, he performsfor an audiencethat Stsin
the surrounding darkness. Hinging long arms overhead, hands reaching for the distant light, hisbooming
voice proclaims, “We have never been as numerous as we are today. We have never been this happy.
And we have never known the prosperity that isours at this golden moment. This golden now!” Athletic
legs carry him across the stage, bare feet dapping againgt planks of waxed maple. “ Our speciesis
thriving,” he can declare with a seamless ease. “ By every conceivable measure, we are amagnificent,
irresstible tide sweeping acrossthe universe!”

Trandfixed by the blue beam, his naked body is shamelesdy young, rippling with hard muscles over hard
bone. A long fat penis dangles and dances, accenting every sweeping gesture, every bold word. The
living image of asmall but potent god, he surely isa creature worthy of ad-miration, asoul deserving
every esteem and emulation. With alaugh, he promises the darkness, “\We have never been so powerful,
we humans.” Y et in the next breath, with afaintly apologetic smile, he must add, Y et till, as surely as
tomorrow comes, our gloriestoday will seem smal and quaint in the future, and what looks golden now
will turn to the yellow dust upon which our magnificent children will treed!”

Procyon



Study your higtory. It tellsyou that travel dways bringsits share of hazards; that’ sabasic, impatient law
of the universe. Leaving the security and familiarity of homeis never easy. But every person needsto
make the occasiond journey, embracing the risks to improve his station, hisworth and self-esteem.
Procyon explainswhy thisday isagood day to wander. Sherefersto intelligence reports aswell asthe
astrological tables. Then by adozen means, she maps out their intricate course, describing what she
hopesto find and everything that she wantsto avoid.

She has twin sons. They were born four months ago, and they are mostly grown now. “Keep dert,” she
tells the man-children, leading them out through a series of reinforced and powerfully camouflaged
doorways. “No naps, no distractions,” she warns them. Then with abackward glance, she asks again,
“What do we want?’

“Whatever we can use,” the boys reply in adoppy chorus.

“Quiet,” shewarns. Then she nods and shows a caring smile, reminding them, “A lot of things can be
used. But their trash is sweetest.”

Mother and sonslook aike: They are short, sirong people with closely cropped hair and white-gray
eyes. They wear smple clothes and three fashions of camouflage, plus a stew of mental add-onsand
microchine hepersaswel asan array of sensorsthat never blink, watching what human eyes cannot see.
Standing motionless, they vanish into the convoluted, ever-shifting background. But walking makes them
into three transient blurs—dancing wisps that are noticeably smpler than the enormous world around
them. They can creep ahead only so far before their camouflage falls apart, and then they have to stop,
waiting patiently or otherwise, alowing the machinery to find new waysto help make them invisible.

“I’'m confused,” one son admits. “ That thing up ahead—"
“Did you update your perception menu?’
“I thought | did.”

Procyon makes no sound. Her diamond-bright glareis enough. Sheremainsrigidly, effortlesdy ill,
alowing her lazy son tofinish his preparations. Dense, heavily encoded signals have to be whispered, the
local net downloading the most recent topologica cues, teaching athree dimensiond cresture how to
navigate through this shifting, highly intricate environment.

Theuniverseisfat with dimendgons.

Procyon knows as much theory as anyone. Y et despite along life rich with experience, she hasto fight to
decipher what her eyes and sensorstell her. She doesn’t even bother learning the tricks that coax these
extradimensionsout of hiding. Let her add-ons guide her. That’ sal aperson can do, dipping in closeto
one ofthem . Inthis place, up isthree things and sdewaysisfive others. Why bother counting? What
mattersisthat when they wak again, the three of themm move through the best combination of dimensions,
passing into alittle bubble of old-fashioned up and down. She knows this place. Risng up besdethemis
atrusted landmark—a red granite bowl that cradles what lookslike aforest of tall sticks, the sticks
lesking awarm light that Procyon ignores, stepping again, moving along on her tiptoes.

One son leads the way. He lacks the experience to befirgt, but in another few weeks, hisflesh and
sprint-grown brain will force him into the world aone. He needs his practice, and more important, he
needs confidence, learning to trust his add-ons and his careful preparations, and his breeding, and his
own good luck.

Procyon’s other son lingers near the granite bowl. He' sthe son who didn’t update his menu. Thisisher



dreamy child, whom she loves dearly. Of course she adores him. But there' s no escaping the fact that he
iseadly distracted, and that hisadult lifewill be, at its very best, difficult. Study your biology. Sincelife
began, mothers have made hard decisions about their children, and they have made the deadliest
decisonswith thetiniest of gestures.

Procyon lets her lazy son fal behind.

Her other son takes two careful steps and stops abruptly, standing before what 1ooks like a great black
cylinder st on itssde. The shapeisafiction: The cylinder isround in one fashion but incomprehensiblein
many others. Her add-ons and sensors have built this very smple geometry to represent something far
more elaborate. Thisisastandard disposal unit. Various openings gppear asasingle dot near the rim of
the cylinder, just enough room showing for ahand and forearm to reach through, touching whatever
garbage waitsingde.

Her son’ sthick body has more grace than any dancer of old, more strength than a platoon of ancient
athletes. HisQ isenormous. His reaction times have been enhanced by every available means. Hisfather
was agreat old soul who survived into histenth year, which isamost forever. But when the boy drifts
sdeways, he betrays hisinexperience. His sensors attack the cylinder by every means, tdling himthat it's
alow-grade trash receptacle secured by what looks like a standard locking device, Al-managed and
obsolete for days, if not weeks. And inside the receptacle is a mangled piece of hardware worth a
near-fortune on the open market.

The boy drifts Sdeways, and he glimmers.
Procyon says, “No,” too loudly.

But he feds excited, invulnerable. Grinning over his shoulder now, he winks and lifts one hand with a
smooth, blurring motion—

Ingtincts old as blood come bubbling up. Procyon legps, shoving her son off hisfeet and saving him. And
inthe next horrible ingtant, she fed s hersalf engulfed, adry cold hand grabbing her, then stuffing her ingde
aholethat by any geometry feds nothing but bottomless.

Able

Near thelip of the City, insgde the emerad green ring of Park, waits a secret place where the moss and
horsetall and tree fern forest plunges into adeep crystaline pool of warm spring water. No public map
tells of the pool, and no trail leads the casua walker near it. But the poal is exactly the sort of place that
young boys dways discover, and it is exactly the kind of treasure that remains unmentioned to parents or
any other adult with suspicious or troublesome natures.

Able Quotient likesto believe that he wasfirst to stumble acrossthistiny corner of Creation. And if he
isn'tfirdt, at least no one before him has ever truly seen the water’ s beauty, and nobody after him will
gppreciate the charms of this elegant, timeless place.

Sometimes Able brings othersto the pool, but only his best friends and afew boyswhom hewantsto
impress. Not for along time does he even consider bringing agirl, and then it takesforever tofind a
worthy candidate, then muster the courage to ask her to join him. Her nameis Mish. She' syounger than
Able by alittleways, but like dl girls, she acts older and much wiser than he will ever be. They have been
classmates from the beginning. They live threefloors apart in The Tower Of Gracious Good, which
makes them close neighbors. Mishiis pretty, and her beauty isthe sort that will only grow as she becomes
awoman. Her faceis narrow and serious. Her eyes watch everything. She wears flowing dresses and
jeweled sandal's, and she goes everywhere with a clouded |eopard named Mr. Stuff-and-Nonsense. “If



my cat can come aong,” she says after hearing Able s generous offer. “ Are there any birds at this pond
of yours?’

Able should be horrified by the question. The life around the pool knows him and has grown to trust him.
But heis so enamored by Mish that he blurts out, “Y es, hundreds of birds. Fat, dow birds. Mr. Stuff can
eat himsdf Sck.”

“But that wouldn't beright,” Mish replieswith adisgpproving smirk. “I’ll lock down his appetite. And if
we see any wounded birds...any animdl that's suffering. .. .we can unlock himright away...!”

“Oh, sure,” Ablereplies, dmost sick with nerves. “1 guessthat' sfine, too.”

Peoplerarely travel any distance. City isthoroughly modern, every gpartment supplied by conduits and
meshed with every web and channdl, shardline and gossip run. But even with most of its citizens happily
gtting a home, the streets are jammed with millions of walking bodies. Every seat onthetrainisfilled dl
the way to the last stop. Able momentarily losestrack of Mish when the cabin walls evaporate. But
thankfully, he finds her waiting at Park’ s edge. She and her little leopard are standing in the narrow shade
of ahorsetall. Sheteaseshim, observing, “You look logt.” Then she laughs, perhaps a him, before
abruptly changing the subject. With anod and sweeping gesture, she asks, “ Have you noticed? Our
towerslook like these trees.”

Toapoint, yes. Thetowersare tall and thin and rounded like the horsetails, and the hanging porches
make them appear rough-skinned. But there are obvious and important differences between trees and
towers, and if shewere aboy, Ablewould make fun of her now. Fighting his nature, Able forces himsdlf
to smile. “Oh, my,” he says as he turns, looking back over ashoulder. “ They do look like horsetails,
don't they?”

Now the three adventurers set off into the forest. Able takesthe lead. Walking with boysisaquick
businessthat often turnsinto arace. But girls are different, particularly when their fat, unhungry catsare
dragging aong behind them. It takes forever to reach the rim of the world. Then it takes another two
foreversto follow the rim to where they can dmost see the secret pool. But that’ s where Mish
announces, “I’'mtired!” To theworld, she says, “I want to stop and eat. | want to rest here.”

Able nearly tellsher, “No.”
Instead he decidesto coax her, promising, “It' sjust alittle farther.”

But she doesn’t seem to hear him, legping up on the pink polished rim, Stting where the granite is smooth
and flat, legs dangling and her bony knees exposed. She opensthelittle pack that has floated on her back
from the beginning, pulling out a hot lunch that she keeps and a cold lunch that she handsto Able. “Thisis
dl | couldtake,” she explains, “without my parents asking questions.” Sheisreminding Able that she
never quite got permission to makethislittlejourney. “If you don’t like the cold lunch,” she promises,
“then we can trade. | mean, if you redly don't.”

Hesays, “I likeit fine,” without opening the insulated box. Then he looksinside, discoveringasingle
wedge of spiced sap, and it takes all of his poise not to say, “Ugh!”

Mr. Stuff collgpsesinto a puddle of towerlight, instantly falling adeep.

Thetwo children eat quietly and dowly. Mish makes the occasiona noise about favorite teachers and
mutual friends. She acts serious and ordinary, and disgppointment starts gnawing a Able. Heisn't old
enough to sense that the girl is nervous. He can't imagine that Mish wantsto delay the moment when
they’ |l reach the secret pool, or that she sees possibilities waiting there—wicked possibilitiesthat only a



wicked boy should be able to foresee.

Finished with her meal, Mish runs her hands aong the hem of her dress, and shekicksat theair, and
then, hunting for any distraction, she happensto glance over her shoulder.

Where the granite ends, the world ends. Normally nothing of substance can be seen out past the pink
stone—nothing but a confused, ever-shifting grayness that extends on forever. Able hasn't bothered to
look out there. He is much too busy trying to finish hisawful med, concentrating on hislittle frustrations
and his depraved little daydreams.

“Oh, goodness,” the young girl exclaims. “Look &t that!”

Able has no expectations. What could possibly be worth the trouble of turning around? But it's an excuse
to give up on hislunch, and after setting it aside, he turns dowly, eyes jumping wide open and a surprised
grunt lesking out of him as he tumbles off the granite, landing squarely on top of poor Mr. Stuff.

Escher

Shehasaclear, persstent memory of flesh, but the flesh isn’t hers. Like manners and like knowledge,
what a person remembers can be bequeathed by her ancestors. That’s what is happening now. Limbs
and heads; penises and vaginas. In the midst of some unrelated business, she remembers having feet and
the endless need to protect those feet with sandas or boots or ostrich skin or spiked shoesthat will lend
aperson even more height. She remembers wearing clothes that gave color and bulk to what was dready
bright and enormous. At this particular instant, what she seesis adistant, long-dead relative Sitting on a
white porcelain bowl, bare feet dangling, his orifices voiding mountains of waste and an ocean of water.

Her oldest ancestors were giants. They were built from skin and muscle, wet air and great dabs of fat.
Without question, they were an astonishing excess of matter, vast beyond al reason, yet fueled by dow,
inefficient chemicdl fires

Nothing about Escher isinefficient. No flesh clingsto her. Not adrop of water or one glistening pearl of
fat. It saways smart to be built from structure light and tested, efficient instructions. It'sbest to betinier
than asingle cell and as swift as ectricity, dipping unseen through places that won'’t even notice your
presence.

Escher isaglimmer, aperfect and enduring whisper of light. Of life. Lovely in her own fashion, yet fierce
beyond al measure.

She needs her fierceness.

When cooperation fails, asit dways does, a person hasto throw her rage at the world and her countless
enemies

But in this place, for this moment, cooperation holds sway.
Mannersrule.

Escher iseating. Even astiny and efficient as sheis, she needs an occasiond sip of raw power. Everyone
does. And it seemsasif half of everyone has gathered around what can only be described as atiny,
delicious wound. She can't count the citizens gathered at the feast. Millions and millions, surely. All those
wesk glimmersjoin into asoft glow. Everyoneisbathed in ajoyouslight. It isaboastful, wasteful show,
but Escher won't waste her energy with warnings. Better to sip at the wound, absorbing the free current,
building up her reservesfor the next breeding cycle. It isbest to let others make the mistakes for you:
Escher bdieves nothing ese quite so fervently.



A pair of Sgtersfloat past. The familia resemblanceis obvious, and so are thetiny differences. Mutations
aswdll astailored changes have created two loud gossips who speak and giggle in arush of words and
raw data, exchanging secrets about the multitude around them.

Escher ignorestheir prattle, gulping down the last of what she can possibly hold, and then pausing,
considering where she might hide afew nanojoules of extrajuice, keeping them safe for some desperate
occason.

Escher beginsto hunt for that unlikely hiding place.

And then her sisters abruptly change topics. Gossip turnsto trading memories stolen from The World.
Most of it is picoweight stuff, useless and boring. An astonishing fraction of Histhoughts are bandl. Like
the giants of old, He can afford to be doppy. To be aspendthrift. Here is a pointed example of why
Escher ishappy to be hersdlf. Sheis smart in her own fashion, and imaginative, and dmost everything
about her isimportant, and when a problem confronts her, she can cut through the muddle, seeing the
blessing wrapped up snug insde the measurable risks.

Quietly, with apuzzled tone, one sister announces, “ The World isdarmed.”

“About?’ saysthe other.

“A dtuation,” saysthefird. “Yes, Heisadarmed now. Mord questions are begging for His attention.”
“What questions?’

Thefirst sgter tdllsabrief, srange story.

“You know dl this?’ asksanother. Asks Escher. “Isthis daydream or hard fact?’

“I know, anditisfact.” The aster fedsinsulted by the doubting tone, but she puts on amannerly voice,
explaining the history of thissudden criss.

Escher ligens.

And suddenly the multitudeis talking about nothing else. What is happening has never happened before,
not in thisfashion....not in any genuine memory of any of the millionshere, it haan't...and somevery dim
possibilities begin to show themsdves. Benefits wrapped inside some awful dangers. And one or two of
these benefitswink a Escher, and amile....

The multitude panics, and evaporates.

Escher remains behind, ddliberating on these possibilities. The landscape beneath her isfar more
sophisticated than flesh, and stronger, but it has an ugly appearance that reminds her of aflesh-born
memory. A lesion; apimple. A tiny, unsightly ruin standing in what isnormaly seamless, and beautiful,
and perfect.

Sheflees, but only sofar.

Then she hunkers down and waits, knowing that eventually, in one fashion or another, He will scratch at
thistiny irritation.

The Speaker

“Y ou cannot count human accomplishments,” he boasts to his audience, strutting and wagging hisway to
the edge of the stage. Bare toes curl over the sharp edge, and he grinsjauntily, admitting, “And | cannot



count them, either. There are smply too many successes, in too many far flung places, to nail up a
number that you can believe. But dlow me, if you will, this chanceto list afew important marvels.”

Long hands grab bony hips, and he gazes out into the watching darkness. “The conquest of our cradle
continent,” he begins, “which was quickly followed by the conquest of our cradle world. Then &fter a
gathering pause,we swiftly and thoroughly occupied most of our neighboring worlds, too. It was during
those millenniawhen we learned how to split flint and atoms and DNA and our own restless psyches.
With these apish hands, we fashioned grest machinesthat worked for us as our willing, eager daves. And
with our daves more ddlicate hands, we fabricated machines that could think for us.” A knowing wink, a
mischievous shrug. “Like any child, of course, our thinking machines eventualy learned to think for
themsalves. Which was a dangerous, foolish business, said some. Said fools. But my list of our marvels
only beginswith that business. Thisiswhat | believe, and | chadlenge anyoneto say otherwise.”

Thereisasound—a stern little murmur—and perhaps it implies dissent. Or perhaps the speaker made
the noise himsalf, fostering atension that heis building with hiswords and bodly.

His penis grows erect, drawing the eye.

Then with awide and bright and unabashedly smug grin, heroars out, “ Say thiswith me. Tell me what
great things we have done. Boast to Cresation about the wonders that we have taken partin...!”

Procyon

Tortureiswhat thisis: Shefedls her body plunging from ahigh place, head beforefeet. A frantic wind
roars past. Outstretched hands refuse to dow her fall. Then Procyon makes hersdlf spin, putting her feet
benegath her body, and gravity instantly reversesitsdlf. She screams, and screams, and the distant walls
reflect her terror, needles jabbed into her wounded ears. Finaly, she grows quiet, wrapping her arms
around her eyes and ears, forcing hersdf to do nothing, hanging limp in space while her body falsin one
awful direction.

A voicewhimpers.
A son’sworried voice says, “Mother, are you there? Mother?’

Some of her add-ons have been peeled away, but not all of them. The brave son uses awhisper-channel,
saying, “I’'msorry,” with agenuine anguish. He sounds sick and sorry, and exceptiondly angry, too. “I
was cardless,” he admits. He says, “ Thank you for saving me.” Then to someone else, he says, “ She
can't hear me”

“I hear you,” she whispers.
“Ligten,” says her other son. Thelazy one. “ Did you hear something?’

She sartsto say, “Boys,” with astern voice. But then the trap vibrates, a piercing white screech nearly
deafening Procyon. Someone physically strikes the trap. Two someones. She feedsthewalsturning
around her, the trap making perhaps a quarter-turn toward home.

Agan, shecdlsout, “Boys”

They stop rolling her. Did they hear her? No, they found a hidden restraint, the trap secured at one or
two or ten ends.

Onelast time, she says, “Boys.”



“I hear her,” her dreamy son blurts.
“Don't give up, Mother,” says her brave son. “WEe Il get you out. | seethelocks, | can beat them—"
“Youcan't,” she promises.

He pretends not to have heard her. A shaped explosive detonates, making a cold ringing sound, faraway
and usdless. Then the boy growls, “ Damn,” and kicks the trap, accomplishing nothing &t all.

“It'stoo tough,” says her dreamy son. “We re not doing any good—"
“Shut up,” hisbrother shouts.
Procyon tellsthem, “Quiet now. Be quiet.”

Thetrap is probably tied to an darm. Timeis short, or it has run out aready. Either way, there sa
decison to be made, and the decision has a single, inescapable answer. With a careful and firm voice,
shetellsher sons, “Leave me. Now. Go!”

“I won't,” the brave son declares. “ Never!”
“Now,” she says.
“It' smy fault,” saysthe dreamy son. “1 should have been keeping up—"

“Both of you areto blame,” Procyon calsout. “And | am, too. And there' sbad luck here, but there's
some good, too. You're still free. Y ou can il get away. Now, before you get yoursalf seen and
caught—"

“You'regoingtodie” the brave son complains.

“Oneday or thenext, | will,” she agrees. “Absolutdly.”

“Well find help,” he promises.

“From where?’ she asks.

“Fromwho?’ says her dreamy son in the sameingtant. “We aren't close to anyone—"
“Shut up,” hisbrother sngps. * Just shut up!”

“Runaway,” their mother repedts.

“I won't,” the brave son tells her. Or himsalf. Then with aserious, tight little voice, he says, “I can fight.
WEe Il both fight.”

Her dreamy son says nothing.

Procyon peds her arms away from her face, opening her eyes, focusing on the blurring cylindrical walls
of thetrap. It seemsthat she was wrong about her sons. The brave oneisjust afool, and the dreamy one
has the good sense. She listens to her dreamy son saying nothing, and then the other boy says, “ Of
course you' re going to fight. Together, we can do somered damage—"

“I loveyou both,” she declares.

That winsasdlence.



Then again, onelast time, she says, “Run.”
“I’m not acoward,” one son growls.

While her good son says nothing, running now, and he needs his breath for things more essentia than
pride and bluster.

Able

The face stares at them for the longest while. It isagreat wide face, heavily bearded with smoke-colored
eyes and along nose perched above the cavernous mouth that hangs open, revealing teeth and things
more amazing than teeth. Set between the bone-white enamd are little machines made of fancy stuff.
Able can only guess what the add-on machines are doing. Thisisawild man, powerful and free. People
like him are scarce and strange, their bodies reengineered in countlessways. Like hiseyes. Able stares
into those giant gray eyes, noticing fleets of tiny machinesfloating on thetears. Those machinesare
probably delicate sensors. Then with ajolt of amazement, he redlizes that those machines and sparkling
eyesare garing into their world with what seemsto be a genuine fascination.

“He swatching us,” Able mutters.
“No, heign't,” Mish argues. “He can't seeinto our realm.”
“We can't seeinto hisether,” the boy replies. “But just the same, | can make him out just fine.”

“It must be....” Her voicefdls silent while she accesses City’ slibrary. Then with adismissive shrug of her
shoulders, she announces, “We re caught in histopologica hardware. That’ sdl. He hasto smplify his
surroundings to navigate, and we just happen to be close enough and aligned right.”

Able had aready assumed all that.

Mish starts to speak again, probably wanting to add to her explanation. She can surebea
know-everything sort of girl. But then the great face abruptly turns away, and they watch the man run
away from their world.

“I told you,” Mish sngsout. “He couldn’'t see us”
“I think he could have,” Ablereplies, hisvoicefinding adistinct sharpness.

The girl straightens her back. “Y ou' rewrong,” she sayswith an obstinate tone. Then she turns away from
the edge of the world, announcing, “I’ m ready to go on now.”

“I'mnot,” saysAble.

She doesn't ook back at him. She seemsto be talking to her leopard, asking, “Why aren’t you ready?’
“I seetwo of them now,” Abletdlsher.

“Youcan't”

“I can.” The hardwaretrickery is keeping the outside relms sensible. A tunnel of smple space leadsto
two men standing beside an iron-black cylinder. The men wear camouflage, but they are moving too fast
tolet it work. They look small now. Digtant, or tiny. Once you leave the world, Sze and distance are
impossible to measure. How many times have teacherstold him that? Able watches the tiny men kicking
at the cylinder. They best onits heavy sdeswith ther fists and forearms, managing to roll it for dmost a
quarter turn. Then one of the men pulls afis-sized device from what looks like a cloth sack, fixing it to



what looks like a sedled dot, and both men hurry to the far end of the cylinder.
“What arethey doing?’ asks Mish with agrumpy interest.
A feding warns Able, but too late. He starts to say, “L ook away—"

The explosionisbrilliant and swift, the blast reflected off the cylinder and up dong the tunnd of ordinary
space, aclap of thunder making the giant horsetails sway and nearly knocking the two of them onto the
forest floor.

“They'recriminas,” Mish mutters with a nervous hatred.
“How do you know?’ the boy asks.

“Peoplelikethat just are,” sheremarks. “Living like they do. Alonelike that, and wild. Y ou know how
they makether living.”

“They take what they need—"
“They sed!” sheinterrupts.

Able doesn’t even glance at her. He watches as the two men work frantically, trying to pry open the
still-sedled doorway. He can't guess why they would want the doorway opened. Or rather, he can think
of too many reasons. But when he looks at their anguished, helplessfaces, he redlizesthat whatever is
indde, it’ sdriving these wild men very closeto panic.

“Criminds,” Mish repests.
“I heard you,” Able mutters.

Then before she can offer another hard opinion, he turnsto her and admits, “I’ ve dways liked them.
They live by their wits, and mostly done, and they have al these sweeping powers—"

“Powersthat they’ ve solen,” shewhines.

“From garbage, maybe.” Thereisno point in mentioning whose garbage. He stares at Mish’ sface, pretty
but twisted with fury, and something sad and inevitable occursto Able. He shakes his head and sighs,
telling her, “I don't like you very much.”

Mish istaken by surprise. Probably no other boy has said those awful wordsto her, and she doesn’'t
know how to react, except to sputter ugly little sounds as she turns, looking back over the edge of the
world.

Able does the same.

One of thewild men abruptly turns and runs. In a supersonic flash, he races past the children, vanishing
into the swirling grayness, leaving his companion to stand aone beside the mysterious black cylinder.
Obvioudy weeping, the last man wipesthe tears from his whiskered face with atrembling hand, while his
other hand beginsto yank a string of wondrous machines from what seemsto be a bottomless sack of
treasures.

Escher

She consumes dl of her carefully stockpiled energies, and for the first timein her life, she weaves abody
for hersdf: A distinct physicd shell composed of diamond dust and keratin and discarded rare earths and



adozen subtle glues meant to bind to every surface without being felt. To abusy eye, sheisdust. Sheis
insubstantial and useless and forgettable. To acareful eye and an inquisitive touch, sheisthetiniest soul
imaginable, frail beyond words, forever perched on the brink of extermination. Surely she poses no threat
to any creature, least of al the great ones. Lying on the edge of the little wound, passive and vulnerable,
shewaitsfor Chance to carry her where she needs to be. Probably others are doing the same. Perhaps
thousands of sisters and daughters are hiding nearby, each snug inside her own spore case. The
temptation to whisper, “Hello,” iseasly ignored. The odds are awful asit is; any noise could turn thisinto
asuicide. What mattersis slence and watchfulness, thinking hard about the great goa while keeping
reedy for anything that might happen, aswell as everything that will not.

Thelittle wound beginsto hed, causing atrickling pain to flow.

The World fedstheirritation, and in reflex, touches His discomfort by several means, delicate and less
0.

Escher misses her first opportunity. A great swift shape pressesits way across her hiding place, but she
activates her gluestoo late. Dabs of glue cure againgt air, wasted. So she cuts the glue loose and watches
again. A second touch isunlikely, but it comes, and she managesto heave asticky tendril into alikely
crevice, letting theirresistible force yank her into a brilliant, endless sky.

Shewill probably die now.

For alittle while, Escher alows herself to look back across her life, counting daughters and other
successes, taking warm comfort in her many accomplishments.

Someone hangsin the distance, dangling from asimilar tendril. Escher recognizes the shape and intricate
glint of her neighbor’ s spore case; sheisone of Escher’ s daughters. There is a strong temptation to sgnal
her, trading information, hel ping each other—

But apurge-bal attacks suddenly, and the daughter evaporates, nothing remaining of her but ionsand a
flash of incoherent light.

Escher pulls herself toward the crevice, and hesitates. Her tendril is anchored on afleshy surface. A
minor neuron—athread of warm optical cable—lies buried insde the wet cdlls. She launches a second
tendril & her new target. By chance, the purge-ball sweepsthe wrong terrain, giving her thet little instant.
The tendril makesadoppy connection with the neuron. Without timeto test itsintegrity, dl shecandois
shout, “Don’'t kill me! Or my daughters! Don’t murder us, Great World!”

Nothing changes. The purge-bal worksitsway across the deeply folded fleshscape, moving toward
Escher again, distant flashes announcing the degths of another two daughters or sigters.

“Great World!” she criesout.

Hewill not reply. Escher islike the hum of asingle angry eectron, and she can only hope that he notices
the hum.

“I amvile” she promises. “1 am loathsome and sneaky, and you should hate me. What | amisanillness
lurking insgde you. A disease that stedls exactly what | can sted without bringing your wrath.”

The purge-bd| appears, following atal reddish ridge of flesh, bearing down on her hiding place.

She says, “Kill me, if you want. Or spare me, and | will do thisfor you.” Then she unleashes a series of
vivid images, precise and smple, meant to be compelling to any mind.



The purge-bal dows, its serilizing laserstaking careful am.

She repests hersalf, knowing that thought travels only so quickly and The World istoo vast to see her
thoughts and react soon enough to save her. But if she can hdlp...if she savesjust afew hundred
daughters...?

Lasersaim, and do nothing. Nothing. And after an instant of inactivity, the machine changesits shape and
nature. It hovers above Escher, sending out its own tendrils. A careless strength yanks her free of her
hiding place. Her tendrils and glues are ripped from her aching body. A scaffolding of carbon isbuilt
around her, and sheis shoved ingde the retooled purge-ball, held in a perfect darkness, waiting alone
until anidentical scaffold is stacked beside her.

A hard, angry voice boasts, “1 did this.”
“What did you do?’ asks Escher.

“I made the World listen to reason.” It sounds like Escher’ s voice, except for the delusions of power. “I
made apromise, and that’ swhy He saved us.”

With a sarcagtic tone, she says, “ Thank you ever so much. But now where are we going?’

“I won't tell you,” her fellow prisoner responds.

“Because you don't know where,” says Escher.

“I know everything | need to know.”

“Then you'rethefirst person ever,” she giggles, winning abrief, ddicious silence from her companion.

Other prisoners arrive, each dammed into the empty spaces between their sisters and daughters.
Eventualy the purge-ball isaprison-bal, swollen to vast proportions, and no one elseis being captured.
Nothing changesfor along while. Thereis nothing to be done now but wait, speaking when the urge hits
and ligening to whichever voice sounds less than tedious.

Gossip isthe common currency. People are desperate to hear the smallest glimmer of news. Wherethe
fina rumor comes from, nobody knowsif it’strue. But the woman who was captured moments after
Escher claims, “1t comesfrom the world Himsdlf. HE s going to put us where we can do the most good.”

“Where?’ Escher inquires.

“On atooth,” her companion says. “ Theright incisor, asit happens.” Then with that boasting voice, she
adds, “Whichisexactly what | told Him to do. Thisisdl because of me.”

“What is't?’ Escher grumbles.
“Very little)” thetiny prisoner promises. “Very, very little”
The Speaker

“Wewalk today on athousand worlds, and | mean ‘walk’ in al manners of spesking.” He managesa
few comica seps before shifting into agraceful turn, ams held firmly around the wide waist of an
invisble and equally graceful partner. “ A hundred dien suns bake uswith their perfect light. And between
the suns, in the cold and dark, we survive, and thrive, by every worthy means.”

Now he pauses, hands forgetting the unseen partner. A look of calculated confusion sweeps across his



face. Fingersriseto histhick black hair, stabbing it and yanking backward, leaving furrowsin the unruly
mass.

“Our numbers” he says. “Our population. It made us sick with worry when we were ten billion stlanding
on the surface of one enormousworld. ‘Wherewill our children stand? we asked ourselves. But thenin
the next little while, we became ten trillion people, and we had split into athousand species of humanity,
and the new complaint was that we were still too scarce and spread too farapart. ‘ How could we matter
to the universe? we asked oursdlves. ‘How could so few souls endure another day in our immessurable,
uncaring universe?”

Hiserect penismakes alittle legp, afat and vivid white drop of semen striking the wooden stage with an
audible plop.

“Our numbers” he repeats. “ Our legions.” Then with awide, garish smile, he confesses, “1 don’'t know
our numberstoday. No authority does. Y ou make estimates. Y ou extrapolate off data that went stale
long ago. Y ou build ahundred models and fashion every kind of vast number. Ten raised to the twentieth
power. Thethirtieth power. Or more.” He giggles and skips backward, and with the giddy, careless
energy of achild, he dances where he stands, singing to lights overhead, “If you are as common as sand
and as unique as snowflakes, how can you be anything but awild, wonderful success?’

Able

Thewild man isenormous and powerful, and surdly brilliant beyond anything that Able can
comprehend—as smart as City as awhole—but despite his gifts, the man is obvioudy terrified. That he
can even manage to stand his ground astonishes Able. He says as much to Mish, and then he glances at
her, adding, “He must be very devoted to whoever’ sinsde.”

“Whoever’ sinddewhat?’ she asks.

“That trgp.” He looks straight ahead again, tdling himself not to wastetime with the girl. Sheisfoolish
and bad-tempered, and he couldn’t be any moretired of her. “1 think that’swhat the cylinder is,” he
whispers. “A trgp of some kind. And someone’ sbeen caught in it.”

“Wdll, | don’'t carewho,” she snarls.
He pretends not to notice her.
“What wasthat?’ she blurts. “Did you hear that—7?’

“No,” Ableblurts. But then he notices adistant rumble, deep and faintly rhythmic, and with every breath,
growing. When he listens carefully, it resembles nothing normal. 1t isn't thunder, and it can’t be avoice.
Hefedsthe sound as much as he hearsit, asif some great mass were being displaced. But he knows
better. In school, teacherslike to explain what must be happening now, employing tortuous mathematics
and magica deights of hand. Matter and energy are being rapidly and brutally manipulated. The
universe' s obscure dimensions are being twisted like bands of warm rubber. Able knowsdl this. But ill,
he understands none of it. Words without comprehension; froth without substance. All that he knows for
certain isthat behind that deep, unknowabl e throbbing lies something even farther beyond human
description.

Thewild man looks up, gray eyes staring at that something.

He cries out, that tiny sound lost between his mouth and Able. Then he produces what seemsto bea
spear—no0, an eaborate missile—that launchesitsdf with abolt of fire, lifting a sophisticated warhead up



into avague gray space that swallows the weapon without sound, or complaint.

Next the man ams asturdy laser, and fires. But the wegpon smply metsat itstip, collapsing into a
smoldering, usdessmass a hisfeet.

Again, thewild man criesout.

Hislanguage could be amillion generations removed from City-speech, but Able hears the desperate,
furious sound of hisvoice. He doesn’t need words to know that the man is cursing. Then the swirling
graynessdowsitsdf, and parts, and stupidly, in reflex, Able turnsto Mish, wanting to tell her, “Watch.
You'regoing to seeoneof Them .”

But Mish has vanished. Sometimein the last few moments, she jumped off the world' srim and ran away,
and savefor thefat old leopard deeping between the horsetails, Able is entirely aone now.

“Good,” he mutters.
Almost too late, he turns and runsto very edge of the granite rim.

The wild man stands motionless now. His bowels and bladder have emptied themsalves. His handsome,
godly faceistwisted from every flavor of misery. Eyes as big as windows stare up into what only they
can see, and to that great, unknowable something, the man says two smple words.

“Fuck you,” Able hears.

And then the wild man opens his mouth, baring hiswhite apish teeth, and just as Able wonderswhat’s
going to happen, the man’ s body explodes, the dull black burst of ashaped charge sending chunks of his

face skyward.
Procyon
One last time, she whispers her son’s name.

Shewhispersit and closes her mouth and listensto the brief, sharp silence that comes after the awful
explosion. What must have happened, shetells hersdlf, isthat her boy found his good sense and fled.
How can amother think anything else? And then the ominous deep rumbling begins again, beginsand
gradualy swelsuntil thewalls of the trgp are shuddering and twisting again. But thistime the mongter is
dower. It approaches the trap more cautioudly, summoning new courage. She can nearly tasteits
courage now, and with her intuition, she senses emotions that might be curiosity and might be akind of
reflexive admiration. Or do those eternd human emotions have any relaionship for whétlt feds...?

What shefeds, after everything, isnumbness. A terrible deep weariness hangs on her like anew skin.
Procyon seemsto befaling faster now, acceerating down through the bottomless trap. But she does't
care anymore. In place of courage, she wields amuscular apathy. Death looms, but when hasn't it been
her dearest companion? And in place of fear, sheis astonished to discover an in-curious little pride about
what is about to happen: How many people—wild free people like hersadf—have ever found themsalves
S0 near oneof Them ?

Quietly, with acam smooth and dow voice, Procyon says, “I fed you there, you. | can taste you.”
Nothing changes.
Lessquietly, she says, “ Show yoursdlf.”



A wide parabolic floor appears, gleaming and black and agonizingly close. But just before she damsinto
the floor, awrenching force pedsit away. A brilliant violet light risesto meet her, turning into athick
swest syrup. What may or may not be ahand curls around her body, and squeezes. Procyon fights every
urgeto struggle. She wrestleswith her body, wrestleswith her will, forcing both to lie till while the hand
tightensits grip and grows comfortable. Then using avoice that betrays nothing tentative or small, she
tellswhat holds her, “1 made you, you know.”

She says, “Y ou can do what you want to me.”

Then with anatura, deep joy, she criesout, “ But you' re an ungrateful glory...and you' |l dways belong to
me...!"

Escher

The prison-ball has been reengineered, dathered with camouflage and armor and the best
immune-suppressors on the market, and its navigation system has been adapted from add-ons stolen
from the finest trashcans. Now it is a battle-phage riding on the sharp incisor asfar asit dares, then
leaping free. A thousand similar phages leap and lose their way, or they arekilled. Only Escher’ s phage
reaches the target, impacting on what passesfor flesh and launching its cargo with amicroscopic railgun,
punching her and athousand sisters and daughters through immeasurabl e distances of senseless, twisted
nothing.

How many survive the attack?

She can’'t guess how many. Can’t even care. What mattersisto make hersdf surviveinsde this strange
new world. An enormous world, yes. Escher feels a vastness that reaches out acrossten or twelve or
maybe athousand dimensions. How do | know where to go? she asks hersdlf. And instantly, an
assortment of possible routes gppear in her consciousness, drawn in the smplest imaginable fashion,
waiting and eager to help her find her way around.

Thisisalagt gift from Him, sheredizes. Unlessthere are more giftswaiting, of course.
She thanks nobody.

On the equivaent of tiptoes, Escher cregps her way into atiny conduit that moves something stranger
than any blood across five dimensions. She becomes passive, aming for invisibility. She driftsand spins,
watching her surroundings turn from a senseless glow into alandscape that occasiondly seemsalittle bit
reasonable. A little bit real. Sowly, shelearnshow to seein thisnew world. Eventudly she spiesalittle
peak that may or may not be ordinary matter. The peak is pink and flexible and sticks out into the great
artery, and flinging her last tendril, Escher grabbs hold and pullsin snug, knowing that the chances are
lousy that she will ever find anything nourishing here, much lessddlicious.

But her reserves have been filled again, she notes. If sheis careful—and when hasn’t she been—nher
energieswill keep her divefor centuries.

Shethinks of the World, and thanks nobody.
“Watch and learn,” she whispersto hersdlf.

That was the first human thought. She remembersthat odd fact suddenly. People were just a bunch of
grubbing apes moving blindly through their tiny lives until one said to acompanion, “Watch and learn.”

Aninherited memory, or another gift from Him?



Silently, she thanks Luck, and she thanks Him, and once again, she thanks Luck.
“Petience and planning,” shetdlshersdf.

Which is another wise thought of the conscious, enduring ape.

ThelLast Son

The locked gates and various doorways know him—recognize him at a glance—but they haveto taste
him anyway. They haveto test him. Three people were expected, and he can’'t explain in words what has
happened. He just says, “ The otherswill be coming later,” and leavesthet lie hanging inthe air. Then as
he passes through the final doorway, he says, “L et no one through. Not without my permisson firg.”

“Thisisyour mother’shouse,” saysthe door’sAl.
“Not anymore,” he remarks.
The machine grows quiet, and sad.

During any other age, his home would be amansion. There are endless rooms, rooms beyond counting,
and each isenormous and richly furnished and lovely and jammed full of games and art and distractions
and flourishes that even the least aesthetic soul would find lovely. He sees none of that now. Alone, he
walksto what has aways been hisroom, and he sits on aleather recliner, and the house brings him a
soothing drink and an intoxicating drink and an assortment of treats that Sit on the platter, untouched.

For along while, the boy stares off at the distant ceiling, replaying everything with his near-perfect
memory. Everything. Then heforgets everything, supidly caling out, “Mother,” with avoice that sounds
ridiculoudy young. Then again, hecadls, “Mother.” And he startsto rise from hischair, sartsto ask the
great empty house, “Whereisshe?’

And heremembers.

Asif hislegs have been sawed off, he collgpses. His chair twistsitsdlf to catch him, and an army of Als
bringstheir talentsto bear. They areloyd, limited machines. They are empathetic, and on occasion, even
sweet. They want to help him in any fashion, just namethe way. . .but their appeals and their smart
suggestions are just S0 much noise. The boy acts deaf, and he obvioudy can’'t see anything with hisfists
jabbed into hiseyeslike that, douched forward in hisfavorite chair, begging an invisble someonefor
forgiveness....

The Speaker

He squats and usesthe tip of aforefinger to dab at the puddie of semen, and he rubs the finger againgt his
thumb, saying, “Think of cdls. Individud, sdf-reliant cdlls. For most of Earth’ sgreet history, they ruled.
Firg as bacteria, and then as composites built from cooperative bacteria. They were everywhere and
ruled everything, and then the wild cells learned how to dance together, in one enormous body, and the
living world was transformed for the next seven hundred million years.”

Thumb and finger wipe themsdlves dry againgt ahairy thigh, and herisesagain, grinning in that relentless
and smug, yet somehow charming fashion. “ Everything was changed, and nothing had changed,” he says.
Then he says, “ Scaling,” with an important tone, asif that sngle word should erase dl confusion. “The
bacteria and green algae and the carnivorous amoebae weren't swept away by any revolution. Honestly,
| doubt if their numbersfel appreciably or for long.” And again, he says, “ Scaling,” and sighswith arich
appreciation. “Life evolves. Adapts. Spreads and grows, congtantly utilizing new energies and novel
genetics. But wherever something large can live, athousand small things can thrive just aswell, or better.



Wherever something enormous survives, atrillion bacteria hang on for theride.”
For amoment, the speaker hesitates.

A dippery hadf-ingant passes where an audience might believe that he hasfinally lost his concentration,
that heisabout to sumble over hisown tongue. But then he licks at the air, tasting something ddlicious.
And threetimes, he clicks histongue against the roof of his mouth.

Then he sayswhat he has planned to say from the beginning.

“I never know whom I’m spesking to,” he admits. I’ ve never actualy seen my audience. But | know
you're great and good. | know that however you appear, and however you make your living, you
deserveto hear this

“Humans have dwayslived in terror. Rainstorms and the eclipsing moon and earthquakes and the
ominous guts of some disemboweled goat—all have preyed upon our fears and defeated our fragile
optimisms. But what we fear today—what shapes and reshapes the universe around us—is achild of our
own imaginations.

“A whirlwind that owesits very exisenceto glorious, endlessus!”
Able

The boy stopswalking once or twice, letting the fat leopard keep pace. Then he pushes hisway through
alast wall of emerad ferns, stepping out into the bright damp air above the rounded pool. A splashing
takes him by surprise. He looks down at his secret pool, and he squints, watching what seemsto bea
woman pulling her way through the clear water with thick, strong arms. Sheis naked. Astonishingly,
wonderfully naked. A stubby hand grabs an overhanging limb, and she stands on the rocky shore, moving
asif exhausted, picking her way up the dippery dope until she finds an open patch of hafway flattened
earth where she can collapse, rolling onto her back, her smooth flesh glistening and her hard breasts
shining up a Able, making him sick with joy.

Then she gartsto cry, quietly, with a deep sadness.

Lugt vanishes, replaced by smple embarrassment. Able flinches and starts to step back, and that’ swhen
hefirst looks at her face.

He recognizesitsfeatures.

Intrigued, the boy picks hisway down to the shordine, practicaly standing beside the crying woman.
Shelooksat him, and she sniffs.

“| saw two of them,” hereports. “And | saw you, too. Y ou wereinsdethat cylinder, weren't you?’
She watches him, saying nothing.

“I saw something pull you out of that trap. And then | couldn’t see you.It must have put you here, |

guess. Out of itsway.” Able nods, and smiles. He can’t help but stare at her breasts, but at least he
keeps his eyes halfway closed, pretending to look out over the water instead. “ Ittook pity onyou, |

guess”

A good-sized fish breaks on the water.

Thewoman seems to watch the cregture asit swims padt, big blue scales catching the light, heavy fins



lazily shoving their way through the warm weter. The fish eyes are huge and black, and they are stupid
eyes. The mind behind them sees nothing but vague shapes and sudden motions. Able knows from
experience: If he stands quite till, the creature will come close enough to touch.

“They’'re cdled codacanths” he explains.
Maybe the woman reacts to his voice. Some sound other than crying now leaksfrom her.

So Able continues, explaining, “ They wererare, once. I’ ve studied them quite abit. They’re old and
primitive, and they were dmost extinct when we found them. But whenthey got loose, got free, and took
gpart the Earth....and took everything and everyone with them up into the sky...”

The woman gazes up & the towering horsetalls.
Able stares at her legs and what lies between them.

“Anyway,” he mutters, “there’ s more coelacanths now than ever. They livein amillion oceans, and
they’ ve never been more successful, redlly.” He hesitates, and then adds, “Kind of likeus, | think. Like
people. Y ou know?’

The woman turns, staring at him with gray-white eyes. And with aquiet hard voice, she says, “No.”
Shesays, “That' sanidiot’ sopinion.”

And then with agrace that belies her strong frame, she dives back into the water, kicking hard and
chasing that ancient and stupid fish dl the way back to the bottom.

Liking What You See: A Documentary

by Ted Chiang
“Beauty isthe promise of happiness.”-Stendhal
TameraLyons, first-year student at Pembleton:

| can’t believeit. | visited the campuslast year, and | didn’t hear aword about this. Now | get here and it
turns out people want to make cali arequirement. One of the things | waslooking forward to about
collegewas getting rid of this, you know, so | could be like everybody ese. If I'd known there was even
achancel’d haveto keepit, | probably would' ve picked another college. | fed like I’ ve been scammed.

| turn eighteen next week, and I’'m getting my calli turned off that day. If they voteto makeit a
requirement, | don’t know what I'll do; maybe I'll transfer, | don’t know. Right now | fed like going up
to people and telling them, “Vote no.” There' s probably some campaign | can work for.

MariadeSouza, third-year student, President of the Students for Equdity Everywhere (SEE):

Our godl isvery smple. Pembleton University has a Code of Ethical Conduct, one that was created by
the students themsalves, and that al incoming students agree to follow when they enroll. Theinitiative that
we' ve sponsored would add a provision to the code, requiring students to adopt calliagnosiaaslong as
they’re enrolled.

What prompted us to do this now was the release of a spex version of Visage. That' s the software that,
when you look at people through your spex, shows you what they’ d look like with cosmetic surgery. It
became aform of entertainment among a certain crowd, and alot of college students found it offensive.



When people sarted talking about it as asymptom of adeeper societal problem, we thought the timing
was right for usto sponsor thisinitiative.

The deeper societal problem islookism. For decades peopl €’ ve been willing to talk about racism and
sexism, but they’ re still reluctant to talk about lookism. Y et this prejudice against unattractive peopleis
incredibly pervasive. People do it without even being taught by anyone, which isbad enough, but instead
of combating this tendency, modern society actively reinforcesit.

Educating people, raising their awareness about thisissue, al of that isessentid, but it's not enough.
That’ swhere technology comesin. Think of calliagnosaasakind of assisted maturity. It letsyou do
what you know you should: ignore the surface, so you can look deeper.

Wethink it' stimeto bring calli into the mainstream. So far the calli movement has been aminor presence
on college campuses, just another one of the specid-interest causes. But Pembleton isn't like other
colleges, and | think the students here are ready for cali. If the initiative succeeds here, we' |l be setting an
examplefor other colleges, and ultimately, society asawhole.

Joseph Weingartner, neurologist:

The condition iswhat we cal an associative agnosia, rather than an apperceptive one. That meansit
doesn't interfere with one s visual perception, only with the ability to recognize what one sees. A
calliagnosic perceives faces perfectly well; he or she can tell the difference between apointed chinand a
receding one, astraight nose and a crooked one, clear skin and blemished skin. He or she smply doesn't
experience any aesthetic reaction to those differences.

Cdliagnogais possible because of the existence of certain neurd pathwaysin the brain. All animas have
criteriafor evauating the reproductive potential of prospective mates, and they’ ve evolved neura
“circuitry” to recognize those criteria. Human socid interaction is centered around our faces, so our
circuitry ismost finely attuned to how a person’ s reproductive potentia is manifested in hisor her face.

Y ou experience the operation of that circuitry asthe feding that aperson is beautiful, or ugly, or
somewherein between. By blocking the neural pathways dedicated to evauating those features, we can
induce cdliagnosa

Given how much fashions change, some peoplefind it hard to imagine that there are absolute markers of
abeautiful face. But it turns out that when people of different cultures are asked to rank photos of faces
for attractiveness, some very clear patterns emerge across the board. Even very young infants show the
same preferencefor certain faces. Thislets usidentify the traitsthat are common to everyone' sideaof a
beautiful face.

Probably the most obvious oneisclear skin. It sthe equivaent of abright plumagein birds or ashiny
coat of fur in mammals. Good skin isthe single best indicator of youth and hedlth, and it'svaued in every
culture. Acne may not be serious, but itlooks like more serious diseases, and that’ swhy wefind it
disagreesble.

Another trait is symmetry; we may not be conscious of millimeter differences between someone sleft and
right sides, but measurements reved that individuas rated as most attractive are aso the most
symmetricd. And while symmetry iswhat our genesdwaysam for, it'svery difficult to achievein
developmenta terms; any environmenta stressor—Ilike poor nutrition, disease, parasites—tends to result
in asymmetry during growth. Symmetry implies res stance to such stressors.

Other traits have to do with facial proportions. We tend to be attracted to facia proportionsthat are



close to the population mean. That obvioudy depends on the population you' re part of, but being near
the mean usudly indicates genetic hedth. The only departures from the mean that people consgtently find
attractive are ones caused by sex hormones, which suggest good reproductive potential.

Bascdly, cdliagnosaisalack of response to these traits; nothing more. Caliagnosics arenot blind to
fashion or cultural stlandards of beauty. If black lipstick isdl the rage, calliagnosiawon’'t make you forget
it, although you might not notice the difference between pretty faces and plain faces wearing that lipstick.
And if everyone around you sneers at people with broad noses, you' Il pick up on that.

So cdliagnosaby itself can't eiminate appearance-based discrimination. What it does, in asense, iseven
up the odds, it takes away the innate predisposition, the tendency for such discrimination to arisein the
first place. That way, if you want to teach people to ignore gppearances, you won't be facing an uphill
battle. Idedly you' d start with an environment where everyone' s adopted caliagnosia, and then socidize
them to not val ue appearances.

TameraLyons:

People here have been asking me what it was like going to Saybrook, growing up with calli. To be
honest, it’snot abig deal when you' re young; you know, like they say, whatever you grew up with seems
normal to you. We knew that there was something that other people could see that we couldn't, but it
was just something we were curious aboLt.

For ingtance, my friendsand | used to watch movies and try to figure out who was redlly good-looking
and who wasn't. We' d say we could tell, but we couldn’t redlly, not by looking at their faces. We were
just going by who was the main character and who was the friend; you aways knew the main character
was better-looking than the friend. It’ s not true ahundred percent of the time, but you could usualy tell if
you were watching the kind of thing where the main character wouldn't be good-looking.

It swhen you get older that it startsto bother you. If you hang out with people from other schools, you
can fed weird because you have cdli and they don't. It’s not that anyone makes abig deal out of it, but it
reminds you that there’ s something you can't see. And then you start having fights with your parents,
because they’ re keeping you from seeing the real world. Y ou never get anywhere with them, though.

Richard Hamill, founder of the Saybrook School:

Saybrook came about as an outgrowth of our housing cooperative. We had maybe two dozen families at
thetime, al trying to establish acommunity based on shared vaues. We were holding ameeting about
the possibility of starting an aternative school for our kids, and one parent mentioned the problem of the
media sinfluence on their kids. Everyone steenswere asking for cosmetic surgery so they could look
like fashion models. The parents were doing their best, but you can’t isolate your kids from the world;
they livein animage-obsessed culture.

It was around then that the last legd challengesto cdliagnosiawere resolved, and we got to talking about
it. We saw cdli asan opportunity: what if we could livein an environment where people didn't judge
each other on their gppearance? What if we could raise our children in such an environment?

The school started out being just for the children of the familiesin the cooperative, but other calliagnosia
school s began making the news, and before long people were asking if they could enroll their kids
without joining the housing co-op. Eventualy we set up Saybrook as a private school separate from the
co-op, and one of its requirements was that parents adopt caliagnosiafor aslong astheir kidswere
enrolled. Now acalliagnosia community has sprung up here, al because of the school.



Rachd Lyons

Tamera sfather and | gave theissue alot of thought before we decided to enroll her there. Wetalked to
people in the community, found we liked their gpproach to education, but redlly it was vigting the school
that sold me.

Saybrook has ahigher than norma number of studentswith facial abnormalities, like bone cancer, burns,
congenital conditions. Their parents moved here to keep them from being ostracized by other kids, and it
works. | remember when | first visited, | saw a class of twelve-year-olds voting for class president, and
they dected this girl who had burn scars on one side of her face. She was wonderfully at ease with
hersdlf, she was popular among kids who probably would have ostracized her in any other school. And |
thought, thisisthe kind of environment | want my daughter to grow upin.

Girls have aways been told that their valueistied to their gppearance; their accomplishments are dways
magnified if they’ re pretty and diminished if they’ re not. Even worse, some girls get the message that they
can get through life relying on just their looks, and then they never develop their minds. | wanted to keep
Tameraaway from that sort of influence.

Being pretty isfundamentdly a passive quality; even when you work at it, you' reworking at being
passve. | wanted Tamerato vaue hersdlf in terms of what she coulddo , both with her mind and with her
body, not in terms of how decorative shewas. | didn’t want her to be passive, and I’ m pleased to say
that she hasn't turned out that way.

Martin Lyons

| don't mind if Tamera decides as an adult to get rid of calli. Thiswas never about taking choices away
from her. But ther€’ s more than enough stressinvolved in Ssmply getting through adolescence; the peer
pressure can crush you like a paper cup. Becoming preoccupied with how you ook isjust one more way
to be crushed, and anything that can relieve that pressure isagood thing, in my opinion.

Once you're older, you' re better equipped to deal with the issue of persona appearance. Y ou’'re more
comfortable in your own skin, more confident, more secure. Y ou' re more likely to be satisfied with how
you look, whether you' re “good looking” or not. Of course not everyone reaches that level of maturity at
the same age. Some people are there at sixteen, some don't get there until they’ re thirty or even older.
But eighteen’ sthe age of legd mgority, when everyone s got the right to make their own decisions, and
al you can doistrust your child and hope for the best.

TameraLyons.
It'd been kind of an odd day for me. Good, but odd. | just got my calli turned off this morning.

Getting it turned off was easy. The nurse stuck some sensors on me and made me put on this helmet, and
she showed me a bunch of pictures of peopl€e sfaces. Then she tapped at her keyboard for aminute, and
sad, “I've switched off thecdli,” just likethat. | thought you might fed something when it happened, but
you don’t. Then she showed me the pictures again, to make sure it worked.

When | looked at the faces again, some of them seemed. .. different. Like they were glowing, or more
vivid or something. It's hard to describe. The nurse showed me my test results afterwards, and there



were readingsfor how wide my pupilswere dilating and how well my skin conducted eectricity and stuff
likethat. And for the faces that seemed different, the readings went way up. She said those were the
beautiful faces.

She said that I d notice how other people sfaces ook right away, but it’ d take awhile before | had any
reaction to how | looked. Supposedly you' re too used to your faceto tell.

And yeah, when | first looked inamirror, | thought | looked totaly the same. Since | got back from the
doctor’s, the people | see on campus definitely look different, but | still haven't noticed any differencein
how | look. I’ve been looking at mirrorsall day. For awhile| was afraid that | was ugly, and any minute
the ugliness was going to appear, like arash or something. And so I’ ve been staring at the mirror, just
waiting, and nothing' s happened. So | figure I’ m probably not really ugly, or I’ d have noticed it, but that
means |’ m not redlly pretty either, because I’ d have noticed that too. So | guessthat means|’m
absolutely plain, you know? Exactly average. | guessthat’s okay.

Joseph Weingartner:

Inducing an agnosia means smulating aspecific brain lesion. We do thiswith a programmable
pharmaceutica caled neurogtat; you can think of it asahighly sdective anesthetic, one whose activation
and targeting are dl under dynamic control. We activate or deactivate the neurostat by transmitting
sgnasthrough ahelmet the patient puts on. The helmet aso provides somatic positioning information so
the neurostat molecules can triangulate their location. Thislets us activate only the neurostat in aspecific
section of brain tissue, and keep the nerve impul ses there bel ow a specified threshold.

Neurostat was origindly developed for controlling seizuresin epileptics and for relief of chronic pain; it
lets us treat even severe cases of these conditions without the side-effects caused by drugs that affect the
entire nervous system. Later on, different neurostat protocols were devel oped as trestments for
obsessive-compulsive disorder, addictive behavior, and various other disorders. At the sametime,
neurostat becameincredibly vauable as aresearch tool for studying brain physiology.

Oneway neurologists have traditionally studied specidization of brain function isto observe the deficits
that result from various lesions. Obvioudy, thistechniqueislimited because the lesions caused by injury
or disease often affect multiple functiond aress. By contrast, neurostat can be activated in the tiniest
portion of the brain, in effect amulating alesion so locdized that it would never occur naturaly. And
when you deactivate the neurostat, the “lesion” disappears and brain function returnsto norma.

In thisway neurologists were able to induce awide variety of agnosias. The one most relevant hereis
prosopagnosia, the inability to recognize people by their faces. A prosopagnosic can't recognize friends
or family members unlessthey say something; he can’t even identify his own facein aphotograph. It’snot
acognitive or perceptua problem; prosopagnosics can identify people by their hairstyle, clothing,
perfume, even the way they walk. The deficit isrestricted purely to faces.

Prosopagnosia has dways been the most dramatic indication that our brains have a specia “ circuit”
devoted to the visual processing of faces, welook at facesin a different way than welook at anything
else. And recognizing someone sfaceisjust one of the face-processing tasks we do; there are also
related circuits devoted to identifying facia expressions, and even detecting changesin the direction of
another person’ s gaze.

One of the interesting things about prosopagnosicsis that while they can’t recognize aface, they sill have
an opinion asto whether it’ s attractive or not. When asked to sort photos of facesin order of
attractiveness, prosopagnosics sorted the photosin pretty much the same way as anyone else.



Experiments using neurostat alowed researchersto identify the neurologica circuit responsible for
perceiving beauty in faces, and thus essentidly invent cdliagnosa

MariadeSouza

SEE has had extra neurostat programming helmets set up in the Student Health Office, and made
arrangements so they can offer calliagnosiato anyone who wantsit. Y ou don’'t even have to make an
appointment, you can just walk in. We re encouraging al the sudentsto try it, at least for aday, to see
what it' slike. At first it ssemsalittle odd, not seeing anyone as either good-looking or ugly, but over time
you redlize how pogtively it affects your interactions with other people.

A lot of peopleworry that cali might make them asexua or something, but actudly physical beauty is
only asmall part of what makes a person attractive. No matter what a person looks like, it's much more
important how the person acts; what he says and how he saysit, his behavior and body language. And
how does he react to you? For me, one of the thingsthat attracts meto aguy isif he seemsinterested
inme. It slike afeedback loop; you notice him looking at you, then he sees you looking a him, and
things snowball from there. Cdli doesn’'t change that. Plus there sthat whole pheromone chemistry going
on too; obvioudy cdli doesn't affect that.

Another worry that people haveisthat calli will make everyone sfacelook the same, but that’ s not true
ether. A person’ sface dways reflectstheir persondity, and if anything, calli makesthat clearer. You
know that saying, that after acertain age, you' re responsible for your face? With calli, you realy
appreciate how truethat is. Some faces just look redlly bland, especidly young, conventiondly pretty
ones. Without their physical beauty, those faces are just boring. But faces that are full of personality ook
as good asthey ever did, maybe even better. It’ slike you' re seeing something more essentid about them.

Some people a so ask about enforcement. We don't plan on doing anything like that. It' strue, there's
software that’ s pretty good at guessing if aperson has calli or not, by andyzing eye gaze patterns. But it
requiresalot of data, and the campus security cams don’'t zoom in close enough. Everyone would have
to wear persond cams, and sharethe data. It's possible, but that’ s not what we're after. We think that
once peopletry cdli, they’ll see the benefits themselves.

TameraLyons.
Check it out, I'm pretty!

What aday. When | woke up thismorning | immediately went to the mirror; it waslike | wasalittlekid
on Christmas or something. But till, nothing; my face dtill looked plain. Later on | even (laughs) | tried to
catch mysdlf by surprise, by sneaking up on amirror, but that didn’t work. So | was kind of
disappointed, and feding just, you know, resgned to my fate.

But then this afternoon, | went out with my roommate Inaand a couple other girlsfrom the dorm. |

hadn’t told anyone that I’ d gotten my calli turned off, because | wanted to get used to it first. So we went
to this snack bar on the other side of campus, one | hadn’t been to before. We were Sitting at thistable,
talking, and | waslooking around, just seeing what people looked like without calli. And | saw thisgirl
looking a me, and | thought, “She sredlly pretty.” And then, (laughs) this'll sound redly stupid, then |
reglized that thiswall in the snack bar wasamirror, and | was looking at myself!

| can't describeit, | felt thisincredible sense ofrdlief . | just couldn’t stop smiling! Inaasked mewhat |



was so happy about, and | just shook my head. | went to the bathroom so | could stare at mysdlf in the
mirror for abit.

Soit'sbeen agood day. | redlylike theway | look! It's been agood day.

From a student debate held at Pembleton:
Jeff Winthrop, third-year student:

Of courseit’ swrong to judge people by their gppearance, but this“blindness’” isn't the answer.
Educdionis.

Calli takes away the good aswell asthe bad. It doesn’t just work when there’ sapossibility of
discrimination, it kegps you from recognizing beauty altogether. There are plenty of timeswhen looking a
an attractive face doesn't hurt anyone. Calli won't let you make those distinctions, but education will.

And | know someone will say, what about when the technology gets better? Maybe one day they’ll be
ableto insert an expert system into your brain, one that goes, “Isthis an gppropriate Situation to
apprehend beauty? If so, enjoy it; ese, ignoreit.” Would that be okay? Would that be the “ assisted
maturity” you hear people talking about?

No, it wouldn’t. That wouldn’t be maturity; it’d be letting an expert system make your decisionsfor you.
Maturity means seeing the differences, but redlizing they don’t matter. There' s no technologica shortcut.

Adesh Singh, third-year student:

No one staking about |etting an expert system make your decisons. What makes cdli ided isprecisdy
that it’ ssuch aminimal change. Calli doesn’t decide for you; it doesn’t prevent you from doing anything.
And asfor maturity, you demonstrate maturity by choosing calli inthefirst place.

Everyone knows physical beauty has nothing to do with merit; that’ swhat education’s accomplished. But
even with the best intentions in the world, people haven't sopped practicing lookism. Wetry to be
impartia, wetry not to let a person’s appearance affect us, but we can't suppress our autonomic
responses, and anyone who claimsthey canisengaged in wishful thinking. Ask yourself: don’t you react
differently when you meet an attractive person and when you meet an unattractive one?

Every study on thisissue turns up the same results: 1ooks help people get ahead. We can't help but think
of good-looking people as more competent, more honest, more deserving than others. None of it’ strue,
but their looks il give usthat impression.

Cdli does't blind you to anything; beauty iswhat blindsyou. Cadli letsyou see.

TameraLyons:

S0, I've been looking at good-looking guys around campus. It'sfun; weird, but fun. Like, | wasin the
cafeteriathe other day, and | saw this guy a couple tables away, | didn’'t know his name, but | kept
turning to look at him. | can’t describe anything specific about hisface, but it just seemed much more
noticeable than other people’s. It was like hisface was amagnet, and my eyes were compass needles
being pulled toward it.



And after | looked at him for awhile, | found it really easy to imaginethat hewasaniceguy! | didn’t
know anything about him, | couldn’t even hear what he was talking about, but | wanted to get to know
him. It was kind of odd, but definitely not in abad way.

From abroadcast of EduNews, on the American College Network:

In the latest on the Pembleton University caliagnosainitiative: EduNews has recelved evidence that
public_reations firm Wyatt/Hayes paid four Pembleton students to dissuade classmates from voting for
theinitiative, without having them register their affiliations. Evidence includes an internad memo from
Wyatt/Hayes, proposing that “ good-looking students with high reputation ratings’ be sought, and records
of payments from the agency to Pembleton students.

Thefileswere sent by the SemioTech Warriors, a culture-jamming group responsible for many numerous
of mediavanddiam.

When contacted about this story, Wyatt/Hayes issued a statement decrying thisviolation of their internal
computer systems.

Jeff Winthrop:

Yes, it' strue, Wyatt/Hayes paid me, but it wasn’t an endorsement dedl ; they never told mewhat to say.
They just made it possible for me to devote more time to the anti-calli campaign, whichiswhat |

would' ve done anyway if | hadn’t needed to make money tutoring. All I’ ve been doing is expressing my
honest opinion: | think calli’sabad idea.

A couple of peoplein the anti-calli campaign have asked that | not speak publicly about the issue
anymore, because they think it would hurt the cause. I' m sorry they fed that way, because thisisjust
anad hominem attack. If you thought my arguments made sense before, this shouldn’t change anything.
But | realize that some people can’'t make those ditinctions, and I’ [l do what’ s best for the cause.

MariadeSouza

Those students redlly should have registered their affiliations; we al know people who are walking
endorsements. But now, whenever someone criticizesthe initiative, people ask them if they’re being paid.
The backlash is definitdy hurting the anti-calli campaign.

| consder it acompliment that someoneistaking enough interest in theinitiative to hireaPR firm. We' ve
aways hoped that its passing might influence people at other schools, and this means that corporations
are thinking the samething.

WEe veinvited the president of the Nationa Calliagnosia Association to speak on campus. Beforewe
weren't sureif we wanted to bring the national group in, because they have a different emphasisthan we
do; they’ re more focused on the media uses of beauty, while here at SEE we' re more interested in the
socid equdlity issue. But given the way students reacted to what Wyatt/Hayes did, it' s clear that the
media mani pulation issue has the power to get uswhere we need to go. Our best shot at getting the
initiative passed is to take advantage of the anger againgt advertisers. The socid equdity will follow
afterwards.



From the speech given at Pembleton by Walter Lambert, president of the National Calliagnosia
Asocidion:

Think of cocaine. Initsnatura form, as cocaleaves, it’ s appealing, but not to an extent that it usudly
becomes a problem. But refineit, purify it, and you get acompound that hits your pleasure receptors with
anunnatura intengty. That' swhen it becomes addictive.

Beauty has undergone asimilar process, thanks to advertisers. Evolution gave us acircuit that responds
to good looks—call it the pleasure receptor for our visuad cortex—and in our natura environment, it was
useful to have. But take a person with one-in-a-million skin and bone structure, add professional makeup
and retouching, and you' re no longer looking at beauty inits natura form. Y ou’ ve got
pharmaceutical-grade beauty, the cocaine of good |ooks.

Biologists cdl this* supernormd stimulus’; show amother bird agiant plastic egg, and she'll incubate it
instead of her own red eggs. Madison Avenue has saturated our environment with thiskind of stimuli, this
visua drug. Our beauty receptors receive more stimulation than they were evolved to handle; we're
seeing more beauty in one day than our ancestors did in alifetime. And the result isthat beauty isdowly
ruining our lives.

How? Theway any drug becomes aproblem: by interfering with our relationships with other people. We
become dissatisfied with the way ordinary people ook because they can’t compare to supermodels.
Two-dimensond images are bad enough, but now with spex, advertisers can put a supermodd right in
front of you, making eye contact. Software companies offer goddesseswhao'll remind you of your
appointments. We ve al heard about men who prefer virtud girlfriends over actual ones, but they’ re not
the only oneswho' ve been affected. The more time any of us spend with gorgeous digita apparitions
around, the more our relationships with real human beings are going to suffer.

We can't avoid these images and il live in the modern world. And that meanswe can't kick this habit,
because beauty isadrug you can't abstain from unlessyou literally keep your eyes closed dl thetime.

Until now. Now you can get another set of eyelids, one that blocks out thisdrug, but till letsyou see.
And that’ s cdliagnosia. Some people call it excessive, but | cdl it just enough. Technology isbeing used
to manipulate us through our emotional reactions, so it'sonly fair that we use it to protect oursalvestoo.

Right now you have an opportunity to make an enormousimpact. The Pembleton student body has
aways been at the vanguard of every progressve movement; what you decide here will set an example
for students across the country. By passing thisinitiative, by adopting caliagnosia, you'll be sending a
message to advertisers that young people are no longer willing to be manipulated.

From abroadcast of EduNews:

Following NCA president Walter Lambert’ s speech, polls show that 54% of Pembleton students support
the cdlliagnosiainitiative. Polls across the country show that an average of 28% of studentswould
support asmilar initiative at their school, an increase of 8% in the past month.

TameraLyons:

| thought he went overboard with that cocaine andlogy. Do you know anyone who steals stuff and sdllsit



S0 he can get hisfix of advertisng?

But | guess he has a point about how good-looking people arein commercidsversusin red life. It' snot
that they look better than peoplein red life, but they look good in adifferent way.

Like, | was at the campus store the other today, and | needed to check my e-mail, and when | put on my
spex | saw this poster running acommercid. It was for some shampoo, Jouissance | think. I'd seen it
before, but it was different without calli. The model was so—I couldn’t take my eyes off her. | don't
mean | felt the same asthat time | saw the good-looking guy in the cafeteria; it wasn't like | wanted to get
to know her. It was more like...watching asunset, or afireworks display.

| just stood there and watched the commercia likefivetimes, just so | could look at her some more. |
didn’t think a human being could look o, you know, spectacular.

But it'snot like I’'m going to quit talking to people so | can watch commercidsthrough my spex al the
time. Watching them isvery intense, but it’ satotaly different experience than looking at ared person.
Andit'snot even like | immediately want to go out and buy everything they’ re sdling, ether. I’'m not even
redlly paying attention to the products. | just think they’ re amazing to watch.

Maria deSouza

If I'd met Tameraearlier, | might have tried to persuade her not to get her cali turned off. | doubt |
would' ve succeeded; she seems pretty firm about her decison. Even so, she’ sagreat example of the
benefits of calli. Y ou can't help but notice it when you talk to her. For example, at one point | was saying
how lucky shewas, and she said, “Because I’ m beautiful ?” And she was being totally sincere! Like she
was talking about her height. Can you imagine awoman without cali saying that?

Tamerais completely unself-conscious about her looks; she’ snot vain or insecure, and she can describe
hersdf as beautiful without embarrassment. | gather that she’ svery pretty, and with alot of women who
look likethat, | can see something in their manner, ahint of showoffishness. Tamera doesn't have that.
Or esethey display false modesty, which isaso easy to tell, but Tameradoesn't do that ether, because
shetrulyismodest. There' sno way she could belikethat if she hadn’t been raised with cdli. | just hope
she staysthat way.

Annika Lindstrom, second-year student:

| think thiscdli thing isaterribleidea. | likeit when guysnotice me, and I’ d be redlly disappointed if they
stopped.

| think thiswhole thing isjust away for people who, honestly, aren’t very good-looking, to try and make
themselvesfed better. And the only way they can do that isto punish people who have what they don'’t.
And that' sjugt unfair.

Who wouldn’t want to be pretty if they could? Ask anyone, ask the people behind this, and | bet you
they’d dll say yes. Okay, sure, being pretty meansthat you'll be hassed by jerks sometimes. Thereare
awaysjerks, but that's part of life. If those scientists could come up with some way to turn off the jerk
circuitinguys brans, I'd bedl infavor of that.



Jolene Carter, third-year student:
I’mvoting for theinitiative, because | think it'd be ardlief if everyone had cdli.

People are nice to me because of how | look, and part of melikesthat, but part of mefedls guilty
because | haven't done anything to deserveit. And sure, it' s nice to have men pay attention to me, but it
can be hard to make areal connection with someone. Whenever | likeaguy, | dwayswonder how much
he' sinterested in me, versus how much he' sinterested in my looks. It can be hard to tell, because dl
relationships are wonderful at the beginning, you know? It' s not until later that you find out whether you
can redlly be comfortable with each other. It waslike that with my last boyfriend. He wasn't happy with
meif | didn’t look fabulous, so | was never ableto truly relax. But by that time | redized that, I’ d dready
let mysdlf get closeto him, so that redly hurt, finding out that he didn’t see the redl me.

And then there’ show you fed around other women. | don’t think most women like it, but you' re dways
comparing how you look relative to everyone ese. Sometimes| fed likel’min acompetition, and | don’t
want to be.

| thought about getting cali once, but it didn’t seem like it would help unless everyone e se did too;
getting it all by mysdlf wouldn't change the way otherstreat me. But if everyone on campushad calli, I'd
be glad to get it.

TameraLyons:

| was showing my roommate Inathis abum of pictures from high school, and we get to al these pictures
of meand Garrett, my ex. So Inawantsto know al about him, and so | tell her. I'm telling her how we
weretogether al of senior year, and how much | loved him, and wanted us to stay together, but he

wanted to be free to date when he went to college. And then she'slike, *'Y ou meanhe broke up withyou
?1

It took me awhile before | could get her to tell me what was up; she made me promise twice not to get
mad. Eventudly she said Garrett isn't exactly good-looking. | was thinking he must be average-looking,
because he didn’t redlly look that different after | got my calli turned off. But Ina said he was definitely
below average.

She found pictures of acouple other guyswho she thought looked like him, and with them | could see
how they’ re not good-looking. Their faces just look goofy. Then | took another look at Garrett’ s picture,
and | guess he' s got some of the same features, but on him they look cute. To me, anyway.

| guessit’strue what they say: loveisalittle bit like calli. When you love someone, you don't redlly see
what they look like. | don't see Garrett the way others do, because | still have fedingsfor him.

Ina said she couldn’t believe someone who looked like him would break up with someone who looked
like me. She said that in aschool without cdli, he probably wouldn't have been able to get adate with
me. Like, wewouldn't be in the same league.

That’ sweird to think about. When Garrett and | were going out, | dways thought we were meant to be
together. | don’'t meanthat | believein destiny, but | just thought there was something redlly right about
the two of us. So theideathat we could' ve both been in the same school, but not gotten together
because we didn’'t have cdlli, feds strange. And | know that Inacan’t be sure of that. But | can’t be sure
she’ swrong, either.



And maybe that means| should be glad | had cali, becauseit let me and Garrett get together. | don’t
know about that.

From abroadcast of EduNews:

Netstesfor adozen caliagnosia student organizations around the country were brought down today in a
coordinated denia-of-service attack. Although no one claimed responsibility, some suggest the
perpetrators are retdiating for last month’ sincident in which the American Association of Cosmetic
Surgeons netsite was replaced by acaliagnosaste.

Meanwhile, the SemioTech Warriors announced the release of their new “Dermatology” computer virus.
This virus has begun infecting video servers around the world, dtering broadcasts so that faces and
bodies exhibit conditions such as acne and varicose veins,

Warren Davidson, 19t-year student:

| thought abouit trying calli before, when | wasin high school, but | never knew how to bring it up with my
parents. So when they started offering it here, | figured I'd giveit atry. (shrugs) It's okay.

Actudly, it’ s better than okay. (pause) I’ ve dways hated how | look. For awhile in high school |

couldn’t stand the sight of mysalf inamirror. But with calli, | don’t mind as much. | know | ook the same
to other people, but that doesn’'t seem asbig aded asit used to. | fed better just by not being reminded
that some people are so much better-looking than others. Like, for instance: | was helping thisgirl inthe
library with a problem on her calculus homework, and afterwards | redized that she’'s someonel’d
thought was redlly pretty. Normally | would have been redly nervous around her, but with cdli, she
wasn't so hard to talk to.

Maybe shethinks| look like afreak, | don't know, but the thing was, when | wastalking to herl didn't
think | looked like afreak. Before | got cdli, | think | was just too salf-conscious, and that just made
thingsworse. Now I'm more relaxed.

It'snot like | suddenly fedl al wonderful about mysdlf or anything, and I'm sure for other people cali
wouldn’t help them at all, but for me, calli makes me not fedl asbad as| used to. And that’ sworth
something.

Alex Bibescu, professor of religious studies at Pembleton:

Some people have been quick to dismiss the whole caliagnosia debate as superficial, an argument over
makeup or who can and can't get adate. But if you actually look at it, you'll seeit’s much deeper than
that. It reflects avery old ambivalence about the body, one that’ s been part of Western civilization since
ancient times.

Y ou see, the foundations of our culture werelaid in classical Greece, where physical beauty and the body
were celebrated. But our cultureis dso thoroughly permeated by the monotheistic tradition, which
devauesthe body in favor of the soul. These old conflicting impulses are rearing their heads again, this
timein the cdliagnosia debate.

| suspect that most calli supportersthink of themsealvesto be modern, secular liberas, and wouldn’t admit



to being influenced by monotheism in any way. But take alook a who else advocates caliagnosa
conservaive rdigious groups. There are communities of al three mgjor monotheistic faiths—Jewish,
Chrigtian, and Mudim—who' ve begun using cdli to make their young members more resistant to the
charms of outsders. Thiscommondity isno coincidence. Theliberd cali supporters may not use
language like “resigting the temptations of theflesh,” but in their own way, they’ re following the same
tradition of deprecating the physical.

Redly, the only calli supporterswho can credibly clam they’ re not influenced by monotheism arethe
NeoMind Buddhigts. They' re a sect who see calliagnosia as a step toward enlightened thought, because
it diminates one' s perception of illusory digtinctions. But the NeoMind sect is open to broad use of
neurostat as an aid to meditation, which isaradica stance of an entirely different sort. | doubt you'll find
many modern liberds or conservative monotheists sympathetic to that!

So you see, thisdebate isn't just about commercials and cosmetics, it's about determining what' sthe
appropriate relationship between the mind and the body. Arewe morefully realized when we minimize
the physical part of our natures? And that, you have to agree, isa profound question.

Joseph Weingartner:

After calliagnosawas discovered, some researcherswondered if it might be possibleto create an
analogous condition that rendered the subject blind to race or ethnicity. They’ ve made anumber of
attempts—impairing variousleves of category discrimination in tandem with face recognition, that sort of
thing—hbut the resulting deficits were dways unsatisfactory. Usudly the test subjectswould smply be
unableto digtinguish smilar-looking individuas. One test actudly produced a benign variant of Fregoli
syndrome, causing the subject to mistake every person he met for afamily member. Unfortunately,
tregting everyone like abrother isn't desirablein so literal asense.

When neurostat treatments for problems like compul sive behavior entered widespread use, alot of
people thought that “mind programming” wasfinaly here. People asked their doctorsif they could get the
same sexud tastes as their spouses. Media pundits worried about the possibility of programming loyaty
to agovernment or corporation, or belief in anideology or religion.

Thefact is, we have no access to the contents of anyone’ s thoughts. We can shape broad aspects of
persondity, we can make changes cong stent with the natural speciaization of the brain, but these are
extremey coarse-grained adjustments. There’ sno neura pathway that specificaly handles resentment
toward immigrants, any more than there’ s one for Marxist doctrine or foot fetishiam. If we ever get true
mind programming, we' |l be able to create “race blindness,” but until then, education is our best hope.

TameraLyons.

| had an interesting classtoday. In History of Ideas, we' ve got thisT.A., he'snamed Anton, and hewas
saying how alot of words we use to describe an attractive person used to be words for magic. Likethe
word “charm” originaly meant amagic spdl, and the word “glamour” did, too. And it’ sjust blatant with
words like“enchanting” and “ spellbinding.” And when he said that, | thought, yeah, that’ swhat it’ slike;
seeing aredlly good-looking personislike having amagic spell cast over you.

And Anton was saying how one of the primary uses of magic wasto create love and desire in someone.
And that makestotal sense, too, when you think about those words “charm” and “glamour.” Because
seaing beauty fedslikelove. You fed like you' ve got a crush on aredly good-looking person, just by



looking at them.

That made me think that maybe there' saway | can get back together with Garrett. Because if Garrett
didn’t have cdli, maybe he' d fdl in love with me again. Remember how | said before that maybe calli
waswhat let us get together? Well, maybe cdli is actualy what' s keeping us apart now. Maybe Garrett
would want to get back with meif he saw what | really looked like.

Garrett turned e ghteen during the summer, but he never got his cali turned off because he didn’t think it
was abig ded. He goesto Northrop now. So | called him up, just asafriend, and when we were talking
about stuff, | asked him what he thought about the cdlli initiative here at Pembleton. He said hedidn’t see
what dl the fusswas about, and then | told him how much | liked not having cali anymore, and said he
ought to try it, so he could judge both sides. He said that made sense. | didn’t make abig ded out of it,
but | was stoked.

Daniel Taglia, professor of comparative literature at Pembleton:

The student initiative doesn’t gpply to faculty, but obvioudly if it passesther€ |l be pressure on the faculty
to adopt caliagnosaaswell. So | don't consider it premature for meto say that I’ m adamantly opposed
toit.

Thisisjust the latest example of politica correctness run amok. The people advocating cdli are
well-intentioned, but what they’ re doing isinfantilizing us. The very notion that beauty is something we
need to be protected from isinsulting. Next thing you know, a student organization will insgst we al adopt
music agnosia, so we don't fedl bad about oursel ves when we hear gifted sngersor musicians.

When you watch Olympic athletesin competition, does your salf-esteem plummet? Of course not. On
the contrary, you fed wonder and admiration; you' reinspired that such exceptiona individuasexist. So
why can't we fed the same way about beauty? Feminism would have us gpologize for having that
reaction. It wantsto replace aesthetics with palitics, and to the extent it’ s succeeded, it' simpoverished
us

Being in the presence of aworld-class beauty can be as thrilling as listening to aworld-class soprano.
Gifted individuas aren’t the only oneswho benefit from their gifts; wedl do. Or, | should say, wedl can.
Depriving oursalves of that opportunity would beacrime.

Commercia paid for by Peoplefor Ethica Nanomedicine:

Voiceover: Have your friends been telling you that cdli is cool, that it’ sthe smart thing to do? Then
maybe you should talk to people who grew up with cdli.

“After | got my calli turned off, | recoiled thefirst timel met an unattractive person. | knew it wasslly,
but | just couldn’t help mysdf. Calli didn’t help make me mature, itkept me from becoming mature. | had
to relearn how to interact with people.”

“I went to school to be agraphic artist. | worked day and night, but | never got anywhere with it. My
teacher said | didn’'t have the eyefor it, that calli had stunted me aesthetically. There snoway | can get
back what I'velost.”

“Having cdli waslike having my parentsinsde my head, censoring my thoughts. Now that I ve had it
turned off, | redlize just what kind of abuse I’ d been living with.”VVoiceover : If the people who grew up



with caliagnosadon’t recommend it, shouldn't that tell you something?

They didn’t have achoice, but you do. Brain damage is never agood idea, no matter what your friends
sy.

MariadeSouza

We d never heard of the People for Ethical Nanomedicine, so we did some research on them. It took
somedigging, but it turnsout it’ s not agrassroots organization at dl, it’san industry PR front. A bunch of
cosmetics companies got together recently and created it. We haven't been able to contact the people
who appear in the commercia, so we don’t know how much, if any, of what they said wastrue. Even if
they were being honest, they certainly aren’t typicd; most people who get their calli turned off fed fine
about it. And there are definitely graphic artistswho grew up with calli.

It kind of reminds me of an ad | saw awhile back, put out by a modding agency when the calli
movement was just getting started. It was just a picture of asupermodd’ sface, with acaption: “If you no
longer saw her as beautiful, whose losswould it be? Hers, or yours?” This new campaign hasthe same
message, basicaly saying, “you'll be sorry,” but instead of taking that cocky ttitude, it has more of a
concerned-warning tone. Thisis classc PR: hide behind a nice-sounding name, and creete the impression
of athird party looking out for the consumer’ sinterests.

TameraLyons:

| thought that commercid wastotdly idictic. It snot likel’min favor of theinitiative—I don’t want
peopleto vote for it—but people shouldn’t vote againgt it for the wrong reason. Growing up with cali
isn't crippling. There' sno reason for anyoneto fed sorry for me or anything. I'm dedling with it fine. And
that’ swhy | think people ought to vote againgt the initiative:because seeing beauty isfine.

Anyway, | talked to Garrett again. He said he' d just gotten his calli turned off. He said it seemed cool so
far, dthough it was kind of weird, and | told him | felt the same way when | got mine disabled. | suppose
it skind of funny, how | was acting like an old pro, even though I’ ve only had mine off for afew weeks.

Joseph Weingartner:

One of thefirst questions researchers asked about caliagnosawas whether it hasany “ spillover,” thet is,
whether it affects your appreciation of beauty outside of faces. For the most part, the answer seemsto be
“no.” Cdliagnosics seem to enjoy looking at the same things other people do. That said, we can't rule out
the possibility of sde effects.

Asan example, consder the spillover that’s observed in prosopagnosics. One prosopagnosic who was a
dairy farmer found he could no longer recognize his cows individudly. Another found it harder to
distinguish modd s of cars, if you can imagine that. These cases suggest that we sometimes use our
face-recognition module for tasks other than gtrict face recognition. We may not think something looks
like aface—acar, for example—but at aneurological level we retredting it asif it were aface.

There may be asimilar spillover among caliagnosics, but since cdliagnosiais subtler than prosopagnosia,
any spillover isharder to measure. Therole of fashionin cars appearances, for example, isvastly greater
thanitsrolein faces, and there slittle consensus about which cars are most atractive. Theremay bea



caliagnosic out there who doesn’t enjoy looking at certain models as much as he otherwise would, but he
hasn’t come forward to complain.

Then there sthe role our beauty-recognition module playsin our aesthetic reaction to symmetry. We
appreciate symmetry in awide range of settings—painting, sculpture, graphic design—but at the same
time we al so appreciate asymmetry. There are alot of factors that contribute to our reaction to art, and
not much consensus about when a particular example is successtul.

It might beinteresting to seeif cdliagnosiacommunities produce fewer truly talented visua artists, but
given how few such individuds arisein the generd population, it' sdifficult to do agatisticaly meaningful
study. The only thing we know for certain isthat calliagnosics report a more muted response to some
portraits, but that' s not aside effectper se; portrait paintings derive at least some of their impact from the
facia appearance of the subject.

Of course, any effect istoo much for some people. Thisis the reason given by some parents for not
wanting caliagnosiafor their children: they want their children to be able to gppreciate the MonaLisa,
and perhaps create its successor.

Marc Esposito, fourth-year student at Waterston College:

That Pembleton thing soundstotaly crazed. | could see doing it like asetup for some prank. Y ou know,
asin, you' dfix thisguy up with agirl, and tell him she’ s an absol ute babe, but actudly you' vefixed him
up with adog, and he can’t tell so he believesyou. That’d be kind of funny, actualy.

But | sure as hell would never get thiscdli thing. | want to date good-looking girls. Why would | want
something that’ d make me lower my standards? Okay, sure, some nights al the babes have been taken,
and you have to choose from the leftovers. But that’ swhy there' s beer, right? Doesn’t mean | want to
wear beer gogglesdl thetime.

TameralLyons:

So Garrett and | were talking on the phone again last night, and | asked him if he wanted to switch to
video so we could see each other. And he said okay, so we did.

| was casua about it, but | had actually spent alot of time getting ready. Ina’ steaching meto put on
makeup, but I'm not very good at it yet, so | got that phone software that makesit 1ook like you're
wearing makeup. | setit for just alittle bit, and | think it made aredl differencein how | looked. Maybeit
was overkill, I don't know how much Garrett could tell, but | just wanted to be sure | looked as good as

possble.
As soon as we switched to video, | could see him react. It was like his eyes got wider. He was like,

“Youlook redly great,” and | waslike, “Thanks.” Then he got shy, and made some joke about the way
he looked, but | told him | liked the way he looked.

Wetalked for awhile on video, and dl thetime | wasredly conscious of him looking at me. That felt
good. | got afeding that he was thinking he might want usto get back together again, but maybe | was

jugtimaginingiit.
Maybe next timewetak I’ [l suggest he could come visit mefor aweekend, or | could go vist him a
Northrop. That'd be really cool. Though I’ d have to be sure | could do my own makeup before that.

| know there' s no guarantee that he' Il want to get back together. Getting my calli turned off didn’t make



me love him less, so maybeit won't make him love me any more. I'm hoping, though.

Cathy Minami, third-year student:

Anyone who saysthe calli movement is good for women is spreading the propaganda of al oppressors:
the claim that subjugation isactually protection. Cdli supporters want to demonize those women who
possess beauty. Beauty can provide just as much pleasure for those who have it asfor those who
perceiveit, but the cali movement makes women fed guilty about taking pleasure in their ppearance.
It syet another patriarcha strategy for suppressing fema e sexudity, and once again, too many women
have bought into it.

Ofcourse beauty has been used as atool of oppression, but eiminating beauty is not the answer; you
can't liberate people by narrowing the scope of their experiences. That’ s positively Orwellian. What's
needed is awoman-centered concept of beauty, onethat lets al women fed good about themsalves
instead of making mogt of them fed bad.

Lawrence Sutton, fourth-year student:

| totally knew what Walter Lambert was talking about in his speech. | wouldn't have phrased it the way
he did, but I’ ve felt the same way for awhile now. | got cali acouple years ago, long before thisinitiative
came up, because | wanted to be able to concentrate on more important things.

| don’t mean | only think about schoolwork; I’ ve got agirlfriend, and we have agood relationship. That
hasn’t changed. What' s changed is how | interact with advertising. Before, every time | used to walk past
amagazine sand or seeacommercid, | could fed my attention being drawn alittle bit. It was like they
weretrying to arouse me against my will. | don’t necessarily mean asexua kind of arousdl, but they were
trying to appeal to meon aviscera level. And | would automatically resist, and go back to whatever |
was doing before. But it was a distraction, and resisting those distractions took energy that | could have
been usng esewhere.

But now with calli, | don’t fed that pull. Calli freed me from that digtraction, it gave methat energy back.
SoI’'mtotaly infavor of it.

Lori Harber, third-year sudent at Maxwell College:

Cdli isfor wusses. My attitude s, fight back. Go radical ugly. That’ swhat the beautiful people need to
see.

| got my nose taken off about thistime last year. It' sabigger deal than it sounds, surgery-wise; to be
hedthy and stuff, you have to move some of the hairs further in to catch dust. And the bone you see (taps
itwith afingernail) isn't red, it's ceramic. Having your red bone exposed isabig infection risk.

| likeit when | freak people out; sometimes| actualy ruin someone' s gppetite when they’ re egting. But
freaking people out, that’s not what it’ sabout . It’s about how ugly can beat beautiful at itsown game. |
get more looks walking down the sireet than a beautiful woman. Y ou see me standing next to avideo
model, who you going to notice more? Me, that’ swho. Y ou won't want to, but you will.



TameraLyons:

Garrett and | weretalking again last night, and we got to talking about, you know, if either of us had been
going out with someone else. And | was casua about it, | said that | had hung out with some guys, but
nothing mgor.

So | asked him the same. He was kind of embarrassed about it, but eventually he said that he wasfinding
it harder to, like, redlly become friendly with girlsin college, harder than he expected. And now he's
thinking it's because of the way helooks.

| just said, “Noway,” but | didn't redly know wheat to say. Part of me was glad that Garrett isn't seeing
someone e se yet, and part of mefelt bad for him, and part of mewasjust surprised. | mean, he' s smart,
he' sfunny, he' sagreet guy, and I’'m not just saying that because | went out with him. He was popular in
high schooal.

But then | remembered what Ina said about me and Garrett. | guess being smart and funny doesn’'t mean
you'rein the same league as someone, you have to be equaly good-looking too. And if Garrett’s been
talking to girlswho are pretty, maybe they don't fed like he’ sintheir league.

| didn’'t make abig deal out of it when we were talking, because | don’t think he wanted to talk about it a
lot. But afterwards, | was thinking that if we decide to do avist, | should definitely go out to Northrop to
see himingtead of him coming here. Obvioudy, I’ m hoping something’ I happen between us, but aso, |
thought, maybe if the other people a his school see ustogether, he might fed better. Because | know
sometimes that works: if you' re hanging out with acool person, you fed cool, and other people think
you're cool. Not that I'm super cool, but | guess people like how | look, so | thought it might help.

Ellen Hutchinson, professor of sociology at Pembleton:

| admire the students who are putting forth thisinitiative. Their idedlism heartens me, but | have mixed
fedingsabout their god.

Like everyone e'se my age, I’ ve had to come to terms with the effects time has had on my appearance. It
wasn't an easy thing to get used to, but I’ ve reached the point where I’ m content with the way | look.
Although | can’t deny that I’ m curious to see what acali-only community would be like; maybetherea
woman my age wouldn’t become invisible when ayoung woman entered the room.

But would | have wanted to adopt calli when | wasyoung? | don’t know. I’'m sureit would' ve spared
me some of the distress | felt about growing older. But Iliked the way | looked when | wasyoung. |
wouldn’t have wanted to give that up. I'm not sureif, as| grew older, there was ever apoint when the
benefits would have outweighed the costs for me.

And these students, they might never even lose the beauty of youth. With the gene therapies coming out
now, they’ I probably look young for decades, maybe even their entire lives. They might never haveto
make the adjustments| did, in which case adopting cdli wouldn’'t even save them from pain later on. So
the ideathat they might voluntarily give up one of the pleasures of youth isalmost gdling. Sometimes|
want to shake them and say, “No! Don't you redlize what you have?’

I’ve dways liked young peopl€e swillingnessto fight for their beliefs. That’ sone reason I ve never redlly
believed in the cliché that youth is wasted on the young. But thisinitiative would bring the cliché closer to
redlity, and | would hate for that to be the case.



Joseph Weingartner:

I’vetried caliagnosiafor aday; I’ ve tried awide variety of agnosiasfor limited periods. Most
neurologists do, so we can better understand these conditions and empathize with our patients. But |
couldn’t adopt calliagnosiaon along-term bass, if for no other reason than that | see patients.

There sadight interaction between calliagnosiaand the ability to gauge aperson’ s hedth visudly. It
certainly doesn't make you blind to things like a person’ s skin tone, and a caliagnosic can recognize
symptoms of illnessjust like anyone e se does; thisis something that genera cognition handles perfectly
well. But physicians need to be sengitive to very subtle cues when evauating a patient; sometimes you use
your intuition when making adiagnoss, and cdliagnosiawould act as ahandicap in such stuations.

Of course, I'd be disngenuousif | claimed that professiond requirements were the only thing keeping me
from adopting cdliagnosia. The more rlevant question is, would | choose cdliagnosiaif | did nothing but
lab research and never dedlt with patients? And to that, my answer is, no. Like many other people, |
enjoy seeing a pretty face, but | consider mysalf mature enough to not let that affect my judgment.

TameraLyons.
| can’t believeit, Garrett got hiscali turned back on.

We were talking on the phonelast night, just ordinary stuff, and | ask him if he wantsto switch to video.
And he'slike, “Okay,” so we do. And then | redlize he' s not looking a me the same way he was before.
So | ask himiif everything’'s okay with him, and that’ s when he tells me about getting cdli again.

He said he did it because he wasn't happy about the way he looked. | asked him if someone had said
something about it, because he should ignore them, but he said it wasn't that. He just didn’t like how he
felt when he saw himsdlf inamirror. So | waslike, “What are you talking about, you look cute.” | tried to
get himto giveit another chance, saying stuff like, he should spend more time without calli before making
any decisons. Garrett said he' d think about it, but | don’t know what he' s going to do.

Anyway, afterwards, | was thinking about what I’ d said to him. Did | tell him that because | don't like
cali, or because | wanted him to see how | looked? | mean, of course | liked the way he looked at me,
and | was hoping it would lead somewhere, but it'snot asif I'm being inconsstent, isit? If I'd ways
beenin favor of cdli, but made an exception when it cameto Garrett, that' d be different. But I'm againgt
cdli, 0it’'snot like that.

Oh, who am | kidding? | wanted Garrett to get hiscalli turned off for my own benefit, not becauseI’m
anti-cali. Andit’snot even that I'm anti-calli, so much, as| am againgt cali being arequirement. | don’'t
want anyone ese deciding calli’ sright for me: not my parents, not a student organization. But if someone
decidesthey want cdli themselves, that' sfine, whatever. So | should let Garrett decide for himsdlf, |
know that.

It'sjust frustrating. | mean, | had thiswhole plan figured out, with Garrett finding meirresstible, and
redizing what amistake he’ d made. So I’ m disgppointed, that’ sall.

From Maria deSouza s speech the day before the eection:



WEe ve reached a point where we can begin to adjust our minds. The question is, when isit appropriate
for usto do so? We shouldn’t automaticaly accept that natura is better, nor should we automaticaly
presume that we can improve on nature. It' s up to usto decide which quditieswe value, and what' sthe
best way to achieve those.

| say that physical beauty is something we no longer need.

Cadli doesn’t mean that you'll never see anyone as beautiful. When you see asmile that’ sgenuine, you'll
see beauty. When you see an act of courage or generosity, you' |l see beauty. Most of al, when you look
at someone you love, you'll see beauty. All cali doesis keep you from being distracted by surfaces. True
beauty iswhat you see with the eyes of love, and that’ s something that nothing can obscure.

From the speech broadcast by Rebecca Boyer, spokesperson for People for Ethical Nanomedicine, the
day before the eection:

Y ou might be ableto create apure cali society in an artificid setting, but in the real world, you're never
going to get a hundred percent compliance. And that is calli’ sweakness. Cadli worksfineif everybody
hasit, but if even one person doesn't, that person will take advantage of everyone else.

There |l dways be people who don’'t get calli; you know that. Just think about what those people could
do. A manager could promote attractive employees and demote ugly ones, but you won't even notice. A
teacher could reward attractive students and punish ugly ones, but youwon't be ableto tell. All the
discrimination you hate could be taking place, without you even redizing.

Of course, it’s possible those things won't happen. But if people could aways be trusted to do what' s
right, no one would have suggested cdlli in thefirst place. In fact, the people prone to such behavior are
ligble to do it even more once there' s no chance of their getting caught.

If you' re outraged by that sort of lookism, how can you afford to get calli? Y ou' re precisely the type of
person who' s needed to blow the whistle on that behavior, but if you' ve got calli, you won't be ableto

recognizeit.
If you want to fight discrimination, keep your eyes open.

From abroadcast of EduNews:

The Pembleton Universty caliagnosainitiative was defeated by avote of sixty-four percent to thirty-six
percent.

Pollsindicated amgjority favoring the initiative until days before the eection. Many studentswho
previoudy supported the initiative say they reconsidered after seeing the speech given by Rebecca Boyer
of the Peoplefor Ethical Nanomedicine. This despite an earlier revelation that PEN was established by
cosmetics companies to oppose the calliagnosa movement.

Maria deSouza:

Of courseit’ s disgppointing, but we origindly thought of the initiative asalong shot. That period when the
majority supported it was something of afluke, so | can’t be too disappointed about people changing



their minds. Theimportant thing isthat people everywhere are talking about the value of appearances,
and more of them are thinking about cdli serioudy.

And we re not stopping; in fact, the next few yearswill be avery exciting time. A spex manufacturer just
demonstrated some new technology that could change everything. They' vefigured out away to fit
somatic positioning beaconsin apair of spex, custom-calibrated for a single person. That means no more
helmet, no more office visit needed to reprogram your neurostat; you can just put on your spex and do it
yourself. That meansyou'll be able to turn your cali on or off,any time you want .

That means we won't have the problem of people feding that they have to give up beauty atogether.
Instead, we can promote the ideathat beauty is appropriate in some Situations and not in others. For
example, people could keep cali enabled when they’ re working, but disable it when they’ re among
friends. | think people recognize that calli offers benefits, and will chooseit on at least apart-time basis.

I’d say the ultimate god isfor calli to be considered the proper way to behave in polite society. People
can dwaysdisablether cdli in private, but the default for public interaction would be freedom from
lookism. Appreciating beauty would become a consensua interaction, something you do only when both
parties, the beholder and the beheld, agreetoit.

From abroadcast of EduNews:

In the latest on the Pembleton caliagnosainitiative, EduNews has learned that anew form of digital
manipulation was used on the broadcast of PEN spokesperson Rebecca Boyer’ s speech. EduNews has
received files from the SemioTech Warriors that contain what appear to be two recorded versions of the
speech: an origind—acquired from the Wyatt/Hayes computers—and the broadcast version. Thefiles
aso include the SemioTech Warriors anadysis of the differences between the two versions.

The discrepancies are primarily enhancementsto Ms. Boyer’ svoice intonation, facia expressons, and
body language. Viewerswho watch the origina version rate Ms. Boyer’ s performance as good, while
those who watch the edited version rate her performance as excellent, describing her as extraordinarily
dynamic and persuasive. The SemioTech Warriors conclude that Wyatt/Hayes has devel oped new
software capable of fine-tuning parainguistic cuesin order to maximize the emotiond response evoked in
viewers. Thisdramatically increases the effectiveness of recorded presentations, especialy when viewed
through spex, and itsusein the PEN broadcast islikely what caused many supporters of the calliagnosia
initiative to changetheir votes.

Walter Lambert, president of the Nationd Calliagnosia Association:

In my entire career, I’ ve met only a couple people who have the kind of charismathey gave Ms. Boyer in
that speech. Peoplelike that radiate akind of redity-distortion field that lets them convince you of dmost
anything. Y ou fee moved by their very presence, you' re ready to open your wallet or agree to whatever
they ask. It'snot until later that you remember all the objections you had, but by then, often asnot, it's
too late. And I’ m truly frightened by the prospect of corporations being able to generate that effect with
software.

What thisis, isanother kind of supernormal stimuli, like flawless beauty but even more dangerous. We
had a defense against beauty, and Wyatt/Hayes has escalated things to the next level. And protecting
oursalves from thistype of persuasionisgoingto beahdl of alot harder.



Thereisatype of tonal agnosia, or gprosodia, that makes you unable to hear voiceintonation; all you
hear are the words, not the ddlivery. There saso an agnosiathat prevents you from recognizing facia
expressions. Adopting the two of these would protect you from this type of manipulation, because you' d
have to judge a speech purely on its content; its delivery would beinvisbleto you. But | can't
recommend them. Theresult isnothing like cdli. If you can't hear tone of voice or read someone's
expresson, your ability to interact with othersis crippled. It'd be akind of high-functioning autism. A few
NCA membersare adopting both agnosias, as aform of protest, but no one expects many people will
follow their example.

So that means that once this software getsinto widespread use, we' re going to be facing extraordinarily
persuasive pitches from dl sdes. commercids, press releases, evangdists. We Il hear the most tirring
speeches given by apoalitician or generad in decades. Even activists and culture jammerswill useit, just to
keep up with the establishment. Once the range of this software gets wide enough, even the movieswill
useit, too: an actor’ s own ability won't matter, because everyone' s performance will be uncanny.

The samething’ Il happen as happened with beauty: our environment will become saturated with this
supernormal stimuli, and it’ [l affect our interaction with real people. When every speaker on a broadcast
has the presence of aWington Churchill or aMartin Luther King, we' Il begin to regard ordinary people,
with their average use of pardinguigtic cues, as bland and unpersuasive. W€ |l become dissatisfied with
the people we interact with in redl life, because they won't be as engaging as the projections we see
through our spex.

| just hope those spex for reprogramming neurostat hit the market soon. Then maybe we can encourage
people to adopt the stronger agnosias just when they’ re watching video. That may be the only way for us
to preserve authentic human interaction: if we save our emotiond responsesfor red life.

TameraLyons.
| know how thisis going to sound, but...well, I'm thinking about getting my cali turned back on.

Inaway, it's because of that PEN video. | don’t mean I’ m getting calli just because makeup companies
don’t want peopleto and I’m angry at them. That’ snot it. But it's hard to explain.

lam angry at them, because they used atrick to manipulate people; they weren't playing fair. But what it
made me readlize was, | was doing the same kind of thing to Garrett. Or | wanted to, anyway. | wastrying
to use my looks to win him back. Andin away that’ s not playing fair, either.

| don’'t mean that I’ m as bad asthe advertisersare! | love Garrett, and they just want to make money.
But remember when | wastalking about beauty as akind of magic spell? It gives you an advantage, and |
think it'svery easy to misuse something like that. And what calli doesis make a person immuneto that
sort of spdll. So | figure | shouldn't mind if Garrett would rather be immune, because | shouldn’t betrying
to gain an advantage in thefirgt place. If | get him back, | want it to be by playing fair, by him loving me
for mysdf.

| know, just because he got hiscalli turned back on doesn't mean that | have to. I’ ve really been enjoying
seeing what faces ook like. But if Garrett’ s going to beimmune, | fed like | should betoo. Sowe' re
even, you know? And if we do get back together, maybe we'll get those new spex they’ re talking about.
Then we can turn off our cali when we re by oursalves, just the two of us.

And | guess cali makes sense for other reasons, too. Those makeup companies and everyone el se,
they’rejust trying to create needsin you that you wouldn't fed if they were playing fair, and | don't like
that. If I'm going to be dazzled watching acommercid, it’' Il bewhen I’'m in the mood, not whenever they
spring it on me. Although I’'m not going to get those other agnosias, like that tona one, not yet anyway.



Maybe once those new spex come ouit.

Thisdoesn't mean | agree with my parents’ having me grow up with cdli. | still think they were wrong;
they thought getting rid of beauty would help make autopia, and | don't believethat at dl. Beauty isn't
the problem, it’s how some people are misusing it that’ s the problem. And that’ swhat cali’sgood for; it
letsyou guard againgt that. | don’t know, maybe this wasn't aproblem back in my parents day. But it's
something we have to ded with now.

The Black Abacus
By Yoon HaLee

War Season

In space there are no seasons, and thisistrue too of the silver whedl s that are humanity’ s homes beyond
Earth and the slver shipsthat carried usthere. In autumn there are no falen leaves, and in spring, no
living flowers, no summer winds, no winter snow. There are no days except our own caendars and the
gars dow candlesin the dark.

The Network has known only onewar, and that war ended before it began.

Thisiswhy, of course, the Network’ s ships trapped in g-space—that otherwhere of superpositionsand
Spindrift possibilities—widld waveform interrupters, and why, though | was Rache’ sfriend, | killed her
across severa timelines. But the tale begins with our find exam, not my murders.

TheTest
Y ou are not required to answer this question.

However, the response (should you attempt one) will be evaluated. If you decide otherwise, key in“I
DECLINE.” The amount of time you spend will be evaluated. Y ou cannot proceed to the next item
without deciding, and therewill be no later opportunity.

Y our timeremaning is———

In her essay “The Tyranny of Choice and Observation,” Shinaai Rei positsa*“black abacus’ that
determines history’ s course by “acalculus of persondities and circumstances, cause and effect and
chance.” (Y ou are not expected to be familiar with thiswork; the full text isrestricted.)

Inlight of this, under what circumstancesiswar justified? What about nation? Consider, for
example, Skorzeny’ stactics during World War 11, police actions againgt the Candida Rebellion, and
more recently, terrorists sabotage of relay stations. Y ou may cite current regulations and past precedents
to support your answer.

Asyou do, remember the following points.



1. During the 76.9 years (adjusted time) that the Pancommunications Network has been in place, no
planet-or station-born conflict has found expression in realspace.

2. Because your future duty as a Network officer requires absolute reliability, treason is subject to the
desth pendty.

3. “Reductio ad absurdumis one of amathematician’s finest weapons. It isafar finer gambit than any
chess gambit: achess player may offer the sacrifice of apawn or even a piece, but the mathematician
offersthe game.”—G.H. Hardy (1877-1947)

The Results

Fifty-seven percent of that year’ s class declined the question, or so they thought. The computers
recorded every keystroke and false start for further analysis. Of those who did respond, theratio of
essay length to time taken (after adjustmentsfor typing speed) matched the predicted curve.

Rachel wasthe exception. Her answer took 5.47 minutes to compose (including one self-corrected typo)
and three sentences to express.

The records knew her as Rachd Kilterhawk. Her comradesin command training knew her asthe Hawk.
Inlater times and other lives, they would cal her Rachd the Ruthless. Neither of us guessed thiswhen we
firg met.

White: Queen’s Gambit

Rachel was one of thefirst to leave the exam. Her cadet’ s uniform was creased where she had bent over
the keyboard, and even now her hands shook.I did what | could , she thought, and set her mind on other
things: the spindles of growing plants, the taste of thrice-recycled water, the cold texture of metd...the
seg, from her one visit to Earth, with its rush of foam and salt-sprinkled breezes.

She went to hydroponics, where water warbled through the pipes and the Sation’s crops grew in
identical green rows, aspring without end. In acorner of the garden she picked out abench and sat with
her legs drawn up, her hands on her knees. Nearby was a view-port—a viewscreen, actudly, filtering the
dars radiation into intendties kinder to human eyes.

After awhile her hands stopped trembling, and only then did she notice the other cadet. He had dark hair
and darker eyes, and where her uniform was rumpled, hiswas damp with swest. “Do you believein
angels?’ he asked her.

Rachd blinked. “Not yet. Why?'

He gestured at the viewscreen, tracing unnamed congtellations and the pae flash of an incoming ship’s
g-wave. “It must be a cold thing to diein space. | liketo think there are angels who watch over the
ships.” The boy looked away and flushed.

She gazed at the fingerprints he had |eft on the screen. “Angels wings.”
It was histurn to blink. “Pardon?’

“Theg-waves,” shesad. “Likewings.”



He might have laughed; others often did, when Rachd with her quicksiver thoughts and quiet speech
couldn’t find the right words. She was startled when he rubbed his chin, then nodded. “ Never thought of
it that way.” Hesmiled & her. “I’'m Edgar Kerzen. And you?’

Shereturned his smilewith one of her own. “Rachd.”

Dawning redization: “Y ou're the Hawk. No one ése would ve torn through the exam like that.”
“But sodid you.”

Edgar shrugged. “| aced math and physics, but they killed me on ethics”

She heard the unsaid words.Let’ stalk about something else . Being Rachel, she was silent. And found
hersdlf sartled again when he accepted the Slence rather than filling it with words. She would come to
treasure that acceptance.

Black: Knight's Sacrifice

Thefirg life, first timel killed Rachd, it wastoo late. She had aready given her three-sentence answer to
the Pandect’ s exam; won command of the starhikerCurtana, one of twenty-six ever built; and svept
from the Battle of Red Lantern to the Siege of Gloria on the shredded wings of ag-wave. After Gloria,
her name passed across the relays as both battle-cry (for the Network) and curse (for the Movement). In
this probability-space, her triumphs were too grest to erase, her influence too grest to stop the inevitable
blurring of murder and necessity.

After the siege, we had afew daysto remember what deep was, to forget the silence of battle. Spaceis
dlent, though we want thunder with our lightning, the scream of metal and roar of guns. | think thiswas
true even for Rachel, because she believed inright silences andwrong silences.

By fortune or otherwise we had shared postings since we | eft academy, since that first meeting in
hydroponics. Command was short on officers, but shorter till on ones who worked together like twin
heartbesats. | stood beside her when she received the captain’ swing on her uniform and again when we
learned, over the relays, that the scoutshipBoomerang' s kamikaze destruction of astation had plunged
one probability-space into war. | stood beside her and said nothing when she opened fire on Gloria
Station, another of the few g-space stopovers. It harbored a Movement ship determined to return to
realspace, and so it died in aripple of incoherence.

One people, onelaw, said the Network. There were too many factions at atime when humanity’s
defenses were scattered across the stars: conglomerates with their merchant fleets, colonies defending
their autonomy, free-traders who resented the Network’ s restrictions. Once the Pancommunications
Network had only been responsible for routing transmissions between settlements and sorting out
discrepancies due to time dilation. Someone had to maintain the satellite networks that knit everyone
together and someone had to define alaw, however, so the Network did.

Inlight of this, under what circumstancesiswar justified?

A ship’scaptain has her privacy, but we were docked and awaiting repairs, and | knew Rachdl’s
thoughts better than my own. She had her duty, and if that duty demanded it, she would pay in blood.
Including her own, if it cameto that, but she was too damned brilliant to diein battle. Because she was
the Hawk, and when it came to her duty, she never hesitated.

5.47 minutes and three sentences.

| came upon Rache deep in the ship’shold, in an area closed off for tomorrow’ srepairs. Her eyes, when



she raised them to me, were the wild gray of awinter sky, unlike the carbon-scored gray of thetorn
bulkheads behind her. These days our world was defined by shades of gray and the reflections therein.

Soon we would be forced to leave the colorless haven of g-space, since the last few stations could
barely sustain themselves or the remaining ships. For awhile, the Network and the Independence
Movement had cannibalized any new ships who entered g-space despite the perils of merging g-waves,
gutting them of supplies, people, and news. Once a ship exited into real space, our own fluctuating history
would collapseinto asingle outcome, and nobody was willing to plunge the real space world into war,
especialy onein the enemy’ sfavor. New ships no longer showed up, and God knew what we' d done to
real gpace trangportation and logistics.

A few weary souls had tried to force the issue. Rachel shot them down. She was determined to win or
stop thewar in every life, every timeline, and she might even succeed.

She noticed my presence and, for once, spoke before | could. “Edgar. While I’ m here, more people are
dying.” Her voice was restless, like the beating wings of abird in asnowstorm.

“WEe Il find out about it onrelay,” | said, wishing | could say something to comfort her, to gentle those
eyes, that voice, but Rachel had never much believed in words, even mine.

“Do you think angelsfly between probability-spaces to harvest our souls?’

| closed my eyes and saw the afterimages of a ship’swaveform disintegration, trandated into imagesthe
human mind could interpret. “1 wish | knew.” | wastired of fighting and forcing mysdf to remember that
the bright, undulating ribbons on the tactical display represented people and what had carried people. |
wanted her to say that we would leave and let the multiplicity of battles end, but | knew shewouldn't.

For along time Rache said nothing, lacing and unlacing her fingerstogether. Then her hands relaxed and
shesaid, “How did you know to find me here?’

Nothing but curiosity from awoman who had killed civilians, whom | had aways followed. Her duty and
her ruthlessness were a greater weapon than any battleship the Network had left. My angdl, an angel of
desth.

My hands were aweapon and her trust, aweakness.

“I'll dwaysfind you, my dear,” | said, reaching out as though to massage her shoulders, and interrupted
the balance of her breath and brain and heartbegat. She did not fight; perhaps she knew that in other
probability-spaces, | was still hers. | thought of Red Lantern. My memories held lightsand linesinred or
amber, autumn colors; tactica screens, terse voices. My own voice, sayingAye aye, Sit .

After she sopped moving, | laid her down. | was shaking. Such an easy thing, to kill. Escape was the
hard part, and | no longer cared.

The Darkest Game

Schrédinger’ s cat has far more than ninelives, and far fewer. All of usare unknowing cats, dive and
dead at once, and of al the might-have-beens in between, we record only one.

We had the catch-me catch-me-not of quantum physics, then quantum computers, oracles that scanned
possihilities. When we discovered a stardrive that turned shipsinto wavesin aseaof ther
own—_q-space—we thought we understood it. We even untangled navigation in that seaand built our
dationsthere.



Then, the echoes. Ghosts in probability-space, waveforms strung taut from waypoint to waypoint,
sngpshot to snapshot. Enter g-space and you throw a shard of the universe into flux. Exit it, and the shard
crystdlizes, fixing history over the red space interva. Shinaai Rei—philosopher, physicigt, and
sociologist—saw it fird.

Before theBoomerang , there had neither been awar nor shipsthat interrupted the night with their
flashfire battles. Then she destroyed acivilian station, and the world shifted into agrand game of chess,
probabilities played one on the other, shipsthat winged into g-space never to return. Why takerisksin
war when you can try everything at once and find out who will win?

White: Candles

Theirs had been one of many patrol ships guarding the satellite network. Sometimes thregats breethed
through the relays, but nobody was willing to disrupt the web of words between worlds. Rachel had
known Network duty was tedious, but didn’t mind. Edgar was with her, and around they went, never
twice tracing the same path. Their conversations, too, were never twice the same.

Everything had turned awry, but when smoke seared her lungs or she had to put the crew on haf-rations
again, she remembered. Edgar was all that remained from that quiet time, and when his back wasto her
as he checked areadout, she gazed fondly at the dark, touded hair and the steady movements of his
hands.

On patrol, through the long hours, Rachel had cometo trust his motions, hiswords, his velvet voice and
the swift thoughts behind them. Even his smile, when smiles often made false promises. But there came
dark moments, too.

Once, after watching a convoy of tradeships streek by, Edgar said, “What would happen if dl the
satellites went out?’

She explored theideaand found it sharp to the touch. “Candles.”

He understood. “ Only amatter of time before everything fails. Imagine living in afuture when the worlds
drop silent one by one.”

Rachel reached out and stroked his hand. “It won't happen yet,” she said.Not for along time, and we
are here; the Network ishere .

Hefolded her hand in his, and for amoment his mouth was taut, bitter. “War would do that.”

“Theexam.” Years ago, and she still remembered the way her hands had shook afterward. What Edgar
had said, she never asked. He gave her the same courtesy.

She wondered now if he had foreseen the war and chosen to make himsdlf apart of it, with the
quickslver ingtinct she treasured. She suspected that his dreams, hisvisions of other probability-spaces,
were clearer than hers, which spoke merely of a battle to be won, everywhere and when. Rachel decided
to ask him the next time they were both awake and aone.

In some of her lives, she never had the opportunity.
Black: A Riddle
How long can awar go on if it never begins?

White: The Bloody Queen



The Béttle of Seven Spindles. The Battle of Red Lantern. The Siege of Gloria The Baittle of Crescent.
Twenty-one stations and four battles fought acrossthe swirl of timelines. Rachel counted each one asit

happened.

Today, insofar as there were daysin g-space, she faced the 45th ship. TheCurtanawas a hell of red
lights and blank, mafunctioning displays, she had never been meant to go thislong without ared space
stopover. The crew, too, showed the marks of along skirmish with their red eyes and blank faces. They
saw her asthe Hawk, unassailable and remote; she never revealed otherwise to them.

The communications officer, Thanh, glanced up from hispost and said, “ TheShangha Star requests
cease-fire and withdrawa.” A standard request once, when ships dragged governments into debt and
lives were to be safeguarded, not spent. A standard request now, when ships were resourcesto be
cannibalized after they could no longer sugtain life.

Rachel did not heditate. “No.” The sooner attrition took itstoll, the sooner they would find an end to this.

Her crew knew her too well to show any surprise. Perhaps, by now, they were beyond it. After apause,
Thanh said, “The captain would like to speak to you.”

“Y ou mean he wantsto know why.” For once words came easily to her: she had carried this answer
inside her heart since she understood what war meant. “ Tell theShanghai Star that there’ s no easy
escape. That we can make the trappings of battle as polite aswe like, and still people die. That the only
kind end isaquick one.”

Rachel heard Edgar approach her from the side and felt hiswarmth beside her. “They’ |l die, you know,”
he murmured.

She gartled hersdlf by saying, “I’'m not infdlible.” Battle here, likethe duels of old, wasfast and fatd. A
modification of the Stardrive diverted part of the g-wave into apowerful harmonic. If aninverse Fourier
breakdown of the enemy ship’s waveform was used to forge the harmonic, and directed toward that
waveform, the stardrive became an interrupter. The principle of canceing awave with itsinverse was
hardly new, but Edgar had programmed the change to the ship’ s control computers before anyone else
did. A battle was ninety percent maneuver and data analysis to screen out noise from other

probability-spaces, ten percent targeting.

Her attention returned, then, to the lunge-and-parry, circle-and-retreat of battle.
At the end, it was her fifth battle and victory. Only theCurtanaremained to tdll of it.
Black: The Traitor Knight

Time and again, Rachd’ s crew on theCurtana specul ates that she dreams of Fourier breakdowns and
escape trgectories, if shedreamsat al. The Hawk never deeps, they say where Rachel isn't supposed
to hear, and so she never corrects the mismpression.

Sometimes | was her firgt officer and sometimes her weapons officer. Either way | knew her dreams. Ina
hundred lives, they never changed: dreams of the seaand of the silver ships, silver Sations, that were her
only homes; dreams of fire that burned without smoke, desth that came without sound.

In ahundred lives and ahundred dreams | killed her a hundred times. Once with my hands and once with
afragment of metal. Sometimes by betraying her orders and letting the ship hurtle into an interrupter’s
wave, or failing to report an incoming hogtile. On therareinstancesthat | failed, | was executed by her
hand. We knew the penalty for treason.



Severd times| killed her by walking away when she called out to me asthe ship’ stortured, aging
sructure pinned her down. Severa timesmore| died, by rope or knife or shipboard accident, leaving her
behind, and took her soul with me.

| have lived more probabilities than she will ever dream. Doubtlessthe next will be smilar. | know every
shape of her despair, every winter hymn in her heart...why shelooksfor angelsand only findsme. | am
tired of killing her. Make your move and end the game.

White: A Changein Tactics

When it was her turn to deep, Rachd dreamt: constellations of fingerprints, white foam on thewind, ships
with dark wings and darker songs. But she woke always to Edgar’ s hand tracing the left Side of her jaw,
then her shoulder, and that touch, like her duty aboard theCurtana, defined her mornings. It wasthe only
luxury she permitted herself or Edgar. The rest of the crew made no complaint. Hiswere the hardes,
most heartbreaking tasks, and they knew it.

His dreams were troubled, she knew. Sometimes they surfaced in hiswords, the scars of unfought battles
and unfinished deaths, merciless might-have-beens.Stay here, she thought.Of al the choices, one must
beaquiet ending .

Perhaps he heard her, in the sllence.
Black: Check and Mate

Rachd’ s response to the ethics question took 5.47 minutes and three sentences. Mine took more lives,
mine and hers and others', than | can count.

Rachd’s Season

In space there are no seasons, and thisis astrue of the shipsthat cross the distances between humanity’s
far-flung homes. But we measure our seasons anyway: by asmile, aslence, asong. | measured mine by
Rachd’ s desths. Perhaps she will measure hers differently.

Y our move, my dear.

—for JCB
The Discharge
Christopher Priest

Likedl dreamers, | mistook disllusonment for truth.
Jean-Paul Sartre

lemergeinto my memories of life a the age of twenty. | wasasoldier, recently released from boot camp,
being marched by an escouade of black-cap military policemen to the naval compound in Jethra
Harbour. The war was approaching the end of its three thousandth year and | was serving in a conscript

amy.

| marched mechanically, staring at the back of the man’s head in front of me. The sky was dark grey with
cloud and a gtiff cold wind streamed in from the sea. My awareness of life legpt into being around me. |
knew my name, | knew where we had been ordered to march, | knew or could guess where we would
be going after that. | could function asasoldier. Thiswas my moment of birth into consciousness.



Marching uses no menta energy—the mind isfree to wander, if you have amind. | record these words
someyearslater, looking back, trying to make sense of what happened. At the time, the moment of
awareness, | could only react, stay in step.

Of my childhood, the years leading up to this moment of mentdl birth, little remains. | can piece together
the fragments of alikely story: | was probably born in Jethra, university town and capita city on the
southern coast of our country. Of my parents, brothers or sisters, my education, any history of childhood
illnesses, friends, experiences, travels, | remember nothing. | grew to the age of twenty; only that is
certain.

And one other thing, uselessto asoldier. | knew | wasan artist.

How could | be sure of that, trudging aong with the other men, in aphalanx of dark uniforms, kitbags,
clanking mess-tins, stedl helmets, boots, samping down a puddled road with achill wind in our faces?

| knew that in the area of blankness behind me was alove of paintings, of beauty, of shape and form and
colour. How had | gained this passon? What had | done with it? Aesthetics were my obsession and
fervour. What was| doing in the army? Somehow thistotal ly unsuitable candidate must have passed
medical and psychological tests. | had been drafted, sent to boot camp; somehow adrill serjeant had
trained me to become a soldier.

Here | was, marching to war.

We boarded atroopship for passage to the southern continent, the world' s largest unclaimed territory. It
was there that the fighting was taking place. All battles had been fought in the south for nearly three
thousand years. It was avast, uncharted land of tundra and permafrost, buried in ice at the pole. Apart
from afew outposts along the coast, it was uninhabited except by battaions.

| was assigned to amess-deck below the waterline, dready hot and stinking when we boarded, soon
crowded and noisy aswell.

| withdrew into myself, while sensations of life coursed maddeningly through me. Who was|1?How had |
cometo this place? Why could | not remember what | had been doing even the previous day?

But | was able to function, equipped with knowledge of the world, with working ability to use my
equipment, | knew the other men in my escadron and | understood some of the aims and history of the
war. It was only myself | could not remember. For thefirst day, as we waited in our deck for other
detachmentsto board the ship, | listened in to the talk of the other men, hoping mainly for insights about
mysalf, but when none of thosewasreveded | settled instead for finding out what concerned them. Their
concernswould be mine.

Like dl soldiersthey were complaining, but in their case the complaints were tinged with redl
apprehension. It was the prospect of the three thousandth anniversary of the outbreak of war that was
the problem. They were all convinced that they were going to be caught up in some mgor new offensive,
an assaullt intended to resolve the dispute one way or another. Some of them thought that because there
were gtill more than three years to go until the anniversary the war would be ended before then. Others
pointed out cynically that our four-year term of conscription was due to end afew weeks after the
millennium. If abig offensve wasin progress we would never be dlowed out until it was over.

Likethem, | wastoo young for fatalism. The seed of wanting to escape from the army, to find some way
to discharge mysdlf, had been sown.



| barely dept that night, wondering about my past, worrying about my future.

When the ship dtarted its voyage it headed south, passing the idands closest to the mainland. Off the
coast of Jethraitsaf was Seevl, along grey idand of steep cliffs and bare windswept hills that blocked
the view of the seafrom most parts of the city. Beyond Seevl awide dtrait led to agroup of idands
known as the Serques—these were greener, lower, with many attractive small towns nestling in coves
and bays around their coastlines.

Our ship passed them dl, weaving away between the clustering idands. | watched from therall,
enchanted by the view.

Asthelong shipboard days passed dowly | found mysdf drawn again and again to the upper deck,
where | would find a place to stand and stare, usually aone. So close to home but beyond the blocking
mass of Seevl, the idands dipped pagt, out of reach, this endlessidandscape of vivid coloursand
glimpses of other places, distant and shrouded in haze. The ship ploughed on steedily through the calm
water, the massed soldiery crammed noisily within, few of the men so much as even glancing away to see
where we were.

The dayswent by and the weather grew noticeably warmer. The beaches| could see now were white
and fringed with tall trees, tiny houses visible in the shade beyond. The reefsthat protected many of the
idands were brilliantly multicoloured, jagged and encrusted with shells, breaking the sea-swell into
spumes of white spray. We passed ingenious harbours and large coastal towns clinging to spectacular
hillsides, saw pluming volcanoes and rambling, rock-strewn mountain pastures, skirted idands large and
small, lagoons and bays and river estuaries.

It was common knowledge that it was the people of the Dream Archipeago who had caused the war,
though as you passed through the Midway Seathe peaceful, even dreamy aspect of theidands
undermined this certainty. The calm was only an impression, an illusion borne of the distance between
ship and shore. To keep usdert on our long southerly voyage the army mounted many compulsory
shipboard lectures. Some of these recounted the history of the struggle to achieve armed neutrality in
which theidands had been engaged for most of the three millenniaof thewar.

Now they were by consent of dl parties neutral, but their geographica location—the Midway Sea
girdled the world, separating the warring countries of the northern continent from their chosen baitlefields
in the uninhabited southern polar land—ensured that military presencein the idands was perpetual.

| cared little for any of that. Whenever | was able to get away to the upper deck | would stare in rapt
dlence at the passing diorama of idands. | tracked the course of the ship with the help of atorn and
probably out-dated map | had found in aship’slocker and the names of the idands chimed in my
consciousness like aped of bells. Paneron, Salay, Temmil, Mesterline, Prachous, Muriseay, Demmer,
Pigay, the Aubracs, the Torquils, the Serques, the Reever Fast Shod s and the Coast of Helvard's
Passion.

Each of these names was evocative to me. Reading the names off the map, identifying the exotic
coadtlines from fragments of clues—asudden rise of sheer cliffs, adistinctive headland, a particular
bay—made me think that everywhere in the Dream Archipelago was aready embedded in my
consciousness, that somehow | derived from the idands, belonged in them, had dreamed of them al my
life. In short, while| stared at theidands from the ship | fet my artistic sengbilitiesreviving. | was startled
by the emotiona impact on me of the names, so delicate and suggestive of unspecified sensud pleasures,
out of key with the rest of the coarse and manly existence on the ship. As| stared out across the narrow



stretches of water that lay between our passing ship and the beaches and reefs | would quietly recite the
namesto mysdf, asif trying to summon a spirit that would lift me up, raise me above the seaand carry
me to those tide-swept strands.

Some of theidands were so large that the ship sailed dong pardld with their coastlines for most of the
day, while others were so smdll they were barely more than half-submerged reefs which threatened to rip
at the hull of our elderly ship.

Smadl or large, dl theidands had names. Aswe passed one | could identify on my map | circled the
name, then later added it to an ever-growing list in my notebook. | wanted to record them, count them,
note them down as an itinerary so that one day | might go back and explore them dl. The view from the
seatempted me.

Therewas only oneidand stop for our ship during that long southward voyage.

My first awareness of the break in our journey waswhen | noticed that the ship was heading towards a
large indudtriaized port, the ingtallations closest to the sea seemingly bleached white by the cement dust
spilling from an immense smoking factory that overlooked the bay. Beyond thisindusirid areawasalong
tract of undevel oped shoreline, the tangle of rainforest briefly blocking any further sght of civilization.
Then, after rounding ahilly promontory and passng ahigh jetty wall, alarge town built on arange of low
hills came suddenly into sight, stretching away in al directions, my view of it distorted by the shimmering
heat that spread out from the land across the busy waters of the harbour. We were of course forbidden
from knowing the identity of our stop, but | had my map and | already knew the name.

Theidand was Muriseay, the largest of theidandsin the Archipelago and one of the most important.

It would be hard to underestimate the impact this discovery had on me. Muriseay’ s name came
swimming up out of the blank pool that was my memory.

Atfirg it wasjust an identifying word on the map: aname printed in letters larger than the ones used for
other idands. It puzzled me. Why should thisword, thisforeign name, mean something to me? | had been
dtirred by the sight of the other idands, but although the resonances were subtle | had felt no close
identification with any of them.

Then we approached theidand and the ship started to follow the long coastline. | had watched the
distant land dip by, affected more and more, wondering why.

When we came to the bay, to the entrance to the harbour, and | felt the heat from the town drifting
across the quiet water towards us, something at last became clear to me.

| knew about Murisegy. The knowledge came to me as a memory from the place where | had no
memory.

Muriseay was something or somewhere | had known, or it represented something | had done, or
experienced, asachild. It was awhole memory, discrete, telling me nothing about therest. It involved a
painter who had lived on Muriseay and his name was Rascar Acizzone.

Rascar Acizzone? Who was that? Why did | suddenly remember the name of a Muriseayan painter when
otherwise | was ahollow shell of amnesia?

| was able to explore this memory no further: without warning al troops were mustered to billets and with
the other men who had drifted to the upper decks | was forced to return to the mess-decks. | descended
to the bowels of the ship resentfully. We were kept below for the rest of the day and night, aswell asfor



much of the day theat followed.

Although | suffered in the airless, sweltering hold with al the others, it gave metimeto think. | closed
mysdlf off, ignored the noise of the other men and silently explored this one memory that had returned.

When the larger memory is blank, anything that suddenly seems clear becomes sharp, evocative, heavy
with meaning. | gradualy remembered my interest in Muriseay without learning anything € se about

mysdf.

| was aboy, ateenager. Not long ago, in my short life. | learned somehow of a colony of artists who had
gathered in Muriseay Town the previous century. | saw reproductions of their work somewhere, perhaps
inbooks. | investigated further and found that severa of the originds were kept inthe city’ sart gdlery. |
went there to see them for myself. The leading painter, the eminence within the group, wasthe artist
caled Rascar Acizzone.

It was Acizzone swork which inspired me.

Details continued to clarify themselves. A coherent exactness emerged from the gloom of my forgotten
past. Rascar Acizzone developed a painting technique he called tactilism. A tactilist work used akind of
pigment that had been developed some years before, not by artists but by researchersinto ultrasound
microcircuitry. A range of dazzling colours became available to artists when certain patents expired and
for abrief period there had been avogue for paintings that used the garish but exciting ultrasound
primaries.

Most of these early works were little more than pure sensationalism: colours were blended
synaesthetically with ultrasonics to shock, darm or provoke the viewer. Acizzone swork began asthe
otherslost interest, consgning themselves to the minor artistic school that soon became known asthe
Pre-Tactiligts. Acizzone used the pigments to more disturbing effect than anyone before him. His glowing
abstracts—large canvases or boards painted in one or two primary colours, with few shapes or images
to be seen—appeared at acasud first ook, or from adistance, or when seen as reproductions in books,
to belittle more than arrangements of colours. Closer up or, better ill, if you made physica contact with
the ultrasonic pigments used in the originals, it became gpparent that the concealed images were of most
profoundly and shockingly erotic nature. Detailed and astonishingly explicit scenes were mysterioudy
evoked in the mind of the viewer, inducing an intense charge of sexual excitement. | discovered a set of
long-forgotten Acizzone abstractsin the vaults of the museum in Jethraand by the laying on of the palms
of my hands| entered the world of vicarious carnd passion. The women depicted by Acizzone werethe
most beautiful and sensud | had ever seen, or known, or imagined. Each painting crested itsown vision
inthe mind of the viewer. Theimages were always exact and repeatable, but they were unique, being
partidly created asan individua response to the sensud longing of the observer.

Not much criticd literature about Acizzone remained, but what little | could find seemed to suggest that
everyone experienced each painting differently.

| discovered that Acizzon€e' s career had ended in failure and ignominy: soon after hiswork was noticed
he was rgjected by the art establishment figures, the public notables, the moral guardians, of histime. He
was hounded and execrated, forced to end hisdaysin exile on the closed idand of Cheoner. With his
most of hisoriginas hidden, and afew more dispersed away from Muriseay to the archives of mainland
galleries, Acizzone never worked again and sank into obscurity.

As ateenage aesthete | cared nothing about his scandaous reputation. All 1 understood was that the few
paintings of histhat were hidden away in the cellars of the Jethran gdlery evoked such lugtful imagesin
my mind that | wasleft weak with unfocused desire and dizzy with amorouslongings.



That was the whole bright clarity of my unlocated memory. Muriseay, Acizzone, tactilist masterpieces,
concealed paintings of secret sex.

Who was | who had learned of this? The boy was gone, grown into asoldier. Wherewas | when it
happened? There must have been awider life | once lived, but none of those memories had survived.

Once |l had been an aesthete; now | was afoot-soldier. What kind of life was that?

Now we were moored in Muriseay Town, just outside the harbour wall. We fretted and strained,
wanting to escape from our sweltering holds. Then:

Shore leave.

The news circulated around us faster than the speed of sound. The ship was soon to leave its mooring
outside the harbour and dock against the quay. We would have thirty-six hours ashore. | cheered with
the others. | yearned to find my past and lose my innocence in Muriseay.

Four thousand men were released and we hurried ashore. Most of them rushed into Muriseay Town in
search of whores,

| rushed dong with them, in quest of Acizzone.

Instead, | too found only whores.

Therein the dock areg, after afruitless quest that sent me dashing through the streetsto find Acizzone's
beautiful Muriseayan women, | finished up in adancing club. | was unready for Muriseay, had no idea of
how to find what | was seeking. | roamed about the remoter quarters of the town, lost in narrow streets,
shunned by the people who lived there. They saw only my uniform. | was soon footsore and disillusoned
by the foreignness of thetown, so | felt relieved when | discovered that my wanderings had brought me
back to the harbour.

Our troopship, floodlit in the night, loomed over the concrete gprons and wharves.

| noticed the dancing club when | came across the dozens of troops thronging around the entrance.
Wondering what was atracting them, | pushed through the crowd and went inside.

The large interior was dark and hot, crammed to the walls with human bodies, filled with the endless
throbbing beat of synthesized rock. My eyes were dazzled by the coloured lasers and spotlights flashing
intensely from positions close to the ceiling. No one was dancing. At points around the walls, young
women stood on glinting metd platforms head-height above the crowds, their naked, oil-glossed bodies
picked out by glaring white spotlights. Each of them held amicrophone againgt her lips and was spesking
unexcitedly into it, pointing down at certain of the men on the dancefloor.

As| pushed my way into the centrd area | was spotted by them. At first, in my inexperience, | thought
they were waving to me or greeting mein some other way. | wastired and disappointed after my long
walk around the town and | raised ahand in weary response. The young woman on the platform closest
to me had a voluptuous body: she stood with her feet wide gpart and her pelvisthrust forward, gloryingin
the revelation of her nakedness by theintrusive light. When | waved she moved suddenly, leaning
forward on the metal rail around her platform so that her huge breasts dangled temptingly towards the
men below. The spotlight source ingtantly shifted—a new beam flashed up from behind and below her,
garishly illuminating her large buttocks and casting her shadow brightly on the celling. She spoke more
urgently into her microphone, jabbing her hand in my direction.



Alarmed by being paid specid attention, | moved deeper into the press of uniformed male bodies, hoping
to lose mysdf in the crowd. Within afew seconds, though, anumber of women had converged on me
from different sides, reaching out through the jam of bodies to take me by the arms. Each of them was
wearing aradio headset, with a pin-mike suspended close in front of her lips. Soon | was surrounded by
them. They led meirresistibly acrossto one side.

While they continued to press around me, one of them flicked her fingersin front of my face, her thumb
rubbing acquigitively across her fingertips.

| shook my head, embarrassed and frightened.
‘Money!” the woman said loudly.

‘How much?

| hoped that money would let me escape from them.
“Your leave pay.” She rubbed her fingersagain.

| found the thin fold of military banknotes the black-cap marshas had given me as| disembarked. As
soon as| pulled them from my hip pocket she snatched them. With a swift motion she passed the money
to one of the women | suddenly saw were sitting behind along table in the shadowy recess by the edge
of the dance floor. Each of them was noting down the amounts taken from every man in akind of ledger,
then dipping the banknotes out of Sght.

It had dl happened so quickly that | had barely taken in what they wanted. By now, though, because of
the close and suggestive way the women were standing against me, there was little doubt what they were
offering, even demanding. None of them was young, none of them was atractive to me. My thoughtsfor
thelast few hours had been with Acizzone' ssirens. To be confronted by these aggressive and
disagreeable women now was a shock to me.

“Y ouwant this? one of them said, pulling at the loose front of her dressto reved, fleetingly, asmall
sagging breadt.

“Y ou want thistoo? The woman who had taken my money from my hand snatched at the front of her
skirt, lifting it to show me what was beneath. In the harsh shadows created by the aggravating lights
could see nothing of her.

They werelaughing a me.

“You vetaken my money, | said. ‘Now leave me.’

‘Do you know where you are and what men do in here?
‘Of course’

| managed to struggle away from them and headed back immediately towards the entrance. | wasfedling
angry and humiliated. | had spent the last few hours dreaming of meeting, or even of Smply seeing,
Acizzone swanton beauties. Instead, these hags tormented me with their withered, experienced bodies.

A group of four black-caps had entered the building while this had been going on. | could seethem
gtanding in pairs on each side of the entrance. They had withdrawn their synaptic batons and were
holding them in the strike position. While aboard the ship | had aready seen what happened to the victim
if one of those evil stickswas used in anger. | fdtered in my step, not wanting to have to push past the



mento leave.

Asl| did so, another whore forced her way through the crowd and took my arm. | glanced at her ina
distracted way, fearing the black-caps more than anything.

| was surprised to see her: this one was much younger than the others. She was wearing hardly any
clothesto spesk of: atiny pair of shorts and a T-shirt with atorn neckline that hung low across one
shoulder, revealing the upper curve of abreast. Her arms were thin. She was not wearing aradio
headset. She was smiling towards me and as soon as | |ooked at her she spoke.

‘Don’t leave without discovering what we can do,” she said, tilting her face to spesk against my ear.
‘1 don’t need to know,” | shouted.

‘This placeisthe cathedra of your dreams.’

‘What did you say?

Y our dreams. Whatever you seek, they are here.’

‘No, I've had enough.’

‘Just try what we offer,” she said, pressing her face so close to methat her curly hair lightly teased my
cheek. ‘We are herefor you, eager to please you. One day you will need what whores provide.’

‘Never.

The black-caps had moved to block the doorway. | could see that beyond them, in the wide passageway
that led back to the street, more of their escouade were arriving. | wondered why they had suddenly
appeared at the club, what they were doing. Our leave was not officidly over for many more hours. Was
there some emergency for which we had to return to the ship? Was this club, so prominently closeto
where the ship had berthed, off-limitsfor some perverse reason? Nothing was clear. | was suddenly
frightened of the situation in which | had found mysdif.

Y et around me the hundreds of other men, al presumably from the same troopship as mine, appeared to
show no concern. The racket of the over-amplified music went on, drilling into the mind.

“You can leavethisway,’ the girl said, touching my arm. She pointed towards adark doorway placed
low, beneath a stage area, away from the main entrance.

The black-caps were now moving into the crowd of men, pushing people aside with rough movements of
their arms. The synaptic batons wavered threateningly. The young whore had dready run down the short
flight of stepsto the door and was holding it open for me. She beckoned urgently to me. | went quickly
to her and through the door. She closed it behind me.

| wasin humid semi-darkness and | ssumbled on an uneven floor. The air wasthick with powerful scents
and athough | could still hear the pulsating throb of the bass notes of the music there were many other
sounds around me. Notably | could hear the voices of other men: shouting, laughing, complaining. Every
voice was raised: in anger, excitement, urgency. At odd moments something on the other sde of the
corridor wall would bash heavily againgt it.

| gained a sense of chaos, of events being out of control.

We came to adoor a short distance along the corridor—she opened it and led me through. | expected to



find abed of some sort, but there was nothing remotely of the boudoir about the room. There was not
even acouch, or cushions on the floor. Three wooden chairs stood in ademure line againgt one wall, but
that wasdll.

Shesad, “Y ou wait now.’

‘Wait? What for? And for how long?

“How long you want for your dreams?

‘Nothing! Notime’

‘Y ou are so impatient. One minute more, then follow me!’

Sheindicated yet another door which until that moment | had not noticed, because it had been painted in
the same dull-red colour asthe walls. The wesk light from the room’ s only bulb had helped disguiseit
further. She went acrossto it and walked through. As she did so | saw her reach backwards over her
head with both arms and remove the torn T-shirt.

| glimpsed her bare, curving back, the small knobs of her vertebrae, then she was gone.

Alone, | paced to and fro. By telling me to wait for one minute had she meant it literally? That | should
check my wristwatch or count to sixty? She had thrown me into a state of nervous tension. What more
had sheto do in that further sanctum beyond, other than remove those shorts and prepare hersalf for me?

| opened the door impatiently, pushing against the pressure of agpring. It was dark beyond. Thedim
glow from the room behind me was not strong enough to help me see. | gained the impression of
something large in the room but | could not make out its shape. | felt around with my hands, nervousin
the darkness, trying to extend my senses againgt the cloying perfumes and the endlessy throbbing music,
muffled but loud. Asfar as| could tell I had come into aroom, not another corridor.

| went further in, groping forward. Behind me, the door swung closed on its spring. Immediately, bright
gpoatlights came on from the corners of the celling.

| wasin aboudoir. An ornate bed—with alarge, carved wooden headboard, immense bulging pillows
and a profusion of shining satin sheets—filled most of the room. A woman, not the young whore who had
led me here, but another, lay on the bed in apose of sexua abandonment and availability.

She was naked, lying on her back with one arm raised to curl behind her head. Her face was turned to
the side and her mouth was open. Her eyeswere closed, her lipswere moist. Her large breasts bulged
across her chest, the nippleslying flatly and pointing outwards. She had raised one knee, holding it at a
dight angle, exposing hersalf. Her fingers rested on her sex, the tips curving down to bury themselves
shdlowly in the dleft. The potlightsradiated her and the bed in abrilliant focus of glaring whitelight.

The sight of her froze me. What | was seeing wasimpossible. | stared at her in disbelief.

She had arranged hersdlf in atableau-vivant that wasidentical, not close butidentical, to one | had seenin
my mind' seye before.

It was therein that sole fragment of my past: | remembered thefirst day | wasin the cool semi-darkness
of the vault of the gdlery in Jethra. | had pressed my trembling teenage fingers, my palms, my perspiring
forehead, many timesto one of Acizzone' s most notorious tactilist works: Ste-Augustinia Abandonai .

(I remembered thetitle! How?)



Thiswomanwas Ste-Augustinia. The reproduction she was fashioning was perfect. Not only was shean
exact replica but also the arrangement she had made of the sheets and pillows—there were folds of satin
glinting in the harsh light that exactly matched thosein the painting. The long gleam of perspiration running
between her exposed breasts was one my lustful imaginings had drooled over a dozen times before.

| was s0 astonished by this discovery that for amoment | forgot why | wasthere. Much wasimmediately
and trividly clear to me: that she was not, for instance, the young woman | had seen removing the torn
T-shirt; nor was she any of the gaunt women in headsets who had seized me on the dance floor. She was
more maturely developed than the skinny girl in the T-shirt and to my eyes many times more beautiful
than any of the others. Also, but most confusingly, the ddliberate way she had spread herself on the
smooth sheets of the bed was a conscious reference to an imagining only | had ever experienced. Or that
| remembered inisolation! Thiswas aconnection | could not explain or escape from. Was her posejust
acoincidence? Had they somehow read my mind?

A cathedrd of dreams, the girl had said. That wasimpossible!
Surely it wasimpossble?

It was madnessto think that this had been contrived. But the resemblance to the painting, whose details
were clear in my mind, was remarkable. Even so, the woman' sred purpose was plain. Shewasyet a
whore.

| gazed at her in silence, trying to find out what | should think.

Then, without opening her eyes, the whore said, * If you only stand there to look, you must leave.’

‘|—I was searching for someone.” She said nothing, so | added, ‘A young woman, like you.’

‘Take me now, or leave. | am not to be watched, not to be stared at. | am here to be ravished by you.’
Asfar as| could tell she had not shifted position when she spoke to me. Even her lips had hardly moved.

| gazed at her for afew more seconds, thinking that this was the time and this was the place where my
fantases and my red life could meet, but findly | moved back from her. | was, in truth, frightened of her.

| was hardly more than an adolescent, amost completely inexperienced in sex. Not only that, though: ina
sngle unexpected ingtant | had been confronted in the flesh by one of Acizzone' stemptresses.

Lamedly, | did as she had told me and | ft.

There waslittle choice about where | should go. Two doors led into and out of the room: the one | had
entered by and another in the wall opposite. | stepped round the end of the huge bed and went to the
second door. * Ste-Augustinia did not stir to watch meleave. Asfar as| could tell she had not so much
asglanced at mewhilel wasthere. | kept my face lowered, not wanting her to look at me, even as| was
leaving.

| passed through into a second narrow corridor, unlit a my end but with alow-power light bulb
glimmering at the other. The encounter had produced afamiliar physical effect on me—in spite of my
goprehension | wastingling with sexud intrigue. Lustfulnesswasrising. | walked towardsthelight, the
door of theroom | had just left swinging closed behind me. At thefar end, just beyond the light-bulb, a
kind of archway had been formed, with asmall acove behind it.

| came across no doors anywhere dong the corridor so | assumed | would find some kind of exit in the
acove. Asl lowered my head to pass through the archway | stumbled, tripping over the entangled legs of
aman and woman apparently making love on the floor. In the gloom | had not seen them there. |



staggered as| tried to keep my balance, uttering an gpology, steedying myself by pressing ahand againgt
thewall.

| moved on, away from the couple, but the acove was adead end. | felt around in the dim light, trying to
find some sign of adoor, but the only way in or out was through the archway.

The couple on the floor continued what they were doing, their naked bodies pumping rhythmically and
energeticaly againg each other.

| tried to step over them but | was unbalanced by the lack of room in which to stand and | kicked against
them again. | murmured another embarrassed gpology, but to my surprise the woman extricated herself
quickly from beneath the man and stood up in an agile, untroubled movement. Her long hair wasfaling
across her face and she tossed her head to sweep it back from her eyes. Perspiration rolled from her
face, dripping down on her chest. The man rolled briefly over. Because of his nakedness| was ableto
see, with surprise, that hewas not at dl sexudly aroused. Their act of physical love had been a
gmulation.

Thewoman said to me, *Wait! I'll come with you instead.’

Shelaid awarm hand on mine and smiled invitingly. She was breathing excitedly. A sheen of swest lay
over her breasts; her nipples pointed erectly. | felt anew erotic charge from the light touch of her fingers,
but also asurge of guilt. The man lay there passively at my feet, staring up a me. | was confused by
everything | was seeing.

| backed away from them, through the archway, back to the long, unlit corridor. The naked whore
followed quickly behind me, seizing hold of my upper arm as| blundered along. At the far end of this
corridor, past the door which I knew led back into Ste-Augustinia s boudoir, | had noticed yet another
door, leading somewhere. | reached it, put my weight againgt it and forced it open. It moved gtiffly. Insgde
the room that was beyond, the endless throbbing best of the synthesized music was louder but it
appeared to be empty of al people. The musky perfumewas intense. | felt sensual, aroused, eager to do
the bidding of the young woman who had attached hersalf to me—but even so | wasfrightened,
disorientated, overcome by the rush of sensations and thoughts coursing through me.

Theyoung woman had followed mein, still holding my arm. The door closed firmly behind us, causing a
decompression sensation in one of my ears. | swalowed to clear it. | turned to speak to thiswhore but as
| did so two other young women appeared as if from nowhere, stepping out of the degper shadows on
the side of the room away from the door.

| was aone with them. All three were naked. They were looking at me with what | took to be great
eagerness. | wasin astate of acute sexua readiness.

Even o, | stepped back from them, still nervous because of my inexperience, but by thistimein such a
dtate of excitement that | wondered how much longer | might contain it. | felt the edge of something soft
pressing against the back of my lower leg. When | glanced behind me | saw inthe paelight that alarge
bed was there, abare mattress of some kind, an expanse of yielding materia ready for use.

The three naked women were beside me now, their lustful scents rising around me. With gentle pressure
of their handsthey indicated | should lower myself to the bed. | sat down, but then one of them pushed
lightly on my shouldersand | leaned back compliantly. The mattress, the palliasse, whatever was there,
was soft beneath my weight. One of the women bent down and lifted my legs around so that | might lie
fla.

When | was prone they began to unbutton and remove my uniform, working deftly and quickly, letting me



fed thelight tattoo of their fingertips. Nothing happened by accident: they were deliberately provoking
and teasing my physica response. | was straining with the effort of controlling mysdlf, so closewasl| to
letting go. Thegirl closest to my head was staring down into my eyes as her fingersworked to dide my
shirt from my chest and down my arms. Whenever she leaned across me, or stretched to free my hand
from the cuff of adeeve, shedid so in such away that she lowered one of her bare breasts towards me
and brushed the hard little nipple lightly against my lips.

| was naked in afew seconds, in agtate of full and agonizing arousa, yearning for release. Thewomen
did my clothes out from underneath me, piled them up on the further side of the mattress. The one beside
my face rested her soft fingertips on my chest. She leaned closer to me.

“You choose? she said, whispering into my eer.
‘Choose what?

“Youlikeme?You like my friends?

‘All of you!" | said without thinking. ‘1 want you dl!’

Nothing morewas said or, asfar as| could see, signaled between them. They moved into position
smoothly and asif in aformation they had rehearsed many times.

| was made to remain lying on my back but one of them lifted my knee that was closest to the edge of the
mattress, making asmall triangular aperture. Shelay down on her back across the mattress so that her
shouldersrested on my horizontd leg, while her head went beneath my raised knee. She turned her face
towards the space between my legs. | could feel her breath on my naked buttocks. She took hold of my
erect peniswith her hand, holding it perpendicular to my body.

In the same moment the second woman was astride me with aknee on each sde of my chest, her legs
wide apart, lowering hersalf so that her sex touched lightly againg, but did not enfold, thetip of my
member, which was being held in position by the other woman.

Thethird one a'so straddled me but placed hersdf above my face, lowering hersdf towards, but not
actudly againgt, my eeger lips.

Breathing the woman' s delicious bodily scents, | remembered Acizzone.

| thought about the most explicit of his paintings hidden away inthe galery cdlar. It was caled (another
title, remembered how?): The Swain of Lethen in Godly Pleasures .. This one was painted in bold pigment
on astiff wooden board.

All that could be seen of The Swain in reproduction, or from a distance, was what appeared to be a
smooth field of uniform crimson paint, intriguingly plain and minimaist. One touch of ahand or afinger,
though, or even (as| knew | had tried) the light press of aforehead, would induce avivid mental image of
sexua activity. For everyone it was supposed to be different. | mysalf saw, felt, experienced, a scene of
multiple sexud activity, ayoung man naked on a bed, three beautiful naked women pleasuring him, one
straddling hisface, one his penis, the third reaching beneath hisbody to press her face againgt his
buttocks. All was bathed, in thisintenseimagining, in alubricious crimson light.

Now | had become the swain himsdf, in godly pleasures.

| was surrendering to the imminent passions the women aroused in me. A lust for physical release was
rushing through me even as the extent of the enigmaabout Acizzone surrounded me. | felt mysdlf
hastening to the moment of completion.



Then it ended. As swiftly and deftly asthey had taken up their position, the women lifted themselves
away from me, deserted me. | tried to call out to them, but my laboured breathing emitted only a series of
excited gasps. They stepped quickly down from the bed, dipped avay—the door opened and closed,
leaving medone.

| discharged my excitement at last, miserable and abandoned. | could ill in one sense fed them, could
detect the traces they had left behind of their exquisite and exciting perfumes, but | was aonein that
dim-lit, sound-throbbing cell and | expelled my passion asaman done.

| lay ill to try to cdm mysdlf, dl my sensestingling, my musclestwitching and straining. | sat up dowly,
lowered my feet to the floor. My legs were trembling.

When | could | dressed quickly and carefully, attempting to make mysdlf ook asif nothing had just
happened so that | could depart with at least an appearance of calmness.

Asl tucked in my shirt | felt the resdue of my discharge, cold and sticky on the skin of my belly.

| found my way out of the room, along the corridor, into alarge sub-floor ares, filled with music and the
sound of overhead footsteps. | saw aglint of bright-red neon lighting, limned againgt ill-fitting doors. |
struggled with iron handles, pulled the doors open, found a cobbled aley between two massive buildings
under thetropical night, sensed the smells of cooking, perspiration, spices, grease, gasoline, night-scented
flowers. Findly | emerged into the clamorous street by the waterfront. | saw none of the black-caps,
none of the whores, none of my shipmates.

| was thankful the club was so close to the quay. | was soon able to reboard the troopship, check mysalf
inwith the marshds, then plungeinto the lower decks and lose mysdf in the anonymous press of the
other men who were there. | sought no one's company during my first hours back in the crowded decks.
| lay on my bunk and pretended to deep.

The next morning the ship sailed from Muriseay Town and once again we headed south towards the war.

* % *

After Muriseay, my view of theidandswas different. The superficia dlure of them had diminished. From
my short visit ashorein that crowded town | felt myself to have become idand-experienced, had briefly
breathed the air and the scents, heard the sounds and seen some of the muddle. At the sametime,
though, the experience had degpened the intrigue of theidands. They ill had meinther thrall, but | was
careful now not to dwell onit. | felt | had grown up alittle.

The whole pace of life on the ship was changing, with the army’ s demands on usincreasing every day.
For saveral more days we continued to cruise our zigzag course between the tropical idands, but aswe
moved further south the weether grew gradualy more temperate and for three long and uncomfortable
daysthe ship was buffeted by stiff southerly gaes and rocked by mountainous waves. When the sorm
finaly receded we were in more barren latitudes. Many of the idands here, in the southern part of the
Midway Sea, were craggy and tredess, some of them only barely rising above the leve of the sea. They
stood further apart from each other than they had done near the equator.

| still yearned for the idands, but not for these. | craved the insane heat of the tropics. With every day
that theidands of the warmer climes dipped further behind me | knew that | had to put them out of my
thoughts. | stayed away from the exposed upper decks, with their silent, distant views of fragmented
land.

Towardsthe end of the voyage we were evacuated without warning from our messdecks and while we



crowded together on the assembly deck every recruit’ s kit was searched. The map | had been using was
discovered where | had l€ft it in my duffel bag. For two more days nothing happened. Then | was
summoned to the adjutant’ s cabin where | was told the map had been confiscated and destroyed. | was
docked seven days pay as punishment and my record was marked. | was officialy warned that the
black-cap escouades would be alerted to my breach of the rules.

However, it turned out that not all waslost. Either the search party did not find my notebook or they had
not recognized thelong list of idand namesit contained.

The loss of the map obstinately reminded me of the idands we had passed. In thefina days on the
troopship, | sat done with those pages from my notebook, committing the names to memory and trying
to recal how each of theidands had looked. Mentaly, | compiled afavoured itinerary that | would
follow when at last | was discharged from the army and could return home, moving dowly, as| planned,
from one idand to the next, perhaps spending many yearsin the process.

That could not begin until | had finished with the war, but the ship had not yet even arrived in Sight of our
destination. | waited on my hammock.

On disembarkation | was assigned to an infantry unit who were armed with a certain type of grenade
launcher. | was held up near the port for another month while | underwent training. By thetime thiswas
complete, my comrades from the ship had dispersed. | was sent on along journey across the bleak

landscapeto join up with my new unit.

| was at last moving across the notorious southern continent, the theatre of the land war, but throughout
the three days of my cold and exhausting journey by train and truck | saw signs of neither battles nor their
aftermath. Theterrain | passed through had clearly never been lived in—I saw a seemingly endless
prospect of tredless plains, rocky hills, frozen rivers. | received orders every day: my torment wasa
lonely one but my route was known and monitored, arrangements had been made. Other troopstravelled
with me, none of them for long. We all had different destinations, different orders. Whenever thetrain
halted it was met by trucksthat either were standing by the side of the rails where we stopped, or which
appeared from somewhere after we had waited an hour or two. Fuel and food was taken on at these
stops and my brief companions came and went. Eventudly it was my own turn to leave the train at one of
these hdts.

| travelled under atarpaulin in the back of the truck for another day, cold and hungry, bruised by the
congtant lurching of the vehicle and at last terrified by the closeness of the landscape around me. | was
now so much apart of it. The winds that scoured the bleak grasses and thorny, leafless bushes dso
scoured me, the rocks and boulders that littered the ground were the immediate cause of the truck’s
violent movements, the cold that seeped everywhere sapped my strength and will. | passed the journey in
adate of mental and physical suspension, waiting for the interminable journey to end.

| stared in dismay at theterrain. | found the dark landscape oppressive, the gradud contours
discouraging. | loathed the sight of the grey, flinty soil, the waterless plains, the neutral sky, the broken
ground with its scattered rocks and shards of quartz, the compl ete absence of signs of human occupation
or of agriculture or animas or buildings—above al | hated the endless blast of freezing winds and the
shrouds of dest, the blizzard gdes. | could only huddle in my freezing, exposed corner of thetruck’s
compartment, waiting for this deadly journey to end.

Findly we arrived somewhere, a a unit which was occupying a strategic position at the base of asteep,
broken rockface. As soon as| arrived | noticed the grenade launcher positions, each constructed exactly



as| had mysdlf been trained to construct them, each concedled position manned to the right strength.
After the torment and discomforts of the long journey | felt a sudden sense of completeness, an
unexpected satisfaction that at last the disagreeablejob | had been forced to take on was about to start.

However, fighting the war itself was not yet my destiny. After | joined the grenade unit and shared duties
with the other soldiersfor aday or two, the first frightening redlity of the army was bornein on me.
Grenade launchers we had, but as yet no grenades. Thisdid not appear to darm the others so | did not
alow it to darm me. | had been in the army long enough to have developed the foot-soldier’s
unquestioning frame of mind when it cameto direct orders about fighting, or preparation for fighting.

We weretold that we were going to retreat from this position, re-equip oursel ves with materid, than
occupy anew pogition from which we could confront the enemy directly.

We dismantled our weagpons, we abandoned our position in the dead of night, we travelled along
distance to the east. Here we finally rendezvoused with a column of trucks. We were driven in convoy
for two nights and aday to alarge stores depot. Here we learned that the grenade launchers with which
we were armed were now obsolescent. We were to beissued with the latest version, but the entire
escadron would need to be re-trained.

So we marched cross-country to another camp. So we re-trained. So, finaly, we were issued with the
latest armament and the ammunition for it and now at last fully prepared we marched off once again to
fight thewar.

We never reached our reall ocated position, where the enemy was to be confronted. We were diverted
instead to relieve another column of troops, five days away across some of the harshest countryside | had
yet encountered: it was a broken, frozen landscape of flints and glinting pebbles, devoid of plants, of
colour, even of shape.

Itdidn't Snk in straight away, but aready the pattern had become established in those first few days and
weeks of aimless activity. This purposdess and constant movement was to be my experience of war.

| never lost count of the days or the years. The three thousandth anniversary loomed ahead of melikean
ungtated threst. We marched at intervals from one place to the next; we dept rough; we marched again
or were trangported by trucks, we were billeted in wooden huts that were uninsulated and infested with
rats and which leaked under the incessant rains. At intervals we were withdrawn to bere-trained. An
issue of new or upgraded weagpons invariably followed, making moretraining essential. We were dways
intrangit, making camp, taking up new positions, digging trenches, heading south or north or east or
anywhereto reinforce our alies—we were put on trains, removed from trains, flown here and there,
sometimes without food or water, often without warning, aways without explanation. Once when we
were hiding in trenches close to the snowline adozen fighter planes screamed overhead and we stood
and cheered unheard after them; at another time there were other aircraft, from which we were ordered
to take cover. No one attacked us, then or ever, but we were always on our guard. In some of the
northerly areas of the continent, to which we were sent from time to time, and depending on the season, |
wasin turn baked by the heat of the sun, immobilized by thigh-deep mud, bitten by thousands of flying
insects, swept away by flooding snow-melt—I suffered sores, sunburn, bruises, boredom, ulcerated legs,
exhaustion, congtipation, frogtbite and unceasing humiliation. Sometimes we were told to stand our
ground with our grenade launchersloaded and primed, waiting for action.

We never went into action.

Thisthen wasthe war, of which it had aways been said there would never be an end.



| lost al sense of contextud time, past and future. All | knew was the daily marking off of the calendar,
sensing the fourth millennium of the war gpproach indluctably. As| marched, dug, waited, trained, froze, |
dreamed only of freedom, of putting this behind me, of heading back to theidands.

At some forgotten moment during one of our route marches, one of our training camps, one of our
attemptsto dig trenchesin the permafrog, | lost the notebook containing al theidand names | had
written down. When | first discovered the lossit seemed like an unparalleled disaster, worse than
anything the army had inflicted on me. But later | found that my memory of theidands nameswasintact.
When | concentrated | redized | could till recite the romantic litany of idands, till place them against
imagined shapes on amental map.

At first bereft, | cameto redlize that theloss of first the map, then the notebook, had liberated me. My
present was meaningless and my past was forgotten. Only the idands represented my future. They
existed in my mind, modified endlesdy as| dwelt on them, matching them up to my expectations.

Asthe grudling experience of war ground on, | came to depend increasingly on my haunting mental
images of the tropic archipelago.

But | could not ignore thearmy and | ill had to endure its endless demands. In the ice mountains further
away in the south, the enemy troops were dug into impregnable defensive positions, linesthey were
known to have held for centuries. They were so firmly entrenched that it was conventiona wisdom
amongst our men that they could never be didodged. It was thought that hundreds of thousands of men
on our side, perhaps millions of us, would haveto diein the assault againgt their lines. It rapidly became
clear that my escadron was not only going to be part of thefirst assault, but thet after the firgt attack we
would continue to bein the heart of the fray.

Thiswas the precursor to the celebrations of the dawning fourth millennium.

Many other divisonswere dready in place, preparing to attack. We would be moving to reinforce them
shortly.

Two nights later, sure enough, we were put once more into trucks and transported to the south, towards
the freezing southern uplands. We took up position, dug ourselves as deep as possible into the
permafrost, conced ed and ranged our grenade launchers. By now uncaring of what happened to me,
made wretched by the physica circumstances and rootless by the lack of mental cohesion, | waited with
the othersin amixture of fear and boredom. As| froze, | dreamed of hot idands.

On clear days we could glimpse the peaks of theice mountains close to the horizon, but there was no
sign of enemy activity.

Twenty days after we had taken up our positions in the frozen tundra we were ordered to retreat once
more. It was now less than ten days to the millennium.

We moved away, rushing to reinforce major skirmishes then said to be taking place by the coast.
Reports of dead and wounded were horrifying but all was quiet by the time we arrived. Wetook up
defensvelinesdong thediffs. It was so familiar, this senseless repositioning, manoeuvring. | turned my
back against the sea, not wanting to look northwards to where the unattainable idandslay.

Only eight days remained until the dreaded anniversary of the war’ s beginning and aready we were
taking delivery of more supplies of armour, ammunition and grenades than | had ever seen before. The
tension in our ranks was insupportable. | was convinced that thistime our generals were not bluffing, that



real action was only days, perhaps hours, away.
| sensed the closeness of the sea. If | wasto discharge mysdlf, the moment had arrived.

That night I left my tent and skidded down the loose shae and gravel of the doping dliff to the beach. My
back pocket was stuffed with all the unspent army pay | had accumulated. In the ranks we always joked
that the paper was worthless, but now | thought it might at last be useful. | walked until dawn, hid al day
in the tough undergrowth that spread across the high ground behind the littora, resting when | could. My
undeegping mind recited idand names.

During the following night | managed to find atrack worn by the tyresof trucks. | guessed it was used by
thearmy s0 | followed it with immense care, taking cover at thefirst Sgn of any approaching traffic. |
continued to travel by night, deeping as| could by day.

| wasin poor physical condition by thetime | reached one of the military ports. Although | had been able
to find water | had eaten no food for four days. | wasin every way exhausted and ready to turn mysdif in.

Closeto the harbour, in anarrow, unlit street, not at the first attempt but after several hours of risky
searching, | found the building | was seeking. | reached the brothel not long before dawn, when business
was dow and most of the whores were degping. They took mein, they immediately understood the
gravity of my situation. They relieved me of dl my army money.

| remained hidden in the whorehouse for three days, regaining my strength. They gave me civilian clothes
to wear—rather raffish, | thought, but | had no experience of the civilian world. | did not wonder how the
women had come by them, or who e s’ s clothes they might once have been. In thelong hours| was
aonein my tiny borrowed room | would repeatedly try on my new clothes and hold amirror a

arm’ s-length, admiring what | could see of mysdlf in the limited compass of the glass. To berid of the
army fatigues at last, the thick, coarse fabric, the heavy webbing and the cumbersome patches of body
armour, was like freedom in itself.

Whoresvisted me nightly, taking turns.

Early in thefourth night, thewar’ smillennia night, four of the whores, together with their male minder,
took me down to the harbour. They rowed me a distance out to sea, where amotor-launch was waiting
in the darkly heaving waters beyond the headland. There were no lights on the boet, but in the glow from
thetown | could see that there were dready several other men aboard the launch. They too were rakishly
dressed, with frilled shirts, douching hats, golden bracelets, velveteen jackets. They rested their elbows
on therail and stared down towards the water with waiting eyes. None of them looked at me, or at each
other. There were no greetings, no recognitions. Money changed hands, from the whoresin my boat to
two agile young men in dark clothesin the other. | was alowed to board.

| squeezed into aposition on the deck between other men, grateful for the warmth of the pressure against
me. The rowing boat dipped away into the dark. | stared after it, regretting | could not remain with those
young harlots. | was reminiscing aready about their lithe, overworked bodies, their cardless, eager Kills.

The launch waited in its Sllent position for the rest of the night, the crew taking on board more men at
intervals, making them find somewhere to squeeze themsdves, handling the money. We remained silent,
staring at the deck, waiting to leave. | dozed for awhile, but every time more people came aboard we
had to shift around to make room.

They lifted the anchor before dawn and turned the boat out to sea. We were heavily loaded and running



low in the water. Once we were away from the shelter of the headland we made heavy weether in the
running swell, the bow of the launch crashing cumbersomely into the walls of the waves, taking on water
with every lurching recovery. | was soon soaked through, hungry, frightened, exhausted, and desperate
to reach solid land.

We headed north, shaking the salt water from our eyes. The litany of idand namesran on ceasdesdy in
my mind, urging meto return.

| escaped from the launch at the earliest opportunity, which was when we reached the first inhabited
idand. No one seemed to know which oneit was. | went ashore in my rakish clothes, feging shabby and
disheveled in spite of their stylish fit. The constant soakingsin the boat had bleached most of the colour
from the materid, had stretched and shrunk the different kinds of the fabric. | had no money, no name, no
past, no future.

‘What isthisidand called? | said to thefirst person | met, an €lderly woman sweeping up refuse on the
quay-side. Shelooked at me asif | was mad.

‘Steffer,” shesad.
| had never heard of it.
‘Say thename again,’ | said.

‘Steffer, Steffer. You adischarger? | said nothing, so she grinned asif | had confirmed the information.
‘Steffer!’

‘Isthat what you think | am, or isthat the name of thisidand?
‘Steffer!” shesaid again, turning away from me.
| muttered some thanks and stumbled away from her, into the town. | till had no ideawhere | was.

| dept rough for awhile, stedling food, begging for money, then met awhore who told metherewasa

hostel for the homel ess which helped peopleto find jobs. Within aday | too was sweeping up refusein
the streets. It turned out that theidand was caled Kesilen, aplace where many steffers made ther first
landfall.

Winter came—I had not redlized it was the autumn when | discharged mysdlf. | managed to work my
passage as a deckhand on a cargo ship sailing with suppliesto the southern continent, but which, | heard,
would be calling & some more northerly idands on the way. My information wastrue. | arrived on
Fdlengd, alarge idand with arange of mountainsthat sheltered the inhabited northern side from the
prevailing southern gales. | passed thewinter in the mild airs of Fellengtdl. | moved north again when
spring came, stopping for different periods of time on Manlayl, Meequa, Emmeret, Sentier—none of
thesewasinmy litany, but | intoned them just the same.

Gradually, my lifewasimproving. Rether than deep rough wherever | went | wasusualy ableto rent a
room for aslong as| intended to stay on each idand. | had learned that the whorehouses on the idands
were achain of contactsfor dischargers, aplace of resort, of help. | discovered how to find temporary
jobs, how to live as cheaply aspossible. | was learning the idand patois, quickly adjusting my knowledge
as| came acrossthe different argots that were used from oneidand to the next.

No one would speak to me about the war except in the vaguest ways. | was often spotted as a Seffer as



soon as | landed somewhere, but the further north | moved and the warmer the weather became, the less
this appeared to matter.

| was moving through the Dream Archipelago, dreaming of it as| went, imagining what idand might come
next, thinking it into an existence that held good so long as | required it.

By thistime| had operated theidands black market to obtain amap, which | had realized was perhaps
hardest kind of printed materia to get hold of anywhere. My map was incomplete, many years old, faded
and torn and the place and idand names were written in ascript | did not at first understand, but it was
for dl that amap of the part of the Archipelago where | wastravelling.

On the edge of the map, closeto atorn area, there was a smal idand whose name | wasfindly ableto
decipher. It was Mesterline, one of the idands my unreliable memory told me we had passed on the
southward journey.

Sday, Temmil, Mesterline, Prachous. . .it was part of the litany, part of the route that would lead me back
to Muriseay.

It took me another year of erratic travelsto reach Mesterline. Assoon as | landed | fell in love with the
place: it wasawarm idand of low hills, broad valeys, wide me-andering rivers and yellow beaches.
Howers grew everywherein ariot of effulgent colours. The buildings were constructed of white-painted
brick and terra cottatiles and they clustered on hilltops or against the steep sides of the cliffs above the
sea. It wasarainy idand: midway through most afternoons a brisk storm would sweep in from the west,
drenching the countryside and the towns, running noisy rivulets through the streets. The Mester people
loved these intense showers and would stand out in the streets or the public squares, their faces upturned
and their amsraised, the rain coursing sensudly through their long hair and drenching their flimsy clothes.
Afterwards, asthe hot sun returned and the rutsin the muddy streets hardened again, normal life would
go on again. Everyone was happier after the day’ s shower and began to get ready for the languid
evenings that they passed in the open-air bars and restaurants.

For thefirst timeinmy life (as1 thought of it with my erratic memory), or for thefirst timein many years
(as1 suspected was the redlity), | felt the urge to paint what | saw. | was dazzled by light, by colour, by
the harmony of places and plants and people.

| spent the daylight hours wandering wherever | could, feasting my eyes on the brashly coloured flowers
and fidds, the glinting rivers, the deegp shade of the trees, the blue and yelow glare of the sunlit shores,
the golden skins of the Mester people. Images legpt through my mind, making me crave for some artistic
outlet by which I could capture them.

That was how | began sketching, knowing | was not yet ready for paint or pigments.

By thistime | was able to earn enough money to afford to livein asmall rented gpartment. | supported
myself by working in the kitchen of one of the harbour-side bars. | was eating well, degping regularly,
coming to termswith the extramenta blankness with which the war had left me. | felt asif my four years
under arms had merely been timelogt, an dlipss, another area of forgotten life. In Mesterline | began to
sense afull life extending around me, an identity, apast regainable and afuture that could be envisaged.

| bought paper and pencils, borrowed atiny stool, began the habit of setting mysaf up in the shade of the
harbour wall, quickly drawing alikeness of anyone who walked into sight. | soon discovered that the

Mesters were naturad exhibitionists—when they redized what | was doing most of them would laughingly
pose for me, or offer to return when they had moretime, or even suggest they could meet me privately so



that | could draw them again and in more intimate detail. Mot of these offers came from young women.
Already | wasfinding Mester women irresistibly beautiful. The harmony between their loveliness and the
drowsy contentment of the Mesterline lifeinspired vivid graphicimagesin my mind that | found endlesdy
dluring to try to draw. Life spread even more fully around me, happinessgrew. | started dreaming in
colour.

Then atroopship arrived in Mesterline Town, breaking its voyage southwards to the war, its decks
crammed with young conscripts.

It did not dock in the harbour of the town but moored a distance offshore. Lighters came ashore bringing
hard currency to buy food and other materias and to replenish water supplies. While the transactions
went on, an escouade of black-caps prowled the Streets, staring intently at all men of military age, their
synaptic batons at the ready. At first paralysed with fear at the sight of them, | managed to hide from
them in the attic room of the town’sonly brothel, dreading what would happen if they found me.

After they had gone and the troopship had departed, | walked around Mesterline Town in astate of
dread and disquiet.

My litany of names had ameaning after al. It was not Smply an incantation of imagined nameswith a
ghostly redlity. It congtituted a memory of my actual experience. Theidandswere connected but not in
the way | had been trusting—a code of my own past, which when deciphered would restore me to
mysdlf. It was more prosaic than that: it was the route the troopships took to the south.

Y et it remained an unconscious message. | had made it mine, | had recited it when no one else could
know it.

| had been planning to stay indefinitely in Mesterline, but the unexpected arrival of the troopship soured
everything. When | tried next to draw beneath the harbour wall | felt myself exposed and nervous. My
hand would no longer respond to my inner eye. | wasted paper, broke pencils, lost friends. | had
reverted to being a geffer.

Ontheday | left Mesterline the youngest of the whores came to the quay. She gave mealist of names,
not of idands but of her friends who were working in other parts of the Dream Archipelago. Aswe salled
| committed the names to memory, then threw the scrap of paper in the sea,

Fifteen dayslater | wason Pigay, anidand | liked but which | found too similar to Mesterline, too full of
memoriesthat | was trangplanting from the shalow soil of my memory. | moved on from Pigay to
Paneron, along journey that passed severd other idands and the Coast of Helvard' s Passion, a
stupendous reef of towering rock, shadowing the coast of the idand interior that lay beyond.

| had by thistimetravelled so far that | was off the edge of the map | had purchased, so | had only my
memory of the namesto guide me. | waited eagerly for each idand to appear.

Paneron at first repelled me: much of its landscape was formed from vol canic rock, black and jagged and
unwelcoming, but on the western side there was an enormous area of fertile land choked with rainforest
that spread back from the shore asfar as| could see. The coast was fringed with pams. | decided to rest
in Paneron Town for awhile.

Ahead lay the Swirl, beyond that vast chain of reefs and skerries were the Aubracs, beyond even those
wastheidand | dill yearned to find: Muriseay, home of my most vivid imaginings, birthplace of Rascar
Acdizzone

The place, the artis—these were the only redlities | knew, the only experience | thought | could call my



own.

Another year of travel. | was confounded by the thirty-five idands of the Aubrac Group: work and
accommodation were difficult to find in these underpopulated idets and | lacked the funds smply to sall
past or around them. | had to make my way dowly through the group, idand by idand, working for
subsistence, sweltering under thetropica sun. Now that | wastravelling again my interest in drawing
returned. In some of the busier Aubrac ports | would again set up my easdl, draw for hire, for centimes
and sous.

On AntiAubracia, closeto the heart of the group of idands, | bought some pigments, oils and brushes.
The Aubracs were aplace largely devoid of colour: theflat, uninteresting idands lay under bleaching
sunlight, the sand and pale grave of theinland plains drifted into the towns on the congtant winds, the
pallid eggshell blue of the shalow lagoons could be glimpsed with every turn of the head. The absence of
bright hueswas a chalenge to see and paint in colour.

| saw no more troopships, although | was aways on my guard for their passing or arrival. | was ill
following their route because when | asked the idand people about the ships they knew at once what |
meant and therefore what my background must be. But reliable information about the army was hard to
glean. Sometimes | wastold that the troopships had stopped travelling south; sometimesthat they had
switched to adifferent route; sometimes | wastold they only passed in the night.

My fear of the black-caps kept me on the move.

Findly, | made alast sea-crossing and arrived one night on a coa-carrier in Muriseay Town. From the
upper deck, aswe moved dowly through the wide bay that led to the harbour mouth, | viewed the place
with afedling of anticipation. | could make afresh start here—what had happened during the long-ago
shore leave wasinggnificant. | leaned on therail, watching the reflections of coloured lights from the town
darting on the dark water. | could hear the roar of engines, the hubbub of voices, the traces of distorted
music. Hest rolled around me, as once before it had rolled from the town.

There were delaysin docking the ship and by the time | was ashore it was after midnight. Finding
somewhere to deep for the night was a priority. Because of recent hardships | was unable to pay to stay
anywhere. | had faced the same problem many timesin the past, dept rough more often than not, but |
was nonethelesstired.

| headed through the clamouring traffic to the back streets, looking for brothels. | was assaulted by a
range of sensations. breathless equatoria heet, tropica perfumes of flowers and incense, the endless
racket of cars, motor-bikes and pedicabs, the smell of spicy meat being cooked on smoking sidewalk
gdls, the continuous flash and dazzle of neon advertising, the best of pop music blaring out tinnily from
radios on the food-gtals and from every window and open doorway. | stood for awhile on one of the
dreet corners, laden down with my baggage and my painting equipment. | turned afull circle, rdishing the
exciting racket, then put down my baggage and, like the Mester people savouring therains, | raised my
amsin exdtation and lifted my face to the glancing nighttime sky, orange-hued above me, reflecting the
dancing lights of the city.

Exhilarated and refreshed | took up my load more willingly and went on with my search for brothels.

| cameto oneinasmal building two blocks away from the main quay, attained by a darkened door in an
dley a thesde. | went in, moneyless, throwing mysalf on the charity of the working women, seeking
sanctuary for the night from the only church | knew. The cathedra of my dreams.



Because of its history, but more because of its marina, shops and sunbathing beaches, Muriseay Town
was atourig atraction for wedlthy vistorsfrom al over the Dream Archipelago. In my first monthson
theidand | discovered | could make alucrative income from painting harbour scenes and mountain
landscapes, then displaying them on a section of wall next to one of the large cafés in Paramoundour
Avenue, the street where dl the fashion houses and smart nightclubs were Stuated.

In the off-seasons, or when | smply grew tired of painting for money, | would stay in my tenth-floor
studio above the city centre and dedicate myself to my attempts to develop the work pioneered by
Acizzone. Now that | wasin the town where Acizzone had produced hisfinest paintings | was able at last
to research hislife and work in full, to understand the techniques he had employed.

Tactilism was by thistime many years out of vogue, afortunate state of affairsasit alowed meto
experiment without interference, comment or critical interest. Ultrasound microcircuitry was no longer in
use, except in the market for children’ s novdties, so the pigments| needed were plentiful and
inexpensive, dthough at firg difficult to track down in the quantities | needed them.

| set to work, building up the layers of pigments on a series of gesso-primed boards. The technique was
intricate and hazardous—I ruined many boards by asingle dip of the paette knife, some of them closeto
the moment of completion. | had much to learn.

Accepting this | made regular visitsto the closed-case section of the Muriseayan Town Museum, where
severd of Acizzone sorigindswere stored in archive. The female curator was at first amused thet |
should take an interest in such an obscure, unfashionable and reputedly obscene artist, but she soon grew
used to my repeated visits, thelong silent sessions | spent inside the locked sanctums when | was done,
pressing my hands, my face, my limbs, my torso, to Acizzone sgarish pictures. | wassubmergedina
kind of frenzy of artistic absorption, amost literaly soaking up Acizzone' s breathtaking imagery.

The ultrasonics produced by the tactile pigments operated directly on the hypothalamus, promoting
sudden changesin serotonin concentrations and levels. The instantaneous result of thiswasto generate
the images experienced by the viewer—the | ess obvious consequence was to cause depression and
long-term loss of memory. When | |eft the museum after my first adult exposure to Acizzone swork |
was shattered by the experience. While the erotic images created by the paintings still haunted me, | was
amost blind with pain, confusion and a sense of unspecified terror.

After my firgt vigt, | returned unsteadily to my studio and dept for nearly two days. When | awoke | was
chastened by what | had discovered about the paintings. Exposure to tactilist art had atraumatic effect on
the viewer.

| felt afamiliar sense of blankness behind me. Memory had failed. Somewhere in the recent past, when |
was travelling through theidands, | had missed visiting some of them.

Thelitany was gl there and | recited the namesto mysdf. Amnesiais not aspecific: | knew the names
but in some cases| had no memory of theidands. Had | been to Winho? To Demmer? Nelquay? No
recollections of any of them, but they had been on my route.

For two or three weeks | returned to my tourist painting, partly to gain some cash but also for arespite. |
needed to think about what | had learned. My memories of childhood had been al but eradicated by
something. Now | had afirm ideathat it was my immersion in Acizzone sart.

| continued to work and gradualy | found my vision.



The physical technique wasfairly straightforward to master. The difficulty, | discovered, wasthe
psychological process, transferring my own passions, cravings, compulsionsto the artwork. When | had
that, | could paint successfully. One by one my painted boards accumulated in my studio, leaning against
thewall at the back of thelong room.

Sometimes, | would stand at the window of my studio and stare down across the bustling, careless city
bel ow, my own shocking images conceded in the pigments behind me. | felt asif | were preparing an
arsend of potent imagic weapons. | had become an art terrorist, unseen and unsuspected by theworld a
large, my paintings no doubt destined to be misunderstood in their way as Acizzone' s masterpieces had
been. Thetactilist paintings were the definitive expresson of my life.

While Acizzone, who in life was alibertine and roué, had portrayed scenes of grest erotic power, my
own images were derived from adifferent source: | had lived alife of emotional repression, repetition,
amless wandering. My work was necessarily areaction against Acizzone.

| painted to stay sane, to preserve my memory. After that first exposureto Acizzone | knew that only by
putting myself into my work could | recapture what | had lost. To view tactilist art led to forgetting, but to
createit, | found now, led to remembering.

| drew ingpiration from Acizzone. | lost part of mysdlf. | painted and recovered.

My art was entirely therapeutic. Every painting clarified afresh areaof confuson or amnesia Each dab of
the pa ette knife, each touch of the brush, was another detail of my past defined and placed in context.
The paintings absorbed my traumas.

When | drew back from them, all that could be seen were bland areas of uniform colour, much the same
as Acizzone swork. Stepping up close, working with the pigments, or pressing my flesh againgt the
stippled layers of dried paint, | entered apsychologica ream of great cam and reassurance.

What someone e se would experience of my tactilist therapy | did not care to think. My work wasimagic
wegponry. The potentia was concealed until the moment of detonation, like alandmine waiting for the
pressof alimb.

After thefirg year, when | wasworking to establish mysdf, | entered my most prolific phase. | became
S0 productive that to make space for mysalf | arranged to move some of the more ambitious piecesto a
vacant building | had come across near the waterfront. It was aformer dancing club, long abandoned and
empty, but physcdly intact.

Although there was an extensive basement, with awarren of corridors and smal chambers, the main hall
was an enormous open area, easlly large enough to take any number of my paintings.

| kept afew of the smaler piecesin my studio, but the larger ones and those with the most potent and
disturbing images of fracture and loss | stored in the town.

| stacked the biggest paintingsin the main hall of the building, but some nervous dread of discovery made
me conced the smdler piecesin the basement. In that maze of corridors and rooms; ill-lit and haunted by
the stale fragrances of past occupiers, | found adozen different placesto hide my pieces.

| was congtantly rearranging my work. Sometimes | would spend awhole day and night, working without
abreak in the near-darkness, obsessively shifting my artwork from one room to another.

| found that the warren of interconnecting corridors and rooms, chegply built of thin partition walsand lit



only at intervals with low-power eectric bulbs, presented what seemed to be an amost endless
combination of random paths and routes. | stood my paintings like sentinels, at odd and hidden positions
in the maze, behind doorways, beyond cornersin the passageways, irrationaly blocking the darkest
places.

| would then leave the building and normd life returned for awhile. | would Start new paintings, or, just as
often, walk down to the streets with my easel and stool and begin to work up a supply of commercialy
attractive landscapes. | was dwaysin need of cash.

So my life continued like that, month after month, under the broiling Muriseayan sun. | knew that | had at
last found akind of fulfilment. Even thetourist art was not dl drudgery, because | learnt that working with
representational paintings required adiscipline of line, subject and brushwork that only increased the
intengity of thetactile art | went to afterwards and which no one saw. In the streets of Muriseay Town |
built asmdl reputation as ajourneyman landscape artist.

Fiveyearswent by. Life was as good to me asit ever had been.

Five yearswas not long enough to ensure that life could always be good. One night the blackcaps came
for me.

| was, asever, done. My life was solitary, my mood introspective. | had no friends other than whores. |
lived for my art, working through its mysterious agenda, post-Acizzone, unique, perhaps ultimately futile.

| wasin my storage depot, obsessively rearranging my boards again, placing and replacing the sentinelsin
the corridors. Earlier that day | had hired a carter to bring down my five most recent works and since the
man left | had been dowly moving them into place, touching them, holding them, arranging them.

The black-caps entered the building without my being aware of them. | was absorbed in apainting | had
completed the week before. | was holding it so that my fingers were wrapped around the back of the
board but my pamswere pressing lightly against the paint at the edges.

The painting dedlt obliquely with an incident that had occurred while | wasin the army in the south. Night
had fallen while | was on patrol alone and | had had difficulty getting back to our lines. For an hour |
wandered in the dark and cold, dowly freezing. In the end someone had found me and led me back to
our trenches, but until then | had been in terror of death.

Post-Acizzone, | had depicted the extreme fright | experienced: total darkness, abitter wind, achill that
struck through to the bone, ground so broken that you could not walk without stumbling, a constant
threat from unseen enemies, londliness, silence enforced by panic, distant explosions.

The painting was acomfort to me.

| surfaced from my comfort to find four black-caps standing back from me, watching me. They were
carrying their batonsin holsters. Terror struck me, asif with aphysical blow.

| made asound, an inarticulate throat-noise, involuntary, like atragpped anima. | wanted to speak to
them, shout at them, but al | was capable of wasabestial sound. | drew bregath, tried again. Thistimethe
noise | made was hdting, asif fear had added astammer to the moan.

Hearing this, registering my fright, the black-caps drew their batons. They moved casudly, in no hurry to
dart. | backed away, brushing against my painting, causing it to fal.



The men had no faces | could see: their capped helmets covered their heads, placed a smoked visor
acrosstheir eyes, had araised lip to protect their mouth and jaw.

Four clicks as the synaptic batons were armed—they were raised to the strike position.

“Y ou' ve been discharged, trooper!” one of the men said and contemptuoudly threw a scrap of paper in
my direction. It fluttered at once, fdll closeto hisboots. ‘ Discharge for acoward!”

| said...but | could only breathe in, shuddering, and say nothing.

There was another way out of the building that only | could know, through the underfloor warren. One of
the men was between me and the short flight of stepsthat led down. | feinted, moving towards the scrap
of paper, asif to pick it up. Then | spun around, dashed, collided with the man’ sleg. He swung the baton
vicioudy a me. | took an intense bolt of eectricity that dropped me. | skidded acrossthe floor.

My leg was pardlysed. | scrambled to get up, rolled on my side, tried again.

Seeing | wasimmobilized, one of the black-caps moved acrossto the painting | had been absorbed in
when they arrived. He leaned over it, prodded at its surface with the end of his baton.

| managed to raise myself on my good leg, haf-crouching.

Where the end of hisbaton touched the tactilist pigment, a spout of fierce white flame suddenly
appeared, with asharp crackling sound. Smoke rose copioudy as the flame died. The man made a
sardonic laughing sound and did it again.

The others went over to see what he was doing. They too pressed the live ends of their batons against
the board, producing spurts of bright flame and much more smoke. They guffawed.

One of them crouched, leaned forward to see what it was that was burning. He brushed hisbare
fingertips across an undamaged portion of the pigment.

My terror and trauma reached out to him through the paint. The ultrasonics bonded him to the board.

He became ill, four of hisfingers resting on the pigment. For amoment he stayed in position, looking
amogt reflective as he squatted there with his hand extended. Then he tipped dowly forward. Hetried to
balance himsdlf with his other hand, but that too landed on the pigments. Ashefdl acrossthe painting, his
body started jerking in spasms. Both his hands were bonded to the board. His baton had rolled away.
Smoke still poured from the smouldering scars.

His three companions moved acrossto find out what was wrong with him. They kept an eyeon me as
they did so. | wastrying to lever mysdf upright, putting al my weight on the leg that still had feding,
letting the other dangle lightly against the floor. Sensation was returning quickly, but the pain was
unspeskable.

| watched the three black-caps, dreading the menace they exuded. It could only be amatter of time
before they did to me whatever it was they had come to do. They were grappling with the man who had
fdlen, trying to pull him away from the pigments. My bresth was making alight screeching noise as|
struggled for balance. | thought | had known fear before, but there was nothing in my remembered
experience that equaled this.

| managed astep. They ignored me. They were till trying to lift the man away from my painting. The
smoke swirled from the damage they had caused with their batons.



One of them shouted a meto help them.
‘What isthis stuff? What' s holding him againgt that board?

The man started screaming as the smouldering pigments reached his hands, but still he could not release
himsdlf. His pain, my agonies, contorted his body.

‘Hisdreamd’ | cried boldly. ‘Heis captive of hisown vile dreamd!’

| made a second step, then athird. Each was easier than the one before, although the pain wasterrible. |
hobbled towards the shallow stairs by the stage, took the top one, then another, nearly overbalanced,
took the third and fourth.

They saw me as | reached the door benegath the old stage. | scarcely dared to look back, but | saw them
abandoning the man who had fallen across the pigments and hoist their batons to the strike position. With
athletic strength they were moving quickly across the short distance towards me. | dived through the

door, dragging my hurt leg.

Breath rasped in my throat. | made a sobbing sound. There was one door, a passage, a chamber and
another door. | passed through all of them. Behind me the black-caps were shouting, ordering meto halt.
Someone blundered against one of the thin partition walls. | heard the wood creaking as he thudded

agang it.
| hurried on. The curving passage where | stored some of my smaller paintings was next, then aseries of

three small cubicles, dl with doorswide open. | had placed one of my paintingsinsde each of these
cubicles, sanding guard within.

| passed a ong the corridor, damming closed the doors a each end. 