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Sirhan walks, shrouded in isolation, through the crowds gathered for Srogs’ S
thefestival. The only people who see him are the chattering ghosts of Previous
dead poaliticians and writers, deported from the inner system by order _nove:-I ette
of the Vile Offspring. The greset terraforming project is nearly n t.hls
complete, the festival planet dressed for ajubilee that will last dmost sena
twenty of itsyears—four pre-sngularity lifetimes-beforethe '\,I,' ghtfa
Demoalition. The green and pleasant plain stretches toward ahorizon a Il," made
thousand kilometers avay, beneath alemon-ydlow sky. Theair the 2004
amellsfaintly of anmoniaand the big spacesarefull of smdl idees: for Hugo
thisisthelast human planet in the solar system. final
ballot, as
"Excuse me, are you red ?' someone asks him in American-accented did his
English. novel
Sngulari
|t takes amoment or two for Sirhan to disengage from his ty Sky.
introgpection and redlize that he' s being spoken to. "What?' he asks, His most
dightly puzzled. Wiry and pae, Sirhan wearsthe robes of a Berber recent
goat-herd on his body and the numinous hao of a utility fog-bank S
above his head: in his abdtraction, he vaguely resembles asaintly novel,
shepherd in apost-sngularity nativity play. "l say, what?' Outrage Iron
smmersat the back of hismind-is nowhere private?—but, as he Qnrise
turns, he seesthat one of the ghost pods has split lengthwise across (aseque
itswhite mushroom+-like crown, spilling atrickle of |eft-over to
congruction fluid and acompletely hairless, dightly bemused-looking Sngulari
Anglo male who wears an expression of profound surprise. ty Sky),
"l can't find my implants,” the Anglo male says, shaking hishead. "But \pl)vl?;ishe
I'mredly here, aren’'t I? Incarnate?' He glances round at the other d by Ace
pods. "Thisisntasm." books in
Sirhan sighs-another exile—and sends forth adaemon to interrogate July, and
the ghost pod' s abstract interface. It does't tell him much-unlike his next
most of the resurrectees, this one seems to be undocumented. nove_l A
"Y ou've been dead. Now you're dive. | suppose that meansyou're Fam Iy.
now amost asred as| am. What ese do you need to know?" Trade, is
due out
"When is-" The newcomer stops. "Can you direct meto the from Tor
processing center?' he asks carefully. "I’ m disoriented.” at the
end of
Srhan is surprisedHmost immigrants take alot longer to figure that Septemb
out. "Did you die recently?' he asks. er. This
"I'mnot surel died at dl." The newcomer rubs hisbad head, looking ;%/%l &
puzzled. "Hey, no jacks!" He shrugs, exasperated. "L ook, the with the
processing center. .. 7" other
"Over there" Sirhan gestures at the monumental mass of the Boston storiesin
Museum of Science (shipped all the way from Earth a couple of th|§
decades ago to save it from the demoalition of theinner system). "My &S,
mother runsit." Hesmilesthinly. will be
publishe
"Y our mother—" the newly resurrected immigrant saresat him d by Ace
intensely, then blinks. "Holy shit." He takes astep toward Sirhan. as
"Wow, you're-" Accelera
ndoin

<Srhan recoil< and ans hicfinoaers Thethin tral of vanorot i< clotid T,






