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Ferryman
By Eric Brown.
Ri chard Lincoln sat in the darkened living roomand half-listened to the radio news. Mre unrest
in the East; riots and protests against the inplantation process in India and Mal aysia. The
Presi dent of France had taken his life, another suicide statistic to add to the growing list..
The news finished and was followed by a weat her report: nore snow was forecast for that night and
the follow ng day. Lincoln was hoping for quiet shift when the bracel et around his wist began to

warm He pushed hinmself fromhis arnchair, crossed to the conputer on the desk, and touched the
bracelet to the screen.

The nane and address of the deceased glowed in the darkness.

Despite the weather and the inconveni ence of the |ate hour, as ever he felt the visceral thrill of
enbarkation, the anticipation of what was to cone.

He menorised the address as he stepped into the hall and found his coat, already planning the
route twenty mles over the nbors to the dead nan's town.

He was checking his pocket for the Range Rover's keys when he heard the muffled grunble, anplified
by the snow, of a car's engine. His cottage was a nmile fromthe nearest road, serviced by a pot-
hol ed cart track. No-one ever turned down the track by mistake, and he'd had no visitors in years.

He waited, as if half-expecting the noise to go away - but the vehicle's irritable whine increased
as it fought through the snow and ice towards the cottage. Lincoln switched on the outside Iight
and returned to the living room pulling aside the curtain and peering out.

A white Fiat Panda lurched from pot-hole to pot-hole, headlights bouncing. It canme to a stop
outside the cottage, the sudden silence profound, and a second | ater soneone clinbed out.

Li ncol n watched his daughter slamthe door and pick her way carefully through the snow.
The door-bel | chimed.

For a second he envi saged the tense confrontation that would follow, but the warmglow at his
wri st gave himan excuse to reduce his contact with Susanne to a m ni num

He pull ed open the door. She stood tall in an expensive white mackintosh, collar turned up around
her |ong, dark, snow specked hair.

Her inplant showed as a slight bulge at her tenple.

She could hardly bring herself to look himin the eye. VWich, he thought, was hardly surprising.
She gave a timd half-snmle. "It's cold out here, Richard."

"Ah... Cone in. This is a surprise. Wiy didn't you ring?"

"I couldn't talk over the phone. | needed to see you in person.”

To explain hersel f, he thought; to excuse her recent conduct.

She swept past him shaking the nelted snow fromher hair. She hung her coat in the hall and
wal ked into the |iving room

Li ncol n paused behind her, his throat constricted with an enotion he found hard to identify. He
knew he should have felt angry, but all he did feel was the desire for Susanne to | eave.

"I"'msorry. | should have come sooner. |'ve been busy."

She was thirty, tall and good-l|ooking and - damm them - treacherous genes had bequeathed her the
unsettling appearance of her nother
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As he stared at her, Lincoln realised that he no | onger knew t he woman who was hi s daughter.

"But |'mhere now," she said. "l've cone about-"

He interrupted, his pulse racing. "I don't want to tal k about your nother."

"Well | do," Susanne said. "This is inportant."

He recalled his excuse. "As a matter of fact it's inpossible right now..." He held up his right

hand, show ng Susanne the band around his wrist.

"You' ve been called."
"It's quite a way - over the Pennines. Hebden Bridge. | should really be setting off. Look... make
yoursel f at home. You know where the spare roomis. W can... we'll talk in the norning, okay?"

He caught the flash of inpatience on her face, soon doused by the realisation that nothing cane
between him and his calling.

She sighed. "Fine. See you in the norning."

Relief lifting fromhis shoulders |ike a weight, Lincoln nodded and hurried outside. Seconds |ater
he was revving the Range Rover up the uneven track, into the darkness.

The road t hrough the Pennines had been gritted earlier that night, and the snow that had fallen

since had turned into a thin grey nush. Lincoln drove cautiously, his the only vehicle out this

late. Insulated fromthe cold outside, he tried to forget about the presence of Susanne back at

the cottage. He half-listened to a discussion programme on Radio Four. He inmagined half a dozen

dusty acadenics huddled in a tiny studio in Bush House. Cockburn, the Canbridge phil osopher, had
the mcrophone: "It is indeed possible that individuals will experience a certain disaffection,

even apathy, which is the result of knowing that there is nore to existence than this life..."

Li ncoln wondered if this might explain the alienation he had felt for a year, since accepting his
present position. But then he'd always had difficulty in showing his enotions, and consequently
accepting that anyone el se had enotions to show

This life is a prelude, he thought, a farce |I've endured for fifty-five years - the end of which I
| ook forward to with anticipation

It took himalnost two and a half hours to reach Hebden Bridge. The small town, occupying the
depths of a steep valley, was dank and quiet in the continuing snowfall. Streetlights sparkled
t hrough the darkness.

He drove through the town and up a steep hill, then turned right up an even steeper ninor road.
Hi Il crest Farm occupied a bluff overlooking the acute incision of the valley. Coachlights burned
orange around the front porch. A police car was parked outside.

Li ncol n clinbed fromthe Range Rover and hurried across to the porch. He stood for a second before
pressi ng the door-bell, composing hinself. He always found it best to adopt a neutral attitude
until he could assess the nmood of the bereaved fanmily: nmore often than not the nood in the hones
of the dead was one of excitenment and anti ci pation.

Infrequently, especially if the bereaved were religious, a nore formal grief prevail ed.

He pressed the bell and seconds | ater a ruddy-faced | ocal constable opened the door. "There you
are. We've been wondering if you'd nake it, weather like it is.”
"Nice night for it," Lincoln said, stepping into the hall

The constabl e gestured up a narrow flight of stairs. "The dead man's a farner - silly bugger went
out looking for a lost ewe. Heart attack. H s daughter was out with him- but he was dead by the
time she fetched help. He's in the front bedroom"

Li ncoln foll owed the constable up the stairs and along a corridor. The entrance to the bedroom was
i mpossibly low, both men had to stoop as if entering a cave.

He saw the bereaved fanmily first, half a dozen nen and wonen in their twenties and thirties,
seated around the bed on dining chairs. An old woman, presunably the farner's w dow, sat on the
bed itself, her husband's |ifeless blue hand clutched in hers.
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Li ncol n regi stered the | ooks he received as he entered the room the light of hope and gratitude
burned in the eyes of the family, as if he, Lincoln hinself, was responsible for what woul d happen
over the course of the next six nonths.

The farmer lay fully-dressed on the bed, rugged and grey like the carving of a knight on a

sar cophagus.

An actor assuming a role, Lincoln nodded with suitable gravity to each of the famly in turn

"I'f anyone has any questions, anything at all, 1'll be glad to answer them" It was a |ine he cane
out with every tine to break the ice, but he was rarely questioned these days.

He stepped forward and touched his bracelet to the dead man's tenple, where his inplant raised a
vei ned, weat her-worn rectangl e beneath the skin. The nanoneks woul d now begi n the next stage of
the process, the preparation of the body for its onward journey.

"I'll fetch the container,” he said - he never called it a coffin - and nodded to the constabl e.

Toget her they carried the polycarbon container fromthe back of the Range Rover, easing it around
the bends in the stairs. The family forned a silent huddl e outside the bedroom door. Lincoln and
the constabl e passed inside and cl osed the door behind them

They lifted the corpse into the container and Lincoln sealed the sliding lid. The job of carrying
the container down the stairs - attenpting to maintain dignity in the face of inpossible angles
and i nprobabl e bends - was nade all the nore difficult by the presence of the famly, watching
fromthe stair |anding.

Five m nutes of gentle coaxing and patient lifting and turning, and the contai ner was in the back
of the Range Rover

The constabl e handed over a sheaf of papers, which Lincoln duly signed and passed back. "I'Il be
on nmy way, M Lincoln," the constable said. "See you later." He waved and clinbed into his squad
car.

One of the farmer's daughters hurried fromthe house. "You'll stay for a cup of tea?"

Li ncol n was about to refuse, then realised how cold he was. "Yes, that'd be nice. Thanks."
He foll owed her into a big, stone-flagged kitchen, an Aga stove filling the roomw th warnth.

He could tell that she had been crying. She was a plain woman in her md-thirties, with the
stolid, resigned appearance of the unfortunate sibling left at home to help with the farm work.

He saw the crucifix on a gold chain around her neck, and then noticed that her tenple was without
an inplant. He began to regret accepting the offer of tea.

He sat at the big wooden table and wapped his hands around the steam ng nug. The wonan sat down
across fromhim nervously neeting his eyes.

"I't happened so quickly. | can hardly believe it. He had a weak heart - we knew that. W told him
to sl ow down. But he didn't listen."

Li ncol n gestured. "He was inplanted," he said gently.

She nodded, eyes regarding her nmug. "They all are, ny nother, brothers and sisters." She gl anced
up at him something |like nmute appeal in her eyes. "It seens that all the country is, these days."

Wien she | ooked away, Lincoln found his fingers straying to the outline of his own inplant.

"But..." she whispered, "lI'msure things were... | don't know - better before. | mean, |ook at al
the suicides - thousands of people every nonth take their lives..." She shook her head, confused.
"Don't you think that people are less... |ess concerned now, |ess caring?"

"I'"ve heard Cockburn's speeches. He says sonething along the sane |ines."
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"I agree with him To so many people this life is no longer so inportant. It's something to be got
t hrough, before what follows."

How coul d he tell her that he felt this hinsel f?
He said, "But wasn't that what religious people thought about |ife, before the change?"

She stared at himas if he were an ignoranus. "No! O course not. That m ght have been what
at hei sts thought religious people felt... But we love life, M Lincoln. W give thanks for the
mracle of God's gift."

She turned her nug self-consciously between flattened palns. "I don't |ike what's happened to the
world. | don't think it's right. | loved ny father. W were close. |'ve never |oved anyone quite
so much." She | ooked up at him her eyes silver with tears. "He was such a wonderful man. W
attended church together. And then they canme,"” she said with venom "and everything changed. W
father, he..." she could not stop the tears now, "he believed what they said. He |left the Church
He had the inplant, like all the rest of you."

He reached out and touched her hand. "Look, this m ght sound strange, coming fromnme, but I
under stand what you're saying. | mght not agree, but | know what you're experiencing."

She | ooked at him sonmething |like hope in her eyes. "You do? You really do? Then..." She fel
silent, regarding the scrubbed pine table-top. "M Lincoln," she said at last, in a whispered
entreaty, "do you really have to take hi maway?"

He sighed, pained. "OF course | do. It was his choice. He chose to be inplanted. Don't you realise
that to violate his trust, his choice..." He paused. "You said you loved him In that case respect
his wi shes."

She was slowy shaking her head. "But | |ove God even nore," she said. "And | think that what is
happening is wong."

He drained his tea with a gesture of finality. "There'll be a religious service of your choice at
the Station in tw days' tine," he said.

"And then... what then, M Lincoln?"

"Then he'll be taken, healed. In six nmonths the process will be conplete.”

"Then he'll cone back?"

"He'll be in contact before then, by recorded nessage, in around three nonths. O course, he won't
be able to travel until the six nonth period has el apsed. Then he'll return."”

"And after that?"

"It's his choice. Some choose to cone back here and take up where they left off, resune their old
|ives. But sooner or later..." Lincoln shrugged. "In tinme he'll realise that there's nore to life
than what's here. Others prefer to make a clean break and work away fromthe start."

She said in a whisper, "Wiat do they want with our dead, M Lincoln? Wiy are they doing this to
us?"

He sighed. "You nmust have read the literature, seen the docunentaries. It's all in there."
"But you... as a ferryman... surely you can tell me what they really want?"
"They want what they say - nothing more and nothing | ess.”

A silence came between them She was nodding, staring into her enpty mug. He stood and touched her
shoul der as he left the kitchen. He said good-bye to the family in the living room- gathered like
the survivors of sone natural catastrophe, unsure quite how to proceed - and |l et hinself out
through the front door.

He clinbed into the Range Rover, turned and accel erated south towards the Onward Station

file:/lIC|/13226%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20E-books/Eric%20Brown%20-%20Ferryman.txt (4 of 10) [1/3/2005 12:33:09 AM]



file:///C|/3226%20Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Eric%20Brown%620-%20Ferryman.txt

He drove for the next hour through the darkness, high over the West Yorkshire noors, cocooned in
the warmth of the vehicle with a synphony by Haydn pl ayi ng counterpoint to the grunble of the
engi ne.

Neither the nmusic nor the concentration required to keep the vehicle on the road fully occupied
his thoughts. The events at the farnmhouse, and his conversation with the dead nan's daughter,
stirred nmenories and enotions he woul d rather not have recall ed.

It was nore than the woman's professed | ove for her dead father that troubled him rem nding him
of his failed relationship with his Susanne. The fact that the farner's daughter had foregone the
i nmplant stirred a deep anger within him He had said nothing at the time, but now he wanted to
return and plead with her to think again about undergoing the sinple process that would grant her
anot her life.

In the July of last year, at the height of sumrer, Lincoln's wife had finally left him After
thirty-five years of marriage she had wal ked out, noved to London to stay with Susanne until she
found a pl ace of her own.

In retrospect he was not surprised at her decision to leave; it was the inevitable cul mnation of
years of neglect on his part. At the tine, however, it had come as a shock - verification that the
i ncreasing disaffection he felt had at |ast destroyed their relationship.

He recalled their confrontation on that final norning as clearly as if it were yesterday.

Behi nd a barricade of suitcases piled in the hall, Barbara had stared at himw th an expression
little short of hatred. They had rehearsed the di al ogue many tinmes before.

"You' ve changed, Rich," she said accusingly. "Over the past few nonths, since taking the job."
He shook his head, tired of the sanme old argument. "I'mstill the sane person | always was."

She gave a bitter smile. "Oh, you ve always been a cold and enotionl ess bastard, but since taking
the job..."

He wondered if he had applied for the position because of who and what he was, a natura
progression fromthe solitary profession of freelance editor of scholastic text books. Ferrymnen
were | ooked upon by the general public with a certain degree of wariness, much as undertakers had
been in the past. They were seen as a profession apart.

O, he wondered, did he become a ferrynman to spite his wfe?

There had been m xed reactions to the news of the inplants and their consequences: many people
were euphoric at the prospect of renewed life; others had been cautiously wary, not to say
suspi ci ous. Barbara had placed herself anong the latter.

"There's no hurry,"” she had told Lincoln when he nentioned that he'd decided to have the

operation. "I have no intention of dying, just yet."

At first he had taken her reluctance as no nore than an affectation, a desire to be different from
the herd. Most people they knew had had the inplant: Barbara's abstention was a tal king point.

Then it occurred to Lincoln that she had deci ded agai nst having the inplantation specifically to
annoy him she had adopted these frustrating affectations during the years of their marriage:

silly things like refusing to holiday on the coast because of her dislike of the sea - or rather
because Lincoln |loved the sea; deciding to beconme a vegetarian, and doi ng her danndest to turn him
into one, too.

Then, drunk one evening after a long session at the local, she had confessed that the reason she
had refused the inplant opti on was because she was petrified of what night happen to her after she
died. She did not trust their notives.

"How... how do we know that they're telling the truth? How do we know what - what'|| happen to us
once they have us in their grasp?"

"You' re maki ng them sound |ike B-novie nonsters," Lincoln said.
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"Aren't they?"

He had gone through the government panphlets with her, reiterated the argunents both for and
against. He had tried to persuade her that the inplants were the greatest advance in the history
of humanki nd.

"But not everyone's going along with it," she had countered. "Look at all the protest groups. Look
at what's happening around the world. The riots, political assassinations-"

"That's because they cling to their bloody superstitious religions,"'
over it again..."

Li ncoln had said. "Let's go

But she had steadfastly refused to be convinced, and after a while he had given up trying to
change her m nd.

Then he'd applied to becone a ferryman, and was accept ed.

"l hope you feel pleased with yourself," Barbara said one day, gin-drunk and vindictive.

He had | owered his newspaper. "Wat do you nean?"

"I mean, why the hell do you want to work for them do their dirty work?" Then she had snil ed.
"Because, M Bloody Ferryman, you'd rather side with themthan with nme. I'monly your bloody wife,
after all."

And Lincoln had returned to the paper, wondering whet her what she had said was true.

Over the next few weeks their relationship, never steady, had deteriorated rapidly. They lived
separate |lives, neeting for nmeals when, dependi ng on how nuch she had drunk, Barbara could be
sul l enl y uncomuni cative or hysterically spiteful

Conpl acent, Lincoln had assuned the rift would heal in tine.

Her decision to leave had initially shocked him Then, as her decision turned fromthreat to
reality, he saw the logic of their separation - it was, after all, the last step in the process of
i sol ati on he had been noving towards for a long, |long tine.

He had pleaded with her, before she left, to think again about having the inplant operation

"The first resurrectees will be returning soon," he told her. "Then you'll find that you've
nothing to fear."

But Barbara had merely shaken her head and wal ked out of his life.

He wote to her at Susanne's address over the next couple of nonths, self-conscious letters
expressi ng his hopes that Barbara was doi ng okay, would think agai n about having an inplant.
Reading the letters back to hinself, he had realised howlittle he had said - howlittle there was
to say - about hinmself and his own life.

Then last autumm, Lincoln had received a phone call from Susanne. The sound of her voice - the

novelty of her call - told Lincoln that something was w ong.
"I't's your nother-" he began
"Dad... I'msorry. She didn't want you to know. She was ill for a nonth - she wasn't in pain."

Al'l he could say was, "Wat?" as a cold holl ow expanded inside his chest.
"Cancer. It was inoperable."

Sil ence - then, against his better judgenent, he asked, "Did - did she have the inplant, Susanne?"
An even | onger silence greeted the question, and Lincoln knew full well the answer.
"She didn't want a funeral," Susanne said. "I scattered her ashes on the pond at Rochester."

A week later he had travelled down to London. He called at his daughter's flat, but she was either
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out or ignoring him He drove on to Rochester, his wife's birthplace, not really knowi ng why he
was goi ng but aware that, sonmehow, the pilgrinage was necessary.

He had stood beside the pond, staring into the water and weeping quietly to hinself. Christ, he
had hated the bitch at times - but, again, at certain times with Barbara he had al so experienced
all the love he had ever known.

As if to nock the fact of his wife's death, her imutable non-existence, the rearing crysta
obelisk of this sector's Onward Station towered over the town |ike a monument to humanki nd's new
found immortality, or an epitaph to the | egion of dead and gone.

He had returned hone and resunmed his work, and over the nonths the pain had becone bearable. His
daughter's return, last night, had reopened the ol d wound.

A silver dawn was breaking over the horizon, revealing a | andscape redesi gned, seenmingly inflated,
by the night's snowfall. The Onward Station appeared on the skyline, a fabulous tower of spun
glass scintillating in the light of the rising sun

He visited the Station perhaps four or five tinmes a week, and never failed to stare in awe -
struck not only by the structure's ethereal architecture, but by what it nmeant for the future of
humanki nd.

He braked in the car park al ongside the vehicles of the dozen other ferrynen on duty today. He
clinmbed out and pulled the pol ycarbon container fromthe back of the Range Rover, the collapsible
chromiumtrolley taking its weight. Hi s breath plum ng before himin the ice-cold air, he hurried
towards the entrance set into the sloping glass walls.

The interior design of the Station was Arctic in its antiseptic inhospitality, the corridors
shining with sourcel ess, polar light. At these tines, as he manoeuvred the trolley down the
seem ngly endless corridors, he felt that he was, truly, trespassing on territory forever alien

He arrived at the preparation roomand eased the container onto the circular reception table,
opening the Iid. The farner lay unnoving in death, naintained by the host of alien nanoneks that
| ater, augnented by others nore powerful, would begin the resurrection process. They woul d not
only restore himto life, strip away the years, but make himfit and strong again: the man who
returned to Earth in six nonths would be physically in his thirties, but effectively imortal.

In this room Lincoln never ceased to be overcone by the wonder, as night a believer at the altar
of some m ghty cat hedral

He backed out, pulling the trolley after him and retraced his steps. To either side of the foyer,
cl eaners vacuuned carpets and arranged sprays of flowers in the Geeting roons, ready to receive
the day's returnees, their relatives and | oved ones.

He emerged into the ice-cold dawn and hurried across to the Range Rover. On the road that clinbed
the hill behind the Station, he braked and sat for ten mnutes staring down at the di aphanous
structure.

Every day a dozen bodies were beaned fromthis Station to the lightship in geo-sync orbit, pul ses
of energy invisible during the daylight hours. At night the pul ses were blinding colums of blue
lightning, illumnating the land for miles around.

From Earth orbit, the ships phased into trans-c node and reached the aliens' homepl anet in days.
There the dead were revived, brought back to life and gradual consciousness by techni ques of

medi cal science that experts on Earth were still trying to conprehend. After six nonths of
rehabilitation and instruction, the resurrected had the choice of returning to Earth, or begi nning
their mssions immediately. Children and youths under the age of twenty were returned, to live
their lives until adulthood and such tine as they decided to progress onwards.

Li ncol n | ooked up, into the rapidly fading darkness. A few bright stars still glinmered, stars
that for so | ong had been nysterious and unattai nable - and now, hard though it was sonetinmes to
bel i eve, had been thrown open to humanki nd by the beneficence of beings still mstrusted by many,

but accepted by others as saviours.
And why had the aliens made their offer to hunmanki nd?

There were mllions upon nillions of galaxies out there, the aliens said, billions of solar
systens, and countless, literally countless, planets that sustained |life of various Kkinds.
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Expl orers were needed, envoys and anbassadors, to discover new |life, and nake contact, and spread
the greetings of the civilised universe far and wi de.

Lincoln stared up at the fading stars and t hought what a wondrous fact, what a mracle; he

consi dered the new worlds out there, waiting to be discovered, strange planets and civilisations,
and it was alnost too nuch to conprehend that, when he died and was reborn, he too would venture
out on that greatest diaspora of all

He drove home slowy, tired after the exertions of the night. Only when he turned down the cart
track, and saw the white Fiat parked outside the cottage, was he rem nded of his daughter.

He told hinself that he woul d nake an effort today: he would not reprimnd her for saying nothing

about Barbara's illness, wouldn't even question her. God knows, he had never done anything to earn
her trust and affection: it was perfectly understandable that she had conplied with her nother's

| ast w shes.

Still, despite his resolve, he felt a slow fuse of anger burning within himas he clinbed fromthe
Range Rover and let hinself into the house.

He nmoved to the kitchen to make hinself a coffee, and as he was crossing the hall he noticed that
Susanne's coat was missing fromthe stand, and |ikew se her boots from beneath it.

From the kitchen wi ndow he | ooked up at the broad sweep of the moorland, fleeced in brilliant
snow, to the gold and silver |am nated sunri se.

He made out Susanne's slimfigure silhouetted against the brightness. She | ooked small and
vul nerabl e, set agai nst such vastness, and Lincoln felt sonething nove within him an enotion |ike
sadness and regret, the realisation of squandered opportunity.

On inpul se he fetched his coat, left the cottage and followed the trail of her deep footprints up
the hillside to the crest of the rise.

She heard the crunch of his approach, turned and gave a wan half-smile. "Adnmiring the view, " she
whi sper ed.

He stood beside her, staring down at the linmtless expanse of the | and, conprehensively white save
for the | ee sides of the dry-stone walls, the occasional distant farnhouse.

Years ago he had taken | ong wal ks with Susanne, enjoyed sumer afternoons together on the wild and
undul ati ng noorl and. Then she had grown, netanorphosed into a teenager he had no hope of

conpr ehendi ng, a unique individual - no |longer a nmalleable child - over whom he had no control. He
had found hinmsel f, as she cane nore and nore to resenble her nother and take Barbara's side in
every argunment, in a mnority of one

He had become increasingly enbittered, over the years. Now he wanted to reach out to Susanne, nake
some gesture to show her that he cared, but found hinself unable to even contenplate the overture
of reconciliation.

In the distance, mles away on the far horizon, was the faerie structure of the Station, its tower
flashi ng sunlight.

At |ast she said, "I'msorry," so softly that he hardly heard.
Hi s voice seened too |oud by conparison. "I understand," he said.
She shook her head. "I don't think you do." She paused. Tears filled her eyes, and he wondered why

she was crying |like this.
"Susanne..."
"But you don't understand."

"I do," he said gently. "Your nother didn't want nme to know about her illness - she didn't want ne
around. Christ, | was a pain enough to her when she was perfectly well."

"It wasn't that," Susanne said in a small voice. "You see, she didn't want you to know that she'd
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been wrong."

"Wong?" He stared at her, not conprehendi ng. "Wong about what ?"

She took a breath, said, "Wong about the inplant,'
her cheeks.

and tears escaped her eyes and tracked down

Lincoln felt sonething tighten within his chest, constrict his throat, making words difficult.
"What do you nean?" he asked at |ast.

"Faced with death, in the last weeks... it was too nmuch. |... | persuaded her to think again. At
| ast she realised she'd been wong. A week before she died, she had the inplant." Susanne | ooked
away, hot wanting, or not daring, to |l ook upon his reaction to her duplicity.

He found it inpossible to speak, much | ess order his thoughts, as the realisation coursed through
hi m

Good God. Barbara. .
He felt then |ove and hate, desire and a flare of anger.
Susanne sai d: "She made nme swear not to tell you. She hated you, towards the end."

"I't was ny fault," he said. "I was a bastard. | deserved everything. It's conpl ex, Susanne, so
bl oody damed conpl ex - |oving soneone and hating themat the sane tinme, needing to be al one and
yet needi ng what they can give."

A wind sprang up, lifting a tress of his daughter's hair. She fingered it back into place behind
her ear. "I heard fromher three nmonths ago - a kind of CD thing delivered fromny local Station
She told me that she'd been terribly cruel in not telling you. I... | neant to come up and tel

you earlier, but I had no idea how you'd react. | kept putting it off. | came up yesterday because

it was the | ast chance before she returns."

"When?" Lincoln asked, suddenly aware of the steady pounding of his heart.

"Today, " Susanne said. She glanced at her watch. "At noon today - at this Station."

"This Station?" Lincoln said. "OF all the hundreds in Britain?" He shook his head, sone unnaneabl e
enotion making words difficult. "Wat... what does she want?"

"To see you, of course. She wants to apol ogise. She told me she's |earned a great nmany things up
there, and one of them was conpassion."

Ch, Christ, he thought.
"Susanne," he said, "I don't think | could face your nother right now"

She turned to him "Please," she said, "please, this tinme, can't you nake the effort - for nme?
What do you think it's been |ike, watching you two fight over the years?"

Li ncol n baul ked at the idea of neeting this resurrected Barbara, this reconstructed, conpassionate
creature. He wanted nothing of her pity.

"Look," Susanne said at last, "she's |leaving soon, going to some star | can't even pronounce. She
wants to say goodbye."

Li ncol n | ooked towards the horizon, at the coruscating tower of the Station

"We used to walk a ot round here when | was young,
in her voice, a final appeal

Susanne said. There was a note of desperation
Li ncol n | ooked at his watch. It was al nost nine. They could just nake it to the Station by m dday,
if they set off now

He wondered if he would have been able to face Barbara, had she intended to stay on Earth.
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At last, Lincoln reached out and took his daughter's hand.

They wal ked down the hill, through the snow, towards the achingly beautiful tower of the Onward
Stati on.
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