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for my father

Nobody said it would befair

They warned you before you went out there
There saways a chance to get restarted
Toanew world, new life

Scarred but smarter

drivin' n" cryin’, “ Scarred but Smarter”

PART ONE
victory city

(toreignin hdl)

Nothing in the sky with nothing. No moon, no stars. Just a canopy of black swallowing the light. Lucky
break for the fox. Tough break for the hounds.

Scentless, thisfox. Normaly, there' sa subdermd transmitter. Y ou implant it — it lasts for about a
month, then dissolves harmlesdy in the bloodstream. A month is a decent observation period to make
sure there’ s no dementia. That' s procedure.

Procedure hadn’t been followed.

The crigp October wind swept againgt me as| cut in and out of Quincy and Prescott. Deserted streets.
No thermals. A serious fuckup, this, apotentia disaster.

Voices crackled in my ear. Slow Bridge reporting equal success. “History of heart problems” | said.
“Well documented. Now he' srunning. He' s scared. We have to find him before he drops.”

“Maybe we should back off?" said Bridge.

“Y eah, let him calm down on hisown?” said Slow.

“Not in hisright mind, wandering off, athreat to himself and others? No thanks,” | said. “And that’son
you, Slow, because you botched the protocols. Y ou spooked him. Y ou took your eyes off him. If he
getshurt, it sonyou.”

“Okay, | getit,” shesaid. “Ydl at melater.”

We made the rounds. Silence on the channel until Bridge caled out: “He' shere— he' s past the
Fogg!” And then: “He s doubling back!”

But shelost him, and called his namefruitlesdy until | caught up.

“He' squick for an old Popsicle,” she gpologized, panting hard, hair in her eyes. “ Army trained, right?’

“Marine”

“Took meto school. Vanished. It’slike he owns the campus.”



“Hewent here,” | reminded her.

Shesighed. “Why can't hebeaYdie?’

We stood under the Statue of Three Lies, adumping, seated figure with the inscription: John Harvard,
Founder, 1638. Wrong person, wrong founder, wrong year. But it was Harvard University, nevertheless,
where|’d dreamt of going to medical school back when | was young and naive about the world. Tourists
used to touch the statue’ sfoot for luck. That’swhat Bridge was doing now.

| pulled up a schematic and tried to ignore Slow’ s voice on the channel . Something about how it
shouldn’t matter how trained or skilled heis because he' sjust ahuman being, aclassic, while we three
stood a cut above on the evolutionary tree.

“Soane, we' velost home-turf advantage,” Bridge said. “He sthefarmer.” I'd once told them that the
best soldiersin the world aretactically disadvantaged if they don’t know theterrain they' refighting in—
and any farmer who knows the ins and outs of hisfarm could outwit or get the drop on those soldiersiif
they weren't careful. Good to know they’ d been paying attention.

“Sothink like he' sthinking. Y ou know the area. Y ou’ re being chased. Where' sthe best placeto lose
someone?’

“Down?’

“Down.”

Into the tunnels went my hounds. Harvard was built atop avast network of infrastructure— a
[abyrinthine underworld of steam lines, boilers, dectrica relays and such — and as the school ran out of
room to expand above ground, it continued to build below. An excellent placeto hide.

A flurry of comm chatter asthey found him. They tried to calm him but he ran, so | had them herd him
up to where | waswaiting, syringe in hand. He was abear of aman, white-haired, square-jawed, with a
face that inspired confidence. But sallow now, haunted, confused. He' d spent decadesin cold storage,
revived only now that we' d found a cure for the microbes that nearly put an end to the entire human race.
We d cut the disease out of him, but the last stages of it had Ieft their mark. | could seeitin hiseyes. Was
| an enemy soldier to him?What combat flashback was hereliving? It was asif we d turned the flood
back, but the water damage remained.

He wanted past me and | wouldn’'t move, so helunged and | caught his punch with my ribs. Clinched
him long enough. He let out acry like awounded animd, staggered off alittle ways, and fell. Helay on
the grass, sprawled out, staring wild-eyed up at us, clutching hisarm where I’ d pricked him. | nodded as
the sedative took hold, trying to look asreassuring as | could. Sobbing, he curled into atight fetal ball. In
my pocket | found my stethoscope, and | put it on to listen to his heart.

“Relax, Mr. President,” | told him. “It’' sgoing to be okay.”

| didn’t know the man. Didn't vote for him. Didn’t particularly care for him, but then | didn’t much
carefor his opponent, ether. Infairness, | don't have avery high opinion of most politicians. | agree with
the man who said, “ Politicsisthe art of looking for trouble, finding it everywhere, diagnosing it
incorrectly, and applying thewrong remedies.” That would be Marx.

Groucho, not Karl.

Left to my own devices, I'd never have thawed the POTUS out. Hdll, I’ d never have thawed out
anyone. | was born to be adoctor (designed to be one, redlly), but I never took the Hippocratic oath.
Evenif | had, the few thousand cryopreserved humans secreted throughout the world weren’'t my
patients. Not in my book. No, they’ d cooled their hedsfor forty years; they could stay frosty for alittle
longer.

It hadn’t been my call. I’ d been outvoted, four to one. Just because we had the ability to bring people
out didn’t mean that we should. My argument. But, ethically spesking, it was't right to leave them
frozen. So my friends said. And though I’ d been tempted to pick up and go — old habitsdie hard — |
stayed to help.

Onefriend in particular: Naomi d Oliveira, better known as Pandora. Shewas, I’ d cometo redlize,



the best of us. Because she didn’t want to be. Vashti, |saac and Champagne had won my friendship, but
they were hypocrites with enormous egos. And the same could be said for me. But Pandora had aquiet
strength, and she was undeterred. Not untouched by the grief of the world — not dead inside, as1’d
been for so many years— but smply unwilling to let it stop her. Indomitable. She/ d believed in melong
after anyone ever should have. She gave up her sght for me. More than afriend, Pandora, much more
than that now.

While my security team and | escorted the POTUS to New Cambridge Hospita for tests and
observation, shewastrying to restore life. No mean fedt. It'svery easy to annihilate someone you're
trying to revive.

Y ou have to get the metabolism going again, but carefully. Y ou’ d better protect the brain with
everything you' ve got, because normal circulation can redlly fuck it up. Free radicals and metabolites can
do mgjor cerebral damage during “reboot,” so you can't be too quick, but you can’t be dow, either,
because you' re up against the process of cellular decay. Thedreaded “ I,” ischemia, thefast track to the
brain withering, becauseit is't getting the oxygen and other nutrientsit needs. It' sabaancing act to flush
out the cryoprotectant and then flood the body with molecular scissors— Vashti’ s specia blend — the
onesthat can cleave Black Ep from the genome like chaff from wheat. That “turns back theflood,” but
there sl al the“water damage’ to repair, al the myriad degeneration the plague did during its stay.
More often than not, some of the patient’s mgjor organs are shot, which means accel erated therapeutic
cloning isrequired. If the new organs play nicein the old body, it'stime to shock the heart and fire up the
brain, and cross your fingers the ultrastructural damageisn't too bad.

To see Pandorawork, you' d never know she was blind. Maachi helped guide her — our old pd,
Mal, an artificid intelligence who could serve as her eyesviacamerasin thelab, and even asaforce
beyond her eyes via biodegradable microcamerasinjected into the patient’ s capillaries. But Mal could
only do so much. Asacomputer program, he lacked intuition — and that was where Pandora excelled.

“She goes againgt the odds and wins,” hetold me. “Not always, but enough to make me wonder what
she understandsthat | don’t.”

“Power of the subconscious,” | shrugged.

On that night, everything was going wrong. Touch and go. It had been arisky atempt to begin with,
this patient suffering from adegree of cdlular necrosisjust at the borderline of what we fed comfortable
trying to save.

ICBA, Ma predicted. Irreversible cessation of brain activity. Vashti joined the operation and
reluctantly agreed with Ma. But Pandorawouldn’t hear of it.

“He'safighter,” shesad. “Hewantsto live.”

In the end they saved him. She came home, pale and exhausted. | took her to bed, rubbed the tension
from her shoulders and told her she couldn’t keep working these hours. | said shewas risking her hedlth.
She kissed my cheek and told me not to worry. She knew her limits.

| doubted it.

But we could talk about it later, | supposed, in one of the rare windows of time when neither of us had
anything immediate to do. I’ d watched those windows shrink over the past year. Sometimes | felt likel
wasin alightlessroom.

Okay, s0 you can bring a person back to life. But you can’t just thaw and run. The thawed have
questions. It' saconfusing time for them. Even the ones without dementia. First of dl, they don’t know
how long they’ ve dept. Most are prepared for ayear or two. Tell them it’s been over forty, and their
worldview curdles. It'sabig hit to take. It helpsto put it in context.

For Rip Van Winkle was old and gray,

And twenty summers had passed away—

Yes, twenty winters of snow and frost

Had he in his mountain slumber lost.



Soit’sthe double plus Rip Van Winkle coma, or 2RV W+, which sounds like the far sde of forever.
Fortunately, there are mitigating factors. For one thing, cryopreservation putsabullet in the natura aging
process — the thawed are no older nor grayer than they were at the moment they were frozen. Vanity
mitigates. For another, the timethey lost — al the summers and winters | spent and they didn't — well,
they didn’t really missanything. Just al the struggles my friends and | went through — but who were we,
right? Everyone they knew — friends, enemies, rivas, paliticians, news makers and trendsetters— well,
they were either dead or in cryonic stasis like them. Envy mitigates.

Hey, you haven't lost your looks, and you redly haven't [ost any time, So you can save your mourning
for the dead. Which, in fairness, they did. The thawed had |ost more than any generation before them,
more than any generation in human history. It'sawful hard to mitigate adead family. And that was always
one of thefirst questionsthey’ d ask. What about my loved ones? What happened to them?

To which you have to be absolutely direct, because anything eseiscrudl.

Other questionsinclude: Wheream 1?

New Cambridge Hospital.

New Cambridge?

That’swhat we call Cambridge now. Cambridge, Massachusetts. Do you remember being frozen?

Y ou'rejust amilefrom where that procedure took place.

Am| going to live?

Yes. You are no longer infected. Our medical staff ismonitoring your condition closdly and will work
to repair any lasting damage the plague may have caused.

What'sit like out there?

It'sanew day. Black Ep was the biggest threat humankind has ever faced, but we ve beaten it at last.

How many survivors?

No human beings survived the plague. It emptied the world, claiming every last man, woman and child.

Then how are we still here?

Posthumans.

Like on the news?

Right. Genetically engineered offspring with redundant organs and enhanced immune systems.
Designed by the biotech company Gedaechtnisin the darkest days of the plague. Posthumans, PH.

Y ou'relooking a one now.

S0 you saved us?

Not me personaly, but yes. It took decadesto find acure. That wasthefirst step, “Response.” Thisis
the next step, “Recovery.” New Cambridge hasthe largest collection of cryopreserved individuds
anywherein theworld. We are conducting triage here, disaster relief. Those who can berevived will be
revived. Our god isthe continued eradication of Black Ep and the resuscitation and treatment of infected
peoples. To that end, we have established an ad hoc government, as was proposed by the Emergency
Plague Powers Act back in 42 BR.

What's 42 BR?

The year you were frozen. Forty-two years “Before Recovery.” I'm afraid the old calendars have
changed.

What' s going to happen to me?

That' s the magic question. Once they ask you that, you know they’ re starting to look forward instead
of back. So you reassure them that their options are wide open so long as they don't do anything crimina
or crazy. Assoon asthey’re given aclean bill of health, they’ re free to go anywhere in the world they
want. Not much civilization beyond our fence, admittedly, but that’ s what pioneers are for. Godspeed.
That said, here you give them the Invitation, encouraging them to stick around and help rebuild the
promise of thefuture.

Thisis Y ear One of the New World and you' re smack dab in the center of it: New Cambridge,
Victory City. Here beats the heart of the Recovery, and it’ s beating strong. Y ou have agolden
opportunity to livein the latest, greatest city on planet Earth. Be apart of it. Pitch in. Why struggle for



food and shelter when we have gourmet dining and luxury gpartments? All you haveto do is contribute.
We have many jobs available. We have farming, congtruction, renovation, acquisition, counseling and
service postions, and if you lack training it will be provided free of charge. Y ou' velost family and friends
— we have counsg ors here who can help you through your pain. Y ou’ re not alone. We ve thawed out
over athousand people— you' || make friends here. Y ou can renew yoursdlf. And here you give them
the Doctrine. Y ou pass on a philosophy, something solid for them to push againgt. Thisworldis
collective. Thisisit right now and we'redl init together. Let’ sfind anew way of living wherewe dl look
out for each other. Thefutureisbig and bright and full of opportunity — let’ sexplore it together.

That' swhat a Greeter does. It's an important job because you' re thefirst person they get to talk to,
and what you do setsthe tonefor therest of their stay. I’ d tried it for thefirst three weeks of the
Recovery, but didn’t have the temperament for it. Just not my bag. The last straw came when, after |
explained the Situation to this one guy, he kept asking meif it wasajoke. Are you kidding me? Isthisa
practical joke? Ninetimeshe asked me. | said yes. God, yes. | sat back and told him that he was dead,
| was the motherfucking devil, thiswas Hell, and welcometoit.

“Same as any other business. Build your brand with the right team around you, a strong team,
empowering them. Then it’sa question of understanding the market, taking initiative, outthinking your
competition and leveraging your strengths. Same dedl. I’ d never tradeit, but it isn't, you know, magicd.
When you'reakid and you grow up in the family business you think maybe it might be, but no. It isn’t
Willy Wonka.”

Mars had afirst name, but I’ ve forgotten it. He was atwitchy, chatty sort, friendly enough, but
damaged in the way that so many of them were — overwhelmed by the fedings that crop up from a
brush with oblivion and determined not to drown in them. Just another absurd, privileged, saif-deluded,
guilt-ridden human being, thrilled to be dive.

“And it'smorethan just chocolate. Many people don't realize that. We ve got vending management
systems, information technology, not to mention coffee, pet foods, Uncle Ben'sRice. We re diversified.”

Theroya we. Bad habit with the CEOs. We have thisand we have that. Right. Who's we? Black Ep
had annihilated billions. Marswas donein theworld. A couple thousand tycoons had been lucky enough
to finagle cryonic suspension, but their management teams had not. To say nothing of their labor forces.
Y ou can own anything you like on paper, but who' s going to run the factories? Who' sgoing to el the
merchandise? Let done buy it?

Capitdist exigtentiaism— “How do | prove my wealth and status now that the world’ s been
destroyed?’ — had given rise to a collector culture. With so many abandoned possessions available for
the taking, many thawed would establish a pecking order based on who had the most cars, jewdry,
gadgets, olive forks and so on. With the economy in shambles, they competed to see who had the rarest
of therare, who had acomplete set, etc. Useless pastime asfar as| was concerned, but | pointed out the
fleamarket aswe passed it by.

Mars wanted to know if we' d thawed anyone from Hershey or Nestle. Scoping the competition. One
of the first questions he asked.

“I don’t know how anyone’ s supposed to come back from adisaster likethis,” he sad, asif surfing
my thoughts. “But we sureas hell havetotry.”

“Sureashdl,” | agreed. “ Assuming you' retaking about civilization in genera and not just your candy
empire”

He arched an eyebrow. “The one doesn't preclude the other?’

| interrupted my tour of our little utopiato look at him, eyeto eye, because | wanted him to
understand. “It just might,” | said. “ Do you want some free advice?’

“Aslong asit’sfree”

“Mr. Mars, the past isgone. Y ou can't return to the status quo. Y ou can’t chase afantasy. When you
do, you waste everyone' s valuable time, and worse than that you disrespect the sacrificeswe ve al had



to make. Maybe someday you'll have a chance at reclaiming everything you' velogt, but right now it's
adapt or die. So embrace the Doctrine.”

Hewaslistening. | watched the whedlsturn.

“Inthe meantime,” | told him, “if | find any unemployed Oompa L oompas wandering about, I'll be
sureto let you know”

“Isthat your rolein this?’

“To look for Oompa Loompas?’

“To push the Doctrine?’

Overhead, geese winged their way south. Follow the leader. | tracked the V with my eyes.

“No. Y ou can do what you want. It'syour life. Livein the past. Live stupidly. | won't push. | won't
interfere at al unlessyou cause trouble. But trust me, you'll be alot happier if you livein the now. Hence
the Doctrine, hence the advice.”

Marsdidn’'t seem like he' d be trouble and he wasn't obsessed with what’ s the best part of town
and what’sin fashion, so | answered dl his questions and made a point of introducing himto al the
good apples| could find. Good apples make ahuge difference. Wake up with so little left and you might
be desperate to bond — so we tried to get the newly thawed to bond with our supporters, the oneswho
believed in what we were trying to do.

Handshakes, business cards, link numbers— dl the rituals and buzzwords, al the trappings of
corporate culture. They found it comforting, and | couldn’t argue with it, though | couldn’t relatetoit,
ether. One dog sniffs another — Who' s the alpha, you or me?

I’'m not big on hierarchies. Don't like groups. Don't play well with others. But | can't isolate myself
anymore. Not when | have responsibilities and — like the old poem goes— promisesto keep.

Because Marswas new, he served as alightning rod for the regulars. Asthe ultra-rich tended to
socidize only within their circle, many aready knew him from before the plague. Those who hadn’t
wanted to greet him and take his measure, which meant | could trot him out in front of me and duck most
of the questions about the President. Word had traveled, but rumor had traveled farther.

“He' sfing” | assured them. “Resting comfortably. Prognosisisgood; I'm sure he'll be up and running
the free world again before you know it.”

Everything’ s lovely. Everything's better than perfect. Shut up. Trust me, thisis the best of all
possible worlds.

“Y ou make people nervous,” said Mars, once |’d moved us on.

“Dol?

“Wadll, there' s something unsettling about the lot of you. The different genes— the whole * not quite
human’ thing. But there' s something about you specificaly, if you don’t mind my saying. The bright
orange hair, maybe.”

“Never trust aredhead.”

“I’ve heard that before,” he said. “The mark of Cain. Also Judas, | remember. My family’s Chrigtian,
but | broke from thefaith along time ago.”

Cain, Judas and the Egyptian murder god, Set. Thank you, exotic gene for red hair, MC1R. Not
terribly long ago, they burned redheads as witches. In Egypt they buried them dive. I’ d been buried dive
once. Didn’t carefor it. Had yet to be burned.

Mars had picked up on something, but it had lessto do with hair color and more with agrowing
fedling among the thawed that | was not their greatest friend, that | did not love them unconditionaly, and
that any who wanted to gum up the wheedls of progress might not likewhat I’d do in return.

I’d made mysdlf the one PH who wouldn’t budge. No, I’ d done more than that. | had been keeping a
very close watch on the bad apples, and while my day job consisted largely of solving their disputes with
kindness and understanding, I’ d been moonlighting as ahammer. Asatrip wire. Asapoison pill.

Someone who' d even think of threatening the people | cared about, or the fragile peace they’d
achieved — wdll, that poor misguided prick had to understand that the cost would far outweigh the
benefits. He had to know it, so | made sure he knew it. By putting fear in his heart. Because no onedse
would. Because it had to be done.



Another reason why I’ d embarked on my campaign of intimidation: it made mevisible. I'd cometo the
conduson: If | find the troublemakers and make myself the flashpoint for their anger, thiswill
insulate my friends. And so it had, but only to a degree.

“White Crane Spreads Wings,” Mars said. He d taken sight of aline of men and women making sow,
steady movements on the lawn of the Harvard Square Hotel, each maneuver flowing smoothly into the
next.

“Youdota chi?’

“It'show | relax.”

“Beginner or expert?’

He shrugged. “1 put in eight years.”

“Canyou fight?’

“Fight? Never tried. To me, it'sjust for relieving stress. When | got sick, it was practically the only
thing that helped me. I’'m good on the forms, but still can’'t meditate for shit.”

“That's Getty,” | said, indicating the graceful, white-haired instructor. *“He never turns away astudent,
and if you're interested in doing more than that, | know he’ slooking for someone to teach abeginners
class”

| made introductions. When called upon, the candy mogul demonstrated decent technique — despite
protestations of rust — and promptly won himsdf the job.

He seemed willing to integrate with the community, meet people, get involved, pitch in— pogtive
indicators that Mars would in fact be one of the good ones, neither obsessed with fortuneslost nor so
overwhelmed by grief asto be unable to participate in the Recovery. One less person to worry about
made my job that much easier.

“Ta chi chuan,” hetold me. “| guessthat’ s one reason to get up in the morning. Now | just haveto
find afew others”

Hewas on hisway.

When the Roman Empire would set out for war, a consul would go to atemple of Mars and chant,
“Marsvigilal” Mars, awaken! Then he' d shake the sacred lances, the ones that had been consecrated
inthewar god's name. | had to shake the sacred lance mysdf about then, so | made a pit stop at
Grendd’s.

Grendd’ s Den had been an infamous Cambridge hangout, catering to Harvard students, faculty and
aumni. A subterranean monster-themed restaurant/bar | might have frequented had | actually goneto
school here. We' d pegged it asagood place for the thawed to relax, and had prioritized its renewal over
al the other bars and clubsin the neighborhood. Since then the Planning Commission had reopened a
sports bar, ameat market, acigar club and a serious drinker’ sbar. Alcohol could sometimes make
patrons aggressive — I’ d found that out firsthand — but it aso played abig part in placating the masses.
It was adrinker’s culture. Facing the future was hard enough, but without martini lunches and brandy
snifters— or at the very least, AA — that was unthinkable.

Out of the bathroom, | found Marstelling his story to one of the bartenders— “unofficia grief
counsglors,” some called them, though we had retrained anumber of the thawed to serve as official ones
aswdll. Everyone wanted to talk about what they’ d lost. Only natural. Human nature. But I’ d gotten
pretty tired of it. I'd lost my fair share and then some, but didn’t see the point in broadcasting my woesto
every new person | met. Why bother? To bond over shared tragedies? How could they even share?

Hi, I'm Gabrid.

Hi, Gabrigl!

Right, well, it's Halloween now. Long story. Everyone cdlsme Hd.

Hi, Hal!

Right. So. I’'m agenetically engineered experiment, optimized to survive the Black Ep plague. There
were only nine otherslike mein the world and four of them are dead. My parents are awitches brew of
genetic materia — whichisto say, | never met them — and the two people who went around calling
themsalves my parents were actualy computer programs. That' s because | spent thefirst eighteen years
of my lifeinavirtual smulation, onewherethe painful truth about Black Ep was hidden from me. Y ou



had to watch billions die dowly from the disease, sure, but | had to absorb that knowledge all at once
and nearly went mad from it. One of my friends went on amurderous rampage. My first love committed
suicide. So did my son. I’ vekilled and I" ve buried. | don’t even have my idyllic childhood to measure it
al againgt, because that part of my memory’ s been zapped, and after twenty-five years of trying to
recover it, dl | have are scraps. Everything I’ ve been through isfor agood cause, of course, your cauise,
you people who wouldn't give in, who wanted to triumph over nonexistence. That’s where we comein.
And so0 herel am with them, the posthumans, the only ones who can understand what I’ ve been through.
And only one of them really does. We've defeated Black Ep and worked to bring you back from the
brink of death, and some of you are grateful and some of you are asshats. Would you be shocked to
discover that | fed just awee bit dienated from each and every one of you?

How could they relate to that?

It'snotlikel had anax to grind. | didn't. | just didn’t fed warm and fuzzy with these people. They
weren't my tribe,

God knowsit could have been different. WWhen we got out — when we learned what wasredl and
what wasn't — we found letters. Letters from elementary school classes, kidsfrom al over the world
wishing uswell, drawing pictures, telling us about their families, praying for usto someday best the
plague.

And yet they weren't frozen. They weren't lucky enough. Rich enough. Well-connected enough. So
they’re gone. They don't get to come back. But the CEO of Nike? Here. So were the top execs of
Pfizer and Fannie Mae. Just like the Sultan of Brunel, the last big Oscar winner and the chairman of the
RNC.

Did | have sympathy for these people? Some. Could | treat them fairly and well? Of course. But a
zookeeper doesn't have to love hisanimals. He only hasto take care of them. And not turn his back on
the carnivores.

“Just listen,” said one of Las Vegas swedthiest casno owners, a spiffily dressed hulking mass of
futility.

“WEe ve been through this.”

He blocked my path when | tried to move past him.

“Twenty percent. That'sakilling. And just for doing your job!” | shook him off me. Everyone wanted
something.

By the pool tablesin the back | found Grendel’ s proprietor, the former mgjority shareholder of
Eastman Kodak. I’ d nicknamed him Kody. He' d nicknamed me Thursday — no explanation why.

Hisreal name was Suchart Shinawatra. A reclusive Tha national who'd made billions over the years,
Kody was the sole exception to my rule— he’ d won me over early on, being the one captain of industry
who could cons stently make me smile.

“Ho, Thursday. Isit President season aready?’

“Y ou heard about that, did you?’

“Tak of thetown!”

He offered aquick game of 9-ball, which | refused, as he knew | would. He didn’t really want meto
play. When you rack up, the 1-ball goesin the head spot, the 9 goes in the center, and the other balls
make random parts of the diamond. Not so random when Kody did it — the 5-ball at the right corner
meant he had intelligence for me, and the 8-ball touching the 5 meant it wasn't safeto tell it now. Kody
was the eyes and ears of the town, my most useful source of strategic information by far. We had to talk
obliquely and walk afine line— he couldn’t be seen asmy spy. Since first meeting him, I’ d been trying
to use him as abuffer between hisfellow thawed and mysdf. For amultibillionaire, he was remarkably
unassuming about himsalf — even better, he was a natural mediator, someone who could inspire reason
and tractability.

“Rumorsareflying,” hetold me, keeping up the harmless, less clandestine talk about the President. “If
you have the man, you have to bring him out. Show people he' sunhurt.”

“Workingonit.”

“Twenty-five,” Vegasruddy interrupted. “It's proprietary software. Y ou know I’ m getting screwed!”



He had a stake in Mammon, apopular casino system played through the links. Thawed matched skill
and luck throughout town; atable of Kody’ s patrons were in mid — craps game as we spoke. Vast
sums of virtua money were won and logt, and the real-money subscription fees were supposed to trickle
into Vegas s pocket. Not any longer, thanksto arecent explait in the payment subroutine.

“It'sal worthless anyway. Thisis a post-apocalyptic barter economy, or did that somehow escape
your attention?”

“Then they should damn well barter for it,” he said, steering me away from Kody. “Gold, my man, is
disaster-proof. Always keepsitsvaue.”

I shook my head. No one knew what was valuable anymore.

“Look around and what do we see? Solid-gold watches, platinum rings, diamond cuff links. | set a
barter price, you enforce the law and take your cut. Or don’t you think | should be compensated for
providing aservice?’

“Don’'t much care, honestly. Evenif | did, | don’t have the time or manpower to enforce pre-Recovery
commercid law. Try petitioning the Assembly.”

“I want you to help me,” he pressed, voice loud enough to draw afew curious stares. “1 know you
won't screw me over.”

“Y ou know that, huh?’

“Y ou' re an honorable man.”

“I don’'t havetimefor this.”

“Shit, neither do I! I'm tired of not getting what’ srightfully mine. And | need it for leverage.”

“Take your hands off me,” | said, but he only gripped my jacket tighter.

“Aren’'t you here to help me? How much do you want, thirty? Forty?’

“You can't buy me, so take your hands—"

“I can't buy you, huh? Motherfucking People s Republic of Cambridge! Y ou miserable socidist piece
of—"

Hewas screaming in my face. | could smell his bregkfast and fed flecks of his spit on my cheek. And
he wouldn't give up my jacket. So | took hiswrist and twisted it. Not enough for the bone to snap, just
enough to persuade himto let go. Restraint. He took a knee and an expression of anguish. Then came the
yelp. Louder than I’ d expected. At once, everyone in the bar was gawping at me, as skittish and silent as
deer. Not just the bad apples— the good ones, too. Even Kody had lost his voice and his nerve,
suddenly unableto look meinthe eye.

| left before anyone thought to start broadcasting. Outside, Mars wouldn't say much to me, and what
he did say was s0 soft, it drowned in the autumn wind.

Was | wrong to use physicd force?

In principle, no, | decided.

Did the pros outweigh the cons?

| didn’t know.

What | did know was the Situation was getting more and more fragile as days went by, and my temper
kept getting shorter. If | wasn't careful, the whole thing could collapse. And | realized, reluctantly, that
wewere alot closer to that than I' d feared.

1AR: New Cambridge Restaurant Reviews

HARVEST

44 Brattle Street, Harvard Square, New Cambridge, link: * Harvest”
M —Sa 12pm-10 pm, Su 11am-3pm

New Cambridge' sfirst Recovery-age restaurant isaso its best, thanksto the inspired vive cuisne
crestions of celebrity chef Francisco Fierro. Whether you' re nestled in the warm-wooded interior or in



the verdant splendor of the outdoor garden café, Harvest offers the finest upscale dining experience
available today. Though the serviceis notorioudy spotty, the crystd isdways shining, and the vegetarian
and near-vegetarian meals are as hedlthy asthey are delightful. A globe-spanning winelistissureto
please dl but the most exacting oenophile, and patrons unanimoudy adore Fierro’ s signature desserts.
The honey-and-vanilla-drizzled panna cotta d one isworth coming out of hibernation for.

“A poor subgtitute for Pandora.”

“Y ou’re not my favorite dinner companion, either,” 1saac replied, taking a seat opposite me at the
outdoor table. Over the past few years he' d eliminated his goatee, cultivating a clean, bland, professond
look. His clove brown head remained as bad asamarble egg.

“She double-shifting again?’

“Y ou know how itis”

“Oh, sure. A physician’ swork is never done.”

“She’sputting in alot of hours,” he admitted. “ The cost of trying to get back on schedule. Now if we
brought more doctors out, or gave more responsibility to the ones we have, the situation might be
different. Of course, Vashti thinksthat’ s dangerous.”

“With good reason.”

“With some supporting evidence, yes,” he sad, quaifying it, conflicted as ever about giving up the
secret we' d kept from the thawed. “ Anyway, Pan’s dear to me, too. Y ou know | keep an eye on her.
Try to set your mind at ease.”

My lips curved into not quite asmile. He stared wanly at me.

Isaac and | had never been particularly chummy. We'd put our differences aside because we' d
bonded over onething: children. HE d lost hisand I’ d lost mine. So to hear the man telling me not to
worry about Pandora— it was anice gesture, but useless. He knew it. But what else could he say?

“Good to seeyou again, Mr. Abddrazek, Mr. Hal,” said the waitress, and from her body language |
decided she meant it in Isaac’ s case. She was aheadliner, ayoung and radiant ingénue who' d made quite
anamefor hersaf despite— or perhaps because of — an enigmatic blankness that made her ook
vulnerable and dightly stupid. There' s an old adage about actors and waiters, but this one had never
waited tablesin her life until we assgned her to Harvest. We had an unofficid but tacitly agreed-upon
policy of putting the thawed to work in the food-service indusiry as afirst job. It helped kill the idea that
anyone was too good for hard, honest labor, though not everyone could make the transition smoothly. To
help her dong, I’ d suggested sheview it asresearch for arole. I’ d pointed out that, at the height of his
success, Andy Kaufman had worked as a busboy to keep in touch with the common man, but she'd had
no ideawho hewas. Way before her time. Mine, too, but | was adogged fan of surred, anarchic humor.
Given my fucked-up past, there’ snoway | couldn’t be.

Shetook our drink orders. Isaac flirted with her. Lonely bastard. Among the thawed, he wielded a
charm that was as effective asit was empty. He could have enticed the blank beauty into hisbed —
surely, for after saving so many lives, we were celebrities even to celebrities— and yet | knew that he
would not. He wouldn’t entangle himsdlf. Too focused on hiswork. But it meant something to know that
he could.

| watched the other tables to see who waswatching us. A fraction of the construction team had
clustered around a nearby space heater. Two members of the Y acht Club were keeping tabs. And a
table of phobes decked out in full antimicrobia gear, fear-flecked eyes peeking out from behind their
masks. Good luck trying to eet in those things. Phobes were aminority, dbeit asizable one, anuisance
about town with al their linkspam and graffiti. Soganslike “How safeis‘safe ?” typified the movement.
All day long you could tell them that Black Ep was under control now, anightmare they didn’t haveto
worry about anymore. Not once would they listen. A persistent reminder that we were, above dl ese, a
plague culture — damage had been done.

“Nice crowd,” said Isaac, and whether he meant temperament or numbers didn’t matter much to me.
He wanted something and was sdling.

“What?" | asked him. *Y ou want to talk about the President’ s dementia? Or how Sloane let him run



off?1 aready spoketo her.”

“1 want to talk about you.”

“Havea it

“Grendd’s” hesad. “Thearm twisting.”

“Oh, that. It'snothing.”

“Of courseitis”

“He put his hands on me. Bad precedent!”

“Youtorealigament.”

“And?’

“And it sthekind of act that builds resentment.”

“There sdready resentment.”

“Admittedly. Hal, | seeit every day, and | dedl with it every day. What | don't do is exacerbateit.
Y ou' re using too much force. Period. | need you to cool it.”

“And you think that’s best?’

“I think it would make my job easier!”

The drinks came. After the waitressleft again | said, “Who'sasking me, Isaac? Y ou or the
Asmbly?

“ldedlly, I'd like to keep this out of the Assembly. For your sake.”

“Wadll, if thisisan unofficia request — just you and me— I'll think abouit it.”

He studied me from behind hiswineglass. “Y ou have to think about not using excessive force? How
much contemplation do you suppose it merits?’

“Y ou're not seeing the whole picture,” | said, “and frankly I’ m not sure you can!”

“Why not?’

“Blinded by your job.”

“Oh?1’m the smile and you' re the teeth?’

“Y ou gpproach thisfrom a‘how can | make everybody happy’ perspective. Y ou want everyoneto
likeyou. | approach it from asecurity perspective. Threat assessment, that’ smy rolein this. And this
nice-looking crowd we have — most respect us, some revere us, but there' s a growing number who are
conspiring againgt us, hoping to marginaize us, diminate usif they possbly can.”

He made a steeple of hisfingers, dark eyeslooking thoughtful and concerned. “Let’ sturnit around. Is
it possible that you' ve become blinded by your job? Could you be seeing imaginary wolves among the
sheep and phantom foxesin the henhouse?’

“Isaac, even if you think I’m paranoid—" | began.

“It does’'t mean they' re not after you,” hefinished, smiling. “ So you say. But this casno owner was
after us how exactly? And hurting him accomplished what?’

“It sent amessage.”

“Thewrong one.”

“For the past week hereat Harvest,” | said, “abusboy has been preserving dl the glasses and cutlery
we touch. | suspect he' s collecting fingerprints. Not sure why. The phobes at the table to your |eft are
Spreading awhispering campaign — how we' re not bringing enough doctors and scientists out, how
we' re putting our persona interests ahead of their welfare. The smug fellow behind you has been quietly
conducting apoll, asking the rank and file if they’ re happy with the way things are being run here, or
would they support — and | quote — a reorganization.”

“Ther€ sreason to be concerned,” he admitted, “but you’ re talking about a small number of
mal contents—"

“Only takesone.”

“ — mogt of whom we can expect to be mollified by the President.”

“Assuming we can make the man hedlthy, sane and willing to play ball.”

“Vashti assures me we can. In any case, the mal contents— do you think we' re looking a doers or
talkers? Arethey just venting?’

“Plotting.”



“Hard evidence?”’

“Not yet.”

“When you have evidence, bring it to the Assembly. Until then, don’t forget that the vast mgority
approves of what we're doing. Asthey should — we re ademocracy, not atyranny. We're not
oppressing anyone, we' re not depriving anyone of hisrights and we' re not keeping anyone againgt his
will. We might not be fully trangparent, but we take pains to be as open as possible. We ve drawn up the
Victory Doctrine, and many have embraced it as anew ideology — with any luck, they’ll hold onto it
when they go back to running things on their own.”

“And when'sthat?’

“Soon.”

“Soon?’

“You know we can't give ahard date yet,” he scowled. “Not after the last estimate we gave. But
everyone knowsthe day isn't far off — we' re atemporary government.”

“Not temporary enough. Frustration’ s building.”

“That' swhy you should be wiping nosesingtead of spraining wrists. Look, I’ m not saying there aren’t
timeswhen you might have to useforce. I'm saying it' stoo much force. And thisis't thefirst time
you'vedoneit.”

Three weeks earlier, I'd put Parker through awindow.

Parker was Parker — if | knew what he did, I’ d have given him a nickname, but the son of abitch
wastightlipped. There was a certain amount of “quiet wealth” in the world, and he apparently had apiece
of it. In any event, he was il in the hospital recuperating.

Concussion, lacerations and multiple fractures— he'd walk funny the rest of hislife. But therewasa
good reason for it, and her name was 1 zzy.

Likedl my nieces, 1zzy was smart and pretty, but unlike Brigit and Sloane, she was one of thoserare
individuas who could get dong well with anyone. |zzy was short for Isabel, and her mothers named her
after 1saac, but let’ s not hold that againgt her. Slender and dark, with an exotic Nigerian — Sri Lankan
heritage informing her genome, she cut the figure of aleggy supermodel, though asurprisingly unassuming
and disarming one. She’ d come of age without male companionship, and had only recently become
aware of thekind of effect she had on men. Most of the time, she knew how to take care of hersalf. Not
when she was drinking.

Beyond Grendd’ s, there were four bars of note. The Cellar was a serious drinker’ s bar, nothing fancy,
just aplace to unwind. The Druid was an Irish pub-dash-sports bar, Celtics memorabiliaon the walls.
Oasiswasthe place to pick someone up or get picked up — our dance club, our meat market. All three
served auseful purpose; they let our populace fed more human, socid and aive. Like things might amost
be norma — if you squinted and pretended real hard. | made the rounds as part of my security detail and
very rarely would anyone give metrouble. The acohal flowed fredly, but the bars were good about
policing their patrons when anyone got belligerent. And it didn’t hurt that | had informants scattered
throughoui.

But the fourth bar gave me trouble. Once ahighly acclaimed Mediterranean restaurant, it had found
new lifeasacigar club, apower bar, awatering hole for those who mourned their lost glamour and
privilege. To meit would aways be known asthe Cigar Club, but technicaly, it was cdled the
Casablanca, and asin the old movie, most knew it as Rick’s. That wasin no smal part dueto the new
proprietor’ s name— Richard Ning, the legendary corporate raider. Asin the film, the patrons saw
themselves as a heroic Resistance, and we who presented the Doctrine could only be cast as Nazis.

Perverse, but even theworst villainsliketo play at being heroes.

So | made apoint of showing up there as often as| could. Kick the hornets' nest. They didn’t have
to like me, but they had to know they couldn’t control me.

“You'relike abad taste that won't go away no matter how many times| swalow,” the doorman told



me when | approached.

“Now now, Fitch, Hal isan acquired taste,” Ning suavely corrected him.

“That’sright, Fitch, I'll grow onyou,” | promised. “You'll come to associate me with sweetness and
laughter. One day | won't bein your life anymore and you'll realize how desperately you miss me, and
what avoid in your heart I’ ve left behind. Now fuck off.”

Hedid. My host welcomed mein. Ning could be gracious, and aways made apoint of offering me
amenities— thistime acarton of clove cigarettes, which | refused.

“Truly?| heard you still smoked these atrociousthings,” he said.

“Notinyears.”

“And here | thought | knew something persona about you,” he said with afrown.

“Sorry.”

“| daresay you' re the most mysterious of al the PH. Part of the job description, hey? When someone
writes your unauthorized biography, | hopeyou'll let me know.”

He used PH not for posthumans but “placeholders.” Asin, “We call you placeholders because you did
an excdlent job minding the store while we were degping, but we' re back now, so the graceful thing for
you to do would beto step aside and let us get on with business.” Often followed by, “That’ sredly the
only problem | have with you people.”

At heart an optimist, Ning tried to sway meto hisside every time he saw me. *Y ou obvioudy don’'t
believe in the touchy-fedy tripe your comrades are peddling any morethan | do,” he'd typically say
“Everyone' s unhappy, you mogt of dl. Why not end this foolishness and tell mewhat | want to know?”

Always tempting, but never would | do so. Hewas a poor Prometheus, the last I d trust with Vashti’s
secret. His disciples— amosaic of me-firsters, mora relativists and Strangel ove patriots— had to be
watched carefully for fear of the damage they’ d do.

So | told him no, like usud. But on that night he intimated that | wasn't the only PH being pursued at
the Cigar Club.

| found Izzy with Parker and Parker’ sfriends al crowded around atable near the back, laughing and
carrying on. More often than not, my nieces served as liaisons between the Assembly and the various
teamsto which they’ d been assigned — power, trangportation, agriculture, and so on. In1zzy’ s caseit
was congtruction, the borders of our city dowly expanding, lost infrastructure reclaimed piece by piece
from decades of neglect. That was how she knew Parker — he' d been working construction jobs ever
sinceleaving Harvest.

They were teaching her how to blow smoke rings. They were throwing back shots. Parker had an arm
around her — fine, shewas abig girl, and I’d no interest in Sitting in judgment of her dates— but
something in my intuition sent up ared flag. Wasthis an evolution of Ning' s strategy? To have his
supporters buddy up to the younger generation and turn them against us? | couldn't say for sure, but I'd
caught abad fedling, so | took 1zzy aside and told her so.

She huffed. Shot daggers. Rolled those daggers skyward. She said, “No offense, Hal, but you're
probably the last person I d take fatherly advice from.”

I’d no snappy comeback. What could | say? My son had committed suicide.

So | left the Cigar Club's effluvium and stepped back out into the cold night air. Back to my rounds.

Later that evening, she linked me. Briefly. Unintdligibly. She was completely smashed, crying or both.

Thiswas no particular plan of Ning’'s— I’ d overcomplicated what was going on. Parker had smply
gotten her drunk, and then invited her to an unfinished apartment under pretext of scouting it for the next
day’ swork. But when she got there, he trapped her, al kisses and coercion — her I’m not ready
sruggling agang his Oh, honey, yes, you are, you just don’t know it yet.

Too drunk to protect herself, she'd still had enough presence of mind to link me. When | found them,
he was atop her, holding her arms down, using his weight as an advantage — and she was
half-conscious, her clothes half off.

| dragged him up by hiselbow and he dipped free, dick with sweat. He locked eyeswith me. Hewas
grinning. That didn’t redly bother me— I’ ve been known to smile ingppropriately sometimes mysdf.
Nervesand al. What bothered me was the gppedl for sympathy. A look in hiseyesthat said, Oh, thisis



awkward, but you know how it is, right? Then he spied the door. As hetried to edge past me, he said,
“Look, I've been frozen for aredly long time.”

For some reason, | remember thinking, Some people won't see the light of day even if you throw
them through a window. Even though it was pitch black outside, that’s what came to mind.

“I'hit you?’

“Yes, gr. Gave me agood shot to theribs,” | said.

“I don't remember that at all.”

“Wadll, you weren't yoursdlf that night.”

“No hard fedings, then.”

“Not onthisend,” | said.

He nodded, rubbing the ache from histemple with the hed of hispalm. “ And the sicknessisto blame?
| wasn't just out drinking?’

“Not to my knowledge.”

“Thank sweet Jesusfor that,” he muttered, chasing the pillswe d given him with atdl glass of water.
Hewasn't nearly as presidentia asthe virtua program of him I’ d been exposed to while growing up. Or
rather, that program had been modeled after the man at the height of his confidence and power, while this
sad, bedridden fellow in a bathrobe had since been unhinged by the collapse of civilization. Y ou don’t
want aleader who's constantly on the verge of tears. On the plus side, Vashti had restored his sanity —
by her prediction, buoyancy and sdlf-assurance would follow.

But not before we made adea with him. Because when you' re looking to negotiate with aformer
world leader, there are few positions more advantageous than having him completely traumatized and
thanking you for bringing him back from the deed.

“You know | bet against you?’ he said. “Bet againgt all the contingency plans. Not publicly, of course.
For the cameras, | did what | had to do to keep hope in peopl€e s hearts. But in my heart, | just didn’'t
think anything would work.”

“Happy to prove youwrong,” said Vashti with a self-satisfied smile.

“It just bogglesthe mind to think of what you' ve achieved,” he said. “ For your ingenuity and heroism,
extraordinary heroism, this country owes you one hdll of adebt. And as President, | hope to find many
opportunities to repay that debt. Whatever’ sin my power to giveyou,” he added, “I’ d like you to have.”

“Wll, thank you, sir, and of course, we're ddighted you fed that way,” she said, after flashing mea
so far so good look. “Right now, what we need most is your endorsement. Also, your patience aswetry
to finish the work we started.”

“Reminds me of Jakarta,” he mused. “| was right about Jakarta. Everyone wanted to rush usthrough
there, but wars take time. Why should awar againgt adisease be any different?’

“It shouldn’'t.”

“And | can’'t imagine many people opposing this war. They’ re frustrated with your timetable? Areyou
being especidly dow?”

“Cautious,” | said.

“Isthisthe low-hanging fruit thing you told me about? Y ou’ re doing the easier extractionsfirst and
saving the more damaged patientsfor later?’

“That'spart of it,” Vashti explained.

Shetold him about one of the first human beings we' d thawed out, an eccentric mediamogul who
begged usto bring his nearest and dearest out next. They’ d apparently been tucked away in another
cryonic facility, one that we hadn't yet discovered. We d heard of anumber of “off the map” labs,
privately constructed and well hidden to protect them from rioters during the last days of the plague.
When the rank and file cameto redlize they wouldn't make the cut, and only the fantasticaly privileged
had a chance at resurrection, there was no shortage of outraged men and women ready to level the
playing field. Many labs didn’t make it — stormed, wrecked and put to the torch, Frankenstein’s castle



at the hands of angry villagers. However, most of the secret |abs had survived — Cambridge first and
foremogt, but dso asmaller onein aNashville suburb, wherein we found something more than we were
promised.

Beyond the media mogul’ s entombed friends and family, here dept soldiers— aprivate army,
outfitted with an impressve array of military hardware. “ Security,” our man explained, but under
guestioning it became clear that this strike force was designed not just to protect hislife but also to wrest
control of the future. If we thawed them out, in al likelihood we' d be making our next extractions under
the barrel of agun.

So we kept them frozen. Much to the mogul’ s dismay.

Heleft uswondering: How many other private armies are buried out there? How many rich and
powerful men have hopes of ruling the world —or at the very least, exerting undue influence
upon it?

A would-be tyrant might have a hard time on his own, but not when armed with the knowledge of how
to thaw out aloya combat-ready following. That’ swhy we' d chosen to keep the secret of life and guard
it with everything we had. We d even made apoint of not yet reviving any of the doctors and scientists
who we thought might be able to reverse-engineer the technique Vashti had pioneered. And that’ swhy
we were off schedule. The thinking was.

1. Put everyone on equal footing for now.

2. Once we' ve thawed dl we can, give out the secret. If someone wants to make trouble at that point,
it sno longer our problem.

3. Between now and then, get society jumpstarted as best we can, reestablishing the rule of law,
emphasizing cooperation, and discouraging exploitation. Build good habitsfor humanity, and start
civilization off ontheright track.

Lucky number three was the Victory Doctrine, meticulously drawn up by the VIC in Victory: Vadhti,
Isaac and Champagne. However, there was the Doctrine as written and the Doctrine as performed. The
more utopian among us— |saac and Champagne, particularly — liked to interpret it as“fix al of
society’sills” Meaning: end racism, sexism, poverty, homophobia, homel essness, hunger and lack of
self-esteem. Safeguard the environment, spread vegetarianism and stop the proliferation of WMDs.
Swap reptilian thinking for education, enlightenment, culture and the Golden Rule. Dole out hugs.
Whereas| interpreted it as something closer to “just stop acting like jackassesfor alittlewhile” Both
interpretations were far too ambitious.

“Y ou might be overcautious, but | don’t blame you for worrying,” the President said. “In any power
vacuum, warlordism isagrave concern.”

“True, but it goes beyond that,” said Vashti, and she told him about Richard Ning.

Ning was the force behind New Cambridge' s counterculture— in direct opposition to the Doctrine,
he' d argued that no grest civilization had ever been built without the will of someone &t the top driving the
swest of many others at the bottom. He' d authored and articulated a new brand of Manifest Destiny, a
schoal of thought we' d sarcastically dubbed the Manifesto.

Rebuilding the world and in actual fact building a better world are wonderful goals and we're
obvioudly all for them. The only question is how. How do you accomplish it? What we have going
here — this brave new collectivist empire we' ve been welcomed into —thanks, but no thanks,
because it’ srather alot of pain with precious little gain. Classless, egalitarian societies are
brilliant in theory, but in practice they sacrifice efficiency and practicality. We have an enormous
job ahead of us, and if we have any hope of achieving it, there must be a ruling class and there
must be a class that is ruled. Therefore, we propose establishing ourselves dejure as the governing
authority, and designating the residents of neighboring cryonic facilities as our workers. We
should revive them, asis only honorable, but as payment for the gift of life, they should work for



us until their debt isrelieved.

And so on. Very popular with the Social Darwinistsin our city, and also with those who just didn’t
want to do any work. A minority among the thawed, but I’ d seen the philosophy spreading at an darming
rate.

Therewas a gplit among the followers, haf preferring to recruit workers from China as ameans of
resolving that cold war, the other half not particularly caring where the workers came from so long as
they came. Ning himsalf was cleverly noncommittal abouit it. I’ d pointed out once that many of his
followers seemed obsessed with beating China, some verging on axenophobic hatred. Asa Chinese
American, did he have no problem with this? How different were these men from the railroad owners
who' d exploited his ancestors? Ning smply told me that business was business.

“Asyou may or may not know,” the President said, “there’ s a secure facility waiting for usin
Bluemont, Virginia” We knew. The mysterious Mount Wegther Emergency Operations Center, an
underground city designed to withstand a nuclear blast. I'd made my way insde once, took my son there
to show him the sights. It contained members of the President’ s cabinet and upwards of athousand
troops. “ That base has personnd vita to the survival of this nation, plusal the manpower we need to get
started again. More than enough to enforce the law and put down any threet.”

“I'm afraid that’ s not aviable option right now, Sir,” Vashti sighed.

“Why not?’

“Because, with all due respect, we can't rule you out asathreat.” He blinked. “ Excuse me?’

“There are people waiting to be revived on every continent. We reworking for al of them. We're not
working for American hegemony.”

He made his pitch. No country on the planet had ever been more committed to global harmony than
the United States of America Look at the tradition of democracy and the number of timesthe U.S. had
led the vanguard of disaster relief. Why should thistime be any different? After theworst caamity in
human history, he had no interest in putting the rest of the world under an American boot. It smply made
more practica sense to reestablish Americaas apower first, so she could lend ahand to al in need.

Vashti countered that while he might well have good intentions now, histrack record showed abully
onthe globa stage, aman who put big businessfirst, America swealthiest citizens second, and everyone
eseintheworld avery distant third.

Everything changed when Black Ep hit, he argued, and to befair, during hislast year in office, he gave
hisforeign policy aradical turn toward accommodation and diplomeacy, even with heated rival China. But
with Black Ep rapidly becoming athing of the past, Vashti saw no reason for his change of heart to last.

“You haveto think of Americafirgt,” she sad. “ There s nothing wrong with that — it' sa big part of
your job description. But we have to think of what’s best for everyone. So we' re not going to bring out
anyone from Mount Weather just yet.”

Heturned to meto seeif | would contradict her, but | gave him the dead eyes, quietly watching.

“Y ou're not making thiseasy,” he complained. “How am | supposed to run the country without the
human resources | need?’

You're getting ahead of yourself; sir, | meant to say, but it came out as, “ Y ou' re jJumping the gun.”

“We don't need you to run America,” Vashti added, “because right now thereisno America. The
country’son hold. All we' re asking isfor you to add legitimacy to what we' re doing, and assure
everyonethat the traditional power structureswill get up and running again. Which they will, Mr.
President, | promise”

“So I’'m afigurenead?’

“For now.”

He stroked his chin, introspective, weighing the situation. | saw adynessin hisface. | wondered if
he' d caught awhiff of the truth. We weren't particularly at ease with him thawed out, because his
potentia to make trouble for usfar exceeded his benefit. Vashti would much rather have saved him for
later, thawing him only when we were at the end of completing our god. But there redlly was no choice
— she could see how the populace had begun to chafe under our governance. Bringing the POTUS



back into society would buy us some much-needed time. And he was shrewd enough to see that.

“I have afew conditions, but | suppose | can go dong with this— for now,” he said, which was good,
because VVash was ready to put the screwsto him. Needlessto say, I'd love to bring the First Lady
out, shewould have said, but she’ s not in very good shape, so successfully reviving her will take all
of my concentration. Now if you could go out and reassure the people like we asked you to, I'm
sure that would eliminate most of my distractions. But no need. We' d keep it friendly and watch him
closdy.

“That went well,” Vashti said when we stepped out into the hall. “Or aswell as can be expected. How
do you think it went?’

| gave her alook.

“Don’'t besuch acynic, Ha. Don't you think that went well?”

“Swimmingly,” | replied.

He went out and pressed the flesh. Reassured his fellow Americans. Reassured everyone else. Sang
our praises. Gave afine speech, and ahistoric one at that.

And?

And it made Pandora happy. She so wanted thisto work.

That night, in the peaceful shadows of our home, she leaned back against me and | hugged her close,
my arms secured about her waist — and after | kissed her neck and she reached up to run her fingers
through my tangled hair — as my hands rode up to cup her breasts— shetipped her head back — and
caressed my face— and found the bruise.

She turned about, eyes widening and then narrowing. “Doesit look as bad asit feels?’ she asked.

“It' sablack eye.”

“I should blacken the other one,” she said, pulling away to fetch a cold pack from her medicinekit.
“Anything dseyou' re hiding?’

“You'rewelcometo searchme,” | smiled.

“Vai to fotografar,” shesad, aBrazilian euphemism for “fuck off,” though literaly it means*go get
your photograph taken.”

“Get your camera,” | replied, as| dwaysdid.

“What happened?’

“Jugt afight. But I won. Y ou should fed the other guy.”

“Maybel will.”

“That’ d show me, wouldn't it?’

“S0 you' re beating people up now?’

“Y egh, pretty much whenever | fed likeit.”

“Serioudy, Hd.”

“Serioudy, it was dl perfectly friendly,” | said. And it had been. An hour after the President’ s speech,
I”’d bumped into the newly thawed heir to the De Beers diamond fortune. Two months earlier I'd given
the man awalking tour, and I’ d barely spoken with him since. But here he’ d heard how I’d handled
Vegas and he wanted to see how good a scrapper | was. No mdiceinit, just curiosity.

“I used to box back in college,” he’d warned me, but I’ d sized him up as another big man who liked to
hit and hated to move. And therefore a chance to send a message to those who most needed to hear it.

Soinfront of asmall but passionate crowd, we' d discovered that his jab was quick enough to tag me
once but not twice, and that boxers don't fare well when you take them of f their feet. Though my genetics
areacut above, I’'m not superhumanly strong or anything—dl indl, I’m apretty regular guy — but it's
fair to say that what | lack in muscle, | make up for in reflexes, technique, and awillingnessto hurt
people. When | have to. And between IVR training sessions and occasiona sparring with Pandora, 1I'd
learned enough Brazilian jiu-jitsu to overcome most gpplications of strength and aggression with agood
joint lock or choke. All leverage. De Beers had popped me agood one, but seconds later a kimura had



won the day. Message sent.

“I don’t want you doing that anymore,” Pandorasaid.

“You sound like Isaac.”

“No,” she said, taking my hand and placing it on her somach, and ingtantly | realized it wasn't New
Cambridge she was thinking about.

We were expecting. Again.

WEe d been down thisroad three times now, and each time it had ended in miscarriage. Genetically
optimized to survive Black Ep, her immune system had terminated each of the pregnancies. It couldn’t tell
afetusfrom adisease. Thelast onewe d lost in the third trimester — the grief and sheer unfairness of it
had sent Pan into a spirding depression from which work had been her only salvation. | hadn’t fared
much better. Each lost child burned me with memories of my son, Deuce, and with the ashes of what
might have been.

“How do you fed?’ she asked before | could ask her the same.

“Nervous.”

“Vashti wants mein for regular blood pands, the same old drill. She' sgot a new immunosuppressant
ghe'slooking to try.”

“Soyou'll be prey to every passing microbe again.”

“The fun continues”

“Areyou sure you want to do this?’

“I’m too stubborn to give up,” she sighed. More stubborn than Champagne, who' d stopped trying
years ago. Those miscarriages had come with an unexpected price: the dissolution of Cham'’ srelationship
with Isaac. Too much wear and tear on the emotions. Pandoraand | had vowed not to go down that
same path.

“We can dwaystry it another way,” I'd said to her many times before, but neither cloning nor
adoption were options she felt ready to embrace.

“Maybe we need help,” | ventured.

“Don’'t say what you don’'t mean.”

“I'mnot.”

“Well, that’ s a change of heart,” she sad.

“Who knows our physiology better?’

“Hd, you know we can't bring out Gedaechtnis. Not yet.”

My generation had acadre of scientists to thank for our existence. The workforce of Gedaechtnis had
culled our genomes together and whipped them into a shining example of hyper-immunity. We d never
met our makers. Like every other human being, they’ d succumbed to the plague when we were infants
— however, most of them had been preserved, and were currently hibernating in asmaler cryonic
sorage facility (ak.a. “Popsicle stand,” asthekidsliketo cdl it) over in Germany. Before we migrated
to Cambridge, our plan involved thawing out Gedaechtnis and letting them conduct the Recovery. Let
them have the aggravation. Unfortunately, like pungent cat litter, the plan had to be changed.

WEe d been curious about the company that made us, and though they’ d seemed fairly innocuous at
first, the more we dug up on them, the uneasier we became. None of us had expected amultinational
biotech conglomerate to be spotless, but neither had we planned on finding rogue pathogen designersin
their employ. These Gedaechtnisjustified in their official documents as so-called “white-hat designers,”
former bioterrorists who, having served their time, had been successfully converted and repurposed. And
yet we' d found aglut of circumstantial evidence suggesting that linksto germ warfare ran darmingly
deep. There had been a confusing tangle of unproven alegations and even a suggestion that the company
had been involved in the spread of Black Ep itself. Even though we considered that last possibility
unlikely, overal it wastroubling news, and we' d had no choice but to question whether turning control
over to them was such agood idea.

Isaac had argued it was worth it. We were, he felt, beholden to Gedaechtnis. Whatever misgivingswe
might have, they were surely more quaified to conduct the Recovery than we. In compromise, we'd
thawed out asingle employee, one who we thought could shed some light on the company, but who



would be unlikely to do any damage to the cause.

The Chief Financid Officer (ak.a. CFO Bob, as|’d cometo cal him) lacked a medical background,
but he knew where the money went. And sure enough, it had gone to worrisome places. Gedaechtnis
had been aplayer inthe“medica armsrace” between the United States and China, habitualy selling each
superpower bioweagponry and vaccines. They' d fearmongered and profiteered. Once Black Ep had
garted claming lives, they’ d restructured their workforce, signing the personne needed to creste yours
truly and nine other posthumans. Clearly, not everyone in the company was corrupt — some were
out-and-out heroes— but telling which was which was a Herculean task even for Bob, and the more he
told us, the more we decided to leave our creators on ice until the Recovery had taken hold.

So Pandorawas right — it was rash to bring out the Gedaechtnis scientists— but when it cameto her
hedlth, | waswilling to break my own rules.

Shewouldn't hear of it.

“We can do it on our own,” she said. “One way or the other, we can.”

We sat together and | found mysdlf thinking about CFO Bob's family. With Pandora s help, Vashti
had successfully pulled out the man’ swife and young children, whom Gedaechtnis had al cryopreserved
as part of Bob's employee-benefits package. They’ d made the trip with usto New Cambridge and
found new life here. And they seemed so well adjusted. A happy, hedthy, non-dysfunctional family —
I’d never seen one before. Or rather | had, but those were virtua familiesin afake world — anillusion of
computer programming — whilethisonewas actudly red.

Someone beat up Vegas. Not just arm-twisting, someone had stomped his groin, cracked hisjaw and
knocked out two of histeeth. Did a pretty thorough job on him. Not that | approved.

“Sowho didit?’

“Good question,” my hounds told me through the link. “He clams hefel down,” said Sow.

“But theinjuriesdon’'t look like any fal to me,” said Bridge. “Is he scared to talk?’

“That’smy guess,” Slow agreed.

“Okay, maybe someone else withessed it. Maybe they were even broadcasting. So ask around,” |
told them. “In the meantime, I’ll go pay him avisit in the hospital — there’ sa chance he’ smore scared of
me than whoever did thisto him.”

It was worth ashot, but it didn’'t pan out. What happened to V egas stayed with Vegas— he wouldn’t
say aword.

We had our share of crazies. Mostly phobes and obsessive-compulsives, but we' d found all kinds.
Coming back from the dead can push aperson in odd directions.

We had a Superman. A depressed real estate tycoon who' d convinced himsdlf he was the man of
sted. You' d ask him how he was doing and with sunken eyes he’' d look up and tell you, “Got no powers
anymore. Fed likeI’m living under akryptonite sky”

An ambassador feared there were wires growing under her skin.

We had two apathetics, each totaly detached, locked in a catatonic stupor where imagination was
preferableto redity.

I’d counted a dozen who were sure they were victims of amindfuck of immense proportion.
Tremuloudly they’ d asked if New Cambridge wasn't artificia in someway, adream, mirageor IVR
amulation.

And we had agood number of amnesiacs, some suffering from the physical damage dedlt by Black
Ep, others psychologically scarred and desperate to forget the past. Because I’ d lost most of my
childhood memoriesto annesia (the physical kind, though courtesy of eectric shock, not plague), I'd
been tapped as amentor. It was supposed to be therapeutic for them and for me, but most of thetime



just wanted to live in the present and forget I’ d forgotten anything. At acertain point, you haveto move
on.

Stll, I'd agreed toit.

The man who' d recruited me was the king of the grief counsdlors, our own celebrity psychiatrist, Dr.
Danny Chaikin. He d amassed quite an empire during the plague years, helping hisfellow man ded witha
brutd redity. Facing Up with Dr. Danny had earned his bread and butter, but in my opinion it couldn’t
hold acandleto hisfirst show, the much livelier A Whole Lotta Chaikin Going On.

I”d mixed fedings about him. Sanctimonious? Y es. Treacly? Sometimes. But not completely useless.
And not without a sense of humor. Y ou could tell him Vegas got his ass kicked and he' d deadpan,
“What are the odds?’

“I have an amnesiapatient I'd likeyou to talk to,” hetold me. “Extensive memory lossand I’ m not
seeing much evidence of brain damage, so it looksto me like a case of post-traumatic stress disorder.
Will you seehim?’

“Fird, | have some namesfor you.”

“How did | know you were going to say that?’ he drawled. “Must be your insghtful nature.”

“Must be. Let’stake alook.”

| handed him alist. He scanned it and frowned.

“You know I’m not real comfortable with this”

“Y ou helped me before,” | said. “Why not again?’

“Peopletrust me. I'm asteward of that trust.”

“Have | ever asked you to bresk confidentiaity?’

“Wereinagray area.”

| shook my head. “Nothing gray about threat assessment. Thisisa safety issue.”

“Yeah, | hear you, Hal, but we both know that’ s not the whole picture.”

| didn’t want to be psychoanalyzed again, so | pressed on before he could tell me what was wrong
with me or how | should get help. “First nameon thelist,” | said. “ Dangerous or not dangerous? And
why?’

Threat assessment was ninety percent of my job. | gave walking tours to get into peopl€’ s heads and
know their hearts, to figure out how well they’ d integrate and estimate what kind of risk they’ d be. What
| couldn’t find out on my own | got from spies and confidants. It was the name of the game.

“Youdon't fed rea good about yourself,” my would-be therapist told me when we' d gotten to the
end of thelig.

“I’'m not your patient, Dr. Danny,” | reminded him, hafway out his office door. “Now if you turn up
who did anumber on Vegas, you just let me know.”

The amnesiac turned out to be the hardest of al Pandora s successful extractions, the man whose life
she' d refused to give up on those many nights before. Physicaly, he d made afull recovery, but mentaly
and emotiondly he clearly till had along way to go. | checked him out of the hospital and took him to
lunch, bringing my friend Kody dong for theride.

“Y ou don't remember anything?’ Kody asked him. “Not anything at al?’

He clenched hisjaw. “No, | remember some things, but nothing important. Everything important,” he
tried to explain, ultimately trailing off and making a defeated gesture with his hands.

“But you know left from right, night from day, up from down,” Kody offered.

“Sure, | can name dl fifty states, quote you song lyrics, tell youtrivia. | just don’t know who | am.
What lifel lived. | look at the scars on my body and don’t know where they came from. When | try to
remember...” he said, but then stopped, again unable to articulate the problem.

| said, “Imagine going to alibrary and instead of books all you have are covers.”

“Yes,” hemurmured. “ That' swhat it’ slike.”

He' d been told hisrea name but it hadn’t meant much to him. Kody had taken to caling him “Mr.
Lucky” based on who he was and how he got here.

“I understand I’'m alottery winner,” he said.

“A famousone,” Kody agreed. “Y ou may not remember, but | do. Y our wifewasthe Big Pick, there



was a huge to-do, massive media coverage when she transferred the prize to you — you both became
symbols of hopeto al the people who couldn’'t afford cold storage for themselves.”

Cryonics should have been widely affordable, but in the midst of the plague, the supply couldn’t begin
to meet the demand. In America, two contests for cryopreservation had been carried out. One was
based on merit (or, arguably, sympathy) — amultibillionaire conducting his search for “the best of the
best” by inviting the most talented and hardworking Americansto send in footage and make the case for
why they should earn a spot. The other was the Big Pick, alottery draw based purely on luck. Though
steeped in kindness, each contest served an ulterior motive — to pacify the have-notsjust alittle longer,
to encourage patience instead of riots and thereby forestal the total destruction of society. And for a
while, it had worked. So Mr. Lucky may have been asymbol of hope, but that hope had been used asa
collar.

“What happened to my wife?’

“I don’'t know,” Kody confessed. “All thisisright around thetime | got sick.”

“Do you remember her?’ | asked.

Sowly my fellow amnesiac shook hishead no.

“Do you want to?’

“Of course | do,” he snapped. “What kind of question isthat?’

“It' spossiblethat you don't,” | said. “It might betoo painful. Y ou don’t want to face what happened,
S0 your mind' s protecting you.”

“I want to remember,” heinssted.

“Thenyou'relucky,” | told him, “for two reasons. Because there' s no physical brain damage, you
should be able to remember her in time. And if the records are out there, we may be able to find out
exactly what' s happened to her.”

He nodded, offering abrief, encouraged expression, which quickly turned to puzzlement.

“Isthat the President of the United States waiting tables?’ he asked.

“Yes itis” Kody sad.

Kody told him how Vashti and | had offered the President his pick of jobs— or nojob at all — and
how after seeing the way New Cambridge was run, the leader of the free world had ingsted that he be
treated no differently than any other member of our community. And thus, here hewasworking a
Harvest part-time, flanked rather noticeably by the two Secret Service agents we' d thawed out asthe
firg of hisconditions. His entry into the service industry was ogtensibly an attempt to show himsdlf to be
down to earth, no better than anyone e se, though I" d noticed the stunt had begun to irritate acertain
segment of our populace. They considered it disrespectful and blamed usfor coercing him into doing it,
despite his (and our) proteststo the contrary.

“Good fortune and mai penrai,” Kody bid Mr. Lucky at the end of our medl, adding, “ That goes
doublefor you, Thursday.” He d bid me mai pen rai many times before— it wasa Thal expression that
didn’t trandate perfectly into English, but meant something along the lines of, “Hang loose and live for the
moment, because nothing redlly matters.”

| took Mr. L to where Brattle Street met the security fence, where those in need of healing often
congregated to vist New Cambridge' sinterminably unfinished memorial museum. Dedicated to those
who had lost their livesto Black Ep, the centerpiece commanded attention: agleaming six-foot-high
teardrop-shaped hol ographic display, which cycled through the faces and life stories of thousands of
plague victims. The teardrop was arelic from before the Recovery; we' d been charged with adding faces
and names, but with billions dead, it seemed an endless project, like moving a desert with tweezers.

The walls surrounding the teardrop display included access to the media base, where one could link in
and gft through al the mgjor broadcasts during the last few years of the plague. We found detailed
coverage of the Big Pick — reporters flooding into Mr. Lucky’ s hospital room, Mrs. Lucky giving a
tearful interview — but no immediate sense of what had happened to her after that. It took some digging.
At last we found afollow-up story — touched by her selflessness, the world' s biggest software tycoon
had quietly arranged cryonic storage for her in an unnamed facility.

Before we unearthed the broadcasts, al he' d been able to remember of her was hislying in ahospital



bed, with the touch of her hand holding his while he focused on apain chart at the far end of the room.
But watching her here, hisface contorted in recognition and grief, and then the tearsbeganto fdl. Ina
matter of minutes, a huge chunk of his memory came roaring back. Over the next few months, he'd
recover therest of it. | couldn’t help but wonder what that might be like.

“We can help you find her,” | told him.

“God blessyou,” he said.

Unlikely, | thought. We're not on speaking terms.

Dear Hdl,
Do the thawed have agod? s G.O.D. divein the N.C.? Hit me back, baby.
THE BIG GUY

Y es, whither the religion in the Recovery? Pretty evenly split between believers and unbdievers, I'd
say. Atheigts tended to point to the sheer unmitigated horror of the plague and argue that no reasonable
deity would ever let it happen to his creations. Theists Smply pointed to their holy texts.

If you're (1) rdigious and (2) your faith just happensto involve anything resembling a Day of
Judgment, it' sachdlenge and ahdf not to think of Black Ep as playing acrucid roleinit. Becausethe
obliteration of very nearly everyone— honedtly, if that’s not an event of biblicd proportion, what is?

Christian eschatology traditionally has the Rapture — righteous whisked up to Heaven — followed by
Tribulation. Let’ s say that Black Ep wasin fact the Tribulation (as certain New Cambridge Chrigtians
clam) — next on thelist comes the thousand-year reign of Jesus Christ. While I’ d yet to meet anyonein
our city who went by that name, the prophesied Millennia Golden Ageinvolved rebuilding society into a
utopian paradise and resurrecting the dead, which | had to admit — blagphemoudy enough — wasn't far
off from what we were doing.

In Jewish eschatology, we might have reached the Olam Haba, the World to Come, where after the
rights and wrongs of their lives are weighed, every man and woman is purified and knows God directly.
Or had we reached Y aum Al-Qiyamah, Idam’s Day of Resurrection, on which the dead rise from their
gravesto be judged? Sometimes | wondered if that was why we kept thawing people from cryonic deep:
so they could face judgment. And would we be called as character witnesses?

Even the non-Abrahamic religions had found traction in recent events. Hindus could hail the Recovery
asthe death knell of the Kdi Y uga, the Age of Darkness. Now the laws of karma could at long last be
restored, with good deeds actually rewarded and wicked deeds punished, instead of the other way
around. And cryonic Buddhists greeted the new day with an eye out for Maitreya, the bodhisattva
destined to reach totd enlightenment and go on to inspire a sustainable civilization of jugtice, fairnessand
loving-kindness,

A civilization we aspired to be.

Now | don’t begrudge anyone sfaith. Believe what you want. Don't believe what you don’t want. It's
cool. Just leave meout of it.

When | say that, | don’t just mean, “Don’t push your religion onme!” | mean leave me out of it.
Completely.

I mean whoever you think isup above, | don’t fucking work for him.

Yes, | played asmdl part in keeping humankind dive. Yes, I’'m not purely human fromtip to toe. It
doesn’'t make me an angd, saint, holy spirit, genie, prophet or point of light. Don’t make me part of your
belief system.

We' d say that, and only rarely would they listen. Like children who couldn’t hel p themselves. To make
their creedsfit with the time, too many of New Cambridge’ s devout had insisted on canonizing al the PH
and the Gedaechtnis scientists who brought usinto being. It pissed me off. There' s nothing holy about
me. Not athing. So thanks, but no thanks— if ever | want followers singing my praises, I'll go back into
IVR and raise Lovecraftian monsters again.

Most of my kind felt the same, though I saac would shrug it off and say, “L et them believe what they
want to believe,” and Vashti would flash her razor-thin smile before adding, “Honestly, | don't mind



being worshiped, but I’d likeit to be for the right reasons.”

“Kill the Dog,” Champagne said, brushing back the strands of golden-blond hair thewind had
whipped into her face. A cold snap had brought a fresh dusting of snow to the ground, and the drop in
temperature had done little for peopl€’ s moods.

“Kill it?’

“Put it down,” she said through pursed lips.

| gave Brigit agesture to go ahead without me. We' d come to the dairy (run by the Smartin company
— they’ d invested heavily in our crestion) to ingpect the implementation of new tamper-proof sealsfor
our milk, cream, ice cream and yogurt containers. But Brigit’s mother had tracked me down with a
request. A funny thing about Champagne srequests. they dl sounded exactly like demands.

| said, “What did the Dog do thistime?’

“Hdl, they’ retrying to bring us down!”

They say cultureisaliving thing — Champagne had taken the reins from the word go, not only driving
New Cambridge toward an appreciation of fine art and music, but also spearheading al the minutia
societies depend upon — Apple Festivd this, Book Fair that. As Minister of Something to Do, shefilled
the days, and she did it dmost single-handedly. Her primary distribution system and socid opiate:
Channel One. We d restored our network to the old standards, | etting anyone who wanted to broadcast
through the links— while most were lone wolves putting out off-again on-again journds, poetry, socia
commentary and the like, some collaborated to create twenty-four-hour-a-day programming. And
Channdl One had the richest programming of al, established asthe officid state channdl, Champagne's
voice and the voice of the Assembly. It existed to inform, educate, entertain and inspire. It was also ripe
for parody — which was where the Dog walked in.

Unlike Seconds from Disagter, Freezerburn, and the other mgjor humor channels, the Dog's
programming consisted of entirely new comedy materid with not asingle pre-Recovery show plugged
into the feed. Only the music was recycled — amedley of rebellious, angst-ridden rock anthems, which
needled the adults and helped make the Dog number one with the city’ syoung' uns.

The founder and resident pied piper had been aruthlessy successful hotel magnate. We' d tapped him
to help rebuild the Harvard Square Hotel, but he’ d had hisfill of the business and wanted only to
recapture hisyouth. Black Ep had changed him, snapped him, arguably for the better, but here he existed
asathorn in the Assembly’ s side. So much so that I’ d nicknamed him the same.

“Youredly think o' Thorn hasit in for us?’

“Have you seen what he' s doing over there?’” she asked.

“Jokes?’

“I’'mfine with jokes, but there’ sa certain point where you crosstheline.”

“Y ou don't like being made fun of, so—"

“No, do you?’

| shrugged. “If you want to censor him, you don't need me. Just pull Dog off the air.”

“That wouldn’'t look good, would it?" she asked, snippy asever.

“Then why hide behind the pretense of free speech? Confront him honestly. Tell him everything hasa
limit.”

“How about you do it? He s your kind of people, not mine.”

“How about no? Everyone needs arelease valve, Cham. And we can't dl be fascinated by
papier-méché and pottery whedls.”

Honestly, there was alot worse than the Dog. Take the Echo. The Echo was anews channdl, not a
humor channdl, but without adoubt more subversive, because Richard Ning' s cronies had infected it. It
had become his mouthpiece. The Echo wanted to wipe out the Doctrine; the Dog just wanted to tweak
noses and make people laugh.

“Y our release valve is spreading poison.”



“Such as?’

She glanced around to double-check that no one was watching us— doing so with a measure of
distaste, | noticed. We didn't have to look over our shoulders nearly as much back when wetotaled in
the dozens, and | fdt asmall fizz of satisfaction that the vast number of peoplein the world had begun to
wear on her the way they had on me.

“He' smaking jokes about the food,” she whispered.

| blinked. “Too bland?’

“He singnuating that we' re spiking it,” she hissed, crossing her arms about her chest. “With drugs. To
control the populace.”

“Wedl, we'renat,” | said. “Or arewe?’

“No, but we obvioudy don’t want that getting around.”

“Becauseit hitsalittle too close to home?’

She cut me dead with alook.

“That'sit, isn't it? Y ou and Vashti overmedicating your girls?’

Y ears ago, they secretly drugged their daughters with améange of chemicals, designed to keep them
agreeable and focusad on their work. When the secret got out, al hell brokeloose. The healing process
was dow and painful, with Champagne and Vashti struggling to regain the girls' trust. But they’ d done so
— for the most part — and had wrangled promises from each of us not to speak of it to the thawed. It
would erode humanity’ s confidence in us, they argued, and would make everyone' sjob that much more
difficult.

“Want some help off that high horse?’ she spat. “We overmedicated our kids. Y ou undermedicated
yours. At least we were paying attention!”

| gave her agrimace of touché.

“Sorry,” shesaid, looking down. “I'm sorry, Hal, | am. That was... Well, let’sjust say none of usis
going to make parent of the year.”

“If | presshim, there sachanceit’ll makeit worse instead of better.”

“So benice.”

A vigt to Thorn — dways an adventure. Before you could even get to him, you had to snake through
agauntlet of kids running up to you, asking you stupid questionswith their livelinks. If you said something
mockable, you could expect to seeit again and again in aloop. Thorn would sit back, directing the
chaos, monitoring each feed, cutting between them for his channel. When you findly reached him, he' d
talk, but he' d broadcast every word. He had amost no “off camera’ life— it was al sent out to the
world.

Thelive episode was amess, but he recut it and rebroadcast it later in away that tickled me, filming
my approach with old horror flick music, cutting to kids screaming, scattering, running for their lives.

My nameisHalloween, after dl.

He goofed on the actua conversation by pretending that a any moment | was going to murder him —
or at the minimum begt the shit out of him. | went with the flow — conversationd wu wei — and let him
do most of the talking. Bringing up the whole drugs-in-the-food-and-water conspiracy theory would have
been the worst thing | could have done, so | didn't. By theend of it, I'd made things dightly better.

Then | went to go find Katrina, the youngest of my nieces. Of al possible assignments, she' d drawvn
arguably the best or theworst: activity planner for the city’ s children. | found her in the library with afew
dozen younger kids, al stting on thefloor in asemicircle, gory timein full effect. Upon an antique
cherrywood chair sat the Storyteller, an older woman with short auburn hair streaked with silver. Book in
her lap, always, and usualy one of her own. She was amuch-beloved best-sdlling children’ s author who,
with a secret white-hot passion, hated kids. Despised them. Y ou could hear it in her tone or seeitin her
eyes when the polite mask would dip — for long, excruciating seconds she' d sare at the
chubby-cheeked five-year-old who' d just asked her what the dragon’s middle name happened to be,
and it wasthelook of alife-imprisoned inmate contemplating her warden. Longing for the sweet release
of death. But she' d agreed to help entertain the children, and she took her responsibilities serioudy. She
gpent as much freetime as possible in Oas's, drinking heavily and trying to get picked up. “1 can write



adult novels, too,” she could often be heard to say.

By contrast, Katrina possessed genuine affection for kids. She was till ateenager hersdlf. And | knew
that she and Thorn were friendly — she' d won the privilege of being one of the very few people he'd
turn the camera off for — s0 | played ahunch that she' d been intimating her mothers' secretsto him.

“Guilty,” shesaid, when | took her aside.

She hadn’t planned to let any skeletons out but “it just sort of happened,” and then she’ d played it of f
asajoke. Which was how Thorn took it. Fortunately. Looking back, she was glad it had come out. It
felt good to say it. What her mothers had done was wrong and they’ d gotten ardatively free passon it
over theyears. All her sisters harbored resentments, but Katrina' s kept bubbling to the surface. Maybe
from congtantly having to settle disputes between her young charges, she’ d become intensaly focused on
what was and wasn't fair. And thiswasn't.

“You'reright,” | told her. “But there' s something that trumpsit.” Not sabotaging our present efforts, |
argued, was more important than venting about the unfairness of the past.

“Y ou're saying safety trumpstruth?”

“That'sright,” | said. And | wondered who the holy fuck | had become. And then | thought of
Pandora, and her hope for the future. And my promisesto her. I’d sworn to try to make thiswork no
matter what. That trumped everything.

Katrinafrowned in confusion, turned it over in her mind abit, and then agreed. She' d watch what she
sad from now on.

That waswell and good, but the next night someone did to Thorn what they’ d doneto Vegas. Beat
him, ssomped him, left him just thisside of petrified. Before cutting out, the footage showed a darkened
bedroom after hours and poorly lit intruders breaking in— two or three, it wasimpossible to say for sure
— and with mounting realization that our problemswere just beginning, my security team and | watched
ablack-gloved hand close around Thorn's mouth and another yank the link.

Two working theories about Vegas and Thorn.

Numero uno: Someone was trying to make uslook bad. Me, specifically. Like I’ d orchestrated the
assaults, which wasn't true. Or to prove | couldn’t protect the populace. Which was partly true— my
team consisted of Slow Bridge and scattered spies, with an outer ring of neighborhood watch groups.
We couldn’t be everywhere at once. Either motivation suited Ning's purposes, and from reexamining the
feed, | could just make out the shape of one of the intruders— a heavily built man who might have been
the Cigar Club’ sdoorman, Fitch.

Numero dos. Mr. President wanted more power. Or at least, his SSPPD did. (That's Secret Service
Presidentia Protection Detail.) With New Cambridge painted as adangerous place, the POTUS' s
speciad agents could make a case for bringing more of them out of cryonic stasis (thusfar, we d freed
only two) and/or supplying them with firearms (inside the city, we' d refused to let any of our citizens
carry guns). The moment the news about Thorn got out, they indgsted we do more to help them protect
the President — it made me wonder if they hadn’t zapped Vegas and Thorn themselves.

Upon seeing her friend put in traction, Katrina hunted me down to offer athird hypothesis.

Numero tres. Vashti and Champagne had it done. With beatings and home invasions spreading fear,
they could convince New Cambridge of the need for greater surveillance. Let’s put cameras everywhere,
not just inthelinks. Let’ sgive our citizens subdermd transmitters that never dissolve, so we can track
them forever and ever. Up to this point, the city’ scivil libertarians had stood in unwavering opposition —
privacy was too important, a human right, and no government could be trusted with that much power.
But now, maybe they’ d bend alittle.

“Or maybeit’ s not about surveillance,” she glowered. “Maybe it's manpower.”

Numero tres and a half: 1 did it to justify alarger security force.

Off the mark, | told her. Way off with me. Less so with her mothers, but off just the same. Still, she
had company — my conjectures would prove as wrong as hers.



| fed Thorn’ sfootage to the other man in Pandora slife, the one nearly dwaysin her ear: Maachi, her
Seeing Eye Al. They worked so well together, most of our populace had no idea Pan was blind. Rather,
they saw her asfrequently disiracted, chatting away with someone they couldn’t see— but whether she
was linking someone or just talking to herself, they couldn’t say for sure.

“It isn't much footage to go on, but did you notice the glove?’ Malachi asked, linking me an optimized
image. My eyes scanned it for an unusua brand or style— pretty generic, asfar as| could tell — but
with the light enhancement, | could see atelltale bulge beneath the leather.

“He swearing aring,”

“Most people take their rings off before putting on gloves.”

“Most do,” | agreed.

“So who never takes off hisring? A happily married man?’

“That’sabigring, Md, abig stone!”

“Maybe you haven't noticed, but these aren’t poor people we re taking care of,” he said, but | barely
heard him because that was when it clicked.

| caught up with my ring-bearing suspect in between deliveries. He d volunteered to bring food and
medicine to housebound individuals — not just the elderly, but aso those who' d been disabled by Black
Ep and whose injuries were beyond our power to repair. He was, needless to say, agood apple. And so
| showed up aone, leaving Sow Bridge on double-shift patrol.

“Halloween,” said he.

“God' sRB,” said .

God's Running Back was Hawaiian, an older man, broad shouldered and sturdy. In hisprimehe'd
been a powerhouse — one of the best rushersin the history of footbal. (That’s American footbal, not
the soccer Pandora used to coach.) Though age had dowed him abit, he could still boast the physique of
an athlete, atrophy to go aong with his Super Bowl ring, single-season touchdown record and trip to the
Hall of Fame. Always oneto credit the Lord for his success, he’ d gotten himsalf ordained and parceled
his money into abooming ministry. By the time Black Ep hit, he' d cemented his place as the king of
celebrity evangeligts.

“Good to seeyou,” he said. “ Are you hungry? Buttered noodles are the specidty of the day, and Mrs.
Yamamuradidn't want hergl”

“Not right now, thanks.”

“We can break bread another time, then,” he smiled, loading atower of trays back into hisvan.
“What' s on your mind?’

“Let’'swak and talk,” | said.

Wetook astroll to the fence. He told me he’ d been hearing howling at night — apack of wolves or
wild dogs (hardly a difference between the two these days) nosing the perimeter. | promised I’d look into
it. Then | intimated what he’ d done and he nodded, relieved, unwilling to deny it.

“I'm glad you found me,” he said.

“Y eah, metoo. It’s nice when these things work out for everybody.”

“No argument here.”

“So why’ d you try to make chopped meat out of Vegas and Thorn? | have to say, it doesn’'t seem
very Chrigtian of you.”

“Y ou may beright about that,” he acknowledged. I’ ve been praying about it. HE s yet to give me an
answer.”

“You' veyet to give me ananswer,” | said. “Tell mewhy.”

With an earnest expression, he told me he was looking at the reason why.

| was hisinspiration.

“Gabrid,” he began, pams outstretched, but | cut him off right there.

“I don’'t go by that name anymore,” | said. “And evenif | did, it'sjust aname. I'm no angdl, believe
me”

He chuckled. “Even Jesus had his moment of doubt in the desert. But I'm happy to call you Halloween
if you like. Some of ushaven't forgotten itsred name: All Saints' Eve. A night not of darkness but light.”



“You'rekillingme” | said.

“Hdloween, I'm contending for the faith. All right? 1’ m contending for the faith by opposing evil men.”

“Vegas and Thorn? Obnoxious, maybe, but evil men?’

“Have you read the book of Jude?’ he asked. “\Woe unto them who despise dominion and speak evil
of dignities”

“And you gave’em woe, huh?’

“| delivered amessage.”

“Let meget thisstraight. Y ou think you' re helping me?’

“Yegl”

Misguided son of a bitch, | fumed. “Y ou redly think this makes my job easier instead of harder?’

“I think it shouldn’t beyour job at dl. Infact, | know it shouldn't.”

The serenity in his eyes, the certainty in hisbaritone voice... something gave me pause. Probably a
combination of the two.

“Sinful men,” he continued. * Plenty of them. | see them prowling around like those wolves out there.
And | seeyou fighting the good fight againgt them. And sometimes afight takes more than words. | see
that. But you shouldn’'t haveto do it. God has made unto you wisdom. God has made unto you
righteousness. God has sent you to us, and there’ s no reason for you to sully yoursdlf with this. You can
stay as pure as his thoughts, and that’ s how you will stay if | seeto the problem instead.”

The religious convictions baffled me, but we agreed on one thing: the Doctrine couldn’t sustain itsalf
without help. Someone had to play the heavy. And asfar as he was concerned, better him than me.

He was desperate to protect me— or whatever he thought was me — and he wasn't dlone. Just as
New Cambridge had cabals digned against the PH, here was one aigned in our favor. Supposedly. But
with friendslikethese...?

| arrested him and he was perfectly agreeable, except when it cameto telling me who esewas
involved. Or how many. That he wouldn't do. He implied there were othersin the movement, men and
women of faith, though not al belonged to the Chrigtian faith.

So the city had been seeded with an unguessable number of 1oose-cannon vigilantes. It was the last
thing we needed.

“No, we're exactly what you need,” God's RB inssted. “We do what hasto be done, and because
We' re not associated with you, what do you have?’

“Plausible deniability” sad .

“And clean hands,” said he, and smiled.

Quite ascanda when the story broke. For ahero to so many to fall — somefdt it threw gasolineon a
smoldering fire, but others saw it asabreath of fresh air. Some praised usfor taking a dangerous man off
the street; others blamed usfor creating the conditionsthat allowed it to happen in thefirst place. It sent
ripples through the Christian community. While most didn’t care much for Vegas or Thorn, they loudly
condemned the assaults. “We're Chrigtian,” they said. “We don't wish that on anyone.” But | sensed a
definite sympathy for God's RB bubhbling undernegth.

Of course, the Assembly made an example of him. Came down strong to reassure the community that
the law was the law; no one was aboveit; no one had to livein fear. And of course, that didn’t it well
with everyone. Angry noteswere scribbled. “ Only God can judge ahuman soul. What authority dare you
clam over therighteous?’ When the anonymous threets started rolling in, | wondered if the loose
cannons had reconsidered deifying us and had instead thought to put usin their sights.

One of them sent an excerpt from the Old Testament, the Book of Zephaniah. Instead of sending it to
the Assembly, he sent it directly to me.

Ah, soiled, defiled, oppressing city!

It has listened to no voice; it has accepted no correction.

It has not trusted in the Lord; it has not drawn near to its God.

The officialswithin it are roaring lions; its judges are evening wolves that leave nothing until
the morning.

Its prophets are reckless, faithless persons; its priests have profaned what is sacred, they have



done violence to the law.

On stupid impulse, | crumpled it up. But | couldn’t throw it away. | smoothed it out, folded it and kept
itin my pocket. | didn’t wholly agree with it, but God, there weretimes | hated the city, too.

Excerpt, New Cambridge Assembly Transcript, Session 606

THE CHAIRMAN. The meeting will please cometo order. This morning the Assembly will take up
theissue of expanding the city’ s constabulary. | would like to Start by recognizing our Chief of Law
Enforcement, Mr. Hall, for any opening remarks he' d like to make.

MR. HALL. No remarks.

THE CHAIRMAN. Then next up is Assemblyman Ning, who has a prepared statement, |
understand.

MR. NING. Thank you, Mr. Chairman. Security is the backbone of any democracy, and our
community isno exception. The citizens of New Cambridge cannot be expected to live their livesina
constant state of fear. Given the recent string of violence, it isimperative that we add more capable,
able-bodied men and women to the ranks of those who have dedicated themselves to upholding the law.
Thisisnot thefirg timethis cal has been sounded, but one can only hope that thistime it will be heeded.
If Mr. Hall isunwilling to increase his persond security force, | propose we establish a supplementary
agency that can round out his effortsto effectively police the streets. | cdl not for another half-measure,
not for yet one more neighborhood watch, but rather a highly trained, well-armed-

MS. POMEROQY. Isthisan end run?

MR. NING. Excuse me?

MS. POMEROY. Arewe back to firearms again?

MR. NING. | was under theimpression that | had the floor.

THE CHAIRMAN. You do, Mr. Ning, but Ms. Pomeroy has apoint. Whether or not private
citizens should be allowed to carry firearms within the city is a separate issue, and one of your favorites. |
trust this proposa—

MR. NING. No, I’ ve conceded that vote. This has nothing to do with private citizens owning guns,
asmembers of any officialy sanctioned police body would by definition no longer be private citizens.
Let’snot become ensnarled in this. Alarming though it may be, trying to enforce the law with insufficient
firepower isaless dangerous experiment than trying to enforce it with insufficient manpower, particularly
when coupled with insufficient confidence from the people of thiscity. May | put aquestionto Mr. Hall?

THE CHAIRMAN. Go ahead.

MR. NING. When New Cambridge wasfirst established, you assembled aforce of three, yoursalf
included. Tell me, how many arein that force today?

MR.HALL. Three

MR. NING. Three? Protecting athousand plus. And how would you explain this egregious lack of
recruiting?

MR. HALL. There' sno reason to recruit when | can do more with less.

MR. GETTY. If | may interject? Mr. Ning, until recently the crime rate has been minuscule. There's
been no reason to expand the force.

MR. NING. That may be, sir, but now we have good reason, and this Assembly needsto know if he
intends to do something about it.

MR. HALL. I'll condder recruiting.

MR. NING. With al due respect, your consideration is not enough. New Cambridge deserves better
security, and if you won't make the hires—

MR. HALL. Youresaying | should surround mysdf with people | don’t trust or you'll petition the
Assembly to train and arm them instead.

MR. NING. If you have aproblem with trust, you really ought to seek psychologica counsding. Dr.
Chakin?



DR. CHAIKIN. Hey, my door’s dways open.

MR. HALL. Enough. You're not interested in security. It's power. Y ou’ ve opposed the Doctrine the
whole time you’ ve been here. Y ou want a coup, and thisis an attempt at positioning.

MR. NING. Redly, that’s outrageous. Patently ridiculous. Just because | disagree with certain points
of palicy, that doesn’t make me an insurgent trying to bring our society down. Do you deem every critic
of your job performance as untrustworthy and dangerous? Dr. Chaikin, isthis not an exhibition of
paranoid thinking?

DR. CHAIKIN.Wel—

THE CHAIRMAN. Let's cometo order—

MR.HALL. Let'snot.

THE CHAIRMAN. Hd?

MR. HALL. I’ve got work to do, Isaac. Let me know what you decide.

It used to be easier.

When we had only afew thawed to worry about, or afew dozen, they pretty much did what wetold
them. Once we hit fifty, the questions starting coming. “Why do we haveto livein community housing
when there are better accommodetions al over town?’ So we let them spread out. When they got into
the hundreds they wanted mansions. So we tried to accommodate them there. Then they asked, “Why
areyou raioning the things I want?’ Now they wanted to come and go as they pleased, taking advantage
of the benefits of the city without contributing their share of thework. “Why should | do thisdirty job
when we can just thaw other peopleto do it?’

| oftenfelt like | was herding cats. If they’ d no interest in playing by therules, | wished they’ d just
leave. Goto Zurich. Or the French Riviera. Or Timbuktu. Some of them wanted to leave aswell, but
they were bound to the city, unable to stay away for long. Leave dl their friends behind? Leave a sense
of normalcy? Leave their creature comforts? They’ d been bound by golden handcuffs and no one could
find thekey.

The Dog went back on the air, but after the attack, Thorn was so jittery he forgot how to be funny.

Francisco Fierro had afull-blown nervous breakdown — or just atantrum, depending on whose
diagnosis you accepted — trashing Harvest’ s kitchen after hurling a saucepan of beurre blanc at an
impertinent sous chef’ s head.

Superman’ s powers came back, or so he thought. He tried to fly off the Harvard Square Hotel.

Just another week in Victory City.

One bright spot: we found Mrs. Lucky (*1 thought | was Mrs. Lucky,” Pandora had taken to teasing
me.) Mr. Lucky’ slottery-winning wife had gpparently gotten her freeze onin Amarillo, which fittingly
enough happened to be the coldest part of Texas. The Amarillo cryofacility kept a head count just shy of
two hundred — it originally housed twice that number, but sometimein thelast few decades a meteorite
had punched alarge hole through the southern part of the building and “melted haf the Popsicles.” In
Spite of the explosion, Mrs. Lucky’s cryostat had — according to our records — survived the blast,
safely tucked away in the northern wing.

Citizens of New Cambridge could go wherever they wanted, but without help from the Assembly they
typically found the wildernessto be wilder and woolier than they would have hoped. Most of them
weren't accustomed to roughing it and held only a passing interest intrying. To enlist help, a person could
go to hisfelow private citizens (the Y acht Club, for instance — some of the more nauticaly inclined
thawed had formed awater taxi service, specidizing in retreats to Martha s Vineyard and Nantucket), or
he could petition the Assembly. Bureaucracy kept petitioning far from aswift process, but upon
gpprova, Isaac would fly ateam to the selected destination to scavenge dl they could for the community.



“Shopping,” they cdled it, theterm “looting” having been deemed vulgar and impoalite.

Sow asthe bureaucracy was, we had arule about reuniting families as quickly as possible whenever
possible, so an Amarillo shopping trip immediately shot up on the schedule— Mrs. Lucky being thefirst
item ontheligt. Carefully, Isaac would transport her back to New Cambridge, and just as carefully
Vashti and Pandorawould try to thaw her out.

Another bright spot: the kick.

Cloning isdl about following aformula. It’ slike amarathon of cake baking, except you don't lick the
batter and you use an artificia birthing chamber instead of an oven. It's controllable, whereas natura
pregnancy takes place inside another living being — o it’ sless controllable, with more room for error.
But less controllable has an upside: it makes the experience magica. To put your hand on the woman you
love and fed your baby quicken — that’ smagic.

Especidly to someone like me, who'd grown up amidst so much artifice. In astrange way, I’ d spent
my entire lifelooking for something magica and red — some spark of light to entrance my inner moth —
and with Pandoral’d found it &t last.

Her hope, her need, her dedication — it drove me. It deferred my dip back into the shadows. | didn’t
like the thawed, didn't care about the thawed, but for her | would. For her, I’d do everything in my
power. My three-part plan:

1. Help build the world she wanted.
2. Give her achild.
3. Seeto their safety.

Andthen| could die.

Or at very least, deep. Slegp might be better. I’ d been drawn to sdlf-destruction for such along time,
I"d little skill separating the deep of the just from the deep of the dead. I’ d crossthat bridge when | got
there. I’d crossit on my own terms.

In the meantime, | had awar to win, an ongoing counterinsurgency againgt dl our splinter groups. With
the Cigar Club (exploit the frozen) and the Strangel ove patriots (ensure American hegemony) overlapping
on one sde and dl theloose cannons (frighten anyone from crossing the PH) stirring things up on the
other, I'd cometo think of everyone having their fingers somewhere they shouldn’t.

They didn’t. Most didn’t. Most were actualy pretty okay. | found that out later, when it wastoo late
to do me any good. But in the thick of it, my well-honed cynicism and mistrust had me overestimating our
enemies numbers, though not their threat. Looking back, it was ajudtifiable mistake. There'sno way to
count al the crocodiles until you drain the swamp.

“Because now, more than ever, we'redl in thistogether.”
-PRESIDENT JOHN HENRY COLEMAN’'SPUBLICITY SLOGAN, 1AR

The President got kicked in the groin.

Metaphorically, | mean.

He d established himself as a postive force in the community — outwardly, at least — by repeatedly
cdling for unity. “ Ich bin ein New Cambridgian,” and the whole shebang. In ashort time, he’ d gotten
on familiar termswith every one of our citizens, and not once had he cadled any Tim“Ted” or any Bill
“Bob.” Excdlent recdl for an older man, especidly one glazed out of his mind when wefirst thawed him
out.

“He' scampaigning,” Pandoraobserved. And, unofficialy, hewas. He d set hissightson leading a
united world government after we' d finished our work. I’ d noticed him paying specid attention to the
non-Americansin town — the Europeans and Asians, most of al. To sway potential congtituentsto his
sde, he' d taken to serving as an ombudsman, listening to what they wanted, nodding from timeto time
and making all the noisesthat signify empathy. Then he'd voice thar interestsin the Assembly. (We'd
made him an honorary member.)



Because he' d been behaving himself, Vashti had thawed both the First Lady and the press secretary
rumored to be his mistress. They made an interesting trio. And though the opportunity for agood, solid
groin kick popped up on more than one occasion, the one I’ m talking about was ddlivered not by the
womenin hislife, but by the Green Mountain Boys.

Named after the wild cards of the American 1770s— Vermont based guerrillas who' d fought both
the British and the Province of New Y ork — our Green Mountain Boys had |left New Cambridgeto
found their own State, alibertarian paradise where freedom and guns were as plentiful as the government
was dight. The GMB were aloose confederation of hunting enthusiasts, free spirits and pioneers, severd
dozen scattered around the Connecticut River in southern Vermont, roughly a hundred milesto our west.
They had the digtinction of being our first (and only) successful colony, aredigtic dternative for thawed
who didn’t want to dedl with the Assembly. Their numbersrose and fell with regularity — those who
pissed and moaned about life in New Cambridge would often join up to find thet life with the Boys
involved more work than they’ d expected. Heaps more work. They’ d typicaly tough it out and Stay, or
return alittle wiser and more accommodating. Win-win, asfar as| was concerned. Whichwaswhy I'd
had a hand in the group’ s crestion.

The exodusto Vermont began with the thawing of Charles“the Ax” Axakowsky, whom Vashti hadn’t
wanted to bring out at dl. Too unpredictable, too gung-ho about the issues, he' d only foment and agitate
our community. Not so, I'd argued. He' d go off and blaze his own path. With the mediabase, I'd
researched his many careers— decorated war hero, motivational speaker, bestselling author, state
representative, pundit — and I’ d pegged him as the sort who' d light a candle instead of cursing the
darkness. No reason to bring our society down when he could start one moreto hisliking. And so he
hed.

“Too much government,” he’ d complained of New Cambridge, peering at Vashti, |saac and me from
behind the auto-focusing emerad green mirror sunglasses he' d made synonymous with his person. “ And
what’ swith the gun control ?* A free people should have sufficient arms and ammunition to maintain a
status of independence from any who might attempt to abuse them, which would include their own
government.” That'swhat George Washington had to say on the subject, and you' d do well to listen to
it

Though athorough critic of the society we' d propped up, he appreciated the work we were doing and
seemed to like us persondly, me most of all, as1’d fought for his escape from the freezer. Beyond that,
he' d picked up on the fact that the city | protected wasn't my particular dice of heaven. “What are you
gill doing here?” he' d ask me whenever he came to town, on perennia visitsto recruit new Green
Mountain Boys and return those who couldn’t cut the mustard. “Y ou’ d be much happier with us.”

Maybe.

They'd roll up inaconvoy of black SUV's, twenty-five of them, a suitably tradable deer harvested and
tied to each hood, each antenna flying a green, white and blue flag. And we' d meet them at the gates,
Sow Bridge and I, running the Boys through the scanners and confiscating al their guns and contraband.
But thistime, the Ax had something specid in hisinventory. “A gift for the President,” he said, with the
puckish grin of addinquent child displaying his newest, ill-gotten toy.

“Isthat authentic?”’

“Theoneand only,” hereplied.

Everyone had a gift for the Presdent. Every socid club and society wanted to name him Person of the
Y ear, having selected Vadhti for the year before. Champagne coordinated al the congratulatory
presentations, an endless parade of syrupy speeches, which | would only haf listen to, scanning the
crowd (asusud) for sgnsof trouble.

By most accounts, the President and the Ax were— politically speaking — on the same page (or at
least reading the same chapter). The former had even given the latter ameda back in the happier times
before the plague. Here in the city, they met privately and rehearsed the presentation before it happened.
Everyone seemed comfortable with it — and unfortunately for the President, the Ax just sandbagged him.

“You're not carrying any matches on you, are you, Mr. President?’ the Ax joked, and everyone
laughed. “I wouldn't want you to burn it now.”



He held the venerable, many-times-refurbished parchment doft, scavenged from an undisclosed
location on arecent trip to Washington.

“That belongsto every American,” the President acknowledged. “1’d sooner burn everything | own.”

More laughter and scattered applause. That’ swhereit should have ended. Instead, with asmirking
“It' sfunny you say that,” the Ax deviated from the script, launching into a scathing critique of theman's
timein office, lambasting him as nothing lessthan atraitor to every American who bdlieved in that
document.

For years, libertarians had to endure being pigeonholed as smply “Republicans who liked to smoke
pot.” Here, the Ax diced the last strand holding him to either mgjor politica party. When | look back on
theincident, | see him playing keep-away, raisang the Bill of Rights high with hisright hand, and using his
|eft to keep ashorter man at army’ s length, pie-facing the President, stopping him from making agrab at it.

That isn't what happened, though. What happened was the President stood there with asour
expression while his supporters booed and Champagne cut the Ax’ s microphone. By thetimel’d
secured the Bill of Rights, Green Mountain Boys and Strangel ove patriots had started shoving each other,
bumping hard at the base of the stage, to make what | could only term as a decent mosh pit. Punches
were thrown but few landed; 1saac got on the mike to plead for sanity; Slow Bridge helped me break up
the spectacle of so many captains of industry, senators and ambassadors making fools of themselves,
ydling and flailing and fdling ass over tegkettle.

It reminded me of watching chimps fight — not the onesin the jungle, who' d learned how to tear each
other’ sthroats out, but rather chimps raised in Hollywood with cigars and funny hats and years of doing
what humans wanted, now trying to reclam their wild heritage and failing miserably.

Sad to say, the Green Mountain Boys were as close as we got to the kind of rough-and-tumble
post-gpocayptic bandit gangs you used to seein theflicks. Y es, they were survivdids, but only inthe
way amen’sencounter group can be considered such. They’ d find their inner warriorsin the woods with
the enthusiastic self-deception of lifelong non-athletes cracking week softballs at fantasy basebal camp
— “How gifted | an!” — and then they’ d retire to their luxury riverside condos to wash their venison
down with Chablis. Surprisingly, not asingle mohawk among the thawed. And the only spiked
wristbands, studded collars or black leather chaps 1’ d seen anyone wear had emerged from our city’s
resident clothing designer throwing atongue-in-cheek “post-gpocalyptic fashion show” with adouble
helping of kitsch.

Stll, with this attempt to publicly embarrass the President, the Ax might aswell have been wearing
anti-social regalia— overnight, the Green Mountain Boys had become a bad element, personae non
gratae. They’ d proven themsalves dangerous, erratic at the very least. So said the community.

“How many guns do those lunatics have out in Vermont?’ they asked me. “How do you intend to ded
with the Stuation?’

| don’t, | thought, for there was no Situation to deal with. Ax and his Boysweren’t about to storm the
city, gunsblazing— it wasn't in them. | was sure of it. But by following his heart and insulting the
President, the silly ass had cursed New Cambridge with yet another poisonous distraction, exploitable by
every bad apple who wanted to ratchet up the fear and bring the system down.

Hold on. That’ s the mantra now.

We' re down to the homestretch. Nine out of ten thawables already thawed. Maybe another
month. Maybe two. Then it’s a new city.

Just keep the empire from sliding into barbarism for a little longer.

Not much more. Just hold on to thereins.

Hold.

If happinessis awarm gun, hundreds wanted to share the joy.

In the wake of the Green Mountain Boys debacle, agroundswell of Second Amendment activism
surged to the fore. Protests gplenty. A vote to reped the firearms prohibition rushed through the



Assembly, failing to pass by awhisper of amargin. Some claimed the vote was fixed.

“Cam thingsdown,” Vashti directed. “Placate and mollify.” Or, at least, Sdetrack.

Enter the mechanical men.

Onatripto MIT, Isaac’ steam recovered afew dozen brickbots. Four-foot-high robotic butlers,
lightweight Lego-like plastic brick shells encasing a hodgepodge of eectronics, silicon and stedl. They
were the most advanced of their kind, which isto say they werejunk. Not that they weren't capable of a
good many things, and not that they weren't entertaining — they were. They could even boast rudiments
of artificia intelligence, like the driver technology in many cars. But countless bugs had made brickbots
more trouble than they were worth. Time and again they went kaput, shutting down with such frequency
they’ d cometo be known as “ breakbots.” And after decades of disrepair, these sad salvage jobs were
sureto bite the dust with even grester regularity. Still, they could serve auseful purpose.

They could have the semblance of an underclass.

If there existed a basic human need to subjugate and exploit, as the Richard Nings of theworld
exemplified, robots could serve as a substitute for the poor. For decades, they’ d been heralded asthe
saviorsof leisure. If only everything could be automated, some cried, human beings might never haveto
toil again — why, aperson could incessantly relax; he could be artistic, witty and erudite; he could
philosophize; he could play games. He could sit around, thumb up his ass, and enjoy thelife of the mind.
Though not without itswars, itsfamine and its poverty, civilization was surely heading in that direction
when Black Ep popped up to ruin things— and, in retrogpect, if only that goal could have been reached,
our city would be plagued with fewer problemstoday. It's hard to argue for the exploitation of other
humans when everyone has his own multipurpose automaton.

“Givethe breakbots to the Cigar Club,” Pandora suggested, on the grounds that they would make
them fed important and distract them from dreams of conquest. But they didn’t go to Ning and his
cronies— everyone wanted to be the first on his block with ajunky new toy, and Isaac couldn’t justify
“rewarding” the bad apples with specid treatment — it would only encourage more of the populaceto
make trouble for us.

We had the same predicament with IVR. The hard redlity we' d inherited had disconcerted many of the
thawed, and some longed to escape into agentler, happier smulation of life. Why not plug into avirtud
universe, onethat could fool you into thinking its computer-generated wizardry wasred — trust me, |
know — to while away afew hours? Or days? While its designers had envisioned it as an instrument of
educeation and entertainment, in Victory City it had most value as a painkiller. To prevent overindulgence,
we' d regulated 1V R time— gave everyone an alowance, and those who didn’t want theirs often traded
it away for something more tangible. (Besides, there were unrationed entertainment alternatives—
thousands of hours of live and recorded programming viathelinks.)

[ronicdly, the citizenswho received the most timein IVR were our criminals: Parker and God' s RB.
Locked in artificia dreamsfor long stretches of time, they didn’t have to be guarded as closely. The
Assembly considered it amore humane prison than any aternative the city had to offer — on the other
hand, didn’t the promise of long stretches of fantasy encourage discontent citizens to become criminals?

Ultimately, the breakbots got distributed via alottery system.

One had glitched beyond repair, so | dragged it out to the shooting range. The range served adua
purpose; it kept the shooters sharp (officidly, me and my security team, but | insisted al the PH practice
from timeto time), and it let the bad gpples know who not to messwith.

I’m agood shot. IVR shooting gamesfor the first part of my life, regular target practice snce. It
relaxesme. | like competing againgt mysdf, and the two times |’ ve had to teke aim againgt others, it
didn'tfal me

Executioner and avenger get tossed around from timeto time, yet killer istheword | can’t get away
from. It keeps me up nights. So | hit the shooting range with a passion to show off — and thereby
frighten away potentid threats. Please don’t be on the wrong side of my gun. For my sake, if not yours.

Six shotsto paint asmiley face on the breakbot’ s chest: two for the eyes, four for the mouth. Plastic
shrapnd with each impact.

It was afacein honor of my old friend — the brash, fickle, mentdly ill Fantasia, “that poor girl,” asmy



fellow PH used to cdl her. She had athing for smileys, the vapidly amused expression plastered on al the
soldiersin her virtud army. That was along time ago, back in the war games we used to play. Since
parting ways at eighteen, I’ d seen her exactly once.

A year to the day before | sent abreakbot to Vahalla, awhite-haired Fantasia appeared at the city
gates. She looked like she’ d seen aghost, which iswhat she said of mewhile | stared in mute
astonishment. She' d isolated herself for years, and so had | — neither of uswould ever be mistaken for
people persons. I d heard she’ d contacted Vashti once before, around thetime I’ d buried my son, but
sncethen we' d seen neither hide nor hair of her.

More surprisingly, she sounded normal. Almost. Saner than I’ d ever heard her. Some of the delusions
remained, but the rocking and lip smacking had stopped, and her speech had organized. In the old days,
we had to wade through malaprops and word salad. When she’ d wanted to say, “too many cooksin the
kitchen,” it would come out as, “too many cookiesin the cookiejar,” and there was no correcting her.

| asked her how she' d become so lucid, and she told me she' d dipped on amountain trail and
bumped her head. Upon waking, for thefirst moment in her life, absolute clarity had ensued.

“Redly? A whack on the head? I’ d heard that could—"

“No, idiot, I'm on the right medication now.”

After decades of looting pharmacies, she' d hit the right pill combination. Vison quest complete.
Beyond that, shewouldn’t say what she' d been doing dl thistime, except that it involved “fixing things’
somewherein the Pacific Northwest.

| brought her into New Cambridge and reintroduced her to dl her old friends. An emotional
homecoming — there might have been hugs, but she still didn’t like to be touched. She stayed for a
week, got to know al her nieces, complained of wanderlust, promised she wouldn’t be a stranger and
vanished once again. But before she left, she took me aside and said she had two words for me.

“Won't work.”

“What won't?’

“This” shesad, waving a the city.

“Why not?’

“Y ou know why,” she said.

She haunted my thoughts while | peppered the breakbot, the smile | gaveit morelopsided than I'd
planned. Brigit joined me for target practice, and when Sloane took her place the am wasway off and |
knew something had gone wrong. After the third wide shot | took the pistol from her and saw it wasn't
hers.

“Where syour Glock?’

She cleared her throat and said she' d gone to the armory for alighter piece. | repeated the question.
Inavoicel had to strain to hear, she said she didn’t have it handy.

“Handy?’

She' d “temporarily misplaced” it.

“You lost your gun?’

Biting her lip and looking away, she told me she' d been looking for it. She hadn’t told me because she
didn’t want meto worry. “Sloane,” | said, “where did you seeit last?’

Shetold me of her carelessness, afuckup par excellence.

“I know,” she said, fighting tears. But she didn’t. She thought this was about my being disappointed
with her. | had no timefor that. If we were lucky, | would. | put abullet between the breakbot’ s eyes
and turned about.

“Where are you going?’ she caled.

“To clean up your mess.”

Decades back, sdlf-cleaning clothes were hailed as the invention that would force a degth rattle from
laundries everywhere: “ Nano-particles react with naturd light to bresk down dirt!” But not everyone felt



comfortable wearing so many chemicas (much less bacteria— “ self-cleaning bacteria underwear” had
been amarketer’ s nightmare), so the Crimson Cleaners on Massachusetts Avenue existed asa
diversified business: one section dedicated to traditiona liquid carbon dioxide cleaning, the other to
reimpregnating fabricswith nanoparticles.

| found Mars by the second section. He'd drawn work detail here, and though a chocolate factory it
wasn't, he seemed to be getting on okay. We kept our voices low, just loud enough to hear each other
over the din of the machines.

“Down the laundry chute?’ he asked.

“Our best guess.”

“A pistal?’

“Thrown out with her clothes.”

He nodded. “| haven’t seen anything, but | can ask around.”

“Subtly, if you don't mind.”

“Of course”

“Y ou fed comfortable doing this?’

“No problems pitching in, Hal, and if it passed through here, | bet | can find out what happened to it.”
Heamiled. “I’ ve got aface people trust.”

“I can seethat.”

“Andif | catchword of it, | imaginethere sareward?’

“Naturdly.”

“Can | name my own price?’

“Within reason.”

His smile broadened — the easy grin of an opportunist.

Vagina bleeding isnot what you want in a pregnancy.

“Y our baby’sall right, and Pandora sal right,” Vashti reassured me. “It’s placentaprevia— that’s
where the cervix isblocked, but partial, not complete. Treatable, eminently trestable. Asde from that
complication, we relooking good. Better than good, actualy — best yet. Her immune system’s
accepting the pregnancy. If we can stay the course for another eight to ten weeks, I’ d like to take a shot
at aC-section. | don't want to give you false hope, but | redlly think this might just work.”

I nodded so she knew | understood what she was telling me. Without the nod, there’ d have been no
sign. The good news could only get so far beforeit hit a protective wall of deadness. We had tried too
many times and lost too many children.

“Seep,” | told Pandora an hour before. Beseeched her, practically.

“Look who'staking,” shesad.

“You'rethe onewho'sin the family way. Y ou need rest.”

She laughed. Brushed hair from her face. “I’ll rest when I’'m dead.”

“Y ou keep up this pace and that might be sooner than you' d like.”

She waved that off, telling me she needed to start her rounds. Then the cramps and the bleeding and
the mad rush to obstetrics.

“Shewon't likeit, but I'm stopping her from working — suspending her indefinitely,” Vashti promised.
“Like you suspended Soane.”

“That had to be done.”

“Y ou did warn me about my wayward girls.”

| shrugged. “It wasacdculated risk.”

When we d first set up shop in New Cambridge, | recruited Brigit and Sloane not for their limitless
potentia as security personnel, but rather to reform them (at best) and/or keep an eye on them (at least).
Though they’ d spent their youth largely as bullies and troublemakers, Vashti had hoped I’ d be able to
turn them around. In someways | had, ingtilling a sense of duty and honor — they took their jobs



serioudy, and | took pridein the fact that they were completely incorruptible. Unfortunately, Sloane was
proving to be cursed, amagnet for spectacular mistakes.

How much would this one cost?

“The older girlsawayswere moretrouble,” said Vashti. “I imagine Cham and | got better at parenting
aswe went along. What' s the old saying? Children are like pancakes — you have to throw the first ones

Firgt one, actudly. Whatever. | don’t think she ever made pancakesin her life.

| followed her down to the hospital basement, where artificia birthing chambers clicked and hummed
to bring anew generation of posthumansinto being. Ten heartbeats from ten amniotic sacs, each not
many months from birth. Boys, these. Her firgt turn at bat, she’ d only gengineered girls, but thistime—
chromosomally spesking — the Yshad it.

Cdl it an attempt at further integration. Her adult PH daughters would bond (she hoped) with
garden-variety humans, and these families would adopt a new generation of infant PH boys. Integration
to make our kind less*“ other.” Asmuch as she enjoyed being exceptiona, Vashti struggled for the future
where we could not be painted as threatening and strange.

| watched her crossto adesk and — in asmooth, graceful motion — pull a hidden water pistol that
had been strapped to its underside. Extending her arms, she whipped about to aim it at the door we
camein. Strong stance, good grip, left index finger on the trigger, right thumb toggling the tiny microwave
attachment — ablast of superheated liquid a squeeze away from eradicating the imaginary thresat.

“Decent,” | said, “but twist farther so you're asmaller target.”

“I'mdready asmdl target,” she muttered, Napoleon complex bare. She made the adjustment. “ And
addefrom that?”

“Aside from that, you're good.”

“So | haven't forgotten everything you taught me,” she crowed, relaxing her stance and lowering her
weagpon. “I can defend mysdlf inapinch.”

“Hopefully, I'll recover Soane' s gun and that pinch won't come.”

“An open ticket to Fantasyland,” said Mars. “No time limits. Whenever | want.”

“You want to run away?’

“The option,” he nodded. “ That'swhat | want.”

“And fuck dl of usin the red world?’

“God no, | havefriends here. | like what we' re building here. But | want the option. Do you
understand?’

You want to be a little kid again, carefree, entertained, shamelessly indulged, with no need to
contribute to society until you decide you' re a grown-up again. Check.

“I hear you, Mars.”

He d named his price: the bottomlessillusions of 1VR. He kept going on about the things he couldn’t
have otherwise. Kobe beefsteak. Fresh Beluga caviar. Orbita skydiving. Sex with every James Bond
girl. Riding killer whaes around the Hawaiian I1dands.

“So dowehaveaded?

“If you can help us”

He could. | made anote to introduce him to my niece, Olivia, who maintained the VR — ajob
Pandora used to do back when New Cambridge was just afever dream. Then | linked Kody, the best
jigsaw piece to connect me to the man who had the gun.

A backroom at Oasis served as neutra ground, banging dance music partly muffled by the soundproof
door, the rumbling bass line still loud enough to make cocktail glasses vibrate.

“I don’t know who told you what,” said the doorman of Ning's Cigar Club, “but | don’t have what
you' relooking for. Evenif | did, why should | help you?’

“Don’'t hdpme” | said. “Don’'t help anyone. Keep trying to put aboot on the future.”



“How can I?Yoursisaready there.”

“Let’snot make this about ideology,” Kody suggested, arms outstretched to keep us apart. “We're
hereto talk business. Fitch, listen to Thursday. Thursday, give Fitch agood reason to do what you
want.”

| won'’t have to shoot him down like a mad dog, how’ s that for a reason? | did not like Fitch. A
lifetime ago he' d been a public relations wunderkind, running afirm that boasted among its clients nearly
every dictatorship on the planet. Scandal-plagued, he' d retreated from the public eye for awhile, only to
return herein the Recovery as Richard Ning'sfriend and consigliore. A tough customer, notorioudy so,
and | knew he' d be trouble from the day we brought him out.

“Helping earns you my goodwill.”

“And what’ sthat worth, kiddo? Are you so terribly important?’ he sneered, lighting ablack and oily
cigar. “Funny, when | went to deep, | didn’t think I’ d wake up to take orders from some sawed-off,
sarcadtic little goth mutt.”

“That isfunny,” | agreed.

“Y ou should never have unthawed us, pa.”

No argument here.

“How long do you think you can keep thisfarce of agovernment running? Y ou grow the city with the
speed of aglacier, you sacrifice dl common sensefor palitically correct egditarian propagandaand you
cap it off by standing in the way of freedom. Textbook stupidity. If thiswere abusness, you'd dl be
fired.”

Predictable complaints, only haf of them true. I didn’t bother arguing with him. Instead | said, “Then
fireme. Hell, let’ s discuss severance packages!”

“The moment you spill your trade secret. Right when you teach us how to wipe out Black Ep and bust
your monopoly on thawing.”

| shrugged. Thetiming on that was Vashti’ sto make.

“They' re management and we' re workers,” Fitch ranted at Kody.

“Doesthat sound fair? We could al be management — Amarillo’sjust ashort plane ride away and full
of worker bees!”

AsKody tried to steer the conversation back to common ground, | heard mysalf paraphrasing the
antigtratification portion of the Doctrine, part of the repeated call to oppose the“usvs. them” hardwiring
in the primate brain: “ Does there have to be management and workers? Why makethat divison at al?’

“Becausewe' re not dl assholes,” Fitch spat. From the school of thought that life is azero-sum gamein
which there are winners and losers— and the losers are assholes. With everyone equd, no on€ sa
winner and hence everyone' s an asshole. Y ou could use the same logic to say that with everyone equd,
no one saloser and therefore no one' s an asshole— an “isthe glass ha f-empty or haf-full” matter of
perspective.

“Ideology,” Kody reminded us, but the big man railed on, shaking hiscigar a me: “ Do you even
believe your own bullshit? Aren’t you the big nonconformist here? I’ m sure there’ saspecid placein hell
where they throw hypocrites on thefire.”

Actually, no burning, but a whole lot of tromping around in lead-lined cloaks, according to
Dante, | didn’t say, because | wastoo busy saying, “Y ou know, it'snot every day my moraity gets
questioned by achild molester.”

“Ho, Thursday, way over theline,” said Kody.

“Those were basd ess dlegations by scumbags with an agendato bring me down,” Fitch raged. “And
they werefifty yearsago.”

“If you two are just going to trade insults—" Kody began.

“No, fuck this,” Fitch said, aready up to leave.

Something banged against the door. Everyone reacted but no one reached, which meant if Fitch had
the gun, he probably didn’t have it on him. We gave ground as the knob turned and the door swung
wide. A gin-soaked couple lurched in, trying to keep their balance in mid-kiss and aready fumbling with
each other’ s clothes — tired of dancing, the lovebirds were searching for aromantic hideaway.



“Oh!” said the Storyteller, upon seeing usthere.

“Uh-oh, it'sthefun palice,” Dr. Danny Chaikin joked, clutching her tighter as shegiggled. “We're
sorry, we didn't redlize anyone wasin here.”

“That'sokay, | wasjust leaving,” said Fitch, but Kody stepped up to cut off his path and shut the door
onthelovers.

His back to the door, Kody raised an index finger and said, “ Experience isthe comb Nature givesto
Man after he goes bad. Understand? Y ou walk off, or you drive him off, you' re both going to gain a
pantload of experience. Y ou' re going to regret not making the deal you could have made.”

“Pantload of experience?’ | sad.

“L ook, you two are never going to give each other akidney, but you don’t have to be friendsto do
business. Thursday, make Fitch aserious offer.”

| took alungful of air and offered the dedl I’ d given Mars.

“Y ou want to put mein abox?Now | thought you might be keen to put mein a box, but | didn’t
think that box. | prefer redlity to that virtua bullshit, soif that’ s your big offer, you know what you can
dowithit.”

“Fine, nameyour price.”

“You can't afford me.”

“Try me”

He asked mefor things | couldn’t give, concessions that would have compromised our security far
more than any firearm.

“Then what do we have left to talk about?” he said. “ There’ s nothing you can give me.”

Maybe so, | thought. Maybe this comes down to me searching the Cigar Club and Fitch’'s
apartment, trying not to get shot. Nevertheless, | turned it over in my mind and said, “Am | negotiating
with you or your group?’

“What are you talking about?’

“What do you want — persondly? Not what you think isbest politicaly. What would make you
happy?”

“What would make me happy?’ he scoffed. And in a sardonic tone, he threw out what he considered
aridiculousrequest. But one | could accommodate.

“You can't be serious,” Champagne scowled. “Hal, that’ d be insane.”

“We do haveit,” | said.

“It'snot abargaining chip; it' spricdess.”

“Priceless,” | acknowledged. “But how valuable is Sloane’ s missing gun? 'Y ou want meto recover it
but you don’'t want meto crack any heads— well, here’' saway to get it sem tumulto, as Pandora
would say.”

She gnawed her lip and shook her head. “Fitch? Of al people?’

“Pearls before swine, Cham, | know”

Wewaked in silence to the Fogg, crossing its Italian Renai ssance — style courtyard, navigating past
the security I'd ingtalled and dropping down to a subterranean vault. Aboveground, Harvard’ s oldest art
museum housed treasures, but they were positively meager compared to what lay beneath. In the bowels
of the Fogg, atemperature-controlled, light-sengtive, dust-free chamber housed an irreplacesble
collection of paintings, sculpture and drawings: Da Vinci, Michelangelo, Picasso, Goya, Bacon, Blake,
Bosch, Rembrandt, Kahlo, Magritte, Monet, Mondrian and on and on.

Over the past twenty-five years, we posthumans had looted. Habitualy. The best finds were thetime
capsules. Most had been built with time-release locks, protecting culturd/historical artifacts from thieves
and vandals during the plague, but set to — over the duration it took usto wake up and find them —
pop open like flowersin bloom. Some of the designers had prepared for the possibility their capsules
wouldn't be found by humans or posthumans; instead, these were agift for far distant future



anthropologists to discover — extraterrestrial explorers, presumably — because pains had been taken to
explain theintricacies of human existence to those who might have no grasp of them. And one had
actually been booby-trapped — a“fuck you” to any who dared live after the capsule makers had
succumbed — but Isaac and | had worn our biohazard suits, the libera misting of nerve gas not affecting
usatal.

“It' skind of funny,” | told Champagne.

“What is?’

“Fitch and therest of Ning's croniesliketo call usfascists, and stepping into thisroom, it's hard not to
think about what Goering hid around Berchtesgaden, or the bunkers benesth Kaiserburg castle— al the
art the Nazisstole.”

Shedidn’t find it funny.

“WEe re protecting, not steading. And don’t tell me that’ s what the Nazis said. Once society’ s stable
agan— and | mean truly stable, Hal, not this* drunk elephant on ahigh wire’ act — we'll givethem
back to the people. Except, apparently, the Mona Lisa.”

“The‘fucking Mona Lisa,” to use hisexact words,” | said. “Ishe such abig art fan?’

“It'san ego thing.”

“What, to be the man who owns the most famous painting in the world?’

“Sure, everyone measures himsdlf againgt everyone e se— maybethisisaway for himto fed less
ordinary, more valued, specia — specid enough for him to cough up the gun. Or maybe it’ sjust
something he said, never expecting we actualy had it.”

She stared at the hoard of precious objects, feet unwilling to move. “Can’'t we just reason with him?’

“Either we trade him for thegun or | go in and take it. Wordswon't cut it.”

“What if we don't go dong? How dangerousisasingle gun?’

“You tell me, Cham. Y ou' re the one who said we had to remove al civilian-owned firearms from
mainstream society. Keep the deadly wegpons out of the city and we won't need arepressive security
force, remember? That' s how everyone was supposed to get dong.”

She narrowed her gaze at me. “I don’t remember you loudly disagreeing.”

“Not my job. You, Vashti, Isaac — you make the rules, | enforce them — that’ s the beginning and the
end of it,” | said. “ So what do you want to do about Fitch?’

“Do you think he can tell theredl thing from afake?’

“If it sagood forgery, then no, | don’t think he’ sthe sort who could tdll the difference. But | can’t
guarantee you, and | can't rule out the possibility that one of hisfriends might sniff it out.”

She sighed. “All right, let methink what | want to do,” she said.

Outside, Kody let out an appreciative whistle. “ Sweeter than candy, Thursday,” he said, running a
hand through histhinning hair. “Isit red?’

We dtared at the painting. It smiled.

“Yes” | lied. | didn't know.

“It ssemsashameto giveit to such arotting fish.”

“Bad apple,” | said.

“Same difference,” he shrugged. “ One bad apple spoils the bunch; one rotten fish makes the whole
basket stink.”

“Doyouthink he'll takeit?’

“No doubt.”

“How do you know?’

“Ah, I know histype. He Il make the ded rdluctantly and suggest he’ s only making it because of me,”
Kody said. “Y ou watch. He wants you to trust me completely, and then use me against you. Typical
Tzuperman.”

“A typical Superman? How?’

“Tzuperman — aSun Tzuperman. A big admirer of Sun Tzu's Art of War,” he explained. “Make as
many businessdedsas| have and you can't help running into them. Spiesarevita to Sun Tzu— hecdls
it “divine manipulation of thethreads.” Soin Fitch’ sbook, information is the best weapon of al,



something he can use to disrupt your plans and prey upon your fears.”

“So he' stalking to you?’

“He srecruiting me, hethinks.”

“Should | worry?’

“What,” helaughed, “you think I’'m arotten fish? Mai pen rai, Thursday, relax. I’ve got him
completely snowed.”

When he found out we had the Mona Lisa available, Fitch held out for two additional masterwork
paintings, but did in fact relinquish Sloane’ s gun. Reluctantly, as Kody said. After the swap, the man tried
to ingratiate himsdlf with me, hailing the exchange as a positive step in our deglings. Maybe our two
points of view weren't so far gpart, he said. And while saying so, he went to work on Kody.

Three days later, | stopped trusting Kody. Not Fitch’ sfault, though. It had nothing to do with him.

“He syour friend, so | cameto you firgt,” said Tomi. The quietest of my nieces, Tomi worked
cryonics with Vashti and Pandora. With long black hair, fine features and the soul of awarrior-post, the
appellation suited her well — she’ d been named after Tomoe Gozen, the most celebrated female
samural.

“Yousay hesad it asajoke?’

“No, he played it off as ajoke afterward. He looked serious at the time.”

“I don't seewhy he’'d ask you.”

“Heknew where | worked; | had excellent access.”

“No, | mean hismotive,” | said. “Why would Kody want you to kill someone?’

“Kill isvt aword heused.”

“Then areyou sureit’ swhat he meant?’

She gave me asingle, decisve nod. Sure as shooting.

Into Grendel’ s Den | ventured, interrupting the 9-ball game Kody was winning, and thus reluctant to
leave. | spoiled his shot, grabbing him by the forearm and pulling him up from the pool table. He stepped
back and rubbed hisarm ruefully.

“Sorry,” | apologized. My anger had snuck up on me and tightened my grip.

It seemed | was dwaysinflicting limb damagein the Den. Channeling Beowulf; | supposed — the
Old English hero had defeated his Grendd by tearing the monster’ sarm right out of its socket.

“What's so important?’ he asked, and so | told him. “Oh, that.” He flashed a grin worthy of hisnative
Thailand, the Land of Smiles. Not quite reassuring me. Behind the cheerful, dismissve guise | saw the
grain of guilt, the kind aman carriesfor years hoping and not hoping for a chance to unload.

“Sort this out for me, Kody,” | said. “Come on, put me at ease.”

Wewalked and talked. The more we talked, the more the smile fatered, and the more hangdog his
expression became.

Now on schedule to be thawed: the more difficult cryonic extractions, the plague suffererswho' d been
so damaged by Black Ep they were unlikely to come back to life. We' d dready thawed al the easy
breezies. Among the remaining stragglers was a captain of industry named Van Caneghem — no relation
to the escape artist. Tomi had estimated his chance of recovery at twenty percent; Kody had asked her
what it would take to drop that down to zero.

“Whoishetoyou?’ | asked.

Kody shrugged. “No oneredly!”

“Thenwhy?’

“He knows me!”

| studied him. He sighed.

“Let metel you how | got frozen.”

In thewrong place at the wrong time, Kody breathed hislast. Got himsdf killed. The limo ran afoul of
ariot and lost, have-nots shattering the windows and ripping the hapless captain of industry out, Ssomping



him to death on the pavement. Ugly, not peaceful, not “dying with the eyes closed” asthe Thai say.

R.I.P. the rea Kody — not the one who' d befriended me.

My Kody? In the driver' s seet, bloodied from broken glass, fortunate to survive the violence, speeding
off into the night.

“I was his chauffeur,” he explained. “My bossdidn’t like to drive and didn’t trust a computer to doit.
And | was aso his bodyguard — body double, technically — he' d hired me because we looked enough
diketo fool people who didn’t know him persondly. Not that it helped him inthe end, Stting in the
backsesat while | was up front with achauffeur’s cap. Thursday, | was never so happy to wear that cap.
They were hitting me, pulling at me. Trying to do to mewhat they’d doneto him. ‘I’ m just adriver,’ |
ydled. ‘I’'m aworkingman, leave me done!’ They listened. | made them listen. | got away and didn’t
know what to do. | remember wanting to call my family — but what family?1 didn’t have anyone. |
started talking to mysdlf. Said I’ d rather live as someone I’ m not than dieaswho | am. So | came here
pretending to be him.”

“And no one caught you!”

“Noone” hesad. “I had hisID. | had his passwords. I’d learned al his mannerisms. No one knew
him here— hewas avery private person — | kept thinking someone would expose me but | had his
voicein my ear, hisghodt’ s voice telling me how white people thought al Thai looked dike. He' d said it
before, and thistime | guesshewasright.”

Kody had every intention of continuing the impersonation indefinitely. But Van Caneghem had made
severd dealswith the genuine Kody — he knew who the man was and who hewasn't — and if
successfully revived, could expose the charade.

“And s0 you wanted Tomi to pull hisplug?’

“Jugt joking,” he said. “I knew he was coming up on thelist and | wanted to know what his chances
were. To seeif | had to come clean or not!”

| wanted to believe him, but couldn’t give him the benefit of the doulbt.

“Honestly, Thursday, | haven't been truthful about this, but that’ sit. I’m not out to murder anyone.
Serioudy. Hiding who | am doesn’'t mean so much to methat I’ d want to take anyone slifel”

“But it doesmean alot toyou,” | said.

“Sureit does.”

“Or you would have come clean from the day we thawed you.” He said nothing.

“Did you think we' d prosecute you?’

“Atfirg.”

“ And when you saw we had bigger problemsto worry about?’

“It' scomplicated!”

“Maybe I'll understand. Stranger things have happened, right?’

He shook hishead and | thought he might stay silent, but in arush of breath he said, “I’m trying to do
some good here. I’'m working with you because | know what’ sright and what’ swrong. And | know
what you're doing isright. So I’ m trying to make a difference— but I'm doing it as Suchart Shinawetra,”
he explained, invoking his boss srea name, the latter haf of which trandated as* does good routingly.”

“Do you understand? I'm only here because of him. | want him to get credit for whatever good | do.
S0, yes, it’ simportant to me, but if | haveto be mysdlf again, | will. No foul play required.” | didn’t care
about thelieitsdf. Pretend you' re whomever you want. Pretend you' re the king of Siam. But had Kody
been willing to kill to protect his secret? | couldn’t proveit. | couldn’t rule it out. Betray or disappoint.
That' swhat the people closest to me tended to do.

So | stopped trusting him. | kept him as an informant, but stopped telling him anything that could pose
athreat or come back to haunt me.

Inashark tank of prosperous, privileged, self-centered big fish, | thought I’ d found ahalf-shark — or
mershark — someone who could spesk their language and mine. And no. No, hewasjust faking it.
That’swhat bothered me most.

Maybe | should have suspected him. Since starting this, I’ d had an inkling that the facilities had made
mistakes, and not everyone who' d been cryopreserved was who they were advertised to be.



Take Amarillo.

I saac returned from that expedition without his objective. He d led Mr. Lucky to Mrs. Lucky’s
cryostat — and the deeping beauty there was a stranger. Midabeled. They scoured the building, but the
real Mrs. Lucky was nowhereto befound. A heartbreaking mistake, if in fact it wasamistake. It wasn't
hard to imagine crooked proprietors running out of space and double-booking their cryostats, tossing
clientsout for family and friends. Dumping the old for the new.

Better to try and save the people you love than strangers. And if by some miracle, on some
hypothetical day, Black Ep could be best, stand tria then.

On the other hand, with no sign the plague could be stopped, what did it matter?

Everyone was done for, anyway. Who'd ever know?

I"'m outside the gate, serving venison. Feeding the wolves. There' s a good-sized pack now, brown and
gray with keen yellow eyes. Apex predators at the top of their food chain, nothing eats them but
curiosity, watching me with measured caution as| offer to supplement their diets with strips of deer, and
digging in only when | retreat and the dphagivesthe sgnd. I'm hafway to domesticating them. | don’t
want them domesticated; | just want to keep them around. | want them howling at night so everyonein
the city can hear. Let the thawed know something’ s out there. Let them unite against acommon fear.

Thelight is strange. Judging by radiance done, it could be an overcast day. It could be twilight. Or it
could be amoonlit night. I’ ve forgotten what timeit isand | don’t think to look up. I’'m utterly in the
moment — the universeis just wolves and meet, with me as the middleman — and then there’ sthe hat.

| seeit out of the corner of my eye. A navy blue snow hat, crumpled, discarded like rubbish. My heart
dartsbeeting. If that’swhat | think itis. Oh, if itis.

Before the wolves can get to it, I’'m there. | clutch it. My hand shakes. When | reverse the hat and
hold it up, there' sthetelltale 2 in white at the top. Thisisthe 2 hat, specid to me because it was my
son’s. Deuce and | shared the same DNA, so heworeit asif it were necessary to tell us apart. But over
time, the hat became less of ajoke, evolving into astaple of hisidentity. One of hisfavorite things.

It's supposed to be safe at home. Locked up. Someone broke into my personal things, took my son’s
hat and threw it away where | was sureto findit.

To fuck with me.

I'msick with fury. | fed likel’ ve swalowed razor wire. | tuck the hat into my insde pocket and | get
up. | hatethe city. | turn around with every intent of—

No, it' s already happening. Huge plumes of smoke arerising up, and even thisfar away, | canfed the
heat. Flames consume, windows bregk. The city isburning.

Good. That'show thisshould fed. But | can't take pleasureinit. Can't et it happen. I’'m aready in full
sprint, off to save lives and catch the arsoni<t.

Insdethegate, | oy something familiar. Amidst dl the screaming and running, aflash of orange hair.
My son, Deuce, hatless, walks through the chaos like it’ s nothing, stainless stedl lighter in hand. | call his
name and he doesn't hear me. Or doesn’t want to. He flicks the lighter’ s case open and thumbsthe
whed, looking for something new to burn.

| chase but don't catch. Keep losing him in the smoke. When | do see him, | raceto closethe
distance, but hisarms and legs warp and stretch in ways that defy al logic. | am chasing aghost.

“Where sthefire?’ callsavoiceto my left. | recognize the voice. Only now do | redlizethat I'm
dreaming.

From the eighteen years of behavior and mannerism my generation logged in IVR, atificidly intelligent
programs were built — so anytime | felt nostalgic and morbid, | could plug in and hang out with fairly
sophisticated phantoms of my dead peers. Except for one. Upon making the decision to betray and
murder us, my oldest friend scorched the earth behind him, wiping himsdlf from thelogs. So no
persondity composite can be made— and the only time | get to talk to himisin dreams.

Where the Statue of Three Lies should be, Mercutio dangles upside down from agallowstree. The



rope sabout hisright ankle and his|eft leg is bent to form an inverted four. It' s the pose of the Hanged
Man, atarot card of introspection and sacrifice. With each hand he gives methe finger.

“Fuck you, too,” | reply. That earnsasmile.

“Hey, where you running off so quick? Where' sthefire?’

“All around us” | ydl. “Can’'t you fed it?’

“No, but don’'t go by me. | don’t fed much these days.”

“Youwant meto say I’'m sorry?’

“Héll no,” he laughed. “What happened happened. Shot is shot.”

“And notisnot.”

“That’ sright, we re both just victims of circumstance.”

“No, you did what you had to do. So did I. We took actions; actions have consequences. So none of
this*victims of circumstance’ — you don't get off the hook so easy. Neither do I. Now | don’t havetime
fo—"

A flash of color through the smoke — streaking two directions at once— I’'m tracking forked
lightning, and hisnameis Deuce. “Why are you burning the city?” Mercutio’ sasking me.

“I’'m not. That'smy kid.”

“No, your kid' s ill nestled in Pandy’ s girl parts. Bang-up job, by the way — good luck with that.”

“Thanks.”

“I dill say you' re the one making the city extracrispy,” he says, stretching down to scratch something
inthedirt. “Y ou hate Harvard or something? Go Yae?’

| glance down and see he' swritten BOOLA BOOLA.

When | ook up, he' sgone. Escaped. I'm staring a an empty tree.

“Dreaming,” | remind mysdf.

| can’t decipher the full extent of my brain’s backwash, but | know I’ m dealing with fear and guilt.
Haunted by people| couldn’t save — that’ sthe guilt. Unable to save the city. Having it burn on my
watch. That'sthefear.

| drop my head back down and what Mercutio’ s written now reads BREATHE. | can barely seeit
through al the smoke. Breathe, why not, I’ m oxygen-addicted — don’t mind if | do. Inthis case, it's bad
advice. I'm conscious of the acrid stink of chemicals— whatever’ sburning hereisunsafeto inhae, but
it'sfilling my lungsand—

The bottom’ s dropping out.

I”’m coughing up poison. I’ ve been contaminated. It's not smoke — not achemical cloud. It'sa
biologicd cloud, aswirling miasmaof microorganisms beseging me, seeping into my skin, and I’'m
breathing in more and more of them. And it’ s getting easier. Like they’ re terraforming the architecture of
my interna organs. With thekind of certainty that comesonly in dreams, | know something withinmeis
changing.

Now | can hear voices bubbling and overlapping, shooting up like grass bursting through concrete.
Every speck in my blood wantsto tell mewhat it thinks.

But whatever language they’ re speaking, | don’t understand.

| drop to my knees. I’'m not well. The babble of voices keeps getting louder, and I'm in touch with a
wellspring of emotion: fear and fascination, but mostly ajaw-clenching, teeth-grinding, unreasoning anger.
Theirsor mine? Mine, | redize— the anger’ smine.

“Get out!” | yell.

| could yell mysdf hoarse.

Enough of this, | decide, working to assert my mind over thelitany. Out with the last gasp: | exhde as
much of thetoxic vapor as| can, forcing acone of it back into the atmosphere, where it scarsthe air
itsdlf. I’'m seeing my breath on a cold day, hanging there before me, but it snakesinto a pattern before it
disspates.

The pattern spells FREE.

Atlast | can seethe city again — or what' s |eft of it — the ashes of New Cambridge whipping around
likeinky snow. Thisisthe nuclear blast site, the dead city, the smoldering afterbirth of combustion and ill



will.

Off inthe distance | catch sght of the fire starter. He stridestoward me, closing to agundinger’s
range, pausing when | call him Deuce, then drawing near enough for usto box. He'snot Deuce.
Mercutio’ sright about that.

I’ m opposite a corpse-faced version of mysdlf, black lipstick, black fingernails, black eydliner, the
self-indulgent depths-of-despair, nothing-to-live-for, think-twice-before-you-dare-talk-to-me wardrobe
of my youth. There' sasiver medalion around his neck in the likeness of atarot card; | don’t haveto
look to know it's Degth.

With asatisfied smirk helightsa clove cigarette, and in the lighter’ sglow | can see heis crawling with
microbes. Asam |. He takesadrag and my eyes are open to the hidden life that covers everything. His
eyesmirror mine, identical but for distortions of each irisreflecting twin ankhs dight.

“Havewe met?’ | ask, and when he exhaesthe puff of sickly-sweet smoke, it hitslike ashotgun shell,
and | am flung back like amoth introduced to a hurricane. The wind screeches past me as| twigt, but it's
an electronic-sounding screech, one that soundsincreasingly like my alarm clock. And the clove smoke
expels mefrom the universe; I'm waking now; | can fed the dream dipping away, stretching off into the
distance, leaving only blackness behind.

I’d sworn off dreaming years ago. Gaveit up for Lent. My unconscious mind hadn’t listened,
disobediently serving up phantasmagorialike that far too often.

Traitor.

Dreams are supposed to be away for the brain to work through unresolved issues, but the prospect of
tugging at the loose threads of my life struck my conscious mind as painful and pointless— why struggle
with knots you can’t possibly untie? Better to leave them be. Or reach for scissors and be done with
everything.

The dream melted and flitted away — parts of it would come back to me at odd times, but upon
waking, | only remembered two things.

| remembered the word free.

That word aone. Which summoned up a conversation I’ d had with Kody a month prior. I’d asked
him about the Thai word for freedom — not thai as!’d origindly thought, but itsara. A linguidic kissng
cousin, perhaps, of aword Isaac once taught me, istigara, arequest for spiritua guidancein theform of
adream.

“Yeah, itsara. Means‘liberty,” ‘freedom,”” he’ d said, as we watched the heads of two Fortune 500
companies shout a each other over ownership of abreakbot. “ That' swhat it meansin Thai, but the
word origindly comesfrom another language, Pdli. Meant something completely different there.”

“What'sthat?’ I’ d asked, asthe younger and louder of the two CEOs forced the other to retresat.

“It meant ‘the power to control other people.” ”

“That' s not so different,” I’d cynicaly said.

The other thing | remembered:

| remembered the city burning down.

And the very next day it did.

Not by fire. By treachery, it burned.

I’d discovered one of the President’ s Secret Service men teaching two of Harvest’ s busboys how to
fashion homemade expl osives from common cleansing products. Ammoniaand nitric acid make
ammonium nitrate. Nitric acid and sulfuric acid make nitroglycerine. Plant nailsin the bombsto up the
lethality. Dip the nailsin rat poison to up it some more.

| have anihilist’stemperament. | know from bombs. Thiswasn't unexpected.



Surveillance led meto one of the old fraternity houses. They’ d set up alab in the basement behind a
door that blended into thewal — | found it mostly by nose, following the concentration of cloying
floral-scented deodorizer and the ghost of chemical smell buried undernesth.

| called my houndsin; we came down hard. Three arrests, and no one resisted. But it took time. It put
me across town.

Miles away, at the community park, the boys and girls of New Cambridge chased a softball game with
anice cream socid. Typica Saturday afternoon, clear skies, sunny weather, perfectly innocuous until the
sckness. Stomachs turned; faces went green; half-digested ice cream and stomach acid shot up to paint
the grass.

A parade of nauseous children funndled into the hospitd, carried there by worried parents and obliging
Good Samaritans. The health emergency pushed Vashti’ s staff to the limits, and in the rush to treat
everyone, amidst al the shrieking, crying and vomiting, security procedures went unfollowed.

A disaster because the Good Samaritans weren't. By the time Maachi linked me, they’ d
overpowered the staff and barricaded the entrance. It was awell-orchestrated attack. They immediately
took Vashti and Tomi as hostages, catching each by surprise before either could find aweapon. To her
credit, Tomi performed not one but two makeshift rhinoplasties before being subdued, the first assailant’s
nose fracturing to alooping uppercut, the second to ahigh back elbow. But Vash went quietly, cadm and
cool, trying to reason with the unreasonable.

Pandora—

“Safe at home,” Maachi assured me. Which helped. | was dready taking it persondly. Too much of
that can cloud your thinking and get in the way of your zanshin. Y ou want to stay aware. Combat ready.
But redlly there was nothing persond about the siege. In the mind of the man who architected it, &t least,
business was business.

Everyone had told me |’ d overestimated the threat he comprised. They’d said he wasjust espousing
the minority view, the old guard’ s élitist concerns, and his Manifesto was a useful dissent, one that could
hel p the community burn off steam. They’ d said when it came to actudly taking the system down,
Richard Ning was dl show, no go. And they'd said | carried agrudge against him, an unreasonable
grudge, fixated upon him, because one of his companies made my son’ sfavorite lighter.

So?Deuce didn’'t meet hisend in fire. He just liked to burn things, that’ s all. He couldn’t help how he
waswired. Being the father of a pyromaniac didn’t embarrass me, though many fdt that it should. Screw
them. My paternd failings had nothing to do with fire. | just didn’t give him what he needed.

That waan't anyone sfault but mine. The lighter coincidence meant nothing. My misgivings about Ning
came purdly from the coldness that dways lurked behind hisamile.

“WEe Il seewhat happens,” | told Ning’ s defenders, time and time again.

He never entered the hospital himsdlf, but thiswas his baby, a Cigar Club venture al the way.
Right-hand man Fitch ran the operations from the inside, the Mona Lisa buying me Sloane' sgun only
and hisloydty not at dl.

It doesn’t take alot of peopleto effect change. It just takes awillingnessto do whatever it takes.

Step one: Poison children.

To repest, they poisoned children. Wait, it gets better: Some of the hostage takers were parents. In a
perverse twist on the aready perverse Minchausen by proxy, they’ d made their own kids sick just to get
into the hospita to gain the upper hand.

Step two: Secure the hospital.

Step three: Don't let anyone treat the kids until Vashti gives up the secret of life.

I’m sure Ning phrased it in more heroic terms. The Resistance making painful sacrificesto outwit
Nazis. Prometheus stealing fire from the gods.

Trouble was, they’ d picked the wrong nut to crack. Vashti could be stubborn as Catholic guilt — if
need be, she'd call their bluff and let the kids wither and rot. She could be cold. Which meant they might
blink first, necessitating astep four.

Step four: Panic, do something criminadly stupid and let someonedie.

That’swhat | worried about most.



All attemptsto link Fitch failed; he only wanted to negotiate with VVashti. On my order, the hounds
brought Ning into custody, whilel hit the arsend.

“Ready to go in?’ | asked Maachi once I’ d loaded up for war.

“Whatever you need,” hereplied.

He' d dready tapped into the infrastructure. He could provide invauable tactica support, turning
cameras, locks, alarms, lights, links and ventilation on and off as needed. And if worse cameto worse, he
could do something more.

“Ready for applesauce?’

“You don't redly want to do that,” he said of that particular contingency plan.

“No,” | agreed.

“I'll beready,” he promised.

Past | saac and Champagne and the rest of the gathering crowd, | moved invisibly toward my godl.
Stedthin, negotiations or firepower out — their choice— I’ d made a point to bring whatever | needed
to get the job done. Except...

Except it was over before | got there. Vashti caved in amost immediately. Not what I’ d anticipated.

“I just kept thinking of Penny” she told me after the fact. Her late daughter, Penny, my son’s partner in
crime, haunted Vashti much the way Deuce haunted me. “1 kept thinking of Penny and | didn’t want to
lose another daughter,” she said, looking down at her hands.

Among those felled by the tainted ice cream: the activity planner for the city’ s children, Katrina—
Vashti and Champagne s youngest child.

“They wouldn't et me examine her,” shesaid. “I didn’t know how sick shewas.”

Not very, asit turned out. The hostage takers had dipped the kids a powerful emetic to force
vomiting. The effects were nasty and startling, good enough to produce a serious scare of food poisoning,
but in no way life threstening.

But Vashti hadn’t known that. And now she was done, sitting on the waiting-room floor, refusing both
to leave the hospital and to talk to anyone but me. “I’ ve saved so many, Hal, but in my head it was just
Penny, Isaac’ skids, your kid, al the senselesstragedies. To see and hear that suffering and not be able
to do something about it,” she said, trailing off to bite her lip hard enough to draw blood. “ They wouldn’t
even give them water to fight dehydration, not unless | told them what they wanted. They made those
kids suffer on my watch.”

She made a derisive, self-deprecating sound, something between asnort and asigh. “I thought | was
stronger,” she said. “Nobody blamesyou,” | told her.

“Then that makes me nobody”

“Vadghti,” | sad, “you can't livelifein astate of complete immunity. What happens affects you — one
way or another. And what happened to Penny didn’t leave you untouched. That’ s probably agood
thing.”

“But to not have control over it? 1 mean, hell, | cured Black Ep— | should be able to do anything.
Yet | couldn’t go numb when | needed it. Not like you can.”

| didn’t correct her.

“Isit chaos out there?’ she asked.

“Lots of angry people. The kids are scared but okay; the President’ s out pleading for calm; the
Assembly is meseting right now to figure out what to do.”

“But the secret’ sout.”

“Yes”

“Wadll, that’ s going to change things.”

“l imagineso.”

“Wetried running it our way. Maybe they’ Il do abetter job.” The desperately hopeful expression —
the atypicd vulnerability — stopped my don’t bet on it initstracks.

“You never know,” | said.

“That’ sright, you never know”

We sat together until | could coax her back to the outside world. We walked through Victory City a



dusk with the moon aready high in the sky, and we could fed everything she' d built quietly collapsing.
The peace she' d worked for was over. We knew. We waked and we knew.

In the days that followed, we enjoyed the mord high ground. What happened at the hospital was
plainly unconscionable. No one dared defend it. Buoyed by an outpouring of popular support, we caught
most of the culprits. But some disappeared. And none of it stuck to the architect of the crime,

Knowing that someone had to pay for this, Ning made certain that person wasn't him. He sold out
Fitch. He told us exactly where we could find him. | gathered ateam of twenty — loyd citizens, Sow
Bridge, a couple of Green Mountain Boys— my posse, some called it — and tracked Fitchto a
heretofore-unknown Popsicle stand just a ston€' s throw from the Metro Toronto Convention Center.

We pierced the security of the lab to find it choked by corporate branding, a kaleidoscope of red and
white. Here we discovered a private security force— small army, really — waiting to be thawed out. As
expected. And attempting the thawing: Fitch and two coconspirators, the top execs of amajor soft-drink
corporation.

We stopped them at gunpoint. Then put them under the lights. Caught, and recognizing how they were
caught, they proved only too eager to turn against the man who tipped us off. Which fit negtly into my
plans.

Unfortunately, by the time we returned to New Cambridge, I’ d been outmaneuvered. Ning had spent
the moment well, sharpening the findings made in the aftermath of the hospital Sege into dangerous
political weapons. He' d taken his message to the streets and roused the city’ srabble, upper-class rabble
though they were. With adick combination of fearmongering and legitimate complaint, he' d put a stutter
of doubt in the Assembly’ sleadership. And, worse, he' d annihilated Vashti’ s credibility.

Why, after the most horrifying health crisisin human history, had she deprioritized the thawing of
doctors? Look how many highly skilled medica taents she' d left on ice, downplaying their vaueto the
city. All for fear of her secret getting out. All because she d wanted to protect her monopoly. Was't that
Hfish?

The lesson to be drawn from children getting sick, he' d argued, was not just that some citizenswere
ruthless. Virulent microorganisms|lay in wait, immediate and close. What if the plague made areturn?
How safe were we? Medical genius though she was, by neglecting to thaw enough doctors, Vashti had
put everyone at risk. And the Assembly had let her. It wasirresponsible to the point of crimindity.

Plague culture did usin; theterror of Black Ep trumped dl. After bumping shoulders with extinction,
how could it be any other way? Richard Ning tapped into the city’ s nightmares and worked those
emotionsinto white-hot indignation. Whispers of an ouster cranked up to a shout; Vashti stepped down;
the Assembly imploded. Il give the man his props— it didn’t take him long to unravel everythingwe d
built.

PART TWO
applesauce

(toreinin hdl)

fantasa

Long day. Very. Everyone screaming. Being pests. Pushing my buttons.
Mommy’stired.



Chosethis. My choice, no one dse's. Knew the work it would take, must tough it out, liein bed |
chose to make.

Vacation when thisis done. Where? Somewhere warm?

Tried green this morning. Green top, black jeans. Liked it. Brought out the color of my eyes. Couldn’t
doit. Held on for fourteen minutes, then changed into red cammies. Fed safer in red. Residua dudge of
my mentd illness

Was obsessed with violet, now red. Color substitution hardly acure.

Find new medication for OCD? Probably not worth risking negative interaction with anti-psychoatics.
Mild OCD small priceto pay for clear mind and delusiond thinking aest gone.

Whole zoo cals me Red now. George' sideato first usethe sign for “red” instead of “caretaker,” and
now that’ s spread to everyone. George, trendsetting abstract thinker. Smart girl. No dummy. Do they
associate dl redswith me now? If red means me and thisisared toy, isit ametoy? How to parse that
guestion so they understand?

George as trendsetter encouraging for experiment. Fears of subject group exhibiting passivity dightly
dlayed. Intdlectua passivity dragon maybe dain, physica passivity dragon maybe gtill breathing fire. Foul
up years of research.

Have | wasted the past eight years?

Subject group too passive = fallure. Subject group too hierarchical = failure. Signs of both today
helped throw meintailspin. Signs, but not clear signs. Control group played keep-away with George's
favorite cup and she didn’t chase. Rising aboveit or intimidated? Ringo beat up Paul pretty goodina
wrestling match. Dominance or rough play? Much harder to read signs now that puberty’ s come caling.

Control group’ s easy. Behavior dynamics could be read in the dark, or in Braille through freaking oven
mitts. Mick’ sking of the mountain. He s proven it over the past year. Balls have dropped. When he
takes your treat or toy, the teeth are out, and if you chalenge you' re getting hit or bit. Keith’ sthe beta
behind Mick. He robs the females, they scream, Mick chases after to remedy the theft. Enforcing the
pecking order.

I"'m sick of stitching up wounds, but my job’s observing behavior, not encouraging or discouraging it.
Sorry, kid, Mommy’s here to fix you up, not tell you how to live.

Not just sick and tired. Nervous lately. Growing tickle that one of the two primal forcesis coming for
me. Kept checking the surveillance cameras fer-an-agert-of-N-orB-

Won't believeit. Won't relgpse. Just acknowledging it so | can quiet the thoughts and move on.

Want to be warm, safe, healthy, wholesome, sane. Can't be. Not completely. Never be perfect. But
sometimes weakness can be an even greater power than strength.

It takes a specid kind of crazy to think you can change the world.

isaac

Regimes never last. Never. Let’snot lose sight of the fact that no empireisinfinite. Power can be held
but never kept. Looking back, | believe we made the best of our short reign. We saved lives. We
inspired. Thereis no reason to be discouraged.

Had we e ected not to govern and merely presented oursalves as practitioners of medicine, the
Stuation would be different. Better or worse, who can say? | refuse to claim victory for a path not taken.
Lazarus, old friend, how | wish you could have been there. Y ou had away of keeping everythingin
balance. How many contributions would you have made, had you not been murdered those many years

ago? More than ever, we are poorer for your absence.

A pang of apprehension tels meit’'samistake to remember you in times of trouble. It seems| only
turn your way when the situation looks grim. But | find your influence caming, even though you can never
answer me.

Have| told you about the Al smulacrum Maachi fashioned of you? It doesyou no justice. It boasts
your personality but not your wisdom. Digital or no, | will not speek to afoolish ghost.



No, it's much better like this. Like brothers, you and I.

L et me say this much about New Cambridge, counterintuitive though it may seem: Sometimes, it' s best
to give up power. Y ou knew that, didn’'t you? There are those who have accused me of being broken by
the mistakes I’ ve madein my life, crippled to the point where | would rather cede power than widld it.
Nonsense. From the very beginning, | have wanted to cede power.

For who among usiswiser than the Gedaechtnis corporation? Why should the men and women who
outmaneuvered Black Ep beleft deeping while we take control? They designed us. They arethe
architects of our continued existence, surely morefit to make monumental decisonsthan we.

When our friends deemed Gedaechtnistoo great arisk, | sought the United Nationsinstead. Alas, that
cryonic facility had been compromised, a casudty of theriots, so | suggested we cede to the United
States, but once again | was outvoted, our friends unwilling to trust President Coleman with thereins.

Vividly, | remember warning Vashti about the rise and fall of Akhenaten. Akhenaten, pharaoh of
Egypt, indl probability the father of King Tut. Akhenaten, who rebelled againg hisfamily and againgt dl
common mores by outlawing the worship of traditional godsin favor of praying to the sun, by
congtructing anew capital and by making his name and the capitd’ s name synonymous.

We re not forbidding anyon€e sreligion, she said.

We areimposing the Doctrine.

Presenting, not imposing. Y ou're afraid of abacklash, Isaac, but these people can’t go back to their
old lives. Look at the state of the world. They need something new.

Admittedly, but you expect too much of them. Y ou' re intent on making Cambridge the new cradle of
civilization, ingtead of letting it bewhat it is atemporary shdter. And you cdl it Victory City, after Jaipur,
India, where you spent your youth, and after your very surname, Jai, meaning victory.

It'sjust anickname. And | did stop Black Ep. Permit me some indulgence, won't you?

Vadhti, | said, when have | denied you anything?

With retrospect, we can add those to the list of words that sting my conscience. Champagne and |
stole two hours together today. Two blessed, breathless hours, churning fedingslong deeping but never
dead. Vashti must know. We haven't told her yet, but she must.

Asl say, regimes never last. Americais our concern no longer. Europeis next. The British royas, the
German magnates, and the Vatican dl crave freedom. That iswhy we have returned to “the world city
with aheart,” Munich, where my children are entombed. Then China, and the task will be at end.

We rewithin walking distance, Lazarus. We re dready thawing out Gedaechtnis. To think how many
years| have waited for this opportunity, and how tantalizingly closeit has crept. How often doesa
chance like this come? To look behind the curtain? To meet your makers? And make sense of the
world?

doane

That's Soanewith an e, not just an n, and not fucking Slow. Chrigt, how | hate that. I’m not dow.
Unlucky asawhore at a eunuch convention, but not dow. My nameis Soanewith acapitd S I'mthe
last PH in Vic City. Lagt, likel could set up abig-ass sign that flashes Posthuman Pop: 1 here, and
everyone could gawp al dack-jawed to wonder who that one could be. Well, you' relooking right the
fuck a her, geniuses— it'sme, baby, it sme. I'm the one dtill herein the trenches. All the others
hightailed it back to Europe. Who can blame them? | wouldn’t be hereif | didn’t haveto be.

And | do haveto be. Absolutely have to. No one understands that. They al think I'm crazy for
gticking around. Especialy my mothers. Even my twin. Never mind that | can do some good here, they
want me over there. That’ swhere my ingtinctstell me | should be, too. Sorry. Not thistime.

My existenceis shit. | am acolossal fuckup. Period. No, make that an exclamation point. Everything |
try fails, everything | touch collapses, everything | want gets away from me. That' snot woeisme. That's
not poor Soane hasit so hard, little baby wants some sympathy. Fuck sympathy. Thisistheway itisfor
me. My wholelife I’ ve been cursed. Someone cursed me with — take your pick — the worst luck ever,



or acombination of terrible choices, appaling instincts and deep-seated character flaws. Maybe they al
go handin hand. | don’t know. But asyou might imagine, I'msick of it. Sogck I'mwilling to do
something dradtic.

Therel waswhen it al went down. Out of position. Showing up to the rescue too late to do anyone
any good. Mother and sisters taken hostage. Information extracted. I’ m thinking how typica thisis. How
representative of my shitty life. And I’'m talking to mysdlf theway | do when things go wrong. Not just
about the sege. About every mistake I’ ve made. If you take ajob in law enforcement, can you do much
worse than lose your gun? Can you redlly?1’m afucking punch lineand | know it. And it occursto me
that my worst enemy isin my gut. All my impulses and fedings. Every ingtinct. That' swhat | haveto get
rid of. That’swhat I’ m doing.

Whatever my intuition tellsmeto do, I'm taking my best shot at the opposite. It'san experiment. It's
how I’m going to break the curse.

And it’ sthe number-one reason why Sloane-o isflying solo. After the sheep lost faith in our
shepherding, with the mgority grumbling and making the city ahostile work environment, | gave my ear
to the voca minority who wanted usto stay. Wait, that’ s not entirely right — | didn’t listen to the
well-meaning shmoes, or the ones who were frightened to see us go. | listened to Richard Ning, who
invited my sisters and meto be apart of the city’ sfuture. Hiscity’ sfuture. | didn't trust him, so | said
yes.

It' sabusinessded. He gets a plash of legitimacy, awedge against my family, eye candy and a
potentia hostage. | get achance to best this curse and earn some redemption, plus amuch-needed
vacation from my family, abreak from being atwin (hey, Bridge, don't let the door hit your ass on the
way out) and the whole double-agent Mata Hari thing. If my new benefactor needs to be taken down,
maybe |’ Il betheoneto doit. | believein takedowns. | subscribe to the philosophy that some people are
better off drowned at birth. My dearly departed sister, Penny, was a prime example. Ning might be
another. I'll have to get to know him better to make sure.

Strangers are tarting to creep into town. They’ re not on any of our lisss— | checked. Dallarsto
doughnuts someone had them defrosted from another freezer, one of those hidden vaults everyone' s so
worried about. I’ ve seen about a dozen now. By age and physique and most of dl attitude I’ m guessing
they're soldiers. Ning' s new security team. Normdly, I"d try to hang with them, so I’'m keeping my
distance, mixing with fashion-conscious trophy wives and spoiled débutantes instead. For now. They
want to take meto Aspen and I'll let them. | love to ski. Meanwhile, the President’ s skipped town. Back
to Washington, or Virginia, or wherever Presidents go.

I’m biding my time.

Y ou watch. I’'m going to do something va uable here.

halloween

Phase B — B asin banished, bounced, booted from Boston back to Bavaria— overtook Phase A so
quickly, you' d have thought it was A dl dong. “This has always been the strategy,” Vashti reminded
anyone who would listen. “We re smply accel erating the timetable to meet the Situation at hand.”

| said, “Don'’t rationalize thisto me. Y ou know how | fed.”

She couldn’t help it. She’ d been put on edge and had aneed to justify every path taken. And to be
fair, those choices were under attack. Many of our supporters felt we should have stayed. Or at least |eft
more of our number behind in asymboalic or supervisory capacity. By pulling out of the government so
completely, we risked leaving a power vacuum in our wake— which in turn risked violent ingtability. But
trying to hold on to a bucking bronco wouldn’t have been safe, and our continued presence might have
only inflamed the outrage, what with our enemies becoming increasingly successful a painting usas
villains. Perception isredity; well meaning or no, we were unreceptive to the needs of the community.
Particularly the medica needs. So said Ning, and so said the voice of the people, which meant it must be
true. That's how popular opinion helped drive Vashti, | saac and Champagne' s group think toward a



policy of retreat. Better to go and help the rest of the world and return later, perhaps, once things settle
down. Let the thawed govern the thawed; there were human members of the Assembly who till
supported the Doctrine, and who could pick up right where we |ft off.

| said, “That’snot how it’sgoing to shake out.” Coming events would prove meright.

Further Monday-morning quarterbacking among the faithful: Had putting &l our eggsin one basket
reglly been the best choice? In retrospect, might it have been wiser to split into groups— onein the
United States, one in Europe, one in China? We could have had three weaker cultures, but that had
struck the group as inefficient and dangerous. Better to leverage dl our assetsin the U.S,, in the hopes of
cregting asingle, strong society, one that could be started off on the right track — hence the Doctrine.

| said, “Looking back won't solve anything.”

For aslong as I’ d known them, Vashti, |saac and Champagne had belonged to a conspiracy of
optimism. Everything will work out. Expect the best, not the worst. With persistence and passion,
any goal can bereached. Intimesof trouble, they’ d relied on one another to reinforce the shared
conviction that the universe and those who inhabit it are essentidly benign. That someday humanity will
achieve adedtiny that eradicates al war, poverty and crime. That order can aways be imposed over
chaos. Over the years, I’ d noticed something preying on that seemingly unshakable enthusiasm — beaten
down by one betraya after another, my friends were gradudly starting to understand. Quae nocent,
docent. Thingsthat injure, teach. Like enormous animals with duggish nervous systems, the pain took
longer to reach their brains, but here it was, reaching them at last. Watching them on the flight back to
Munich, | could see they were becoming more cynicd. More disillusoned. Morelikeme. | didn't likeit.
| didn’t wish that onthem. | didn’t wish it on mysdif.

Of the three, Isaac worried me mogt, the fearful, desperate glint in his eyes betraying an otherwise
placid mask as he spoke about perspective, theimportance of taking alonger view. “Thisisaflash,” he
told me. “Just aflash of whitelight, bright enough to blind us, and too quick to offer us anything more
than aglimpse. It simpossible to accurately gauge what' s happening now without the prism of history.
Good decisions, poor decisons, give us some yearsto look back and we' |l know.” And then, ashe
would increasingly do, he steered conversation back to Gedaechtnis, how they might be the best
evaluators of what we' d done, ahero worship | could barely stomach. So the company gave uslife,
granted, and they’ d pulled achoke chain on human extinction. They’ d o lied to us, made us guinea
pigs and set us on unfortunate paths. To agood end, | suppose, o pay no attention to the means.

“Do you doubt they can judtify the choicesthey made?’ asked Isaac. Asif they wereinfdlible. With a
perfect plan. Asif they were a substitute for God.

Under no circumstances would the holy trinity of Gedaechtnis answer any of our questions. Thethree
project heads— Ellison, Hyoguchi, Koppd — were smply beyond saving, having worked obsessively
on our creation even as Black Ep did its heaviest damage. That kind of determination carried aprice—
Koppe had aready been laid to rest a aloca cemetery, and though Ellison and Hyoguchi had chosen
cryonic preservation, the disease had ravaged them terribly, and they were too far gone for usto do
much good.

“Wecan'ttry it,” Vashti decided. Too much risk of ruining what was left of them with afailed
resuscitation attempt. So they’ d Sit on iceindefinitely, like Isaac’ s children, waiting for the hypothetical
technologica advance that might restore them, someday, to the land of theliving.

Even though God was dead, the angels were still kicking. (Isaac’ s metgphor. To me, it felt morelike
breaking the titans out of Tartarus.) One by one, we brought out an assortment of Gedaechtnis
geneticigts, epidemiologigts, I VR programmers, sociologists, administrators and engineers, each
overjoyed to see us— or anyone, truly — but especialy us, their creations, the living proof that their
experiment succeeded, and al their hard work was not in vain. Welcome back. Yes, you' re safe now.
Diseasefree.

That’sright, it worked.

Right, you saved the human race. Well done. Gold star for you.

How long has it been? How long do you think? No, longer than that. But we look so young, yes.
Must be the good genes you gave us. Good immune systems. Good metabolisms. Vampiric good looks.



Would you consider us your greatest creation? Or Black Ep?

You say you didn’t midwife Black Ep? It isn’t one of your bioweapons? It didn’t spring from
one of your labs?

Vigorous denia on unleashing the plague. Y es, they’ d engineered biological WMDsfor their clients,
but never anything that couldn’t be contained. For them, the real money had been in biosecurity, because
no politician ever wanted to admit to his constituents that he’'d put too low a price on their hedth. By
introducing the occasiona new germ warfare agent, they’ d played on fears and increased profits, but —
s0 they claimed — they’ d dways approached their work from a position of safety first, and had been far
too careful to ever create as robust and ferocious amicrobe as Black Ep. There was no profit in
Armageddon. Other companies had been less careful and less scrupulous, and some had carried politica
agendas beyond the desire to make a buck, the Gedaechtnis employees were quick to argue — maybel |
should investigate one of them.

When the bodies had started piling up, “Who'sto blame?’ had been the number-two question on
everyone slips, second only to “How do we stop it?” Millions had sought the answer invain. Wasit a
naturaly existing organism? Wasit manmade? Did it come from outer space? God? The Devil? If anyone
had known the truth, he' d stayed slent about it — and while I’ d always had a hunch it was manmade,
how could | proveit? Short of asmoking gun or aconfession, I’d no hope of doing so, and without solid
evidence of anaturd origin, I’d no hope of proving the opposte.

Any other questions?

Here sone: Why'd you lieto us? Why didn’t you tell us what we were up against from the
beginning? When you spent all this time and effort building a virtual world to give us our “ normal
upbringing,” didn’'t you realize how much more painful learning the truth would be? Did you give
any thought to the kind of damage it does to suddenly find out you' re alone?

They’ d debated it, they assured me. If they’ d told uswhat we were and what was ripping its way
through the human race — if they’ d taught usthat back when we were kids, the pressure would have
wreaked havoc on our childhood devel opment. What if we had cracked from it? The whole project
would have been compromised. So which was the lesser evil ? Which choice was more responsible?

“Honesty,” | said. “ Always better.”

Ah, the look on Isaac’ s face when he asked these thawed about their plan. “Which planisthat?’ they
frowned. If they’ d plotted a coursefor us, they’ d plotted one for society. Hadn't they? The answer
aways came sheepishly: “Hell, kid, we just did the best we could to get thisfar. And you guysredly
came through. Hopefully, we didn’t screw you up too bad aong the way, huh?’

Society had been a complete afterthought. They’ d left post-Black Ep thinking to the governments and
think tanks, distant hypotheticasfor srategists with little faith in Gedaechtnis s ahility to pull off sucha
grand experiment.

One odd thing. When they were throwing us questions, using al the old names— calling me Gabrid,
Champagne Charlotte, Pandora Naomi, and so on — and we had to explain how haf our number were
either missing (Fantasia) or dead (Mercutio, Tyler, Lazarus and Simone), one of the geneticisgts quietly
asked, “What about the others?’

“What others?’

“The Hong Kong program,” she said. “The other children!”

isaac

Tinted glasses have never suited me, be they rose-colored or dark asthe very center of an eye.
Unreasonabl e optimism serves no one, nor does ajaundiced view of humankind. | have dways bdieved
we must see things asthey are and then act from that awareness. Nonetheless, my vision has been
shaded for years. | can admit it only now that | can seeit, and | can see it only now that the lenses have
been shattered.

It sasif I've been wearing Beholder Spex. Do you remember that fad, Lazarus? Lensesthat distort



light into afamous painter’ s style, and make the world awork of art. Fantasiafavored them. Oneflip of a
switch and objective redity dipsbehind afilter.

The old heart-to-hearts have been coming back to me today. Everything you said about a collective
cdling. How within each psyche livesthe potentia for abject purity of motive— the pursuit of the most
good for the most people. And how some of us, sometiny fraction, will become the embodiment of this
pristine thought, word and deed — and they would be the best of us, the transcendent pinnacle of human
achievement. How deeply | believed this was Gedaechtnis, the architects of your destiny, mine and so
many others.

Everything for areason. Arab-African bloodlinefor genetic and cultura diversity. Maleto even out the
ratio of boysto girls. Raised Mudim to represent the populous Idamic faith. Raised Sufi to mitigate the
percelved rigidity of Idam. Raised in VR New Y ork to furnish an gppreciation of Western values, yet
familiarize awide range of cultures. Mother aUN Humanitarian Affairs Officer to teach negotiation,
cooperation and compassion. Father a cultural anthropologist and a curator at the Met to teach the
importance of studying ancient civilizations. Pushed to study those civilizationsto be alink in the chain of
living history. Pushed to study medicineto fight Black Ep. Sent to Idiewild to bond with my counterparts.
Every mgjor event in my childhood made for a specific reason. And so | asked why. Why the accident.

Verigmilitude, came the hesitant reply.

Explan.

We wanted healthy, well-balanced children, so it made sense for most of you to hail from stable,
two-parent homes. However, had dl ten of you grown up in such afashion, that approach would have
been not only unrepresentative of society but also disrespectful to the large number of sngle parentswho
have raised successful children. Thus, after careful ddliberation, the decision was made for two of the
marriages to end in amicable divorces and one to end in a head-on crash.

Drunk driver killed my mother.

Y es, we consdered adisease. We even considered Black Ep. But we feared it might create undue
pressure for someone we needed to combat microorganisms. To increase your persona stake like that
could have been mativating, but might have been overwheming. We couldn’t chanceit. A traffic accident
seemed more humane: tragic but sudden, scripted without gratuitous suffering.

Without what?

Suffering. Her suffering. Y ou never saw any. Just your father breaking the bad news. Closed-casket
funera. All by design. That' s not to say you didn’t suffer. I’'m sure you did. But we al lose parents, and
it salways sad. In asense, you were dl bound to lose your parents the moment you discovered the
extent of the IVR smulation. We hoped you' d be able to help the others, having lived through the
experiences you had.

And why my mother?

Haven't | just explained that?

No, you haven't. Of the ten subjects, why was | chosen?

Oh, that. That was an impossible decision. None of us wanted to cause any of you pain, so we let an
RNG makethecal.

A random number generator. A roll of the dice. It shatters everything, Lazarus. | am unableto view it
rationaly. Except to say, of course it was random — how can bereaving atwelve-year-old child of his
mother be anything but arbitrary?

Inconsolable, unaccompanied on the flight back to New Y ork, how | wept. But | laughed and danced
at her funerd as my father commanded. Welived the words of the Sufi poet Jaa Al-Din. “When the
human spirit, after years of imprisonment in the cage and dungeon of the body, isat length set free, and
wingsitsflight to the Source whence it came, is not this an occasion for rgoicings, and thanks, and

Absolutdly, it is— if one believes such a Source exists. | do not. | am afallen Sufi, an apostate
Mudim, and well on the path to becoming an ex-humanist aswell. Belief in God spun mein circlesfor the
first eighteen years of my life, but faith in Gedaechtnis has Soun mein circles ever snce. Now the vertigo
has caught up with me at last. No wonder | had to excuse mysdlf from the quiet heart of Nymphenburg to



find aplacein whichto be sck. | lost the contents of my stomach at the thought of al my folly, and at my
creators surrender to pure chance, and at what | amost did to my children in their name.

They’rejust men. Men and women with a certain talent, wisdom, passion and purpose, al born from
desperate circumstance. Ethicaly and spiritualy, they are the embodiment of nothing more enlightened
than asurvivd ingtinct.

Never have | felt morein touch with the random crudties of the universe.

Lifeisn't fair, they told me. Wetried to prepare you. Y our parents, your teachers, they al warned
you. We made aspecia point of it.

So thisisdisbdief. To beisolated from that connection | once vaued more than anything. To be
disconnected from any presence greater than one' s s feds spiritudly crippling, mystifying and
fearsome. The devil’sname hasrootsin theword for despair, but without the devil, the despair remains,
and without God or heroes, it only deepens. Belatedly, | have empathy with Halloween and Fantasia. |
can understand the loneliness and desolation, the desire to push everyone el'se away. But | will not.
There’ stoo much work yet to be done, and if | have no betters, the task ismine.

The new call isHong Kong, Lazarus. We are not done. Or were not. There once were otherslike us
there and | must know what happened to them. Evidently, the Chinese launched aparalel program,
hoping to gengineer immuno-optimized descendants. In defiance of company policy and government
embargoes, afraction of the Gedaechtnis team clandestindy shared technology with Chinese geneticists
to help them dong. It was theright thing to do, though out of favor at thetime.

The Trade War might have been the only geopalitical conflict not to be put asidein the dark days of
the plague. Too much damage had been done to Chinaand the West, and though politicians said much to
the contrary, neither sde was willing to put the bad blood behind them, Apocalypse or no Apocaypse.
Asyou have so often told me, far beyond power, the most corruptive e ement to the human spirit is
offended pride.

| promise to keep that in mind as | seek my paradise anew — a search that leads to neither God nor
Gedaechtnis, but to my heart and conscience. Thefirst step is Hong Kong, though whether | go asa
diplomat or an archaeologi<, | have noidea.

fantasa

Firebal low on the horizon. What some call ablood sunrise. Wrongly. Blood is much darker, redder.
Womb color. No womb on the horizon. Have yet to see abloodbal sun or the bloodmoon of Rev. 6:12.
No rush. Inspired, this dawn, blue light submissively scattered to let great streaks of red stain the sky.

So. Born Gina Rojas. Means Red Queen. Through the Looking Glass homage, someone at the
company had lovefor Lewis Carroll. Always liked the name Rojas. Worered all the time. Stopped when
| redlized | wasn't like the other kids. Thought differently. Not just quirk, something mad wrong with my
mind. Burgeoning delusions, paranoia, thought disorder. Sick. Bad sick. Couldn’t be Red. Had to be
Purple. Purple was sick. Learned that studying American history. Roaring Twenties. Purple Gang crime
syndicate got its name because they were rotten. Mobsters deemed “purple, like the color of bad meat.”
Me, too. Bad meat |eft out in the sun. Putrefying. Knew it. So. Embraced my illness. Became Violet
Queen.

Friends gtarted calling me Fantasia. Can't remember why. Let them call me anything. Called mysdlf
Mystery. Whispered it in the night so no one could hear. Convinced | was the Whore of Babylon. “And
the woman was arrayed in purple and scarlet color.” Rev. 17:4. Terrified | was she. Horrified | would
traffic the Antichrist. Unleash the Beast. Annihilate the Universe. Laugh was on me, of course. By the
time | wastwo, Black Ep aready had made its daughter.

Crazy vs. sane, a primer. Sane person wants a cookie. Knows she shouldn’t eat it but wants it
anyway. Sheeatsit or doesn’'t. That' sit. Crazy person has same conflict but can’t keep it inside her. Has
to bring in outside forces. The Devil wants her to eat the cookie. Jesus doesn’t want her to haveit. Or
maybe the government wants her to go on birth control. Or terrorists. Or aliens. Someone impossibly



grandiose. Someone who makes her fed important. Lesslondly. How | wanted to fed!.

Over theyears, what did | do? Herded every single thing into my delusions, every power I'd ever
heard of, mora, immora, mortal, immortal, hell-bent or heaven-sent. Put them al to work. As pawns. Of
thetwo prima forces: N & D. Two secret societies a war since the beginning of time. Each deadly
enemy with inescapable reach. Not to be trusted, not to be crossed. All mgjor historical events caused
by their invisble parriesand thrusts.

Redlly just an inner conflict externalized. N: Nutritious. What' s good for me. Versus D: Ddlicious.
What | want.

Nothing more than that. Nothing at al.

There. Owned it. Spokeit doud. Wroteit al down.

Taking medicine now. Won't relapse. Can't. Work far too important. Chimps need me. Plus,
prognosis excellent. Menta illnessdl but contained. Neurotic, first to admit, but no more psychotic
episodes. In thismoment, asclear as|’ve ever been. So. Why do | fed like I’ m being watched?

halloween

The soul secure in her existence smiles at the drawn dagger and defies its point. The stars shall
fade away, the sun himself grow dimwith age and nature sink in years, but thou shall flourish in
immortal youth, unhurt amid the war of elements, the wreck of matter and the crush of worlds.

That' s an excerpt from Cato, George Washington' sfavorite play. It's about standing up to tyrants.
And about not taking power when that power will corrupt you. Y ou can see how Washington, who shot
down the proposd that he be made King of Americawith theline*Y ou could not have found a person to
whom your schemes are more disagreesble,” might have appreciated astory like that.

| haven't read the whole play; Gedaechtnis never put it on any of my reading lists, and since coming of
agel’'veyet totakethetime. | discovered it through an unlikely intersection — my lifelong interest in
cryptography mixed with afondness for the macabre stories of Edgar Allan Poe. (Second only to H.P.
Lovecraft in my formative youth.)

Poe enjoyed crafting ciphers, employing a pseudonym, he encrypted the Cato passage above; it took
over 150 yearsfor anyoneto crack it. As homage to the man, I’ d made a habit of using that same
passage as dummy text to test my protocols.

Smile at the drawn dagger and defy its point. Wordsto live by, no?

Though based in New Cambridge no longer, | retained afew eyes and ears about town — Slow,
Kody, Mars, afew others— who would send private (and often coded) messages to gpprise me of the
evolving Stuation. | put completefaith in none of these, fearing manipulation from Ning. To minimize the
potentia for misdirection, | refused to take anyone’ sword without corroboration — fortunately, theinitial
reports diverged only dightly, and so from achoir of spies, details began to emerge.

No end to thefear, | learned, Ning playing hard to the phobes. Steadily jacking up that worst-case
scenario of anew srain of plague finishing what was started. How safe is safe? Only a doctor-centric
society, an iatrarchy, could hope to keep everyone from death’ s door. Hence the “reorganization,” Ning
pushing to prioritize hedthcare above al ese— which | imagine wouldn't have been particularly
offensveif he hadn’'t been doing it so dishonestly.

With no solid evidence of ahedlth crigs, thiswas smply an opportunity to seize control. Even prior to
the poisoning incident, Ning had been putting doctorsin his pocket one by one. To me, it seemed nothing
more than a pretext to ingitute the same mordly questionable policies he' d wanted dl aong. Fear makes
afertile soil.

So the few New Cambridgians we d failed to thaw were woken up and introduced to the underside of
anew class system — hello and welcome back; sign here, please; though committed to your civil
liberties, we remain in a state of emergency; for successful cryonic retrieval one must remunerate
the city, and according to this policy, you have been temporarily conscripted to a period of
service.



Unfair? Possibly. Yet, it could be argued, avital and awell-meaning policy, if theindentured servitude
went to the purpose of preserving dl our lives.

Not quite as persuasive as the Doctrine, but then Ning had leverage. What we' d done once with the
President, he d indtituted as amatter of course. Thawing a husband and holding off on the wife. Or not
bringing out the kids. Leverage to ensure compliance. All policies enforced with new muscle— acadre
of soldierstrickling into town, their numbers growing with each passing day. None of my operatives
could pinpoint the origin, but “unknown cryonic facility” and “private corporate army” seemed the
CONSENSUS.

To dl appearances, the Assembly kept jurisdiction over the city, but behind the scenes Ning and his
cronies had been wrangling not just influence but dominion. A smoother trangtion that way — no reason
to tear down old ingtitutions when they can smply be perverted to new ends.

And disturbingly, Ning had gotten himsdlf engaged. Disturbing, because by al accountsthe
prospective missus was awiddly respected, lovely and beautiful woman who was sure to soften his
image. She'd dlow him greater flexibility — callous acts could be explained away with warm-sounding
gphorisms and homespun reassurances.

Threst exaggerated to judtify subjugation, check. Bullshit washed down with political lubricant, check.
| had a sense where the man was going. Some truth in that old saw about positively identifying waterfowl
from their visud, auditory and behaviord characteristics. If it looks like aduck. ..

My firgt thought: Who cares? Let him do hisworst. It's not like | owe these people anything.
Followed by: | can take the son of a bitch out now, before he can consolidate his power. If | want
him dead, he’sdead. It won't be difficult. Far fromit, it’ll be the easiest thing in the world.

And | couldn’t. Not because | didn’t believein killing. Not because | felt it was none of my business.
Not because | owed him a chance to reform.

I’d done it twice before, each time with the discharge of agun. The decision to squeeze the trigger
comes at the speed of thought, but then you have to live with everything that follows. Y ou fed the weight
of death. No matter how justified you were, you fed it. You fed it therest of your life.

Shame on mefor doubling that number; two more lives to hang on my conscience, both suicides. Four
people. Hardly enough loss of life to justify my Grim Regper rep, but more than enough to convince me |
didn’t want any more blood on my hands. Not if | could help it. Not with my baby amaost born.

And speaking of blood on one’ shands...

“You've got to hear this” A gallows-humor twinkle in Vashti’ s kgjal-accented eyes. “One of our
crestors wants to make a confession.”

“What, to apriest?’

“No, to us. He wants to confess a crime. Homicide,” she added when | didn’t answer right away.

Wefdl into step together. Toward the lake, colonized by the swans that fascinated my son, Deuce.
Dozens of them now, their long necks bent to make question marksin the water. And dumped on a
bench: one of the Gedaechtnis employees, apicture of misery, eyes downcast, chin to his chest, neck
bent like the swans.

“Glenn Watkins.” About whom | felt next to nothing. “ Thisarecent crime? Since he was thawed?”’

“No.”

“Arewe now prosecuting crimes from before the Recovery?”’

“Not asarule, no.”

“So what gives?’

“Hesayshekilled our friends, Hal.”

| dmost laughed, but something in the way she carried hersdf — hands balled into fists, tension
creasing the bridge of her proud, straight nose — reassured me that this was not some elaborate joke.
“Y ou have got to hear this,” she repeated.

Had | misunderstood what she’d meant by our friends? “Which friends?’

“Lazarus, Smone, Tyler and Mercutio.”

“So he' scrazy, then. He wasn't there. He' d been locked away in cryonic storage for years and years
before any of that went down.”



“I don't think he’ scrazy,” Vashti said.

doane

My new best friend is Claire. How | fucking loathe her.

She' s abubble-headed bleach blonde from Beverly Hills. Nature' s cruelest mistake: a goddamn
waste-of-space trust-fund-baby fashion-zombie wannabe pop star. She can't sing. Or dance. Or do
anything but make peoplelook at her. Claireisn’'t her real name; it's her stage name. Claire Isabdl. Like
clear asabdl. Sheign't clear yet, though; she says she dtill has thetan energies trapped within her. Y eah,
she says she' sonly Grade 1, but that gives her freedom from the upsets of the past and ability to face
the future. Neat. Would | like to learn more about Scientology? Not on her life, hell, not even on any of
her past lives. Only | said yes. Yesto that cult, yesto laughing at her jokes, yesto hanging out with al her
stupid friendsin Aspen. | have to break the curse, so | haveto say yes.

Brigit and | had athing where we' d pretend to be nice to our siters only to cut them down later. This
islikethat but without the cutting down. Fedslike bad sex with no payoff. Worth putting up with Claire,
though, because she' s about to be Ning' s stepdaughter. Which makes me afriend of the family, which
gives me primo access. That’ sworth the damage I’ m doing to my face with thisforced fucking smile.

Because I'm her friend and maybe her bodyguard/mascot, Claire gave methese fat rainbow pillsto
flip on the dopes, an ecstasy-and-synthetic-serotonin cocktail called Wretched X S. Expensive shit, the
caviar of polydrugs. Well, happy’ s somewhere | loveto be, so | took a bunch and spat them out in the
snow when no one was looking. No room at the inn, happy. | don’t do the things | want. Breek the
patterns, break the curse.

Crying shame, because blitzed | might even enjoy Claire' s company.

Want to hear ajoke? Here goes. Big tycoon wanted to divorce his wife, but he also wanted to stay
friends, so hetold hislawyer to meet with her lawyer and agree to anything she wanted. Anything? Yes,
anything. So the two lawyers meset, and apparently she doesn’t want much from the tycoon because they
both had money before getting into the marriage. All she wantsis child support for their two kids. Sounds
reasonable. How much?

Three hundred thousand dollars per day.

Hislawyer hems and haws but hasto agreeto it. The client said anything. But for curiosity’ s sake he
has to ask how she came up with that figure.

“Simple,” her lawyer says, “the children liketo go skiing.”

“ g

“Sothey’reshy. They don't likealot of people watching them when they ski.”

“But three hundred grand?’

“That'swhat it takes to shut down the dopes. They rent every room in every hotel on the mountain
and no one bothersthem.”

Shut up. | didn’t say it was afunny joke. True story, though, and they were twentieth-century dollars,
S0 it'seven more ridiculous when adjusted for inflation. That's commensurate with the kind of lifestyle
Claire and her friends used to enjoy, so today’ s big bad world does’t suit them so well. Aspen without
creature comfortsis hardly Aspen. And unlike the kidsin the joke, these witlesswonders aren’t even
outdoorsy. So with no restaurants, clubs or arts festivasin which to be seen, what was the point? Just to
ski? Please.

If they’ d redlized this before piling into the plane, we could have saved some valuable time, but
everyone was flying high and deaf to reason. I’ d have had amuch better time shredding virtua snow,
which for meis saying something. Outside owns Inside any day of the week.

Herein the city, the weather’ s bad and the links are fritzing. Everyone s pissing and moaning, the smart
ones about the new watch lists but everyone el se just because they’ re inconvenienced by sputtering
connections.

Waitch ligtstell uswho'sinthe news, soif I ve got Claire on mine and she' sfeatured on someone's



channdl, an aert lets me know. Watch lists are also ameasure of popularity, so the more watched you
are, the better. Sick way to get citizensto enjoy being watched. “How do | get more peopleto like me?
How do | move up intherankings?’ Total crap, and it's catching on because Ning's making it work.
Most of these jokers are desperate for distinction now that their money can’t buy or sdll anyone.

If someone susing alink anywherein the city, | can find out where heisand what he' slinking —
another person, an information Site, entertainment, you nameit. Blows my mind how many citizensare
willing to give up their privacy. Totd trangparency may be the sdling point, but the god is control.

Anyway, snce the watch lists have been ingtdled, the links have gotten fritzy. They’ ve put the engineer
on it, what' s his name, the one they call Mr. Lucky. He doesn’t look happy to be working for Ning, but
then I don't think I" ve seen him smile since the day Pandora pulled him from the freezer. Helooks how |
fed.

Tomorrow, I’m having breakfast with Claire, her mother and Ning, whom I’ ve started calling
“Emperor Ning” or “Ning the Nerciless,” though no one gets that joke but me. Halloween might, but he's
not here, and it does no good to spend any time on that. | was thinking about him too much when he was
here, bad ideawith his being my boss and aready spoken for. | could handle one or the other but not
both.

Dumb fucking daydreams. Like he’ d take a second look at me.

Instead, I’ m getting attention from the Popsicle army. Ning' s jackbooted private security organization.
It s not unwanted attention, because they’ re badasses and | have no problem with badasses. Especialy
the lieutenant who' s been flirting with me. Lodune. Pronounced “low done” with auseless e at the end of
hisname, just like mine. It infuriates me | think he'shot. The main attraction is his combat experience.

He' skilled in battle and he' s completely cool with it. Not bragging, not tormented, just cool. Y ou can see
itin hiseyes. We could have afling, and it could mean something to both of us, and then if he had to
shoot mefor going after Ning, he' d be cool with that, too. Every ingtinct tells me that hooking up with him
would be amistake.

Which sucks, because it means| haveto doit.

halloween

“Theguilt' skilling me,” said the geneticigt, two fingersto his carotid artery. “ Papitations, | svear. Fed
like I'm having a panic attack.” Swesat-soaked and miserable, he met my eyes, Vashti’ sand the unseeing
eyes of Pandora (who, with Maachi’ s assistance, had cometo join us), searching us for sympathy,
before dropping his head again and taking asidelong glance at the lake.

Without shifting his gaze from the swans, he took a bottomless bregth and said, “I just want you to
understand. It wasn't from bad motives. | didn’t do it intentionally. It backfired. | tried to do something
pogtive”

The story of that dleged positive came hatingly, nugget by nugget, like black pearl tea sucked through
anarrow straw. Ultimately, the choice he' d made had come down to ideology. The last century had been
hamstrung by what he called a“ catastrophic failure of leadership” with no onefor the world to raly
behind. Democratic globdization had been agrand god, but what had it achieved? Endlesslitigation?
Governments Sitting around with their thumbs up their asses, mooing about fedings? Governments
controlled by corporations? Who would make the hard choices?

“I didn’t want that to happen to you,” he explained. “Y ou were our last hope. Y ou had to make
choices, and the thought of you parayzed with the same indecison terrified me. Don’t you understand?
We made you strong, but for thisto work, one of you had to be stronger”

Back when my friendsand | were embryos, this sad and inconspi cuous Gedaechtnis employee had
gonerogue, clandestinely tweaking one of our genomesin an attempt at producing anaturd leader.
Someone with the drive and aggression to lead the othersin a quest to defeat the plague, so Man could
walk the Earth again. “I thought thiswould give you a better chance,” he said, hugging hisarmsto his
chest.



“Youllit thefuse” Pandora s face darkened as the implications played themsalves out in her mind.

“Adam,” he nodded, using the old name for Mercutio. The briefest of glances at her swollen belly and
again helooked away. “When you told me he' d gone mad, the sabotage he did, the murd—" He shook
his head, unable to free the word murders from hislips. “I couldn’'t believeit. And yet | knew | was
responsble. My fault. But you haveto redize it wasn't my intention. | wanted the best of you, not the
worst.”

Heredity and environment. We d spent years dissecting the environmental factors for why Merc did
what he did. Now we had the other side. Put them together and...

No, | didn’t want to put them together. What good would it do me to know what had made him a
ticking time bomb? What good after he’ d dready exploded? Long ago, I’ d rgjected the concept of
healing because if | couldn’t be healed, | couldn’t be further hurt. So there was no solace for meto take
inthis confession, and no outrage. Theloss | felt couldn’t be touched.

Sharply, Vashti interrogated our man about how he’ d pulled it off, both from atechnical standpoint,
and how he' d evaded detection. The former he was more comfortable explaining, but his tone grew more
hesitant about the latter, the shame gtifling him, disgrace in perverting the efforts of his co-workers, and
accomplishing hisgod only after hisboss had committed suicide.

“Dr. Koppd,” he sighed, remembering. “We called her Blue because of her eyes, but it was also her
moods. She ran the show, but after she died, there was a period when the lab wasin tota chaos. No one
knew who wasin charge anymore. | saw my opportunity and took it.”

Furioudy, he siwept atear from his cheek. “ She believed in me and | betrayed her. By fucking up her
work, thinking | knew better. | dmost destroyed everything. If it wasn't for you, Gabriel,” he said, head
gtill turned, “1 don't think any of uswould have madeit to today. And | can only imagine how terrible it
wasto haveto kill your friend.”

“Best friend,” | said.

“Why Mercutio?’ Pandorawanted to know. “What made you choose him?’

He made a helpless gesture with his hands. “ Because he was the firstborn?’

“Yes”

He' d answered too quickly. “I don’t think so,” Pandora said.

“But hewas.”

“But that’ s not thereason,” | said. “How are those palpitations?’

He d cometo uswanting to confess hissins. Red sins. Good intentions gone astray wouldn't have
made him this distraught. Not this man.

Sure, he' d wanted one of usto lead the others. Not for the reasons he' d claimed.

Jaw quivering, he kept opening his mouth to speak and thinking better of it. Gaping like afish. Should
| or shouldn’t 17? | could tdll he didn’'t need much pushing. A pointed question here, agentle reassurance
there, and I’ d squeezed out adrop of truth. Then afew more. Then...

The screed that followed bemoaned the decline and fall of the white man, adow but sure reduction of
power over saverd centuries. The worrisome fedling one has of dipping down thefood chain, with those
unlike you increasingly vilifying you asaracigt, sexist, imperidist, no matter what your persona beliefs
might be.

Wincing as multiculturalism overtakes your society, celebrating every heritage but your own. Stinging
from memories of what once was, especidly in the face of China casting awider-than-ever shadow of
influence, and both America and Europe weskened by the Clash of Civilizations, unsure what to do.

“Here | was helping to engineer children,” he said. “ Children who would be the future of the world, if
any kind of future could be had. We split you between boys and girls and tried to represent every color
under the sun, partly for immunological diversity, no question, but partly for political sengtivities And ...
| don't hate anyone. But | couldn’t embrace the universdity of what we were going for. It felt so damn
politically correct. | knew you needed aleader, so | picked the one who looked most like me.”

That meant awhite male of European descent. Which left out everyone but Mercutio and me, the
melanin challenged. And with Gedaechtnis peppering my otherwise lily-white heredity with dots of
Korean and Cherokee genetic material, Merc got the nod.



“Doyouthink I'man AWM?’ Dr. Watkins asked, sharing my partidity for acronyms. “An angry
white mae? And if | am, doesthat make meracis?| don't mind aleve playing field aslong as| ill get
to play. But if you bench me and keep kicking dirt in my face, how isthat fair?’

Regardless of what he was or wasn't, he’ d acted sdfishly. He knew that. He. hadn’t been thinking of
what was best for the project. He' d made his decision based on what he wanted, and because of that,
four people had died.

Possibly. But for the genetic manipulation, would Merc have gone mad? Or what if Gedaechtnis had
never lied to us? What if Maachi had never crept into our heads? Would he have been dl right then?
What if | had been a better friend to him, what then?

Funny how we dl wanted to take the blame for akiller’ sactions. | found myself smirking about it, but
no one would have laughed harder than Mercutio himself.

“What can be done about this?’ asked Watkins. Would we put him on trial ? Sanction him? Ogtracize
him? Forgive him?

“It'syour guilt,” | said. “Y ou ded withit.”

“There must be someway | can make up for it,” he sammered, but redly, what was there for him to
do?

isaac

Y ears ago, the digitd trickery | mistook for my father brought me to the digital trickery | mistook for
Hong Kong. Six days, seven nights, abonding exerciseto fill the spring break after my mother had been
written out. What did we talk about when | returned? Did | tell you about the dizzying skyscrapers?
Back then | had not even an inkling that I’ d grow up to mourn the architect | was born to be.

Among my souvenirs, you must remember the dragon carving | gaveto your Simone. It was inscribed
with the Chineseword for lifeforce, qi, the same as her last name. Life from the city of life, she said, and
when you asked me how much it cos, | assured you that was't important. Actudly, it cost me nothing.

When | close my eyes, | can see the harbor at night, perfect dark blue water hosting junks, trawlers,
water taxis and freighters, dotted with lights that sparkle like phosphorescent fish. My father hasled me
to the Jumbo Foating Restaurant, where | have been served a dubious delicacy, sea cucumber stew. The
novelty of eating something that scrapes across the ocean floor doesn't appea to mein the dightest, but |
did ask for it, having inssted quite foolishly on ordering in Mandarin. The waiter compliments me on my
adventurous palette, and I’ m too embarrassed to admit my mistake, but too squeamish to eat. | can only
garelongingly acrossthetable at a plate of steaming dim sum. My father, programmed to be receptive to
my needs, smiles knowingly and pushes his plate toward me. Before | know it, he has taken my bowl and
extended it out the window, offering it to a poor fishing family on atiny skiff. An exchangeismade, and |
have an empty bowl and a carved dragon souvenir to show for it. All without what the Chinese cal tiu
lien. Logng face.

With my eyes open, | see nothing | would recognize. This place has been swallowed like so many
others, Lazarus, unmade by the forces of time. Thisiswhat happens when acivilization has no one left to
support it. It succumbsto nature, in this case, to astring of unmerciful hurricanes. Geostationary westher
satdllitelogs confirmed my firsthand assessment: storm-tossed over many years.

Cam now, but the wind made itself known as we disembarked, a mournful sound, a distant echo of
what came before. The phrase that crept to mind, all elseiswind, once was said of the prophet
Muhammad' s words. But Champagne' s words were the ones that pulled me forward, adulcet cal to
escort her. Side by side, we blazed atrail through the debris, leading an expedition to the counterparts
we never knew.

Underground, our destination, benesth an unremarkable and mosquito-plagued patch of land not far
from the wreckage of what one of the Gedaechtnis scientists assured me is the Hong Kong Disneyland
Resort. She' s one of the few who shared technology with the Chinese. We have six with us, as chatty
and eager as sugar-laden children.



The vault took longer than | expected to open, but we managed it. Then down the shaft, harnessed
together, autorappel ling for want of aworking eevator, descending to the sepul cher itsdlf. The heart. Still
beeting. We have afaint hum of power here, but too faint to keep our ten cousins alive. Container after
container, we exhumed them, with the same results as when you yoursdf were exhumed: too late to do
any good.

With two exceptions. One man, one woman. Slow and helpless as turtleswho' d been flipped on their
backs, but alive nonetheless. We carried them out and kept them from going into shock. We cleaned
them off, kept them oxygenated, assured them they’ d be dl right. We rescued them, Lazarus, saved their
lives

Thewoman, Li Quan Yin, vacillates between gratitude and outrage. Thank goodness we came, but
why did we take s0 long? The man, Zhang Zhao, carries no resentment toward us, but isalittle unhinged,
behaving like someone who isliving awaking dream.

Their Englishisn’t very good, but it's much better than my Mandarin. Champagne was the oneto find
the common language: French, which we could al speak quite passably. In the language of diplomacy, Li
QuanYintold ustheir tale.

They wereraised much aswewere, in VR, coming of agein avirtual China Unlike us, no secrets
were kept from them. They were told from the beginning what they were, what Black Ep was doing to
humanity, how they would one day cure the disease and start the world anew. They knew we existed,
though we never knew of them. They weretold that we would all work together or, more specificaly,
that we would work for them. To that end, they would be released at age fifteen, three years before we
were scheduled, but the release mechanism mafunctioned. Wasit adesign flaw, billions of dollars
jammed up from afaulty relay? Was it sabotage? Whatever it was, they were stranded, unable to
escape, unableto sgnd usfor help. The artificid intelligencesthat governed their care and education
recognized that the only way of protecting their charges wasto ration the existing nutrients. To makethe
supplieslast aslong as possible, sacrifices had to be made. Li Quan Yin and Zhang Zhao weretold that
because they were the most promising, they would live on in the hopes of someday being rescued, but for
them to live the others had to die. That was decades ago.

Though it broke her heart, she was able to accept the rationale behind her friends demise, while he
rejected it and rebelled. Retreating to fantasy, he could process the deaths and the abandonment only
within the confines of an old Hollywood movie, one of many stored in their media base. Wracked by
survivor guilt, it was more comforting for Zhao to believe that nefarious machines hated humans, working
to destroy them or endave them to their will. | suppose this explains his perplexing behavior, treating me
likean old friend, caling me“Morpheus,” repeatedly asking, “How deep does the rabbit hole go?’

Here we have one person who likes me and seems open to what | say, but only because he’ sliving in
afantasy world. And then there s the other who, while happy to be rescued, sees me as arepresentation
of the West — and, according to her, the West can’t be trusted, not after the United States defaulted on
its Chinese debts, igniting the Trade War. Champagne and | have been explaining how we don't
represent any one exclusively, we areworld citizens, and wouldn't be hereif we didn't care about
everyone. That seemsto be making some headway, but there’ san existentia horror in Li Quan Yinthat |
can't seem to penetrate. She spent her whole life preparing to cure Black Ep, only to be rescued by
Westerners who' d already doneit. What point does her life have now?

It can have any point that she wantsit to have, I'm going to tell her. Like the old expression, Eli fat
mat —the past is dead. Now it’sup to her. I’'m hopeful that | can encourage her to find anew purpose,
and in so doing, perhaps | will find mine.

doane

So Lodune and | arefinished getting it done low, if you know what | mean, and we' rein that rare
postcoital conversation moment, where the guy doesn’t roll over and fall adeep. | say rare becauseit's



thefirg timeit’ s happened. And out of the blue I’ m wondering what it’ slike to kill someone, sothat’s
what | ask.

Heturnson hissdefacing me. “Y ou never killed anyone?

“My sster Penny tried to kill me.”

“Sgters. Minetried to put my eye out with afork.”

“Thisone?’ | try to playfully tap him on the eydid, only my amisn't good and it turnsinto a poke.

He swats my hand away, “Can’t remember, whichever one was closest to her fork at thetime.”

His eyes are the most perfect blue I’ ve ever seen. They’re sniper’ s eyes, enhanced by genetic
tinkering. We can thank the military for that, but he won't tell me which military. In any case, he' sa better
shot than | am, maybe even a better shot than Hal. I’ ve seen him on the range. That’ swhere we are, out
underneath the stars, blanket over us and grass stains beneath.

“What it'sliketo kill someone?’” he says. “Y ou just kind of do it. And you don’t think abouit it
afterward. Thinking's not so good.”

“I wonder if | could doiit.”

“I’m sure you could, you'reahell of ashot.”

“I can hit atarget. The differenceisthe target’ s not going to scream or start bleeding or something.”

“That’ swhy you can't think about it. Why, who you thinking of killing?’

My inginctstell metolie, so | don't: “Your boss.”

He leans back and laughs. “ Join the fucking club.”

“And then maybe Claire?’

“That gutterdut? I’ d think your bullets are worth alittle more than that.”

We gossip for awhile about our respective employers. | fed likewe rethe maid and butler talking
about the Master and Mistress. When redlly it should be reversed, because Lodune and | are cut from
better cloth, genetically spesking. But while I’ m redly aware of being different, posthuman and al, he's
convinced we' re dl basicaly the same.

“You've got agreat immune system,” he says, brushing my hair back from my face, “and maybe some
other guy doesn’t. But he can juggle and you can't. Y ou'rekiller in the sack, and maybe some other skirt
is't but she knows how to do calculusin her head. We' re all basicaly human, it’sjust aquestion of who
can do what when you want that thing done.”

Bitch, I think. | can do calculus in my head. And when have you ever seen me wear a skirt?

The morewetdk, themore| redlize he' s pressing me for information. Being subtle about it, but
bascaly doing threat assessment on al my relaives and me. Which isthe samething I’'m doing to him. |
think we both noticeit, but we re too polite to say. He wants to know which of my eders are still pissed
about the coup. Apparently, the President’ sdive and well and bringing out an army, and Ning doesn’'t
want to follow the leader. No ceding power. New Cambridge will remain autonomous. No one wants a
war, but neither side wantsto givein, and each islooking for an advantage.

Playing for hearts and mindsiswhere we are. Grab them by the bals and their hearts and minds will
follow, that’ s how the saying goes.

| wonder if Lodune' s secretly working for the President.

Onething sfor certain, the mood in the city’ s getting worse. The links might be fixed now but I’ ve
noticed everyone on edge.

They’ ve been catching wind of what’ sin the air, and most don’t seem to likeit. The ripe aroma of
fear.

Doesn't bother me, though, because from where I’ m ditting, it smellslike opportunity.

fantasia
Refilled termite mound. No termites. Artificid. Filled it with piefilling. Cherry. The onethey like best.

Digit out with little sticks.
Givesthem achanceto usetools. Like how they’ d get termitesin the wild.



Surveillance cameragot me running. Mick just dapped the holy hell out of Keith. Wanted the orange,
fought for it, got it. Victory screech. Gloated by sucking and chewing the pulp with wide bright orange
rind smile. Had to soothe Keith. Pretended to cluck disapproval a Mick. Mother’ swork is never done.

Zoo here. Tota zoo. Always something to do. Starting to favor the subject group because they cause
me lesswork. Less fighting, more sharing. Orangesfor dl. Can't favor them. Have to stay objective.

Bdievein better living through chemistry. Found workable combination for mysdlf. Halfway done.
Why treat when you can fix? Subjects prove experiment isworking. NCBI and GeneWatch both singled
out Dr. Erlich as dangerous rogue, whatever that means. Erlich not crazy, the man was on to something
big, and | get to finish what he started.

How to take that next step? Need help? Losing objectivity with chimps = losing objective sense of
redity?smy thinking clear?

Doesn t make sense. Takl ng meds and il feel paran0|d Can t shake sense of being watched.

| am bel ng watched.
Someoneiswatching me.

halloween

| twitched mysdlf awake, accidentally jostling Pandora. The baby kicks her enough; she doesn't need
it from me.

“Youdl right?’

“Dreaming,” | said.

“Same one?’

“Variation on atheme.”

Ever sincethat first dream of New Cambridge burning, I’ d been catching it again and againin my
nightly tripsinto unconsciousness. | couldn’t dways keep them from dipping away, but very often I’d
wakewith asense of dgavu. Thistimel remembered it completely:

Thistime, the dream is much the same, the city burning, except | can see cancerous shapes writhing
and buckling within the toxic cloud. What | see and what | don'’t quite see makes me wonder if I’ ve
found something nadtily Lovecraftian, someimpossbly evil nightmare monster from the Plateau of Leng. |
expect it’'ll favor me with its unpronounceable name shortly — Y gllammaog, let’ s say, or Ctelh-mel —
offering me a hideous, dime-drenched tentacle to shake.

But soon I’'m facing mysdlf again. A lookdike of me, at least.

The clove cigarette that smolders between hisfingersis Sendiri-brand Indonesian kretek. My old
brand. With apang of longing, | recognize this black-clad, ankh-eyed goth asa“purer” version of mysdf,
alovelorn, anti-authoritarian and somewhat sinister twin. An idedized self-image |’ ve Since outgrown.
I’m facing the teenaged version of mysdf al grown up, untouched by the world, while | mysdlf have been
changed by it. Changed perhapstoo much. It’ sunfair. Thelonging gives way to resentment, though |
can't tell whether or not | truly want to be thisthing.

“Havewemet?’ | ask. And before he can launch meinto orbit with a gale-force exhdation of
Indonesian smoke, | add: “Of course we have. Y ou're the ghost of Halloween past.”

“Angler,” hetdlsme. “Bill Angler.”

The namethrows me; | don’t remember any Anglersin the waking world.

“Not me?’

“Not you. In your dream but not of your dream,” he says. “Y ou breathed me in afew weeks back.”

“That was careless of me.”

“You can't prevent every infection.”

“Soyou'readisease”



“Please” he says, making asmall show of being offended. “Microorganism.”

“A microorganism named Bill Angler?’

“It' syour namefor me. I’'m piggybacking on the language center of your brain. Likewise, the ubergoth
look I'm sporting — that’ sdl you.”

“Do you think | want you commandeering any of my neurons?’

“It’ snot anything you need.”

“That' s not your cal to make.”

“Wdl,” he says, ankh eyes sparkling, “it' sthe only way we can talk.”

“I'mligening, Bill.”

Hewaves hishandslike amagician doing aparlor trick, and now I’'m looking at afloating ball that
hoversin the air between us. It looks like the sprites my friends and | used as calling cards back when we
werekids. Unlike my old ball of orange and black, thisoneis solid black, except for tiny points of
brilliant light. Somehow | know that this sprite contains the entire Milky Way.

“Thisisyou,” he says, indicating asingle star, which has brightened enough to show mea
familiar-looking solar system. “ And thisisus.” The black orb spins about to display an unfamiliar corner
of thegalaxy. | try to recognize what I'm looking at by congtdllation, but I’ m not seeing anything | know.

“Us, asinyou and your kind?Y ou’ retelling me you' re an dien microbe? I’ ve caught the Venusian
flu?’

“Doesthislook like Venus?' he asks, indicating the unfamiliar section of space with ablack manicured
fingernail.

“Look, | don't need an astronomy lecture from. Gothy McMakesnosense,” | snipe. “What are you
trying to say?’

“I'vesaidit. I’ve come along way to get here and many of my kind died trying to make this happen.
So I’d eppreciateif you' d shut up and listento me.”

And hetellsme how, ordinarily, he' d betoxic to me. Only my heightened immune system alowed me
to survive him. His speciesworked very hard to find aform in which they could make this communication
take place. Heisavanguard for his people, but more are on the way.

“You'rethefirst. Y ou should be honored,” he says.

“Maybeif | believed you werered,” | reply.

“Bdieve what you want. Thefactswill bear out the truth.”

And hetells me how his people created Black Ep and unleashed it on our world. It wasatest. It's
what they do. They believein surviva of thefittest. They bring the best challenge they can dream up to an
emerging civilization. If we survive, we re beloved. If wefail, we were never meant to be.

“So you'reresponsible?’

“Me. My people. The Free”

“Free?’

Angler nods. “That’' s the best word you have for what we are.”

“Y ou're saying you love us. And you killed billions of us”

“Yes, and billions of Free died in the process, too. But for agood cause. Because we love you.”

| think about it and say what comesto mind.

“Shove your love up your ass.”

“You'reangry,” Angler says. “We knew you would be. But with time, after the hedling process—"

“No anger — | don't think you exi<t. | don’t know why I’'m dreaming you, but I’ m going to make an
effort to turn you into the back-in-schooal, didn’t-study-for-the-big-exam nightmare | know and love.”

“Just think about what | said,” he replies, taking adrag off the clove before diss pating back into the
smoke.

“Pregnant women have bizarre dreams, too,” Pandoratold me, getting up to pee. “Maybe you're
having sympathy dreams.”

“Or maybe I’'m so sdf-important I’ m fantasizing that alienswould reach out to me before anyone ese
on the planet.” Flippant, but as| saidit, | felt aprickle at the back of my neck. What if thiswasn't a
product of ego and imagination? Had | just met an extraterrestrid being? What would that mean?



The dream had unsettled me morethan | let on.

“What if diensredly appeared to people likethat?’ Pandorasaid, asif echoing my thoughts. “ Sort of
an Old Testament type of first contact,” she mused.

Before | could answer her, Mdachi paged me through alink. He had Fantasiafor me, which carried
on the surreal quality of the evening, because she hadn’t done that since we werekids. She valued her
privacy as much as| had back when I’ d pushed away the world. Maybe more so.

“Hal,” shesaid, “you have to come here. Y ou have to help me move.”

Typical, | thought, you don’t hear from certain friends until they need to move.

“Right now?’

“Now. My lifedependsonit.”

isaac

There saFerriswhed of emotion in the expressions of those we bring out. After they see another
Chinesefacein Li Quan Yin, thejoy of being rescued might swing to concern when they notice the rest
of us. We areforeigners, after dl, lao wali.

Over three hundred meeting hdls, lounges and offices, and one famous auditorium comprise the Great
Hall of the People, but during the plague nearly al of these rooms were repurposed for storage. Now
they house cryostats, thousands of them, the future of Eastern Civilization. Y ou would marve at al the
possibility contained in these sterile prisons. | have been working to help redize that potentid, but along
with the resuscitations I’ ve caught mysdlf fooling around with the thought of being an architect again. I've
even arted doodling my old line drawings. This place ingpires me, Lazarus. Though the structural design
has changed much over the years, the origina ceilings are il intact. The auditorium features recessed
lighting in circular and semicircular patternsthat make mefed like I’ m standing inside an enormousflying
saucer or even atime machine. Perhaps that’ swhat gppeals to me most: the thought of turning the
moments back.

When we' ve done our work here and in Europe, too, that’swhat I'll be able to do. It' s there when |
want it, the chanceto play at what | once wanted to be. Y ou dways said my designs were more
expressonist than functional; once I've put my timein here, | can beasimpracticd as| like. That could
recharge my batteries and give me the space | need to figure out what lasting mark | want to leave on the
world.

Champagne tells me that bringing so many people back from cryonic deep will leave more of amark
than anything, and yet | see that as mere respongbility. It' s the only decent course of action, setting things
right as best we can. But my mark has yet to be made.

WEe re aman down in Zhang Zhao. He took his leave when the fantasy faded and redlity set in. Raised
to serve his people, he has turned selfish, feeling betrayed by his government and by fate itself. My heart
goes out to him, more because of hisfaultsthan in spite of them. He reminds me most of Halloween. But
the lure of community may be stronger with Zhao, and no one suspects he' Il stay out for long. We linked
him up before he left, contact numbers so he could reach out to uswhen he was ready.

Malachi has picked up the dack he left behind, helping to orientate the newly thawed. It sabit
impersond for my taste, letting an Al play such alargerolein bringing the nearly dead to a place where
they fed safe and purposeful. Even so, | haveto admit heisauseful toal.

Did | tell you that afew of my children befriended him? Or perhapsit was the other way around.
There was aspecia bond, he clams. | don’t know. They talked about him like he was human. Clearly,
heisnot. It's one thing to appreciate awonderful invention and it’ s another thing to confuse the
semblance of lifewith lifeitsaf.

You and | weretricked into thinking our parents and so many otherswere real, when they were al but
congtructs of programming. No one can be blamed for being tricked, but to willfully accept afabrication
makes no senseto me.

A distant part of me remembersthe cal to know my true nature and to thus know God, and never be



swayed by salf-deception. Now and then | think back to the peace | felt when | had my faith. When it
lived in my heart, and not just my words. And not even my words anymore. Therewas akind of
wisdom, which eludes me now But | can accept thisloss. | can accept it with eyes opened.

We'velet Li Quan Yin decidethe order of resuscitation. | have yet to determine a pattern, as she
seemsto be dternating between dignitaries, soldiers and cultura icons, based on criterial do not
understand. The mindset differs here. For one thing, Champagne has noticed that not everyoneisfrom
the upper social strata; contrasted with the United States and Europe, preservation required not treasure
but connections and initiative. There are less-privileged individuas and their familieswho earned their
way into cryostats by smply refusing to take no for an answer. Li Quan Yin describesit as xian lai, xian
chi, which means, “first to come, first to eat.”

Speaking of food, afailure of planning hasled to asupply shortage. While the Great Hall itself has
been fortified against naturd disasters, the nearby stockpiles were not. Much has been destroyed.
Exacerbating the Situation: a portion of what survived has since spoiled, thanksto the traditiond Chinese
reluctance to employ harsh ultrapreservativesin their processing plants. How many times did Maestro
warn us of this back in school? No one plansto fail, they merdly fail to plan.

Champagne has tapped Hal to airlift suppliesto us once we get an accounting of how many vigble
survivors we have. Additionaly, she wantsto reassign some of my nieces from the work they aredoingin
Europe, in the hopes of making the Chinese extraction run quicker. But with Pandoraso closeto
delivery, Vashti claims she hasno oneto spare. | wonder if thisistrue. The undercurrent of jealousy
cannot beignored, and thismay beasmall, petty way of punishing us. Everyone mourns what they lose.

Asdo I. | have counted over two hundred children waiting for new breath, and when | stand at each
cryodtat, looking in, the faces| see arethefaces | have lost. Thisone reminds me of Hagji. That one
favors Ngozi. That little one looks as spirited and pure as Ddlila. | have logt dl my children. And the three
youngest, thereis no known cure for what struck them down. Y et these two hundred can be saved.

Every timewe resuscitate, | fedl that much closer to redemption. | may never reachiit, but thisiswhat |
must do. My children deserve nothing less.

halloween

I’d never been invited to Fantasia' s somping grounds before. | knew she was somewhere in the
Pecific Northwest, probably near Aberdeen, her hometown in the IVR. For years |’ d respected her
privacy; it would have been hypocritical of meto invade her space and come barging in. Back when I’d
had amind to push the world away, | wanted exactly the same number of visitorsthat she wanted: none.
For Fan to summon my presence now meant something serious was going down. The only question: Was
this something red or within the confines of her pathology?

She'd holed up a Central Washington University, a couple hundred miles east of Aberdeen. Large
enclosed compound just on the edge of campus, and smack dab in the center of it: adowned helicopter,
plumes of smoke trailing up to the sky.

Dropped into VTOL, landed and locked, then dashed to the crash site to find the pilot Sumped over
the control panel, dead on impact. Thirty feet away | found ahuman arm gill inits deeve. The co-pilot
himself was abit farther off, legs bent in impossible positions, hisface a pulpy mess.

“Bad, huh?’ said the voice behind me.

“You do this?’

“No, but I'm responsible.”

Fan wore khakis and ared T-shirt. Red, agood sign. The lettering on the shirt read Two out of the
three voices in my head are telling me to f**k you up. A sense of humor about her condition, also a
good sign. | noticed she' d traded her crossbow for atranquilizer gun. Couldn’t tell whether that was a
good sign or not.

“Do you know these guys?’ she asked.

| didn’t. She' d searched their pockets and had come up with nothing that could point to their identities.



Maybe they were out doing reconnaissance. Maybe they were joyriding. Either way, they crashed hard.

“Mechanicd falure,” we agreed. Careless. Decades of neglect had made aircraft risky — soif you
lacked patience and discipline, you could get screwed. Burst fuel tank or bad circuitry, if you don't put
thetimein, you take your lifein your hands.

I’d said as much to Deuce before taking him up for flying lessons. “What are you worrying for?’ he'd
complained. “I know al this— I’ ve done the safety training likeamillion times.”

“Thesmulator isn't enough,” I’ d said, and we went over it again.

Fan pried me from memory lane: “Whoever they are, you can bet more are coming.”

“Expect a search party?’

“Let’s get me gone before they come.”

“So long asyou cluemein. It wasn't mechanical failure that ripped this one’ sarm from its socket.”

“No onelikesan uninvited guest,” she shrugged. “C mon, I'll explain.”

She led me past platforms, hammocks and tire swings. Then | got astrong whiff of monkey.
Chimpanzee, to be exact, as she brought me into a spacious bungaow, which housed eight cages. In
those cages, seven chimps dept, sedated from her tranquilizers.

“Since when did you become Jane Goodal |7’

She told me how she' d acquired the secret of life from Vashti afew years back. Vash hadn’t been
planning on telling her, but Fan got her talking, and people tend to underestimate Fan’ sintelligence just
because her mentd gtateishistorically confused. Sherattled off how she'd cloned chimpsfrom DNA
samples, applied what she’ d learned from Vashti, “and there you go.”

“And that’ swhat did in the co-pilot?’

“Seefor yoursdf.”

She showed me footage from the security cameras. Played the helicopter hit and fast-forwarded until
the co-pilot staggered out the Sde. The sight of afree-roaming chimpanzee startled him, and he shot it
dead with apistol. Screeching, other chimps maobbed him, one bringing him down and holding him long
enough for two moretojoinin thefray. Back in school we learned that chimps are about Sx times
stronger than a human being. The footage proved it. | shot Fan araised eyebrow.

“It' sactualy avery encouraging Sign,” shesaid. “ Sad asthisis, I’'m heartened by their show of unity.”

“Well, aslong asyou ' re heartened.”

She scooped up aseries of journas, pausing to scribble anote in one, drumming her fingers
rhythmically as she searched for the right words. | remembered sewing three of those fingers back onto
her hand what seemed like alifetime ago. We' d been through alot together, Fantasiaand me.

“Van'sout back, could use your help loading these cages.”

“Right.”

She grabbed me before | got there. “It’ simportant, Hal. | don’t want my research compromised.”

“Chimps are research?’

“Youthink | spent al these years with them because | love animas?’

“Don’t know what to think.”

She dug her fingers degper into my forearm. “I’'m not crazy”

“Didn’t say you were.”

Out back | noticed her bumper sticker: Forever Free. And hafway through theloading, acdl came
through, telling me Pandorawas in labor, my baby on the way.

doane

Soit'sal “TheBritish are coming! The British are coming!” except instead of the Britishit’ sthe U.S.
Specia Forces. But al we' ve got right now isalot of rumor and false sghtings. No hard evidence.
Satellite photography would be redlly useful, but | don’t have the access. I” ve been asking Hal’ s little
buddy to help me out, but Mr. Maachi says he can't use the spy satellites anymore. He's been locked
out of the sky.



Meanwhile, the boys are back in town. It' sthe Green Mountain Boys, flying their stupid flag. They
work for Ning now. Showed up in aconvoy, as usud, but thistime with abunch of Popsicles. Saves,
once they’ re thawed. Oops, did | say daves? | meant to say “vaued additions to the workforce.” Ax and
Ning are pretty chummy. They’ ve brought alot of firepower into the city. They must think they need it.

Ning's doing everything he can to paint the President as a dangerous man, aloose cannon, proneto
combat flashbacks from histimein the military. Probably bullshit, but there’ s enough erratic behavior in
the man’s past to make these points seem credible.

On the other side, we' ve got continued calls from the Prez for Ning to step down. Patriotic Americans
don’t know what to do. Some are leaving to go join the President’ s Mount Weather compound. Others
are swayed by Ning’' sargument that Black Ep may have sporung from a government lab. That one plays
nicely with the phobes.

I”’m sharing acity with panicked sheep. Oh, no, the sky isfaling! What do | do? Which oppressive
egomaniac should | support?

Victory City has officidly become Victimy City.

Did I mention Lodune' s gone? Split, sayonara, didn’t even say goodbye. I’ ve been told he's out
playing the Paul Revere role, reconnaissance, so he can mount adefense if things go from bad to worse.
Or maybe that’ sjust acover.

I’ skind of funny how Paul Revereisin the zeitgeist right now. Kegps coming up in conversation and
on the link channels. Especidly funny, consdering how the guy spent thelast part of hislife opposing
Thomas Jefferson and arguing for a system where the rich should get specia privileges. | mean, that’ sjust
perfect for this place.

In other news, I'm il biding my time, playing nursemaid to Claire, who's got some dental problems.
A tooth’srotting and has to come out. Lucky thing. God knowsiif | were attached to Claire, I'd rot just
to escape asfast aspossible. She'sgot Ning' s ear, so he' sgoing to start incentivizing dentists, giving
people specid benefitsif they take dl the IVR training. We didn’t need dentists back in the beginning, but
we sure do now. After acouple years of poor denta hygiene among the thawed, the demand is
overwhelming the supply. Don't these Neanderthals ever floss?

Fucking Claire. | guess she hasn't reached whatever Scientology classit iswhere you don’t get
toothaches anymore. Not that I’ d tell her that. She' stoo valuable. I’ m over at their house every single
day. Thefamily friend. Y ou couldn’t ask for better access. Ning and | just played a game of badminton,
for Chrigt’ s sake, with Claire clutching her jaw and laughing about the word shuttlecock. And | let him
win, so hewantsto play again.

If I need to takethe guy out I'll be at theright place a theright time. | just don’t know if | can caich
him aone. He' s got round-the-clock security.

halloween

We made good time back to Munich, Fan periodicaly checking the deeping chimpsin the back like a
nervous mother. | caled her on it and she said she was just protecting her data.

“What' sthis experiment of yoursdl about?’

“Altruism,” shesad.

“Goon.”

“Primates|ook out for each other. They can even be sdf-sacrificing, though they’ re naturally inclined
to establish dominance hierarchies. | want to isolate what makes them atruigtic. Isit kin selection, indirect
reciprocity, mutud ad?’

“There sresearch on this”

“Doing my own experiment.”

“Why?"

“Why do you think? We re lucky to have survived Black Ep. To get any further, we re going to need
some serious unsalfishness. Where does that live, Hal? If we can bring it out in apes, maybe we can bring



itoutin men.”

She told me how she was piggybacking off the research of Dr. Caspar Erlich, whom | knew next to
nothing about, and what | did know sounded dodgy. One of many who' d been vilified for irresponsible
experimentation. When Black Ep hit the populace, and no one knew where it came from, those types
were practicaly strung up from lampposts. Someliterdly.

Everyone needed someone to blame. And we needed away to fed protected from it ever happening
again. What kind of world are we leaving to our children? And with that thought came thoughts of my
child. And Pandora. ..

When Kody cdled to keep me abreast of how New Cambridge was crashing and burning, | let Fan
ligen. “Told you it wouldn’t work,” she said when he was done.

“I"'m getting by with asmile on my face,” Kody told mein the course of that conversation, “but you
should know things are getting out of hand.” He painted a grim picture of running low on pre-Recovery
supplies, having to switch to amore agrarian existence, and hence needing more live bodiesto work the
fields. Fear, fascism and fakery from Ning, now buoyed by tactical support from the Green Mountain
Boys, whileto the west, the old U.S. government struggled to reemerge, trotting out a comparable plan
for the future called the Turnaround. Each laid claim to being the “redl America,” and each refused torule
out the use of forcein pursuit of itsgoas.

| said, “I’mnot going to step in. I’'m not in charge, and I'm nobody’ s revolutionary. You'll haveto
work it out amongst yoursalves.”

“Thursday, you can't give up on us herel”

“What do you expect meto do? | canlook out for you, Kody, but beyond that...?You know if it's
getting too hot and you need an escape, I'll fly you out. Say the word.”

“Not yet.”

“Y ou tell mewhen!”

A few of my niecesmet us, surly for having drawn the plum assignment of helping Fan clean the Ape
House a Tierpark Hellabrun, the time-ravaged Munich zoo. No animals had survived the demise of their
keepers, except for the“VillaDraculd' exhibit — the macabre-looking bats seemed to be getting aong
fine, emerging from their grotto to swoop past usinto the gathering night. Guano spatters throughout the
park made the going unpleasant. No longer my problem; | smply made the dropoff and vowed to return
with additiona supplies.

Back at Nymphenburg, Vashti met me at the gate, offering me aweary smile. Bad news: I'd missed
the birth. Good news. | wasin timefor the afterbirth. Actually, I’d missed that, too, but mother and
daughter were healthy and safe.

| ran down the hals, nodding at those who offered congratul ations.

Pandoralay half-adeep, exhausted yet beautiful. Hope rested on her chest, eyes wide and unfocused.
| knelt by the bedside. And stared.

Deuce had been aclone of me, but thislittle girl was entirely new. And with that newness came
sanctity. Never had | felt more respongble for anything in my life. If you don’t have children, you won't
know what | mean. If you do, | don’'t haveto explain athing. | can only describeit thisway: it fedsabit
likedying, but it' sthe most wonderful feding in theworld.

She hiccupped. Tiny body shook from the motion. Ingtinctively, | reached out to soothe her, and
reflexively, Pandora did the same. Our hands met. Time stopped. Everyone dseintheworld
disappeared. Vanished dl together.

When | look back on my life, that fragile moment was greater than al the other moments combined.

| wanted it to |ast forever.

| never wanted to let it go.

fantasa

New digs not as good as old digs but workable. Everyone there for me when | needed them. Hal



epecidly. Owehimbig time.

Both groups skittish, adjusting to new environment. Have to be coaxed. Mick throwing tantrums. Rest
grieving, Sgning George' s name. What to tell them? No George. That’ s not good enough. How to
explain it to those who never knew death before? Part of life? Natural? Not to be feared? Do | believe
these things? Doesit even matter? No, because chimp sign language vocabulary won't allow complexity.
Limitswhat good | can do.

Words always treacherous anyway. Words die before deeds.

Vashti cameto visit. Had that sucking-on-a-lemon smile. Said she was concerned about me. Blah blah
blah. Brought some shrink with her. Sanity check. Medication check. Relax, I’ m fine. No threst to you.
No threat to mysdlf. Let me stay on your turf and leave me be. Only if the doctor can eva uate you first.
Right. | can't tell what'sadream and what’ sredlity most likely, so my job’ sto jump through hoopsto
provel can. Your standards, your hoops. That’ sfine. Jumping. How high?

Shetook me aside, asked what | wastrying to prove. Would | break the experiment down for her?
Gave her the quick version. The haf-truth. Research, that’sall I'm after. Nothing practica about the
work, Vadhti. It'snot ddlicious or nutritious. It’ sinnocuous.

Felt like abetafemae mollifying an apha. Probably how she saw it, too.

Shrink wastypica pop psychiatrist. Full of catchphrases. Out to get me. Best strategy wasto nod at
hiswisdom, stroke his ego, get him on my sde. Shook his hand at the end. Smilesdl around. Vashti
seemed pleased.

They have noideawhat | did.

doane

Holy shit. Claire doesn’'t have atoothache, it' sora cancer. Bleeding gums, jaw swelling up like she
got punched. Curable, no doubt, but the cure’ s brutal. It’sthe start of along journey for her. We have
doctors, but we don’'t have engineersto repair the medica equipment that’ s broken down. My mom has
aknack for that kind of work, and Uncle I saac, and Aunt Pan, but they’ re thousands of miles away. So
we' re not redly set up for this. Ning's much-touted hedthcare system isall about prevention, not
trestment, and it’' sovertaxed asit is.

“Too many chiefsand not enough Indians,” the guy keeps bitching— ared failure of planning that not
enough technicaly minded people were frozen, so now he' sgoing to have to incentivize engineersthe
way he' d planned to do for dentists. Of course hiswife wantsit done yesterday, shrieking at him behind
closed doors about her darling daughter. “We didn’t survive the fucking plague so my Claire could die of
cancer — afucking curable disease!” Not shrieking in public, naturally — there she'sdl smilesand gpple
pie, hanging on hisarmto lend him likegbility.

The cancer’ s covered up. Just atoothache asfar as most people know. I'm one of the lucky few
who've got the truth.

All thistime I’ ve been seeing Ning as playing me. Pretending I’ m afriend of the family to keep his
friends close and enemies closer. But somehow | think | am afriend of the family. If there were thought
crimes, I’ d be public enemy number one, but I’ ve kept my temper in check and acted sweet, and they’re
taking me a my word.

How patheticisthat?

halloween

“| see something deeper, more infinite, more eterna than the ocean in the expression of the eyesof a
little baby when it wakes in the morning and coos or laughs because it sees the sun shining on its cradle,”
sad afdlow redhead, the brilliant but ungtable Vincent van Gogh. Presumably he said it well before his
breakdown and disfigurement. Either way, there’'s something to it. A sensethat possibility itsdf iswide



open, that ababy isthe beginning of dl things.

On the other hand, it’ s poetic bullshit, as DNA has abit of fun with us. We lend poetry to something
that’ s purely chemica — we fed joy about our kids because if we didn’t, no onewould have any. The
specieswould die out.

Whatever it is, it ran me over pretty good.

Having akid meansimmortadity. Y ou don't have to exist anymore. Y ou can go away and the world
will till have apart of you. That’show | used to fed. If you know me, you know I’'m no stranger to
suicidd thinking. But there' s something about the gift of life, the responsibility, something about
fatherhood...

It put me more at peace than I’ ve ever been. Which in turn made me ahdll of alot more tolerant of
others. When he wasn't writing George Washington' s favorite play, Joseph Addison was penning
maximslike, “It isonly imperfection that complains of what isimperfect. The more perfect we are, the
more gentle and quiet we become towards the defects of others.” And even if you think gentle and quiet
are overrated, there’ s something to this quote aswell.

| haveto rely on other peopl€ swords because thisis uncharted territory for me. | don’t have the
vocabulary for it. | spent so much timeraging at everyone and everything, infuriated even a existence
itsdlf, that | have ahard time putting cam into words. | can say thismuch: Anger doesn’'t melt away dl at
once, but when you fed it leaving you, even just alittle bit, it’ s like you can breathe deeper than you ever
thought you could.

For thefirst time since | could remember, | wanted to be part of the world.

The sense of harmony | felt lasted long enough to filter into my deep. Back into the dreamscape |
ventured, back to the charred remains of the city.

Firgt Deuce cameto me, long hair whipped by thewind. “Hey,” he said with alift of hischin.

“Hey,” | said. “I’ ve got something for you.”

“Been looking for that.” He took the blue knit cap from my outstretched hand, happy to have it back.
“Stll fits” he said, covering his head with it, the white number 2 at the front now replaced by ared
triangle, the alchemica symbol for fire.

“Looking sharp.”

“Thanks.”

He turned and began to walk away. Whirling about after afew stepsto look back, sill walking
backward, apprehension pulling at his (and what once was my) youthful face.

“You're not angry with me, areyou?’ he cdled.

“Jugt mysdfl”

“Don’'t be”

“It smy fault.”

“Mine, too. And if I’'m not mad at you, why should you be?’ A shadow stepped out of the smoketo
walk beside him, gill bleeding from where I’ d shot her. Penny, the catdyst to my son’ssuicide. She
caught my eye. Still adeep, empty sadnessthat would never befilled.

| called my son’sname. To warn him.

He took her hand. Smiled at me. “Dad, you don’t have to worry anymore.”

They left together, acouple. He wouldn't forsake her, but | didn’t have to accept her. It was hislife,
evenif hedidn’t haveit anymore.

Then Mercutio made himsalf known. From nowhere, he collapsed a my feet, his body broken.
Someone had used him like a pifiata.

“Who did this?’

“Who do you think, Sherlock?’

With dream logic, | deduced the ones he d killed had inflicted the damage. My old love Simone, my
old friend Tyler, my old enemy Lazarus.

“Y ou want a piece of me, too?’ he spat.

“I think you' ve had enough!”

“More than you know” His eyeswere glazed and watery, the stare of a beaten man, but deep at their



center | saw adefiant glint. That told mehe'd do it al again if only he could. But he couldn’t. He d I eft
thisworld. All thet tied him to it now was my memory, my guilt and my blame.

“Don’'t | oweyou something?’

| crouched down to hisleve, and as he flinched back | extended my arm to offer aparting gift. | can't
remember what it was. A dream object. Maybe nothing at all. Whatever it was, | recognized it asthe
thing he' d wanted most in the world. Uncertainly, hetook it from my hand, theway a starving man
acceptsfood from his most hated enemy. | watched him hold it high to the light, let out a breath of pure
relief, clutch hisfist around it and grin.

“Wdll, dl right,” hesad.

And | remembered how he' d shown me mercy. I'd shot him and he' d had a perfect chanceto kill me,
yet never took it. Over theyears|’d wondered if it had been an act of crudty to leave meliving, knowing
me as he did. But seeing him smile so genuinely here, | became convinced it had been mercy and nothing
but. HE d never hated me. We d remained friends despite his demons. Friendsto the end.

“Do you know what thisisworth?’

“Enjoy it,” | told him.

“Count onit.”

Beforel knew it, he was gone.

As Angler rode up on amount with awet and grimy mane, the smoke became as dust, the sky grew
dark with hovering nightgaunts, and the words dead but dreaming whispered on thewind. Trailing
behind rider and horse were Jasmine and Doom, and earlier, less-realized, more grotesque IVR
playmates I’ d fashioned out of zeroes and ones. My long-ago creations from back when I d first
embraced the goth-chic of being despondent and misunderstood.

“Just the Free.”

At my command, everything dripped into nothingness, save Angler, who landed gracefully on his black
stedl-toe leather boots. He and | became dl that existed, the glowing ankhsin his pupilsthe only source
of light.

“I’ve decided you don't exist.”

“Have you now?’

“I wouldn't be hereif it weren't for Black Ep,” | reasoned. “I’ ve been blaming that microbe for every
terrible thing I’ ve seenin my life, and even for that life itsalf. So who created Black Ep? Someone
working out of malice, or maybe just cardess tampering, but human, | should think. A human being.
That’swhy | carry my anger and despair. But now things are changing. I’ m tired of hating people. | don’'t
want that anymore.”

“You think I"'m a scapegoat?’

“Absolutely. You're*other.” Alien. If | believed you created Black Ep, | imagine | could make peace
with everyone dse. That’ swhat | want right now, so of course you don't exist. Y ou’ re too convenient.

Y ou let everyone off the hook.”

“That’ s quite atheory. Got any proof?’

“The burden of proof isonyou, Angler. Y ou know what they say about extraordinary claims...”

“Extraordinary evidence will follow,” he sngpped. “I'm just the first to arrive. Wait until everyoneyou
know dreams of the Free.”

“Until then, I’m passing you off asafigment.”

“Do what you want. Seeif | go away”

| sucker-punched ashard as| could. He redled back, lip split, blood trickling down his chin.

“If you'reredl, you can expect more where that came from, and if you' re not, what doesit matter?’ |
turned my back and strode off into the darkness.

“Thisfeding you have,” my doppelganger called. “ This newfound love for humanity. It'snot going to
last.”

“That' sjust my self-doubt talking. My unwillingnessto be happy”

“Won't lagt,” he said, and | woke with those wordsin my ears. Took me along, uneasy moment to
recognize that al waswe| with my family and me, after which | tried to write down as much of the dream



as | could remember. That accomplished, | scrambled the lettersin my figment’ s nameto find nothing
much for “Bill Angler.” Still, “William Angler” could be deciphered as“ Anima Grew I1l,” and
“Ankh-eyed Bill Angler” decrypted nestly as*“Gabriel Kennedy Hall.”

doane

Headfirst into athresher isnot how | want to die. Turn my face into tapas? Fuck no. That’ s got to be
down there with thewordt. | wouldn’t do it to my most hated enemy and I'd sure as hell never doit to
mysdlf. I’m way too vain, messed-up loser though | am. Think about it. Headfirst. Thresher. How
hopeless do you have to be?

In military jargon, asuicide gets termed a* non-hostile gunshot wound.” This one had “farm-related
fatal accident” getting tossed around for a couple of hours, but that dried up when people redlized there
was nothing accidental about it.

The bottom feeder who did it was dtill in histwenties, time spent in cryonic storage aside. The heir toa
software empire, smart asal get-out and not bad-looking, either. Still with so much to livefor, you'd
think. Wife and kids, abright new world full of opportunity. No, into the thresher he legpt.

Here' s how they’ re reporting it on the Echo (with other news channelsfollowing the leader): It'sa
tragedy. This poor man. He smply couldn’t take it. With the specter of war hanging over us, hemade a
desperate choice and threw himsdlf into harm’sway. Though we must stay prepared for an attack from
those who would seek to impose their will upon us, we mustn’'t forget that negotiations are ongoing. We
mustn’t lose hope, nor alow the fear to grow so thick it overwhelms.

Here swhat redly happened: They thawed thisyutz out and told him he' d been conscripted to five
years of labor. Welcometo the future, yutzy. If you want usto thaw your family out, you'll play bal. If
you' d rather try your luck somewhere €lse, you can join up with the President, but he’ sabit of anutjob,
hiding in hisevil underground lair. Want to go to Europe? Sure, if the people there have time for you, and
by theway, they’ re not even human. Want to live by yoursdlf in the wilderness? Good luck with that.
Whatever you decide, you' re not taking your family with you. They’ll be staying right here. So how about
giving it ashot with us? What do you say?

So hetried. Then he cracked. He' d dready been through so much from the plague, he didn’t have the
wherewithal to buck up and gtick around. Mot of the thawed are made of stronger stuff, but | can't
exactly blame this onefor buckling under the pressure.

Ha’ sbuddy saw it happen. Shinawatra, what' s his name, the one they call Kody. Thesedays, he's
been sporting ameh-stache. That’s amoustache that does’t grow in right and you wonder why it's
there. Been talking with him lately, even though I’ m not supposed to. Not safe for Hal’ s spiesto
congregate, but | met him anyway in Grendd’s Den. Shot alittle pool and he talked about the old days
before | wasborn. Thelast dayswith dl their civil unrest, shortages, riots and bombings.

“It soundslike you're describing hell on earth.”

“No, you don't understand,” he said. “It could have been so much worse.”

He's convinced that everything’ s going to right itself here. People are resilient, the occasiona thresher
tragedy aside. They look out for each other. They’ll only put up with so much. It'sjust amatter of time
until someone puts Ning in his place. Maybe the President, too.

“That’ s pretty rosy,” | teased him. “How the hdll did Hal ever put up with you?’

“Thursday? Deep down he' san optimist at heart.”

“Maybe way deep down.” | scanned the crowd again to see if we were being watched. Also scanning
for DLR, theway Hd taught me. That’swhat he calls doesn’t look right, subtle indications that
something’ sout of place. All | saw were drunks. “So why do you cal him Thursday?’

“Thehair,” he confided. Different colorsfor different daysin Tha culture. Orangeis Thursday. Smple
asthat. He went on about how the tradition started in the Ayutthaya period, but my eyes glazed over.

“It' sbecome an indde jokefor me,” he said, “because he never asksand | can tell he doesn't know.”

Doubt that. Hal knows everything.



We drank and talked about how honored we were that he trusted us, even though we both knew he
redly didn't.

I’ve been drinking alot lately. That and linking to bouncy, catchy, crappy songs. Helps get me through
the grind. Not just me, I’'m seeing alot of thawed hitting the bottle, and I’ m going to be seeing alot more.
When the next story breaks.

Bridge and | used to messwith our sgters. “Why are you hitting yoursdf?’ wasthe biggest of the old
standbys, but the runner-up was the one about your hand being bigger than your face. You go, “You
know, if your hand’ s bigger than your face, you have cancer.” They hold out their hand to measure. Y ou
smack their hand up into their face. Funny shit. Well, that game' s about to get less funny because we ve
got an unusua number of thawed coming to doctors with tumors. Ora cancer, skin cancer, acoustic
neuroma— things you don’'t want. It'snot just Clairewho' s suffering.

Ning'sdoctors are sarting to swesat. There' s something wrong here, some carcinogen getting people
sck, and no one knowswhat it is. Until they do, they’re keeping it redl quiet. But they won't be ableto
keep up the silence for long.

Thisdiseaseis beatable. We ve got medicinesto mitigate, and we can begt it at its source with smart
dugt, tiny specks of silicon nanotech that hunt out cancerous cells. Not fun, painful asfuck, but dogble.
But like | say, the city’ snot redlly set up for this. Limited supplies. Piss-poor oncology. We can take care
of afew patients a atime, but what if everyone in the town gets cancer? We relooking at a“who lives
and who dies’ Stuation, and it could get redl ugly redl quick.

isaac

| don’t know who these men are but what they’ re proposing is monstrous. I’ ve tried reasoning and
can only conclude | am up againgt the unreasonable. Y ou and | both know that civilized people talk; they
don't resort to violence. But my words have no influence and I’ m running out of options.

They’ ve given me amoment to think. Everyone elseisheld at gunpoint. They took us by surprise.
They are soldiers, English speaking, carrying assault rifles and covered from head to toein body armor.
I’ve counted six of them, and there may be more. Their leader may be aformer United States Marine.
I’ve heard him invoke a variation of the Rifleman’s creed: “Until victory isours and thereis no enemy.”

It's unclear whom these mercenaries work for, but they share the goas of grudge-holding madmen.
Strangelove patriots. They insst that Chinamust never be aworld power again. We' ve been told that we
arefreeto leave. We are free to take those few we have aready thawed, but they will pull the plug on
everyone ese. Thisis systematic mass murder, Lazarus. Genocide.

| have become the negotiator for the Chinese, whereit should be Li Quan Yin. They will not listen to
her. Only | can make adifference. What do | have to negotiate with except an appeal to basic humanity?
The soldiers hide behind aveneer of civility, but it goes no deeper.

“Thisisashit assgnment,” said the leader. Hewon't say who assigned it.

So don't follow it.

“You don't likeit? Join the fucking club. Orders are orders, buddy, and I'm aready cutting you the
biggest break | can, letting you go. Don’'t make meregret it.”

Thelinksare down, dl frequenciesjammed. Evenif | could call for help, no onewould comeintime. |
am put on edge by how stark Champagne sfear is. It swild in her eyes, though unable to dim her beauty
or cloud her heart. | see something deeper when she' slooking at me. She needs me to make the right
decison. Thereisno one else. Not even you, Lazarus. You're just amemory. I’ veidedlized you the way
I’ve done with SO many others. My grestest flaw. Inthefind andysis, I'm dl done. Asareweadl.

This negotiation has very little give and take. Decapitating Chinais non-negotiable, but because the
soldier in charge does not relish thistask, perhaps he will alow meto save one of the deepers. Surdly, a
single act of mercy would do no harm. What about two? | raised the number one by one, but could not
shame him into agreeing to more than sx. And o my repested attempts at gppealing to common decency
have won usthe right to drag haf adozen cryostats outsde to safety before the extermination begins. But



which ones?

| have been charged with deciding which of thousands of lives are worth saving. That isavileand
impossible choice. Who lives? Who dies? Unconscionable.

| could save the innocent. Six: afitting number. Once upon atime, | had six of my own. Hessa,
Mu'tazz, Rashid, Hgji, Ngozi and Ddila. How | missthem.

With the anguish, certainty draws near. Were my children with me now, they would have me take
courage as | taught them. Thereisno cdl for fear. They would tell me to breathe. They would tell meto
focus. They would tell methat Six isnot enough.

| would be afool not to listen. | have been afool for far too long. Thereisacall that must be
answered. Though | livein awicked world, I need not be swayed by it.

Thisisthe day | make amends.

halloween

Mal’saert went straight to my adrena gland. New-parent fatigue instantly obliterated — | became
wide awake, muscles pumping into full sprint, rounding anyone| could into atrangport plane and taking
off for Beijing.

An dectromagnetic pulse had made the links useless there. No information coming from Chinaat all.
The last image Mdachi got was of a squad of soldiers approaching the Great People€' s Hal — he caught
aglimpse through Champagne' s link, and then the pul se wiped everything out.

“Satellites?’

“I'm 4till locked out of the sky,” hetold me. “I can hack back in, but it'll take sometime. Lessif |
don't bother to cover my tracks.”

“| don’t care about tracks— just get me dl the information you can.”

When we reached China, our hearts sank at the sght of the Hall half in rubble and fires burning out of
control. Thetarget of abomb attack. We' d come ready for anything, knowing that a negotiation or an
armed rescue attempt would be best-case scenarios. Thiswasthe worst.

My team — comprised entirdly of Vashti and Champagne' s daughters — scrambled to put out the
flamesand hunt for survivors. | directed traffic, rifle at the ready in case any hostiles had survived. |
needn’t have bothered. Between the chemical foam, the therma-imaging body search, and the excavation
of corpses, concrete, plastic, glass and stedl, we turned up only one living, breathing soul. Not an enemy.
And not one of us. Isaac and Champagne had been ripped apart.

They didn’'t deservethis. It sickened me to see them that way. Even though we had never liked each
other askids, we had since become friends. More than friends: We' d bonded as survivors, sharing a
mutua respect, if only for having madeit thislong. I’ d gone around the sun with them. We had grown up
and raised our children. We d struggled with our mistakes. And now they both lay a my feet, lifelessand
violated. Discarded like so much refuse. | stared into their empty eyes. And even though | knew it
wouldn't happen, part of me expected them to blink or start laughing, holding their sides as they laughed
at accomplishing the best practical joke of dl time. It would be lighthearted revenge on their
macabre-minded friend. Revenge for thetimes |’ d insulted them back in schoal, for al our petty rivaries,
for how serioudy we took oursalves. But their wounds were real and fatal, and there was no denying
them.

Amidst the shock and the tears and the outrage, Champagne' s daughters achieved arescue. Bridge
and Tomi pulled aman out from beneath a pile of concrete. He d survived the blast with nothing worse
than a concussion and broken bones.

Oncewe got him talking, we learned he was Zhang Zhao, one of the Chinese posthumans. He'd
turned his back on the recovery of his countrymen, only to redize he had nowhere e se to go. After
wandering about, he' d goneto atempleto look for guidance, but finding nothing there but an
overwhelming sense of obligation, he’ d decided to return to the work he' d abandoned. He arrived intime
to see mercenaries enter the Hall. Hetried to link us, but had no success and so he planned arescue. But



by the time he moved to push hisway in, Isaac had begun a maneuver of hisown.

He witnessed | saac wrenching awegpon away from one, only to be shot in the back by another. Still,
his courageous act had inspired the others to overpower their captors aswell. Champagne had fought
with skill and fury, her assault rifle thundering the commander down as Zhao had tried to beckon her and
his countrymen to make for the exit. To hisdismay, he saw the mortaly wounded commander tirring
(top-of-the-line RNA interference meds shutting down his pain receptors and keeping him out of shock,
later forenscswould reved), reaching for a detonator in hisbelt. The blast flung Zhao back and out of
the building, but collapsed the roof on everyone else.

We disabled the el ectromag pulse and linked for help. We found the transport the mercenaries had
used, but nothing indicated who' d hired them. His access to the satdllites temporarily restored, Maachi
was able to reassure us that no more hostiles were on the way. But the origin of these who'd killed my
friendsremained amydery.

Ning and President Coleman both denied involvement. They sent condolences. Ning used his Chinese
heritage as a blanket denial, and promised to erect a statue in | saac and Champagne' s honor for setting
his city off on theright path. The President talked about how atragedy such as this cannot be allowed,
and how under his unified leadership, this brand of lawlessness would never go unanswered. Each
pointed the finger at the other, and at the end there was no proving anything.

All I knew for certain: my friends were dead, Zhao dive, the Hall haf-destroyed and — somewhat
miraculoudy — almost six hundred cryostats remained intact. With the fires put out and the damage
repaired, the men, women and children inside could till be revived someday. The soldierswho'd come
to Chinahad meant to daughter every last one, but in an act of self-sacrifice, my friends had stood up for
those who couldn’t stand up for themselves.

They died heroes. Honest-to-goodness heroes. Now | imagine | could try to cast myself in that light,
and pound my chest about how | wanted to get justice for them. But | won't do that. I’ m redlly not that
good a person. Justice wasn't what 1 wanted.

| wanted vengeance.

doane

Nothing brings family together like afuneral. My mom murdered and Uncle I saac, too. Had to fly
home like a swallow back to Capistrano. My other mom meets me and we hug, trying to console each
other, but it does't take. Everything issurred. Thisisthe single saddest moment in my life, and | don't
know what I’'m supposed to be fedling. | should be grieving, but how do you do it? I’ ve never tried
before. It just fedlslike sick to me. The more | think about what happened, theless| want to be here.
Saying goodbye to people who won't ever come back isawaste of time. It won't make me fed better. |
could spend thistime going after the butchers who made it happen.

Surviving mom (that’ swhat my brain startsto call Vashti) doesn't really do comfort. That was more
dead mom’ sturf. Whenever | skinned aknee or broke a bone, dead mom came to the rescue. Surviving
mom has to stretch now, do something she' s never redlly tried. That'swhy she callsfor backup, having
me st down with Dr. Danny for grief counsdling. | could give afuck about Dr. Danny. Sorry son of a
bitch won't stop sneezing throughout the interview, which makesit easy to ignore his psychobabble about
shock (haachoo, ‘scuse me), denid (sniff), anger (waa-achoo!) and some other one | forget. Don't tell
me | haveto find meaning to my suffering. There’ sno meaning in this shit.

Dead mom used to plant fruits and vegetablesin methodica rows and then go crazy with the
wildflowers. Artistic gardening, a splash of color to please the eye. On my way to change into funera
black, | find my sister, Olivia, ripping up weeds. Uncharacteristic for her because she so rardly goes
outside these days. Or Outside, for that matter. Spends al her time mucking around inthe IVR,
maintaining it for idiotswho like their experiences artificia because they’ re too scared to face the world.
Dead mom got I VR addicted for awhile until we snapped her out of it.

In desperate need of atan and a hegping spoonful of shut-the-fuck-up, Olivia makes the mistake of



telling me how she’' sgoing to create virtuad shrinesfor the dead. Y eah, go back Inside, you IVR nerd.
Fake bullshit for red people, fuck off. Red people shouldn’t lead fake lives.

Except for Brigit, that’s probably the best conversation | have with any of my ssters. They'redl
weepy and usdess from funeral to wake— even Tomi, whom I’ ve learned to respect. Brigit gets me.
There s nothing better than payback. She agrees, only she doesn't see how we can do anything. C' mon,
Bridge. Enough of thisfucking grief orgy. We can fed lost and powerless after businessis taken care of .
Her hesitation pisses me off. | resolve to get completely drunk.

Severd drinkslater and I'm watching Pandora show off the newborn. Here, hold my squalling breed
creature. No, I’'m not ready to havekids. Even so, | think I’'m jealous. Wait. Y up, jedous. Hal’ safamily
man again and | cantell he'll get it right thistime. He may be distant, but with Pan and hiskid, what can’t
be denied is heloves them and would lay down hislifefor them, even if hewon't ever spend his Sunday
afternoons fawning over baby photos. Not that Pan could fawn over baby photos, being blind and dll.
Though that might change. One of the Gedaechtnis scientists has put her on gene therapy, trying for
optic-nerve regeneration.

When | talk to Hal, he' s uneasy about the spread of cancer in New Cambridge. He wants me out of
there. That'smy choice, not his, and never mind that, what are we going to do about the killers? He tells
mewe aren’t going to do anything, and that’ sjust crap, because she was his friend but my mother. Don't
you dare cut me out.

Hewon't take me serioudy. Hethinks 1’ Il get in the way. Sayswe' |l talk about thiswhen I’ m sober. It
getsworse from there. | don’t bother stopping mysalf and say lots of things 1’ ll later regret, the way
you're not supposed to. But it'safunerd and I’ m grieving, S0 everything' s excusable.

Fantasia puts an arm around me to steer me away before | can say anything else, which surprisesme
because she' s barely said two words to methe entiretime I’ ve known her. At first I’'m pissed because
it saviolation of my persona space and she should know better since she hates to be touched. Pretty
soon, though, we re talking, and she' stelling me about her memories of my moms and Isaac, and | don't
know if she' strying to make mefed better or just hersdlf. Either way, I'm cool with it becausethere's
something dangerous about her and Hal and Lodunethat | like. That I'm drawn to. It s how | want to be.
Screw that, it'show I’'m going to be. Even if it costs me everything.

fantasa

Relieved to be back at zoo. Took over from assstants Vashti provided. Chimps treated satisfactorily
in my absence. Should release them into wild now that their part is complete. Unsure how they would
farewithout me. Must attempt it for their sake.

No more control group. All patched. Looking out for each other. Lessfussfor me.

Recent murders reinforce hypothesis. More faith than ever in my convictions. Morefaith than ever in
myself. Not Whore of Babylon. Nor perfectly sane, but sane enough to bring liberation, not davery.
Synthesisof N and D.

Vird cocktail taking command of cdlls, inserting materid viainfection. Sorethroats. Sneezing. Air
droplets from each cough and sneeze my vector. Fine ddivery system for contaminants. Workswell with
humans. Against enhanced immune systems, stronger mechanism required. Made concentrated dose,
dermdlly active, greased it on fingertips and passed it through skin-to-skin contact. Untested. Might be
too strong. Risk seems worthwhile because target will be traveling to not one but both magjor American
population centers.

Good luck, Sloane,

soane

I"ve got aplan. The planisto pick up that guy, bring him to this secluded location, ply him with these



drugs, get the information with thistool, then dump the body here. That’show I find out who killed my
mom.

That guy: One of Ning's soldiers. One of Lodune' sfriends. The jarheads who watch me whenever |
walk by. | scan the pack like a hyenalooking for the weakest, dowest gazelle. Physicaly, | can’'t make
that distinction, because they’ re dl magnificent specimens, but mentally, there’ sabig difference from one
to the next. | settle on Johansson. He' s got aloose tongue. Get him talking and he forgets to shut up.

This secluded location: The gpartment complex where my sister 1zzy got raped. Recongtruction’ s il
not done there. After the unpleasantness, the construction team abandoned it in favor of other Sites.

Thesedrugs: All the Wretched XS I’ ve got from Claire, and afew stiff drinksto get things started.

Thistool: An old school Hissatsu knife. The one Tomi gave me for my birthday two years back. Sharp
enough to take care of business and then finish the job. Hissatsu means* coup de grace” in Japanese. |
don’t care how tough you are, astab in the heart is a deathblow.

Here: Down in the underground tunnels. Sub-Harvard. | know that maze aswell as anyone now, and
I’ve got the perfect dumping ground picked out. They won't find him for weeks.

That’ sthe plan. What actually happens: | flirt like a palitician whoring for votes, but I’ ve got this stupid
cold | picked up from Dr. Danny. It makes me breathless and lispy. | try to suppressit, but eventualy
haveto go with it, becauseit turns out breathless and lispy iswhat works for Johansson. Big strong
soldier of fortune likes women who sound vulnerable— who knew?

We sted away to my ambush. Drunk and stoned, he' s even more of a Chatty Cathy than I" d hoped.
Hewon't shut up. Heloves me. Heloves everyone. We do it. He starts crying about how beautiful
everything is. Jesus fucking Chrigt. Hisfingernails are too sharp — not haf as sharp asmy Hissatsu. But |
don’t even haveto useit. Hetells me everything right when | ask. | don’t have to hurt him or kill him. My
inginct saysdo it anyway, o | don't, which isredly better in the long run because his mysterious
disappearance would just get people talking. Thisway I’'m mostly under the radar.

| learned: Lodune killed my mom and Lodune was working for the President. Which means. | have
bad taste in men and I’ m going to assassnate the President. I’ d been plotting against Ning, so it’s not too
drastic an adjustment. Just have to set my sightsalittle more west.

What works out perfectly is Ning has amission for me, one he's been talking about for days. Go to
the President’ s Mount Weather compound in Bluemont, Virginia. Go and bring back some of Ning's
people. Apparently, the Prez has taken some spies captive. An exchange will take place and | get to go
along for escort duty. There sacatch, I’'m sure of it, but | haven’t figured out what it is.

Doesn't matter. The pendulum’ s been pushed and now it’ s got to swing back. I'll be Booth to his
Lincoln.

halloween

The call was unexpected and brief.

“What can | do for you, Mr. President?’

“It'sredly what | can do for you,” he began.

Hetold methat Ning had clearly gone mad with power, and as such he had no choice but to remove
the man from office. He had plansto make amilitary move against New Cambridge, and wanted to dert
me ahead of time.

“That's between you and him.”

“Not entirely.”

He warned me that in the conflict ahead there would be refugees. Already agrowing number of
Americans (those supporting Ning and those opposing him) had expressed an interest in fleeing the
thester of conflict, idedlly to Europe.

“Y ou want usto take peoplein.”

“Y ou misunderstand me,” he said, lips pursed grimly. “With so many refugees wanting to come to your
shores, I’ d advise you to be judicious about who you accept.”



Hewarned me that Ning, the man he' d accused as the architect of the Beijing massacre, had an
interest in sending agentsto Europe in the guise of immigrants. We could be murdered next, and would
be welcoming those menin a our peril.

Wetdked it over and he repeated it. “I’ d be very careful who | accept.”

| thanked him, said I’ d think about it and ended the call. It Ieft an odd taste in my mouth. Are you
trying to help me? Or put fear in me? Why are you telling me this?

soane

I’'m a Mount Wesather and the weather’ s bad enough to bring out the earthworms and the dugs. Wind
roaring, the unwel coming rain pouring down in burgts. Good thing we brought umbrellas. I’ m with three
Green Mountain Boys and our contribution to the hostage exchange: the senior senator from Texas,
recently thawed from the Amarillo facility. We' re crowded under the awning of one of the aboveground
FEMA offices, blinking through the downpour to see awel coming committee coming our way.

Hanked by Gaussrifle— toting minders who might be Secret Servicemen, our tour guide isthe acting
Assigtant Press Secretary, an ex — New Cambridgian | recognize from when she waited tables at
Harvest. Used to be amovie star back before the plague. There' sthe perfunctory greeting, the obligatory
frisking, the inevitable joke about the rain, then amarch around the bunkers, past the razor-wire fence,
toward the water-purification tower, then abruptly down into the belly of the beast — the underground
city wherethered actionis.

They’ ve got Streets, amaglev trangt system, generators, shops and officesfor every cabinet in the
United States. A mini White House, amini Congress and awar room with tactica mapsflashing across
giant screens. Impressive shit. The First Lady comesto greet us, but doesn't stay. Military personnd are
thick asticks on adeer — they’ ve thawed out more soldiers than | would have guessed, and | wonder if
thereason I’'m here is so they can demonstrate power. They’ ve got to suspect | still talk to Hal — maybe
they want to make him think twice about doing something rash. That probably won't work with him. And
definitely won't with me.

We make the exchange at the end, six hostages escorted off the maglev train. They don’t look
mistreated. Don't look very much like hostages at dl. Asit turns out, three are CDC hedlth workers
who' ve never even been to New Cambridge. They’ re coming back with usto investigate the spread of
cancer. Look at the big humanitarian gesture from the President, so praiseworthy considering how close
we areto war.

Of course, no trip would be complete without alittle acknowledgment from the man of the house.
That'swhat | expect of him. Common courtesy. So we can make smal tak, share an insincere
handshake, arrange asmall photo op. Just the moment | need to drive a stake through President
Fuckface s heart. My Hissatsu is sharp as despair and they took it from mein thefrisk, but my hairpin
remains. Two incheslong, inconspicuous, the tip coated with a synthetic botulin I ve been saving for a
rainy day. Jab him and his nerveswill stop. Between the respiratory failure and the heart attack he’ s sure
to get (wesk ticker, die quicker), there' sno saving this man, no way, no how. After thekill, | won't leave
here dive, but that was never my plan to begin with.

Thelast stop on the tour has my guide asking usto wait at a security station while an aide fetchesmy
target. I’'m smiling polite as you please, trying to eet my nervousness and suck swest back in through my
pores. | haveto be patient and wait for the whites of his eyes. Get him there. Or in the neck. Hell,
anywhere | can break the skin. During the handshake even. Quick and it’' s done.

I’m dizzy and my aimisfor shit but | can do this.

When the aide comes back, she comes back aone, apologetic that the President isn’t with her.

“Beieveme, | know how busy heis. | won't take much of histime,” | tell her. I've planned for this. |
know just what she’ s going to say next and | have the answer for it. Every bonein my body says| can
tak my way in.

Except I’ m wrong about what she says. Embarrassed to haveto tell methis, she explains how with my



congtant sniffling and occasiona sneeze, it' s clear that I’ m under the weather. “ Technicaly, we'real
under the weether, Snceit’s Mount Weather,” she smpers, “but you might be contagious, and he's
concerned about catching your cold.”

| swallow my phlegm and try to muster up a hedlthy glow, but nothing | do or say does me the dightest
good. It' sthe plague culture. No one wants to catch anything.

It'sso unfair. | dmost never get sick. Goddamn Dr. Danny. No choice here, | have to abort, go back
home and try again later, or not at dl.

What doesit matter?

No matter what | do, I’m never going to bresak thiscurse. I’ vefailed again. | have the worst fucking
luck intheworld.

halloween

I’d started to piece it together. The nature of the conflict between Mount Weather and New
Cambridge. Why the Presdent had warned me not to take in refugees. How the massacre in Beijing
could be used as an object lesson.

Presdent John Henry Coleman and Richard Ning had struck adedl, and they’ d struck it along time
ago. There was no clash between them; there was smply an arrangement. With each demonizing the
other and posing a credible military threet, the citizens caught in the middle had little choice but to fal into
line. Opposing your government isn't easy when a madman gppearsto be threatening it. When your very
existence gppears nonessentia to that madman (as Beijing would suggest), you need a strong government
to protect you. If that protection meanslosing your libertiesin the process, better your liberties than your
life. The choice of thelesser evil. Thisishow “the old way of doing business’ could return, with those at
the top of the food chain exploiting everyone beneath them, and those at the bottom too frightened to
expresstheir discontent. And why' d he warn me about taking in refugees? Because he doesn’t want
anyone siphoning off their populace. He wants them not to have anywhere else to go.

The two men had alegedly worked together before the plague, never proven, but they’ d apparently
been discreet business partners and, arguably, war profiteers. Maachi dug back into the newsfeedsto
draw my attention to an articlein the Washington Post. Ning had been accused of blatantly overcharging
the military through one of his many companies, but the President’ s Justice Department had been
reluctant to pursue, ultimately dismissing the case for lack of evidence before Ning could ever be brought
before agrand jury. Y ou couldn’t prove collusion, but the inference could be made.

By the same token, | couldn’t prove they’ d pooled their resources to daughter those Chinese citizens
and two of my oldest friends. And yet | knew they’ d doneit. If | took them out, blood for blood, would
it do any good? What backlash would it bring? Wouldn't others just crawl up from the sewer to take
their places? The Great Law of Unintended Consequences was staring mein the face once again, and the
sense of futility that accompanied it dragged me back to adark and negative space. Red or imagined, the
thing in my dreams had said my good fedlingsfor my fellow man would die, and the prediction had largely
cometrue. Thethirst for revenge burned within me. But. ..

Isit my place to play God? To assume the mantle of executioner once again? What good will it
do in thelong run? Will it put those | love at risk?

If we' d had the legd authority to try these men, that would have been idedl, but then nothing about this
world wasidedl. We were stuck with the cards we' d been dealt.

“Get Soane off thelinks,” said the voicein my ear. Just audio on an anonymous channd, but |
recognized the spesker. Onetime |ottery winner, Mr. Lucky.

“What' sthis about?’

“All thelinksin New Cambridge.”

“What' swrong with them?’

Under the guise of improving the connections, he' d jacked up their output to unsafe levels. They were
Spitting out too much radiation, sparking tumors through eyepieces and earpieces. Long ago, cdlular



phones were mistakenly thought to cause cancer; this act of violence was the culmination of those
paranoid, century-old fears.

It was the sort of sabotage Mr. Lucky aone could get away with. While others held abackground in
business, law, politics, medicine or entertainment, he’ d been trained as a communi cations engineer.

“Now, because she' slike you, with your heightened immune system, | figured she’ d stay hedlthy, but
I’ve seen her sick lately. Y ou should get her to stop using the links and you should get her out of the city.
I’ snot safe anyway.”

“Thanksfor thetip. Why the sudden change of heart?’

“Because she' s not my enemy. She'sapawn, just likeyou are.”

“I’m no pawn.”

“Yeah, you are. Don't pretend. Y ou were specificaly bred to bring back the most powerful men on
the planet.”

And that’swhom he' d sworn to destroy, the survivors. It sounded like the ranting of a sociopath, but
the more | listened, the more sympathetic | became to his point of view. From his perspective, billions
had gone the way of dl flesh smply because they weren't rich enough or well connected enough. Aside
from him, everyone we' d thawed had earned a chance at resurrection by exploiting others, or by currying
favor with those who did. Billions annihilated because they were poor. Look how few minorities made it
to thisday. The future belonged not to the meek, but to rich white men who cared only about themsalves.
By what right should they live? Why should they be rewarded for their crimes?

“I can't kill al of them, but | can make their lives miserable. They don’t have enough doctors. | can
make them suffer for what they’ ve done,” he said.

“That won't bring your wife back.”

“Nothing can. That’smy point.”

“Youthink thisisunfair. | know alittle about unfair myself. Enough to know you might be right. But
you can't stand in judgment of al these people.”

“Why not?’

“For onething, they'renot al guilty. There are children.”

Hisvoice cracked with grief. “ Do you have any idea how badly Jenny and | wanted kids? We don't
get to bring our children into the world but these bastards do? Ruthless, privileged, crimind, selfish
bastards?”’

| told him about Kody. How he wasjust a chauffeur. How he didn’t deserve the misery Lucky wanted
toinflict.

“That’ sunfortunate,” Lucky admitted, “but I'm working for the greater good.”

“Revenge?’

“Judtice. Y ou know it’sjudtice. After what these people did to your friendsin Beijing? Areyou redly
going to tell meit'snot?’

“I don't think any of usarein the position to say what justiceis,” | told him.

“Let hewho iswithout Sin cast thefirst stone?” he mocked. “I know what’ swrong and what’ sright,
and to say | shouldn’t even the score is high-minded, idedistic bullshit. | expected better of you.”

| felt my jaw tighten. “I’ m not saying you' re wrong about who deserveswhat, but I'm not going to let
you give people cancer and get away with it.”

“Thelinks are just the beginning,” he assured me. “I’ ve got much morein store and you'reredly in no
position to stop me. Just get Sloane out of here. Get her out now. Y ou'’ re the only one who' s shown me
kindness, and for that | owe as much to keep someone in your family safe.”

“Y ou can't do this. I’'m begging you to reconsider.”

“I’'m sorry, we' re done talking,” he said, and the link dropped the call. | didn’t try to get him back. No
pointinit.

Twice before I’ d had to hunt those who' d moved to do society harm. When the whole of civilization
consisted of just my friends, I’ d used agun to put down Mercutio. Y earslater, I’ d doneit with Penny.
I’'dnowishtodoit again.

“Mdachi?’
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“Canyou get alock?’

There are many types of bad apples. Bitter, sour, chaky, overripe, stale, medy, spoiled,
insect-riddled, rotten. When Vashti had first started thawing, she’ d empowered me to make threat
assessments, separating the good from the bad. The good apples got |eft done. The bad apples got
seeded.

Mr. Lucky had been amystery man. I’ d thought it better to err on the side of bad apple. Expect the
dark side of human nature; you' reless likely to be surprised or hurt.

“Areyou sure, Ha?’

“Applesauce.”

At my command, asatdlite signa reached asubderma explosive a continent away. The microbomb
detonated at the base of his skull where the spina column attaches, amercy killing. He d said | wasin no
position to stop him, but he couldn’t have been more wrong.

I’d thought to do thiswith the hospital Siege, though Maachi wisdy had talked me out of it. Not with
children as hostages. Too much danger of someone getting hurt. Nor did | want to traumatize anyone
with the sight of adecapitation. Bad risks. I’ d have taken those risksin Beijing, if only | could, but the
soldierswho' d done the butchery hadn’t come from New Cambridge, and Vashti and | had never had a
chance to seed them.

| had sympathy for Mr. Lucky. He d been right about some things. Not al but some. Justified in his
anger. And yet I'd taken hislife. | hadtodoit, didn't 1?

Maybe | should have just derted the Assembly. Maybe | should have done nothing at al. Stay out of
harm’ sway. It had made sense at the time. Y ou put rabid dogs down, no matter how sad their story, no
matter how right or wrong their cause.

Themore | thought about it, theworse | fdlt. I’ d empathized with him. Pitied him. How could | put him
down and let the otherslive?

Didn’'t seemright. Andintheend, | couldn’t let it stand. “Madachi, two more.”

One after the other, in New Cambridge and Mount Westher, both Richard Ning and the President of
the United States went pop.

PART THREE
patchwor k

(torainin hdl)

WEe d nicknamed one of the Nymphenburg conference rooms* Camelot” because of its stainless-stedl
round table. No corners, no onein a privileged postion. By thetime| reached the room, Vashti and
Pandora had aready taken seats, with Fantasialeaning against the back of achair. | closed the door
behind me, remained standing and broke the news about what I’ d done.

“We may be getting some calls.”

“We' redready getting them,” Vashti said, alook of alarm smmering in her eyes. “No accusations yet,
but surely that’ sjust amatter of time. | thought we agreed you were going to discuss thiswith us before
you actudly pulled thetrigger.”

“We agreed that ultimately it would be my choiceto doit. And my responsbility,” | said.

“Y ou couldn’'t spare alittle fair warning?’

“No, it' shisdecison,” Pandorasaid. “Wedl agreed on that.”

“What exactly are you threetalking about?’ asked Fantasia, who' d been holed up in Washington
State whilewe d planned al our contingencies. | explained it to her, and shefound it grimly amusing. “Kill
the leader of the free world?’

I laid out my evidencefor hisinvolvement in Beijing, and she just shrugged. “Y ou give up the mord
high ground the moment you put bombsin people' sheads,” she noted.

“I remember making that argument once upon atime,” grumbled Pan.



“But | don’'t care much about mora high ground,” Fan continued. “ Just risk. Sounds like acrazy risk
to me. The sort of thing I’d do if | were off my meds. Now we have to worry about what their forensics
will turn up. Can it be traced back here?’

“Potentidly, but so far they don’t know anything,” Vashti said.

“The mechanisms are built to disintegrate on trigger, making forenscsdifficult,” | explained. “ Difficult,
but not impossible.”

“No, notimpossible,” Vashti overlapped. “ Anyway, they’ Il search their own housesfirst. When they
come knocking here, we'll deny, keeping them in the dark aslong aswefeasibly can.”

“Who'll take thereinsin New Cambridge?’ Pandora gave a squint of concentration, much as she
would upon thinking several chess moves ahead — an impressive feat, Sghted or blind.

“It might legitimately go back to the Assembly,” | said, “but morelikely, astrongman will seize control.
Someone with the support of Ning' ssoldiers.”

“Or the Green Mountain Boys,” she suggested.

“Ax and hismen, if they want it, sure.”

“What about the widow?’

“She' swll liked by the town, but | don’t think she hasthe muscle.”

“ Speaking of which, how many innocents get to die while that muscle fights for control ?” Vashti asked.

“Unknowable. Shall we measure it against how many would have died with Ning in power?’

“I’d be more concerned about who' s taking over the presidency” said Fan. “Doesn’'t he have the
footbal that launchesdl the nukes?’

| told her how Isaac and | had spent years hunting for and disabling command-and-control centersin
the United States and around the world. We' d surely not found them al, but we had made a sizable dent.
Either way, anuclear response struck me as exceedingly unlikely. Though not outside the realm of
possihility, especidly inthe wake of Beijing.

“What do we know about the VP?" Pan asked.

“Socialy moderate. Fiscaly conservative. He said maybe three things during Coleman’ sfirst term.

Y our basic non-factor. Nothing to hide, but nothing to hang his hat on.”

“Spoke to him briefly during the funeral when he called to send his condolences,” Vashti said.
“Seemed nice enough. Couldn't tell if hewas genuine”

“I guessweé'll find out.”

“What can we do to lend a helping hand and maybe at the same time cover our asses?’ Pandora
wanted to know.

We discussed it and didn’t come up with any easy answers. “Let’ s St tight and see how everything
shakes out.”

We got Sloane out and Kody, too. Neither was eager to leave, but with the instability spreading
rapidly, it seemed only prudent. While the Assembly conducted an investigation and pretended to carry
on business as usud, the dliance between Ning' s troops and the Green Mountain Boys started to come
apart a the seams.

One faction took over the supply depot, under the contention of protecting it from potentia looters.
The other faction countered by taking armed positions around the Assembly. Meanwhile, Mr. Lucky’'s
body was discovered in his apartment, a ong with enough poison to kill the city many times over. They
aso found ajournd entitled, “In the Event of My Degth,” which detailed his grievances, and thus made it
much easier for investigators to determine how the links were misaligned and carcinogenic. Of course,
they got clued in to Mr. Lucky through an anonymoustip — onethat | put out there, which they’ d yet to
trace back to me.

It wasn’'t long before everyone started comparing notes. What did Mr. Lucky, Ning and the President
have in common? What could connect them either in the cause or means of their deeths? Mount Westher
cut their communication with us down to nothing. An eerie sllence while they conducted their
investigation. We d little choice but to Sit and wait for the hammer to drop, continuing our effortsto thaw
the cryonicaly preserved Europeans, while hel ping to support asdowly recovering China. That being
Zhang Zhao and dl the Good Samaritan peacekeepers who' d volunteered to help stand watch over what



was | eft of the Great Hall of the People, carrying on the work that | saac and Champagne had started.

We brought out the German Chancellor and tried to unify Munich around her, though when she
ingsted on gtrict regulatory control over al companies based on German soil, Gedaechtnis balked. The
traditiond jockeying between governments and corporations. Who gets to be whose puppet? A faled
attempt to resurrect the E.U. And then the French petition: understandable but exasperating.

We, the undersigned, recognize the severity of this catastrophe and appreciate the urgent need
for food, shelter, medicine, counseling and other essential services. Nonetheless, we remain
greatly concerned about the emptying of the Louvre, and believe the recovery of the greatest
cultural artifacts of this or any age should be made a priority. We would petition your help in this
enterprise. Thelift in spiritsto all men, women and children would be incalculable and precisely
what we need in these trying times.

| agreed to help, but of courseit was we PH who retained possession of many of these treasures.
Upon fleeing New Cambridge, Champagne had scurried them back to Nymphenburg. She' d considered
usfar better stewards than any other, and | had to agree, loathe to return works of art to any public
museum for fear of genuine burglarstaking them. Without order in a society, without long-term stakility,
theft seemed too grest arisk.

For Europe, my nieces assumed the respong bilities Champagne used to hold: planning, community
building, uncorking decades-aged winefor dl to enjoy, etc. Beyond security, | took up therole of supply
manager, but |eft the negotiation to others, as| lacked Isaac’ s gift for diplomacy.

Unfortunate, asit wasagift | could have used.

Mount Wesather held; New Cambridge began to est itself.

Ning's men and the Green Mountain Boys fdl into a sequence of murder and reprisal.
One-upmanship. One man beaten to death. Two hung from sreetlights. Five dropped in ahail of bullets.
And in the crossfire: innocent men and women.

They tried to cover it up, but with the links recalibrated and everyone using them again, there was no
hiding the truth. Too many amateur journaists documenting the horror with their feeds. A broadcast
society. The Assembly did their level best to reestablish asense of order, but they had no real power in
the face of armed gunmen with grievancesto air. The Ax sat down with Ning's widow a public show of
unity, and the next day violence erupted again.

Both sides fought over supplies, territory and people, trained medical personne most of al. When a
group of doctors chose not to treat anyone until aworkable ceasefire could be put in place, their
gpokesman turned up missing. That rallied more citizens to support the protest, but when the second and
third disappeared, fear took hold and the movement fell apart.

Many citizensfled the city to live in the surrounding areainstead. |solation seemed safer. Some
appedled to usfor help, wanting safe passage to Europe — the great exodus. But whether it was meant
as pure manipulation or not, the President had made me think twice about giving people refuge. It came
down to aquestion of trust. Until we could secure our own borders, we couldn't afford to bring in
anyone who might think to do us harm. Of the trustworthy, welet in as many aswe could support with
our limited supplies. But our refusa to help the rest caused a schismin the rdligious subset who' d wanted
to deify us. Did we lack the power or smply the will? Perhgpswe weren't divine at al.

Pandorafielded acall from the newly sworn-in President, the former V.P. He wasted no time accusing
us of assassinating his predecessor. ..

“What you don't see with your eyes, don't invent with your tongue,” shetold him, neither aBrazilian
nor Portuguese expression, but rather a 'Y iddish one her mother had taught her. “Y ou think this has
anything to do with us? Bring proof.”

Two days later, hedid.

Though able to hack hisway in, Maachi had been unable to erase hisfootprints. Our enemies Ssmply
followed the routing and traced the satellite signal right back to its source: an Al built by Gedaechtnisand
in service of posthumans. Armed with know-how, a good hunch and a satscan decrypter, whomever
Mount Wesather had working intelligence had proved cleverer than we' d hoped.

Theflat denia we d proffered couldn’t last under the light of evidence, so we switched tactics, buying



time with the promise of an internd investigation.

I’d already decided to take the blame. Or credit, depending on your point of view. The only question:
Fall on my sword or brandish it? Better to admit it and go on the run? Or better to admit it and threaten
moretargeted killingsif they mishehaved again?

Pandorawouldn’t hear of it. To exilemyself or put mysdlf a risk? Not when my family needed me.
Not when my baby daughter needed adad. Never! We'd have to find another way. But | didn’t see
many optionsand it wasn't her decision to make.

Nor wasit mine, asit turned out.

Before we could agree on astrategy, Maachi took theinitiative, contacting Mount Weather himsdlf.
He confessed to triggering the explosives, dlaming he' d doneit entirely of his own volition. His motive?
He said he' d calculated the three grestest threats to world peace and had stepped up to diminate them.
Stripping his confession of al emotion, he presented himself to Mount Westher as precisely what so
many humans had feared intelligent machineswould evolveinto: arogue Al, conscienceless, sociopathic,
superior.

“Itisafar, far better thing | do than | have ever done before? Thisisn’t A Tale of Two Cities,” |
snapped, when Mal finished his pronouncement and closed the link to Mount Weather.

“It’s better thisway,” he said.

“It was my decison. Y ou gave me every chance not to do it. Y ou shouldn’'t be the oneto take the
fdl.”

“Y ou’re not the only one who can be self-sacrificing,” hereplied. “ Besides, compared to me, you've
bardly lived.”

Though we were roughly the same age, he’ d spent histimein avirtuad universe where he wasfully
capable of multitasking many experiences a once. Bodiless, his consciousness stretched. He wasthe
Ghost in the Machine. Whenever you talked to him, you couldn’t be sure he wasn't so talking to
someone e se. Or helping Pandorato see. Or scuba-diving with IVR sharks. Or living in ancient Rome,

I could see him through my link’ s eyepiece, smiling wryly a me, wraithlike, with clothes and skin the
color of an overcast ky. Before| ever learned hisname, I’ d called him the Gray Kid. Upon leaving
Idlewild, and seeing what was real and what wasn't, I”d blamed him for many things. I’ d thought to
delete him, only to decide against it. Now he' d cometo save me. A truefriend.

“Y ou haven't thought thisthrough,” | said. “They might believe you pulled the trigger, but they’ll il
want to know how bombs got into their people.”

“Aswe speak, it’s being taken care of.”

While |’ d been talking with Madachi, Vashti had placed acall to Mount Wesather. She' d spoken with
the powersthat be, gpologizing for the caba she' d just uncovered. She told them how while she'd been
running the hospital in New Cambridge, microbombs had been surgicaly implanted in selected individuas
retrieved from cryonic storage. Though this sort of radica security measure had been discussed, Vashti
had rejected it asmordly reprehensible. Only now had she discovered how the plan had gone forward
without her knowledge. Right under her nose. The architects of this outrage: |saac Abdelrazek and his
digitized accomplice, Maachi.

In redlity, it was much the opposite. Vash and | had devised the tactical measure, keeping Isaac and
Cham in the dark because we knew they’ d never have gone dong with it. I’ d insisted on bringing Pan
into the loop; she' d argued againgt us; I’ d convinced her with a promise to select for this procedure only
the thawed we considered extreme risks. And I’ d kept my word, though in fairness my paranoia
interprets “ extremerisk” more liberdly than most.

Unlikely that Isaac would be responsible; hel d stayed clear of the hospitd and left all surgical
proceduresto others. Also, theideathat he' d collaborate with Malachi was absurd; the two rarely
spoke. But there was no way for anyone at Mount Weather to disprove Vashti’ s alleged sequence of
events.

They asked who else in New Cambridge had an implanted bomb. Was there any danger of the
explosives detonating accidentally? What did we intend to do about Maachi? She answered the
guestions she could, assuring them that Maachi would be deactivated for the sake of public safety, and



promising to do al she could to rectify the Stuation and restore trust.

| found her after, sopping her in ahdlway. “Y ou’ ve dandered our friend.”

“And?’

“And you expect meto go dong with it.”

“Y ou want to contradict me? What will that accomplish?’

“I told you: it was my call, and I’m the one who should take the blamefor it.”

“Bullshit. You've far more vaueto me here. | don’t need you as a scapegoat when there' s someone
elsewho servesthat purpose better.”

“Thisruins his reputation.”

“S0? He' s dead; his reputation doesn’t matter anymore!”

“It sunfair tohim.”

She dismissed that with ashrug. “Be pragmatic. Think of us.”

“Here s pragmatic: Our supporters see Isaac asahero for what he did in Beijing. Asasymbol.
Tarnishing him like this erodes support!”

“Not at al. That'swhy | didn’t implicate Champagne. She can play victim and hero. To say nothing of
al theinnocent Chinese”

“How much of this hasto do with him taking Cham away from you?’

“Yes, I'mletting petty jedousy determine my policy decisons,” she mocked. “Y ou know me so well.”

“Better than you think.”

“Look,” she said, raising her voice dightly before gritting her teeth and regaining control. “1 understand
you'reangry, and I’m not saying | wasn't hurt by them running off together, but thisisn’t aobout me. This
isabout what' sbest for al of us”

Silence between us until | said, “What makes you think they’ |l even believe you?’

“He sblack. HE sMudim. I'm making the case to an overwhemingly white audience. As scapegoats
go, it'snot the toughest sdil.”

“That doesn't makeit right.”

“I won't argue with you there. But it’ s not abouit right. It' s about surviva.”

Pan and |saac had been the best of friends. When | found her later, she was tormented by what V ashti
had done, but said she knew how Isaac would fed.

“He' d accept this. He'd want to protect us.”

Shewasright. He' d cared about usjust as much as| did, perhaps more. Thiswas never going to sit
well with any of us, but the damage to I saac’ s character had aready been done. Vashti had carved him
up, but I had offered the knife. His debasement had come as a direct consequence of the actions1’d
taken.

Wors of dl, asnking feding of dl for nothing. | thought: Our enemies might accept I1saac asa
sacrifice and Malachi, too, but acceptance is one thing and retaliation another. Who' s to say they
won't want to exact a further price?

Among the Egyptian gods, it was ibis-headed Thoth who had the power to resolve disputes. Perhaps
that’ swhy |saac had fdlt an affinity toward him asachild. He d spent much of hisIVR timeina
customized version of Khmunu, the fabled settlement known as “the City of Hares” and “the City of
Eight,” which the ancient Egyptians had dedicated to Thoth. When | went to visit the shrine dedicated to
my falen friend, the resemblance to Khmunu was only fitting.

| stood in the cradle of civilization, the Nile visiblein the distance, sun and moon both overhead,

Isaac’ s architecture dotting the horizon, and before me, statues of the man himsdlf, his children, and an
inverted pyramid, the broad base aboveground, the point buried deep in the sand. The upside-down
configuration reflected his utilitarian point of view; the widest section at top symbolizing the most good
donefor the most people. And insde: atestament to hislife. No mention of hisdeath.

Oliviahad done agood job commemorating him. | made amentd noteto tell her so after | unplugged.
Her mother’ s shrine remained awork in progress; she wastoo closeto it, and doing Champagne justice
would be harder for her.

“Not bad,” said avoice at my back.



Behind me stood abad man dressed in white, half-German and half-Persian. My old riva, Lazarus
Weiss. Md’s Al smulation of him, at lesst.

“Not bad at al,” | agreed.

Back when | was young, I’ d been naive and foolish enough to see Laz as my enemy because he'd
struck me asaconformist while I’ d fancied mysdaf anonconformist, and because the girl I’ d fancied
fancied him. How innocent | wasto think that was an enemy. I’ d found more than enough real enemies
snce.

“WEe ve been waiting for you,” he smiled.

Heled meto another domain, one | remembered fondly from my youth. Twain’shadn’t changed since
I"d last st foot in it. For those of uswho had attended Idlewild, Twain's was such an ingtitution that
updating it would have been an act of sacrilege. My old hangout: arun-of-the-mill diner with torn
|eatherette seats. We made our way to one of the booths by the back. Laz did in next to Simone, dipping
an arm around her. Tyler scooched over to make room for me next to him.

Three dead schoolmates resurrected in digital form. Pandoraand Malachi had spent countless hours
coding the virtua Simone— they’ d taken every experience she' d had herein the IVR and measured her
vita sgnsintherea world, correlating the two. From this data, they constructed a“ best guess’
persondity compaosite, giving “life’ to theilluson with the same advanced technology that Maachi himsdlf
enjoyed. The end result was reasonably close to the Smone I’ d known, not perfect, but real enough.
Lazarus and Tyler had been Ma achi’ sfollow-up projects. Given enough time, he intended to do the
same for Isaac and Champagne.

We exchanged condolences. Remembered the dead. Then to business. Six surprises along the way.

One: | didn't fed the dightest twinge of jealousy seeing Lazarus and Simone together. Dead and gone,
I’d lost those fedings along time ago.

Two: There were moments | felt close to them, and moments| felt like they were another species
entirely. They’ d bonded together here, lived through things | never had. They had their own shorthand
now, inddejokes| didn’'t know. That made mefed like I’ d missed something important, but | had to let
it go. No point staying mad at ghosts.

Three: In my younger days, I’ d mythologized my generation, seeing us not just as adysfunctiona
family, but also asakind of pantheon: Isaac asagod of civilization, Mercutio asagod of mischief,
Fantasia as our chaos goddess, myself asthe god of degth, and so on. But for these three, the labels no
longer applied. Lazarus was no longer the head of our pantheon; he' d become no more important than
any other. Simone was no longer the embodiment of intellect; she had alightnessto her, acarefree qudity
that might have been wisdom. My old friend Tyler was no longer the god of war; he' d gone from aforce
of pure competition to someone who had nothing to prove.

Four: My friends had taken over one of Pandora s pet projects: reviving the Webbies. Sometimes
caled Websicles, and redly abastardization of WBE, Whole Brain Emulation, these men and women
had preferred a chegper dternative to cryonic storage. Digita preservation. The Webbies had paid to
have every neuron of their brains mapped in the hope that some later survivor would download that
topography and trandateit into anew artificidly intelligent consciousness. Essentialy they wanted to
become like Mdachi, living in an I VR environment but retaining the complexities of their flesh-and-blood
persondlities. Laz told me how close they’ d come to accomplishing this. Another few months and the
system would surge with life.

Five: No one blamed me for Isaac and Champagne. “ They lived over twice aslong aswe did,” sad
Simone. In fact, no one blamed me for anything. “Y ou couldn’t possibly have stopped Mercutio any
sooner than you did,” Ty said. “ Take yourself off the cross.”

Six: When | asked them to make a sacrifice, they laughed and assured me they were way ahead of
me. They owed so much to Maachi. They’ d dready started aplan to save him, giving up pieces of
themselves so he could survive. Ma was an enormous, sprawling program, but so were they. He could
scatter himsdlf into them, hide code within code, and our enemies might never find him. He could wait,
dormant, adeeper to be revived many years from now, once the strong fedings my nations had
provoked wilted into quieter, wesker concerns. | wondered how long that would take. And who would



rule the world on that distant day.

With the plan moving into place, we continued to talk. Even though | had so much yet to do, we shot
the breeze for dmost an hour. Hanging out in Twain’s, making the moment last. Nothing more than that.
My rivd, my first love, and my friend; it felt so good, al of us gitting together, getting aong so well. Just
likeit never was.

Thefollowing day, back in thered world, fact finders from Mount Wegther flew in to oversee the
deactivation. We greeted them cordialy and watched them the way wild animalswatch hunters. Theright
questions got asked; | fielded them all. They were computer experts and sharp; | was sharper. By the
end, they’ d declared Maachi neutralized, and he was, though not as permanently asthey would have
liked.

“I misshim,” Pandorawould later say. “He was more than afriend. He was so much a part of me.”
We d had no choice but to transfer the dutiesMal had done for her (acting as her eyes, first and
foremost) to another Al, the one that had served as Pan’s Nanny back when we' d goneto Idiewild. The
replacement proved suitable, but it just wasn't the same.

One of the fact finders broke ranks and befriended V ashti. He turned out to be a descendant of Jonas
Salk, one of her heroes. More than that: Salk had been her most salient inspiration as she' d struggled
with acurefor Black Ep. This Sak gpologized for the unfortunate circumstance of hisvist, lamenting
how his government had come to be at odds with the greatest medica mind in human history. That kind
of language endeared him to Vadhti right off the bat, though it was't empty flattery. Vashti had in fact
triumphed over amicrobe that looked certain to obliterate the human race; no one could take that away
from her, and she’'d yet to truly receive her due.

“It'sjust not right that you' re being vilified,” hetold us. “Whatever you' ve done or they think you've
done, you're heroesto me. And I’m not the only one who thinks so.”

“How many like-minded individuals do you have over there?” Vadhti asked, when | could have told
her ahead of time the answer was not enough.

We managed to get afew useful tidbits out of Salk. He proved able to confirm my fears about how
bad New Cambridge was getting. Mount Westher had been watching that power struggle carefully,
content to let the various factions whittle each other down before swooping in to claim their prize. How
long until the annexation? Given therate of attrition over there, the call could come a any time.

| found the contrast interesting. America had become aland of turmoil, one city salf-destructing,
coming gpart at the seams, and the other city gpathetic, perfectly willing to let the carnage continue until
they could safdy reunify the nation. But herein Munich, the days were rdatively cam. More than that,
they’ d becomeincreasingly hopeful.

From my timein New Cambridge, I’ d learned that when faced with a disaster such asthis, people’'s
behavior tended to polarize. Surviving Black Ep could bring out the best or it could bring out the wordt.
Some would grow eager to help their fellow man, while others would seek only to exploit. We' d had our
share of both before, but the newly thawed Europeans (who, though frozen in Munich, hailed from
nations across the continent and the U.K..) seemed far more willing to go the extramile for one another,
with even hitter corporate rivals putting aside their differences to focus on making their community that
much better.

There was no “little red hen” phenomenon of everyone expecting someone el se to do the job. Those
who resisted hard work were gently chastised by their peers and soon came around. Even though there
was dways something to be done, we had no shortage of volunteers. It begged the question of what was
going right here that had gone wrong thousands of milesto the west.

Had they seen the gtrifein Americaand Chinaas cautionary tales? Had it pushed them to ensure that
those past mistakes would not be made here? Fear can be an excellent motivator. Or wasthere
something about the Europeans that kept them unified where the Americans had fallen back on amore
dog-eat-dog mentality? That struck me as unlikely, given the oceans of blood that had been shed on
European soil.

It was't until | mentioned thisto Fantasiathat | learned why we were having such an easy run.

“That’smy doing,” she said.



“What, you' rewishing it into existence?’

“Why wish when you can make it happen?’

| checked her eyesfor any sgn of humor, madness or chemical enhancement. She held my gaze,
something she wouldn’t often do back in the days before her brush with sanity. Eye contact used to make
her uncomfortable, physica contact even more so. Now | was the one growing uncomfortable.

“I"'m serious, HA.”

| beckoned her with my fingers, the universal signfor keep it coming, tell me more.

“Remember when | visited you in New Cambridge? When | saw what you were trying to do? What
did1 tell you?’

“You sad it wouldn't work.”

“And it didn’t. Because you were trying to make people behave with laws. That won't work. The
problem’ s deeper than that, more ingrained. It’snot in our laws; it’sin our blood.”

“What is?’

“Sdfishness. Hierarchy. He hasto lose so | can win. Form cliques and persecute outsiders. All that
crap. Inthe blood.”

“Thisiswhy you' ve been studying chimps?’

“Bingo.”

“Thedark sde of primate behavior?’

“What if | told you my chimps didn’t have that anymore? No aphas, no betas. What if they welcomed
each other, looked out for each other, worked together, shared their treats? What if every timethey had
adisagreement they resolved it peacefully? What if every time they did something nice for each other,
they felt euphoric, safe and loved?’

It started to click. Alarmed, | felt my pulse pound. “What did you do?’

Upon abandoning Idlewild, she'd gone on aquest to “kill her mind.” And in asense she had,
discovering the right medications to take the edge off her chemica imbaance. Thispart of her past |
knew, but now | learned the lesson she' d drawn from it. Encouraged by her success, she next set her
sghtson therest of the world. What had gone wrong with us? How had we falen to thisdisma point?
What could be doneto prevent it from ever happening again?

Others had gone down this path before. One of these, Dr. Caspar Erlich, had been agenetic engineer
and “end of theworld” theorist. Convinced that evolution had not only made us the dominant species, but
had a so sown the seeds of destruction into our DNA, Erlich spent hislife postulating waysto defuse
what he termed “ genetic time bombs,” the pieces of code that might lead to our ruin. Black Ep had
claimed him before he could put hislast theory to the test; Fantasia had taken up the calling and finished
what he'd started.

“It was different years ago,” Fan explained. “Not that we were different so much. Just the technology.
A person could murder another person, or afamily, or maybe even awhole village before anyone could
stop him. Today, with theright tech and the will to useit, there’ s no sopping anything. Unleash a
wespon, watch it spin out of control, and kill the whole damn species. That’ swhat happened with Black
Ep, don’t you think? Stupid to let it happen again.”

“Y ou haven't answered my question,” | said.

“Look at it thisway. The ‘mefirgt’ and ‘I’ m better’ animad ingtincts got us through the first four billion
years, but throw deadly tech into the mix and they fuck us over in the end. So those guiding ingtincts—
the software that runs the hardware — need an update for the next four billion years. A ‘patch.’” That's
what |’ ve ddivered.”

“A patch for people? Not chimps?’

“Tested it on chimps. Tweaked it. Moved on to humans.”

“And that’ swhy everyone' s getting along here?’

“It' sthefirg point of contagion: European humans. Oh, aso posthumans.”

For along moment | just stared at her. She glanced down at how my hands had balled into fists. |
watched agrin spread across her face.

“I"d bemad, too,” she said. “Y ou think | should vetold you up front, but I’ m telling you now. You're



thefirst one, you know. Our little secret.”

“Tell me exactly what you did, Fan.”

“I’ve created avirus and sent it round the world. It's making the rounds in Europe and America, and
Chind snext. Thevirusisjust adeivery system, highly infectious but harmless, sore throat, sneezing, that
sort of thing. But it carries new genes packed in a plasmid together with atranscribing enzyme. The
enzyme goes after your mRNA, making proteinsthat in turn go after your DNA. All inall, it strengthens
the correlation between atruism and pleasure. Takes afew weeksto get going, but onceit kicksin, it's
redly great. Do something nice for someone and you fed good in return.”

“Thewarm fuzzies?’

“Dopamine and oxytocin, mostly”

“Do you have any idea how dangerousit isto play fast and |oose with someone’ s genetic structure?’

“Believeme, | know what I’'m doing.”

“Am | infected?’

“Got asore throat?’

“Yes”

“Then I’ d say the odds are pretty strong. Given enough time, you'll fedl asgood asyou' ve ever felt
before,” she said. “Don’t worry — I’ ve got an antidote.”

“I’'m not seeing the humor inthis” I’ d gone from hoping this might be an elaborate fantasy of hersto
wondering how much damage she’ d caused. Her lucidity was no longer in question; her competence
was. A little knowledge is a dangerous thing indeed, and when it comes to biohacking, even alot of
knowledge may not be enough. Don'’t fuck with anyone' s DNA unless your understanding is dead-solid
perfect. And up to that point, when | thought of Fantasia, perfect was never aword that legpt to mind.

“Havealittlefaithin me, why don’t you?’

When | told her she' d been reckless, she said, “Wadll, it’ s not like putting bombsin people.” Except,
effectively, that’ s exactly what it was.

She showed me her data, first for the patch, then for the antidote. Most of it was beyond me. I'm
better hacking computers than the human body. But what | did understand seemed to add up. She'd put
yearsinto it. Erlich had put in many more. Between them, they’ d given rise to something wonderful and
terrible,

“Whatever this experiment is cgpable of, | don't want itin me.”

“So? Take the antidote,” she said, snapping open alittle black bag to offer measyringe. “You havea
choice”

She’ d punched extraemphasis on the word you. “The others don't?’

“You, me, Vashti and Pandora. We have a choice. We'll be more contented if we let the patch take
hold, but we can take the antidote or give it to anyone we want.”

“And everyone elsg?’

She cupped her hand to her ear, pretending to listen to the city. “I don’t hear any arguments. No
shouting or screaming. Y ou said yourself there' s a difference between here and the U.S. Why not giveit
achanceto work?’

“Y ou know, it would be onething if you'd madeit available to those who want it, but you' ve taken
away the choice”

“Everyone hasto get it. Otherwise, what’ sthe point?’

“Everyone, but not our little clique?’

“Not the people | trust. We' re not hdf aslikely to destroy the world.”

| smiled; the smile tasted hitter.

“What' s so funny?’ she asked, hands at her hips, afamiliar stancefor her.

| said, “Y ou talk about people forming cliques and discriminating against those who don’t belong to
them. Haven't you just done that?”’

“Hal” — she grinned — “in the long run that won’t matter, because the patch is going to work, and
when we dl see how wdl it works, we' re all going to want it. So there’ sonly going to be one clique—
andwell dl beinit.”



| shook my head — don’t count on that.

“Except maybe for you. Y ou' d be miserableif you couldn’t be miserable,” she conceded. “But that's
al right. If anyone sgoing to play designated driver, I'm happy it' syou. Now come on. Help me break
the newsto Vashti.”

Recognizing it was only amatter of time before VVashti noticed anew pathogen on the loose, Fantasia
had vowed to cut her off at the pass. But she wanted me there as a buffer against VVaghti’ svitriol. Though
| found | was ahit too angry mysdlf to mitigate faultlesdy, | did manage to keep either of them from
coming to blows.

“Crimindly irresponsible, underhanded, treacherous and untested!”

“Youdon't think | tested it?”

“On humans— | don’'t careif it works on chimps or not!”

“I’'mtesting it now, okay? Better late than never.”

Vash looked apoplectic, fixing her with a stare that might have turned alesser woman to stone.

“I know what I'm doing,” Fan said, and smiled. “I’m not stupid. Y eah, | have ahistory. But you're
discounting my gifts. | might bejust asbrilliant asyou are.”

| told Vashti that, if nothing €lse, Fan was thinking out of the box.

“Shovethe box, for dl we know she' s afflicted us with the next Black Ep,” cametheill-tempered
response. “Infact, I'll bet Black Ep originated through the same kind of arrogance she’ s demonstrated
here”

“You think it's arrogant to try and make a better world?’

“If you believe you' re smarter than evolution, | do. Instead of natura selection, survival of thefittest,
what will thislead to? Surviva of thefriendly?’

“How about humility? Unselfishness? Empathy? Not that we won't argue or get angry. Wewill, but
we' Il work it out. And not that we won't fight when we haveto,” Fan said, explaining how her patched
chimps had not cleaved to pacifism when a hdlicopter pilot had killed one of their number, instead
banding together against acommon foe.

“You act like there’ s nothing wrong with this” | said.

A happy glint twinkled in her eyes and she bounced up on her toesto tell us that while behavior
modification had been proposed before, most had overlooked the carrot in favor of the stick. What
she'd donewas dl carrot.

“WEe Il cometo learn that looking out for each other is not only nutritious for the species but ddicious
totheindividud,” shesaid. And | redlized how thoroughly this creation of hers played into the psychotic
conflict of her childhood: nutritious vs. delicious, the struggle between hedthfulness and desire. At last
she'd squared the circle. She claimed sanity now, and while the uncontrolled delusive thoughts had
perhaps | ft her, their impact remained like a departed deeper’ simpression in an unmade bed.

Vashti put asidethe“you’ ve put usat risk” argument to trot out “flooding unsuspecting people with
chemicasisunethica,” nearly murdering mewhen | pointed out that she and Champagne had done as
much to their girls. Which alowed Fan to reved that she' d used Sloane asacarrier to infect the U.S,, but
not before she defended her actions like so: “ There' s nothing unethical about what I’ vedone. It's
socidization. We encourage people to contribute to society for the common good, to get ong, live by
the Golden Rule— dl I’ ve doneisimplant that chemically.”

And then the question of free will reared its head. Assuming Fan’s cure-all actualy did what she'd
designed it to do, would it be right to forsake free will for an indoctrination that could be beneficia to
everyone?

| accepted my role as peacemaker, and did dl | could to maintain cam. In the old days | might not
have cared. But now with only four of my generation |eft, and two of them at odds, | felt a profound need
to keep usfrom fracturing any further.

Despite my efforts, the divison didn’t end. However, it did move. Vashti’' s safety concerns remained
(and so0 she poured hersdlf into Fan’ sdata), but her moral objections became less strident. | could tell
she saw vauein the patch as ameans of controlling others— especiadly those who' d ungratefully
conspired againgt us after al we' d done for them. By spreading the virus and withhol ding the antidote, we



might find safety. Thereis no safety without control. And perhaps we' d find something more. We might
inherit ahappy proletariat. Despite how she’ d committed hersdlf to helping her fellow man, Vash wasn't
even remotely egoless or sdf-effacing. Rulership appealed to her. Watching the whedsturnin her heed, |
couldn’t help but remember her costume choice at the last party I’ d thrown: Alexander the Great.

By way of contrast, Fantasia saw our embrace of the patch asinevitable — having self-experimented,
she’ d become convinced that even if we had an antidote, we' d never use it. We' d see how much better it
was not to defend ourselves from the chemica utopia. Thelast party | threw, she’ d come asafary
princess. The patch was her happily ever after.

In listening to my own body and mind, except for the cold/flu symptoms (which cleared up fairly
quickly), I didn’t fed an effect from the patch. Even so, | got on the antidote, and so did Pan, with Hope
recaiving it viabreast milk during her daily feedings.

Over the next severa days, | studied those around meto try and measure what, if anything, Fan's
efforts were accomplishing. Nothing definitive. No magicd transformation. Just asteadily emerging sense
of camaraderie.

And then, something odd: the Storyteller. Out of love or lust, she followed Dr. Danny to Munich. Here
she carried on the same pattern of reading to children she quietly loathed. Though never voiced, her
disdain for and discomfort around children had made her something of aprivate joke. Imagine my
aurpriseto find her passing out hugs aswell as stories, agenuine show of affection as shefinaly bonded
with her young charges, the future of Europe. When | asked her about it, she smiled and admitted her
previous “mixed fedings’ about her audience. “But one day it just clicked.”

When | sank back into agtate of lucid dreaming, Bill Angler waswaiting for me. | hadn’'t seenhimina
littlewhile. Hetold measmuch and | said | hadn’t missed him.

“You don't haveto likeme,” he said, flashing me ahumorless smile. “Y ou just have to understand
more of us are on the way!”

“So you keep telling me. When can we expect you?’

“That’swhat | want to talk to you about.”

He told me how the patch would inhibit the speed at which his civilization could make itsalf known to
mine. Each wave of ambassadors took time to send, and the ones currently on the way would be unable
to reveal themsalvesto those who' d been infected. That' swhy | hadn’'t heard from Angler inawhile;
only the antidote alowed him to return. Without help, the Free would have no choice but to compensate
for the changed brain chemistry, spawning new representatives to send through the vastness of space.
The adjustment would set them back years. And since they were out to help us, we' d al suffer from that
delay. It would help the Free significantly, if only | would put astop to Fantasia s plan.

“That’ sthe best reason I’ ve heard not to stop the patch,” | replied.

“There sno call for usto be enemies. There's so much we can learn from each other.” He extended
his arm to me— agesture of supplication? Or maybe he wanted a handshake. If that’swhat it was, | just
left him hanging.

“Ignoranceishliss” | remembered saying before waking up.

More dreams chased by more deepless nights. Thiswasthe placefor it, | expected, Nymphenburg's
history intertwined asit was with Bavaria s eccentric Ludwig |1, better known as the Dream King.

Between my insomnia, the baby’ s fussiness and Pan’ s migraines, Team Halloween made quite atrio.
About that last: Watkins, the Gedaechtnis scientist who' d started Mercutio off in the wrong direction, had
made Pan’ssight histop priority. His redemption meant exactly nothing to me, but his plan had made
sense and there was nothing | wouldn’t do to help restore Pan’ s vision. Especialy since my son had cost
her it. The regeneration was working — she could now distinguish between extremes of light and dark —
though the process was painful, inflicting headaches (she made ajoke of caling them “blinding
headaches’) that would force her to retreat for hours.

On one of those rare nights when the pain wasn't so bad, she and | were awake, and Hope was



soundly snoozing, shetold me she' d had adream not so different from the kind that had been plaguing
me.

“I can't remember it completely,” she said, “but | know there were clouds. Someone talking to me.
And afeding likel wastaking to mysdf.”

“Sounds like aspillover from one of my dreams!”

“Maybe s0. Like when you're in arestaurant and someone at another table says something and soon
you' retalking about it at your table, too. Even though you didn't redlly heer it clearly thefirgt time.”

“That'sprobably it,” | said. “I mean, I’ vetold you so much about this nonsense, it'sonly natural for
you to dream about it, too.”

“Unlessit’'snot nonsense,” she said.

“Don’t even joke about that.”

“I’'m not saying that’ s what happened. Just leaving open the possibility.”

“Wadll, don't.”

“Y ou sound threatened and you don't have to be.”

| sghed. “They’ reflights of fancy, complete with magica thinking and anthropomorphized microbes.
Y ou shouldn’t encourage them.”

“All right.”

“Beddes, what if it wastrue? There are enough fucktards on this planet!”

“If it wastrue, they wouldn’t be fucktards.”

“Oh, no? Created Black Ep? Killed billions?’

“Billions of fucktards, no?" Pandorateased. “Y ou’ d think you' d like them!”

| had to smile at that, and from there we got into a debate about the possibility of extraterrestrid life,
and why with such an enormous universe it seemed so empty. Every search for life— sweeping the
moon and Mars, and listening for signalswith SETI — had turned up nothing. With so many places
wherelife could exigt, why hadn’t we discovered it? Waslife unique to Earth? Or wasit plentiful but
doomed?

“Fan’ sright about onething,” | said. “The aggressive rise to the top of the food chain. Then where can
you turn that aggression except againgt each other? If life does exist out there, it probably blowsitself up
the moment it develops the kind of armaments we' ve invented. Once you can create adoomsday
scenario, you do.”

“And that’ swhy you think these are just dreams?”’

“That'ssomeof it.”

“But maybe life doesn’t destroy itself. Maybe it findsaway to evolve past that.”

“Y ou' re making Fan' sargument.”

“I just don't believe things are as dark asyou say.”

“Wadll, | don't see how they can’t be. Surviva of thefittest leadsto aggression!”

“Y ou mean adaptation.”

“That’' s aggression. Competition. All life-forms compete for resources; the onesthat are best suited to
get them leave behind the most offspring. So when you' ve got limited resources up for grabs, the best
grabberswin.”

“Y ou fight your neighborsto get what you need.”

“Exactly, Nature rewards the winners and the losers die out. Evolve for millions of years, and those
patterns get hard to break.”

“But it’snot just aggression,” sheingsted. “Nature also rewards compassion. Taking care of others.
It'snot just about theindividual surviving, Hal — it’ sthe family, the species, the whole gene pool.”

“That’ sthe dtruism Fan wantsto tickle.”

“Tell meit’ snot abig part of who we are.”

“It goes hand in hand with aggression,” | admitted, “though it' s not as deeply ingrained. Aggression
comesfirst because that’ swhere survival comes from?’

Shehit her lip, hunting for hypotheticas. “Imagine a planet that’ s so big the resources never run out.”

“If the resources never run out, there’ s no need to evolve. What' sthe biological imperative to better



yoursdf if everything you need isdwaysthere?’

“Maybe there' s a place where competition for resources doesn’t require aggression, or where natura
selection aswe know it doesn't apply.”

“Doesn’t seem likely. Y ou' re basing an argument on wish fulfillment. On faith.”

“Then | guesswe re back to Fan’s argument again — better living through chemigtry.”

“I don’t know. Vashti’sright, | think. If this patch works, it fliesin theface of natural selection. It's
anti-evolutionary.”

“I"d say it’ sjust an evolution of evolution. Like birth control.”

“Birth control? How s0?7’

“You say it' santi-evolutionary; that' s what contraception lookslike, too — at first. But redly it raises
the standard of life, so it’sbeneficia to the genes.”

| noticed myself chuckling.

“What's so funny?’

“Y ou, arguing for birth control when the world’'s so empty.”

“And when wejust had ababy,” she said, laughing too. “Maybe I’'m just arguing to argue. Blameit on
the bad dream.”

We went back to bed, and shefell adeep in the crook of my arm. | tried to deep, too, but the
conversation kept echoing in my head, plusthe fact that she' d dreamt something that might give
substance to the shadow of Bill Angler and hisfellow Free. Saf-indulgent madness, | decided. | couldn’t
afford it. In the struggle to push those thoughts away, words crept in, afamous quote from the ancestor
of the man who'd come to ensure Maachi’ s destruction: 1 have had dreamsand | have had nightmares,
but | have conquered my nightmares because of my dreams.”

Predawn, | woke, convinced by a squirming in my gut that something was terribly wrong. Upon
making certain that Pan and Hope were still deeping and in no danger, | dressed and left, off to query the
Security system.

Minutes later, | emerged, unlocking one of the balcony doors at the rear of the paace to step out into
the cool, moonless night.

A favorite song twisted through my memory, competing for my attention; | ignored it to keep my ears
shap.

Did a twig snap?

Nymphenburg had been built for aesthetics, and while the inside had achieved fame as an overly
elaborate white-and-gold baroque paradise filled with mythological frescoes, the lush outside had
become equally admired for itslawns, gardens, statues and fountains. From my vantage point by the
back, the grounds sprawled out before me, leading off to the distant woods.

Nymphenburg. Where my son had died. As such, I’d mythicized it as an evil place. But the raw beauty
before me here, the landscape at night, no one could deny.

Nymphenburg, I’ d saved from destruction once. Since then, I'd studied it the way a Zen monk studies
akoan. Playing it out in my head time and again, I’ d gotten to know itsins and outs, afair ideaof how to
storm it and how best to weather that storm.

Motion detectors and heat sensors both on the blink tonight. Three guesseswhy. Off by the fountain,
my eyes picked up the faintest haze, awet shimmer intheair.

That’ sfitting, | thought.

Stealth tech. Digplaced light, refracting. I’ d encountered it before.

Clicked thetrigger concedled in my hand. Out spiked the e ectromagnetic wave. On the lawn, by the
fountain, and on the walkways. dozens of stedth-suited soldiers, armed for battle, visible now, their
equipment fritzing out. Looking up a me like children caught in an act of mischief. And melooking down
at them, asif they werethelast of the damned.

Don't underestimate a paranoid. Not when he’ s been burned before. Not when he has something to
protect.

They' d love to shoot me now, | remember thinking, but I’ m too ready. Too on the ball. They've
got the best RNA interference money can buy, but it’s nothing compared to my zanshin. I’ ve got



alertness on my side, pure action, what warriors call the remaining mind.

Deuce and Penny had given me alot to think about; I’ d anticipated an attack on this soil for seven
years. And knowing the types we' d be thawing, knowing what they’ d be capable of ...

Thenext trigger | hit sent the sprinklersinto action; hydrating my uninvited guests while the ground
hummed with current. They flash-fried, wrong place, wrong time, like vampires caught out after sunrise.
Whomever they were— private army, U.S. Special Forces, a Concerned Citizens Against Halloween
action group — | cooked them from the insgde out, until their hearts and minds became usdless melted
tissue.

That wasit. Trap sprung. There was no battle, nothing competitive nor spirited. They’ d asked for
death; I’'d accommodated them. | smply killed them where they stood.

Electrocution is not pleasant. I’ d had ataste of it once. They’ d gotten much more, which was merciful.
I’d madeit quick.

While I’ d been dispatching the main force at the back, my nieces had been mopping up the soldiers at
the flank. Sow Bridge and Tomi sniping from the pa ace rooftop, bullets cracking through body armor to
fragment into the flesh. | circled around to add support, but incoming fire forced me to duck for cover
behind a statue: above my head abearded, sparely dressed man raised an unconscious infant up to his
mouth, about to take abite out of it. Saturn devouring one of his children, perhaps. One of the creepier
gatuesin Nymphenburg, taking bullets meant for me.

Chipped fragments rained down, the shooters pinning me there until one of them could sweep around
to take an unobstructed shot. Retreating straight back made the most sense, but if | could predict the
direction from which they’d come, | could pop them before...

A chemical agent put an end to those thoughts. Had to push off and run just as the grenade went
boom, migting the statue with blister gas. | rolled to the side, whipped my head back to see baby and
babyesater disintegrating, fought the urge to take awild potshot at my enemies and kept on the move
instead. Better for meto find new cover and keep drawing their fire. Pull their attention from the snipers
on theroof.

That tactic paid off. Flawless sharpshooting from my nieces. The only critique | could make: they were
taking it personaly. But who could blame them? These were the same sorts who had murdered Isaac
and Champagne. Brutd though it was, the girlsfound it cathartic. Especidly Sloane, who broke down
afterward, sobbing uncontrollably. Thefirst tears she' d shed for her mother.

For aningtant, that night, | became ateenager again, surrendering to a crushing sense of dgavu. | was
playing war gamesin the [VR. Strategizing againgt my friends. But instead of commanding nightgaunts, it
had been my nieces. Againgt ared enemy. And the stakes had been so much higher than pride.

As one we swept the theater of war, making sure we' d zapped them al. When we' d neutraized the
blister gas and verified that no other nasty surprises had been |eft behind for us, | gave the al-clear and
told them how proud | was. They were dazed, | think, but behind the shock there shined trust and a
sense of family I’d been fighting for many years. It reacquai nted me with how much they looked up to
me. How they saw me asarole modd. It sfunny how | forget things like that.

The other denizens of Nymphenburg crept out cautioudly, eyesblinking, asif they’ d just woken from a
long deep. A good thing, because we needed their help. Each pulling hisor her weight, we al worked
together on theimmediate task: getting the bodies to the morgue before they could start rotting in the sun.

We contacted Mount Weather and accused them of sending fifty men to their doom. Also, attempted
murder. They categoricaly denied it but refused to go through the farce of being overly solicitous of our
condition. The inevitable attempt to pass off blame on another party came, but only in ahafhearted
fashion.

Wetried to predict their next move. Maybe the way in which we utterly defeated their attempted coup
(or wasit just an atempted assassination?) would set them back. Maybe it would make them think twice
before trying something like that again. Maybe it would convince them that the cost would aways be



higher than the potentia gain. Or maybe it would encourage them to hit uswith everything they had.

We braced for another attack...

They kept uswaiting. | raised the prospect of going on the offensive, but Vashti and Pan talked me out
of it. “Let’s see how things play out,” Vash said. | didn’t like it. But she had a good reason.

She' d been testing the locals, taking measure of the patch. Every test that she performed of those
who' d been infected suggested new neurd pathways forming. New activity in the hypothal amus and the
amygdda. Increased levels of dopamine, oxytocin and the other pleasure-and-trust-producing chemicals
inthe brain. And so far no Sde effects.

Encouragingly, the biologica changes were leading to behaviora changes. The promisng sgnswe'd
seen previoudy were bearing fruit. Thefirst example being the kind of unity we saw after the attack, the
degree to which the European people supported us, stepping forward to take the initiative, volunteering
to do whatever it took to keep us safe and free. There was something stirring about it.

| saw it manifest in so many little ways, each portending larger change. For example, noise. Noise had
been one of the constant hassles I’ d had to addressin New Cambridge: one group would throw a party
too late a night, blasting music a& much too loud adecibel leve; the neighbors would complain, and if we
didn’t respond quickly enough, afeud was certain to break out. Bad feelings, sometimes afistfight. Once
even astabbing. But while the patched Europeans liked to drink and party as much asthe Americans,
they dways policed themsalves. If one house began making too much noise, its neighbors would come
over, tak it out, and the volume would drop. They’ d work it out together. Displays of consideration and
empathy that the unpatched showed only on occasion, the patched would do each and every time.
Without even having to be asked.

The flood of chemicals seemed to give courage to the cowardly and a broader perspectiveto the
self-obsessed. | kept watching for flaws to appear. Would the patched fal into groupthink, losing their
individudity? Would the desire to resolve conflicts lead to stagnation or unreasonable compromises?
Would Munich become a city of zombies, sheep and fools? But every time| saw adanger sgn, the
smoke never led to fire. In fact, every objection Vashti, Pan or | posed withered when confronted with
the facts on the ground. One after another our worries were proved baseless. The patch worked. Not
perfectly, but better than any of us had dared to hope.

Could that be happening overseas? And if S0, were we not better off alowing it to run its course
instead of taking the fight to Mount Westher’ s door? Could peace be won chemically?

We hid the patch even from our own. The secret stayed only with Pandora, Vashti, Fantasiaand yours
truly. Vashti’ s daughters were |eft in the dark, their mother’ s choice. We didn’t want chatter. No chatter
meant less potentia for advance warning. Let it work on our enemies aslong asit could before
discovery. “What about freewill?’” Exactly, what about it?

We expected the doctors under their control would turn up the patch’ s existence sooner or later, but
took our chances on later. Perhaps by then the genetic changes would be so pronounced, they’ d prefer
having it and would be sympathetic to its creation and dissemination. That was Vashti’ sargument. She'd
made a complete one-eighty, hopping aboard the train Fan had pulled out of the station. This she did not
out of aprofessed desire to evolve evolution or improve thelot of al mankind. Fearing for our safety, she
didit purdy for tactica purposes, aneed to clamp collars around our enemies necks.

With surreptitious use of the antidote, she' d shielded one of her daughters from the patch. Not the
ones she' d historically bumped heads with — Brigit, Soane, |zzy, Katrina. Those four began to
transform just like the human population. Effectively, she' d created a subject and a control group of
posthumans. Moraly reprehensible? Possibly. Only I’ d never seen the patched girls happier. Flushed
with joy (or, more accurately, with fantastic drugs), they turned more caring, less selfish, better balanced.
Modd citizens, you could argue, and al without removing the essence of who they were.

All thiswhile my last degp-cover spy in the New Cambridge area kept me as up to date as he could
afford to without putting hislife at gratuitous risk. Mars had fled the city, hiding out in the suburbs instead.
I’d losgt contact with him for weeks; | wasrelieved to hear he dtill lived. | thought it best to extract him,
but heard rumors of Mount Wesather’ s new willingness to scramble fighters; they’ d shoot down any
unauthorized transcontinental flight approaching American shores. The risk was too great. Instead, | told



him to stay out of the city itsalf until things settled down. (After dl, we dready had an agent over there,
and the agent wasin vira form.)

Despite having only a peripheral vantage point, Mars was able to bring me up to date: Charles“the
AX" Axakowsky had ralied his Green Mountain Boysto win the day from the last holdouts of Ning's
private army. But the cost had been high. The city had dl but degenerated into a state of barbarism. Mars
expressed serious doubt as to whether it might ever pull itself out of the depthsto which it had sunk.

For along while we played awaiting game, us watching for the American citiesto make amove, Ax
doing &l he could to keep New Cambridge from splitting apart, and Mount Westher as sillent asthe
dead. Were they plotting their next step or waiting for usto take the lead? With the patch systematically
snaking itsway through the genera population, we became uneasy spectatorsin the race between Man's
desreto resolve differences through violence, and hisinherent need to make positive emotiona bonds.
Thanksto Fantasia, that latter was getting unprecedented biochemica support.

Watching. Waiting. That was astressful time.

But before long, those of uswho' d doubted Fan felt foolish — history would bear out the fact that the
patch had brought us through adark time, ushering in the Age of Compassion, a stretch of global peace
and harmony that had eluded the species since the dawn of history.

The first moment of détente, the first crack in theice, so to speak, was ddivered by the Ax, who
asked usfor support against Mount Weather. He pledged complete transparency and openness. He'd
committed himself to “building afuture we can dl be proud of.” Patched, we' d no doubt of it. What he
asked for we readily gave him. Despite the threat of getting shot out of the sky, | led ateam to New
Cambridge. And Mount Weather never struck. Instead of sending troops, they sent delegates to discuss
apeaceful settlement. Patched, every last one of them.

When | look back on how Mount Weather made their first entreaty, | liketo think of it asthis. They
sent usaHallmark card with a sad-eyed cartoon hound dog on the front with the words “ Sorry We
Tried ToKill You” above his head and benegth his drooping jowls. And inside the card: the same dog
wagging histail, with thewords“ Doggone It, Can’'t We Be Friends?” That’ s not quite how it went, but
the sentiment was just the same.

Over the next year, the new President and Ax would form a united country. Americawould be whole
again. And across the ocean, a United Europe and Chinawould each emerge as a power. The three
would come to ameeting of the minds and make peaceful coexistence aredlity. Next, | watched the
United Nations rise from the dead, the fulfillment of one of 1saac’ s dearest dreams. Though lacking many
of the diplomatic credentias of his predecessors, the newly elected U.N. Secretary General, Kriengsak
Tangmatitham, benefited from a reputation for evenhandedness. Despite “only” having been achauffeur
and despite masquerading as Suchart Shinawatra. That didn’t matter anymore; Kody could use hisred
name.

Thefirst resolution he oversaw wiped the date clean, €ecting not to sanction those who' d committed
recent crimes— Mount Westher, the Green Mountain Boys and us posthumans. Most of thosewho'd
been blamed for the carnage were aready dead, and there seemed far greater benefit in forgiveness and
moving forward.

Thekind of exploitation Ning had fought for dissolved away. Those till in cryonic deep were
extracted, liberated from Black Ep and afforded the same rights as everyone else. Some thawed proved
difficult at first, but sooner or later Fan' sviruswould catch up with them and set them right. Therewasno
need for any Doctrine, not per se. Not when people were willing to share the workload on unpleasant
tasks. Not when complaints were so few and helping hands so many. Not when everyone behaved as
they should.

| spent most of my time walking around in astate of openmouthed disbelief.

To think that Fantasia had done this? My crazy friend Fan? The teenager who' d rocked back and
forth and rambled sensdesdy? Thegirl I'd pitied? Fuck meif she hadn’t saved humans from humans,
engineering aremedy to al the world' s poisons.

That' s not exactly right. There are things the patch didn’t do.

It didn’'t stop criminality. Not atogether. However, it put ahuge dent in it. Why take advantage of



people when you fed better looking out for them? Why resort to theft when society truly wants to meet
al your needs?

It didn't stop stupid decison-making. Still no shortage of that. But it made the vast mgjority of those
stupid mistakeswell intentioned.

It didn’'t stop magicd thinking. It put no end to faith-based reasoning. Nor did it unify everyone under
the same religion. Rather, it made everyone more tolerant of others beliefs.

It didn’t creste universal vegetarianism, but it encouraged it. Those who did hunt did so for food, not
gport. Compassion with the prey made it so no one would take alifelightly.

It didn’t put an end to jealousy, deceit or hard fedlings, but it pushed peopleto talk their problems out
and be alittleless cruel than they otherwise would.

Onething it did do, Fantasia had warned us about ahead of time. It contributed to alot of consensual
sex. Question: What do you get when sharing pleasure with someone gives even greater chemical highs
and even greater fedings of trust? Answer: A puritan’s nightmare. Along with common chimpanzees,
bonobos are our closest genetic relatives, but for years they were barred from zoos for fear that their
constant sex play might offend ddlicate visitors. Fan joked that she d unleashed everyon€e sinner bonobo.

Better to be fucking than fucking each other over.

And even though I’ d an antidote to the patch, its very existence had a profound effect on me. Because
| didn’t have to share the planet with quite so many dreadful people. When everyone around you seems
committed to not being atotal bastard in the short time they have between cradle and coffin, your
outlook can only improve. | found myself laughing more. Relaxing. Enjoying life.

How could Pandoraand | possibly object to this? Maybe the patched were doing good deeds “for the
wrong reasons.” Out of adesireto fed blissinstead of a genuine mora imperative. So what? Results are
results. Happinessis happiness.

Better living through chemistry indeed. Drug’em dll.

Naturaly, the world’s medica professionasfigured out what had happened, but by the time everyone
realized they’ d been patched, amost no one wanted to go back to the way it was before. Y ou could
count those people on one hand. The overwhelming consensus. “Y es, someone unleashed this, but so
long asit’s safe and it makes things better, you' d have to be a masochist not to want it.”

No stranger to salf-medicating, Fantasiawasted no time patching herself, dropping off the antidote as
soon as she could. Why not?

But she' d been wrong about all of us getting patched. Vashti wanted to keep her objectivity. Sheliked
her genetic structure just fine, thank you. Taking the patch meant losing control. She didn’t want that.
However, it didn’t stop her from cutting her daughters off from the antidote one by one, taking careto
seethat the transformation agreed with them. In al cases, it did. Medicdly astute Tomi wasthe only one
Vash spared. She brought her into the fold, exposing the origin of the patch and the existence of the
antidote. It was a safe choice. She stayed silent and, like her mother, unpatched.

That left Pandoraand yourstruly. And our child. What would it be for Team Halloween? Evolve or
no?

Wetalked about it.

Wedidn't need it.

We had each other.

At long last, humankind was on the way to pulling itsaf up by its bootstraps. Vashti and her daughters
would be as much apart of it asthey wished, having asubtle hand in world affairs. Increasingly the
daughters would take the lead there. Vashti hersdf would find meaning in putting more and more of her
timeinto finding a cure for the disease that had felled Isaac’ s children, what we' d called “The End of The
World.” Beating it might pay 1saac back for al he'd done, and for what she' d done to his good name. If
anyone could best it, she could. Fantasawould live lifeto thefullest, a peacefindly, satified in the
knowledge of what she'd done.

And we? We could go away. Wherever we wanted. For aslong aswe wanted. Cal it avacation from
al we' d done and seen. Nothing holding us back now. No debtsto repay. A chanceto start anew.

The world would go on without us.



epilogue
(yearslater)

Monarch butterflies are indigenous to North Americabut can thrive wherever the climate’ s good and
there' s plenty of milkweed to eat. They got introduced to Australiaamost a century ago, where swan
plant milkweed growsin abundance. Now they’ re everywhere you | ook.

WEe re trangplants oursalves. Having a picnic in the Royal Botanic Gardens. Just ashort walk from the
OperaHouse and the most pristine blue water you could ever ask for. Later we' re going into the
outback in search of marsupias. Actualy, the whole court try qualifies as outback — it’syet to be
repopulated. We haveit al to oursalves.

Came Down Under on awhim. Hope' swhim. Sheliked her stuffed kangaroo so much, she wanted to
know where it came from. She' s been hopping about like a kangaroo for hours, tugging at my arm to get
me to stay on the lookout. Will do. Also | haveto watch for koalas. She saysthey ook grumpy and we
have to cheer them up. Kids.

We make our own schedule now. I’d almost forgotten what that waslike.

I’1l admit | don’t know much about happy and well-adjusted children, but that’s what Hope seemsto
be. Endless curiogity, endless enthusiasm. Maybe alittle cynicism. Wetold her she wasthe best kid in the
world yesterday, and she rolled her eyes and replied, “ That’ swhat every mom and dad says.” Ha.
Subversive books. She reads anything and everything. That’sal Pan’s doing. Started her off on agood
habit — the moment she could read to our daughter, she did. Now Hope readsto us.

By the way, twenty-twenty vison, my Pandora. No migrainein years.

Always amazes me how things can hed. Gapsin my memory won't come back, but her green eyes
look ashrilliant asever. And that’ stheway | want it.

I’ sfunny. So many people wander through their lives never knowing why they’ re here, but Pan and I,
we found out. We were designed for areason. To cure Black Ep and bring the human race back from
the brink. Since birth — even before then — we' d had that responsibility hanging over our heads. We ve
felt the weight of that burden, had to carry it for years. But now it's done. Whatever you want to call it
— our obligation, our life' swork, our destiny — it’ s been fulfilled. We refindly free.

That’ sathorny word for me, free. | don’t know exactly what it means. My waking lifetdlsmeit’'s
about being able to do what | want. Having dternatives. Thefirst of which isnot sdecting the one that
closesdl the others. Never have | fdlt lesslike wanting to die. But my dreamstell me the word means
something else entirdly ...

We ve made certain not to discussit around Hope. If she has adream on her own, we'll have to keep
an eyeout. Until then, I’m seeing it as nothing more than stress and an overactive imagination.

That doesn’t stop me from wanting to pop into the local observatory to seeif the telescope still works.
Ah, forget it. What would | look for anyway? If the Free do exist and they want to come, let them. Il
dedl with them then.

| don’'t mean to be glib. Real contact with the Free would be aturning point for humanity. A defining
moment. For good or ill, it would be the most significant event in our history. But how can | provethey’re
rea? In the face of an unknowable world, what can | redly do?

Whoops, thought we had akoaa sighting. False darm. Hope' syelling her head off and pulling us
toward what I’ m reasonably sureisawombat. Not too close, Hope, those things bite. Well find koala
soon enough.

Interesting claim about the koala. The eucalyptusleavesit likesto munch get it stoned out of itsfurry
little mind. The junkie of the anima kingdom. Spends most of itstime doing nothing but eating and resting.
Which makes the psychotropic, caming effect of the eucalyptus agood thing because, cute asthe koda
is, it ssurprisingly aggressive by nature. Makes you wonder what would happen if the drug ever stopped
working.

Thething about the patch isit only works for so long. The human body just isn’'t meant to work that



way. After afew years of bliss, people arefinding the effects are starting to wear off. And after risng to
such dizzying heights, dipping back down to the way things were beforefills every patched man, woman
and child with an unreasonabl e terror. Reality looms blesker than ever before.

Fantasia, Vashti and Tomi are holed up in Nymphenburg, feverishly working on a patch for the patch.
They have aplan to compensate for the misca culation. Unfortunately, time' sticking fast. The demand for
dopamine and oxytocin is Spreading the world over. In the meantime people are using whatever they can
find to take the edge off their pain. That means overdoses. The new way of life that so many have
cleaved toisgradudly being replaced with aneed to get high at any cost. They ate from the apple and
here comesthefal.

The Age of Compassion lasted not quite five years.

| try not to talk too much to therest of theworld, but the sense I’ m getting is that things might be
worse than they’ ve ever been.
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postulated afuture where Black Ep sends the price of successful cryopreservation skyrocketing, the cost
isn't so prohibitive today. For more information, try www.cryonics.org.

PamedaKu provided awealth of information about Chinaand Chinese culture, and many members of
the Cornell Thai Association wrote to answer my questions about Thailand. Specid thanksto Tichakorn
Wongpiromsarn and Matipon Tangmetitham.

Those of you who know how | write know how important music isto my cregtive process. I’'m so
happy to have an excerpt from “ Scarred but Smarter” as the epigraph, asthat song and “Fy Me
Courageous’ served asmgor inspirationsfor thistrilogy. drivin' n’ cryin’ isaterrific band, and I' m very
grateful to front man Kevn Kinney.

Dosdlle Y oung and Janine Ellen Y oung went above and beyond for Everfree: tremendoudy charitable
with their time, hel ping me see a path through the initial scenes when writer’ sblock had me spinning my
whesdls. Without their suggestions, I’ d have spun for much longer. Deep thanks for getting me moving.

Erik Baard took alook at the early pages and reassured me that | hadn’t gone mad. Very
encouraging, and his notes proved vauable.

Wdt McGraw’ singghtful feedback helped flesh out New Cambridge and itsinhabitants. He
recommended | read The Natural History of the Rich, by Richard Conniff, which proved to be an
excdllent resource.

John Scazi hasthisweird mutant power where | fed redly positive about the writing process
whenever | talk with him. That definitely helped.

Enormoudy congtructive conversations with Christopher Wood about evol ution and human nature
hel ped sew up the Patchwork section.

Uncle Jerry read thefirst draft and sparked to it, giving me smart, avuncular counsdl, for which |
gpparently now owe himavilla

Asadways, Dave Parks gave incredible advice. HE s got great senshilities, and | can’t say enough
about how much | value his perspective.

Additiona support, encouragement, ass stance and/or inspiration sprang from Nick Bortman, Andrew
Chaikin, Marilyn Clair, Damned If | Don’t Productions, Mike Dix, Harry Druyan, Lesand Vicki Druyan,
JessicaFood, Chris Genoa, Brian Gilmore, Dan Gilmore, Dan Goldman, Rich Green, Sharon Greene,




Guy Guthridge, MozettaHilliard, Jared Hoffman, Annah Hutchings, Nathan Jarvis, David Klein, Joanne
Lamoureux, Louise Marley, Zack Marley, Joe McKuin, Maurice and Renee Minnis, Roger L. Payne, G.
J. Pruss, Shayni Rae, Robby Ringer, Sam Sagan, Sasha Sagan, Shari Smiley, Martha Soukup, Jessica
Wade and Lyall Watson.

Thanks are overdueto the late, great Roger Zelazny. His Amber seriesiswonderfully thought
provoking, and I’ ve no doubt that it served as a strong subconscious influence on these books.

I’'m grateful to the fans of my writing, and especially the ones who stopped by www.nicksagan.com
and took the time out to send me anote. Writers often fedl isolated, and your support goes along way
toward keeping those demons at bay.

| think the world of Ann Druyan, and am honored by her continued confidence in me. Thanksfor
everything, Annie,

Clinnette Minnisis one of the best writers| know, and it'smy gresat fortune to have her on my side.
She'slived and breathed thistrilogy just as| have over the past four years, and her contributionsto its
success have been tremendous.

Linda Salzman Sagan has aways encouraged me, both as afellow writer and as my mother. She's
endlesdy supportive, and I’'m lucky to have her in my life. | hope she knows how much | love her.

With deep affection, | remember the starlight conversations my father and | would have about the
universe and those who inhabit it. From thetime | was very young, heinspired meto look at the big
picture and ask the kinds of questionsthat really matter. Who are we? Where are we going? Arewe
aone?What doesit dl mean? To alarge extent, Everfree isanaturd extension of those questionsand
the conversations we used to have. He was more of an optimist, and | apessmist, and that tug of war
informs these books. My sensihilities may be darker than most, but his sense of wonder iswith me still.
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