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Here he gives usashort, sharp look a afuture where there saplace for everything, and everything' sin
itsplace...

Darien was making another annotation to hislengthy commentary on the Tenjou Cyclewhen hisMarshd
reminded him that hiswedding anniversary would soon be upon him. Thiswas the thousandth
anniversary—afull millennium with Clarissel—and he knew the celebration would have to be aspecia
one.

Hefinished his annotation and then de-dotted the savant brain that contained the cross-referenced
database that alowed him to manage hiswork. In its place he dotted the brain labeled Clarisse/Passion,
the brain that contained memories of histimewith hiswife. Not all memories, however: the contents had
been carefully purged of any of thelast thousand years disagreements, arguments, disappointments,
infidelities, and misconnections.. .. The memories were only those of love, ardor, obsession, passion, and
release, dl the most intense and glorious moments of their thousand yearstogether, al the timeswhen
Darien was drunk on Clarisse, intoxicated with her scent, her brilliance, her wit.

The other moments, the less-than-perfect ones, he had stored elsewhere, in one brain or another, but he
rarely reviewed them. Darien saw no reason why his mind should contain anything that was less than

perfect.

Fushed with the sensations that now poured through his mind, overwhelmed by the delirium of love,
Darien began to work on his present for hiswife.

When the day came, Darien and Clarisse met in an environment that she had designed. Thiswasan
arrangement that had existed for centuries, ever sncethey both realized that Clarisse’ s sense of spacial
relationships was better than his. The environment was a masterpiece, an gpartment built on severd
leves, likelittle terraces, that broke the space up into smdler areas that created intimacy without
sacrificing the sense of spaciousness. All of the furniture was designed for no more than two people.
Darien recognized on the walls apicture he' d given Clarisse on her four hundredth birthday, an elaborate,
antique did telephone from their honeymoon apartment in Paris, and a Japanese paper doll of awoman
in an antique kimono, a present he had given her early in their acquaintance, when they’ d haunted antique
stores together.

It was Darien’ stask to complete the arrangement. He added an abstract bronze scul pture of a horse and
jockey that Clarisse had given him for his birthday, a puzzle made of wire and butter-smooth old wood,
and aview from the terrace, aview of Rio de Janeiro at night. Because his sense of taste and smell were
more subtle than Clarisse’ s, he by standing arrangement popul ated the gpartment with scents, lilac for the



parlor, sweet magnolia and bracing cypress on the terrace, acombination of sandalwood and spice for
the bedroom, and amixture of vanillaand cardamom for the dining room, ascent subtle enough so that it
wouldn't interfere with the med.

When Clarisse entered he was dressed in atail coat, whitetie, waistcoat, and diamond studs. She had
matched his period elan with aWorth gown of shining blue satin, tiny boots that buttoned up the ankles,
and adashing fdl of sk about her throat. Her tawny hair was pinned up, inviting him to kiss the ngpe of
her neck, an indulgence which he permitted himsalf dmost immediately.

Darien seated Clarisse on the cushions and mixed cocktails. He asked her about her work: a duplicate of
one of her brainswas on the misson to 55 Cancri, sharing piloting missonswith other duplicates: if a
habitable planet was discovered, then anew Clarisse would be built on site to pioneer the new world.

Darien had crested the medl in consultation with Clarisse’ sMarshd. They began with mussal's sseamed
open in white wine and herbs, then went on to a salad of fennel, orange, and red cranberry. Next came
roasted green beans served a ongside a chicken cooked smply in the oven, flamed in cognac, then
served in acreamy port wine reduction sauce. At the end was araspberry Bavarian cream. Each dish
was one that Darien had experienced at another timein hislong life, considered perfect, stored in one
brain or another, and now recrested down to the last scent and sensation.

After coffee and conversation on the terrace, Clarisse led Darien to the bedroom. He enjoyed knedling at
her feet and unlacing every single button of those damned Victorian boots. His heart brimmed with
passion and lust, and he rose from his knees to embrace her. Wrapped in the sandalwood-scented
slence of their suite, they feasted till dawn on one another’ sflesh.

Their lifetogether, Darien reflected, was perfection itself: one enchanted jewel after another, hanging
Sde-by-side on athousand-year string.

After juice and shirred eggs in the morning, Darien kissed theinside of Clarisse’ swrist, and saw her to
the door. Hisbrain had recorded every single rapturousingtant of their time together.

And then, returning to hiswork, Darien de-dotted Clarisse/Passion, and put it on the shelf for another
yedr.



