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Teigh was unpacking when he heard the sound at the window. He looked up from the pressure crate,
but he could see nothing outside that might have made anoise; only the landscape curving upward in the
distance. Helooked out at it for amoment, then shrugged and turned back to the crate, lifting out atwist
of gnarled wood that looked like aminiature oak tree in winter, which wasin fact part of apine's root
system turned upside down. It had cost him nearly five hundred dollarsto ship dong, but ever snce he
had found it sticking out of an icy riverbank nearly ten years ago he had taken it with him wherever he
went. Its weethered branches held for him the essence of Earth, amoment of lifefrozeninits struggle
with the dements.

He stood with it cradled in his hands while he turned once around in search of an appropriate spot for
histreasure, and he heard it again. A kind of high-pitched squeak, like a bearing going out, or...

Or akitten, hanging onto the ivy that grew aong the divider between his apartment and the next,
looking down over one shoulder the way kittens do when they're thinking about jumping.

Teigh set histree down on the bed and stepped to the window. He still wasn't used to the light gravity
in the colony and he didn't know what the varying rate would do to afalling object's velocity, but he was
pretty sure that athree-story fall wouldn't do akitten any good even here. He opened the window gently
s0 hewouldn't scareit into jumping, reached out from below, and pulled it in, saying, "Well, little thing.
Where did you come from?"

The kitten was gray and white and practicaly al fuzz. It looked up at him and meowed again.

Teigh stuck his head back out the window and looked dong the building. Theivy originated from the
gpartment below and to theright; aperfect trelisfor climbing kittens.

"S0," he said as he pulled his head back in. ™Y ou're checking out your new neighbor. Hello. Niceto
meet you." Helet thekitten pull itslegs up until it was standing in the palm of hishand. It couldn't have
been much over two months old. "Y ou're cute,” hetold it, "but I'll bet your mother wonders where you
ae"

Helooked out the window again, but he saw nobody below and he didn't fed like shouting. "Well," he
sad, "l guessit'stimel did alittle visting mysdf.”

*

* *

The nameplate on the door said LauraMorrison. Teigh looked down at the kitten in hishand and
cocked an eyebrow. Single? He pushed the doorbell.

A voice fromwithin said, "Just aminute," and there were some bumping sounds, then the door opened
to reved awhite-haired woman in her saventies or so. Teigh tried to hide his disappointment.

"Hi, I'm Teigh Kuhlow, from upstairsin 308," hesaid. "1, uh, | found your kitten climbing on theivy."

The woman nodded wearily and reached out for it. "Not surprising. Sorry. I'll close the window."

Teigh shook hishead. "Oh, no. | didn't mean that. | didn't mind, redlly. | wasjust afraid hed fal. I, uh,
| likekittens."

Shelowered her hand and looked at him through squinted eyes. ™Y ou do."



"Sure. Who doesn't?

The woman smiled for thefirgt time. "Thelast guy who lived up there, for one. Hah. Wédll, comeonin,
then. I've got alot of ‘em.”

Indeed she had, Teigh discovered when he was inside. He counted six cats without looking hard, three
of them from the samellitter asthe one that till purred in his hand. There might have been more, but if
there were they were hidden in the lush foliage that grew most everywhere. Lauraled him to the kitchen
table and moved a potted geranium from one of the chairs so he could sit.

"So you got the Hulk's gpartment, eh?"

"The Hulk?'

"That'swhat | cdled him. Barbells. Always ifting them, banging them back down on thefloor. Said he
needed to keep in shapein the light gravity. Hah. What did he know? I've been here thirty years without
lifting abarbell once and I'm il kicking." Shetook two cups down from ashelf and filled them with
water. "Tea?'

"Uh, yes, please.”

"Good, 'cause | don't have coffee. Horrid stuff. Should've left it on Earth. That where you're from?”

"l was. | guess|'m from here, now."

She nodded. " One-way ticket, huh? Metoo. What do you do?'

Teigh st the kitten on hislap, whereit promptly curled up to deep. "I'm an architect. I'm working on
the life support system for Daeddlus."

"Daeddus?'

"The garship.”

She put the cupsin the microwave, punched afew buttons, and reached into a canister for ateabag.
"l useregular tea," she explained. "Dont' like the aftertaste that heat-em-up stuff leaves. God knows what
chemicasarein there anyway. Starship, you say. | didn't know they had one."

Teigh amiled involuntarily at her quick changesin subject. "Oh, come on now. Y ou haveto have
heard. They're building it right outside. It's the biggest newsin the solar system.”

"Ah, well, I'm not much for news, you know. Full of wars and killing and such. | decided about twenty
years ago that it wasn't worth listening to.”

"Oh."

The microwave chimed softly and Lauratook the steaming cups out. There was a silence while she
dunked the teabag in one cup, swished it around, and dunked it in the other. Teigh used the opportunity
to gaze out the glass door in wonder. He'd thought the view from his apartment was spectacular, but
Lauras corner apartment had windows on two sides, and the side that faced along the colony's spin axis
had an unobstructed view al the way down itslength. through the haze of distance Teigh could seethe
polar ice forming abull's-eyein the middle of the endcap, melting at the edges to form the streams that
ran outward from the center to the rim of the cylinder that was Spacehome. The three windows running
the colony's length were strips of blue radiating from the pole, the blue fading to white overhead where
the sun's brilliance dominated the sky.

Thiswould be a coveted apartment, he realized. He wondered who Laura Morrison wasto haveit.
The mayor's mother? But certainly the mayor's mother would know about Daedalus.

"Youlikethe view?' she asked.

"Yes, very much.”

"David did, too. He was my husband.”

Suddenly it al clicked into place. "David Morrison? The architect?

Lauraturned, surprised. "Y ou knew him?"

"No," Teigh said. "But | wish | had. Everyone on the Daedal us project wishes so too. We could have
used hisgeniusin designing the ship.”

She pretended no fase modesty. "Ah. Y es, maybe s0. Hed have liked that." She brought the two
cupsto the table and sat down beside him. "He was aways pushing for astarship. Even building
Spacehome wasn't enough. He wanted the stars.”



"Then | wish hedd lived to see Daedalus.”

Lauralooked out toward the pole. "Sodo |," she said.

There was an uncomfortable silence. Teigh took ahesitant sip of the tea, wishing he could ask for
sugar init but knowing that he wouldn't, then feding surprise to taste the honey she had stirred in while he
was lost outside.

Lauratook asip of her own and winked at him over the cup. Teigh smiled, somehow embarrassed.
Thiswasn't the sort of behavior he expected from a seventy-year-old woman.

"Yeah," shesad, "l do missthe old coot. Hard as hell to live with, but | loved him anyway."

Teigh had read biographies of David Morrison, but none of them had portrayed him asbeing
particularly hard to live with. But then none of his biographers had had to live with him, either.

"What was he like?' he asked.

With afond shake of her head Laurasaid, "Oh, well, hewas ared space nut. One-track mind. 'Get
our race into space and 'Stay divein L-5' and dl that. When wefirst met he wouldn't take me out on a
date unless| joined the L-5 Society. | didn't even know what the L-5 Society was, but David was so
magnetic | went ahead and joined just to be with him. We were till in college then.”

Shetook another sip of teaand gazed out over the colony. "He was dways pushing. Made me take
astronomy classes. Said that a person who couldn't find Cassiopeia without a map was as bad as
someone who couldn't read. What do you think? Can you find Cassiopeia?’

Teghfdtthecolor risngin hisears. "Uh..."

" Shame on you. And you on the crew of a starship. Where are you teking it? Not Cassiopeia, |
hope."

Her grin was contagious. "Nothing so ambitious,” he said. "We're going to Alpha Centauri firdt. 1t
take us about twenty yearsjust to get that far."

Laurasighed. "You'realot like David. Hewasn't afraid of big projects either.”

Teigh blushed again. Being compared to his persona hero --by his hero'swife, no less--was
embarrassing. He stuttered a moment in search of something to say, then managed, "Y ou must not be
ether. To come up hereto livewhilethey were il building it."

"Hah. No. | wasterrified. But David was coming whether | did or not, so | didn't have much choice. |
spent most of thefirst few months being sick, and then | got pregnant with Michael and spent another
few monthssick, but | guess you get used to anything after awhile.”

"| guessthat's what it meansto be a pioneer.”

Laurasaid something that sounded like "Hrumph," and drained her teacup.

Teigh wasn't sure how to take that. He decided that a change of subject was probably safest, so he
sad, "What were you studying in college before you met David?'

"English literature," Laura said with asudden smile. "Had my nose buried in abook almost al the time.
| was going to be the greatest poet since Shakespeare, but | had to read everything that'd been written
firgt, you know, and | never finished doing that. Do you like poetry?*

"What I'veread of it," Teigh admitted. "I didn't have awholelot of timefor reading it in school, though.
Just what we got in Freshman English.”

"Ah, yes. 'In the room the women come and go/ Talking of Michelangelo.' T.S. Eliot. Remember
him?'

Her words had loosed atumble of imagesin hismind. "Yes! Yes, | do! The Bdlad of J. Edgar
Prunecoat or something like that, isn't it?"

"The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock,” Laurasaid, laughing. "'Let us go then, you and I/ When the
evening is spread out against the sky--' | think everybody gets that one. Y ou know, | wasgoing to bea
teacher once, too."

"Y ou were? Why didn't you?"

Shelooked away at the colony. "Oh, well, you know. David had his project, and we were moving al
over thosefirst years. And then we moved up here and | had the family to look after and it just never
seemed to come together." She shook her head. "I don't even read as much as | used to anymore.”



"Why not?"

Lauralooked at Teigh asif she were szing him up before sheimparted a secret, then findly said, ™'l
grow old... | grow old... | shall wear the bottoms of my trousersrolled.” She shrugged. "Same poem. It's
hard for meto get to the library sometimes. Arthritis, tendonitis, you know. All the old-people stuff. You
caught me on one of my good days."

"Can't you just download books onto your computer?”

Lauralooked embarrassed. "1 never could get the hang of working one of those things.”

"l could show you. It'sredlly easy."

She was definitely blushing now. "No," shesaid. "1 don't get long too well with gadgets. Anything with
buttons on it. Besides, there's nothing like having areal book in your hand when you're reading.”

"l suppose not," said Teigh, who had never read abook on anything but a screen. He had a sudden
thought. "How do you get your malil if you don't use acomputer?

"l goto the post office," Laurasaid in the voice a person uses to answer adumb question, but her
laugh was aquiet, little-girl sort of alaugh that carried no contempt. "On my way to the library. My
grandkids think I'm crazy too," she added, "but they humor me. They're scattered out dl over the solar
system. | get letters from Ganymede and Vestaand Ceres dl the time, but they come by regular mail, on

More likely the post office printed them out for her from the digita transmission, Teigh thought, but he
supposed they could till send letters by ship. People sent packages, after dl. But it cost afortune, even
shuttling up from Earth. He shook hishead. If Laurawould learn to run acomputer she could save herself
alot of trouble and alot of money too. He didn't doubt that she could; sheld shown plenty of facility with
buttons when she used the microwave.

But it didn't sound like she wasinterested. Teigh shrugged. "Everybody's got their own way of doing
things" hesaid. "I'm certainly not the oneto say what's crazy and what isn't." Hefinished histeaand set
the cup on the table, scooped up the kitten in his hands, and said, "I should get back to unpacking. I've
got to dig down asfar as my socks before | go to work tomorrow. Thank you for the tea, and the
lap-warmer."

"Any time." Laura stood and took the kitten from him, and followed him to the door. " Come back and
vidgtagan,” shesad.

"l will." Teigh stopped at the door to look at something he had missed on the way in: afish bowl
shaped like a pressure suit helmet. He bent down for a closer look, then laughed in surprise. It was a
helmet. Helooked up at Lauraand asked, "What do you do for a suit when you go outsde?"

"l haven't gone outside since David died,” she replied. " There hasn't seemed much point.”

"Oh." He stepped into the hall. "Well, maybe | can take you to see the ship sometime. And you can
show me Cassiopeia.”

She grinned. "Maybe so. Well see"”

*

As he unpacked, he thought about Lauraand her husband. David had died dmost twenty yearsago in
acongtruction accident, before Spacehome had been completed, but he had been the driving force
behind it even after he was gone. It had been his plansthat got the public funding for the project in the
first place--hisincredibly detailed plansthat showed not just acylinder with houses and forests and farms
init, but just where the houses and forests and farms ought to go and how to get them there. He had
designed the entire colony right down to the last rivet and rock; he had written the manud onliving in
space, and then he had sold it to the world.

It was hard to imagine hiswife as the kind of person who couldn't--or wouldn't--work a computer,
but Teigh supposed it was just another sign of David Morrison's genius that he could build ahigh-tech
world with room enough in it for someone like her. Maybe she was part of the reason why Spacehome
was 0 livable. She was areminder that people were individuds and wouldn't al fit the same mold. She



provided the human touch to David'stechnical expertise. Teigh would have to remember her while he
hel ped desgn Daedauss lifesystem.

The starship was going together in acompletely different way than the colony had. With Spacehome
they had had the compl ete plans from the start, but Daedalus's designers were barely ajump ahead of the
builders. It was areflection of the changing times, people were more impatient to get into space now that
thefirgt efforts had proved so successful, but the lack of an acknowledged geniusfor adesigner was aso
part of the reason. Nobody had yet come up with a complete set of plans that somebody el se couldn't
tweak into adightly better configuration. And now here was Teigh to add his own twigt to the developing
plans. Well, he thought, thanks to Laurahe might at least have adirection to twist them.

*

* *

The next few months were the most intense in hislife. The problem of designing a closed environment
that people could livein for twenty years was bigger than anything he had ever worked on before, and he
found himsdf immersed in it from the start. He dreamed it at night and helived it during the day, and
dowly apicture began to emerge. It was a picture of mutability, gained from studying David's plansfor
the colony and noticing the changes that had been madein it since. In twenty years any lifesystem would
become boring, so the answer to that was to make it changeable. Spacehome was by itsvery nature
changeable and adways changing; new housing replaced old, trees grew and forests expanded, and living
stylesfrom Earth and the outer colonies swept through in constant waves of variation. That wasn't as
easy to do on agtarship, but Teigh thought it might be possible. If the building materids were modular
and if the modules were smal enough to move around easily, then the crew could concelvably rebuild the
entire lifesystem in trangit, and they could do it as many times asthey liked. Thetrick wasnot so muchin
designing the finished product, since there would be no true finished product, but in designing what the
building blocks would look like and how they would go together.

Teigh took theideato Lauraafter he had worked it out. He had visited with her afew times sincetheir
first meeting, and he had learned to vaue her quick insght into human nature. Thistime shelistened to his
explanation of building materials and mutable living quarters and looked at his drawings, and when he
was done she said smply, "Not everybody will want to change things around.”

"That'strue," he said. "That'sthe beauty of it. If you like what you're living in then theré's no reason
why you have to changeit, but the opportunity is dways there. Just knowing that you can changeit if you
get bored will probably be enough to keep most people happy.”

Lauranodded. "Y ou know, thiswholeidea of yours sounds like something David showed me once.
I'd forgotten dl about it until now."

"He did agtarship design?’ Teigh had never heard of a David Morrison starship plan. Nor had
anybody el se, he was sure. But who wasto say what David had worked on in his sparetime? And if he
had...

Hefédt like the carpenter who uncovers afresco by one of the Old Masters behind afase ceiling. A
David Morrison starship design!

"Do you think you could find it?'

"Me?' Laurasaid. "Hah. Not inamillion years. It's on his computer. But you're welcometo giveit a
try if you want."

"I'd--" He swallowed. He couldn't speak.

"Come on, you said yoursdf that computers are easy.”

"It's-" Teigh managed. "It's--that's--1 mean, I'd be honored."

"Oh, cut that out. Next you'll be building monuments. Like as not my memory is playing mefase and
theré's nothing there at adl anyway.” She got up and led the way into the study.

In the back of hismind Teigh still expected to find ashrine to the brilliant architect, kept exactly as
David had l€ft it the day he died and dusted carefully every day by his grieving widow, but when Laura
flicked on the light that illusion fled with the darkness. Books and paperslay stacked on every horizonta



surface, ablueprint that had been taped to the wall had come |oose on one corner and dangled outward,
and astack of empty boxesthreatened to fal over onto the desk. Laura gave them a shovein the other
direction and waved at the computer sitting to the side of the desk. It was covered with dust, disturbed
only by the footprints of kittens.

"Haveatit," shesaid.

Some of Teigh's nervousness disappeared when he saw the computer. It was at least twenty-five years
old, but he recognized it just the same. It had been an incredible machine for itstime, the one that had
reconciled al the other so-caled "standards’ into asingle true standard that was till in use. Hewould be
abletorunit, provided it till worked.

He blew off the dust and sat down in front of it, fumbled for the power switch, and turned it on. The
fountain of sparks he had half expected didn't happen; instead he got the normal sign-on messageand a
menu of choices. One of them was adirectory, aligting of al thefilesin Sorage. Teigh chosethat, and file
names began to scroll onto the screen.

Ten minuteslater he had it. There was an entire subdirectory entitled "starship™ filled with drawings and
specifications for not only the lifesystem but dmaost every other agpect of the ship aswell. Teigh brought
up one of thefiles on the lifesystem, wondering how close he had come to David's conception of it, and
received his second shock of the day. The planswere dmost identica to his. The only differencewasin
the degree of detail; David had once again put in every rivet and bolt.

"l can't believeit," Teigh sad. "He did thistwenty years ago and it's fill better than anything weve
come up with snce.”

"David understood how thingswork, and how people work," Laurasaid. "Time doesn't affect that."

Teigh nodded. "How do you fed about us using these plans?* he asked. "Would you |let me show them
to the design group?"

Laurathought about it amoment, then shrugged. "Why not? That's what he made them for, to use. If
they'll do you some good, then you're welcometo them.”

"More good than you canimagine," Teigh said. It wastrue. It would mean giving up the credit for the
design, but having David Morrison's name on the planswould effectively cement them into place. They
could get on with thejob of building the ship instead of congtantly changing the details, and the crew who
flew init would start the trip knowing that the design wasright. Their confidencein it would go along
way toward making it work.

He sat with his hands resting lightly on the keyboard, marveling at how much information had been
locked up behind it al thistime. He supposed this was how Laurafelt when she blew the dust off abook
and opened it for thefirgt timein years. Onimpulse he said, "Why don't | show you how to get into the
library with this?'

Laura's reaction was too immediate to be thought out. "No, I'm too old to be learning how to run one
of thesethings"

"Nonsense," Teigh said. "If you can run atelephone you can run acomputer. Watch." Explaining what
he did a every point dong the way, he returned to the opening screen, loaded the communications
program, and accessed the colony library, dl by picking options off menus. The library computer gave
him another menu of choices, from which he picked the poetry index, and the author index under that.

"Okay," hesaid. "Werethere. What do you want to read?”

Lauralooked flustered. "I don't know. | usudly just browse until | find something interesting.”

"Eadly done," Teigh said. He picked the first name off the index--Alan Aaron--and got another menu
of titles. He picked thefird title, and the first page of After Gazing at Ganymede scrolled onto the
screen.

Lauraleaned forward to read it, but after afew lines she straightened and said, "Hrumph. Doggerd.”

Teigh laughed. "I'm afraid | wouldn't know the difference.”

"No?Here, I'll show you." Sheturned away asif to go after abook, then stopped and turned back.
"What am | doing? Y ou've got the whole library right there. Okay, seeif you can find Popein there.
Alexander Pope, his Essay on Criticiam.”



Teigh did, and within seconds was presented with the lines:

‘Tishard to say if greater want of sKill

Appear inwriting or injudgingill....

"There," Laurasaid. "Read that. He talks mostly about critics, but he's got alot to say about good
poetry, and the Essay isgood poetry in itsaf. See here, thisiscaled acouplet, and it'siniambic
pentameter..."

* * *

Hours later, printouts of Lauras favorite poemsin hand, Teigh made hisway back to his apartment.
He st up well into the night reading them, laughing in delight &t the crigp imagery and humor in her
choices. HEd used to think that poetry was al stiff and formal and hard to follow, but not after reading
Shakespeare's sonnets. Some of it was--he was going to have to read five or Sx more times through the
Essay on Criticism before he could truly say he understood it, but he had to admit there was acertain
atraction even to the difficult Suff.

He grinned when he redlized what had happened. He had tried to get Laura excited about computers,
and instead she had gotten him excited about poetry.

* * *

He stopped by the next afternoon to copy the starship files off of David's computer. Afterward, as he
and Laura sat at the kitchen table over tea, he said, ™Y ou ought to go ahead and go into teaching. You're
good &t it."

Lauralooked up a himin surprise. "Me? Hah. I've seen lots of seventy-year-old English ingtructors,
but they were dl on theway out, not in."

Teigh shook his head. "The best teacher | ever had wasin her eighties. Late eighties. She wasthere
because she liked what she was doing, and she made everybody in her classeslikeit too. Y ou've got that
same knack; you shouldn't wagte it."

"No," Laurasaid, "I'd have to go back to school myself, get ateaching certificate, learn what'sbeing
taught these days-—-no, it'stoo late for al that, even if | wanted to.”

"It'snot too late. Peoplelive longer now than they used to, you included. Y ou've got plenty of timeto
do anything you want." He paused, thinking, then said, "Remember J. Alfred Prufrock? 1 read about him
again last night. He didn't act when he had the chance and he regretted it therest of hislife. That'skind of
slly, don't you think? If you've got time to regret not doing something, then you've got time to go back
anddoit.”

Lauralooked out toward the axis, where a group of peda planes were spiraling around one another in
anear-weightless aeria dogfight. After atime Teigh redized she wasn't going to answer.

"Sorry," hesaid. "l guessit'snone of my business.”

Sheturned back to face him and said, "Yesitis. You'reafriend, and friends are entitled to worry
about each other. But remember, not everybody wants to change. Some of us are comfortable just the
way weare."

Teigh nodded. "Point taken," he said. But at the same time he wasthinking but there's a difference
between comfort and complacence.

* * *

The lifesystem project was taking up even more of Teigh'stime now that they had started construction
on it, but he till made a point of coming to vist Lauraat least twice aweek. He showed her acouple
more times how to turn on the computer and call up books from the library and how to print them out on
paper if she still wanted to read them that way, but even though she learned how he never saw any



evidence that she had done it on her own.

It bothered him. He supposed everyone had the right to live their life the way they wanted to, but at
the sametimeit seemed such awaste for her to St around in her gpartment with her cats and her plants
and do nothing. She till had agood thirty yearsleft--moreif she would stay active--but it was obvious
sheld dready given up and was just watching hersaf grow old.

Hetried to get her out more, going with her to the library since she wouldn't use the computer and
taking her shopping when she felt like going and even taking her on the gondola around the curve of the
colony on one particularly adventurous day. She seemed genuinely happy to get out, and that reinforced
Teigh's conviction that even though she said she didn't want it, what she redly needed was achangein
scenery.

"Y ou know," he said one day while he fended off atriple assault from the now-adolescent kittens, "you
ought to comewith usto Alpha Centauri.”

Lauralooked a him asif he'd suggested something obscene. "Me, on astarship? Forget it."

"No, I'm serious. The crew selection committee would jump at the chance to bring you aong.”

"What would they want with an old lady? Starships are for young people.”

"Starships are for everybody. The human raceisn't al under thirty, and it'd be amistake to make a
starship crew that way. They'd drive each other nuts.”

"So you need afew coots and geezersto keep you al sane. Makestons of senseto me."

Teigh thought of his pine root that he carried with him from gpartment to apartment, how smply
looking at its gnarled, aged branches could calm him down after a particularly hectic day, but he could
think of no way to tell Lauraabout it without embarrassing them both. So he smply said, "It'strue. We
need interesting people no matter how old they are. Y ou should apply for the crew.”

Laurashook her head. " There's something my grandmother used to say; she was talking about
arrplanes, but it still gpplies. She said 'l want to keep my feet right on the old terrafirma, and the more
firmathelessterra’ That's metoo."

"Y ou came here, to Spacehome,” Teigh pointed out. "Thisisn't redly what I'd call terrafirma”

"David builtit," she said, asif that ended the discusson.

"WEe're using hisdesign on the ship too.”

"Hrumph."

"At least come have alook at it. Remember, you've sill got to show me Cassiopeia, too."

She amiled. "Maybe," she said. "Maybe | will."

"Today?'

"No."

"Oh comeon. It'sagood day for atrip outside."

"No, redly, I--"

Teigh remembered what she was using for afish bowl and said, "Don't worry about the goldfish. We
can rent you asuit.”

Lauralaughed and shook her head. Without aword she got up and went into the living room for the
helmet, brought it back, and pulled out the plastic bag that held the fish. "I'm an eccentric old coot,” she
sad, "but I'm not about to ruin my spacesuit. All right. Show me your starship.”

"That'sthe spirit,” Teigh said, standing.

Lauradug therest of her suit out of a closet and blew the dust off of it, checked to make sure she
could il fit into it, and pronounced herself ready. They had to stop on the way to the airlock to fill her
air tanks and put a new battery in the backpack, and as a precaution Teigh had the attendant pressure
test the suit to two atmospheres while hewas at it. It passed the test, and fifteen minutes | ater they were
at theairlock, Teigh climbing into his own suit that he kept there,

"How do you fed?" he asked for about the tenth time. The colony's two main airlocks were at either
end, at the center of the spin axis where someone going outside wouldn't be flung out into space, and he
was concerned about her reaction to zero-gee.

She held out her hands thumbs up, and over the suit radio said, "Fine, for aterrified old lady. Let's hit



vacuum before | decide to go back home and knit something instead.”

"All right, herewe go." Teigh checked the seals on both suits one last time, led the way into the
airlock, and pressed the cycle button. Their suits stiffened with the drop in pressure, and the outer door
opened to space.

"Takemy hand," he said.

Lauradid, and he led her out onto the surface of the colony. He could hear her breathing hard, but
after aminute or so she said, "Hah. Hasn't changed much. Where's this ship of yours?'

Teigh smiled. Shed beall right. "Straight out,” he said, pointing overhead.

Sheleaned back, tilting her head back till more, and said, "Oh. Doesn't look like much from here.”

"It's twenty kilometers out. Well take a car over."

"Okay. Lead on."

The cars were kept in agarage beside the airlock; Teigh checked one out and helped Laurainside,
then set its autopilot for the starship and settled back for the five-minute trip. "So," he said, "where's
Cassiopeia?’

Lauraleaned forward and looked out the front windows for aminute, then turned to the side. "Got to
be ableto find the Dipper first," she said. "What have they done with it? Not there; that's Sagittarius.
Hah, that's a clue. Sagittariusthere puts the Dipper... there. Got it." She pointed out Teigh's window.
"Seeit?"

"The Big Dipper?"

"Right. Now you follow the pointer stars north, past Polaris, right on over to--" Therewasapop likea
bursting balloon, and Lauras surprised exclamation was drowned out in the hiss of escaping air.

Teigh could see the blowout in her suit where the underarm seam had ripped when she stretched it to
point. Pressure testing hadn't caught the weskness there. He felt panic closing in at the Sight, but it
receded when he remembered where they were. The car had itsown air.

"Hold your arm tight to your side!" he said as he searched for the car's pressure control. Laura
couldn't have heard him over the how! of air rushing through her suit, but she didn't need to betold to
plug the lesk. She pinned the arm down and doubled over to the side.

The car's controls seemed a sudden blur of switches and dialsto Teigh. He had gotten afull briefing on
them al when he had first come up to the colony, and he had passed hisflying test with ease, but for the
quick trips back and forth to the ship he had never pressurized the cabin and now, months later, he had
forgotten how to do it. He heard the hiss of Laurasair dwindling as her suit tanks bled dry, and till he
hadn't found the right control. Fighting panic, he began to read the label's one by one and findly found the
right switch, then dmost brokeit off in hishasteto flip it on.

Air rushed into the car. Teigh reached out and pulled off Laura's helmet, but she wasn't breathing and
there was blood on her lips.

Hefdt the gentle tug as the forward rocketsfired to dow the car for docking with the starship.
Looking up he saw itsfamiliar shape growing nearer, and he switched his suit radio to the emergency
channd and shouted, "Blowout! 1've got someone with asuit blowout. Help me!™

"Where are you?"' acam voice asked.

"Cominginacar. I've got the cabin pressurized now, but she was in vacuum for awhile, and she's not
bresthing.”

"I'm opening the emergency lock. Isyour car on autopilot?!

"y es"

"Switch to remote. The red switch on the upper right corner of the--"

"Got it."

"Hang on," the voice said, and at the same time the car's thrust doubled and it swung around past the
aft of the ship and curved in toward astill-widening rectangle of light. The car shot in through the lock,
gl decelerating, the door dammed shut behind it, and within seconds people were pulling Laura out and
ripping off the rest of her suiit.

Teigh watched helplesdy while the medicsforced air into her lungs and tried to stimulate her heart into



besting again, getting nothing, nothing, nothing... and then afaint beat that faltered and stopped again.
More breathing and pushing on the chest and another heartbest, this one holding for awhile longer before
it slopped. Again, thistime with pure oxygen.

At last Laurawas breathing on her own; ahorrible, bubbling breathing that made Teigh sick to listen to
it, but shewasdive agan.

Asthe medics carried her into the ship, one of them turned to Teigh. "Areyou dl right?’

He managed to nod.

"She's going to makeit. Y ou did good. She'slucky you werethere.”

Teigh shook his head. Hefound hisvoice and said, "Not so. If she was lucky she wouldn't have met
me. Wouldn't have had some stupid kid dragging her around doing things she didn't want to do in the first
place. | damn near got her killed."

*

* *

Hetold her the same thing when they let him in to see her afew hourslater. She wasinsde an oxygen
bubble and her voice was barely awhisper, but her response was clear al the same. "Wrong. My suit
blew because... it was too damned old... but that doesn't mean | am. | used to think | was, but I... had a
lot of timeto think about it... while my lifeflashed in front of me. Y ou wereright, itd beslly...todieina
rocking chair. I'd rather go out in the middle... of something, like David did.”

"You--" almost did, No. Wrong thing to say. Instead he said, "Y ou're ill invited on thetrip to Alpha
Centauri."

Laurawas dlent for along time, so long that Teigh thought she had fallen adeep with her eyes open,
but just as he was about to get up she nodded once and said, " So when do we leave?'

* * *
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