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There was an dien on the surface of the planet. A Kyklops had teleported into Overlook Station, and
then flown down on the shuttle. Since, unlike humans, it could teleport without apparatus, presumably it
took the shuttle for the ride. The Kyklops wore a human body, controlled through an n-dimensiona
interface, and took its pleasuresin the human fashion.

The Kyklops expressed an interest in Anthony’ swork, but Anthony avoided it: he stayed at seaand
listened to diens of another kind.

Anthony was't interested in meeting aienswho knew more than he did.

The boat drifted in acold current and listened to the cries of the sea. A tall grey swell wasrolling infrom
the southwest, crossing with awind-driven eagterly chop. The boat tossed, caught in the confusion of
wave patterns.

It was adoppy ocean, somehow unsatisfactory. Marking adoppy day.
Anthony felt athing twist in hismind. Something thet, in its own time, would lead to anger.

The boat had been out here, both in the warm current and then in the cold, for three days. Each more
unsatisfactory than the last.

The growing swell was being driven toward land by astorm that was breaking up fifty miles out to sea:
the remnants of the sorm itsalf would arrive by midnight and make things even more unpleasant. Spray
feathered across the tops of the waves. The day was growing cold.

Spindrift pattered across Anthony’ s shoulders. He ignored it, concentrated instead on the long, grating
harmonic moan picked up by the microphones his boat dangled into the chill current. The moan ended on
aseries of clicksand trailed off. Anthony tapped his computer deck. A resolution appeared on the



screen. Anthony shaded his eyes from the pale sun and looked at it.

Anthony gazed stonily at the trandation tree. “1 am rising toward and thinking hungrily about the
dippery-tasting coordinates’ actually made the most objective sense, but the righthand branch of the tree
was the most literal and most of what Anthony suspected was context had been logt. “1 and the oily
current arein a state of motion toward one another” was perhaps more litera, but “We (the oily deep
and |) arein acold state of mind” was perhaps equdly vdid.

The boat gave a corkscrew lurch, dropped down the face of aswell, cameto an abrupt halt at the end of
itsdrogue. Water dapped against the stern. A mounting screw, come loose from a bracket on the bridge,
fell and danced brightly across the deck.

The screw and the deck are in astate of relative motion, Anthony thought. The screw and the deck arein
amotion state of mind.

Wrong, he thought, there is no Other in the Dwellers speech.

We, | and the screw and the deck, are feding cold.

We, | and the Dweller below, arein astate of mutual incomprehension.
A bad day, Anthony thought.

Inchoate anger burned deep insde him.

Anthony saved the trandation and got up from his seat. He went to the bridge and told the boat to
retrieve the drogue and head for Cabo Santa Pola at flank speed. He then went below and found a bottle
of bourbon that had three good swallows | ft.

Thetrailing microphones continued to record the sonorous moans from below, the sound now mingled
with the thrash of the boat’ s screws.

The screw danced on the deck as the engines built up speed. Its state of mind was not recorded.

The video news, displayed above the bar, showed the Kyklops making histour of the planet. The
Kyklops human body, male, wastal and blue-eyed and €legant. He made witty conversation and
showed off his naked chest asif hewere proud of it. His name was Telamon.

Hisredl body, Anthony knew, was atenuous uncorporeal mass somewherein n-dimensiona space. The
human body had been grown for it to wear, to move like a puppet. The nth dimension wasinteresting
only to amathematician: itsinhabitants preferred wearing flesh.

Anthony asked the bartender to turn off the vid. The yacht club bar was called the Leviathan, and
Anthony hated the name. His creatures were too important, too much themsalves, to be awarded aname
that stank of human myth, of human resonance that had nothing to do with the creatures themselves.
Anthony never caled them Leviathans himsdlf. They were Deep Dwellers.

Therewas apicture of a presumed L eviathan above the bar. Sometimes bits of matter were washed up
on shore, thin tenuous membranes, long tentacles, bits of phosphorescence, dl encrusted with the local
equivaent of barnacles and infested with parasites. It was assumed the stuff had broken loose from the
larger Dwdller, or were bits of one that had died. The artist had done his best and painted something that



looked like awhale covered with tentacl es and seaweed.

The place had fake-nautical decor, nets, harpoons, flashing rods, and knick-knacks made from
driftwood, and the bar was regularly infected by tourigts: that made it even worse. But the regular
bartender and the divemaster and the steward were real sailors, and that made the yacht club bearable,
gave him some company. His mail was ddlivered here aswell.

Tonight the bartender was a substitute named Christopher: he was married to the owner’ s daughter and
got hisjob that way. He was afleshy, sullen man and no company.

We, thought Anthony, theworld and |, are drinking one. Anger burned in him, anger at the qudity of
the day and the opacity of the Dwellers and the storm that beet brainlesdy at the windows.

“Got the bagtard!” A man was pounding the bar. “Drinkson me.” He wastalking loudly, and he wore
gold rings on hisfingers. Raindrops sparkled in his hair. He wore a flashing harness, just in case anyone
missed why he was here. Hatred settled in Anthony like poisonin hisbdlly.

“Got athirty-foot flasher,” the man said. He pounded the bar again. “Me and Nick got it hung up outside.
Four hours. A four-hour fight!” “Why have afight with something you can't eat?” Anthony said.

The man looked a him. He looked maybe twenty, but Anthony could tell he was old, centuries old
maybe. Old and vain and stupid, Supid asaboy. “It'sagamefish,” the man said.

Anthony looked into the fisherman’ s eyes and saw areflection of hisown contempt. “Y ou wannafight,”
he said, “you wanna have a game, fight something smart. Not adumb animal that you can outsmart, that
onceyou catch it will only rot and stink.”

That wasthe start.

Onceit began, it didn’t take long. The man’ srings cut Anthony’ s face, and Anthony was smaller and
lighter, but the man telegraphed every move and kept leading with hisright. When it was over, Anthony
left him on the floor and stepped out into the downpour, stood done in the hammering rain and let the
water wash the blood from hisface. The whiskey and the rage were aflame that licked his nervesand
madethem sng.

He began walking down the street. Heading for another bar.

GRACE(2) meant grace in the sense of physical grace, dexterity, harmony of motion, as opposed to
gpiritua grace, which was GRACE(1). The Dwdler that Anthony was listening to wasengaged in a
diaogue with another, possibly the same known to the computer as 41, who might be named “ Upwelling
Reflection,” but Degp Dwdler naming systems seemed inconsistent, depending largely on a context that
was asyet opague, and “upwdling reflection” might have to do with something else entirely.

Anthony suspected the Dwdller had just said hello.
Sdt water smarted on the cuts on Anthony’ s face. His swollen knuckles
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pained him as he tapped the keys of his computer deck. He never suffered from hangover, and hismind
seemed filled with an exemplary clarity; heworked rgpidly, with burning efficiency. His body felt
energized.



Hewas out of the cold Kirst Current today, in awarm, calm subtropical seaon the other side of the Las
Madres archipelago. The difference of forty nautical mileswas astonishing.

The sun warmed his back. Swest prickled on his scalp. The sea sparkled
under aviolet ky.
The other Dweller answered.

Through his bare feet, Anthony could fedl the subsonic overtones vibrating through the boat. Something in
the cabin rattled. The microphones recorded the sounds, raised the subsonicsto an audible leve, played
it back. The computer made its attempt.

A9140 was a phrase that, as yet, had no trandation.

The Dweller language, Anthony had discovered, had no separation of subject and object; it wasatraitin
common with the Earth cetaceans whose languages Anthony had first learned. “1 swim toward theidand”
was not agrammatica possbility: “I and theidand are in acondition of swimming toward one another”
was the nearest possible gpproximation.

The Dwellerslived in darkness, and, like Earth’ s cetaceans, in aliquid medium. Perhaps they were
psychologicdly unable to separate themsel ves from their environment, from their fluid surroundings.
Never gpproaching the surface—it was presumed they could not survivein anon-pressurized
environment—they had no idea of the upper limit of their world.

They were surrounded by aliquid three-dimensiona wholeness, not an air-earth-sky environment from
which they could consider themselves separate.

A high-pitched whooping came over the speakers, and Anthony smiled as he listened. The singer was
one of the humpbacks that he had imported to this planet, amale called The One with Two Notches on
His Starboard Fluke.

Two Notches was one of the brighter whales, and also the most playful. Anthony ordered his computer
to trandate the humpback speech.

ANTHONY, | AND A PLACE OF BAD SMELLSHAVE FOUND ONE ANOTHER, BUT THIS
HASNOT DETERRED OUR HUNGER.

The computer played back the message asit displayed the trandation, and Anthony could understand
more context from the sound of the origina speech: that Two Notches wasfloating in acold layer
beneath the bad smell, and that the bad smell was methane or something like it—humans couldn’t smell
methane, but whales could. The over-litera trandation was an aid only, to remind Anthony of idiomshe
might have forgotten.

Anthony’ s name in humpback was actualy He Who Has Brought Us to the Sea of Rich Strangeness, but
the computer trandated it Smply. Anthony tapped hisreply.

What isit that stinks, Two Notches?

SOME KIND OF HORRID JELLYFISH. WERE THEY-AND-I FEEDING, THEY-AND-|
WOULD SPIT ONEANOTHER OUT. ¥/ THEY WILL GIVE THEM/ME A NAME: THEY/ME
ARE THE JELLYHSH THAT SMELL LIKE INDIGESTION.

That is a good name, Two Notches.



| AND A SMALL BOAT DISCOVERED EACH OTHER EARLIER TODAY . WE ITCHED, SO
WE SCRATCHED OUR BACK ON THE BOAT. THE HUMANSAND | WERE STARTLED. WE
HAD A GOOD LAUGH TOGETHER IN SPITE OF OUR HUNGER.

Meaning that Two Notches had risen under the boat, scratched his back on it, and terrified the
passengers witless. Anthony remembered the first time this had happened to him back on Earth, avast
female humpback rising up without warning, one long scalloped fin breaking the water to port, the rest of
the whale to starboard, thrashing in cetacean ddlight asit rubbed itself against aboat half itslength.
Anthony had clung to the gunwale, horrified by what the whale could do to his boat, but <till exhilarated,
delighted at the Sight of the cresture and its glorious joy.

Still, Two Notches ought not to play too many pranks on the tourists.

We should he careful, Two Notches. Not all humans possess our sense of humor, especially if they
are hungry.

WE WERE BORED, ANTHONY. MATING ISOVER, FEEDING HASNOT BEGUN. ALSO, IT
WASNICK'SBOAT THAT GOT SCRATCHED. IN OUR OPINION NICK AND | ENJOY ED
OURSELVES, EVEN THOUGH WE WERE HUNGRY, :.

Hunger and food seemed to be the humpback subtheme of the day. Humpback songs, like the human,
were made up of text and chorus, the chorus repesting itsdlf, with variations, through the message.

/ and Nick will ash each other and find out, as we feed.

Anthony tried to participate in the chorus/response about food, but he found himsalf continudly frusirated
at hisclumsy phrasing. Fortunately the whaeswere tolerant of his efforts.

HAVE WE LEARNED ANYTHING ABOUT THE ONES THAT SWIM DEEP AND DO NOT
BREATHE AND FEED ON OBSCURE THINGS?

Not yet, Two Notches. Something has interrupted usin our hungry quest

A CONDITION OF MISFORTUNE EXISTS, LIKE UNTO HUNGER. WE MUST LEARN TO BE
QUICKER.

We will try, Two Notches. After we eat.

WE WOULD LIKE TO SPEAK TO THE DEEP DWELLERS NOW, AND FEED WITH THEM,
BUT WE MUST BREATHE.

We will speak to ourselves another time, after feeding.
WE ARE IN A CONDITION OF HUNGER, ANTHONY. WE MUST EAT SOON.
We will remember our hunger and make plans.

The mating and calving season for the humpbacks was over. Most of the whaes were aready heading
north to their summer feeding grounds, where they would do little but eat for sx months. Two Notches
and one of the other males had remained in the vicinity of Las Madres asafavor to Anthony, who used
them to assist in locating the Deep Dwellers, but soon—in amatter of days—the pair would have to head
north. They hadn’t eaten anything for nearly haf ayear; Anthony didn’t want to Sarve them.



But when the whaleseft, Anthony would be done—again—uwith the Deep Dwdlers. He didn’t want to
think about that.

The system’ s second sun winked across the waves, rising now. It was awhite dwarf and emitted
dangerous amounts of X-rays. The boat’ sfalkner generator, triggered by the computer, snapped on a
field that surrounded the boat and guarded it from energetic radiation. Anthony felt the warmth on his
shoulders decrease. He turned his attention back to the Deep Dwellers.

A blaze of ddlight rosein Anthony. The Dwellers, he redlized, had overheard his conversation with Two
Notches, and were commenting on it. Furthermore, he knew, A9140 probably was averb form having
to do with hearing—the Dwdlers had alot of them. “1/Y ou hear the shrill sounds from above’” might do
asaworking trandation, and athough he had no idea how to trandate C22, he suspected it wasa
comment on the sounds. In afever, Anthony began to work. As he bent over his keys he heard, through
water and bone, the sound of Two Notches singing.

The Milky Way was adim watercolor wash overhead. An odd twilight hung over Las Madres, a
near-darkness that marked the hours when only the dwarf star wasin the sky, providing little visible light
but still pouring out X-rays. Cabo Santa Polalay in abright glowing crescent across the boat’ s path.
Music drifted from awaterfront tavern, providing a counterpoint to the Degp Dweller speech that il
rang in Anthony’ s head. A familiar figure waited on the dock, standing beneath the yellow lamp that
marked Anthony’ s dip. Anthony waved and throttled the boat back.

A good day. Even &fter the yellow sun had set, Anthony still felt in asunny mood. A9140 had been
codified as“ligen(H),” meaning listen soldly in the sense of listening to a sound thet originated from far
outsde the Dwdlers norma sphere—from outside their entire universe, in fact, which spoke volumes for
the way the Dwelers saw themsdlvesin relation to their world. They knew something else was up there,
and their speech could make careful distinction between the world they knew and could perceive directly
and the onethey didn't. C22 was a descriptive term involving patterning: the Dwellersrealized that the
cetacean speech they’ d been hearing wasn't smply random. Which spoke rather well for their cognition.

Anthony turned the boat and backed into the dip. Nick Kanellopoul os, whom the humpbacks caled The
One Who Chases Bad-Tasting Fish, took the sternline that Anthony threw him and tied it expertly to a
cleat. Anthony shut off the engines, took abowline, and hopped to the dock. He bent over the cleat and
meade hisknot.

“Y ou’ ve gotta stop beeting up my customers, Anthony,” Nick said.
Anthony said nothing.
“Y ou even send your damn whalesto harassme.”

Anthony jumped back into the boat and stepped into the cabin for asmall canvas bag that held his gear
and the data cubes containing the Dweller’ s conversation. When he stepped back out of the cabin, he
saw Nick standing on one foot, the other poised to step into the boat. Anthony gave Nick alook and
Nick pulled hisfoot back. Anthony smiled. He didn’t like people on his boat.

“Dinner?’ he asked.

Nick gazed at him. A muscle moved in the man’s cheek. He was dapper, olive-skinned, about a century
old, the second-youngest human on the planet. He looked in hislate teens. He wore a persond falkner
generator on his bt that protected him from the dwarf’ s X-rays.



“Dinner. Fine.” His brown eyeswere concerned. “Y ou look like hell, Anthony.”

Anthony rubbed the stubble on his cheeks. “I fed on top of theworld,” he said.

“Half thetime you don’t even talk to me. | don’t know why I’'m eating supper with you."

“Let me clean up. Then we can go to the Mary Villa”

Nick shook hishead. “Okay,” he said. “But you' re buying. Y ou cost me acustomer last night.”
Anthony dapped him on the shoulder. “Least | can do, | guess”

A good day.

Near midnight. Winds best at theidand' s old vol canic cone, pushed down the crowns of trees. A shuttle,
black againgt the darkness of the sky, rose in absolute silence from the port on the other side of the
idand, heading toward the bright fixed star that was Overlook Station. The aien, Telamon, was aboard,
or so the newscasts reported.

Deep Dwdlerstill sang in Anthony’ s head. Mail in hand, he let himsdlf in through the marina gate and
waked toward hisdip. The smell of the searose around him. He stretched, yawned. Belched up abit of
the tequila he’ d been drinking with Nick. He intended to get an early start and head back to seabefore
dawn.

Anthony paused benegth alight and opened the large envel ope, pulled out page proofs that had been
mailed, a ahigh cogt, from the offices of the Xenobiology Review on Kemps. Discontent scratched at
his nerves. He frowned as he glanced through the pages. He' d written the article over ayear before, at
the end of thefirst spring he' d spent here, and just glancing through it he now found the article
over-tentative, over-forma, and, worse, dmost pleading in its attempt to justify his decision to move
himsdf and the whales here. The pd pable defens veness made him want to squirm.

Disgust filled him. Hisfingers clutched at the pages, then tore the proofs across. His body spun full circle
as he scaled the proofs out to the sea. The wind scattered thick chunks of paper across the dark waters
of themarina

He stalked toward his boat. Bile rose in histhroat. He wished he had a bottle of tequilawith him. He
amost went back for one before he realized the liquor stores were closed.

“Anthony Maddena?”

Shewasalittle gawky, and her skin was pale. Dark hair in asinglelong braid, deep eyes, abit of an
overbite. She waswaiting for him at the end of hisdip, under the light. She had a bag over one shoulder.

Anthony stopped. Dull anger flickered in hisbelly. He didn’t want anyone taking notice of the bruises and
cutson hisface. He turned his head away as he stepped into his boat, dropped his bag on a sest.

“Mr. Madalena. My nameis Philana Telander. | came hereto seeyou.”
“How'dyou get in?’

She gestured to the boat two dips down, atal FPS-powered yacht shaped like aflat ova with atall
flybridge jutting from its center so that the pilot could see over wavetops. It would fly from place to
place, but she could put it down in the water if she wanted. No doubt she' d bought atemporary



membership at the yacht club.

“Nice boat,” said Anthony. It would have cost her afair bit to haveit gated here. He opened the hatch to
hisforward cabin, tossed his bag onto the long couch insde.

“I meant,” shesad, “| cameto this planet to seeyou.”

Anthony didn’t say anything, just straightened from his stoop by the hatch and looked at her. She shifted
from one foot to another. Her skin wasyelow in the light of the lamp. She reached into her bag and
fumbled with something.

Anthony waited.

The clicks and sobs of whales sounded from the recorder in her hand.

“I wanted to show you what I’ ve been able to do with your work. | have some articles coming up in
Cetology Journal but they won't be out for awhile.”

“You'vedone very wdl,” said Anthony. Tequilaswirled in hishead. Hewas having ahard time
concentrating on asubject as difficult aswhale speech.

Philana had specidized in communication with female humpbacks. It was harder to talk with thefemales:
athough they were curious and playful, they weren't vocd like the bulls, their language was deeper,
briefer, more persond. They made no songs. It was almost asif, solely in the realm of speech, the cows
were autistic. Their psychology was different and complicated, and Anthony had had little successin
establishing any lasting communication. The cows, he had redlized, were speaking a second tongue: the
humpbacks were essentidly bilingual, and Anthony had only learned one of their languages.

Philana had succeeded where Anthony had found only frustration. She had built from hiswork,
established astructure and basis for communication. She gtill wasn't as easy in her speech with the cows
as Anthony was with abull like Two Notches, but she was far closer than Anthony had ever been.

Steam rose from the coffee cup in Philana s hand as she poured from Anthony’ s vacuum flask. She and
Anthony sat on the cushioned benchesin the stern of Anthony’ s boat. Tequila till buzzed in Anthony’s
head. Conflicting urges warred in him. He didn’t want anyone el se here, on his boat, thiscloseto his
work; but Philana s discoveries were too interesting to shut her out entirely. He swallowed more coffee.

“Ligentothis” Philanasaid. “It' sfascinating. A cow teaching her caf about life.”” Shetouched the
recorder, and muttering filled the air. Anthony had difficulty understanding: the cow’ sidiom was complex,
and bore none of the poetic repetition that made the males’ language easier to follow. Findly he shook
his heed.

“Go ahead and turn it off,” hesaid. “I’'m picking up only one phrasein five. | can’'t follow it.”
Philana seemed startled. “Oh. I'm sorry. | thought—"
Anthony twisted uncomfortably in his seet. “I don’t know every goddamn thing about whales,” he said.

The recorder fell slent. Wind rattled the canvas awning over the flybridge. Savage discontent settled into
Anthony’s mind. Suddenly he needed to get rid of thiswoman, get her off his boat and head to searight
now, away from dl the things on land that could trip him up.



He thought of hisfather upside-down in the smokehouse. Not moving, arams dangling.

He should apologize, heredized. We are, he thought, in acondition of permanent gpology.
“I’'msorry,” hesaid. “I’'mjust... not used to deding with people.”

“Sometimes | wonder,” she said. “I’ m only twenty-one, and...”

“Yes?’ Blurted suddenly, the tequilatalking. Anthony felt disgust at his own awkwardness.

Philanalooked at the planks. “Yes. Truly. I'm twenty-one, and sometimes people get impatient with me
for reasons | don’t understand.”

Anthony’ svoice was quiet. “1’ m twenty-x.”

Philanawas surprised. “But. | thought.” She thought for along moment. It seems|’ ve been reading your
papersfor...”

“I wasfirgt published at twenty,” he said. “Thefinback article”
Philanashook her head. “1’d never have guessed. Particularly after what | saw in your new XR paper.”

Anthony’ sreaction was ingtant. “ Y ou saw that?” Another spasm of disgust touched him. Tequilaburned
in hisveins. His stomach turned over. For some reason his arms were trembling.

“A friend on Kemps sent me an advance copy, | thought it was brilliant. The way you were able to codify
your conceptions about arace of which you could realy know nothing, and haveit al pan out when you
began to understand them. That’ s an incredible achievement.”

“It'sapiece of crap.” Anthony wanted more tequilabadly. His body was shaking. He tossed the remains
of his coffee over his shoulder into the sea. 1’ ve learned so much since. I’ ve given up even trying to
publishit. Thedelaysaretoo long. Evenif | put it on the nets, I'd till haveto take thetimeto writeit,
and I’ d rather spend my time working.”

“I'dliketo seeit.”
Heturned away from her. “I don’'t show my work till it’sfinished.”
“I... didn't mean to intrude.”

Apology. He could fed aknife twisting in hisbelly. He spoke quickly. “I'm sorry, Miss Tdlander. It's
late, and I’ m not used to company. I’m not entirely well.” He stood, took her arm. Ignoring her surprise,
he dmost pulled her to her feet. “Maybe tomorrow. We Il talk again.”

Sheblinked up a him. “Yes. I'd like that.”

“Good night.” He rushed her off the boat and stepped below to the head. He didn’t want her to hear
what was going to happen next. Acid rosein histhroat. He clutched his middle and bent over the small
toilet and let the spasms take him. The convulsons wracked him long after he was dry. After it was over
he stood shakily, staggered to the sink, washed hisface. His sinus burned and brought tearsto his eyes.
He threw himsdlf on the couch.

In the morning, before dawn, he cast off and motored out into the quiet sea



The other male, The One Who Sings of Others, found a pair of Dwellers engaged in along conversation
and hovered above them. Histrangponder led Anthony to the place, fifty miles south into the bottomless
tropica ocean. The Dwedlers conversation was dense. Anthony understood perhaps one word-phrasein
ten. Sings of Othersinterrupted from timeto timeto tell Anthony how hungry he was.

The recordings would require days of work before Anthony could even begin to make sense of them. He
wanted to Say on the dte, but the Dwdlersfell slent, neither Anthony nor Sings of Others could find
another conversation, and Anthony was near out of supplies. He'd been working so intently he'd never
got around to buying food.

The white dwarf had set by the time Anthony motored into harbor. Dweller mutterings did achaotic
dancein hismind. Hefdt atwist of annoyance at the sight of Philana Telander jumping from her big air
yacht to the pier. She had obvioudy been waiting for him.

Hethrew her the bowline and she made fast. As he stepped onto the dock and fastened the sternline, he
noticed sunburn reddening her cheeks. She’ d spent the day on the ocean.

“Sorry | left so early,” he said. “One of the humpbacks found some Dwdllers, and their conversation
sounded interesting.”

She looked from Anthony to his boat and back. “ That’ sal right,” she said. “I shouldn’t have talked to
you lagt night. Not when you wereill.”

Anger flickered in hismind. She' d heard him being sick, then.
“Too much to drink,” he said. He jumped back into the boat and got his gear.
“Have you eaten?’ she asked. “ Somebody told me about a place caled the VillaMary.”

Hethrew his bag over one shoulder. Dinner would be his penance. “1’ [l show you,” he said.

“Mary was awoman who died,” Anthony said. “One of the origina Knight's Move people. She choseto
die, refused the trestments. Shedidn’t believein living forever.” Helooked up at the arched ceiling, the
moldings on walsand celling, theinitids ML worked into the decoration. “Brian McGivern built this
placein her memory,” Anthony said. “He sbuilt alot of placeslikethis, on different worlds”

Philanawas looking at her plate. She nudged aichthyoid exomembrane with her fork. “I know,” she said.
“I'vebeenin afew of them.”

Anthony reached for his glass, took adrink, then stopped himsdlf from taking asecond swallow. He
redized that he’ d drunk most of abottle of wine. He didn’t want arepetition of last night.

With an effort he put the glass down.
“She' ssomeone | think about, sometimes,” Philana said. “ About the choice she made.”

“Yes?” Anthony shook hishead. “Not me. | don’t want to spend ahundred years dying. If | ever decide
todie I'll doit quick.”

“That’ swhat people say. But they never do it. They just get older and older. Stranger and stranger.” She
raised her hands, made a gesture that took in the room, the decorations, the entire white building on its
diff overlooking the sea. “ Get old enough, you start doing things like building VillaMarysal over the



gaaxy. McGivern's an oldest-generation immortal, you know. Maybe the wedthiest human anywhere,
and he spends histime immortalizing someone who didn’t want immortdity of any kind.”

Anthony laughed. “ Sounds like you' re thinking of becoming aDiehard.”
Shelooked a him steadily. “Yes”

Anthony’ slaughter froze abruptly. A cool shock passed through him. He had never spoken to aDiehard
before: the only ones he' d met were people who mumbled at him on streetcorners and passed out
incoherent religioustracts.

Philanalooked at her plate. “I’m sorry,” she sad.

“Why sorry?’

“I shouldn’'t have brought it up.”

Anthony reached for hiswine glass, stopped himsdlf, put hishand down. “I'm curious.”
She gavealittle, gpologetic laugh. “1 may not go through with it.”

“Why even think about it?’

Philanathought along time before answering. “ I’ ve seen how the whales accept death. So graceful about
it, so matter-of-fact—and they don’t even have the myth of an afterlife to comfort them. If they get sick,
they just beach themselves, and their friends try to keep them company. And when | try to give mysdf a
reason for living beyond my natura span, | can't think of any. All I can think of isthewhaes”

Anthony saw the smokehousein hismind, hisfather with hisarms hanging, the fingers touching the dusty
floor. “Deathisn’'t nice”

Philanagave him askdeta grin and took aquick drink of wine. “With any luck,” shesaid, “death isn’t
anythingat dl.”

Wind chilled the night, pouring upon the town through adot in theidand' s volcanic cone. Anthony
watched a streamlined head asit moved in the dark windwashed water of the marina. The head bel onged
to a coldblooded amphibian that lived in the warm surf of the Las Madres; the creature was known
mideadingly asalLasMadres sed. They had little fear of humanity and were curious about the new
arrivas. Anthony stamped afoot on the dip. Planks boomed. The sedl’ s head disappeared with a soft
splash. Ripples spread in garlight, and Anthony smiled.

Philana had stepped into her yacht for a swester. She returned, cast a glance at the water, saw nothing.
“Can| ligten to the Dwdlers?’ she asked. “I'd like to hear them.”

Despite his resentment at her imposition, Anthony gppreciated her being careful with the term: she hadn’t
caled them Leviathans once. He thought about her request, could think of no reason to refuse save his
own stubborn reluctance. The Dweller sounds were just background noise, meaninglessto her. He
stepped onto his boat, took a cube from his pocket, put it in the trapdoor, pressed the PLAY button.
Dweller murmuringsfilled the cockpit. Philana stepped from the dock to the boat. She shivered inthe
wind. Her eyeswere pools of dark wonder.

“So different.”



“Areyou surprised?’

“1 suppose not.”

“Thisisn't really what they sound like. What you' re hearing is a computer-generated metaphor for the
red thing. Much of their communication is subsonic, and the computer raises the sound to levelswe can
hear, and a so speedsit up. Sometimes the Dwellers take three or four minutes to speak what seemsto
be asmple sentence.”

“We would never have noticed them except for an accident,” Philanasaid. “That’ show dien they are”
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Humanity wouldn’t know of the Dwdlers existenceat dl if it weren't for the subsonics confusing some
automated sonar buoys, followed by an idiot computer assuming the sounds were deliberate interference
and initiating an ET scan. Any human would have looked at the data, concluded it was some kind of
seigmic interference, and programmed the buoysto ignoreiit.

“They'venoticed us,” Anthony said. “The other day | heard them discussing a conversation | had with
one of the humpbacks.”

Philanastraightened. Excitement was plain in her voice. “ They can conceptudize something diento
them.”

“yes”
Her response was ingtant, stepping on the last sibilant of hisanswer. “And
theorize about our existence.”

Anthony smiled at her eagerness. “I... don't think they’ ve got around
tothat yet.”

“But they areintdligent.”

“yes”

“Maybe more intdlligent than the whales. From what you say, they seem
quicker to conceptudize.”

“Inteligent in certain ways, perhaps. There' sill very little | understand
about them.”

“Can you teach meto talk to them?’

Thewind blew chill between them. “I don't,” he said, “talk to them.”

She seemed not to notice his change of mood, stepped closer. “Y ou haven't tried that yet? That would
seem to be reasonable, considering they’ ve dready noticed us.”

He could fed hishacklesrisng, menta defensesdiding into place. “1’m not proficient enough,” he said.

“If you could attract their attention, they could teach you.” Reasonably.



“No. Not yet.” Rage exploded in Anthony’s mind. He wanted her off his boat, away from hiswork, his
exigence. He wanted to be adlone again with his creatures, solitary witnessto the lonely and wonderful
interplay of dien minds.

“I never told you,” Philanasaid, “why I'm here.”
“No. Youdidn't.”

“I want to do some work with the humpback cows.”
“Why?'

Her eyeswidened dightly. She had detected the hotility in histone. “1 want to chart any linguistic
changesthat may occur asaresult of their move to another environment.” .

Through clouds of blinding resentment Anthony considered her plan. He couldn’t stop her, he knew:
anyone could talk to the whalesiif they knew how to doit. It might keep her away from the Dwellers.
“Fine” hesad.“Doit.”

Her look was chalenging. “I don't need your permission.”
“I know that.”

“Y ou don't own them.”

“I know that, too.”

Therewas a splash far out in the marina. The Las Madres sedl chasing afish. Philanawas still staring at
him. He looked back.

“Why areyou afraid of my getting closeto the Dwellers?’ she asked.

“Y ou’ ve been here two days. Y ou don't know them. Y ou’ re making al manner of assumptions about
what they’relike, and al you' veread is one obsolete article.”

“Y ou'rethe expert. But if my assumptions are wrong, you'refreeto tell me.”

“Humans interacted with whaes for centuries before they learned to spesk with them, and even now the
speech islimited and often confused. I’ ve only been heretwo and ahdf years.”

“Perhaps,” she said, “you could use some help. Write those papers of yours. Publish the data.”
Heturned away. “I’m doing fine,” he said.
“Glad to hear it.” Shetook along breath. “What did | do, Anthony? Tell me.”

“Nothing,” he said. Anthony watched the marinawaters, saw the amphibian surface, its head pulled back
to help dide afish downitsgullet. Philanawasjust standing there. We, thought Anthony, areina
condition of non-resolution.

“I work done,” hesaid. “1 immerse mysdf in their speech, in their environment, for monthsat atime.
Taking to ahuman breaks my concentration. | don’'t know how to talk to a person right now. After the
Dwéllers, you seem perfectly...”

“Alien?’ she said. Anthony didn’t answer. The amphibian did through the water, its head leaving a short,



dlver wake.

The boat rocked as Philana stepped from it to the dock: “Maybe we can talk later,” she said. “ Exchange
dataor something.”

“Yes” Anthony said. “We' Il do that.” Hiseyeswere ill on the sedl. Later, before he went to bed, he
told the computer to play Dweller speech dl night long.

Lying in hisbunk the next morning, Anthony heard Philana cast off her yacht. He felt acompulsionto talk
to her, apologize again, but in the end he stayed in hisrack, tried to concentrate on Dweller sounds. [/We
remain in acondition of solitude, he thought, the Dweller phrases coming eesily to hismind. Therewasa
brief shadow cast on the port beside him asthe big flying boat rose into the sky, then nothing but sunlight
and the dap of water on the pier supports. Anthony climbed out of his deeping bag and went into town,
provisioned the boat for aweek. He had been too close to land for too long: atrip into the sea,
surrounded by nothing but whales and Dweller speech, should cure him of his unease.

Two Notches had switched on his transponder: Anthony followed the beacon north, the boat rising easily
over deep bluerollers. Desiring sun, Anthony climbed to the flybridge and |owered the canvas cover.
Fifty miles north of Cabo Santa Polathere was aclear dividing linein thewater, alineasclear asa
meridian on achart, beyond which the seawas a degper, purer blue. The line marked the boundary of
the cold Kirst current that had journeyed, wreathed in mist from contact with the warmer air, afull three
thousand nautica milesfrom the region of the South Pole. Anthony crossed the line and rolled down his
deeves asthe temperature of theair fell.

He heard the first whae speech through his microphones as he entered the cold current: the sound hadn’t
carried across the turbulent frontier of warm water and cold. The whales were unclear, distant and mixed
with the sound of the screws, but he could tell from the rhythm that he was overhearing adiaogue.
Apparently Sings of Others had joined Two Notches north of Las Madres. It wasalong journey to
make overnight, but not impossible.

The cooler air wasinvigorating. The boat plowed astraight, efficient wake through the deep blue sea
Anthony’ s spiritsrose. Thiswas where he belonged, away from the clutter and complication of humanity.
Doing what he did best.

He heard something odd in the rhythm of the whaespeech; he frowned and listened more closdy. One of
the whaes was Two Notches: Anthony recognized his speech patterns easly after al thistime; but the
other wasn't Sings of Others. Therewas aclumsinessin its pattern of chorus and response.

The other was ahuman. Annoyance hummed in Anthony’ s nerves. Back on Earth, tourists or eager
amateur explorers sometimes bought cheap trandation programs and tried to talk to the whaes, but this
was no tourist program: it was too e oquent, too knowing. Philana, of course. She' d followed the
trangponder sgna and was busy gathering data about the humpback females. Anthony cut his engines
and let the boat drift dowly to put its bow into the wind; he deployed the microphones from their wellsin
the hull and listened. The song was bouncing off a colder layer below, and it echoed confusingly.

DEEP SWIMMER AND HER CALF, CALLED THE ONE THAT NUDGES, ARE POSSESSED
OF ONE ANOTHER. | AND THAT ONE AM THE FATHER. WE HUNGER FOR ONE
ANOTHER'S PRESENCE.

Apparently hunger was once again the subtheme of the day. The context told Anthony that Two Notches
was swimming in cool water benegth aboat. Anthony turned the volume up:



WE HUNGER TO HEAR OF DEEP SWIMMER AND OUR CALF.
That was the human response: limited in its phrasing and context, direct and to the point.

| AND DEEP SWIMMER ARE SHY. WE WILL NOT PLAY WITH HUMANS. INSTEAD WE
WILL PRETEND WE ARE HUNGRY AND VANISH INTO DEEP WATERS.

The boat lurched as aswell caught it at an awkward angle. Water splashed over the bow. Anthony
deployed the drogue and dropped from the flybridge to the cockpit. He tapped a message into the
computer and relayed it.

/ and Two Notches are pleased to greet ourselves. | and Two Notches hope we are not too hungry.

Thewhal € sreply was shaded with delight. HUNGRILY | AND ANTHONY GREET OURSELVES.
WE AND ANTHONY'’SFRIEND, AIR HUMAN, HAVE BEEN IN A CONDITION OF
CONVERSATION.

Air Human, from the flying yacht. Two Notcheswent on.

WE HAD FOUND OURSELVES SOME DEEP DWELLERS, BUT SOME MOMENTS AGO WE
AND THEY MOVED BENEATH A COLD LAYER AND OUR CONVERSATION ISLOST. |
STARVE FOR ITSRETURN.

The words echoed off the cold layer that stood like awall between Anthony and the Dwellers. The
humpback inflections were steeped in annoyance.

Our hunger is unabated, Anthony typed. But we will wait for the non-breathers* return.

WE CANNOT WAIT LONG. TONIGHT WE AND THE NORTH MUST BEGIN THE JOURNEY
TO OUR FEEDING TIME.

Thevoice of Air Human rumbled through the water. It sounded like a distant, throbbing engine. OUR
FINEST GREETINGS, ANTHONY. | AND TWO NOTCHESWILL TRAVEL NORTH
TOGETHER. THEN WE AND THE OTHERSWILL FEED.

Annoyance dammed into Anthony. Philana had abducted hiswhde. Clenching histeeth, hetyped acivil
reply:

Phase give our kindest greetings to our hungry brothers and sistersin the north.

By the time he transmitted his speech his anger had faded. Two Notches' departure wasinevitablein the
next few days, and he’ d known that. Still, aresdue of jedousy burned in him. Philanawould have the
whale' s company on its journey north: he would be stuck here by Las Madres without the keen whale
earsthat helped him find the Dwdllers.

Two Notches reply came smultaneoudy with aprogrammed reply from Philana. Lyrics about greetings,
hunger, feeding, calves, and joy whined through the water, bounced from the cold layer. Anthony looked
at the hash his computer made of the trand ation and laughed. He decided he might aswell enjoy Two
Notches company whileit lasted.

That was a strange message to hear from our friend, Two Mouths, he typed. “Notch” and “mouth”
were amost the same phrase: Anthony had just made a pun.

Whale amusement bubbled through the water. TWO MOUTHS AND | BELONG TO THE MOST



UNUSUAL FAMILY BETWEEN SURFACE AND COLD WATER. WE-ALL AND AIR
BREATHE EACH OTHER, BUT SOME OF USHAVE THE BAD FORTUNE TOLIVEINIT.

The sun warmed Anthony’ s shouldersin spite of the cool air. He decided to leave off the pursuit of the
Dwdlers and spend the day with his humpback.

He kicked off his shoes, then stepped down to his cooler and made himself a sandwich.

The Dwellers never came out from beneath the cold layer. Anthony spent the afternoon listening to Two
Notchestell stories about hisfamily. Now that the issue of hunger was resolved by thewha€ sdecison
to migrate, the cold layer beneath them became the new topic of conversation, and Two Notches
amused himsdlf by harmonizing with his own echo. Sings of Others arrived in late afternoon and
announced he had dready begun hisjourney: he and Two Notches decided to travel in company.

NORTHWARD HOMING! COLD WATERING! REUNION JOY OUS! The phrases dopplered
closer to Anthony’ s boat, and then Two Notches broke the water thirty feet off the port beam, sat water
pouring like Niagarafrom his black jaw, his scalloped fins spread like wings eager to teketheair...
Anthony’ s bresth went out of him in surprise. Heturned in his chair and |eaned away from the sght, half
infear and haf in awe... Even though he was used to the whales, the Sight never failed to stun him, thrill
him, freeze him in histracks.

Two Notchestoppled over backwards, One clear brown eye fixed on Anthony. Anthony raised an arm
and waved, and he thought he saw amusement in Two Notches glance, perhaps the beginning of an
answering wave in the gesture of afin. A living creature the Size of abus, the whae struck the water not
with asmack, but with aroar, asustained outpour of thunder. Anthony braced himself for what was
coming. Sat water flung itself over the gunwale, struck him like ablow. The cold was shocking: his heart
lurched. The boat was flung high on the wave, dropped down its face with ajarring thud. Two Notches
flukes tossed high and Anthony could see the mottled pattern, grey and white, on the underside,
digtinctive asafingerprint... and then the flukes were gone, leaving behind arolling boat and aboiling
sea

Anthony wiped the ocean from hisface, then from his computer. The boat’ s auto-baling mechanism
began to throb. Two Notches surfaced a hundred yards off, spouted a round cloud of steam, submerged
again. Thewhae samusement stung the water. Anthony’ s surprise turned to joy, and he echoed the
sound of laughter.

I’m going to run my boat up your backside, Anthony promised; he splashed to the controlsin hisbare
feet, withdrew the drogue and threw his enginesinto gear. Props thrashed the seainto foam. Anthony
drew the microphones up into their wells, heard them thud along the hull asthe boat gained way.
Humpbacks usually took breath in a series of three: Anthony aimed ahead for Two Notches second
risng. Two Notches rose just ahead, spouted, and dove before Anthony could catch him. A cold wind
cut through Anthony’ swet shirt, raised bumps on hisflesh. The boat increased speed, tossing its head on
the face of awave, and Anthony raced ahead, aming for where Two Notches would rise for the third
time

The whae knew where the boat was and was able to avoid him easily; there was no danger in the game.
Anthony won the race: Two Notches surfaced just aft of the boat, and Anthony grinned as he gunned his
propellers and wrenched the rudder from side to side while the boat spewed foam into the whal€ sface.
Two Notches gave agrunt of disgppointment and sounded, tossing his flukes high. Unless he choseto
rise early, Two Notches would be down for five minutes or more. Anthony raced the boat in circles,



waiting. Two Notches' tauntsrose in the cool water. The wind was cutting Anthony to the quick. He
reached into the cabin for asweater, pulled it on, ran up to the flybridge just in time to see Two Notches
leap again haf amile away, the vast dark body silhouetted for amoment againgt the setting sun before it
fdl again into thewelcoming sea

GOODBYE, GOODBYE. | AND ANTHONY SEND FRAGRANT FAREWELLSTO ONE
ANOTHER.

White foam surrounded the dick, till place where Two Notches had fallen into the water. Suddenly the
flybridge was very cold. Anthony’ s heart sank. He cut speed and put the wheel amidships. The boat
dowed reluctantly, asif it, too, had been enjoying the game. Anthony dropped down the ladder to his
computer.

Through the spattered windscreen, Anthony could see Two Notches leaping again, hislong wings besting
air, hissilhouette refracted through seawater and rainbows. Anthony tried to sharethewha€e's
exuberance, hisjoy, but the thought of another long summer aone on his boat, beating his head against
the enigmaof the Dwedllers, turned hismind to ice.

He ordered an infinite repeat of Two Notches' last phrase and stepped below to change into dry clothes.
The cold layer echoed hisfarewells. He bent almost double and began pulling the sweater over his head.

Suddenly he straightened. An ideawas chattering at him. He yanked the sweater back down over his
trunk, rushed to his computer, tapped another message.

Our farewells need not be said just yet. You and | can follow one another for a few days before |
must return. Perhaps you and the non-breathers can find one another for conver sation.

ANTHONY ISIN A CONDITION OF MIGRATION. WELCOME, WELCOME. Two Notches
reply wasjubilant.

For a few days, Anthony qualified. Before too long he would have to return to port for supplies.
Annoyed at himself, he redized he could as easily have victuded for weeks.

Another voice caled through the water, sounded faintly through the speakers. Air Human and Anthony
arein a state of tastiest welcome.

In the middle of Anthony’sreply, hisfingers paused at the keys. Surprise rose quietly to the surface of his
mind.

After thelong day of talking in humpback speech, he had forgotten that Air Human was not a humpback.
That shewas, in fact, another human being sitting on aboat just over the horizon.

Anthony continued his message. Hisfingers were clumsy now, and he had to go back twiceto correct
mistakes, He wondered why it was harder to talk to Philana, now that he remembered shewasn't an
dien.

He asked Two Notches to turn on histrangponder, and, al through the deep shadow twilight when the
white dwarf wasin the sky, the boat followed the whale a a half-mile' s distance. The current was
cooperétive, but in afew daysanew set of northwest trade winds would push the current off on acurve
toward the equator and the whaleswould lose its assistance.

Anthony didn’t see Philana s boat that first day: just before dawn, Sings of Others heard a distant



Dweller conversation to starboard. Anthony told his boat to strike off in that direction and spent most of
the day listening. When the Dwellersfell sllent, he headed for thewhales' trangponders again. There was
alively conversation in progress between Air Human and the whales, but Anthony’s mind was ill on
Dwellers. He put on headphones and worked far into the night.

The next morning wasfilled with chill mist. Anthony awoke to the whooping cries of the humpbacks. He
looked at his computer to seeif it had recorded any announcement of Dwellers, and there was none. The
whales interrogation by Air Human continued. Anthony’ s toes curled on the cold, damp planks as he
stepped on deck and saw Philana s yacht two hundred yards to port, floating three feet over the tallest
swells. Cablestrailed from the stern, pulling hydrophones and speakers on a subaguatic ded. Anthony
grinned at the sight of the elaborate store bought rig. He suspected that he got better acoustics with his
homebuilt equipment, the trandation softwear he' d programmed himself, and his hopel essy old-fashioned
boat that couldn’t even rise out of the water, but that he' d equipped with the latest-generation silent

propellers.

Heturned on his speakers. Sure enough, he got more audio interference from Philana s ded than he
received from his entire boat.

While making coffee and an omel ette of mossmoon eggs Anthony listened to the whales gurgle about
their grandparents. He put on adown jacket and stepped onto the boat’ s stern and ate breakfadt,
watching the humpbacks as they occasionally broke surface, puffed out clouds of spray, sounded again
with a careless, vast toss of their flukes. Their bodies were smooth and black: the barnacles that pebbled
their skin on Earth had been removed before they gated to their new home.

Their song could be heard clearly even without the amplifiers. That was one change the contact with
humans had brought: the maleswere alot more vocal than once they had been, asif they were
responding to human encouragement to talk—or perhaps they now had more worth talking about. Their
speech was aso more terse than before, less overtly poetic; the humans' directness and compactness of
speech, caused mainly by their lack of fluency, had influenced the whalesto a degree.

The whales were adapting to communication with humans more easily than the humans were adapting to
them. It was important to chart that change, be able to say how the whales had evolved, accommodated.
They were on an entire new planet now, explorers, and the change was going to come fast. Thewhales
were good at remembering, but artificia intelligences were better. Anthony was suddenly glad that
Philanawas here, doing her work.

Asif on cue she appeared on deck, one hand pressed to her head, holding an earphone: she waslistening
intently to whalesong. She was bundled up againgt the chill, and gave a brief wave as she noticed him.
Anthony waved back. She paused, beating time with one hand to the rhythm of whal espeech, then
waved again and stepped back to her work.

Anthony finished breskfast and cleaned the dishes. He decided to say good morning to the whales, then
work on some of the Dweller speech he' d recorded the day before. He turned on his computer, sat
down at the console, typed his greetings. He waited for a pause in the conversation, then transmitted. The
answer came back sounding like a distant buzzsaw.

WE AND ANTHONY WISH ONE ANOTHER A PASSAGE FILLED WITH SPLENDID
ODORS. WE AND AIRHUMAN HAVE BEEN SCENTING ONE ANOTHER'SFAMILIESTHIS
MORNING.

We wish each other the joy of converse, Anthony typed.
WE HAVE BEEN WONDERING, Two Notches said, IF WE CAN SCENT WHETHER WE AND



ANTHONY AND AIRHUMAN ARE IN A CONDITION OF RUT.

Anthony gave alaugh. Humpbacks enjoyed trying to figure out human reationships: they were
promiscuous themsalves, and intrigued by ways different from their own.

Anthony wondered, Stting in his cockpit, if Philanawaslooking a him.

Air Human and | smell of aloneness, unpairness, he typed, and he transmitted the message at the
sametimethat Philana entered the even more direct, WE ARE NOT.

THE STATE ISNOT RUT, APARTNESS IS THE SMELL, Two Notches agreed readily—it was all
oneto him—and the lyrics echoed each other for along moment, aloneness, not, unpairness, not. Not.
Anthony fet achill.

| and the Dwellers’ speech are going to try to scent one another’ s natures, he typed hastily, and
turned off the speakers. He opened his case and took out one of the cubes he' d recorded the day
before.

Work went dowly.

By noon the mist had burned off the water. His head buzzing with Dweller sounds, Anthony stepped
below for asandwich. The message light was blinking on histelephone. He turned to it, pressed the play
button.

“May | speak with you briefly?’ Philana svoice. “I’d like to get some data, at your convenience.” Her
tone shifted to one of amusement. “The condition,” she added, “is not that of rut.”

Anthony grinned. Philana had been considerate enough not to interrupt him, just to leave the message for
whenever he wanted it. He picked up the telephone, connected directory assistance in Cabo Santa Pola,
and asked it to route a cal to the phone on Philana’ s yacht. She answered.

“Messagereceived,” he said. “Would you join mefor lunch?’
“Inan hour or 0,” she said. Her voice was abstracted. “I’m in the middle of something.”

“When you'reready. Bye.” He rang off, decided to make afish chowder instead of sandwiches, and
drank abeer while preparing it. He began to fed buoyant, cheerful. Siren wailing sounded through the
water.

Philana s yacht maneuvered over to hisboat just as Anthony finished his second beer. Philanastood on
the gunwale, wearing a pae swester with brown zigzags on it. Her braid was undone, and her brown hair
fell around her shoulders. She jumped easily from her gunwale to the flybridge, then came down the
ladder. The yacht moved away as soon asit felt her weight leave. She smiled uncertainly as she stepped
to the deck.

“I’m sorry to have to bother you,” she said.

He offered agrin. “That’s okay. I’ m between projects right now.”

Shelooked toward the cabin. “Lunch smelsgood.” Perhaps, he thought, food equalled apology.
“Fish chowder. Would you like a beer? Coffee?’



“Begr. Thanks.”

They stepped below and Anthony served lunch on the smdll foldout table. He opened another beer and
put it by her place.

“Délicious. | never redlly learned to cook.”
“Cooking was something | learned young.”
Her eyeswere curious. “Where was that?’

“Lees” Shortly. He put aspoonful of chowder in his mouth so that his terseness would be more
understandable.

“I never heard the name.”

“It' saplanet.” Mumbling through chowder. “ Pretty obscure.” He didn't want to talk about it.
“I'mfrom Earth.”

Helooked at her. “Redlly? Originally? Not just ahabitat in the Sol sysem?’

“Yes. Truly. One of thefew. The one and only Earth.”

“Isthat what got you interested in whales?’

“I've always been interested in whales. Asfar back as| can remember. Long before | ever saw one.”

“It was the same with me. | grew up near an ocean, built aboat when | was aboy and went exploring.
I’ve never felt more a home than when I’m on the ocean.”

“Some peopleliveonthe seadl thetime.”

“Infloating habitats. That’sjust moving acity out onto the ocean. Theworst of both worlds, if you ask
rTe”

He redlized the beer was making him expansive, that he was declaiming and waving hisfree hand. He
pulled hishandin.

“I’'m sorry,” he said, “ about the last time we talked.”
She looked away. “My fault,” shesaid. “I shouldn’t have—"

“Y ou didn’t do anything wrong.” He redlized he had dmost shouted that, and could fed himsdlf flushing.
Helowered hisvoice. “Once | got out herel redized...” Thiswasredlly hopeess. He plunged on. “I'm
not used to dealing with people. There were just afew people on Lees and they weredl... eccentric.
And everyone I’ve met since| |eft seems at least five hundred years old. Their attitudesare so...” He
shrugged.

“Alien.” Shewasgrinning.
13 YSH

“| fed the same way. Everyone' s so much older, so much more... sophisticated, | suppose.” She thought
about it for amoment. “1 guess it’ssophigtication.”



“They liketo think so.”
“I canfed ther pity sometimes.” She toy<ed with her spoon, looked down at her bowl.

“And condescension.” Bitterness striped Anthony’ stongue. “ The attitude of, oh, we went through that
once, poor darling, but now we know better.”

“Yes” Tiredly. “1 know what you mean. Like we' re not really peopleyet.”
“At least my father wasn't like that. He was crazy, but he let me be a person. He—"

Histongue stumbled. He was not drunk (enough to tell this story, and he didn’t think he wanted to
ayway.

“Go ahead,” said Philana. She was collecting data, Anthony remembered, on families.

He pushed back from the table, went ito the fridge for another beer. “Maybelater,” he said. “It'salong
gory.”

Philana slook was steady. “ Y ou’ re not the only one who knows about crazy fathers.”

Then you tell me about yours, he wanted to say. Anthony opened the beer, took a deep swallow. The
liquid rose again, acid in histhroat, and he forced it down. Memoriesrose with the firein Anthony’s
throat, burning him. Hisfather’ sfine madnesswhirled in hismind likeleavesin ahurricane. We are, he
thought, in a condition of mutud trust and permanent antagonism. Something therefore must be done.

“All right.” He put the beer on the top of the fridge and returned to his seat. He spoke rapidly, just etting
the story come. Histhroat burned. “ My father started life with money. He became <a psychologist and
then afundamentalist Cathalic lay preacher, kind of an unlicensed messiah. He ended up a psychatic.
Dad concluded that civilization was too stupid and corrupt to survive, and he decided to start over. He
initiated an unauthorized planetary scan through atrangporter gate, found aworld that he liked, and
moved hisfamily there. There were just four of us at the time, dad and my mother, my little brother, and
me. My mother was—is—she' snot redlly her own person. There' savacancy there. If you're around
psychaticsalot, and you don’t have a strong sense of sdif, you can get submerged in their deusions. My
mother didn’t have achance of standing up to afull-blooded lunatic like my dad, and | doubt shetried.
Shejudt let him runthings.

“I was sx when we moved to Lees, and my brother was two. We were—" Anthony waved anarmin
the generd direction of theinvisble Milky Way overhead. “—we were half the galaxy away. Clean on
the other sde of the hub. We didn't take a gate with us, or even instructions and equipment for building
one. My father cut us off entirely from everything he hated.”

Anthony looked at Philana s shocked face and laughed. “It wasn’t so bad. We had everything but away
off the planet. Cube readers, building supplies, preserved food, tools, medica gear, wind and solar
generators—Dad thought falkner generators were the cause of the rot, so he didn’t bring any with him.
My mother pretty much stayed pregnant for the next decade, but luckily the planet was benign. We
settled down in a protected bay where there was alot of food, both on land and in the water. We had a
smokehouse to preserve the meat. My father and mother educated me pretty well. | grew up an aguatic
animal. Built asailboat, learned how to navigate. By thetime | wasfifteen | had charted two thousand
miles of coadt. | spent more than haf my time at sea, the last few years. Trying to get away from my dad,
mostly. He kept getting stranger. He promised mein marriage to my oldest Sster after my eighteenth
birthday.” Memory swelled in Anthony like atide, calm green water risng over theflat, soon to whiten
and boil.



“There were some whae-sized fish on Lees, but they weren't intelligent. I’ d seen recordings of whales,
heard the sounds they made. On my long trips|’d imagine | was seeing whales, imagine mysdf talking to
them.”

“How did you get away?’

Anthony barked alaugh. “My dad was't the only one who could initiate a planetary scan. Seven or eight
years after we landed some resort devel opers found our planet and put up a hotel about two hundred
milesto the south of our settlement.” Anthony shook his head. “Hell of a coincidence. The odds againgt it
must have been incredible. My father frothed at the mouth when we started seeing their flyers and boats.
My father decided our little settlement was too exposed and we moved farther inland to a place where
we could hide better. Everything was camouflaged. He'd hold drillsin which we were dl supposed to
grab necessary supplies and run off into the forest.”

“They never found you?’

“If they saw us, they thought we were people on holiday.”
“Did you gpproach them?’

Anthony shook hishead. “No. | don't reglly know why.”
“Wdll. Your father.”

“I didn’t care much about his opinions by that point. It was so obvious he was cracked. | think, by then,
| had dl | wanted just living on my boat. | didn’t see any reason to changeit.“ He thought for amoment.
"If he actudly tried to marry me off to my sister, maybe | would have run for it.*

“But they found you anyway.”

“No. Something else happened. The water supply for the hew settlement was unreliable, so we decided
to build a viaduct from aspring nearby. We had to get our hollow-log pipe over alittle chasm, and my
father got careless and had an accident. The viaduct fell on him. Really smashed him up, caused dl sorts
of interna injuries. It was very obviousthat if hedidn’t get help, he'd die. My mother and | took my boat
and sailed for the resort.”

Thewordsdried up. Thiswas where things got ugly. Anthony decided he redlly couldn’t trust Philana
with it, and that he wanted his beer after al. He got up and took the bottle and drank.

“Didyour fether live?’

“No.” He' d keep this as brief as he could. “When my mother and | got back, we found that he' d died
two days before. My brothers and sisters gutted him and hung him upside-down in the smokehouse.” He
gared dully into Philana’ s horrified face. “It' swhat they did to any large animal. My mother and | were
the only ones who remembered what to do with a dead person, and we weren't there.”

“My God. Anthony.” Her hands clasped below her face.

“And then—" Hewaved his hands, taking in everything, the boat’ s comforts, Overlook, life over the
horizon. “Civilization. | wasthe only one of the children who could remember anything but Lees. | got of
the planet and got into marine biology. That’ s been my life ever sSince. | was amazed to discover that |
and the family were rich—my dad didn’t tell me he d left tons of investments behind. The rest of the
family’ s<till on Lees, il living in the old settlement. It' sdl they know.” He shrugged. “They’rerich, too,
of course, which helps. So they'redl right.”



He leaned back on the fridge and took another long drink. The ocean swell tilted the boat and rolled the
liquid down histhroat. Whale harmonics made the bottle cap dance on the smooth aloy surface of the
refrigerator.

Philanastood. Her words seemed smdll after the long silence. “Can | have some coffee? I’ [l makeit.”
“I'll doit.”

They both went for the coffee and banged heads. Redling back, the expression on Philana sface was
wide-eyed, sartled, faunlike, asif he' d caught her at something she should be ashamed of. Anthony tried
to laugh out an gpology, but just then the white dwarf came up above the horizon and the qudity of light
changed as the screens went up, and with the light her look somehow changed. Anthony gazed at her for
amoment and fire began to lap at his nerves. In his head the whal es seemed to urge him to make his
move.

He put his beer down and grabbed her with an intengity that was made ferocious largely by Anthony’s
fear that thiswas entirely the wrong thing, that he was committing an outrage that would compd her
shortly to clout him over the head with the coffee pot and drop him in histracks. Whalesong rang frantic
chimesin hishead. She gave astrangled cry as he tried to kiss her and thereby confirmed his own worst
suspicions about this behavior.

Philanatried to push him away. He let go of her and stepped back, standing stupidly with hishands at his
sdes. A raging painin his chest prevented him from saying aword. Philana surprised him by stepping
forward and putting her hands on his shoulders.

“Easy,” shesad. “It'sall right, just takeit easy.”

Anthony kissed her once more, and was somehow ableto restrain himsalf from grabbing her again out of
sheer panic and desperation. By and by, as the kiss continued, his anxiety level decreased. 1/Y ou, he
thought, are rigng in warmness, in happy tendrils.

He and Philana began to take their clothes off. Heredlized thiswas the firgt time he had made love to
anyone under two hundred years of age.

Dwéler sounds murmured in Anthony’ s mind. He descended into Philanaasif she wereamidnight
ocean, something that on first contact with hisflesh shocked him into wakefulness, then relaxed around
him, became ataste of brine, asting in the eyes, afluid vagueness. Her hair brushed againgt hisskin like
seagrass. She surrounded him, buoyed him up. Her cries came up to him as over agreat distance, like
the faraway moans of alonely whaein love. Hewanted to call out in answer. Eventudly he did.

Grace(1), he thought hopefully. Grace(1).

Anthony had an attack of giddiness after Philanareturned to her flying yacht and her work. Hismad
father gibbered in his memory, mocked him and offered dire warnings. He washed the dishes and
cleaned the rattling bottlecap off the fridge, then he listened to recordings of Dwellers and eventudly the
panic went away. He had nat, it seemed, lost anything.

He went to the double bed in the forepeak, which was piled high with boxes of food, aspool of cable, a

couple spare microphones, and apair of rusting - Danforth anchors. He stowed the food in the hold, put

the electronicsin the compartment under the mattress, jammed the Danforths farther into the peak on top
of the anchor chain where they belonged. He wiped the grime and rust off the mattress and redlized he



had neither sheets nor a second pillow. He would need to purchase supplies on the next trip to town.

The peak didn’t smell good. He opened the forehatch and tried to air the place out. Sowly he became
aware that the whaes were trying to talk to him. ODD SCENTINGS, they said, THINGS THAT
STAND IN WATER. Anthony knew what they meant. He went up on the flybridge and scanned the
horizon. He saw nothing.

The taste is distant, he wrote. But we must be careful in our movement. After that he scanned the
horizon every haf hour.

He cooked supper during the white dwarf’s odd haf-twilight and resisted the urge to drink both the
bottles of bourbon that were waiting in their rack. Philana dropped onto the flybridge with asmall
rucksack. She kissed him hadtily, asif to get it over with.

“I'm scared,” shesaid.
“Soaml.”
“I don’'t know why.”

Hekissed her again. “1 do,” he said. Shelaid her cheek against hiswoolen shoulder. Blind with terror,
Anthony held onto her, unable to see the future.

After midnight Anthony stood unclothed on the flybridge as he scanned the horizon one moretime.
Seeing nothing, he neverthel ess reduced speed to three knots and regjoined Philanain the forepeak. She
was dready adeep with his open deeping bag thrown over her like ablanket. He raised a corner of the
deeping bag and dipped beneeth it. Philanaturned away from him and pillowed her cheek on her fig.
Whae music echoed from a cold layer beneath. He dept.

Movement e sawhere in the boat woke him. Anthony found himself donein the peak, frigid air drifting
over him from the forward hatch. He stepped into the cabin and saw Philana s bare legs ascending the
companion to the flybridge. He followed. He shivered in the cold wind.

Philana stood before the controls, looking at them with a peculiar intengity, as though she weretrying to
figure out which switch to throw. Her handsflexed asif to take the whedl There was gooseflesh on her
shoulders and the wind tore her hair around her face like afluttering curtain. She looked at him. Her eyes
were hard, her voice disdainful.

“Arewelovers?’ she asked. “Isthat what's going on here?” His skin prickled at her tone.
Her gtiff-gpined stance chalenged him. He was afraid to touch her.
“The conditionisthat of rut,” he said, and tried to laugh.

Her posture, one leg cocked out front, reminded him of a haughty water bird. Shelooked at the controls
again, then looked &ft, lifting up on her toesto gaze at the horizon. Her nogtrilsflared, tasted the wind.
Clouds scudded across the sky. Shelooked at him again. The white dwarf gleamed off her pebble eyes.

“Very wdl,” shesaid, asif thiswas news. “Acceptable.” Shetook his hand and led him below.
Anthony’ s hackles rose. On her way to the forepeak Philanasaw one of the bottles of bourbonin its
rack and reached for it. She raised the bottle to her lips and drank from the neck. Whiskey coursed
down her throat. She lowered the bottle and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She looked at



him asif he were something worthy of dissection.
“Let’'smakelove” shesad.

Anthony was afraid not to. He went with her to the forepeak. Her skin was cold. Lying next to him on
the mattress she touched his chest asif she were unused to the fed of male bodies. “What' s your name?’
she asked. Hetold her. “ Acceptable,” she said again, and with a sudden taut grin raked his chest with her
nails. He knocked her hands away. She laughed and came after him with the bottle. He parried the blow
intime and they wrestled for possession, bourbon splashing everywhere. Anthony was surprised at her
strength. She fastened teeth in hisarm. He hit her in the face with a closed fist. She gave the bottle up and
laughed in acold metdlic way and put her arms around him. Anthony threw the bottle through the door
into the cabin. It thudded somewhere but didn’t break. Philana drew him on top of her, her laugh brittle,
her legs opening around him.

Her dead eyes were like stones.

In the morning Anthony found the bottle lying in the main cabin. Red clawmarks covered his body, and
the reek of liquor caught at the back of histhroat. The scend of the ocean had distributed the bourbon
puddle evenly over the teak deck. Therewas il about athird of the whiskey |€eft in the bottle. Anthony
rescued it and swabbed the deck. Hismind was full of cotton wool, cushioning any bruises. Hewas
working hard a not feding anything at dl.

He put on clothes and began to work. After awhile Philanaunsteadily groped her way from the
forepeak, the deeping bag draped around her shoulders. There was a stunned look on her face and a
livid bruise on one cheek. Anthony could fed hisbody tautening, ready to repd assault.

“Was| odd last night?” she asked.

Helooked at her. Her face crumbled. “Oh no.” She passed ahand over her eyes and turned away,
leaning on the Side of the hatchway. “Y ou shouldn’'t let me drink,” she said.

“Y ou hadn’t made that fact clear.”

“I don’t remember any of it,” shesaid. “I'm sick.” She pressed her ssomach with her hands and bent
over. Anthony narrowly watched her pale buttocks as she groped her way to the head. The door shut
behind her.

Anthony decided to make coffee. Asthe scent of the coffee began to fill the boat, he heard the sounds of
her weeping. The long keening sounds, desperate throat-tearing noises, sounded like a pinioned whae
writhing helplesdy on the gaff.

A vast flock of birdswheeled on the cold horizon, marking acolony of drift creatures. Anthony informed
the whales of the creatures presence, but the humpbacks aready knew and were staying well clear. The
drift colony was what they had been smdlling for hours.

While Anthony talked with the whales, Philanaleft the head and drew on her clothes. Her movements
were tentative. She approached him with acup of coffeein her hand. Her eyes and nostrils were rimmed
with red.

“I'msorry,” shesad. “ Sometimes that happens.”



Helooked at his computer console. “ Jesus, Philana.”

“It's something wrong with me. | can’t control it.” She raised ahand to her bruised cheek. The hand
came avay Wet.

“There smedication for that sort of thing,” Anthony said. He remembered she had amad father, or
thought she did.

“Not for this. It' s something different.”
“I don't know what to do.”
“I need your help.”

Anthony recalled hisfather’ s body twisting on the end of itsrope, fingertipstrailing in the dust. Words
came reluctantly to histhroat.

“I'll givewhat help | can.” The wordswere hollow: any red resolution had long since gone. He had no
clear notion to whom he was giving this message, the Philana of the previous night or this Philanaor his
father or himsaf.

Philana hugged him, kissed his cheek. She was excited.
“Shall we go seethe drifters?’ she asked. “We can take my boat.”

Anthony envisoned himself and Philanatumbling through space. He had jumped off aprecipice, just
now. Thetwo children of mad fathers were spinning in the updraft, waiting for the impact.

He said yes. He ordered his boat to circle while she summoned her yacht. She held his hand while they
waited for the flying yacht to drift toward them. Philanakept laughing, touching him, stropping her cheek
on his shoulder like acat. They jumped from the flybridge to her yacht and rose smoothly into the sky.
Bright sun warmed Anthony’ s shoulders. He took off his sweater and felt warning pain from the marks of
her nails.

The drifters were colony creatures that |ooked like miniature mountains twenty feet or so high, complete
with awhite snowcap of guano. They were highly organized but unintelligent, their underwater parts
sfting the ocean for nutrients or reaching out to capture prey—the longest of their gossamer stinging
tentacles was up to two milesin length, and though they couldn’t kill or capture ahumpback, they were
hard for the whae to detect and could cause alot of stinging wounds before the whal e noticed them and
made its escape. Perhaps they were unintelligent, distant relatives of the Degp Dwellers, whose tenuous
character they resembled. Many different species of seabirdslived in permanent colonies atop the
floating idands, thousands of them, and the drifters processed their guano and other waste. Above the
water, the drifters' bodies were shaped like a convex lens set on edge, an aerodynamic shape, and they
could clumgily tack into thewind if they needed to. For the most part, however, they drifted on the
currents, agiant circular circumnavigation of the ocean that could take centuries.

Screaming seabirds rose in clouds as Philana’ s yacht moved silently toward their homes. Philana cocked
her head back, laughed into the open sky, and flew closer. Birds hurtled around them in an overwhelming
roar of wings. Whistlelike criesissued from peg-toothed besks. Anthony watched in awe at the profusion
of colors, the chromatic brilliance of the evolved featherlike scales.

The flying boat passed dowly through the drifter colony. Birds roared and whistled, some of them landing
on the boat in apparent hopes of taking up lodging. Feathers drifted down; birdshit spattered the
windscreen. Philanaran below for acameraand used up severa data cubestaking pictures. A trickle of



optimism began to ease into Anthony at the sight of Philanaiin the bright morning sun, abroad smile
gracing her face as she worked the camera and took picture after picture. He put an arm around
Philana swaist and kissed her ear. She smiled and took hishand in her own. In the bright daylight the
personality she' d acquired the previous night seemed to gather unto itself the tenebrous, unred quality of
anightmare. The current Philana seemed far more tangible.

Philana returned to the controls; the yacht banked and increased speed. Birdsissued startled criesas
they got out of the way. Wind tugged at Philand s hair. Anthony decided not to let Philananear his liquor

agan.

After breakfast, Anthony found both whales had set their transponders. He had to detour around the
drifters—their insubgtantial, featherlike tentacles could foul his state-of-the-art sllent props—but when he
neared the whales and dowed, he could hear the degp murmurings of Dwellers rising from beneath the
cold current. There were half a dozen of them engaged in conversation, and Anthony worked the day
and far into the night, transcribing, making hesitant attempts at trandation. The Dweller speech was more

opague than usua, depending on a context that was unstated and elusive. Comprehension eluded
Anthony; but he had the fedling that the key was within hisreach.

Philanawaited for the Dwellersto end their converse before she brought her yacht near him. She had
heated some prepared dinners and carried them to the flybridge in an insulated pouch. Her grin was
broad. She put her pouch down and embraced him. Abstracted Dweller subsonics rolled away from
Anthony’ smind. He was surprised at how glad he wasto see her.

With dinner they drank coffee. Philana chattered bravely throughout the med. While Anthony cleaned the
dishes, she embraced him from behind. A memory of the other Philanaflickered in hismind, disdainful,
contemptuous, cold. Her father was crazy, he remembered again.

He buried the memory ddliberately and turned to her. He kissed her and thought, 1/We deny the Other.
The Other, he decided, would cease to exist by acommon act of will.

It seemed to work. At night his dreamsfilled with Dwellers crying in joy, hisfather warning darkly, the
touch of Philana sflesh, breath, hands. He awoke hungry to get to work.

The next two days afurious blaze of concentration burned in Anthony’smind. Thingsfél into place. He
found aword that, in its context, could mean nothing but light, as opposed to fluorescence—he was
excited to find out the Dwellers knew about the sun. He aso found new words for darkness, for
emotions that seemed to have no human equivaents, but which he seemed nevertheess to comprehend.
One afternoon asquall dumped agalon of cold water down his collar and he looked up in surprise: he
hadn’t been aware of its dow approach. He moved his computer deck to the cabin and kept working.
When not at the controls he moved dazedly over the boat, drinking coffee, eating what was at hand
without tasting it. Philanawas amused and tolerant; she buried herself in her own work.

On preparing breskfast the morning of the third day, Anthony realized he was running out of food. He
was farther from the archipelago than he' d planned on going, and he had about two days supply left;
he’ d have to return at flank speed, buy provisions, and then run out again. A sudden hot fury gripped
him. He clenched hisfists. He could have provisioned for two or three months—why hadn’t he done it
when he had the chance?

Philanatolerantly sipped her coffee. “Tonight I'll fly you into Cabo Santa Pola. We can buy aton of
provisons, have dinner at VillaMary, and be back by midnight.”

Anthony’ s anger floundered usalesdy, looking for atarget, then gave up. “Fine” he said.



She looked at him. “ Are you ever going to talk to them?Y ou must have built your speakersto handleit.”
Now the anger had findly found ahome. “Not yet,” he said.

In late afternoon, Anthony set out his drogue and a homing transponder, then boarded Philand s yacht.
He watched while she hauled up her aguaded and programmed the navigation computer. Theworld
dimmed asthe fakner field increased in strength. The trangition to full speed was dmost instantaneous.
Waves blurred silently past, providing the only sensation of motion— thefield cut out both wind and
inertia. The green-walled volcanic idands of the Las Madres archipelago rolled over the horizon in
minutes. Traffic over Cabo Santa Pola complicated the approach somewhat; it was all of Sx minutes
before Philana could set the machine down in her dip.

A bright, hot sun brightened the white-and-turquoi Se waterfront. From acold Kirst current to the tropics
inlessthan haf an hour.

Anthony felt vaguely resentful at this blinding efficiency. He could have easily equipped his own boat with
flight capability, but he hadn’t cared about speed when he' d set out, only the opportunity to be doneon
the ocean with hiswha es and the Dwellers. Now the very tempo of his existence had changed. He was
moving at unaccustomed vel ocity, and the destination was il unclear.

After giving him her spare key, Philanawent to do laundry—when onelived on smdl boats, laundry was
done whenever the opportunity arose. Anthony bought supplies. Hefilled the yacht' s forecabin with
crates of food, then changed clothes and walked to the VillaMary.

Anthony got atable for two and ordered adrink. The first drink went quickly and he ordered a second.
Philanadidn’t appear. Anthony didn’t like the way the waiter waslooking at him. He heard hisfather's
mocking laugh as he munched the last bread stick. He waited for three hours before he paid and | eft.

Therewas no sign of Philanaat the laundry or on the yacht. He left a note on the computer expressing
what he consdered a contained disappointment, then headed into town. A brilliant sgn that festured
aquatic motifs called him to acool, dark bar filled with bright green aquaria. Native fish gaped a him
blindly while he drank something tall and cool. He decided he didn’t like the way the fish looked a him
and left. *

Hefound Philanain histhird bar of the evening. She was with two men, one of whom Anthony knew
dightly asacharter boat skipper whom he didn’t much like. He had his hand on her knee; the other
man’sarm was around her. Empty drinks and forsaken hors d’ oeuvreslay on atable in front of them.

Anthony redlized, as he gpproached, that his own arrival could only make thingsworse. Her eyesturned
to him as he approached; her neck arched in apeculiar, balletic way that he had seen only once before.
He recognized the quick, carnivorous smile, and awash of fear turned his skin cold. The stranger
whispered into her ear.

“What' syour name again?’ she asked.
Anthony wondered what to do with his hands. “We were supposed to mest.”

Her eyesglittered as her head cocked, considering him. Perhaps what frightened him most of al wasthe
fact there was no hodtility in her look, nothing but caculation. Therewasacigaret in her hand; he hadn’t
seen her smoke before.

“Do we have busness?’

Anthony thought about this. He had jumped into space with this woman, and now he suspected he'd just



hit the ground. “1 guess not,” he said, and turned.

“Que paso, hombre?’
1] Naja.”

Pablo, the Leviathan’ s regular bartender, was one of the planet’ soriginal Latino inhabitants, agroup
rapidly being submerged by newcomers. Pablo took Anthony’ s order for a double bourbon and aso
brought him hismail, which conssted of an inquiry from Xenobiology Review wondering what had
become of their galley proofs. Anthony crumpled the note and lft it in an ashtray.

A party of drunken fishermen staggered in, still in their flashing harnesses. Triumphant whoops assaulted
Anthony’sears. Hisfingerstightened on hisglass.

“Careful, Anthony,” said Pablo. He poured another double bourbon. “On the house,” he said.

One of the fishermen stepped to the bar, put aheavy hand on Anthony’ s shoulder. “Drinkson me,” he
sad. “Caught atwelve-meter flasher today.” Anthony threw the bourbon in hisface.

Hegot in afew good licks, but in the end the pack of fishermen beat him severely and threw him through
the front window. Lying breathless on broken glass, Anthony brooded on the injustice of his position and
decided to rectify matters. He lurched back into the bar and knocked down the first person he saw.

Smdll consolation. Thistime they went after him with the flashing polesthat were hanging on thewalls,
beating him senseless and once more heaving him out the window. When Anthony recovered
consciousness he staggered to hisfeet, intending to have another go, but the pole butts had hit himin the
face too many times and his eyes were swollen shut. He staggered down the sireet, ran face-first into a
building, and sat down.

“Y ou finished there, cowboy?’ 1t was Nick’ svoice.

Anthony spat blood. “Hi, Nick,” he said. “Bring them here one at atime, will you?| can't lose
one-on-one.”

“Jesus, Anthony. Y ou' re such an asshole.”

Anthony found himself in an inexplicably cheerful mood. “Y ou'relucky you' reasailor. Only asailor can
cdl mean asshole”

“Can you stand? Let’ s get to the marina before the cops show up.”
“My boat’ s hundreds of milesaway. I'll haveto swvim.”
“I'll take you to my place, then.”

With Nick’ s assstance Anthony managed to stand. He was still too drunk to feel pain, and ambled
through the streets in a contented mood. “How did you happen to be at the Leviathan, Nick?’

There waswearinessin Nick’ svoice. “ They dways cdl me, Anthony, when you fuck up.”
Drunken melancholy poured into Anthony like a sudden cold squdl of rain. “I'm sorry,” he said.

Nick’ sanswer was almost cheerful. “You'll be sorrier in the morning.”



Anthony reflected that thiswas very likely true.

Nick gave him some pillsthat, by morning, reduced the swelling. When Anthony awoke hewas ableto
see. Agony flared in hisbody as he staggered out of bed. It was till twilight. Anthony pulled on his
bloody clothes and wrote an incoherent note of thanks on Nick’s computer.

Fishing boats were floating out of harbor into the bright dawn. Probably Nick’s was among them. The
volcano above the town was a contrast in black stone and green vegetation. Pain beat at Anthony’s
boneslikearan of figs.

Philana sboat was il inits dip. Apprehenson tautened Anthony’ s nerves as he put atentative foot on
the gunwale. The hatch to the cabin was gill locked. Philanawasn't aboard. Anthony opened the hatch
and went into the cabin just to be sure. It was empty.

He programmed the computer to pursue the transponder signa on Anthony’ s boat, then asthe yacht rose
into the sky and arrowed over the ocean, Anthony went into Philana s cabin and fell adeep on apillow
that smelled of her hair.

He awoke around noon to find the yacht patiently circling his boat. He dropped the yacht into the water,
tied the two craft together, and spent haf the afternoon transferring his suppliesto his own boat. He
programmed the yacht to return to Las Madres and orbit the volcanic spire until it was summoned by its
owner or the police.

| and the sea greet one another, he tapped into his console, and as the call wailed out from hisboat he
hauled in the drogue and set off after the humpbacks. Apartnessisthe smell, he thought, alonenessisthe
condition. Spray shot aboard and spattered Anthony, and sdt pain flickered from the cuts on hisface. He
climbed to the flybridge and hoped for healing from the sun and the glittering sea.

Thewhdes|eft the cold current and suddenly the world was filled with tropic sunshine and bright water.
Anthony made light conversation with the humpbacks and spent the rest of histime working on Dweller
speech. Despite hours of concentrated endeavor he made little progress. The sensation was akin to that
of smashing his head against astone wall over and over, an act that was, on consideration, not unlike the
rest of hislife.

After histhird day at sea hisboat’ s computer began signaling him that he was receiving messages. He
ignored this and concentrated on work.

Two dayslater he was cruising north with awhae on either beam when a shadow moved across his

boat. Anthony looked up from his console and saw without surprise that Philana s yacht was eclipsing the
sun. Philana, dark glasses over her deep eyes and afloppy hat over her hair, was peering down from the
starboard bow.

“Wehavetotdk,” shesaid.
JOYOUSLY WE GREET AIR HUMAN, whooped Sings of Others.

| AND AIRHUMAN ARE PLEASED TO DETECT ONE ANOTHER'S PRESENCE, called Two
Notches.

Anthony went to the controls and throttled up. Microphones dammed at the bottom of hisboat. Two



Notches poked one large brown eye above the waves to see what was happening, then cheerfully set off
in pursuit.

ANTHONY AND AIR HUMAN ARE IN A STATE OF EXCITEMENT, he chattered. /WE ARE
PLEASED TO JOIN OUR RACE.

Theflying yacht hung off Anthony’ s stern. Philana shouted through cupped hands. “ Talk to me,
Anthony!”

Anthony remained slent and twisted the whed into afast left turn. Hiswake foamed over Two Notches
face and the humpback burbled aprotest. The air yacht seemed to have little trouble following the turn.
Anthony was beginning to have the sense of that stone wall coming up again, but hetried afew more
maneuvers just in case one of them worked. Nothing succeeded. Findly he cut the throttle and let the
boat dow on thelong blue swells.

The trade winds had taken Philana s hat and carried it away. She ignored it and looked down a him. Her
face was pale and beneath the dark glasses she looked drawn andill.

“I'm not human, Anthony,” shesaid. “I’m aKyklops. That' swhat’ sreally wrong with me.”
Anthony looked at her. Anger danced in hisveins. “You redly arefull of surprises.”
“I'm Telamon’ s other body,” she said. “ Sometimes he inhabits me.”

Whalesong rolled up from the sea. WE AND AIR HUMAN SEND ONE ANOTHER CHEERFUL
SALUTATIONS AND EXPRESSIONS OF GOOD WILL.

“Tak to thewhaesfirs,” sad Anthony.

“Telamon'sascientist,” Philanasad. “He simpatient, that’ s his problem.”

The boat heaved on an ocean swell. The trade wind moaned through the flybridge. “He' s got afew more
problemsthan that,” Anthony said.

“He wanted me for a purpose but sometimes he forgets.” A tremor of pain crossed Philana sface. She
was deegply hung over. Her voice was ragged: Telamon had been smoking like achimney and Philana
wasn't usedtoiit.

“He wanted to do an experiment on human psychology. He wanted to arrange a method of recording a
person’s memories, then transferring them to hisown. .. sphere. He got my parents to agree to having the
appropriate devices implanted, but the only apparatus that existed for the connection of human and
Kyklops was the one the Kyklopes use to manipul ate the human bodies that they wear when they want
to enjoy the pleasures of the flesh. And Tdlamonis...” Shewaved adismissve am. “He' s adecadent,
theway alot of the Kyklopes turn once they discover how much fun it isto be a human and that their real
self doesn't get hurt no matter what they do to their clone bodies. Telamon likes his pleasures, and he
likesto interfere. Sometimes, when he dumped my memory into the nth dimension and had alook &t it,
he couldn’t resist the temptation to take over my body and rectify what he considered my errors. And
occasondly, when he'sin the middle of one of hishinges, and his other body gives out on him, he takes
me over and sarts a party wherever | am.”

“Some scientist,” Anthony said.



“The Kyklopes are used to experimenting on pieces of themsdves,” Philanasaid. “Their own beingsare
tenuous and rather. .. detachable. Their ethicsaren't againgt it. And he doesn’'t do it very often. He must
be bored wherever heis—he' staken me over twicein aweek.” She raised her fist to her face and began
to cough, areal smoker’s hack. Anthony fidgeted and wondered whether to offer her aglass of water.
Philana bent double and the coughs turned to cries of pain. A tear pattered on the teak.

A knot twisted in Anthony’ sthroat. He left his chair and held Philanain hisarms. “I’ ve never told
anyone,” shesad.

Anthony realized to histrangent darm that once again he’ d jumped off a cliff without looking. He had no
more idea of where he would land than last time.

Philana, Anthony was given to understand, was Greek for “lover of humanity.” The Kyklopes, after being
saddled with amythological name by the first humans who had contacted them, had gonein for classica
dlusoninabigway. Tdamon, Anthony learned, meant (among other things) “the supporter.” After
learning this, Anthony referred to the alien as Jockstrap.

“We should do something about him,” Anthony said. It was late—the white dwarf had just set—but
neither of them had any desireto deep. He and Philanawere standing on the flybridge. The fakner shield
was off and above their heads the uninhibited stars seemed almost within reach of their questing
fingertips. Overlook Station, fixed almost overhead, was bright as a burning brand.

Philana shook her head. “He' s got accessto my memory. Any plans we make, he can know in an
ingtant.” She thought for amoment. “If he bothersto look. He doesn’t dways.”

“I'll make the plans without telling you whet they are.”

“It will takeforever. I’ ve thought about it. Y ou' re talking court case. He can sue me for breach of
contract.”

“It' syour parents who signed the contract, not you. Y ou're an adult now.”

Sheturned away. Anthony looked at her for along moment, a cold foreboding hand around histhroat. “I
hope,” he said, “you're going to tell methat you signed that contract while Jockstrap was riding you.”

Philana shook her head slently. Anthony looked up into the Milky Way and imagined the scone wall
fdling from the void, aimed right between his eyes, pinning dightly asit grew ever larger in hisvison.
Smaghing him again.

“All we haveto do is get the thing out of your head,” Anthony said. “ After that, let him sueyou. You'll be
free, whatever happens.” Histone reflected aresolve that was absent entirely from his heart.

“He |l sueyou, too, if you have any part of this.” Sheturned to face him again. Her face paleand taut in
the sarlight. “ All my money comesfrom him—how e se do you think | could afford the yacht? 1 owe
everythingto him.”

Bitterness ped through Anthony’ s veins. He could fed hisvoice turning harsh. “ Do you want to get rid of
him or not? Yesor no.”

“He snot entirdy evil.”

“Yesor no, Philana.”



“It'll take years before he’ s done with you. And he could kill you. Just transport you to deep space
somewhere and let you drift. Or he could smply teleport me away from you.”

The bright stars poured down rage. Anthony knew himself seconds away from violence. There were two
people on this boat and one of them was about to get hurt. “ Yesor no\” he shouted.

Philana s face contorted. She put her hands over her ears. Hair fell across her face. “Don’t shout,” she
sad.

Anthony turned and smashed his forenead againgt the control pand of the flybridge. Philanagave acry of
surprise and fear. Anthony drove himself againgt the pand again. Philana sfingers clutched & his
shoulders. Anthony could fed blood running from his scalp. The pain drained his anger, brought acold,
brilliant clarity to hismind. He smashed himsdlf athird time. Philanacried out. Heturned to her. Hefet a
savage, exemplary satisfaction. If one were going to drive onesdf againgt sonewalls, one should at least
take achoice of thewadlsavailable.

“Ask me” Anthony panted, “if | care what happensto me.”
Philana sface was amask of terror. She said hisname.

“I need to know where you stand,” said Anthony. Blood drooled from his scalp, and he suppressed the
unwel come thought that he had just made himsdlf look ridiculous. ?

Her look of fear broadened.
“Am | going to jump off thiscliff by myself, or what?” Anthony demanded.
“I want to get rid of him,” she said.

Anthony wished her voice had contained more determination, even if it were patently fase. He spat salt
and went in search of hisfirst aid kit. We arein a condition of dow movement through deep currents, he

thought.

In the morning he got the keysto Philana’ s yacht and changed the passwords on the falkner controls and
navigation comp. He threw al hisliquor overboard. He figured that if Jockstrap appeared and
discovered that he couldn’t leave the middle of the ocean, and he couldn’t have a party where he was,
he' d get bored and wouldn't hang around for long.

From Philana s cabin he called an attorney who informed him that the case was complex but not
impossible, and furthermore that it would take asmall fortune to resolve. Anthony told him to get to work
onit. In the meantime he told the lawyer to Sart calling neurosurgeons. Unfortunately there were few
neurosurgeons capable of implanting, |et a one removing, the rider device. The operation wasn't
performed that often.

Days passed. A discouraging list of neurosurgeons elther turned him down flat or wanted the legdl
gtuation darified first. Anthony told the lawyer to start calling rich neurosurgeons who might be ableto
ride out alawsuit.

Philanatransferred most of her datato Anthony’s computer and worked with the whales from the smdller
boat. Anthony used her yacht and agquaded and cursed the bad sound qudity. At least the yacht’ sflight
capability dlowed him to find the Dwdllersfaster.



Asfar asthe Dwellerswent, he had run al at once into adozen blind aleys. Progress seemed measured
inmicrons

“What'sB19717?" Philanaasked once, looking over his shoulder as he typed in data.

“A taste. Perhaps a taste associated with a particular temperature striation. Perhaps an emotion.” He
shrugged. “Maybe just a metaphor.”

“Y ou could ask them.”
His soul hardened. “Not yet.” Which ended the conversation.

Anthony wasn't sure whether or not he wanted to touch her. He and Jockstrap were a war and Philana
seemed not to have entirely made up her mind which side she was on. Anthony dept with Philanaon the
double mattressin the peak, but they avoided sex. He didn’t know whether he was helping her out of
love or something ese, and while he figured things out, desire was on hold, waiting.

Anthony’ stime with Philanawas occupied mainly by his attempt to teach her to cook. Anything else
waited for the Situation to grow less opagque. Anthony figured Jockstrap would clarify mattersfairly soon.

Anthony’ s heart lurched as looked up from lunch to see the taut, chalenging grin on Philana sface.
Anthony redlized he' d been foolish to expect Telamon to show up only at night, as he aways had before.

Anthony drew hislipsinto an answering grin. He was ready, no matter what the hour.
“Do | know you?" Anthony mocked. “ Do we have business?’

Philana s appraisal was cold. “I” ve been called Jockstrap before,” Telamon said.
“With good reason, I'm sure.”

Telamon lurched to hisfeet and walked aft. He seemed not to have his sealegs yet. Anthony followed,
his nerves dancing. Telamon looked out at the sea and curled Philand slip asif to say that the water held
nothing of interest.

“I want to talk about Philana,” Telamon said. “Y ou’ re keeping her prisoner here.”

“ She can leave me anytime she wants. Which is more than she can say about you.”

“| want the codes to the yacht.”

Anthony stepped up to Telamon, held Philana s cold gaze. “ Y ou' re hurting her,” he said.

Telamon stared a him with eyeslike obsidian chips. He pushed Philana slong hair out of hisface with an
unaccustomed gesture. “1’m not the only one, Madalena. I’ ve got access to her mind, remember.”

“Then look in her mind and see what she thinks of you.”

A contemptuous smile played about Philana slips. “I know very well what shethinks of me, andit’s
probably not what she’ stold you. Philanais avery sad and complex person, and sheis not always
truthful.”

“She' swhat you made her.”



“Precisely my next point.” He waved hisarm giffly, unnaturaly. The gesture brought him off-balance, and
Philana s body swayed for amoment as Telamon adjusted to the tossing of the boat. “1 gave her money,
education, knowledge of the world. | have corrected her errors, taught her much. Sheis, in many ways,
my cregtion. Her fedingstoward me are ambiguous, as any child’ sfedlingswould be toward her father.”

“Daddy Jockstrap.” Anthony laughed. “ Do we have business, Daddy? Or are you going to take your
daughter’ s body to a party first?’

Anthony jumped backwards, armsflailing, as Philana disappeared, her place taken by ayoung man with
curly dark hair and bright blue eyes. The stranger was dressed in awhite cotton shirt unbuttoned to the
navel and apair of navy blue swimming trunks. He had seen the man before on vid, showing off his chest
hairs. The grin stayed the same from one body to the next.

“She' sgone, Madalena. | teleported her to someplace safe.” Helaughed. “I’1l buy her anew boat. Do
what you like with the old one.”

Anthony’ s heart hammered. He had forgotten the Kyklopes could do that, just teleport without the
gpparatus required by humans. And teleport other thingsaswell.

He wondered how many centuries old the Kyklops body was. He knew the mind’ s age was measured
ineons.

“Thisdoesn't endit,” Anthony said.

Telamon’stonewas mild. “PerhapsI’ll find anice planet for you somewhere, Madaena. Let you play
Robinson Crusoe, just as you did when you were young.”

“That will only get you in trouble. Too many people know about this situation by now. And it won't be
much fun holding Philanawherever you ve got her.”

Telamon stepped toward the stern, sat on the taffrall. His movements were fluid, far more confident than
they had been when he was wearing the other, unaccustomed body. For amoment Anthony considered
kicking Telamon into the drink, then decided againgt it. The possible repercussions had acosmic
dimension that Anthony preferred not to contemplate.

“I don't didikeyou, Malddlena,” thedien said. “I truly don’t. Y ou're an acohalic, violent lout, but at
least you have proven intelligence, perhagpsakind of genius.”

“Call the kettle black again. | liked that part.”

Two Notches smooth body rose a cabl€e s length to starboard. He exhaed with an audible hiss, mist
drifting over hisback. Telamon gave the whae adisinterested ook, then turned back to Anthony.

“Being the nearest thing to a parent on the planet,” he said. “1 must say that | disgpprove of you asa
partner for Philana. However—" He gave ashrug. “ Parents must know when to compromise in these
matters.” Helooked up at Anthony with hisblue eyes. “| propose we share her, Anthony. Formalize the
arrangement we aready seem to possess. I’ll only occupy alittle of her time, and for al the rest, the two
of you can live out your lives with whatever sad domestic bliss you can summon. Till she getstired of

you, anyway.”

Two Notchesrolled under the waves. A cetacean murmur echoed off the boat’ s bottom. Anthony’smind
flailed for an answer. Hefdt sweat prickling his scalp. He shook his head in feigned disbelief.

“Ligten to yoursdlf, Telamon. Isthis supposed to be ascientist talking? A researcher?’...;



“Y ou don't want to share?’ The young man’ sface curled in disdain. “Y ou want everything for
yourself—the whole planet, | suppose, like your father.”

“Don’'t beridiculous.”

“I' know what Philana knows about you, and I’ ve done some checking on my own. Y ou brought the
humpbacks here because you needed them. Away from their home, their kind. Y ou asked them, I'm
sure; but there’ s no way they could make an informed decision about this planet, about what they were
doing. Y ou needed them for your Dweller study, so you took them.”

Asif on cue, Two Notches rose from the water to take a breath. Teamon favored the whale with histaut
smile. Anthony floundered for an answer while the alien spoke on.

“Y ou’ ve got data ga ore on the Dwdlers, but do you publish? Do you share it with anybody, even with
Philana? Y ou hoard it dl for yourself, all your specidized knowledge. Y ou don't even talk to the
Dwelerd” Telamon gave ascornful laugh. “Y ou don't even want the Dwellers to know what Anthony
knowsd!”

Anger poured through Anthony’ sveinslike ascdding fire. He clenched hisfigts, consdered launching
himsdf a Telamon. Something held him back.

The dien stood, waked to Anthony, looked him up and down. “We re not so different,” he said. “We
both want what’ s ours. But I’'m willing to share. Philana can be our common pool of data, if you like.
Think about it.”

Anthony swung, and in that instant Philanawas back, horror in her eyes. Anthony’ sfist, aimed for the
taller Tdamon’s chin, dlipped Philana stemple and she fell back, flailing. Anthony caught her.

“It just happened, didn’t it?’ Her voice was woeful.
“Y ou don't remember?’

Philana s face crumpled. She swayed and touched her temple. “1 never do. The times when he' srunning
me are just blank spots.”

Anthony seated her on the port bench. He was fedling queasy at having hit her. She put her facein her
hands. “1 hate when that happensin front of people | know,” she said.

“He susing you to hide behind. He was here in person, the son of abitch.” Hetook her handsin hisown
and kissed her. Purest desire flamed through him. He wanted to commit an act of defiance, make a
statement of the nature of things. He put his arms around her and kissed her ngpe. She smelled faintly of
pine, and there were needlesin her hair. Telamon had put her on Earth, then, in aforest somewhere.

She strained againgt histight embrace. “1 don’t know if thisisagood ideg,” she said.

“I want to send amessage to Telamon,” Anthony said.

They made love under the sun, lying on the deck in Anthony’ s cockpit. Clear asabell, Anthony heard
Dweéller sounds rumbling up the boat. Somewhere in the boat ametal mounting bracket rang to the
subsonics. Philanaclutched at him. There was desperation in her look, asearch for affirmation, despair at
finding none. The teak punished Anthony’ s pams. He wondered if Telamon had ever possessed her thus,
took over her mind so that he could fuck her in his own body, commit incest with himself. Hefound the
ideaexciting.

His orgasm poured out, sunning him with itsintengity. He kissed the moist juncture of Philana sneck and



shoulder, and rose on his hands to stare down into Telamon' s brittle grin and cold, knowing eyes.

“Message received, Anthony.” Philana sthroat convulsed in laughter. “Y ou’ re taking possession.
Showing everyone who' s boss.”

Horror galvanized Anthony. He jumped to his feet and backed away, heart pounding. He took a deep
breath and mastered himsdlf, strove for words of denia and could not find them. “Y ou're sad, Telamon,”
hesad.

Telamon threw Philana sarms over her head, parted her legs. “Let’sdo it again, Anthony.” Taunting.
“Y ou're 0o masterful.”

Anthony turned away. “ Piss off, Telamon, you sick fuck.” Bilerosein histhroat.

“What happened?’ Anthony knew Philana was back. He turned and saw her face crumple. “We were
making lovel” shewalled.

“A chegp trick. He s getting desperate.” He squatted by her and tried to take her in hisarms. She turned
away fromhim.

“Let medonefor awhile” she said. Bright tearsfilled her eyes.

Misplaced adrenaline ran charges through Anthony’ s body—no oneto fight, no place to run. He picked
up his clothes and went below to the main cabin. He drew on his clothing and sat on one of the berths,
hands helpless on the seat beside him. He wanted to get blind drunk.

Half an hour later Philana entered the cabin. She' d braided her hair, drawn it back so tight from her
templesit must have been painful. Her movementswere dow, asif suddenly she'd lost her sealegs. She
sat down &t the little kitchen table, pushed away her half-eaten lunch.

“Wecan'twin,” shesaid.

“Ther€ sgot to be someway,” Anthony said tonelesdy. He was clean out of idess.
Philanalooked at Anthony from reddened eyes. “We can give him what he wants,” she said.
1] NO_”

Her voice turned to ashout. “It’ snot you he doesthisto! It's not you who winks out of existencein the
middle of doing laundry or making love, and wakes up somewhereese Her knuckles were white as
they gripped thetable edge. "I don’t know how long | can takethis.”

“All your life” said Anthony, “if you give him what he wants.”
“At least then hewouldn’'t useit asa weapon*.” Her voice was a shout. She turned away.

Anthony looked at her, wondered if he should go to her. He decided not to. He was out of comfort for
the present.

“You see,” Philanasaid, her head till turned away, “why | don’t want to live forever.”
“Don't let him best you.”

“It'snot that. I’'m afraid...” Her voicetrembled. “I’'m afraid that if | got old I’d become him. The
Kyklopes are the oldest living things ever discovered. And alot of the oldest immortalsarealot like



them. Getting crazier, getting...” She shook her head. * Getting lesshuman dl thetime.”

Anthony saw abody swaying in the smokehouse. Philana s body, her fingernailstrailing in the dust. Pain
throbbed in his chest. He stood up, swayed as he was caught by adow wave of vertigo. Somewhere his
father was laughing, telling him he should have stayed on Leesfor alife of pastoral incest.

“I want to think,” he said. He stepped past her on the way to his computer. He didn’t reach out to touch
her as he passed. She didn’t reach for him, either.

He put on the headphones and listened to the Dwellers. Their speech rolled up from the deep. Anthony
sat unable to comprehend, his mind frozen. He was hel pless as Philana. Whose was the next move? he
wondered. His? Philana s?

Whoever made the next move, Anthony knew, the gamewas Telamon’s.

At dinnertime Philanamade a pair of sandwichesfor Anthony, then returned to the cabin and ate nothing
hersdf. Anthony ate one sandwich without tasting it, gave the second to the fish. The Dweller speech had
faded out. Heleft his computer and stepped into the cabin. Philanawas stretched out on one of the side
berths, her eyes closed. One arm was thrown over her forehead.

Her body, Anthony decided, was too tense for thisto be deep. He sat on the berth opposite.
“Hesaid you haven't told the truth,” Anthony said.

Anthony could see Philana s eyes moving under trand ucent lids as she eva uated this statement, scanning
for meaning. “ About what,” she said.

“About your relationship to him.”

Her lips drew back, revedling teeth. Perhapsit wasasmile.
“I'veknown him al my life. | gave you the condensed verson.”
“Istheremore | should know?’

There was another pause. “He saved my life”

“Good for him.”

“I got involved with this man. Three or four hundred years old, one of my professorsin school. Hewas
going through acriss—he wasamess, redly. | thought | could do him some good. Telamon disagreed,
sadtherdationshipwas sick.” Philanalicked her lips. “Hewasright,” she said.

Anthony didn’t know if he redlly wanted to hear about this.
“The guy started making demands. Wanted to get married, leave Earth, start over again.”
“What did you want?’

Philanashrugged. “1 don't know. | hadn’t made up my mind. But Telamon went into my head and
confronted the guy and told him to get lost. Then he just took me out of there. My body was half the
gaaxy away, dl alone on an undevel oped world. There were supplies, but no gates out.”



Anthony gnawed hislip. Thiswas how Telamon operated.

“Telamon kept me there for a couple weekstill | camed down. He took me back to Earth. The
professor had taken up with someone el se, another one of his students. He married her, and six weeks
later shewalked out on him. Hekilled her, then killed himself.”

Philanasighed, drew her hand over her forehead. She opened her eyes and sat up, swinging her legs off
the berth. “So,” she said. “ That' s one Telamon story. I’ ve got more.”

“When did this happen?’

“I'd just turned eighteen.” She shook her head. “ That’ swhen | signed the contract that keepshim in my
head. | decided that | couldn’t trust my judgment about people. And Telamon’s judgment of peopleis,
well, quite good.”

Resentment flamed in Anthony at this notion. Telamon had made hisjudgment of Anthony clear, and
Anthony didn’t want it to become a subject for debate. “Y ou’re older now,” hesaid. “He can't havea
veto onyour lifeforever.”

Philanadrew up her legs and circled her kneeswith her arms. “ Y ou’ re violent, Anthony.”

Anthony looked at her for along moment of cold anger. “I hit you by accident. | wasaiming at him,
damnit.”

Philana s jaw worked as she returned his stare. “How long before you aim a me?’
“I wouldn't.”
“That' swhat my old professor said.”

Anthony turned away, fury running through him like chill fire. Philanalooked a him levelly for amoment,
then dropped her forehead to her knees. She sighed. “1 don’t know, Anthony. | don’t know anymore. If
| ever did.”

Anthony stared fixedly at the distant white dwarf, just arrived above the horizon and visible through the
hatch. We are, he thought, in a condition of permanent bafflement. “What do you want, Philana?’ he
asked.

Her head came up, looked at him. “1 want not to be atennisbal in your game with Telamon, Anthony. |
want to know I’ m not just the prize given the winner.”

“I wanted you before | ever met Telamon, Philana.”

“Telamon changed afew things.” Her voice was cold. “ Before you met him, you didn’t use my body to
send messages to people.”

Anthony’ sfigts clenched. He forced them to relax.

Philana s voice was hitter. “ Seemsto me, Anthony, that’ s one of Telamon’s habits you're all too eager to
adopt.”

Anthony’ s chest ached. He didn’t seem able to breathe in enough air. He took along breath and hoped
histensonwould ease. It didn't. “I’m sorry,” hesaid. “It'snot... anorma Stuation.”

“For you, maybe.”



Silence hung in the room, broken only by the whae clicks and mutters rising through the boat. Anthony
shook his head. “What do we do, then?’ he asked. “ Surrender?’

“If wehaveto.” Shelooked a him. “I’m willing to fight Telamon, but not to the point where one of usis
destroyed.” Sheleaned toward him, her expression intent. “And if Telamon wins, could you livewith it?’
she asked. “With surrender? If we had to give him what he wanted?’

“l don’t know.”
“1 have to livewith it. You don’t. That’ sthe difference.”
“That's one difference.” Hetook abreath, then rose from hisplace. “I haveto think,” he said.

He climbed into the cockpit. Red sunset was splattered like blood across the windscreen. Hetried to
breathe the seaair, clear the heavinesshefelt in his chest, but it didn’t work. Anthony went up onto the
flybridge and stared forward. His eyes burned as the sun went down in flames.

The white dwarf was high overhead when Anthony came down. Philanawas lying in the forepesk,
covered with ashedt, her eyes staring sightlesdy out the open hatch. Anthony took his clothes off and
crawled in besde her.

“I'll surrender,” hesaid. “If | haveto, I'll surrender.” Sheturned to him and put her arms around him.
Hopedessdesire burnedin hisbelly.

He made love to Philana, his nerves numb to the possibility that Telamon might reappear. Her hungry
mouth drank in his pain. He didn’t know whether thiswas affirmation or not, whether this meant anything
other than the fact there was nothing | eft to do at this point than stagger blindly into one another’s
embrace...

A Dweller soloed from below, the clearest Anthony had ever heard one. WE CALL TO OURSELVES,
the Dweller said, WE SPEAK OF THINGSAS THEY ARE. Anthony rose from bed and set his
computer to record. Sings of Others, rising dongsde to breathe, called ahello. Anthony tapped hiskeys,
hit TRANSMIT.

Air Human and | arein a condition of rut, he said.

WE CONGRATULATE ANTHONY AND AIR HUMAN ON OUR CONDITION OF RUT, Sings
of Othersresponded. The whooping whae cries layered atop the thundering Dweller noises. WE WISH
OURSELVES MANY HAPPY COPULATIONS.

HAPPY COPULATIONS, HAPPY COPULATIONS, echoed Two Notches.

A pointless optimism began to resonate in Anthony’ s mind. He sat before the computer and listened to
the sounds of the Deep Dwdlers as they rumbled up his spine.

Philana appeared at the hatch. She was buttoning her shirt. “Y ou told the whales about us?’ she said.
“Why not?’
She grinned faintly. “1 guessthere’ s no reason not to.”

Two Notches wailed aquestion. ARE ANTHONY AND AIR HUMAN COPULATING NOW?



Not at present, Anthony replied.
WE HOPE YOU WILL COPULATE OFTEN.
Philana, trandating the speech on her own, laughed. “ Tell them we hope so, too,” she said.

And then she gtiffened. Anthony’ s nerves poured fire. Philanaturned to him and regarded him with
Telamon'seyes.

“I thought you'd seereason,” Telamon said. “ I'll surrender. | likethat.”

Anthony looked at the possessed woman and groped for avehicle for his message. Words seemed
inadequate, he decided, but would haveto do. “ Y ou haven’t won yet,” he said.

Philana s head cocked to one sde as Telamon viewed him. “Hasit occurred to you,” Telamon said, “that
if she'sfree of me, shewon’'t need you at al?’

“Y ou forget something. I'll berid of you aswell.”
“Y ou can berid of meany time.”

Anthony stared a Telamon for amoment, then suddenly he laughed. He had just realized how to send his
message. Telamon looked at him curioudly. Anthony turned to his computer deck and flipped to the
Dwdler trandaionfile.

I/we, he typed, live in the warm brightness above. | am new to this world, and send good wishes to
the Dwellers below.

Anthony pressed TRANSMIT. Rolling thunder boomed from the boat’ s speekers. The grammar was
probably awful, Anthony knew, but he wasfairly certain of the words, and he thought the meaning would
be clear.

Telamon frowned, stepped to gaze over Anthony’ s shoulder.
Cadls camefrom below. A trandation tree appeared on the screen.

“Trench Dwdler” was probably one of the Dwellers names. “ Bubbleward” was a phrasefor “up,” since
bubbles rose to the surface. Anthony tapped the keys.

We are from far away, recently arrived. We are small and foreign to the world. We wish to brush
the Dwellers with our thoughts. We regret our lack of clarity in diction. ..<e

“I wonder if you' ve thought thisthrough,” Telamon said.

URFACING

Anthony hit TRANSMIT. Speakers boomed. The subsonics were like apunch in the gut.
“Go jump off adiff,” Anthony said.

“You'remaking amistake,” said Telamon.

The Dwdler’ sanswer was surprisingly direct.



Anthony’s heart crashed in astonishment. Could the Dwellers stand the lack of pressure on the surface?
I/\We, hetyped, Trench Dweller, proceed with consideration for safety. |/\We recollect that we are
small and weak. He pressed TRANSMIT and flipped to the whalespeech file.

Deep Dweller rising to surface, hetyped. Run fast northward.

The whales answered with cries of darm. Flukes pounded the water. Anthony ran to the cabin and
cranked the whedl hard to starboard. He increased speed to separate himsalf from the humpbacks.
Behind him, Telamon stumbled in hisunfamiliar body as the boat took the waves at adifferent angle.

Anthony returned to his computer console. I/We are in a state of motion, he reported. Isliving in the
home of the light occasion for a condition of damage to us/Trench Dweller ?

“You' remad,” said Telamon, and then Philana staggered. “He sdoneit again,” she said in astunned
voice. She stepped to the starboard bench and sat down. “What' s happening?’ she asked.

“I'm talking to the Dwdllers. One of themisrising to say hdllo.”

“ Now?”

He gave her askdeta grin. “It' swhat you wanted, yes?’ She stared at him.
I’m going over dliffs, he thought. One after another.

That, Anthony concluded, isthe condition of existence.

Subsonicsrattled crockery in the kitchen.

Anthony typed, 1/We happily await greeting ourselves and pressed TRANSMIT, then REPEAT. He
would give the Dweller asound to homein on.

“I don’t understand,” Philanasaid. He moved to join her on the bench, put hisarm around her. She
shrugged him off. “Tell me,” she said. Hetook her hand.

“Weregoing towin.”

“How?"

“| don’'t know yet.”

She wastoo shaken to argue. “It'sgoing to be along fight,” she said.

“I don’t care.”

Philanatook a bregth. “I’m scared.”

“Soam|,” said Anthony.

The boat best itslf againgt the waves. The flying yacht followed, a silent shadow.

Anthony and Philanawaited in sllence until the Dweller rose, agreen-grey massthat looked asif agrassy
reef had just calved. Foam roared from its back asit broke water, half an ocean running down its Sides.
Anthony’ s boat danced in the sudden white tide, and then the ocean gtilled. Bits of the Dweller were dll
around, spread over the water for leagues—tentacles, filters, membranes. The Dweller’ s very mass had



camed the sea. The Dweller was so big, Anthony saw, it constituted an entire ecosystem. Sea creatures
lived among its folds*and tendrils. some had died asthey rose, their swim bladders exploding in the
release of pressure; othersleaped and spun and shrank from the brightness above.

Sunlight shone from the Dweller’ sform, and the creature pulsed with life.

Terrified, dated, Philanaand Anthony roseto say hdllo.



