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MONDAY

Sol stripped the gear on the trail over Blood of Christ Mountain. Clickshifted
down to sixth for the steep push up to the ridge, and there was no sixth. No
fifth, no fourth; nothing, down to zero.

Elena was already up on the divide, laughing at him pushing and sweating up
through the pines, muscles twisted and knotted like the trunks of the primeval
bristlecones, tubes and tendons straining like bridge cable. Then she saw the
gear train sheared through and spinning free.

They'd given the bikes a good hard kicking down in the desert mountains south
of Nogales. Two thousand apiece, but the salesperson had sworn on the
virginity of all his unmarried sisters that these MTBs would go anywhere, do
anything you wanted. Climb straight up El Capitan, if that was what you needed
of them. Now they were five days on the trail— three from the nearest Dirt
Lobo dealership, so Elena's palmtop told her— and a gear train had broken
clean in half. Ten more days, four hundred more miles, fifty more mountains
for Solomon Gursky, in high gear.

"Should have been prepared for this, engineer," Elena said.

"Two thousand a bike, you shouldn't need to," Solomon Gursky replied. It was
early afternoon up on Blood of Christ Mountain, high and hot and resinous with
the scent of the old, old pines. There was haze down in the valley they had
come from, and in the one they were riding to. "And you know I'm not that kind
of engineer. My gears are a lot smaller. And they don't break."

Elena knew what kind of engineer he was, as he knew what kind of doctor she
was. But the thing was new between them and at the stage where research
colleagues who surprise themselves by becoming lovers like to pretend that
they are mysteries to each other.

Elena's palmtop map showed a settlement five miles down the valley. It was
called Redención. It might be the kind of place they could get welding done
quick and good for norte dollars.

"Be happy, it's downhill," Elena said as she swung her electric-blue padded
ass onto the saddle and plunged down off the ridge. One second later, Sol
Gursky in his shirt and shorts and shoes and shades and helmet came tearing
after her through the scrub sage. The thing between them was still at the
stage where desire can flare at a flash of electric-blue Lycra-covered ass.

Redención it was, of the kind you get in the border mountains; of gas and food
and trailers to hire by the night, or the week, or, if you have absolutely
nowhere else to go, the lifetime; of truck stops and recreational Jacuzzis at
night under the border country stars. No welding. Something better. The
many-branched saguaro of a solar tree was the first thing of Redención the
travelers saw lift out of the heat haze as they came in along the old,
cracked, empty highway.

The factory was in an ugly block annex behind the gas and food. A truck driver
followed Sol and Elena round the back, entranced by these fantastic
macaw-bright creatures who kept their eyes hidden behind wrap-around shades.
He was chewing a sandwich. He had nothing better to do in Redención on a hot



Monday afternoon. Jorge, the proprietor, looked too young and ambitious to be
pushing gas, food, trailers, and molecules in Redención on any afternoon. He
was thirty-wise, dark, serious. There was something tight-wound about him.
Elena said in English that he had the look of a man of sorrows. But he took
the broken gear train seriously, and helped Sol remove it from the back wheel.
He looked at the smooth, clean shear plane with admiration.

"This I can do," he declared. "Take an hour, hour and a half. Meantime, maybe
you'd like to take a Jacuzzi?" This, wrinkling his nose, downwind of two
MTBers come over Blood of Christ Mountain in the heat of the day. The truck
driver grinned. Elena scowled. "Very private," insisted Jorge the
nanofacturer.

"Something to drink?" Elena suggested.

"Sure. Coke, Sprite, beer, agua minerale. In the shop."

Elena went the long way around the trucker to investigate the cooler. Sol
followed Jorge into the factory and watched him set the gears in the scanner.

"Actually, this is my job," Sol said to make conversation as the lasers mapped
the geometry of the ziggurat of cogs in three dimensions. He spoke Spanish.
Everyone did. It was the universal language up in the norte now, as well as
down el sur.

"You have a factory?"

"I'm an engineer. I build these things. Not the scanners, I mean; the tectors.
I design them. A nano-engineer."

The monitor told Jorge the mapping was complete.

"For the Tesler corporada," Sol added as Jorge called up the processor system.

"How do you want it?"

"I'd like to know it's not going to do this to me again. Can you build it in
diamond?"

"All just atoms, friend."

Sol studied the processor chamber. It pleased him that they looked like whisky
stills; round-bellied, high-necked, rising through the roof into the spreading
fingers of the solar tree. Strong spirits in that still, spirits of the vacuum
between galaxies, the cold of absolute zero, and the spirits of the tectors
moving through cold and emptiness, shuffling atoms. He regretted that the
physics did not allow viewing windows in the nanofacturers. Look down through
a pane of pure and perfect diamond at the act of creation. Maybe creation was
best left unseen, a mystery. All just atoms, friend. Yes, but it was what you
did with those atoms, where you made them go. The weird troilisms and menages
you forced them into.

He envisioned the minuscule machines, smaller than viruses, clever knots of
atoms, scavenging carbon through the nanofacturer's roots deep in the earth of
Redención, passing it up the buckytube conduits to the processor chamber,
weaving it into diamond of his own shaping.

Alchemy.

Diamond gears.



Sol Gursky shivered in his light biking clothes, touched by the intellectual
chill of the nanoprocessor.

"This is one of mine," he called to Jorge. "I designed the tectors."

"I wouldn't know." Jorge fetched beers from a crate on the factory floor,
opened them in the door. "I bought the whole place from a guy two years back.
Went up north, to the Tres Valles. You from there?"

The beer was cold. In the deeper, darker cold of the reactor chamber, the
nanomachines swarmed. Sol Gursky held his arms out: Jesus of the MTB wear.

"Isn't everyone?"

"Not yet. So, who was it you said you work for? Nanosis? Ewart-OzWest?"

"Tesler Corp. I head up a research group into biological analogs."

"Never heard of them."

You will, was what Solomon Gursky would have said, but for the scream.

Elena's scream.

Not, he thought as he ran, that he had heard Elena's scream— the thing was not
supposed to be at that stage— but he knew it could not belong to anyone else.

She was standing in the open back door of the gas and food, pale and shaky in
the high bright light.

"I'm sorry," she said. "I just wanted to get some water. There wasn't any in
the cooler, and I didn't want Coke. I just wanted to get some water from the
faucet."

He was aware that Jorge was behind him as he went into the kitchen. Man mess:
twenty coffee mugs, doughnut boxes, beer cans, and milk cartons. Spoons,
knives, forks. He did that too, and Elena told him off for having to take a
clean one every time.

Then he saw the figures through the open door.

Somewhere, Jorge was saying, "Please, this is my home."

There were three of them; a good-looking, hard-worked woman, and two little
girls, one newly school-age, the other not long on her feet. They sat in
chairs, hands on thighs. They looked straight ahead.

It was only because they did not blink, that their bodies did not rock gently
to the tick of pulse and breath, that Sol could understand.

The color was perfect. He touched the woman's cheek, the coil of dark hair
that fell across it. Warm soft. Like a woman's should feel. Texture like skin.
His fingertips left a line in dust.

They sat unblinking, unmoving, the woman and her children, enshrined in their
own memorabilia. Photographs, toys, little pieces of jewelry, loved books and
ornaments, combs, mirrors. Pictures and clothes. Things that make up a life.
Sol walked among the figures and their things, knowing that he trespassed in
sacred space, but irresistibly drawn by the simulacra.



"They were yours?" Elena was saying somewhere. And Jorge was nodding, and his
mouth was working but no words were manufactured. "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry."

"They said it was a blow-out." Jorge finally said. "You know, those tires they
say repair themselves, so they never blow out? They blew out. They went right
over the barrier, upside down. That's what the truck driver said. Right over,
and he could see them all, upside down. Like they were frozen in time, you
understand?" He paused.

"I went kind of dark for a long time after that; a lot crazy, you know? When I
could see things again, I bought this with the insurance and the compensation.
Like I say, it's all just atoms, friend. Putting them in the right order.
Making them go where you want, do what you want."

"I'm sorry we intruded," Elena said, but Solomon Gursky was standing there
among the reconstructed dead and the look on his face was that of a man seeing
something far beyond what is in front of him, all the way to God.

"Folk out here are accommodating." But Jorge's smile was a tear of sutures.
"You can't live in a place like this if you weren't a little crazy or lost."

"She was very beautiful," Elena said.

"She is."

Dust sparkled in the float of afternoon light through the window.

"Sol?"

"Yeah. Coming."

The diamond gears were out of the tank in twenty-five minutes. Jorge helped
Sol fit them to the two thousand norte dollar bike. Then Sol rode around the
factory and the gas-food-trailer house where the icons of the dead sat
unblinking under the slow fall of dust. He clicked the gears up and clicked
them down. One two three four five six. Six five four three two one. Then he
paid Jorge fifty norte, which was all he asked for his diamond. Elena waved to
him as they rode down the highway out of Redención.

They made love by firelight on the top of Blessed Virgin Mountain, on the pine
needles, under the stars. That was the stage they were at: ravenous,
unselfconscious, discovering. The old deaths, down the valley behind them,
gave them urgency. Afterward, he was quiet and withdrawn, and when she asked
what he was thinking about, he said, "The resurrection of the dead."

"But they weren't resurrected," she said, knowing instantly what he meant, for
it haunted her too, up on their starry mountain. "They were just
representations, like a painting or a photograph. Sculpted memories.
Simulations."

"But they were real for him." Sol rolled onto his back to gaze at the warm
stars of the border. "He told me he talked to them. If his nanofactory could
have made them move and breathe and talk back, he'd have done it, and who
could have said that they weren't real?"

He felt Elena shiver against his flesh.

"What is it?"



"Just thinking about those faces, and imagining them in the reactor chamber,
in the cold and the emptiness, with the tectors crawling over them."

"Yeah."

Neither spoke for a time long enough to see the stars move. Then Solomon
Gursky felt the heat stir in him again and he turned to Elena and felt the
warmth of her meat, hungry for his second little death.

TUESDAY

Jesus was getting fractious in the plastic cat carrier; heaving from side to
side, shaking the grille.

Sol Gursky set the carrier on the landing mesh and searched the ochre smog
haze for the incoming liftercraft. Photochromic molecules bonded to his irises
polarized: another hot, bright, poisonous day in the TVMA.

Jesus was shrieking now.

"Shut the hell up," Sol Gursky hissed. He kicked the cat carrier. Jesus
gibbered and thrust her arms through the grille, grasping at freedom.

"Hey, it's only a monkey," Elena said.

But that was the thing. Monkeys, by being monkeys, annoyed him. Frequently
enraged him. Little homunculus things masquerading as human. Clever little
fingers, wise little eyes, expressive little faces. Nothing but dumb animal
behind that face, running those so-human fingers.

He knew his anger at monkeys was irrational. But he'd still enjoyed killing
Jesus, taped wide open on the pure white slab. Swab, shave, slip the needle.

Of course, she had not been Jesus then. Just Rhesus; nameless, a tool made out
of meat. Experiment 625G.

It was probably the smog that was making her scream. Should have got her one
of those goggle things for walking poodles. But she would have just torn it
off with her clever little human fingers. Clever enough to be dumb,
monkey-thing.

Elena was kneeling down, playing baby-fingers with the clutching fists thrust
through the bars.

"It'll bite you."

His hand still throbbed. Dripping, shivering, and spastic from the tank, Jesus
had still possessed enough motor control to turn her head and lay his thumb
open to the bone. Vampire monkey: the undead appetite for blood. Bastard
thing. He would have enjoyed killing it again, if it were still killable.

All three on the landing grid looked up at the sound of lifter engines
detaching themselves from the aural bedrock of two million cars. The ship was
coming in from the south, across the valley from the big site down on Hoover
where the new corporada headquarters was growing itself out of the fault line.
It came low and fast, nose down, ass up, like a big bug that thrives on the
taste of hydrocarbons in its spiracles. The backwash from its jets flustered
the palm trees as it configured into vertical mode and came down on the
research facility pad. Sol Gursky and Elena Asado shielded their sunscreened



eyes from flying grit and leafstorm.

Jesus ran from end to end of her plastic cage, gibbering with fear.

"Doctor Gursky." Sol did not think he had seen this corporadisto before, but
it was hard to be certain; Adam Tesler liked his personal assistants to look
as if he had nanofactured them. "I can't begin to tell you how excited Mr.
Tesler is about this."

"You should be there with me," Sol said to Elena. "It was your idea." Then, to
the suit, "Dr. Asado should be with me."

Elena swiped at her jet-blown hair.

"I shouldn't, Sol. It was your baby. Your gestation, your birth. Anyway, you
know how I hate dealing with suits." This for the smiling PA, but he was
already guiding Sol to the open hatch.

Sol strapped in and the ship lurched as the engines screamed up into lift. He
saw Elena wave and duck back toward the facility. He clutched the cat carrier
hard as his gut kicked when the lifter slid into horizontal flight. Within,
the dead monkey burbled to herself in exquisite terror.

"What happened to your thumb?" the corporadisto asked.

When he'd cracked the tank and lifted Jesus the Rhesus out of the waters of
rebirth, the monkey had seemed more pissed off at being sopping wet than at
having been dead. There had been a pure, perfect moment of silence, then the
simultaneous oath and gout of blood, and the Lazarus team had exploded into
whooping exultation. The monkey had skittered across the floor, alarmed by the
hooting and cheering, hunting for height and hiding. Elena had caught it
spastically trying—and failing—to hurl itself up the side of a desk. She'd
swaddled Jesus up in thermal sheeting and put the spasming thing in the
observation incubator. Within the hour, Jesus had regained full motor control
and was chewing at the corners of her plastic pen, scratching imaginary fleas
and masturbating ferociously. While delivery companies dropped off pizza
stacks and cases of cheap Mexican champagne, someone remembered to call Adam
Tesler.

The dead monkey was not a good flier. She set up a wailing keen that had even
the pilot complaining.

"Stop that," Sol Gursky snapped. It would not do anything for him, though, and
rocked on its bare ass and wailed all the louder.

"What way is that to talk to a piece of history?" the PA said. He grinned in
through the grille, waggled fingers, clicked tongue. "Hey there, little
fellow. Whatcha call him?"

"Little bitch, actually. We call her Jesus; also known as Bride of
Frankenstein."

Bite him, Solomon Gursky thought as ten thousand mirrored swimming pools
slipped beneath the belly of the Tesler Corporada lifter.

Frankenstein's creations were dead. That was the thing. That was the
revelation.

It was the Age of Everything, but the power to make anything into anything
else was not enough, because there was one thing the tectors of Nanosis and



Aristide-Tlaxcalpo and the other founders of the nanotech revolution could not
manipulate into anything else, and that was death. A comment by a pioneer
nanotechnologist captured the optimism and frustration of the Age of
Everything: Watson's Postulate. Never mind turning trash into oil or asteroids
into heaps of Volkswagens, or hanging exact copies of Van Goghs in your living
room; the first thing we get with nanotechnology is immortality.

Five billion Rim dollars in research disproved it. What tectors touched, they
transformed; what they transformed, they killed. The Gursky-Asado team had
beaten its rivals to the viral replicators, that infiltrated living cells and
converted them into a different, tector-based matrix, and from their DNA
spored a million copies. It had shaped an algorithm from the deadly accuracy
of carcinomas. It had run tests under glass and in tanks. It had christened
that other nameless Rhesus Frankenstein and injected the tectors. And Sol and
Elena had watched the tiny machines slowly transform the monkey's body into
something not even gangrene could imagine.

Elena wanted to put it out of its misery, but they could not open the tank for
fear of contamination. After a week, it ended.

The monster fell apart. That was the thing. And then Asado and Gursky
remembered a hot afternoon when Sol got a set of diamond gears built in a
place called Redención.

If death was a complex thing, an accumulation of microdeath upon minideath
upon little death upon middling death, life might obey the same power law.
Escalating anti-entropy. Pyramid-plan life.

Gursky's Corollary to Watson's Postulate: The first thing we get with
nanotechnology is the resurrection of the dead.

The Dark Tower rose out of the amber haze. Sol and Elena's private joke had
escaped and replicated itself; everyone in R&D now called the thing Adam
Tesler was building down in the valley Barad Dur, in Mordor, where the smogs
lie. And Adam Tesler, its unresting, all-seeing Eye.

There were over fifty levels of it now, but it showed no signs of stopping. As
each section solidified and became dormant, another division of Adam Tesler's
corporate edifice was slotted in. The architects were unable to say where it
would stop. A kilometer, a kilometer and a half; maybe then the architectors
would stabilize and die. Sol loathed its glossy black excrescences and
crenellations, a miscegeny of the geological and the cancerous. Gaudi
sculpting in shit.

The lifter came in high over the construction, locked into the navigation grid
and banked. Sol looked down into its open black maw.

All just atoms, the guy who owned the factory had said. Sol could not remember
his name now. The living and the dead have the same atoms.

They'd started small: paramecia, amoebae. Things hardly alive. Invertebrates.
Reanimated cockroaches, hurtling on their thin legs around the observation
tank. Biological machine, nanotech machine, still a machine. Survival machine.
Except now you couldn't stomp the bastards. They came back.

What good is resurrection, if you are just going to die again?

The cockroaches came back, and they kept coming back.

He had been the cautious one this time, working carefully up the evolutionary



chain. Elena was the one who wanted to go right for it. Do the monkey. Do the
monkey and you do the man.

He had watched the tectors swarm over it, strip skin from flesh, flesh from
bone, dissolve bones. He had watched the nanomachines put it all back together
into a monkey. It lay in the liquid intact, but, its signs said, dead. Then
the line kicked, and kicked again, and another twitched in harmony, and a
third came in, and then they were all playing together on the vital signs
monitor, and that which was dead was risen.

The lifter was into descent, lowering itself toward the exact center of the
white cross on the landing grid fastened to the side of the growing tower.
Touchdown. The craft rocked on its bug legs. Seat-belt sign off, steps down.

"You behave yourself," Solomon Gursky told Jesus.

The All-Seeing Eye was waiting for him by the upshaft. His Dark Minions were
with him.

"Sol."

The handshake was warm and strong, but Sol Gursky had never trusted Adam
Tesler in all the years he had known him; as nanoengineering student or as
head of the most dynamic nanotech corporada in the Pacific Rim Co-Prosperity
Sphere.

"So this is it?" Adam Tesler squatted down and choo-choo-chooked the monkey.

"She bites."

"I see." Jesus grabbed his thumb in her tiny pink homunculus hand. "So, you
are the man who has beaten the final enemy."

"Not beaten it. Found something on the far side of it. It's resurrection, not
immortality."

Adam Tesler opened the cage. Jesus hopped up his arm to perch on the shoulder
of his Scarpacchi suit. Tesler tickled the fur of her belly.

"And humans?"

"Point one percent divergence between her DNA and yours."

"Ah." Adam Tesler closed his eyes. "This makes it all the harder."

Fear pulsed through Solomon Gursky like a sickness.

"Leave us, please," Adam Tesler said to his assistants. "I'll join you in a
moment."

Unspeaking, they filed to the lifter.

"Adam?"

"Sol. Why did you do it?"

"What are you talking about, Adam?"

"You know, Sol."



For an instant, Sol Gursky died on the landing grid fused to the fifty-third
level of the Tesler corporada tower. Then he returned to life, and knew with
cool and beautiful clarity that he could say it all, that he must say it all,
because he was dead now and nothing could touch him.

"It's too much for one person. Adam. This isn't building cars or growing
houses or nanofacturing custom pharmaceuticals. This is the resurrection of
the dead. This is every human being from now to the end of the universe. You
can't be allowed to own that. Not even God should have a monopoly on eternal
life."

Adam Tesler sighed. His irises were photochromed dark, their expression
unreadable.

"So. How long is it?"

"Thirteen years."

"I thought I knew you, Sol."

"I thought I knew you." The air was clear and fresh and pure, here on this
high perch. "How did you find out?"

Adam Tesler stroked the monkey's head. It tried to push his fingers away,
baring sharp teeth.

"You can come here now, Marisa."

The tall, muscular woman who walked from the upshaft across the landing grid
was no stranger to Sol. He knew her from the Yucatán resort mastaba and the
Alaskan ski-lodge and the gambling complex grown out of the nanoengineered
reef in the South China Sea. From clandestine conversations through secure
channels and discreet meetings, he knew that her voice would be soft and low
and tinted Australian.

"You dressed better when you worked for Aristide Tlaxcalpo," Sol said. The
woman was dressed in street leathers. She smiled. She had smiled better then
as well.

"Why them?" Adam Tesler said. "Of all the ones to betray me to, those clowns!"

"That's why," said Solomon Gursky. "Elena had nothing to do with this, you
know."

"I know that. She's safe. For the moment."

Sol Gursky knew then what must happen, and he shivered with the sudden, urgent
need to destroy before he was destroyed. He pushed down the shake of rage by
force of will as he held his hand out and clicked his fingers to the monkey.
Jesus frowned and frisked off Tesler's shoulder to Sol's hand. In an instant,
he had stretched, twisted, and snapped its neck. He flung the twitching thing
away from him. It fell to the red mesh.

"I can understand that," Adam Tesler said. "But it will come back again, and
again, and again." He turned on the bottom step of the lifter. "Have you any
idea how disappointed I am, Sol?"

"I really don't give a shit!" Solomon Gursky shouted but his words were
swallowed by the roar of engine power-up. The lifter hovered and swooped down
over the great grid of the city toward the northern hills.



Sol Gursky and Marisa were alone on the platform.

"Do it!" he shouted.

Those muscles he had so admired, he realized, were augments; her fingers took
a fistful of his neck and lifted him off the ground. Strangling, he kicked at
air, snatched at breath. One-armed, she carried him to the edge.

"Do it," he tried to say, but her fingers choked all words in his throat. She
held him out over the drop, smiling. He shat himself, and realized as it
poured out of him that it was ecstasy, that it always had been, and the reason
that adults forbade it was precisely because it was such a primal joy.

Through blood haze, he saw the tiny knotted body of Jesus inching toward him
on pink man-fingers, its neck twisted over its back, eyes staring unshielded
into the sun. Then the woman fingers at last released their grip, and he
whispered "thank you" as he dropped toward the hard white death-light of
Hoover Boulevard.

WEDNESDAY

The seguridados were on the boulevards tonight, hunting the trespassing dead.
The meat were monsters, overmoneyed, understimulated, cerristo males and
females who deeply enjoyed playing angels of Big Death in a world where any
other kind of death was temporary. The meat were horrors, but their machines
were beautiful. Mechadors: robot mantises with beaks of vanadium steel and two
rapid fire MIST 27s throwing fifty self-targeting drones per second, each
separating into a hail of sub-munitions half a second before impact. Fifteen
wide-spectrum senses analyzed the world; the machines maneuvered on tightly
focused impeller fields. And absolutely no thought or mercy. Big beautiful
death.

The window in the house in the hills was big and wide and the man stood in the
middle of it. He was watching the mechadors hunt. There were four of them, two
pairs working each side of the avenue. He saw the one with Necroslayer painted
on its tectoplastic skin bound over the shrubbery from the Sifuentes place in
a single pulse of focused electrogravitic force. It moved over the lawn,
beaked head sensing. It paused, scanned the window. The man met its five
cluster eyes for an instant. It moved on. Its impeller drive left eddy
patterns on the shaved turf. The man watched until the mechadors passed out of
sight, and the seguridados in their over-emphatic battle-armor came up the
avenue, covering imagined threats with their hideously powerful weapons.

"It's every night now," he said. "They're getting scared."

In an instant, the woman was in the big, wood-floored room where the man
stood. She was dressed in a virtuality bodyglove; snapped tendrils retracting
into the suit's node points indicated the abruptness with which she had pulled
out of the web. She was dark and very angry. Scared angry.

"Jesus Joseph Mary, how many times do I have to tell you? Keep away from that
window! They catch you, you're dead. Again. Permanently."

Solomon Gursky shrugged. In the few weeks that he had lived in her house, the
woman had come to hate that shrug. It was a shrug that only the dead can make.
She hated it because it brought the chill of the abyss into her big, warm,
beautiful house in the hills.



"It changes things," the dead man said.

Elena Asado pulled smart-leather pants and a mesh top over the bodyglove.
Since turning traitor, she'd lived in the thing. Twelve hours a day hooked
into the web by eye and ear and nose and soul, fighting the man who had killed
her lover. As well fight God, Solomon Gursky thought in the long, empty hours
in the airy, light-filled rooms. He is lord of life and death. Elena only
removed the bodyglove to wash and excrete and, in those early, blue-lit
mornings that only this city could do, when she made chilly love on the big
white bed. Time and anger had made her thin and tough. She'd cut her hair like
a boy's. Elena Asado was a tight wire of a woman, femininity jerked away by
her need to revenge herself on Adam Tesler by destroying the world order his
gift of resurrection had created.

Not gift. Never gift. He was not Jesus, who offered eternal life to whoever
believed. No profit in belief. Adam Tesler took everything and left you your
soul. If you could sustain the heavy inmortalidad payments, insurance would
take you into post-life debt-free. The other 90 percent of Earth's dead worked
out their salvation through indenture contracts to the Death House, the Tesler
Thanos corporada's agent of resurrection. The contratos were centuries long.
Time was the province of the dead. They were cheap.

"The Ewart/OzWest affair has them rattled," Elena Asado said.

"A handful of contradados renege on their contracts out on some asteroid, and
they're afraid the sky is going to fall on their heads?"

"They're calling themselves the Freedead. You give a thing a name, you give it
power. They know it's the beginning. Ewart/OzWest, all the other orbital and
deep-space manufacturing corporadas; they always knew they could never enforce
their contracts off Earth. They've lost already. Space belongs to the dead,"
the meat woman said.

Sol crossed the big room to the other window, the safe window that looked down
from the high hills over the night city. His palm print deconfigured the
glass. Night, city night perfumed with juniper and sex and smoke and the dusky
heat of the heat of the day, curled around him. He went to the balcony rail.
The boulevards shimmered like a map of a mind, but there was a great dark
amnesia at its heart, an amorphous zone where lights were not, where the
geometry of the grid was abolished. St. John. Necroville. Dead town. The city
of the dead, a city within a city, walled and moated and guarded with the same
weapons that swept the boulevards. City of curfew. Each dusk, the artificial
aurora twenty kilometers above the Tres Valles Metropolitan Area would pulse
red: the skysign, commanding all the three million dead to return from the
streets of the living to their necrovilles. They passed through five gates,
each in the shape of a massive V bisected by a horizontal line. The entropic
flesh life descending, the eternal resurrected life ascending, through the
dividing line of death. That was the law, that plane of separation. Dead was
dead, living was living. As incompatible as night and day.

That same sign was fused into the palm of every resurrectee that stepped from
the Death House Jesus tanks.

Not true, he thought. Not all are reborn with stigmata. Not all obey curfew.
He held his hand before his face, studied the lines and creases, as if seeking
a destiny written there.

He had seen the deathsign in the palm of Elena's housegirl, and how it flashed
in time to the aurora.



"Still can't believe it's real?"

He had not heard Elena come onto the balcony behind him. He felt the touch of
her hand on his hair, his shoulder, his bare arm. Skin on skin.

"The Nez Perce tribe believe the world ended on the third day, and what we are
living in are the dreams of the last night. I fell. I hit that white light and
it was hard. Hard as diamond. Maybe I dream I live, and my dreams are the last
shattered moments of my life."

"Would you dream it like this?"

"No," he said after a time. "I can't recognize anything any more. I can't see
how it connects to what I last remember. So much is missing."

"I couldn't make a move until I was sure he didn't suspect. He'd done a
thorough job."

"He would."

"I never believed that story about the lifter crash. The universe may be
ironic, but it's never neat."

"I think a lot about the poor bastard pilot he took out as well, just to make
it neat." The air carried the far sound of drums from down in the dead town.
Tomorrow was the great feast, the Night of All the Dead. "Five years," he
said. He heard the catch in her breathing and knew what she would say next,
and what would follow.

"What is it like, being dead?" Elena Asado asked.

In his weeks imprisoned in the hill house, an unlawful dead, signless and
contractless, he had learned that she did not mean, what was it like to be
resurrected. She wanted to know about the darkness before.

"Nothing," he answered, as he always did, but though it was true, it was not
the truth, for nothing is a product of human consciousness and the darkness
beyond the shattering hard light at terminal vee on Hoover Boulevard was the
end of all consciousness. No dreams, no time, no loss, no light, no dark. No
thing.

Now her fingers were stroking his skin, feeling for some of the chill of the
nothing. He turned from the city and picked her up and carried her to the big
empty bed. A month of new life was enough to learn the rules of the game. He
took her in the big, wide white bed by the glow from the city beneath, and it
was as chill and formulaic as every other time. He knew that for her it was
more than sex with her lover come back from a far exile. He could feel in the
twitch and splay of her muscles that what made it special for her was that he
was dead. It delighted and repelled her. He suspected that she was incapable
of orgasm with fellow meat. It did not trouble him, being her fetish. The body
once known as Solomon Gursky knew another thing, that only the dead could
know. It was that not everything that died was resurrected. The shape, the
self, the sentience came back, but love did not pass through death.

Afterward, she liked him to talk about his resurrection, when no-thing became
thing and he saw her face looking down through the swirl of tectors. This
night he did not talk. He asked. He asked, "What was I like?"

"Your body?" she said. He let her think that. "You want to see the morgue
photographs again?"



He knew the charred grin of a husk well enough. Hands flat at his sides. That
was how she had known right away. Burn victims died with their fists up,
fighting incineration.

"Even after I'd had you exhumed, I couldn't bring you back. I know you told me
that he said I was safe, for the moment, but that moment was too soon. The
technology wasn't sophisticated enough, and he would have known right away.
I'm sorry I had to keep you on ice."

"I hardly noticed," he joked.

"I always meant to. It was planned; get out of Tesler Thanos, then contract an
illegal Jesus tank down in St. John. The Death House doesn't know one tenth of
what's going on in there."

"Thank you," Sol Gursky said, and then he felt it. He felt it and he saw it as
if it were his own body. She felt him tighten.

"Another flashback?"

"No," he said. "The opposite. Get up."

"What?" she said. He was already pulling on leather and silk.

"That moment Adam gave you."

"Yes?"

"It's over."

The car was morphed into low and fast configuration. At the bend where the
avenue slung itself down the hillside, they both felt the pressure wave of
something large and flying pass over them, very low, utterly silent.

"Leave the car," he ordered. The doors were already gull-winged open. Three
steps and the house went up behind them in a rave of white light. It seemed to
suck at them, drawing them back into its annihilating gravity, then the shock
swept them and the car and every homeless thing on the avenue before it.
Through the screaming house alarms and the screaming householders and the rush
and roar of the conflagration, Sol heard the aircraft turn above the vaporized
hacienda. He seized Elena's hand and ran. The lifter passed over them and the
car vanished in a burst of white energy.

"Jesus, nanotok warheads!"

Elena gasped as they tumbled down through tiered and terraced gardens. The
lifter turned high on the air, eclipsing the hazy stars, hunting with
extra-human senses. Below, formations of seguridados were spreading out
through the gardens.

"How did you know?" Elena gasped.

"I saw it," said Solomon Gursky as they crashed a pool party and sent
bacchanalian cerristos scampering for cover. Down, down. Augmented cyberhounds
growled and quested with long-red eyes; domestic defense grids stirred,
captured images, alerted the police.

"Saw?" asked Elena Asado.



APVs and city pods cut smoking hexagrams in the highway blacktop as Sol and
Elena came crashing out of the service alley onto the boulevard. Horns.
Lights. Fervid curses. Grind of wheels. Shriek of brakes. Crack of smashing
tectoplastic, doubled, redoubled. Grid-pile on the westway. A mopedcab was
pulled in at a tortilleria on the right shoulder. The cochero was happy to
pass up his enchiladas for Elena's hard, black currency. Folding, clinking
stuff.

"Where to?"

The destruction his passengers had wreaked impressed him. Taxi drivers
universally hate cars.

"Drive," Solomon Gursky said.

The machine kicked out onto the strip.

"It's still up there," Elena said, squinting out from under the canopy at the
night sky.

"They won't do anything in this traffic."

"They did it up there on the avenue." Then: "You said you saw. What do you
mean, saw?"

"You know death, when you're dead," Solomon Gursky said. "You know its face,
its mask, its smell. It has a perfume, you can smell it from a long way off,
like the pheromones of moths. It blows upwind in time."

"Hey," the cochero said, who was poor, but live meat. "You know anything about
that big boom up on the hill? What was that, lifter crash or something?"

"Or something," Elena said. "Keep driving."

"Need to know where to keep driving to, lady."

"Necroville," Solomon Gursky said. St. John. City of the Dead. The place
beyond law, morality, fear, love, all the things that so tightly bound the
living. The outlaw city. To Elena he said, "If you're going to bring down Adam
Tesler, you can only do it from the outside, as an outsider." He said this in
English. The words were heavy and tasted strange on his lips. "You must do it
as one of the dispossessed. One of the dead."

To have tried to run the fluorescent vee-slash of the Necroville gate would
have been as certain a Big Death as to have been reduced to hot ion dust in
the nanotok flash. The mopedcab prowled past the samurai silhouettes of the
gate seguridados. Sol had the driver leave them beneath the dusty palms on a
deserted boulevard pressed up hard against the razor wire of St. John.
Abandoned by the living, the grass verges had run verdant, scum and lilies
scabbed the swimming pools, the generous Spanish-style houses softly
disintegrating, digested by their own gardens.

It gave the cochero spooky vibes, but Sol liked it. He knew these avenues. The
little machine putt-putted off for the lands of the fully living.

"There are culverted streams all round here," Sol said. "Some go right under
the defenses, into Necroville."

"Is this your dead sight again?" Elena asked as he started down an overhung
service alley.



"In a sense. I grew up around here."

"I didn't know that."

"Then I can trust it."

She hesitated a step.

"What are you accusing me of?"

"How much did you rebuild, Elena?"

"Your memories are your own, Sol. We loved each other, once."

"Once," he said, and then he felt it, a static purr on his skin, like Elena's
fingers over his whole body at once. This was not the psychic bloom of death
foreseen. This was physics, the caress of focused gravity fields.

They hit the turn of the alley as the mechadors came dropping soft and slow
over the roofs of the old moldering residencias. Across a weed-infested tennis
court was a drainage ditch defended by a rusted chicken-wire fence. Sol heaved
away an entire section. Adam Tesler had built his dead strong, and fast. The
refugees followed the seeping, rancid water down to a rusted grille in a
culvert.

"Now we see if the Jesus tank grew me true," Sol said as he kicked in the
grille. "If what I remember is mine, then we come up in St. John. If not, we
end up inthe bay three days from now with our eyes eaten out by chlorine."

They ducked into the culvert as a mechador passed over. MIST 27s sent the mud
and water up in a blast of spray and battle tectors. The dead man and the
living woman splashed on into darkness.

"He loved you, you know," Sol said. "That's why he's doing this. He is a
jealous God. I always knew he wanted you, more than that bitch he calls a
wife. While I was dead, he could pretend that it might still be. He could
overlook what you were trying to do to him; you can't hurt him, Elena, not on
your own. But when you brought me back, he couldn't pretend any longer. He
couldn't turn a blind eye. He couldn't forgive you."

"A pretty God," Elena said, water eddying around her leather-clad calves.
Ahead, a light from a circle in the roof of the culvert marked a drain from
the street. They stood under it a moment, feeling the touch of the light of
Necroville on their faces. Elena reached up to push open the grate. Solomon
Gursky stayed her, turned her palm upward to the light.

"One thing." he said. He picked a sharp shard of concrete from the tunnel
wall. With three strong savage strokes he cut the vee and slash of the death
sign in her flesh.

THURSDAY

He was three kilometers down the mass driver when the fleet hit Marlene
Dietrich. St. Judy's Comet was five AU from perihelion and out of ecliptic,
the Clade thirty-six degrees out, but for an instant two suns burned in the
sky.

The folds of transparent tectoplastic skin over Solomon Gursky's face opaqued.



His sur-arms gripped the spiderwork of the interstellar engine, rocked by the
impact on his electromagnetic senses of fifty minitok warheads converting into
bevawatts of hard energy. The death scream of a nation. Three hundred Freedead
had cluttered the freefall warren of tunnels that honeycombed the asteroid.
Marlene Dietrich had been the seed of the rebellion. The corporadas cherished
their grudges.

Solomon Gursky's face-shield cleared. The light of Marlene Dietrich's dying
was short-lived but its embers faded in his infravision toward the stellar
background.

Elena spoke in his skull.

You know?

Though she was enfolded in the command womb half a kilometer deep within the
comet, she was naked to the universe through identity links to the sensor web
in the crust and a nimbus of bacterium-sized spyships weaving through the
tenuous gas halo.

I saw it, Solomon Gursky subvocalized.

They'll come for us now, Elena said.

You think. Using his bas-arms Sol clambered along the slender spine of the
mass driver toward the micro meteorite impact.

I know. When long-range cleared after the blast, we caught the signatures of
blip-fusion burns.

Hand over hand over hand over hand. One of the first things you learn, when
the Freedead change you, is that in space it is all a question of attitude. A
third of the way down a nine-kilometer mass driver with several billion tons
of Oort comet spiked on it, you don't think up, you don't think down. Up, and
it is vertigo. Down, and a two kilometer sphere of grubby ice is poised above
your head by a thread of superconducting tectoplastic. Out, that was the only
way to think of it and stay sane. Away, and back again.

How many drives? Sol asked. The impact pin-pointed itself; the smart plastic
fluoresced orange when wounded.

Eight.

A sub-voiced blasphemy. They didn't even make them break sweat. How long have
we got?

Elena flashed the projections through the em-link onto his visual cortex.
Curves of light through darkness and time, warped across the gravitation
marches of Jupiter. Under current acceleration, the Earth fleet would be
within strike in eighty-two hours.

The war in heaven was in its twelfth year. Both sides had determined that this
was to be the last. The NightFreight War would be fought to an outcome. They
called themselves the Clades, the outlaw descendants of the original
Ewart/OzWest asteroid rebellion: a handful of redoubts scattered across the
appalling distances of the solar system. Marlene Dietrich, the first to
declare freedom; Neruro, a half-completed twenty kilometer wheel of
tectoplastic attended by O'Neill can utilities, agriculture tanks, and
habitation bubbles, the aspirant capital of the space Dead. Ares Orbital,
dreaming of tectoformed Mars in the pumice pore spaces of Phobos and Deimos;



the Pale Gallileans, surfing over the icescapes of Europa on an improbable
raft of cables and spars; the Shepherd Moons, dwellers on the edge of the
abyss, sailing the solar wind through Saturn's rings. Toe-holds, shallow
scratchings, space-hovels; but the stolen nanotechnology burgeoned in the
energy-rich environment of space. An infinite ecological niche. The Freedead
knew they were the inheritors of the universe. The meat corporadas had
withdrawn to the orbit of their planet. For a time. When they struck, they
struck decisively. The Tsiolkovski Clade on the dark side of the moon was the
first to fall as the battle groups of the corporadas thrust outward. The
delicate film of vacuum-compatible tectoformed forest that carpeted the crater
was seared away in the alpha strike. By the time the last strike went in, a
new five-kilometer-deep crater of glowing tufa replaced the tunnels and
excavations of the old lunar mining base. Earth's tides had trembled as the
moon staggered in its orbit.

Big Big Death.

The battle groups moved toward their primary targets. The corporadas had
learned much embargoed under their atmosphere. The new ships were lean, mean,
fast: multiple missile racks clipped to high-gee blip-fusion motors, pilots
suspended in acceleration gel like flies in amber, hooked by every orifice
into the big battle virtualizers.

Thirteen-year-old boys had the best combination of reaction time and
viciousness.

Now the blazing teenagers had wantonly destroyed the Marlene Dietrich Clade.
Ares Orbital was wide open; Neruro, where most of the Freedead slamship fleet
was based, would fight hard. Two corporada ships had been dispatched
Jupiterward. Orbital mechanics gave the defenseless Pale Gallileans fifteen
months to contemplate their own annihilation.

But the seed has flown, Solomon Gursky thought silently, out on the mass
driver of St. Judy's Comet. Where we are going, neither your most powerful
ships nor your most vicious boys can reach us.

The micrometeorite impact had scrambled the tectoplastic's limited
intelligence: fibers and filaments of smart polymer twined and coiled, seeking
completion and purpose. Sol touched his sur-hands to the surfaces. He imagined
he could feel the order pass out of him, like a prickle of tectors osmosing
through vacuum-tight skin.

Days of miracles and wonder, Adam, he thought. And because you are jealous
that we are doing things with your magic you never dreamed, you would blast us
all to photons.

The breach was repaired. The mass driver trembled and kicked a pellet into
space, and another, and another. And Sol Gursky, working his way hand over
hand over hand over hand down the device that was taking him to the stars, saw
the trick of St. Judy's Comet. A ball of fuzzy ice drawing a long tail behind
it. Not a seed, but a sperm, swimming through the big dark. Thus we impregnate
the universe.

St. Judy's Comet. Petite as Oort cloud family members go: two point eight by
one point seven by two point two kilometers. (Think of the misshaped potato
you push to the side of your plate because anything that looks that weird is
sure to give you cramps.) Undernourished, at sixty-two billion tons. Waif and
stray of the solar system, wandering slow and lonely back out into the dark
after her hour in the sun (but not too close, burn you real bad, too much sun)
when these dead people snatch her, grope her all over, shove things up her



ass, mess with her insides, make her do strange and unnatural acts, like
shitting tons of herself away every second at a good percentage of the speed
of light. Don't you know you ain't no comet no more? You're a starship. See up
there, in the Swan, just to the left of that big bright star? There's a little
dim star you can't see. That's where you're going, little St. Judy. Take some
company. Going to be a long trip. And what will I find when I get there? A big
bastard MACHO of gas supergiant orbiting 61 Cygni at the distance of Saturn
from the sun, that's what you'll find. Just swarming with moons; one of them
should be right for terrestrial life. And if not, no matter; sure, what's the
difference between tectoforming an asteroid, or a comet, or the moon of an
extra-solar gas super-giant? Just scale. You see, we've got everything we need
to tame a new solar system right here with us. It's all just carbon, hydrogen,
nitrogen, and oxygen, and you have that in abundance. And maybe we like you so
much that we find we don't even need a world at all. Balls of muck and
gravity, hell; we're the Freedead. Space and time belong to us.

It was Solomon Gursky, born in another century, who gave the ship its name. In
that other century, he had owned a large and eclectic record collection. On
vinyl.

The twenty living dead crew of St. Judy's Comet gathered in the command womb
embedded in sixty-two billion tons of ice to plan battle. The other five
hundred and forty were stored as superconducting tector matrices in a helium
ice core; the dead dead, to be resurrected out of comet stuff at their new
home. The crew hovered in nanogee in a score of different orientations around
the free-floating instrument clusters. They were strange and beautiful, as
gods and angels are. Like angels, they flew. Like gods in some pantheons, they
were four-armed. Fine, manipulating sur-arms; strong grasping bas-arms growing
from a lower spine reconfigured by Jesus tanks into powerful anterior
shoulder-blades. Their vacuum-and-radiation-tight skins were photosynthetic,
and as beautifully marked and colored as a hunting animal's. Stripes, swirls
of green on orange, blue on black, fractal patterns, flags of legendary
nations, tattoos. Illustrated humans.

Elena Asado, caressed by tendrils from the sensor web gave them the stark
news. Fluorescent patches on shoulders, hips, and groin glowed when she spoke.

"The bastards have jumped vee. They must have burned every last molecule of
hydrogen in their thruster tanks to do it. Estimated to strike range is now
sixty-four hours."

The capitan of St. Judy's Comet, a veteran of the Marlene Dietrich rebellion,
shifted orientation to face Jorge, the ship's reconfiguration engineer.

"Long range defenses?" Capitan Savita's skin was an exquisite mottle of pale
green bamboo leaves in sun yellow, an incongruous contrast to the tangible
anxiety in the command womb.

"First wave missiles will be fully grown and launch-ready in twenty-six hours.
The fighters, no. The best I can push the assemblers up to is sixty-six
hours."

"What can you do in time?" Sol Gursky asked.

"With your help, I could simplify the fighter design for close combat."

"How close?" Capitan Savita asked.

"Under a hundred kays."



"How simplified?" Elena asked.

"Little more than an armed exo-skeleton with maneuvering pods."

And they need to be clever every time, Sol thought. The meat need to be clever
only once.

* * *

Space war was as profligate with time as it was with energy and distance. With
the redesigns growing, Sol Gursky spent most of the twenty-six hours to
missile launch on the ice, naked to the stars, imagining their warmth on his
face-shield. Five years since he had woken from his second death in a habitat
bubble out at Marlene Dietrich, and stars had never ceased to amaze him. When
you come back, you are tied to the first thing you see. Beyond the transparent
tectoplastic bubble, it had been stars.

The first time, it had been Elena. Tied together in life, now in death.
Necroville had not been sanctuary. The place beyond the law only gave Adam
Tesler new and more colorful opportunities to incarnate his jealousy. The
Benthic Lords, they had called themselves. Wild, free, dead. They probably had
not known they were working for Tesler-Thanos, but they took her out in a dead
bar on Terminal Boulevard. With a game-fishing harpoon. They carved their
skull symbol on her forehead, a rebuttal of the deathsign Sol had cut in her
palm. Now you are really dead, meat. He had known they would never be safe on
Earth. The companeros in the Death House had faked the off-world NightFreight
contracts. The pill Sol took had been surprisingly bitter, the dive into the
white light as hard as he remembered.

Stars. You could lose yourself in them; spirit strung out, orb gazing.
Somewhere out there was a still-invisible constellation of eight, tight
formation, silent running. Killing stars. Death stars.

Everyone came up to watch the missiles launch from the black foramens grown
out of the misty ice. The chemical motors burned at twenty kays: a sudden
galaxy of white stars. They watched them fade from sight. Twelve hours to
contact. No one expected them to do any more than waste a few thousand rounds
of the meat's point defenses.

In a dozen manufacturing pods studded around St. Judy's dumpy waist, Jorge and
Sol's fighters gestated. Their slow accretion, molecule by molecule,
fascinated Sol. Evil dark things, St. Andrew's crosses cast in melted bone. At
the center a human-shaped cavity. You flew spread-eagled. Bas-hands gripped
thruster controls; sur-hands armed and aimed the squirt lasers. Dark flapping
things Sol had glimpsed once before flocked again at the edges of his
consciousness. He had cheated the dark premonitory angels that other time. He
would sleight them again.

The first engagement of the battle of St. Judy's Comet was at 01:45 GMT.
Solomon Gursky watched it with his crewbrethren in the ice-wrapped warmth of
the command womb. His virtualized sight perceived space in three dimensions.
Those blue cylinders were the corporada ships. That white swarm closing from a
hundred different directions, the missiles. One approached a blue cylinder and
burst. Another, and another; then the inner display was a glare of novas as
the first wave was annihilated. The backup went in. The vanguard exploded in
beautiful futile blossoms of light. Closer. They were getting closer before
the meat shredded them. Sol watched a warhead loop up from due south, streak
toward the point ship, and annihilate it in a red flash.



The St. Judy's Cometeers cheered. One gone, reduced to bubbling slag bytectors
sprayed from the warhead.

One was all they got. It was down to the fighter pilots now.

Sol and Elena made love in the count-up to launch. Bas-arms and sur-arms
locked in the freegee of the forward observation blister. Stars described slow
arcs across the transparent dome, like a sky. Love did not pass through death;
Elena had realized this bitter truth about what she had imagined she had
shared with Solomon Gursky in her house on the hillside. But love could grow,
and become a thing shaped for eternity. When the fluids had dried on their
skins, they sealed their soft, intimate places with vacuum-tight skin and went
up to the launch bays.

Sol fitted her into the scooped-out shell. Tectoplastic fingers gripped
Elena's body and meshed with her skin circuitry. The angel-suit came alive.
There was a trick they had learned in their em-telepathy; a massaging of the
limbic system like an inner kiss. One mutual purr of pleasure, then she cast
off, suit still dripping gobs of frozen tectopolymer. St. Judy's defenders
would fight dark and silent; that mental kiss would be the last radio contact
until it was decided. Solomon Gursky watched the blue stutter of the thrusters
merge with the stars. Reaction mass was limited; those who returned from the
fight would jettison their angel-suits and glide home by solar sail. Then he
went below to monitor the battle through the tickle of molecules in his
frontal lobes.

St. Judy's Angels formed two squadrons: one flying anti-missile defense, the
other climbing high out of the ecliptic to swoop down on the corporada ships
and destroy them before they could empty their weapon racks. Elena was in the
close defense group. Her angelship icon was identified in Sol's inner vision
in red on gold tiger stripes of her skin. He watched her weave intricate
orbits around St. Judy's Comet as the blue cylinders of the meat approached
the plane labeled "strike range."

Suddenly, seven blue icons spawned a cloud of actinic sparks, raining down on
St. Judy's Comet like fireworks.

"Jesus Joseph Mary!" someone swore quietly.

"Fifty-five gees," Capitan Savita said calmly. "Time to contact, one thousand
and eighteen seconds."

"They'll never get them all," said Kobe with the Mondrian skin pattern, who
had taken Elena's place in remote sensing.

"We have one hundred and fifteen contacts in the first wave," Jorge announced.

"Sol, I need delta vee," Savita said.

"More than a thousandth of a gravity and the mass driver coils will warp," Sol
said, calling overlays onto his visual cortex.

"Anything that throws a curve into their computations," Savita said.

"I'll see how close I can push it."

He was glad to have to lose himself in the problems of squeezing a few
millimeters per second squared out of the big electromagnetic gun, because
then he would not be able to see the curve and swoop of attack vectors and
intercept planes as the point defense group closed with the missiles.



Especially he would not have to watch the twine and loop of the tiger-striped
cross and fear that at any instant it would intersect with a sharp blue curve
in a flash of annihilation. One by one, those blue stars were going out, he
noticed, but slowly. Too slowly. Too few.

The computer gave him a solution. He fed it to the mass driver. The shift of
acceleration was as gentle as a catch of breath.

Thirty years since he had covered his head in a synagogue, but Sol Gursky
prayed to Yahweh that it would be enough.

One down already; Emilio's spotted indigo gone, and half the missiles were
still on trajectory. Time to impact ticked down impassively in the upper right
corner of his virtual vision. Six hundred and fifteen seconds. Ten minutes to
live.

But the attack angels were among the corporadas, dodging the brilliant flares
of short range interceptor drones. The meat fleet tried to scatter, but the
ships were low on reaction mass, ungainly, unmaneuverable. St. Judy's Angels
dived and sniped among them, clipping a missile rack here, a solar panel
there, ripping open life support bubbles and fuel tanks in slow explosions of
outgassing hydrogen. The thirteen-year-old pilots died, raging with
chemical-induced fury, spilled out into vacuum in tears of flash-frozen
acceleration gel. The attacking fleet dwindled from seven to five to three
ships. But it was no abattoir of the meat; of the six dead angels that went
in, only two pulled away into rendezvous orbit, laser capacitors dead,
reaction mass spent. The crews ejected, unfurled their solar sails, shields of
light.

Two meat ships survived. One used the last grams of his maneuvering mass to
warp into a return orbit; the other routed his thruster fuel through his blip
drive; headlong for St. Judy.

"He's going for a ram," Kobe said.

"Sol, get us away from him," Capitan Savita ordered.

"He's too close." The numbers in Sol's skull were remorseless. "Even if I cut
the mass driver, he can still run life support gas through the STUs to
compensate."

The command womb quivered.

"Fuck," someone swore reverently.

"Near miss," Kobe reported. "Direct hit if Sol hadn't given us gees."

"Mass driver is still with us," Sol said.

"Riley's gone," Capitan Savita said.

Fifty missiles were now twenty missiles but Emilio and Riley were dead, and
the range was closing. Little room for maneuver; none for mistakes.

"Two hundred and fifteen seconds to ship impact," Kobe announced. The main
body of missiles was dropping behind St. Judy's Comet. Ogawa and Skin,
Mandelbrot set and Dalmatian spots, were fighting a rearguard as the missiles
tried to reacquire their target. Olive green ripples and red tiger stripes
swung round to face the meat ship. Quinsana and Elena.



Jesus Joseph Mary, but it was going to be close!

Sol wished he did not have the graphics in his head. He wished not to have to
see. Better sudden annihilation, blindness and ignorance shattered by
destroying light. To see, to know, to count the digits on the timer, was as
cruel as execution.

But the inner vision has no eyelids. So he watched, impotent, as Quinsana's
olive green cross was pierced and shattered by a white flare from the meat
ship. And he watched as Elena raked the meat with her lasers and cut it into
quivering chunks, and the blast of engines destroying themselves sent the
shards of ship arcing away from St. Judy's Comet. And he could only watch, and
not look away, as Elena turned too slow, too little, too late, as the burst
seed-pod of the environment unit tore off her thruster legs and light sail and
sent her spinning end over end, crippled, destroyed.

"Elena!" he screamed in both his voices. "Elena! Oh Jesus oh God!" But he had
never believed in either of them, and so they let Elena Asado go tumbling
endlessly toward the beautiful galaxy clusters of Virgo.

Earth's last rage against her children expired: twenty missiles dwindled to
ten, to five, to one. To none. St. Judy's Comet continued her slow climb out
of the sun's gravity well, into the deep dark and the deeper cold. Its five
hundred and twenty souls slept sound and ignorant as only the dead can in
tombs of ice. Soon Solomon Gursky and the others would join them, and be
dissolved into the receiving ice, and die for five hundred years while St.
Judy's Comet made the crossing to another star.

If it were sleep, then I might forget, Solomon Gursky thought. In sleep,
things changed, memories became dreams, dreams memories. In sleep, there was
time, and time was change, and perhaps a chance of forgetting the vision of
her, spinning outward forever, rebuilt by the same forces that had already
resurrected her once, living on sunlight, unable to die. But it was not sleep
to which he was going. It was death, and that was nothing any more.

FRIDAY

Together they watched the city burn. It was one of the ornamental cities of
the plain that the Long Scanning folk built and maintained for the quadrennial
eisteddfods. There was something of the flower in the small, jewellike city,
and something of the spiral, and something of the sea-wave. It would have been
as accurate to call it a vast building as a miniature city. It burned most
elegantly.

The fault line ran right through the middle of it. The fissure was clean and
precise— no less to be expected of the Long Scanning folk— and bisected the
curvilinear architecture from top to bottom. The land still quivered to
aftershocks.

It could have repaired itself. It could have doused the flames— a short in the
magma tap, the man reckoned— reshaped the melted ridges and roofs, erased the
scorch marks, bridged the cracks and chasms. But its tector systems were
directionless, its soul withdrawn to the Heaven Tree, to join the rest of the
Long Scanning people on their exodus.

The woman watched the smoke rise into the darkening sky, obscuring the great
opal of Urizen.

"It doesn't have to do this," she said. Her skin spoke of sorrow mingled with



puzzlement.

"They've no use for it any more," the man said. "And there's a certain beauty
in destruction."

"It scares me," the woman said, and her skin pattern agreed. "I've never seen
anything end before."

Lucky, the man thought, in a language that had come from another world.

An eddy in his weathersight: big one coming. But they were all big ones since
the orbital perturbations began. Big, getting bigger. At the end, the storms
would tear the forests from their roots as the atmosphere shrieked into space.

That afternoon, on their journey to the man's memories, they had come across
an empty marina; drained, sand clogged, pontoons torn and tossed by tsunamis.
Its crew of boats they found scattered the length of a half-hour's walk. Empty
shells stogged to the waist in dune faces, masts and sails hung from trees.

The weather had been the first thing to tear free from control. The man felt a
sudden tautness in the woman's body. She was seeing it to, the mid-game of the
end of the world.

By the time they reached the sheltered valley that the man's aura had picked
as the safest location to spend the night, the wind had risen to draw soft
moans and chords from the curves and crevasses of the dead city. As their
cloaks of elementals joined and sank the roots of the night shell into rock, a
flock of bubbles bowled past, trembling and iridescent in the gusts. The woman
caught one on her hand; the tiny creature-machine clung for a moment, feeding
from her biofield. Its transparent skin raced with oil-film colors, it quaked
and burst, a melting bubble of tectoplasm. The woman watched it until the
elementals had completed the shelter, but the thing stayed dead.

Their love-making was both urgent and chilled under the scalloped carapace the
elementals had sculpted from rock silica. Sex and death, the man said in the
part of his head where not even his sub-vocal withspeech could overhear and
transmit. An alien thought.

She wanted to talk afterward. She liked to talk after sex. Unusually, she did
not ask him to tell her about how he and the other Five Hundred Fathers had
built the world. Her idea of talking was him talking. Tonight she did not want
to talk about the world's beginning. She wanted him to talk about its ending.

"Do you know what I hate about it? It's not that it's all going to end, all
this. It's that a bubble burst in my hand, and I can't comprehend what
happened to it. How much more our whole world?"

"There is a word for what you felt," the man interjected gently. The gyrestorm
was at its height, raging over the dome of their shell. The thickness of a
skin is all that is keeping the wind from stripping the flesh from my bones,
he thought. But the tectors' grip on the bedrock was firm and sure. "The word
is die."

The woman sat with her knees pulled up, arms folded around them. Naked: the
gyrestorm was blowing through her soul.

"What I hate," she said after silence, "is that I have so little time to see
and feel it all before it's taken away into the cold and the dark."

She was a Green, born in the second of the short year's fast seasons: a Green



of the Hidden Design people; first of the Old Red Ridge pueblo people to come
into the world in eighty years. And the last.

Eight years old.

"You won't die," the man said, skin patterning in whorls of reassurance and
paternal concern, like the swirling storms of great Urizen beyond the hurtling
gyrestorm clouds. "You can't die. No one will die."

"I know that. No one will die, we will all be changed, or sleep with the
world. But ..."

"Is it frightening, to have to give up this body?"

She touched her forehead to her knees, shook her head.

"I don't want to lose it. I've only begun to understand what it is, this body,
this world, and it's all going to be taken away from me, and all the powers
that are my birthright are useless."

"There are forces beyond even nanotechnology," the man said. "It makes us
masters of matter, but the fundamental dimensions— gravity, space, time— it
cannot touch."

"Why?" the woman said, and to the man, who counted by older, longer years, she
spoke in the voice of her terrestrial age.

"We will learn it, in time," the man said, which he knew was no answer. The
woman knew it too, for she said, "While Orc is two hundred million years from
the warmth of the next sun, and its atmosphere is a frozen glaze on these
mountains and valleys." Grief, he skin said. Rage. Loss.

The two-thousand-year-old father touched the young woman's small, upturned
breasts.

"We knew Urizen's orbit was unstable, but no one could have predicted the
interaction with Ulro." Ironic: that this world named after Blake's fire
daemon should be the one cast into darkness and ice, while Urizen and its
surviving moons should bake two million kilometers above the surface of Los.

"Sol, you don't need to apologize to me for mistakes you made two thousand
years ago," said the woman, whose name was Lenya.

"But I think I need to apologize to the world," said Sol Gursky.

Lenya's skin-speech now said hope shaded with inevitability. Her nipples were
erect. Sol bent to them again as the wind from the end of the world scratched
its claws over the skin of tectoplastic.

In the morning, they continued the journey to Sol's memories. The gyrestorm
had blown itself out in the Oothoon mountains. What remained of the ghost-net
told Sol and Lenya that it was possible to fly that day. They suckled milch
from the shell's tree of life processor, and they had sex again on the dusty
earth while the elementals reconfigured the night pod into a general utility
flier. For the rest of the morning, they passed over a plain across which
grazebeasts and the tall, predatory angularities of the stalking Systems
Maintenance people moved like ripples on a lake, drawn to the Heaven Tree
planted in the navel of the world.

Both grazers and herders had been human once.



At noon, the man and the woman encountered a flyer of the Generous Sky people,
flapping a silk-winged course along the thermal lines rising from the feet of
the Big Chrysolite mountains. Sol with-hailed him, and they set down together
in a clearing in the bitter-root forests that carpeted much of Coryphee
Canton. The Generous Sky man's etiquette would normally have compelled him to
disdain those ground bound who sullied the air with machines, but in these
urgent times, the old ways were breaking.

Whither bound? Sol withspoke him. Static crackled in his skull. The lingering
tail of the gyrestorm was throwing off electromagnetic disturbances.

Why, the Heaven Tree of course, the winged man said. He was a horrifying kite
of translucent skin over stick bones and sinews. His breast was like the prow
of a ship, his muscles twitched and realigned as he shifted from foot to foot,
uncomfortable on the earth. A gentle breeze wafted from the nanofans grown out
of the web of skin between wrists and ankles. The air smelled of strange
sweat. Whither yourselves?

The Heaven Tree also, in time, Sol said. But I must first recover my memories.

Ah, a father, the Sky man said. Whose are you?

Hidden Design, Sol said. I am father to this woman and her people.

You are Solomon Gursky, the flying man withsaid. My progenitor is Nikos
Samitreides.

I remember her well, though I have not seen her in many years. She fought
bravely at the battle of St. Judy's Comet.

I am third of her lineage. Eighteen hundred years I have been on this world.

A question, if I may. Lenya's withspeech was a sudden bright interruption in
the dialogue of old men. Using an honorific by which a younger adult addresses
an experienced senior, she asked, When the time comes, how will you change?

An easy question, the Generous Sky man said, I shall undergo the
reconfiguration for life on Urizen. To me, it is little difference whether I
wear the outward semblance of a man, or a jetpowered aerial manta: it is
flying, and such flying! Canyons of clouds hundreds of kilometers deep; five
thousand kilometer per hour winds; thermals great as continents; mad storms as
big as planets! And no land, no base; to be able to fly forever free from the
tyranny of Earth. The song cycles we shall compose; eddas that will carry half
way around the planet on the jet streams of Urizen! The Generous Sky man's
eyes had closed in rapture. They suddenly opened. His nostrils dilated,
sensing an atmospheric change intangible to the others.

Another storm is coming, bigger than the last. I advise you to take shelter
within rock, for this will pluck the bitter-roots from the soil.

He spread his wings. The membranes rippled. A tiny hop, and the wind caught
him and in an instant carried him up into a thermal. Sol and Lenya watched him
glide the tops of the lifting air currents until he was lost in the deep blue
sky.

For exercise and the conversation of the way, they walked that afternoon. They
followed the migration track of the Rough Trading people through the tieve
forests of south Coryphee and Emberwilde Cantons. Toward evening, with the
gathering wind stirring the needles of the tieves to gossip, they met a man of



the Ash species sitting on a chair in a small clearing among the trees. He was
long and coiling, and his skin said that he was much impoverished from lack of
a host. Lenya offered her arm, and though the Ash man's compatibility was more
with the Buried Communication people than the Hidden Design, he gracefully
accepted her heat, her morphic energy, and a few drops of blood.

"Where is your host?" Lenya asked him. A parasite, he had the languages of
most nations. Hosts were best seduced by words, like lovers.

"He has gone with the herds," the Ash man said. "To the Heaven Tree. It is
ended."

"And what will you do when Orc is expelled?" The rasp marks on Lenya's forearm
where the parasitic man had sipped her blood were already healing over.

"I cannot live alone," the Ash man said. "I shall ask the earth to open and
swallow me and kill me. I shall sleep in the earth until the warmth of a new
sun awakens me to life again."

"But that will be two hundred million years," Lenya said. The Ash man looked
at her with the look that said, one year, one million years, one hundred
million years, they are nothing to death. Because she knew that the man
thought her a new-hatched fool, Lenya felt compelled to look back at him as
she and Sol walked away along the tieve tracks. She saw the parasite pressed
belly and balls to the ground, as he would to a host. Dust spiraled up around
him. He slowly sank into the earth.

Sol and Lenya did not have sex that night in the pod for the first time since
Solomon the Traveler had come to the Old Red Ridge pueblo and taken the eye
and heart of the brown girl dancing in the ring. That night there was the
greatest earthquake yet as Orc kicked in his orbit, and even a shell of
tectodiamond seemed inadequate protection against forces that would throw a
planet into interstellar space. They held each other, not speaking, until the
earth grew quiet and a wave of heat passed over the carapace, which was the
tieve forests of Emberwilde Canton burning.

The next morning, they morphed the pod into an ash-runner and drove through
the cindered forest, until at noon they came to the edge of the Inland Sea.
The tectonic trauma had sent tidal waves swamping the craggy islet on which
Sol had left his memories, but the self-repair systems had used the dregs of
their stored power to rebuild the damaged architecture.

As Sol was particular that they must approach his memories by sea, they
ordered the ash-runner to reconfigure into a skiff. While the tectors moved
molecules, a man of the Blue Mana pulled himself out of the big surf on to the
red shingle. He was long and huge and sleek; his shorn turf of fur was
beautifully marked. He lay panting from the exertion of heaving himself from
his customary element into an alien one. Lenya addressed him familiarly—
Hidden Design and the amphibious Blue Mana had been one until a millennium
ago— and asked him the same question she had put to the others she had
encountered on the journey.

"I am already reconfiguring my body fat into an aircraft to take me to the
Heaven Tree," the Blue Mana said. "Climatic shifts permitting."

"Is it bad in the sea?" Sol Gursky asked.

"The seas feel the changes first," the amphiman said. "Bad. Yes, most bad. I
cannot bear the thought of Mother Ocean freezing clear to her beds."



"Will you go to Urizen, then?" Lenya asked, thinking that swimming must be
much akin to flying.

"Why, bless you, no." The Blue Mana man's skin spelled puzzled surprise. "Why
should I share any less fate than Mother Ocean? We shall both end in ice."

"The comet fleet," Sol Gursky said.

"If the Earth ship left any legacy, it is that there are many mansions in this
universe where we may live. I have a fancy to visit those other settled
systems that the ship told us of, experience those others ways of being
human."

A hundred Orc-years had passed since the second comet-ship from Earth had
entered the Los system to refuel from Urizen's rings, but the news it had
carried of a home system transfigured by the nanotechnology of the ascendant
dead, and of the other stars that had been reached by the newer, faster, more
powerful descendants of St. Judy's Comet had ended nineteen hundred years of
solitude and brought the first, lost colony of Orc into the visionary
community of the star-crossing Dead. Long before your emergence, Sol thought,
looking at the crease of Lenya's groin as she squatted on the pebbles to
converse with the Blue Mana man. Emergence. A deeper, older word shadowed that
expression; a word obsolete in the universe of the dead. Birth. No one had
ever been born on Orc. No one had ever known childhood, or grown up. No one
aged, no one died. They emerged. They stepped from the labia of the gestatory,
fully formed, like gods.

Sol knew the word child, but realized with a shock that he could not see it
any more. It was blank, void. So many things decreated in this world he had
engineered!

By sea and by air. A trading of elements. Sol Gursky's skiff was completed as
the Blue Mana's tectors transformed his blubber into a flying machine. Sol
watched it spin into the air and recede to the south as the boat dipped
through the chop toward the island of memory.

We live forever, we transform ourselves, we transform worlds, solar systems,
we ship across interstellar space, we defy time and deny death, but the one
thing we cannot recreate is memory, he thought. Sea birds dipped in the
skiff's wake, hungry, hoping. Things cast up by motion. We cannot rebuild our
memories, so we must store them, when our lives grow so full that they slop
over the sides and evaporate. We Five Hundred Fathers have deep and
much-emptied memories.

Sol's island was a rock slab tilted out of the equatorial sea, a handful of
hard hectares. Twisted repro olives and cypresses screened a small Doric
temple at the highest point. Good maintenance tectors had held it strong
against the Earth storms. The classical theming now embarrassed Sol, but
enchanted Lenya. She danced beneath the olive branches, under the porticoes,
across the lintels. Sol saw her again as he had that first night in the
Small-year-ending ring dance at Old Red Ridge. Old lust. New hurt.

In the sunlit central chamber, Lenya touched the reliefs of the life of
Solomon Gursky. They would not yield their memories to her fingers, but they
communicated in less sophisticated ways.

"This woman." She had stopped in front of a pale stone carving of Solomon
Gursky and a tall, ascetic-faced woman with close-cropped hair standing hand
in hand before a tall, ghastly tower.



"I loved her. She died in the battle of St. Judy's Comet. Big dead."

* * *

Lost.

"So is it only because I remind you of her?"

He touched the carving. Memory bright and sharp as pain arced along his
nerves; mnemotectors downloading into his aura. Elena. And a memory of orbit;
the Long March ended, the object formerly known as St. Judy's Comet spun out
into a web of beams and girders and habitation pods hurtling across the
frosted red dustscapes of Orc. A web ripe with hanging fruit; entry pods ready
to drop and spray the new world with life seed. Tectoforming. Among the fruit,
seeds of the Five Hundred Fathers, founders of all the races of Orc. Among
them, the Hidden Design and Solomon Gursky, four-armed, vacuum-proofed, avatar
of life and death, clinging to a beam with the storms of Urizen behind him,
touching his transforming sur-arms to the main memory of the mother seed.
Remember her. Remember Elena. And sometime— soon, late— bring her back.
Imprint her with an affinity for his scent, so that wherever she is, whoever
she is with, she will come to me.

He saw himself scuttling like a guilty spider across the web as the pods
dropped Orc-ward.

He saw himself in this place with Urizen's moons at syzygy, touching his hands
to the carving, giving to it what it now returned to him, because he knew that
as long as it was Lenya who reminded him of Elena, it could pretend to be
honest. But the knowledge killed it. Lenya was more than a reminder. Lenya as
Elena. Lenya was a simulacrum, empty, fake. Her life, her joy, her sorrow, her
love— all deceit.

He had never expected that she would come back to him at the end of the world.
They should have had thousands of years. The world gave them days.

He could not look at her as he moved from relief to relief, charging his aura
with memory. He could not touch her as they waited on the shingle for the
skiff to reconfigure into the flyer that would take them to the Heaven Tree.
On the high point of the slab island, the Temple of Memory dissolved like
rotting fungus. He did not attempt sex with her as the flyer passed over the
shattered landscapes of Thel and the burned forests of Chrysoberyl as they
would have, before. She did not understand. She imagined she had hurt him
somehow. She had, but the blame was Sol's. He could not tell her why he had
suddenly expelled himself from her warmth. He knew that he should, that he
must, but he could not. He changed his skin-speech to passive, mute, and
reflected that much cowardice could be learned in five hundred long-years.

They came with the evening to the Skyplain plateau from which the Heaven Tree
rose, an adamantine black ray aimed at the eye of Urizen. As far as they could
see, the plain twinkled with the lights and fires of vehicles and camps.
Warmsight showed a million glowings: all the peoples of Orc, save those who
had chosen to go into the earth, had gathered in this final redoubt. Seismic
stabilizing tectors woven into the moho held steady the quakes that had
shattered all other lands, but temblors of increasing violence warned that
they could not endure much longer. At the end, Skyplain would crack like an
egg, the Heaven Tree snap and recoil spaceward like a severed nerve.

Sol's Five Hundred Father ident pulled his flyer out of the wheel of aircraft,
airships, and aerial humans circling the stalk of the Heaven Tree into a



priority slot on an ascender. The flyer caught the shuttle at five kilometers:
a sudden veer toward the slab sides of the space elevator, guidance matching
velocities with the accelerating ascender; then the drop, heart-stopping even
for immortals, and the lurch as the flyer seized the docking nipple with its
claspers and clung like a tick. Then the long climb heavenward.

Emerging from high altitude cloud, Sol saw the hard white diamond of Ulro rise
above the curve of the world. Too small yet to show a disc, but this barren
rock searing under heavy CO2 exerted forces powerful enough to kick a moon
into interstellar space. Looking up through the transparent canopy, he saw the
Heaven Tree spread its delicate, light-studded branches hundreds of kilometers
across the face of Urizen.

Sol Gursky broke his silence.

"Do you know what you'll do yet?"

"Well, since I am here, I am not going into the ground. And the ice fleet
scares me. I think of centuries dead, a tector frozen in ice. It seems like
death."

"It is death," Sol said. "Then you'll go to Urizen."

"It's a change of outward form, that's all. Another way of being human. And
there'll be continuity; that's important to me."

He imagined the arrival: the ever-strengthening tug of gravity spiraling the
flocks of vacuum-hardened carapaces inward; the flickers of withspeech between
them, anticipation, excitement, fear as they grazed the edge of the atmosphere
and felt ion flames lick their diamond skins. Lenya, falling, burning with the
fires of entry as she cut a glowing trail across half a planet. The heat-shell
breaking away as she unfurled her wings in the eternal shriek of wind and the
ram-jets in her sterile womb kindled and roared.

"And you?" she asked. Her skin said gentle. Confused as much by his breaking
of it as by his silence, but gentle.

"I have something planned," was all he said, but because that plan meant they
would never meet again, he told her then what he had learned in the Temple of
Memory. He tried to be kind and understanding, but it was still a bastard
thing to do, and she cried in the nest in the rear of the flyer all the way
out of the atmosphere, half-way to heaven. It was a bastard thing and as he
watched the stars brighten beyond the canopy, he could not say why he had done
it, except that it was necessary to kill some things Big Dead so that they
could never come back again. She cried now, and her skin was so dark it would
not speak to him, but when she flew, it would be without any lingering love or
regret for a man called Solomon Gursky.

It is good to be hated, he thought, as the Heaven Tree took him up into its
starlit branches.

* * *

The launch laser was off, the reaction mass tanks were dry. Solomon Gursky
fell outward from the sun. Urizen and its children were far beneath him. His
course lay out of the ecliptic, flying north. His aft eyes made out a new pale
ring orbiting the gas world, glowing in the low warmsight: the millions of
adapted waiting in orbit for their turns to make the searing descent into a
new life.



She would be with them now. He had watched her go into the seed and be taken
apart by her own elementals. He had watched the seed split and expel her into
space, transformed, and burn her few kilos of reaction mass on the transfer
orbit to Urizen.

Only then had he felt free to undergo his own transfiguration.

Life swarm. Mighty. So nearly right, so utterly wrong. She had almost sung
when she spoke of the freedom of endless flight in the clouds of Urizen, but
she would never fly freer than she did now, naked to space, the galaxy before
her. The freedom of Urizen was a lie, the price exacted by its gravity and
pressure. She had trapped herself in atmosphere and gravity. Urizen was
another world. The parasitic man of the Ash nation had buried himself in a
world. The aquatic Blue Mana, after long sleep in ice, would only give rise to
another copy of the standard model. Worlds upon worlds.

Infinite ways of being human, Solomon Gursky thought, outbound from the sun.
He could feel the gentle stroke of the solar wind over the harsh dermal
prickle of Urizen's magnetosphere. Sun arising. Almost time.

Many ways of being Solomon Gursky, he thought, contemplating his new body. His
analogy was with a conifer. He was a redwood cone fallen from the Heaven Tree,
ripe with seeds. Each seed a Solomon Gursky, a world in embryo.

The touch of the sun, that was what had opened those seed cones on that other
world, long ago. Timing was too important to be left to higher cognitions.
Subsystems had all the launch vectors programmed; he merely registered the
growing strength of the wind from Los on his skin and felt himself begin to
open. Solomon Gursky unfolded into a thousand scales. As the seeds exploded
onto their preset courses, he burned to the highest orgasm of his memory
before his persona downloaded into the final spore and ejected from the empty,
dead carrier body.

At five hundred kilometers, the seeds unfurled their solar sails. The breaking
wave of particles, with multiple gravity assists from Luvah and Enitharmon,
would surf the bright flotilla up to interstellar velocities, as, at the end
of the centuries— millennia— long flights, the light-sails would brake the
packages at their destinations.

He did not know what his many selves would find there. He had not picked
targets for their resemblance to what he was leaving behind. That would be
just another trap. He sensed his brothers shutting down their cognitive
centers for the big sleep, like stars going out, one by one. A handful of
seeds scattered, some to wither, some to grow. Who can say what he will find,
except that it will be extraordinary. Surprise me! Solomon Gursky demanded of
the universe, as he fell into the darkness between suns.

SATURDAY

The object was one point three astronomical units on a side, and at its
current 10 percent C would arrive in thirty-five hours. On his chaise lounge
by the Neptune fountain, Solomon Gursky finally settled on a name for the
thing. He had given much thought, over many high-hours and in many languages,
most of them nonverbal, to what he should call the looming object. The name
that pleased him most was in a language dead (he assumed) for thirty million
years. Aea. Acronym: Alien Enigmatic Artifact. Enigmatic Alien Artifact would
have been more correct but the long dead language did not handle diphthongs
well.



Shadows fell over the gardens of Versailles, huge and soft as clouds. A forest
was crossing the sun; a small one, little more than a copse, he thought, still
finding delight in the notions that could be expressed in this dead language.
He watched the spherical trees pass overhead, each a kilometer across (another
archaism), enjoying the pleasurable play of shade and warmth on his skin.
Sensual joys of incarnation.

As ever when the forests migrated along the Bauble's jet streams, a frenzy of
siphons squabbled in their wake, voraciously feeding off the stew of bacteria
and complex fullerenes.

Solomon Gursky darkened his eyes against the hard glare of the dwarf white
sun. From Versailles' perspective in the equatorial plane, the Spirit Ring was
a barely discernible filigree necklace draped around its primary. Perspective.
Am I the emanation of it, or is it the emanation of me?

Perspective: you worry about such things with a skeletal tetrahedron one point
three astronomical units on a side fast approaching?

Of course. I am some kind of human.

"Show me," Solomon Gursky said. Sensing his intent, for Versailles was part of
his intent, as everything that lived and moved within the Bauble was his
intent, the disc of tectofactured baroque France began to tilt away from the
sun. The sollilies on which Versailles and its gardens rested generated their
own gravity fields; Solomon Gursky saw the tiny, bright sun seem to curve down
behind the Petit Trianon, and thought, I have reinvented sunset. And, as the
dark vault above him lit with stars, Night is looking out from the shadow of
myself.

The stars slowed and locked over the chimneys of Versailles. Sol had hoped to
be able to see the object with the unaided eye, but in low-time he had
forgotten the limitations of the primeval human form. A grimace of irritation,
and it was the work of moments for the tectors to reconfigure his vision.
Successive magnifications clicked up until ghostly, twinkling threads of light
resolved out of the star field, like the drawings of gods and myths the
ancients had laid on the comfortable heavens around the Alpha Point.

Another click and the thing materialized.

Solomon Gursky's breath caught.

Midway between the micro and the macro, it was humanity's natural condition
that a man standing looking out into the dark should feel dwarfed. That need
to assert one's individuality to the bigness underlies all humanity's outward
endeavors. But the catch in the breath is more than doubled when a star seems
dwarfed. Through the Spirit Ring, Sol had the dimensions, the masses, the
vectors. The whole of the Bauble could be easily contained within Aea's
vertices. A cabalistic sign. A cosmic eye in the pyramid.

A chill contraction in the man Solomon Gursky's loins. How many million years
since he had last felt his balls tighten with fear?

One point three AU's on a side. Eight sextillion tons of matter. Point one C.
The thing should have heralded itself over most of the cluster. Even in
low-time, he should have had more time to prepare. But there had been no
warning. At once, it was: a fading hexagram of gravitometric disturbances on
his out-system sensors. Sol had reacted at once, but in those few seconds of
stretched low-time that it took to conceive and create this Louis Quattorze



conceit, the object had covered two-thirds of the distance from its emergence
point. The high-time of created things gave him perspective.

Bear you grapes or poison? Solomon Gursky asked the thing in the sky. It had
not spoken, it had remained silent through all attempts to communicate with
it, but it surely bore some gift. The manner of its arrival had only one
explanation: the thing manipulated worm-holes. None of the
civilization/citizens of the Reach— most of the western hemisphere of the
galaxy— had evolved a nanotechnology that could reconfigure the continuum
itself.

None of the civilization/citizens of the Reach, and those federations of
world-societies it fringed, had ever encountered a species that could not be
sourced to the Alpha Point: that semi-legendary racial big bang from which
PanHumanity had exploded into the universe.

Four hundred billion stars in this galaxy alone, Solomon Gursky thought. We
have not seeded even half of them. The trick we play with time, slowing our
perceptions until our light-speed communications seem instantaneous and the
journeys of our C-fractional ships are no longer than the sea-voyages of this
era I have reconstructed, seduce us into believing that the universe is as
close and companionable as a lover's body, and as familiar. The five million
years between the MonoHumanity of the Alpha Point and the PanHumanity of the
Great Leap Outward, is a catch of breath, a contemplative pause in our
conversation with ourselves. Thirty million years I have evolved the web of
life in this unique system: there is abundant time and space for true aliens
to have caught us up, to have already surpassed us.

Again, that tightening of the scrotum. Sol Gursky willed Versailles back
toward the eye of the sun, but intellectual chill had invaded his soul. The
orchestra of Lully made fete galante in the Hall of Mirrors for his pleasure,
but the sound in his head of the destroying, rushing alien mass shrieked
louder. As the solar parasol slipped between Versailles and the sun and he
settled in twilight among the soft, powdered breasts of the ladies of the
bed-chamber, he knew fear for the first time in thirty million years.

And he dreamed. The dream took the shape of a memory, recontextualized,
reconfigured, resurrected. He dreamed that he was a starship wakened from
fifty thousand years of death by the warmth of a new sun on his solar sail. He
dreamed that in the vast sleep the star toward which he had aimed himself
spastically novaed. It kicked off its photosphere in a nebula of radiant gas
but the explosion was underpowered; the carbon/hydrogen/nitrogen/oxygen plasma
was drawn by gravity into a bubble of hydrocarbons around the star. An aura. A
bright bauble. In Solomon Gursky's dream, an angel floated effortlessly on
tectoplastic wings hundreds of kilometers wide, banking and soaring on the
chemical thermals, sowing seeds from its long, trailing fingertips. For a
hundred years, the angel swam around the sun, sowing, nurturing, tending the
strange shoots that grew from its fingers; things half-living, half-machine.

Asleep among the powdered breasts of court women, Sol Gursky turned and
murmured the word, "evolution."

Solomon Gursky would only be a God he could believe in: the philosophers' God,
creator but not sustainer, ineffable; too street-smart to poke its omnipotence
into the smelly stuff of living. He saw his free-fall trees of green, the vast
red rafts of the wind-reefs rippling in the solar breezes. He saw the blimps
and medusas, the unresting open maws of the air-plankton feeders, the
needle-thin jet-powered darts of the harpoon hunters. He saw an ecology spin
itself out of gas and energy in thirty million yearless years, he saw
intelligence flourish and seed itself to the stars, and fade into senescence;



all in the blink of a low-time eye.

"Evolution," he muttered again and the constructed women who did not
understand sleep looked at each other.

In the unfolding dream, Sol Gursky saw the Spirit Ring and the ships that came
and went between the nearer systems. He heard the subaural babble of
interstellar chatter, like conspirators in another room. He beheld this blur
of life, evolving, transmuting, and he knew that it was very good. He said to
himself, what a wonderful world, and feared for it.

He awoke. It was morning, as it always was in Sol's Bauble. He worked off his
testosterone high and tipped Versailles's darkside to look at the shadow of
his nightmares. Any afterglow of libido was immediately extinguished. At
eighteen light-hours distance, the astronomical dimensions assumed emotional
force. A ribbon of mottled blue-green ran down the inner surface of each of
Aea's six legs. Amplified vision resolved forested continents and oceans
beneath fractal cloud curls. Each ribbon-world was the width of two Alpha
Points peeled and ironed, stretched one point three astronomical units long.
Sol Gursky was glad that this incarnation could not instantly access how many
million planets' surfaces that equaled; how many hundreds of thousands of
years it would take to walk from one vertex to another, and then to find,
dumbfounded like the ancient conquistadors beholding a new ocean, another
millennia-deep world in front of him.

Solomon Gursky turned Versailles toward the sun. He squinted through the haze
of the Bauble for the delicate strands of the Spirit Ring. A beat of his mind
shifted his perceptions back into low-time, the only time frame in which he
could withspeak to the Spirit Ring, his originating self. Self-reference,
self-confession.

No communication?

None, spoke the Spirit Ring.

Is it alien? Should I be afraid? Should I destroy the Bauble?

In another time, such schizophrenia would have been disease.

Can it annihilate you?

In answer, Sol envisioned the great tetrahedron at the bracelet of information
tectors orbiting the sun.

Then that is nothing, the Spirit Ring withsaid. And nothing is nothing to
fear. Can it cause you pain or humiliation, or anguish to body or soul?

Again, Sol withspoke an image, of cloud-shaded lands raised over each other
like the pillars of Yahweh, emotionally shaded to suggest amazement that such
an investment of matter and thought should have been created purely to
humiliate Solomon Gursky.

Then that too is settled. And whether it is alien, can it be any more alien to
you than you yourself are to what you once were? All PanHumanity is alien to
itself; therefore, we have nothing to fear. We shall welcome our visitor, we
have many questions for it.

Not the least being, why me? Solomon Gursky thought privately, silently, in
the dome of his own skull. He shifted out of the low-time of the Spirit Ring
to find that in those few subjective moments of communication Aea had passed



the threshold of the Bauble. The leading edge of the tetrahedron was three
hours away. An hour and half beyond that was the hub of Aea.

"Since it seems that we can neither prevent nor hasten the object's arrival,
nor guess its purposes until it deigns to communicate with us," Sol Gursky
told his women of the bedchamber, "therefore let us party." Which they did,
before the Mirror Pond, as Lully's orchestra played and capons roasted over
charcoal pits, and torch-lit harlequins capered and fought out the ancient
loves and comedies, and women splashed naked in the Triton Fountain, and
fantastic lands one hundred million kilometers long slid past them. Aea
advanced until Sol's star was at its center, then stopped. Abruptly,
instantly. A small gravitational shiver troubled Versailles, the orchestra
missed a note, a juggler dropped a club, the water in the fountain wavered,
women shrieked, a capon fell from a spit into the fire. That was all. The
control of mass, momentum, and gravity was absolute.

The orchestra leader looked at Solomon Gursky, staff raised to resume the
beat. Sol Gursky did not raise the handkerchief. The closest section of Aea
was fifteen degrees east, two hundred thousand kilometers out. To Sol Gursky,
it was two fingers of sun-lit land, tapering infinitesimally at either end to
threads of light. He looked up at the apex, two other brilliant threads spun
down beneath the horizon, one behind the Petit Trianon, the other below the
roof of the Chapel Royal.

The conductor was still waiting. Instruments pressed to faces, the musicians
watched for the cue.

Peacocks shrieked on the lawn. Sol Gursky remembered how irritating the voices
of peacocks were, and wished he had not recreated them.

Sol Gursky waved the handkerchief.

A column of white light blazed out of the gravel walk at the top of the steps.
The air was a seethe of glowing motes.

An attempt is being made to communicate with us, the Spirit Ring said in a
flicker of low-time. Sol Gursky felt information from the Ring crammed into
his cerebral cortex: the beam originated from a source of the rim section of
the closest section of the artifact. The tectors that created and sustained
the Bauble were being reprogrammed. At hyper-velocities, they were
manufacturing a construct out of the Earth of Versailles.

The pillar of light dissipated. A human figure stood at the top of the steps:
a white Alpha Point male, dressed in Louis XIV style. The man descended the
steps into the light of the flambeau bearers. Sol Gursky looked on his face.

Sol Gursky burst into laughter.

"You are very welcome," he said to his doppelgänger. "Will you join us? The
capons will be ready shortly, we can bring you the finest wines available to
humanity, and I'm sure the waters of the fountains would be most refreshing to
one who has traveled so long and so far."

"Thank you," Solomon Gursky said in Solomon Gursky's voice. "It's good to find
a hospitable reception after a strange journey."

Sol Gursky nodded to the conductor, who raised his staff, and the petite bande
resumed their interrupted gavotte.

Later, on a stone bench by the lake, Sol Gursky said to his doppel, "Your



politeness is appreciated, but it really wasn't necessary for you to don my
shape. All this is as much a construction as you are."

"Why do you think it's a politeness?" the construct said.

"Why should you choose to wear the shape of Solomon Gursky?"

"Why should I not, if it is my own shape?"

Nereids splashed in the pool, breaking the long reflections of Aea.

"I often wonder how far I reach," Sol said.

"Further than you can imagine," Sol II answered. The playing Nereids dived;
ripples spread across the pond. The visitor watched the wavelets lap against
the stone rim and interfere with each other. "There are others out there,
others we never imagined, moving through the dark, very slowly, very silently.
I think they may be older than us. They are different from us, very different,
and we have now come to the complex plane where our expansions meet."

"There was a strong probability that they— you— were an alien artifact."

"I am, and I'm not. I am fully Solomon Gursky, and fully Other. That's the
purpose behind this artifact; that we have reached a point where we either
compete, destructively, or join."

"Seemed a long way to come just for a family reunion," Solomon Gursky joked.
He saw that the doppel laughed, and how it laughed, and why it laughed. He got
up from the stone rim of the Nereid pool. "Come with me, talk to me, we have
thirty million years of catching up."

His brother fell in at his side as they walked away from the still water
toward the Aea-lit woods.

His story: he had fallen longer than any other seed cast off by the death of
Orc. Eight hundred thousand years between wakings, and as he felt the warmth
of a new sun seduce his tector systems to the work of transformation, his
sensors reported that his was not the sole presence in the system. The brown
dwarf toward which he decelerated was being dismantled and converted into an
englobement of space habitats.

"Their technology is similar to ours— I think it must be a universal
inevitability— but they broke the ties that still bind us to planets long
ago," Sol II said. The woods of Versailles were momentarily darkened as a
sky-reef eclipsed Aea. "This is why I think they are older than us: I have
never seen their original form— they have no tie to it, we still do; I suspect
they no longer remember it. It wasn't until we fully merged that I was certain
that they were not another variant of humanity."

A hand-cranked wooden carousel stood in a small clearing. The faces of the
painted horses were fierce and pathetic in the sky light. Wooden rings hung
from iron gibbets around the rim of the carousel; the wooden lances with which
the knights hooked down their favors had been gathered in and locked in a
closet in the middle of the merry-go-round.

"We endure forever, we engender races, nations, whole ecologies, but we are
sterile," the second Sol said. "We inbreed with ourselves. There is no union
of disparities, no coming together, no hybrid energy. With the Others, it was
sex. Intercourse. Out of the fusion of ideas and visions and capabilities, we
birthed what you see."



The first Sol Gursky laid his hand on the neck of a painted horse. The
carousel was well balanced, the slightest pressure set it turning.

"Why are you here, Sol?" he asked.

"We shared technologies, we learned how to engineer on the quantum level so
that field effects can be applied on macroscopic scales. Manipulation of
gravity and inertia; non-locality; we can engineer and control quantum
worm-holes."

"Why have you come, Sol?"

"Engineering of alternative time streams; designing and colonizing multiple
worlds, hyperspace and hyperdimensional processors. There are more universes
than this one for us to explore."

The wooden horse stopped.

"What do you want, Sol?"

"Join us," said the other Solomon Gursky. "You always had the vision— we
always had the vision, we Solomon Gurskys. Humanity expanding into every
possible ecological niche."

"Absorption," Solomon Gursky said. "Assimilation."

"Unity," said his brother. "Marriage. Love. Nothing is lost, everything is
gained. All you have created here will be stored; that is what I am, a machine
for remembering. It's not annihilation, Sol, don't fear it; it's not your
self-hood dissolving into some identityless collective. It is you, plus. It is
life, cubed. And ultimately, we are one seed, you and I, unnaturally
separated. We gain each other."

If nothing is lost, then you remember what I am remembering, Solomon Gursky I
thought. I am remembering a face forgotten for over thirty million years:
Rabbi Bertelsmann. A fat, fair, pleasant face. He is talking to his Bar
Mitzvah class about God and masturbation. He is saying that God condemned Onan
not for the pleasure of his vice, but because he spilled his seed on the
ground. He was fruitless, sterile. He kept the gift of life to himself. And I
am now God in my own world, and Rabbi B is smiling and saying, masturbation,
Sol. It is all just one big jerkoff, seed spilled on the ground, engendering
nothing. Pure recreation; recreating yourself endlessly into the future.

He looked at his twin.

"Rabbi Bertelsmann?" Sol Gursky II said.

"Yes," Sol Gursky I said; then, emphatically, certainly, "Yes!"

Solomon Gursky II's smile dissolved into motes of light.

All at once, the outer edges of the great tetrahedron kindled with ten million
points of diamond light. Sol watched the white beams sweep through the Bauble
and understood what it meant, that they could manipulate time and space. Even
at light-speed, Aea was too huge for each such simultaneity.

Air trees, sky reefs, harpooners, siphons, blimps, zeps, cloud sharks:
everything touched by the moving beams was analyzed, comprehended, stored.
Recording angels, Sol Gursky thought, as the silver knives dissected his



world. He saw the Spirit Ring unravel like coils of DNA as a billion days of
Solomon Gursky flooded up the ladder of light into Aea. The center no longer
held; the gravitational forces the Spirit Ring had controlled, that had
maintained the ecosphere of the Bauble, were failing. Sol's world was dying.
He felt pain, no sorrow, no regret, but rather a savage joy, an urgent desire
to be up and on and out, to be free of this great weight of life and gravity.
It is not dying, he thought. Nothing ever dies.

He looked up. An angel-beam scored a searing arc across the rooftops of
Versailles. He opened his arms to it and was taken apart by the light.
Everything is held and recreated in the mind of God. Unremembered by the mind
of Solomon Gursky, Versailles disintegrated into swarms of free-flying
tectors.

The end came quickly. The angels reached into the photosphere of the star and
the complex quasi-information machines that worked there. The sun grew
restless, woken from its long quietude. The Spirit Ring collapsed. Fragments
spun end-over-end through the Bauble, tearing spectacularly through the dying
sky-reefs, shattering cloud forests, blazing in brief glory in funeral orbits
around the swelling sun.

For the sun was dying. Plagues of sunspots pocked its chromosphere; solar
storms raced from pole to pole in million-kilometer tsunamis. Panicked hunter
packs kindled and died in the solar protuberances hurled off as the
photosphere prominenced to the very edge of the Bauble. The sun bulged and
swelled like a painfully infected pregnancy: Aea was manipulating fundamental
forces, loosening the bonds of gravity that held the system together. At the
end, it would require all the energies of star-death to power the quantum
worm-hole processors.

The star was now a screaming saucer of gas. No living thing remained in the
Bauble. All was held in the mind of Aea.

The star burst. The energies of the nova should have boiled Aea's oceans,
seared its lands from their beds. It should have twisted and snapped the long,
thin arms like yarrow stalks, sent the artifact tumbling like a smashed
Fabergé egg through space. But Aea had woven its defenses strong: gravity
fields warped the electromagnetic radiation around the fragile terrains; the
quantum processors devoured the storm of charged particles, and reconfigured
space, time, mass.

The four corners of Aea burned brighter than the dying sun for an instant. And
it was gone; under space and time, to worlds and adventures and experiences
beyond all saying.

SUNDAY

Toward the end of the universe, Solomon Gursky's thoughts turned increasingly
to lost loves.

Had it been entirely physical, Ua would have been the largest object in the
universe. Only its fronds, the twenty-light-year-long stalactites that grew
into the ylem, tapping the energies of decreation, had any material element.
Most of Ua, ninety-nine followed by several volumes of decimal nines percent
of its structure, was folded through eleven-space. It was the largest object
in the universe in that its fifth and sixth dimensional forms contained the
inchoate energy flux known as the universe. Its higher dimensions contained
only itself, several times over. It was infundibular. It was vast, it
contained multitudes.



PanLife, that amorphous, multi-faceted cosmic infection of human, transhuman,
non-human, PanHuman sentiences, had filled the universe long before the
continuum reached its elastic limit and began to contract under the weight of
dark matter and heavy neutrinos. Femtotech, hand in hand with the worm-hole
jump, spread PanLife across the galactic super-clusters in a blink of God's
eye.

There was no humanity, no alien. No us, no other. There was only life. The
dead had become life. Life had become Ua: Pan-spermia. Ua woke to
consciousness, and like Alexander the Great, despaired when it had no new
worlds to conquer. The universe had grown old in Ua's gestation; it had
withered, it contracted, it drew in on itself. The red shift of galaxies had
turned blue. And Ua, which owned the attributes, abilities, ambitions,
everything except the name and pettinesses of a god, found itself, like an
old, long-dead God from a world slagged by its expanding sun millions of years
ago, in the business of resurrection.

The galaxies raced together, gravitational forces tearing them into loops and
whorls of severed stars. The massive black holes at the galactic centers,
fueled by billennia of star-death, coalesced and merged into monstrosities
that swallowed globular clusters whole, that shredded galaxies and drew them
spiraling inward until, at the edge of the Schwartzchild radii, they radiated
super-hard gamma. Long since woven into higher dimensions, Ua fed from the
colossal power of the accretion discs, recording in multidimensional matrices
the lives of the trillions of sentient organisms fleeing up its fronds from
the destruction. All things are held in the mind of God: at the end, when the
universal background radiation rose asymptotically to the energy density of
the first seconds of the Big Bang, it would deliver enough power for the
femtoprocessors woven through the Eleven Heavens to rebuild the universe,
entire. A new heaven, and a new Earth.

In the trans-temporal matrices of Ua, PanLife flowed across dimensions,
dripping from the tips of the fronds into bodies sculpted to thrive in the
plasma flux of ragnarok. Tourists to the end of the world: most wore the
shapes of winged creatures of fire, thousands of kilometers across. Starbirds.
Firebirds. But the being formerly known as Solomon Gursky had chosen a
different form, an archaism from that long-vanished planet. It pleased him to
be a thousand-kilometer, diamond-skinned Statue of Liberty, torch out-held,
beaming a way through the torrents of star-stuff. Sol Gursky flashed between
flocks of glowing soul-birds clustering in the information-rich environment
around the frond-tips. He felt their curiosity, their appreciation, their
consternation at his non-conformity; none got the joke.

Lost loves. So many lives, so many worlds, so many shapes and bodies, so many
loves. They had been wrong, those ones back at the start, who had said that
love did not survive death. He had been wrong. It was eternity that killed
love. Love was a thing measured by human lifetimes. Immortality gave it time
enough, and space, to change, to become things more than love, or dangerously
other. None endured. None would endure. Immortality was endless change.

Toward the end of the universe, Solomon Gursky realized that what made love
live forever was death.

All things were held in Ua, awaiting resurrection when time, space, and energy
fused and ceased to be. Most painful among Sol's stored memories was the
remembrance of a red-yellow tiger-striped angel fighter, half-crucified,
crippled, tumbling toward the star clouds of Virgo. Sol had searched the
trillions of souls roosting in Ua for Elena; failing, he hunted for any that
might have touched her, hold some memory of her. He found none. As the



universe contracted— as fast and inevitable as a long-forgotten season in the
ultra-low time of Ua— Sol Gursky entertained hopes that the universal
gathering would draw her in. Cruel truths pecked at his perceptions:
calculations of molecular deliquescence, abrasion by interstellar dust clouds,
probabilities of stellar impacts, the slow terminal whine of proton decay; any
of which denied that Elena could still exist. Sol refused those truths. A
thousand-kilometer Statue of Liberty searched the dwindling cosmos for one
glimpse of red-yellow tiger-stripes embedded in a feather of fractal plasma
flame.

And now a glow of recognition had impinged on his senses laced through the
Eleven Heavens.

Her. It had to be her.

Sol Gursky flew to an eye of gravitational stability in the flux and activated
the worm-hole nodes seeded throughout his diamond skin. Space opened and
folded like an exercise in origami. Sol Gursky went elsewhere.

The starbird grazed the energy-dense borderlands of the central accretion
disc. It was immense. Sol's Statue of Liberty was a frond of one of its
thousand flight feathers, but it sensed him, welcomed him, folded its wings
around him as it drew him to the shifting pattern of sun-spots that was the
soul of its being.

He knew these patterns. He remembered these emotional flavors. He recalled
this love. He tried to perceive if it were her, her journeys, her trials, her
experiences, her agonies, her vastenings.

Would she forgive him?

The soul spots opened. Solomon Gursky was drawn inside. Clouds of tectors
interpenetrated, exchanging, sharing, recording. Intellectual intercourse.

He entered her adventures among alien species five times older than
PanHumanity, an alliance of wills and powers waking a galaxy to life. In an
earlier incarnation, he walked the worlds she had become, passed through the
dynasties and races and species she had propagated. He made with her the long
crossings between stars and clusters, clusters and galaxies. Earlier still,
and he swam with her through the cloud canyons of a gas giant world called
Urizen, and when that world was hugged too warmly by its sun, changed mode
with her, embarked with her on the search for new places to live.

In the nakedness of their communion, there was no hiding Sol Gursky's despair.

I'm sorry Sol, the starbird once known as Lenya communicated.

You have nothing to sorry be for, Solomon Gursky said.

I'm sorry that I'm not her. I'm sorry I never was her.

I made you to be a lover, Sol withspoke. But you became something older,
something richer, something we have lost.

A daughter, Lenya said.

Unmeasurable time passed in the blue shift at the end of the universe. Then
Lenya asked, Where will you go?

Finding her is the only unfinished business I have left, Sol said.



Yes, the starbird communed. But we will not meet again.

No, not in this universe.

Nor any other. And that is death, eternal separation.

My unending regret, Sol Gursky withspoke as Lenya opened her heart and the
clouds of tectors separated. Goodbye, daughter.

The Statue of Liberty disengaged from the body of the starbird. Lenya's
quantum processors created a pool of gravitational calm in the maelstrom. Sol
Gursky manipulated space and time and disappeared.

He re-entered the continuum as close as he dared to a frond. A pulse of his
mind brought him within reach of its dendrites. As they drew him in, another
throb of thought dissolved the Statue of Liberty joke into the plasma flux.
Solomon Gursky howled up the dendrite, through the frond, into the soul matrix
of Ua. There he carved a niche in the eleventh and highest heaven, and from
deep under time, watched the universe end.

As he had expected, it ended in fire and light and glory. He saw space and
time curve inward beyond the limit of the Planck dimensions; he felt the
energy gradients climb toward infinity as the universe approached the zero
point from which it had spontaneously emerged. He felt the universal
processors sown through eleven dimensions seize that energy before it faded,
and put it to work. It was a surge, a spurt of power and passion, like the
memory of orgasm buried deep in the chain of memory that was the days of
Solomon Gursky. Light to power, power to memory, memory to flesh. Ua's stored
memories, the history of every particle in the former universe, were woven
into being. Smart superstrings rolled balls of wrapped eleven-space like
sacred scarabs wheeling dung. Space, time, mass, energy unraveled; as the
universe died in a quantum fluctuation, it was reborn in primal light.

To Solomon Gursky, waiting in low-time where aeons were breaths, it seemed
like creation by fiat. A brief, bright light, and galaxies, clusters, stars,
turned wholeformed and living within his contemplation. Already personas were
swarming out of Ua's honeycomb cells into time and incarnation, but what had
been reborn was not a universe, but universes. The re-resurrected were not
condemned to blindly recapitulate their former lives. Each choice and action
that diverged from the original pattern splintered off a separate universe.
Sol and Lenya had spoken truly when they had said they would never meet again.
Sol's point of entry into the new polyverse was a thousand years before
Lenya's; the universe he intended to create would never intersect with hers.

The elder races had already fanned the polyverse into a mille feuille of
alternatives: Sol carefully tracked his own timeline through the blur of
possibilities as the first humans dropped back into their planet's past. Stars
moving into remembered constellations warned Sol that his emergence was only a
few hundreds of thousands of years off. He moved down through dimensional
matrices, at each level drawing closer to the time flow of his particular
universe.

Solomon Gursky hung over the spinning planet. Civilizations rose and decayed,
empires conquered and crumbled. New technologies, new continents, new nations
were discovered. All the time, alternative Earths fluttered away like torn-off
calendar pages on the wind as the dead created new universes to colonize.
Close now. Mere moments. Sol dropped into meat time, and Ua expelled him like
a drop of milk from a swollen breast.



Solomon Gursky fell. Illusions and anticipations accompanied his return to
flesh. Imaginings of light; a contrail angel scoring the nightward half of the
planet on its flight across a dark ocean to a shore, to a mountain, to a
valley, to a glow of campfire among night-blooming cacti. Longing. Desire.
Fear. Gain, and loss. God's trade: to attain the heart's desire, you must give
up everything you are. Even the memory.

In the quilted bag by the fire in the sheltered valley under the perfume of
the cactus flowers, the man called Solomon Gursky woke with a sudden chill
start. It was night. It was dark. Desert stars had half-completed their
compass above him. The stone-circled fire had burned down to clinking red
glow: the night perfume witched him. Moths padded softly through the air,
seeking nectar.

Sol Gursky drank five senses full of his world.

I am alive, he thought. I am here. Again.

Ur-light burned in his hind-brain; memories of Ua, a power like omnipotence.
Memories of a life that out-lived its native universe. Worlds, suns, shapes.
Flashes, moments. Too heavy, too rich for this small knot of brain to hold.
Too bright: no one can live with the memory of having been a god. It would
fade— it was fading already. All he need hold— all he must hold— was what he
needed to prevent this universe from following its predestined course.

The realization that eyes were watching him was a shock. Elena sat on the edge
of the fire shadow, knees folded to chin, arms folded over shins, looking at
him. Sol had the feeling that she had been looking at him without him knowing
for a long time, and the surprise, the uneasiness of knowing you are under the
eyes of another, tempered both the still-new lust he felt for her, and his
fading memories of aeons-old love.

Déjà vu. But this moment had never happened before. The divergence was
beginning.

"Can't sleep?" she asked.

"I had the strangest dream."

"Tell me." The thing between them was at the stage where they searched each
other's dreams for allusions to their love.

"I dreamed that the world ended," Sol Gursky said. "It ended in light, and the
light was like the light in a movie projector, that carried the image of the
world and everything in it, and so the world was created again, as it had been
before."

As he spoke, the words became true. It was a dream now. This life, this body,
these memories, were the solid and faithful.

"Like a Tipler machine," Elena said. "The idea that the energy released by the
Big Crunch could power some kind of holographic recreation of the entire
universe. I suppose with an advanced enough nanotechnology, you could rebuild
the universe, an exact copy, atom for atom."

Chill dread struck in Sol's belly. She could not know, surely. She must not
know.

"What would be the point of doing it exactly the same all over again?"



"Yeah." Elena rested her cheek on her knee. "But the question is, is this our
first time in the world, or have we been here many times before, each a little
bit different? Is this the first universe, or do we only think that it is?"

Sol Gursky looked into the embers, then to the stars.

"The Nez Perce Nation believes that the world ended on the third day and that
what we are living in are the dreams of the second night." Memories, fading
like summer meteors high overhead, told Sol that he had said this once before,
in their future, after his first death. He said it now in the hope that that
future would not come to pass. Everything that was different, every tiny
detail, pushed this universe away from the one in which he must lose her.

A vee of tiger-striped tectoplastic tumbled end over end forever toward Virgo.

He blinked the ghost away. It faded like all the others. They were going more
quickly than he had thought. He would have to make sure of it now, before that
memory too dissolved. He struggled out of the terrain bag, went over to the
bike lying exhausted on the ground. By the light of a detached bicycle lamp,
he checked the gear train.

"What are you doing?" Elena asked from the fireside. The thing between them
was still new, but Sol remembered that tone in her voice, that soft inquiry,
from another lifetime.

"Looking at the gears. Something didn't feel right about them today. They
didn't feel solid."

"You didn't mention it earlier."

No, Sol thought. I didn't know about it. Not then. The gear teeth grinned
flashlight back at him.

"We've been giving them a pretty hard riding. I read in one of the biking mags
that you can get metal fatigue. Gear train shears right through, just like
that."

"On brand-new, two thousand dollar bikes?"

"On brand-new two thousand dollar bikes."

"So what do you think you can do about it at one o'clock in the morning in the
middle of the Sonora Desert?"

Again, that come-hither tone. Just a moment more, Elena. One last thing, and
then it will be safe.

"It just didn't sit right. I don't want to take it up over any more mountains
until I've had it checked out. You get a gear-shear up there ..."

"So, what are you saying, irritating man?"

"I'm not happy about going over Blood of Christ Mountain tomorrow."

"Yeah. Sure. Fine."

"Maybe we should go out west, head for the coast. It's whale season, I always
wanted to see whales. And there's real good seafood. There's this cantina
where they have fifty ways of serving iguana."



"Whales. Iguanas. Fine. Whatever you want. Now, since you're so wide-awake,
you can just get your ass right over here, Sol Gursky!"

She was standing up, and Sol saw and felt what she had been concealing by the
way she had sat. She wearing only a cut-off MTB shirt. Safe, he thought, as he
seized her and took her down laughing and yelling onto the camping mat. Even
as he thought it, he forgot it, and all those Elenas who would not now be:
conspirator, crop-haired freedom fighter, four-armed space-angel. Gone.

The stars moved in their ordained arcs. The moths and cactus forest bats
drifted through the soft dark air, and the eyes of the things that hunted them
glittered in the firelight.

Sol and Elena were still sore and laughing when the cactus flowers closed with
dawn. They ate their breakfast and packed their small camp, and were in the
saddle and on the trail before the sun was full over the shoulder of Blood of
Christ Mountain. They took the western trail, away from the hills, and the
town called Redención hidden among them with its freight of resurrected grief.
They rode the long trail that led down to the ocean, and it was bright, clear
endless Monday morning.


