Going Native
by Krigine Kathryn Rusch

"God, could you find aduller way to travel?" asks my leggy companion, the luscious Ruth. She hasthis
weekend off, and sheingsted on coming with me on my assgnment. It'll befun, she said, and then
followed that up with, how can | know what you're doing unless| come along with you on occasion?|
listened to the logic of that, and now | find mysdlf trapped in a5’ by 6' moving room with awoman who
findstrain travel passe.

Me, I'm afraid that the Amirak trip up the mountain will be the best part of this assgnment. | work for
eight online editors, and al of them called me last week to ask for an article ontheannua TVS
convention. Such auniformity of requests has only happened once before in my career, and that was
when awoman that | sat beside in grade school, tormented in middle school, and dated in high school
was inaugurated as President of the United States. Suddenly my memoirs had vaue.

Somehow, | doubt that this essay has the same sort of import.

| dso had my doubts about bringing Ruth to kooksville and now, when were still two hours avay from
our destination, | know I've made the Wrong Decision. Sheislying on the bottom berth, her bare feet
againg the dirty plastic wal, her skirt pooled around her waist, and sheis not thinking of sex.

Neither am .
"l mean, we've been on thistrain for _hours . How did peopletrave like this?'

They madelove, they ate, they read books. But | do not tell Ruth that. She would seeit asadap, an
insult to her great intelligence. Inred life, Ruth isareceptionist for alawyer, but she prefersto cal herself
apardegd. She useslegadese, mispronouncing most of it, and pretends that she knows as much as
someone who has alaw degree.

I've never told her about mine. But then, why should I? It would ruin the deazy nature of the relationship,
thefact that I'm dating her for her deliciousy man-made breasts and she's dating me because | know the
secrets of the universe,

She bdievesthat's because I'm ajourndist. The old fashioned print kind, even though what we print is
doneonline. I'm paid by the download, which iswhy I'm on thistrain trip instead of say, investigating the
latest bombing in downtown Sesttle. No matter how idedlistic you tart, you soon learn thet it's paranoia
that sdlls.

Which iswhy we're on atrain instead of teleporting. There are no tel eportation sationsin this part of the
Cascades. Rumor hasit that the first tel eportation technician who ventured into this part of Oregon was
shot. Whether he lived or died depends on which rumor you believe.

Ruth knew we were heading into no man'sland when she decided to come with me, but the closer we
get theless| believe she actudly _understood _it. | think she thought we'd look at the crazy yokels and
then go home.

| think | thought she could handle anything.

Check that. | think | knew, deep down, she was contemplating Marriage, and | wanted to convince her
that breaking up was her idea. But that's hindsight. Going in, | was smply concerned about the lack of
EX.



"Once," | say, gazing out the window at the snow beside the tracks, "thiswas the fastest way to travel in
thewholeworld."

"Yeah." Sheflopsan arm over her eyes, missng the deer that stand by a group of trees, staring a us. A
19th-century visoninthe 21st. "Sad, isn't it?"

I'm not sure. I'm enough of aromantic to enjoy the view. I'm enough of aromantic to wish that shed
enjoy it with me,

* k * %

The assgnment, if you look at it higtorically (whichisone of the few thingsthat I've retained from law
school, asense of historica perspective), isaperennid: Go look at the fringe and report back to the
masses. Around the turn of thelast century, that meant going to carnivals and fairsto examine the
bearded women, the two-headed chickens, and the stillborn fetuses that |ooked like fish. In my
grandfather's day, areporter on this beat might go to see the mysterious Area 51, thought to be a
repository for Unidentified Flying Objects (things so familiar they were known by their acronym UFO)
and for thelittle green men who flew them. Me, | get assigned the annua mesting of the Teleportation
Victims Society whose own acronym is TV'S, but who is known in newsrooms nationwide as TV So?. |
should've known | wasin trouble when | tried to explain thislittle joke to Ruth and sheld stared at me
blankly, not even thregtening to smile.

The TV So?s meet every year in Harbor, Oregon, which used to be a 1990s survivalist camp between
Bend and Klamath Falls. The area's only attraction, or so | could glean before | arrived, isthat it hasno
teleportation station, and noneis planned. If someone wantsto travel in that part of the Cascade Range,
they either have to go to Bend, fifty milesto the north, or Klamath Falls, over 60 milesto the south. Then
they have to take whatever ground transportation is available, provided, of course, they can get it.
Amtrak still servesthis part of the country, partly because the sparse population can't justify the

tel eportation system, and partly because the tracks have existed for nearly two hundred years. It'sthe
only form of public transportation between those two stations, and mostly it's used by the low-income
folkswho can't afford the cost of speedier travel.

| inssted on taking thetrain dl the way from Sesttle, over Ruth's protests, because | wanted my
experience a the annua mesting to reflect the experience of all the other TV Sos. | had secretly hoped
I'd meet afew of them on thisride, but Ruth has kept me chained to the room, demanding room service,
and not paying for it in theway that | had hoped.

Still I manage to sneak to the club car once, and there | see exactly what | expect, agroup of tired,
smelly people, most of whom aretoo drunk to look at the magnificent scenery whizzing padt. | redize
that, in my new khakis and bomber jacket, | am overdressed and as conspicuous asarichmanin
Olympia. No one will talk to me. They barely manageto look a me.

And, for thefirst time, | worry about how I'll pull this assgnment off.

* * % %

| should say at this stage of article research, | dwaysworry about how I'll pull the assignment off. Even
though what | writeis dictated into my wrist-top, edited on alarger screen at home, and e-mailed directly
to my editor, what | do isredly not much different from thework, say, Mark Twain did amost two
hundred years ago. He ventured out into places unknown and reported back.

Ernest Hemingway did that, so did Ernie Pyle, and Peter Arnett. The great journaists thrived in times of
war. When thereisno war -- or no war Americaisinterested in -- we are stuck with perennias. And no



journalist ever became famous by risking hislife at a TV So? convention.

| smply want to goin, find afew thingsthat are anusing, seeif | can discover the secret behind the
victimology, and return to home base with dl partsintact. | know that, by Sunday evening, | will havea
gory. I'mjust not sureif it'sthe kind of story Hemingway would have dispatched from Spain.

Infact, | know it's not the moment the train pullsinto Harbor, Oregon.

* * % %

When Ruthieand | get off thetrain at the smal white station nestled against a snow-covered ridge, we
are greeted like visiting royaty. | made no secret of my job asajournalist, but it'sredlly Ruthie they want
to see. It seems, on the e-dip she sent with her feg, that she listed her employment as she dways does.

A pardega and ajournalist. We are adream couple for the TV Sos.

| am not the only journdist in this place. Every mgor television reporter, radio commentator, vid
producer, and holotechnician is here to record the looniesin action. | am one of the few print people, and
the only one with enough awards to make me semi-famous. Every TV So? wantsto tell me hisstory, to
introduce meto little Jonnie or Suzy or Uncle Billy, and to show me what makes them different.

When | get off thetrain, | realize | am not ready for this. The grasping hands, the dightly desperate gaze.
| ingst on going to the hotel before meeting people, and Ruth gives me her
|-can't-believe-you're-doing-thislook. That's when | realize she's not upset about the location or the
people. She's upset that | want to leave them. She not only relishes the attention, she believes she can
give these people advice. She doesn't redlize how dangerous the situation can be. She'swith the only
peoplein the world who might take her serioudly. | grip her arm and follow our host to the Compound,
our hotel.

The Compound was the former survivdist's camp, and looksiit. The outbuildings are made of wood
hammered together by people who clearly didn't know what they were doing. The main building, where
the restaurant and gift shop reside, was once aranch style house, built in the mid-twentieth century,
complete with front-facing garage. The building had been added onto, once during its survivalist camp
days -- that was evident by the concrete bunker in the back -- and once by the hotel, the brass and
wood facade that tried to make everything upscale.

Our room isn't really aroom. It was cabin Number 8. A plague on the door tells usthat it had once been
used by the house's original owners as a storage shed, and was remodeled into a cabin when the camp
garted in the early 1980s. The plaquetdlls us proudly that eight people lived in this space; I'm wondering
how Ruth and | will manage for aweekend.

The room is square, with an area carved out for abathroom with an ancient shower and plastic tub. The
sink has motion detectorsinstead of computer controls, and the toilet actudly has ahandlefor flushing.
Ruth is charmed, but | wonder if that will last into the middle of the night, when one of usstumblesin
there and initiates the gurgle and grunt of the ancient plumbing.

We unpack, and then Ruth wantsto reenter the fray. I'm more interested in checking out the dining
facilities. The recongtituted chicken | had on the train didn't last melong.

Outside, we see severd blue and white signs, pointing to various cabins. Most Signs are hand-lettered
and made specifically for the conference: Regigtration isto our left; Lega adviceisto our right; and
Testimonidsis straight ahead. Other signs show us the way to improve our Education, covering
everything from Technologica Secretsto the History of Transportation. Many of these, | know, are



on-going programs, and | will check them out through the weekend. It's the guest speskers| am most
interested in, and those are going to be the hardest eventsto see.

* k * %

Intheregidration linel learn that the TV So?s aren't dl low-income poorly educated folkslike the
research had led me to expect. The man in front of meisadoctor from Philade phiawho has
documentation on "differences’ and waswilling to cal it up on hiswrigt-top right there in the frigid
Oregon mud. The dender, pretty woman behind meis areasonably well known vid persondity whose
career went into adecline, she says, after she teleported 65 timesin one month. | talk to both of them at
some length. Ruth has eft me donein line while she went on to the lodge for drinks.

She has been gone along time.

| draw the same sort of crowd | drew at the train station. | am uncomfortable, used to being the
observer, not the observed. Everyone wantsto tell me a story; everyone wants me to know how
teleportation changes people, how it creates differences where there were none before.

Some of the soriesarejust slly, like the vid persondity's. She clams shelogt alittle bit of charismaeach
time she teleported from one place to another. Some are strange, like the woman who has me examine
holograms of her now-estranged husband, a man whose eye color changed in the space of one afternoon
from green to brown.

Therest are merely sad. Many are from people who claim that their spouses are no longer the same
people they married, and they blame use of public tel eportation. Others show evidence of medical
conditionsthey claim were caused by teleporting, and still some have taes of closeloved oneswho died
soon &fter traveling in ateleportation device.

| haveread theliterature; | am familiar with al variations on these stories and more. | even know their
origins.

| ask the eye color woman why she believes her husband's eyes were the only thing to change.
"| didn't say they werethe only thing, now did 17" she saysangrily.

| turn away, afraid to follow up.

* * % %

Thefirst big break-through in tel eportation occurred in the late 1990s when ateam of Austrian scientists
successfully completed atransfer on the sub-atomic leve. The physics of the break-through was too
complex to explain to the layman in the popular newspapers of the day, so many journdists attempted
(unsuccessfully) to put the discovery inlayman'sterms.

| havetried to hunt down the origin of the example used for the laymen and have been, to date,
unsuccessful. | suspect either one of the scientists got exasperated with the journalists stupid questions
and used the example to explain, poorly, what was going on, or ajournalist attempted to trand ate what
he thought he understood into language that he thought other people could understand.

Their experiment, said the news organizations of the day, was asif the scientists had taken ared ball in
oneroom, made it disappear, and then regppear in another room -- athough what was teleported was
not the ball itself, but the _quality _ of redness which was then transferred onto another ball.

It is not what we experience. We experience the tel eportation first imagined in pulp fiction stories of over



ahundred years ago. Our bodies literally disassemble in one location, are transferred to another location,
and are then reassembled. There are documented cases of malfunctions, most dating from the early days
of the technology and amost al of them having to do with apeswho arrived dead. These deaths were not
pretty or smple: they had to do with parts being reassembled in the wrong order, rather like taking a
puzzle apart, then trying to put it together by placing dl the cornersin the middle. Those detailswere
resolved long before any human being stepped onto ateleportation pad. The things we must worry about
aresmpler: power failures and computer mafunctions, both of which canlose us mid-transfer. This
problem isthe greatest in Third World countries, in devices built out of scrap metal, most likely, by the
operator's Uncle Ral ph. Teleportation is not sanctioned to those countries, or is done purely at the user's
ownrisk. Hereand in "approved” countries, every deviceis scrutinized, overhauled, and replaced more
often than anything e sein our technologically advanced society.

Thisiswhat the literature tellsme. It iswhat existsin al published reports, the meetings before Congress,
and in severa teleportation companies lega databases. | know there can be problems -- we all do. The
problems are caled "acceptable risk,” something we al assume when we step on a tel eportation pad, or
even when we walk out our front door. What varies from person to person is how acceptable some risks
are.

It isthe ideathat we can be disassembled and reassembled that unnerves people the most. A large
number of people (actua estimates vary, depending on the reporting agency) refuse to use teleportation,
alowing other forms of masstransit to remain in business. Most of these people are not TV So?s. They
smply don't like theidea of being taken gpart and put back together without it being necessary, and are
not willing to sacrifice their origind unity for the sake of instantaneoustravel.

Others cannot imagine traveling any other way. Frequent teleporters receive adiscount on each trip.
"Frequent” isdefined in the industry as anyone making more than ten trips per day. | have only hit the ten
trip in one day milestone once, and it left mefedling disoriented and unnerved -- not, | hasten to add,
because | was disassembled so many times, but because, after five different tel eportation stations, | lost
track of my surroundings. Later | learned that frequent travelers set their wrist-top to remind them of their
location and their purpose for being there upon arrival.

| haveread dl the literature, examined dl the records, and while | till fed atwinge of nerveswhen | step
onthe platform, | prefer the instantaneous shift, the ddight at having been in Manhattan one moment and
Romethe next. It isnot different, my grandmother once told me, than that frisson of fear she used to fed
whenever an airplanes whed s eft the ground or whenever atrain went over aparticularly high and
narrow bridge.

It is human nature to worry about the accidental, the unexpected, the unknown. It is also human nature to
magnify those thingsinto problems so strange asto be somehow plausible.

* k% k% %

The TV So?s have three banquets at their weekend meeting, and | have bought ticketsto al three. Ruth
did not want to eat at the banquets. In fact, she soon madeit clear that she did not want to spend time
with me. She says my dtitude istoo cynica, my remarkstoo cutting. Sheisright. | am dready thinkingin
the tone I've decided to takefor this article, atone that my brain established while part of it tried to
concentrate on the seriousness of the vid persondity’'sloss of charisma

Thefirst banquet ison Friday night, and there | am happily surprised. Thefood isexcdlent. Itis
free-range chicken, brought in from anearby ranch, local vegetables grown and stored here, marinated in
local wine, mixed with spices grown in the chef's own herb garden.



Nothing was shipped in: no risk of teleportation tainting the food. And somehow it does seem fresher. Or
perhaps the chef, aworld-renown man who refused to alow meto use hisnamein thisarticle, hassmply
lived up to his spectacular reputation.

The speaker that night is atransportation historian who is, believeit or not, duller than he sounds. He
reads his speech off the TelePrompTer modification in his contact lenses, probably much as he doesin
class, which forces him to stare straight ahead. That, combined with his monotone, makes him seem asif
he's tel eported one too many times.

The dinersat my table, which istoward the back, immediately deduce the problem and begin whispering,
as| imagine his students often do. We introduce ourselves and tell each other why we're here.

The woman to my immediate | ft looks like a Hollywood grandmother, which isto say that she'sround,
gray-haired and jolly. She confides that she went to see her grandchildren on her only teleportation trip,
and ingtead of arriving in Pittsburgh as planned, she arrived in Philadel phia. The teleportation operators
clam she smply told them she was going to Philly, but she clamsthat they punched in the wrong
degtination. | take mental notes, knowing that what is at stake hereis more than asmpletrip. Shelives
on afixed income and she scrimped to afford the teleport. She could not afford to then go from Philly to
Pittsburgh and back home. She missed atrip, and probably severa meds, for that one abortive visit.

Thisisaproblem | can get behind. It is not magic woo-woo incantations in which she claimsthat she
suddenly ballooned in size because her protons expanded or that she got skin cancer that should have
belonged to someone else. Thisisthe kind of operator error we all worry about. | have had nightmares
about getting on ateleporter in Portland and ending up in Beijing.

The woman next to her confidesthat thereisalawyer inthelega section who istrying to get enough
contactsto initiate a class action suit for just that sort of problem. The grandmother thanks her, and then
asks her, whispering politely of course, why she's here. The woman, who isin her mid-forties, hasthe
prettiest lavender hair I've ever seen. She flushes a nice shade of pink that somehow complementsthe
lavender and admits that she would rather not say.

| am beginning to think I've hit alucky table. Imagine someone who has cometo a TV So? convention
who isunwilling to admit why she has come. It isamost antithetical to the purpose of the conference.

| make amentd noteto pull her aside later, then ask the man to my right why he has come. "'Reporter,”
he saystersdy, not whispering. "Just like you."

He gets shushed by the people at the table behind him, who, believe it or not, are engrossed in the
teacher's speech. At that point, | surface briefly, realize the man has droned on for thirty minutes and
hasn't yet reached the invention of the automaobile. | sgnd awaiter for more coffee.

The woman to the reporter'sright bursts into tears when asked why she's here, and we get shushed
again. | actualy don't mind because | get an odd sense thet the tears are fake. Still, we dutifully lean
forward after she dries her eyeswith her linen napkin.

"My baby," shewhispers, and gtiflesasob. The entire table behind us glares at us with angry eyes. We
glare back, then lean as close as we can.

"My baby," she saysagain, "was aboy when he went into the device."

Suddenly | don't want to hear any more, and neither, it seems, does anyone else. The reporter hands her
another napkin, and makes sympathetic noises, but as quickly as he politely can, herisesand makes his
way to the men'sroom.



Ten minutes later, when he has not returned and the speaker is rhapsodizing about the uses of airplanesin
World War |, | excuse myself. The corridor outside is empty, but | find anew convention going on at the
bar.

"l don't know why they invite him back," says one woman to agale of laughter. It seemsthat thisisthe
fifth year the historian has spoken on Friday night, and thisyear heisactudly _more _interesting than he
has ever been.

One of the conference organizers overhears, and saysrather tiffly, "Weinvite him so that you al have an
historica overview of the problemswe face."

"Oh," the laughing woman says, "but don't you think that teleportation is alittle different than, say, a
Modd T?'

"No," the organizer says, and | redlize that thisis one of those dangerous people to whom the phrase
"sense of humor™" hasno meaning at dl, "it isal amanifestation of our need to make the world smaler.
Once everyone thought that ingtantaneous travel would solve dl our ills. They didn't redize that it would
cause more problemsthan it started.”

"Do you believe," one woman asks, "that everyone who has been in ateleportation deviceis ill human?’

Not even the conference organizer answers that question. It istoo touchy. Most of the people here are
here because they have been in ateleportation device. If the woman's right, that would mean none of us
are human. | don't believethat. | believe were very human, athough the more | see, the more | wonder
what sde of humanity we actudly belong to.

* k% k% %

The next morning, | wander over to Legd, and listen to lawyers pontificate on ways to collect damages
from teleportation companies. | hear the familiar litany of successful lawsuits -- there aren't many, and
most are nuisance cases much like the grandmother's of the night before -- but the audienceis attentive
and asks polite questions.

In the afternoon, | poke my head into Education, and see the historian. | don't run from there, although
I'm tempted. | walk dowly, pretending | had ventured into that area by mistake.

Ruth is nowhere to be seen. She did show up in our room the night before, but long after | was adeep,
and | thought | smelled brandy, but by that point | didn't really care. | wonder idly who she hasfound to
entertain hersaf with and how she can use him to further her career. The thought, though accurate, is
uncharitable, and | then wonder when | stopped thinking with fondness of Ruth's tendency'sto
exaggerate and began to be annoyed by them. Probably around the point when her manufactured breasts
became her most fascinating festure.

That night's speaker is an expert in teleportation technology and | am assured by almost everyone who's
been here before that he makesthe historian look glib. I am sorry to give up the free range chicken, but |
cannot bear another two hours trapped in those uncomfortable wooden banquet chairs.

| go into the restaurant, where I've had two delicious breakfasts, and cast about for atable. It seemsto
have alot of patrons, consdering there is a banquet going on in the next room.

Ruth isat atable near the window. Even though it isdark, I can make out the ghostly shape of the nearby
mountain, snow-covered and shiny. She waves me over.

Sheisgitting with the lawyers. They have asked that no other tables be filled around them, and so far the



restaurant is ableto comply. Ruth, it seems, has been spending her time with the entire legal wing of this
conference and learning "awhole heckuvalot.”

| 9t down, and listen for awhile. Thisseemslike aninforma version of the pand | had attended in the
morning. | order asteak, and do not ask if it was shipped in or daughtered locdly, for which | am razed,
and then one of the attorneys, an overweight vegetarian who consumes way too much wine during the
evening, informs me of the many ways that beef could kill me. Sincel have heard thislecture before, |
add afew ingghts of my own, al the while chomping heartily on my dinner.

Findly they ask mewhy I'm here, and | tell them that I'm a paid observer of human nature.
"He'sjourndig,” Ruth says, bresking my cover.

They eyemeasif _I'm_thedimy speciesand | explain that I'm a practitioner of New Journdism amost
acentury after New Journaism wasintroduced. It ismy way of gaining legitimacy among theillegitimate:
pretend to aliterary valuethat | don't redlly have.

The New Journalism comment seems to have silenced them, so to bregk theice -- and to make my
dinner worthwhile -- | ask them what they really think about teleportation technol ogy.

"It makeslawyersrich!" one of them said and the otherslaugh. But | pressthem, and finaly a dark-suited
man next to Ruth says, "I used to laugh at these folks and then questions started coming up, questions|
couldn't get an answer to."

One of thefemde attorneys nods, and still another, the overweight vegetarian, says, "Y eah, likewhy is
there aban on kids under the age of three taking teleportation?'

"It'snot afirm ban,” aNew Y ork lawyer says. ™Y ou can get around it with adoctor's permission.”
"Yeah," the vegetarian says. "Why adoctor? And what does he give permission for?'

"I've never seen any instances of babiestraveling. They don't dlow it, with or without the doctor,” the
woman says.

"But | met awoman who says her baby -- " | start and they al shake their heads sadly, slencing me.

"She'shere every year," the vegetarian says. "'l checked the story out. She doesn't have akid. | don't
eventhink shesfemde.”

They chuckle again, and the jovidity isback. No matter how | push them, | can't learn what the other
guestions are. The vegetarian promisesto tell meif | cometo the bar later. | do, and he'spassed outin a
pile of corn chips. | vow to try and find him the following day.

* * % %
The next morning, as the speakers are setting up, | go to the Technologica Secretsarea. It'sin awide

auditorium with holographic capabilities. My mind bogglesjugt at the thought of seeing strange machinery
inlife-gzeand 3-D.

It takes me amoment to find a gpeaker who'll talk to me, who doesn't try to get meto wait until his
presentation. | tell him about the lawyers collective unease about the baby ban.

"Y ou ask the teleportation stations they'll tell you it's because babies are too fragile for most kinds of
travel. Likethey'll ban aninfant from ajet.” Theguy I'mtaking to issix feet tall and has ahonking nasa



voice. I'm glad | eected not to stay for his presentation, even though he seems nice enough. "But it's
really because of the stressto the body."

"| thought thereisno stress”

Helooksat measif I'm the dumbest thing he's seen at this conference, and given what I've seen, I'm
amost insulted. He holds up aglass of water. "Y ou can't teleport crysta ether,” he says. "Sometimesiit
shatters. And it shouldn't. | mean, they perfected this at the subatomic level, or so they say.”

"Y ou don't think they did?’

"Between you, me, and thewall," he says, "I know they perfected it. The problem isthat they don't use
the right equipment to teleport people. It'slike building ahouse. We can build adamn fine house with
everything correct. But we hire contractors who want to make as much money as possible, and they do it
-- have doneit -- sncetimeimmemoria by using inferior parts and charging the same asthey would for
good parts. | try to tell the lawyersthat, but it's not glamorous, and it's damned hard to prove. They tell
methey'll help mewhen I can show damage caused by inferior parts. | can show damage. | just can't
makeacrediblelink."

Later that day, | check his statementswith afew other technology wonks. They agree that the problem
with public teleportation isthat it's_public . The system used by the President and other heads of Sateis
state of the art, so protected that nothing can go wrong. The system used by the rest of us, well, these
guyswould have usal bdieveit'sheld together by spit and glue and pieces manufactured just after the
turn of the century.

It makes methink of al those bans on teleportation travel to Third World countries. If our technology is
bad, what is the technology like that was hammered together by someone's Uncle Ralph? The very idea
raisesimages of those poor puzzlebox monkeys with the corners where their middle should be.

Of coursewhen | get back home, and call the various tel eportation manufacturers, they al give methe
company line and swear teleportation isthe safest form of transportation since walking. Even that can go
wrong, | say. Think of pot holes. Think of missteps, twisted ankles and tripping over small children. But
the manufacturers don't find me funny. When | get belligerent, forgetting, for amoment that thisis
supposed to be a puff piece and not investigative reporting, they transfer meto their lega departments
who remind me of libel laws and how careful | need to be in questioning their companies.

* k * %

Thefree range chicken is gone by the third banquet, but the speaker isddightful. He's acomedian just
garting out, and he proves to methat the TV So?s have a sense of humor, since most of hisjokesare
amed at them, and they laugh uproarioudy. | don'. | fed vaguely embarrassed, mostly because | know |
would have laughed if 1'd been watching this guy in any other setting but this one.

Asl head out, I look for Ruth. She's till surrounded by her lawyers, and when she sees me, she waves
me over. She puts a hand on the overweight vegetarian's arm and informs me that he has hired her asa
pardegd. | pull her aside, remind her that jobs aren't dways that easy to come by and that she'd better
check his credentials. She frowns at me, asks meif | think she's dumb or something -- aquestion which |
declineto answer -- and then stalks off. | gather, from that whole exchange, that she's not taking the train
home, and | turn out to be right. My wish has been granted. She has forgotten thoughts of Marriage and
believes that our bresk-up isher idea. | find that | regret the whole plan, not because | wanted to marry
her, but because | had hoped that | would at least get to try al parts of train travel, from meal to degpto
sex. We had neglected sex on the way there, and | was hoping for abit on the way home.



Instead, | spend the next week finding away to ship her clothes chegply without using tel eportation
technology, since the vegetarian likes to keep his office " pure.”

| am beginning to understand the sentiment. My moment of hesitation as | step on the teleportation
platformin Bend -- | seeno pointintraintravel al the way to Sesattleif I'm not going to be able to have
nookie in trangit -- lasts nearly three minutes, and customers behind me get angry. But | keep thinking of
those banned babies, and Uncle Raph, and inferior grade equipment, and the way that the sheet rock in
my condo flakes like someone's untended dandruff, and | find myself more and more reluctant to travel in
that instantaneous sort of way. After dl, why am | in such ahurry?1'm ajourndigt, for godssake, aman
who makes hisliving off observing, and observation is something that can't be rushed. | am proud of my
observation skills, and proud of my capability for contemplation that makes them possible.

But what I've been observing since | got back ismy own reflection in the mirror. Therés aline down one
gde of my face, aninstant wrinkle that really doesn't look like alaugh line or something that would
naturally occur as| age. It looks more like afold, or acrease, something incorrectly ironedin, asif a
section of me were miscut and hemmed wrong.

| never noticed the wrinkle before getting on that tel eportation station in Bend. | have been obsessed with
itsnce. And | think, | really think, that my obsesson isaproduct of the TV So? convention, but not for
the reason that you'd think. It's not that | suddenly believe the teleporter has given meanew wrinkle. It's
just that | find theideaof awrinkleinduced from the outside better than theideathat I'm growing older.
It'seasier to believein thefiction. It'snicer.

It takes the responsihility for that particular line off me.

Or at leadt, that'swhat | tell myself. Because | do need to teleport on occasion for my job. Journdists
observe, yes. But they must observein the right places. And when my editor tellsmeto get to London
yesterday, | do the next best thing. | get there two minutes from now, new wrinkles be damned.

But | find that | do examine mirrors more, and | wonder, when | think something particularly crud, like
most of my thoughts about Ruth lately, if I've become less than human. Is humanity something we can
lose, little bit by little bit, likethe vid personaity and her charisma? And if so, how can wetdll it's gone?
Isit replaced by parancia, by worry, in equal degrees? And am |, in worrying about this, showing signs
of latent TVsoAsm?

| don't know. But | do suspect that my recent desire to take the train to the far reaches of the United
States haslessto do with my unfulfilled sexud fantasy than it doeswith my desire to avoid atechnology
that | may have learned to fear. Then | remind myself of the history of thisform of parancia; | know that
being areporter from the fringe requires an ability to cross over into that land and appear to be anative.
I'm smply afraid I've taken it too far. Going native requires residency in kooksville, and whileit only
takes an instant to reach that particular destination, it takes years and expensve psychotherapy to get
out.

* * % %

When | turned in thisessay, | thought of asking for abonus, a sort of combat pay to compensate for the
wrinkle, for the increased harrassment as | take an extraminute of other peoplestimewhilel hesitate
before stepping on ateleportation platform.

But my editor vid-conferenced with me this morning, wanting to discuss what he cals " proper
compensation.” My article, he says-- (thisthing you are currently reading, without this coda) -- has given
him an idea. Teleportation has overtaken other forms of transportation so much that hisyounger readers
have probably never flown in aplane or driven acar. He wants me to do these things, and report back



about my experiences, asif | have goneto yet another frontier, evenif itisapart of the past.
He askswhat | want to do first, and then reminds me thiswill be on the magazine's expense.
"A ticket on the Orient Express,” | say.

"Ah," hesays. "Youll titleit ‘ Strangersona Tran?"

I'm thinking not of Patricia Highsmith and Alfred Hitchcock, but of luscious, willing blondswith breasts
the size of helium balloons and the ca-thunk, ca-thunk of the wheels on atrack suggesting arhythm that
no teleportation device can hope to match.

"l hopeso,” | say, and redize thisisthekind of fringel like. "1 certainly hope s0."



