Volunteers

by Alex Irvine

| have dways had only one parent. Sometimes | can convince mysdlf that | remember my mother
plucking nervoudy at her harness as gravity disappeared on our way to the moon, but it's probably a
capture from the vid archive. | think she must have seemed beautiful to me then, but so many video
images of her lie between me and that memory ... | can't tell anymore.

Her graveis near the center of the cemetery carved out of the brushy forest that surrounds Grant City. |
visited it sometimes, and | tried to miss her, but she was too distant. Every time, | ended up back with my
father, dtting on the bench, trying to make something live between us.

At

When you look up at the sky from Grant City, 47 Ursae Mgjoris doesn't look that different than Sol from
Earth. Y ou have to have spex on to really compare, dthough some of the people who were older when
we left Earth spent alot of time glancing sunward and then shaking their heads like something wasn't quite
right and they weren't surewhat it was. That waswhereit al started, | think. Little puzzled glances at the
sun that wasn't what it should be,

By thetime| was about eeven, though, things had gone much further off course.

Thiswas about when | started wearing spex dl the time. They belonged to my father, and | put them on
just to imitate the old man, who thought it was funny, and anyway James Brennan wasn't physicaly up to
doing any kind of work anymore, so he had no need of spex. So for awhile | pretended to do what my
father had been doing, surveying and materids anadysis; | hung around work sites and let myself become
akind of mascot for the workers. They caled me Flash Gordon and laughed at my imagination when |
asked them where dl the robots had gone. Not too long after that, | Started to notice that | was the only
kid in Grant City who wore spex dl thetime, and | started to like the way it made me fedl different.

My teachersdidnt likeit. "Can you take off your glasses?' they'd ask, and I'd think, Glasses? My civics
teacher, Mr. Fulton, tried to take them away from me, but my dad made Fulton give them back. Civics.
We were on another planet learning about the bicamerd legidature and the electora college.

Kids started to call me Four-Eyes.

After awhile, picking up on the same shit they were swallowing, | Started to tell them that four eyeswere
better than two. Verbd judo: use their weight againgt them. Also | had dready figured out that | wasn't
doing mysdf any favors by calling attention to the fact that it wasn't 1956.

At

Thereredly were robotswhen | wasalittle kid. Blocky things on six whedls, with jointed arms ending in
flat pincers. The adults called them lobsters, so we kids did, too. | wasfifteen before | knew that lobster
wasn't just adang term for robot.

When you're akid, you adapt to al kinds of insanity without thinking about it too much. Lack of



perspective gives you amazing resilience. So the day | went to school and saw chalkboardsin the
classrooms, | didn't think much about it, especiadly when | discovered | could drive the teachers crazy by
making the chalk squedl. | was ten years old, and we had been on Canaan for five years. Plenty of time
for delusonsto spread.

At
| cant helpitif | tell thisstory with alittle too much ironic distance. Nobody can tell childhood straight.
When | talk about delusions spreading, it's only by accident that | mean now instead of then. | think. It's
hard to be certain when you're talking to yourself. Or when you think you're talking to yoursdif.
| forgot how cold it is here.

At
Tomeit'sjust asun, but | was only three when the Susan Constant left Earth in 2067. Which makes me
two hundred and three years old, but if you ask me my agel'll tell you I'm nineteen.

| should be seventeen. | should never have had to spend two years alone on Susan Constant, ghogding
around in the four rooms hegted to sustain life. The ship was adways cold; even when | was on Canaan |
was cold al the time because when you've spent two years feding achill it never quite goes away. | miss
lying in that sun even though it's not the right sun. | misslying in the grass even though it wasn't the right
grass. | misslris,
Because my old man was aVolunteer.

At
If you'd known him in Grant City, if someone had pointed out the thin bearded guy with the whining
exoskeletd supports and atendency to Sare off at the sky while mumbling to himself and said, "That'sthe
guy they got to keep Evelyn on an even kedl," you would have thought to yoursdlf that it wasamiracle
anybody survived thetrip. And it was. Out of two thousand colonists, four hundred and thirty-two lived
to see Canaan. That was because of my father.
It was also because of him that the others died.

At
Y ou cannot ignorethis. Listen to me.

At
| think | fell in something like love the firgt timeIris Flynn came up and talked to mein the cemetery. |
was walking away from my mother's grave, confused and abit didocated like aways, and she was
coming up the road walking a brown puppy that chased after the big dragonfly-like insects that buzzed up
from theriver behind the cemetery. "Hi," she said.
| said hi.
"YoureWiley, right?'

Therewas no point denyingit. "Yeah," | said, and waited for her to make some remark about how lucky
| was. Asif weweren't al lucky.

She pointed off to my right. "My sster's over there.”
Therewas along uncomfortable moment. Then | said, "I'm sorry."

Irissmiled a me. "It'snot your fault.”



Bang. Dead. After that moment, | would have done anything to be with her.

When | got home, my dad was sitting on abench in front of one of the dozen barracks-style buildings
that housed the citizens of Grant City. Acrossthe new road, awork crew was welding I-beamsto frame
an gpartment building. The pace of construction had picked up now that we'd gotten an oil well pumping
for plastics and a smdlter for good sted, but Grant City asit stood was il only the row of barracks, the
school house, ashuttle pad aready sprouting cracks, the bio lab, and a cluster of tech buildingsat a
respectful distance from the reactor housing. And the cemetery.

| was dtill dizzy from the rush of feding Iriss smile had started, and my confusion gave me akind of
courage. | sat down next to my dad and said, "Dad. How do you know when you'rein love?"

Helooked meinthe eye, and the brave surge I'd felt turned into the kind of scrambling apprehension you
feel when you know you've gotten in over your head.

"Love," hesad. "Loveiswhen you can let athousand people die because you can't stand, not even for a
second, to tear yoursdlf away from one.”

Helooked young as he said it, but as he told me the whole story | started to see the things that the
telomerase thergpy couldn't touch: thetic at the corner of his mouth, the way helicked hislipswhen he
took abreath. | had been awake in the world for thirteen years, my father for more than thirteen squared.
That afternoon | began to understand the difference.

At

Hed expected the depression that fell over him after the communication lag between Susan Constant
and Earth grew too long to redlly have aconversation. He still monitored transmissions from Earth, but
most people there had more pressing things to deal with than aVolunteer'sloneliness. All he could do
was listen to military communiqués, coverage of disaster after disaster after disaster, and then someone
finally took thelast plunge and let loose the ICBMs. After that, transmissions dowed to atrickle, and the
last sgna he heard, in 2144, was from a shortwave operator deep in the Siberian forest: | think I'm
going to go skiing for a while. Maybe that will make me feel better.

The next thirty years or so were an empty space in hismemory. He followed dl the protocols, dedlt with
minor mafunctions, spent more and more VR time with agroup of personasthat Schimmel programmers
had ingtdled to give him some semblance of asocid dynamic. More and more it seemed to him that he
was dreaming the ship, his periodic rounds to run system checks and flush the reactor core.

Y ou knew thiswould happen, Evelyn told him. It was included in your preparation.

Hedid know it, and after some time—even though the sensation didn't go away—he reached akind of
accommodation with it. It was alucid dream, he reasoned, unreal but under his control. That was
perhaps the best anyone could have done, but it only delayed his breakdown.

Schimme puppetmasters had figured on that, too, and Evelyn put her psychiatric subroutinesto work
after preventing my dad from going out the shuttle-bay airlock. After awhile, around the time Susan
Constant turned around and began itslong decel eration, she took the restraints off him. She was dways
there, though, talking to him, encouraging him, reminding him of the importance of what he was doing,
and at some point during his convaescence my dad caught himsalf thinking that maybe hewasfdling in
love. "The patient falling for the nurse," he said. "God." And he laughed, but at the time he was ashamed.
"She wasn't even human.”

| waited for him to mention my mother, but he didn't. | was thirteen, and my father wastrying to tell me
about love without mentioning my mother, whose grave | had visited not an hour before.



Now I'm nineteen, and | don't resent him anymore.
At
| am older than | am.

All of usfed that way sometimes, or S0 I've read. Einstein once explained rlativity by noting that a
minute a the dentist feels like an hour, and an hour with apretty girl fedslikeaminute. Or something like
that. | could look it up, | guess, but the exact expression doesn't matter. All of us sometimesfed that

way.

The shipisquiet; but | knew it would be. Music just makesit seem emptier, so | make my roundsin
slence now, except when Evelyn speaksto me.

At
My father got up and walked in adow circle around the bench. He did that alot; he couldn't Sit for too

long in one place or his kneeswould stiffen. When he sat again, he said, "I waswith Evelyn when your
mother died."

Why did it take you so long to tell methis, Dad? | wanted to say. Did you think | hadn't figured that out,
when you spent twenty-two hours out of every twenty-four in the womb with her, leaving me to bounce
around that great big goddamn tomb of a ship with nothing for company but VR spools of everything
wed left behind? A huge space opened up insde me, asif hisadmission had broken through awall into a
chamber of my memory that had been sedled up since I'd awakened cold and scared to see my father
with tears on hisface and aterrible fear in hiseyes. That fear got into me, and it's never left.

At

Because | was so young, | didn't know why we were going to leave San Diego and go to the moon. It
was obviousto methat dl the adults | knew—my mom; her boss, Mr. Franklin; her brother, Herschdl;
my teacher, Miss Alaves—were nervous. It came out of them in different ways, according to their
ordinary persondities, but | remember knowing that something was up, and because nobody wanted to
explainit | was certain that it was something awful. Of course | had no way to ask; if | said What's
wrong?, they smiled and said Nothing. My only clue was something Uncle Herschel growled at the
wallscreen during the 2066 World Cup, when Nigeria scored alate god to tiethe USin the quarterfinals.
"I hope Big Mickey lands on fucking Lagos and fries every last one of you chesting bastards,” he said.
It'sone of my first memories.

After that | started to ask about Big Mickey. What was he? How could he fry the Nigerians? Did he
know they were cheaters? My mother sat me down and explained that outer space was full of big rocks,
and one of them might hit the Earth but probably wouldn't. How big, | wanted to know. Bigger than our
house? Bigger than an aircraft carrier? Bigger than the mountain where we'd gone camping?

Yes. Yes. Yes.
| guess we better get out of theway, | said.

We're going to, my mother said, and brushed my hair back on my forehead. Y ou and me, were going
to.

And we did. On ahot spring day the next year, we took a plane out to the desert and got on a shuttle
bound for the moon. My mother cried, and looking back on it now I wish I'd said something to her, but |
was too keyed up for the trip. Going to the moon! To Armstrong Base!

And, more marvelous yet: going to see my father.



| hadn't seen him in solong that | only knew what he looked like because he was on the vid so much.
James Brennan, Volunteer. He and Patricia Walsh and Antonio Queiroz were going to save us. How
many of us? Everyone, my mother said. Don't worry, honey, we're dl going to be gone by thetime Big
Mickey gets here.

At
Wait aminute. | was three when we | eft. | was two during the 2066 World Cup. | couldn't remember
thet.

At
Better late than never, | guess. It was good to hear him admit it. At the sametime, it made me wonder

how much he knew before Susan Constant ever left Earth. Was he afraid of you—of Evelyn—even
then?

| think he was. Held stood up to the grueling physical screening, but so had more than a hundred other
pilots. What made my father different was one thing: Evelyn responded to him. He must have wondered
why, and wondered what it would cost him.

Why him, | wonder? How many other people with the same résumeé had she reduced to catatonia? |
know that happened.

Y ou're not even awoman.

At
Two years| spent drifting around Susan Constant after the accident, haunted and frightened and
compelled by the ghostly ruin of my father who emerged from the pilot chamber once aday to vist me
and run the routine diagnostics hed so disastroudly neglected before. That'salot of time for watching

canned vid history, but | didn't understand anything | saw. Pictures of people who looked angry. Fires.
Every oncein awhilevid of the Lagrange station with Susan Constant taking shape.

When my dad came out of the womb, | cried. Every time. He held me and said I'm sorry, pal, over and
over until | stopped. | remember asking him why he couldn't stay, and the broken expression on hisface
when he couldn't explain it to me. Desperate to hear hisvoice, | kept talking, asking him questions about
what I'd seen on thevid, and that's how | got his version of what happened. | think if things had gone
differently, he might have been agood father.

At
The kinds of people who controlled the vast mgority of the world's wedl th were also the kinds of people
who couldn't actually believe that Big Mickey would destroy them; they'd ride out the impact and

afterwards set about remaking the shattered Earth in their own images. Everybody wanted a lifeboat, but
everybody wanted someone elseto build it and let them board.

So when a brand-new German corporation caled Schimme GmbH offered the American government
thirty billion dollarsfor a short-term lease on the entirety of Lagrange's dock space, the cash was
impossible to refuse. The White House fed the money to L ockheed, which revved up its Mars program,
and Schimme monopolized launch facilitiesdl over Centra Asia, lifting materia and personne to their
new base at Lagrange.

They tried to deflect questions about what they were doing, but before too long the pressure got so
intense that they had to respond. At a news conference broadcast worldwide on September 23, 2064, a
Schimme spokesman dropped abombshell that for afew weeks made everyone forget Big Mickey.

They had discovered something out there that wasn't redlly an Al, wasn't redly a ship ether, wasn't redly



anything any of us had wordsfor just yet.

At
Evelyn showed me arecording of the Schimmel press conference when | was about twelve, before |
knew about the L odge, before Julio Furca died, when | gtill had a chance at being akid. Not anormal
kid—two years dlone on Susan Constant took care of that possibility—but akid. | think being akid
means being able to rely on people to make good decisonsfor you. If Grant City hadn't turned into a
nuthouse, | could have had that. Evenin the middle of the dide, | had Iris, evenif | had her dl confused in
my head with my mother and Evelyn and every other woman who had ever shown me kindness.

At
"What's Evelyn like?' | asked my father once, ayear or 0 before we dipped into orbit around the planet
we would name Canaan, and long before | knew 1'd dready been talking to her.

He couldn't answer. The accident was too recent, hismind till too scrambled by guilt and desperate
hope and the wrenching didocation he felt whenever heleft her to spend timewith me. | never asked him
again, and thought I'd never find out.

Funny how things happen.

At
Thefirst time| asked Irisout on akind of date, she said yes, aslong as she could bring her little sblings
along. Thiswas humbling, but | was so gone over her that | said sure. Hannah and Peter were then six
and fiveyearsold. | wasfourteen. We were going to the farmer's market and then amovie; some of the
older colonists had formed afilm society that showed old moviesin the school gym. They were dipping
into the Fifties psychosisthat eventualy doomed Grant City, but at this point, before they'd |eft the shuttle
pad to get weedy s0 they could build amovie theater, they had a sense of humor about the whole thing,

mostly screening corny science-fiction moviesthat had the effect of making usdl fed advanced and smart
and alittle bit heroic.

I'd expected the kids to be a burden, but | surprised mysaf by enjoying their company amost as much as
Iriss. Of course | wastrying to be nice to them so | could score pointswith Iris, but pretty soon | didn't
havetotry. They werejust ajoy to be around, full of questions that made me fed important because |
could answer most of them and other questions that put me happily in touch with thelittle-kid state of
wonderment over everything. Why were green beans and kidney beans both called beans? Why didn't
pineapples grow on pine trees? Who knew, and who cared when you could revel in the innocent
goofiness of the question? We ate barbecued chicken and hand-churned ice cream, and Hannah and
Peter asked me adozen timeseach if | wastheir sster's boyfriend. ™Y ou better ask her," | said, and
couldn't breathe until sheld said yes, | was.

The evening'smovie was The Blob. During the scene in the movie theater, when thetitular red goo
poured out of the projection booth over the doomed kids necking in the back rows, Irisleaned over and
whispered in my ear, "Guess we better be careful .”

| don't remember anything else about the movie except looking over once to see Hannah and Peter
wide-eyed and swept away.

At
| know you know most of thisaready. All | haveto offer that's new isme. My fedlings, my perspectives.
Before we planted anything, we had the genelabs up and running, and we cultured seeds that wouldn't

gpread disease or be vulnerable to native strains. And for awhile it worked; near the cemetery where my
mother was buried, there was a cornfield. The only one I've ever seen. | used to climb the hill aboveit



and look down on the rows of green stalks, watching the leaves ripple in smooth arcs as breezes swept
down the valley. Canaan's amino acids were mostly |eft-handed, but wed figured out away to break the
protein chains and turn them around. This absorbed alarge part of each plant's energy, but with careful
management the crops camein, smaler than they would have been on Earth but edible and nutritious.
Our breeds of cattle and chickens seemed to be working too, and about a year after we landed—this
was 2251 by the Earth calendar—we had a Thanksgiving. We were surviving.

Mogt of us, anyway. Many of the adults suffered bouts of nostalgic depression, a phenomenon that GC
doctors soon recognized as a variation on post-traumatic stress. A few committed suicide; othersjust
walked out of the settlement and were never seen again; but most of uswho felt the old Earth longing just
toughed it out, and al the while Grant City grew younger. In ten years the population grew by three
hundred, and things got better.

At least that waswhat | thought when | wasalittlekid.

At
There's only so many days and nights you can spend on another planet pretending you're the Cisco Kid.
When | wasten | wouldn't have believed this, but at twelve, goaded by incipient adolescence to ook at

the world outside my head just so | had something to nurse agrudge againg, | started to fed uncertain
about the self-imposed illusion that permeated Grant City.

| arrived & my first Boy Scout meeting to find that the troop leader, Detlef Hamann, had undergone a
rhinoplasty to look more like Karl Maden. While Hamann handed out our Boy Scout Handbooks and
taught usthe oath, | had the small epiphany that al of Grant City was becoming amovie set. Hamann had
also gotten ahaircut and adopted the moony earnestness of Maden's character Mitch Mitchell from A
Streetcar Named Desire. Which didn't even come out in the right year, but it didn't take melong to
figure out that Grant City's 1956 was just a placeholder for The Fiftiesasawhole, and anyway | don't
think | could have stood it if Hamann had decided he was Father Barry from On the Waterfront.

Hamann wasthefirst | saw, but within afew months, people were having plastic surgery done so they
resembled Marilyn Monroe or Joe DiMaggio, Edward Teller or Jack Kerouac or Dolores Del Rio.

At

By thetime | was old enough to know what was going on, Grant City had sunk completely into its
pathologica nostalgia The colony shrank into itself, redirected its energiesfrom surviva on an dienworld
to the recreation of atime on Earth that never was. Our new start became a ssmulacrum of asimulacrum.

This should have prepared mefor you.

At
| got in afight once, when | was fourteen. Not much of a story except for the long-term consequences
make it interesting. This sixteen-year-old side of beef named Justin Rowe caled me a pansy onetoo
many times because | was wearing spex. He was one of the kids the Lodge would later call Y oung
Wingtips, buying into 1956 because they could see which way the adults were going—adults were just

Wingtips—and | guess the spex made it too hard for him to keep up theillusion. Even though | knew it
wasdumb | took aswing at him.

Justin hit me flush on theright eye, and then the ground hit me on the I eft shoulder. My first thought was
Oh shit, what if they're broken? Next | started worrying that Justin was going to hit me again. When |
looked up hewas dready gone. | waslying in an eddy at the side of the main between-classes current,
and if anybody knew | wasthere they weren't letting it show.

Asit turned out, the spex were tougher than the skin beneath. My eydid swelled up until 1 could hardly



see out of that eye. My dad levered himsdlf up off the bench when he saw the damage, and from various
sources | heard that my dad had nearly assaulted the school principd, aguy called Milt Bahrani, but
nothing came of it beyond that. Justin never hit me again, but that might have been because hed made his
point. | stayed out of hisway, even though | kept wearing the spex, and | sure never said aword about
thefact that it wasn't 1956. Bahrani was just like the rest of them. He'd invented anew history for
himsdlf, claiming to have been an Iranian court aristocrat who fled the country when Mossadegh was
toppled by the CIA in 1953. Victor Arroyo claimed held won the Silver Star in World War 11, and when
he'd had too much to drink he would display an appendectomy scar and tell the story of how he'd gotten
it from a Japanese bayonet on Saipan. If Akiralkumawas around, that was his cue to say that Victor
was lucky it hadn't been Akira's bayonet because Akirawould have finished the job, and hell yes Akira
had been on Saipan, the only survivor of agrenade attack on his bunker and then later the last man on
board atroop bus leaving Hiroshima, looking up at the drone of a bomber as they headed north to
Osaka.

And on and on. They weredl crazy. | watched them through spex and plotted escape. | could tune the
Spex to see bones, temperature fluctuations, brain activity, anything. | saw that Miss Callahan, who |
remembered as a biologist from when | waslittle but who now seemed to be some kind of secretary, had
large sacs under the skin of her breasts, and | nearly suggested she see adoctor before suffering an
attack of discretion which lasted long enough for me to do some research and discover the history of
cosmetic surgery.

Someone e se noticed my black eye. Another nerdy kid named Vince Tukwiler, who glared at the world
from hisside of an invulnerable barrier composed of equa parts scorn and fear. Two days|later he leaned
againg my locker and said, "Don't go to the moviestonight.”

"Moviesarethe only thing keeping me fromkilling mysdf,” | said. Almost meaningit.

"That's why you should go hereinstead,” Vince said, and handed me adip of paper. | reached for it, and
he moved hishand. "L ook at thisand then destroy it. | shit you not, egt it or burniit or flush it down the
toilet, but get rid of it. Okay?"

"Sure, okay," | said, just so held giveit to me. Hedid, and I'll never forget the look that came over his
face. Like heéd just taken aterrible chance on someone who didn't deserveit.

The paper had aplace and time onit. | took alook, let theinformation stick in my head, and ate the
paper right therein the hal. Whatever it meant, | didn't want to take a chance on anyone seeing me with
it.
That was how | found out about the Lodge.

At
Oneday | sat down and tried to do the math. | had been born in 2064, and taking into account relativity
and therest of it | wastwo hundred and seven years old, but physically | was fourteen, and anyway
everyone | knew inssted it was 1956—they argued about Eisenhower and Nixon, for God's sske—and
by that count | wouldn't show up for another hundred and eight years.
| seized on theideathat | waswaiting to be born and clung toit.

At
Y ou know, | haven't put on my dad's spex sincewe left? | don't trust lenses any more. Through the spex
| thought | could seethe truth, but al | was getting was another layer of masks.

They were your masks, though. Weren't they? Loving masks.



At
Themission plan for years four and five called for nutritiond sdf-sufficiency through agriculture, and they

got there, but there was nothing in the misson plan about abowling aley. Instead of adding onto the
school, the city council redirected materials and labor into the congtruction of Bel-Mark Lanes.

Even though it wasinsane, | had to admit that the Lanes made for agood time. Ten dleys, four pool
tables, apinbal machine, and afull bar. There was ajukebox with akiller sdlection of Elvisand Little
Richard and Buddy Holly downloaded from Susan Constant, and afakelittle 45 that soun whilethe
digita music played. A league Started up on Tuesdays and Thursdays. It was something to do after
school that didn't involve walking in the park or watching robots frame anew building, and right away
everyonein the school started going there. There was generd agreement that a good ol d-fashioned place
to hang out was doing the colony good.

When, that is, anyone would admit they were part of a colony.

Thiswas where the Lodge camein. It started off when Julio Furcal, a socia-studies teacher who had
once been some kind of neurotech consultant, realized that Grant City's problems weren't just an
affectation and weren't going away. The colony was sick, would get sicker, and needed a group of
people to stand off to the side, nod and smile and pretend to go dong while in fact they made sure that
wedl survived. At firgt there were Six of them: Julio, Sharon Pelletier, Vince Tukwiler, Miss Cadlahan,
and | don't know the other two. When | went to my first meeting, Julio said they were on assignment.
Like spies, and they were spies, but they also thought of themselves as guardians. "We're hoping thet this
ddlusonisjust atemporary kind of collective defense mechanism,” Pdlletier told me. "In the meantime,
wetry to get some science done, make sure everyone can eat, and hope that people wake up before
things get to acriss sage.”

| haveto put thisin akind of Fifties perspective to get across how terrifying and thrilling it was. Imagine
finding out that a breskfast-cereal decoder ring redlly did put you in touch with asecret society of
superheroes, that's what thiswaslike. | hated everything about Grant City except Iris and sometimes my
dad, but now | had been welcomed into a grand subterfuge. Someone understood. | wasn't crazy. And
maybe there was a plan to get everything back on the right track.

Juliotold me | didn't need to come to meetings unless | had something important to tell them. People
were aready watching me because of the spex and my tendency to shoot off my mouth in class, which
made me abit of adanger to what they were trying to do. "But now well be watching you, too," he said.
"And once you get alittle older, well ask you to do certain things.”

| imagined lurking in an dley—Grant City didn't have any, but I'd seen vids—waiting to stick aknife
between Justin Rowe's ribs. Then Julio let me down by saying that they wouldn't want me to do anything
violent or evenillegd. It wasn't that kind of agroup. "What we need from you is your eyes and your
brain,” he said. "Keep both sharp, okay?'

"Okay," | sad.

"And don't tell your father. He knows about us, and he knows we've asked you to join, but it's best for
now if thetwo of you don't discussit.”
Thiswas easy. Not discussing things came pretty naturaly to the Brennans.

At

But hewas still my dad, and | was till akid, and | was so wound up with the knowledge of secretsthat |
had to talk to him about something just to distract mysdlf. So | found the old man on his bench looking
out at thewoods, and | sat down next to him. "Dad, is Evelyn arobot?'



Dad opened his mouth, shut it again, got up for one of hisdow circuits of the bench. When he sat again,
he said, "No. She's not arobot.”

"What isshe?"

"Beforel tell you this, you need to understand something,” Dad said. "A lot of people around here think
I'm crazy. They'reright, but I'm not crazy the way they think | am. I'm crazy because only a crazy man
would have donewhat | did. Now I'm going to tell you about Evelyn, but you have to swear that you
won't repeat any of this. Not to anyone.”

Heknows, | thought. Weretaking in code, like spiesin Berlin or Cairo. "'l swear. Cross my heart and
hopeto die.”

Helooked pained at the expression. "For God's sake, Wiley, people stopped talking like that before |
wasborn.”

This shamed me, and | looked down at the ground. "What am | supposed to say?"

A frustrated sigh escaped the old man. "I'm sorry, kid. None of thisisyour fault. | hear you talking like
Beaver Cleaver and | want to fucking strangle Milt Bahrani." Helooked at his hands. "Not that I'm strong

enough to strangle anybody."

Through the spex, | could see the gyrosin my dad's hips and the coil around his spine. | could measure
the volume of hisindrawn breath and track the dispersion of what he called the Telomerase Monkeys
from his bone marrow. But | could not see why James Brennan had done what he had done on Susan
Constant.

My father put a hand on the back of my neck. "Y ou're surrounded by lunatics, son of mine. A bunch of
terrified people who know they're going crazy, so they've built themsdves alittle fantasy village out of the
blandest and safest materia they could find, which was TV's version of the Fifties. Nothing | can do
about it but tell you how we got thisway. Y ou're not going to want to repest thisto anyone at school.
People don't like to think about it. They don't like to think about me, and that's part of the reason why
they're giving you such ahard time." He sighed. "Where to begin. While your mother was pregnant with
you, | got acal from a German company called Schimme wanting to know if they could hire mefor a
trip to the asteroid belt. | said no, that | was dirt-bound until my kid was born and signed up to do the
weekly milk run to Lagrange Fivefor dmost ayear after your due date. They wouldn't tell me why they
wanted meto go out there, but | found out later. After we started hearing about Big Mickey, which was
when you were about ayear old, Schimmel called me again. Thistime they didn't want meto go to the
agteroids; they wanted me to go to Hamburg and wouldn't tell me why, but they offered me alot of
money to consult on aproject. | said okay, and went.

"The Schimmel headquarters was something. It spread out over a huge piece of land adong the Elbe
River, and Mehmet Schall, the guy who picked me up at the airport, gave me the tour before taking me
in. He said he was axenobiologist. '"Am | supposed to consult about Martian bacteria? | asked. I'd been
to Marstwice but wasn't any kind of expert on anything except going there and getting back.

"Mehmet laughed. 'No, were way up the food chain from those," he said. We went into his office and
met awoman named Birgid Prinz, who was somekind of psychiatrist. That'swhen | started getting alittle
spooky about the whole Situation. Then another guy camein, one of these oily guyswith atitle like
Stakeholder Relations Manager, and we got started. The flack's name was Rudi, and he didn't waste any
time. Thefirst thing he said to mewas, 'Mr. Brennan, we need you to save aportion of humanity.™

My dad saw melooking at him and laughed. "I can see what you're thinking, Wiley. You'reright. | was



the wrong guy. But the problem was, Evelyn didn't care.”
At

Thisiswhat I'm worried about. How much do you care about me?
At

"While prospecting in the asteroid belt Six years ago, in April 2058," Rudi began, "freglance rock miners
discovered three artifacts apparently of nonterrestria origin. Schimmel acquired these artifacts without
publicity and set about trying to discover their history. Thiseffort proved largdly futile because the
atifactsrefused to tell us.

"Gradualy we were able to determine that these three artifacts were in fact sentient and that their long
period of isolation had deranged them to a considerable degree. Communication was laborious at best,
and frequently impossible; but with dedicated effort, and at no small human cost, we were able to
determine that these three beings were in fact merely facets, aspects, of entitiesthat existed only partialy
in our familiar four-dimensiona spacetime. They were captured, harnessed in mechanical devicesthat,
they said, enabled four-dimensiond objectsto travel at supralumina speeds. It goes without saying that
thisability, if true, isthe most Sgnificant scientific discovery in the history of mankind, and it comesat a
timewhen it ismost sorely needed.

"Before Big Mickey, we a Schimmel werein the process of interrogating these beings to understand
what short-term benefit we might derive from their knowledge. In light of the current threat to human
civilization, however, we have turned our research in anew direction, and it is now apparent that we can
construct spacecraft incorporating these beings. It isfor this reason that we have leased the facilities at
Lagrange Five: Schimmed GmbH is donating three vessdl's, each with a capacity of two thousand persons,
to the dream of human surviva.

"The technologica obstacles, though formidable, have been largely overcome. What remainsisa
chdlenge of literaly another dimension. Birgid?”

The psychiatrist picked up her cue. "A consequence of the Navigators long isolation—how long we do
not know—isthat they are degply withdrawn into themsalves. This has made them unable to maintain
their consciousness of four-dimensiond spacetime unless abeing native to that spacetimeisin more or
less congtant intimate contact with them. In some fundamentd way, they have forgotten how to be in our
gpacetime and will need aphysical presence to remind them. If the mission of these three shipsisto
succeed, each Navigator will require a single human as an anchor to the ship and its occupants. Without
such an anchor, we areinformed, it isanear certainty that the Navigators attentionswill drift. In that
Stuation, shipswill suffer a catastrophic—decel eration is the best word we have—from what we have
chosen to cal hyperspace into red space, the energy imba ance of which would annihilate the vessdl.

"We are asking you, Mr. Brennan, to perform this essentia task of anchoring the Navigators and perhaps
even more importantly providing them the kind of sentient interaction they so desperately crave. These
areterribly londy and needy beings, irrationd and in fundamental waysimpossible to understand, and
sustained contact with Navigators has during the past seven yearskilled or deranged nearly everyone
who has undertaken it. They're trying to make it easi er—they've even gendered themsalvesto render a
smulacrum persondity that we can understand—abut thisis enormoudy dangerous.”

"I can't dothis. | have awife," my dad said. "Wejust had ababy."

"Weredlizethis," Dr. Prinz answered. "We would not have chosen you. Idedlly we would be able to
screen alarge sample for people who are both compatible with an individua Navigator and endowed
with thekind of physica and psychologica strength to survive what might be ajourney of decades or



even centuries. The problem isthat one of the Navigators has chosen you.”

At
Hetold metherest of it asthe moon came up over the hillswest of Grant City, beyond the farm and the
cemetery and the shuttle pad. "I wasn't famous, exactly, but not everyone on Earth had been to Mars
twice, and there was il alittle glitter on anyone who made hisliving in space. Evelyn gpparently took a
liking to me. I'm not sure how elseto put it. Prinz and Scholl had her look at lots of vid, newsnetsand
whatever elsg, to try and ground her in the here-and-now of Earth in the 2060s, and she seized on me.

Birgid Prinz told me it was a network feed of me coming out of a shuttle after the Burroughs
expedition.”

"Y ou telling me she got acrush on you, Dad?' | asked. In that moment | felt like I'd aready heard
enough.

"Not exactly," he said. "Well, sort of. Shewaslikealittle kid, al the Navigators were. They had these
intense desires and no real ability to get perspective on why they wanted things. She saw me and she
liked me, and after that she wouldn't let anybody else get close.”

Another trip around the bench, and thistime Dad grunted when he sat down. "Y ou want to walk?" |
asked him.

He shook his head. "Wouldn't help. I'm two hundred and thirty years old, Wiley. The T-Monkeys can't
work forever." His head drooped. "Sorry. Not good parenting to talk about your mortdity in front of
your kid."

| was about to say that it was time he stopped trying to hide things from me, his mortality included.
Instead | scooted closer to him on the bench and put an arm around his shoulders. | was bardly fifteen,
but dready bigger than him. "Don't worry about it, Dad,” | said.

He breathed dowly in and out acouple of times and then went on. "Truth of the Stuation isthat | wasan
idiot. | resented Evelyn choosing me, so my first reponse was to say, Tough. Let her fixate on someone
else. Even though there were two thousand lives depending on her, and | guess on me. Birgid and Rudi
gave mealittletimeto get over mysalf and then pointed out that they had shipsto build and might be able
to save somelivesif | would get my head out of my asslong enough to talk to Evelyn and seeif she liked
mein person. So | did, and she did. Sheliked mealot. Shekind of probed at me al thetime, swore she
couldn't read minds but always seemed to know what | was fedling. That got to be nice, Snce your mom
and | werent getting dong al that well. Thefirs year after akid istough.”

| pulled away again. "Just say it," | said. "Just admit that Evelyn got jealous and killed Mom."

My father went very gill. He lifted his head with painful downess and turned to look mein the eye.
"Nothing isever that Smple, Wiley," hesaid. "l killed your mother. | didn't meanto, but | did. Evelyn
didn't doit. | was scared and lonely and she made me fedl peaceful and safe and happy, and while | was
feding peaceful and safe and happy | forgot to run maintenance checks and the life-support computer
went out. That's what happened.”

Hebdieved it. He needed meto bdieveit. | wanted to, but | wasn't sureif | could.

At

Other than the bowling alley, the place to hang out was the Nickel odeon. That went up the year after
Bel-Mark, and pretty soon if you were looking for someone in Grant City and you knew they weren't at
work, you could find them at one of those two places. There were movies every night, and after awhile
the time between seven and nine a night became an unofficid 1956 rally and reviva around the dtar of



the movie screen. The Lodge took to meeting during this same period, rotating who attended so nobody
drew suspicion for missing too many movies. | didn't make many Lodge meetings, because | wasnt
supposed to be obvious, but that was okay, because | was aplain sucker for movies. Irisliked them too.
We sat there watching Fifties B-movies about alien invasions, holding hands and liking the way the old
stories made us fed brave and alittle superior—because we knew what other worlds were like, and we
gtill knew we were on another world.

The day after | talked to my dad about Schimme, | went looking for Irisat movietime, We sat through
Track of the Moon Beast and then took awalk together. Iris remembered more of Earth than | did.
She'd been five when we | eft, so we were the same age now, but she'd had two extra years to soak up
Earth memories.

"Do you remember getting on the ship?' | asked her. We were walking toward the river, and it took a
conscious effort not to veer toward the cemetery.

Irisnodded. "There was abig umbilica between the ship and Lagrange Five. In the station you could
look out awindow at the ship, and my dad tried to hold me up to seeit but lifted me too hard and kind of
bounced me off the ceiling. So | boarded Susan Constant with abump on my head.”

"There was no gravity, right?' Of course therewas no gravity. | just wanted Iristo vadidate my memory
of my mother.

"Come on, Wiley. Y ou know there wasn't. | had fun in the umbilical, bouncing around. My parentstried
to do what | was doing and ended up accidentaly kicking each other. After that they were Strictly
handhold-to-handhold. | think haf of the people on the ship had bruises when they went into the berths."
She was amiling a the memory. One of her front teeth was alittle crooked. | liked it.

We reached the river and stood |ooking down into the black water. There was no wind, and the shalows
were still enough that stars reflected on the surface. "I used to think that Evelyn killed my mother,” | said.

"Oh," Irissaid, with asharp little inhaation.
"l don't any more."
She hesitated. "That's good."

| felt for her hand in the dark, found it and some thigh, too. She twined her fingersin mine. "Maybeiit's
better that you don't remember Earth,” she began, but | cut her off.

"No, | do."

"Wiley," shesad. "Maybeit's better that you don't. Y ou're much more a, what, Canaanitethanan ..."
She searched for aword, didn't like the one she found.

"Earthling?' | suggested, and we both broke up laughing.

At
Inyear e even—this would make me sixteen—M ilt Bahrani showed up at one of the meetings. "Hey,
Milt," Furcal said. "What's the good word?"

"What are you guys doing here?' Milt said. He smiled at Furcal's use of hisname, but it was the kind of
smile you offer when you're confused and trying to figure out whether the people you're smiling at are
dangerous lunatics or just lunatics. Which was funny, because we'd just been chewing over the same
distinction. Was 1956-L and the product of a collective longing for asort of totemic safety and sense of



belonging, or more like a Potemkin village put up to anestheti ze people and consolidate power?
"We're trying to figure out what to do," Furca said.

"About what?"

"About the fact that you and most of the rest of the people here have gone stark fucking bonkers.”
Milt frowned. "That's not realy appropriate language in front of kids."

So he's noticed me, | thought. | wondered how it would play out in school the next day.

At
It didn't play out the next day, or the day after that. The Tuesday after, my luck ran out. Bahrani caught
me coming out of last-period socid studies and took me down to hisoffice. "I'm not sure this crowd
you'rewith isgood for you, Wiley," he said when held settled mein the chair facing hisdesk. "I know
kidslike you have trouble sometimes. It'sthetimes, | guess. Kidswant to rebel; heck, | did too." He
tried on asmile, abandoned it when he saw | wasn't going to give him anything back. "But it can be taken
too far, and when it gets out of hand, the school administration needs to take action. Wed like you to see
someone, try to talk out some of the hodtility you're experiencing.”

| was scared out of my mind. Too many moviesfull of old men in white coatswith big syringes. So |
played along—mostly. "How about the Al first?" | asked, trying to sound cooperétive. "It's designed to
work through dissociative fedings, right? If that'swhat I'm fedling, let'sdo that.”

"I'm not sure what to say to that, Wiley." Bahrani crossed his legs and tapped his pen on my file. "What
do you mean by Al?'

That was the most frightened | had ever been. Bahrani had gone completely over the edge; if he was just
playing arole, | saw that he didn't know it anymore. Right then | went from fegling like people didn't
understand meto believing that | was surrounded by enemies.

Play aong, | thought, long enough to get out of here. "Can you make me an gppointment?’

"That'sagood ideg," Bahrani said. He got another file from his desk and consulted aschedule. "Y ou
know, it's perfectly normal to fed the way yourefeding. At your age." He made a note on the schedule.
"Dr. Macavenue can see you tomorrow right after school.”

"Okay," | said, and that wasit. Bahrani let me get up and leave, and | walked out of the office feding like
I'd narrowly avoided something awful.

| went straight to Iris. She was watching Hannah and Peter on the playground. | sat next to her inthe
swingset, and | didn't mean to but thefirst thing out of my mouth was, "They've dl gone crazy.” Which
wasn't an ided thing to say considering | was under suspicion of being nuts mysdlf.

Iriswas on my sde, though. "Y eah, they have," she said.
"We can't sopit."
"Nope." Shewas gill watching her sblings, two perfect Fifties children on another world.

"I think maybe we could get away, though,” | said, and held my bregth. Irisdidn't say anything and
eventudly | had to exhae, and then there was nothing to do but take another breath and tell her about
Evdyn.



At
Thisiswhere | haveto ask you whether you wanted this to happen. Did you cull mefrom the herd,
choose melike you chose my father?

How much of thiswas you?
At
"Shetakstoyou?' Irissaid.
"Sometimes, yeah. More often lately. But we talked some when | was on the ship, too."
"You havetotdl the Lodge," Irissaid.

"Why?Iris, there are spiesin the Lodge. What are they going to do if they find out I've been talking to
Evelyn? Jesus. Bahrani'll have me committed.”

"Towhere? They haven't built aloony bin yet.”

She meant it asajoke, but theidea chilled me. What vita project would be canceled so they could build
anicequiet place for people like me to spout their fantasiesin little white rooms?

"They want meto see apsychiatrist. Bahrani wouldn't even admit that therewasan Al. I'm scared, Iris.
I'm starting to wonder if they're going to put something in my lunch at school.”

She reached across the space between swings and touched my arm. "How about if | start bringing you
lunch? Would that make you fed better?

| had to laugh. "Yesh. But | don't know if | can tell the Lodge.”

Then they killed dulio Furcdl.

At
At some point when | was alittle kid, the council decided that Grant City needed acop. Thiswasa
surprise, because the council normally spent their time a each others throats over things like who should
pay to mow the cemetery lawn since most of its residents had died before Susan Constant cameto
Canaan—or asthey would later put it, "before Grant City was organized in its current form"—and it
came as a surprise when they actually transacted the colony's business once in awhile. Nobody redly
wanted to be atown cop, because at that point they al hadn't gone off the deep end, but eventuadly Chad
Latta stood up and said held be willing. They voted him in immediately and gave him office spaceina
back corner of one of the lab complexes. Weld come along way since then. The lab complex morphed
into akind of YMCA, and Chad took to the job of being atown cop like hewas born to it. Iriswouldn't
go within half amile of him, and wouldn't say why.

| don't know what he was doing back on Earth, but by the time | was thirteen hed had a badge and
uniform made, and even took to carrying agun. There was some deep division in the colony over that,
but aready too many of our people had begun the retreat into Fantasy 1956-Land, and they wanted law
and order. | later found out that the Lodge was born at about the same time, when Julio Furcd and
Sharon Pelletier and a couple of other people started to see that Grant City was onitsway to deep
trouble. They started meeting to plot out waysto dow the colony's dide into delusion, and when it
became clear that they couldn't do anything overtly, they started infiltrating organizations like the PTA and
the city council asfast asthose bodies sorang up.

Problem was, that infiltration went both ways, and about aweek after Milt Bahrani told me | needed to
see ashrink, Chad L attawent to the school to arrest Julio Furcal. Julio demanded to know what the



charge was, to which Chad answered—I'm not kidding—contributing to the delinquency of aminor.
Chad had logt his sense of humor long before, and when Julio told him to fuck off in front of hisriveted
home-room students, Chad hauled off and decked Julio. Then Julio got up and went after him, and in the
struggle Chad's gun went off.

| wasn't in Julio's home room, and by thistime most of the other kidsin the school had me pegged asthe
kind of kid you shouldn't let adults see you talking to, but | heard third- or fourth-hand that Chad shot
Julio threetimeswhile Julio was on the floor. It might betrue, in fact I'm pretty sureitis, but it'saso
exactly thekind of thing that abunch of traumatized kids might say to transform their fear into some kind
of ghoulish thrill. I wasin my computer class—called Electronics—when | heard the shots, and the next
thing | knew the school was evacuated, and the next thing after that | was back in Bahrani's office with
Chad L atta stlanding insde the door. HEd had some kind of work done, sharpening his chin and giving
his hairline a sharp widow's peak. Another James Dean, | thought to myself. | would have rolled my eyes
if Lattawasn't looking at me.

Bahrani reached across his desk, and | figured out at the last second he was after my spex. Beforel
could think about it, | dapped his hand away.

He was standing, maybe to hit me, and | was standing definitely to hit him, when Chad cracked mein the
back of the head and | went down, banging my forehead on Bahrani's desk on theway. | stayed on my
hands and knees, trying to focus my eyes. Bahrani came around his desk.

"Givemeyour glasses.”

"They'renot ming" | said. "They're my dad's"
"Givethemtome."

"My dad needsthem.”

Bahrani tapped my head, exactly where Chad had hit me. When the black spots were dl gone from my
vison, hesad, "Why do you go to those meetings? They're dangerous.”

| hadn't yet heard that Julio Furcal was dead. "Y ou've got a cop busting my head and you tell mea
meeting is dangerous? What's he going to do next, kill me? Or do | get the bamboo divers under my
fingernallsfirg?'

"I'd hate to have to put you in ahospital, Wiley," Bahrani said.

| didn't know whether he meant having Chad Latta hurt me or putting mein some kind of mental ward.
Either possihility terrified me.

"l want to talk to my dad,” | said.
"Inaminute.”

It hurt like hell, but | looked up at him. "No," | said with tearsin my eyes. "Right now. Unlessyou plan to
kill me, you let metalk to my dad right fucking now!" | was screaming by the last few words, and | guess
| got to whatever shred of sanity Bahrani still had hidden away behind his high-school-autocrat facade,
because he took a step back. He looked past me, and for a second | thought he was actually going to tell
Chad Lattato kill me; when | found out later that Chad had shot Julio, | started shaking and didn't stop
until I'd thrown up.

"Y ou're suspended,” Bahrani said. "Go home."



As| walked by Latta, he said, "Give Carol Annakissfor me," and winked. | had no ideawhat he
meant, and couldn't look him in the eye anyway.

When | got home my dad took onelook a me and said, "Jesus Christ, Wiley." | shoved past him into the
house and dammed the door to my room. He let me stew for awhile, but around sunset he knocked, and
when | didn't answer he camein. | was Sitting a my termina watching avideo without any ideawhat it
was. Dad sat on my bed and said, "Milt Bahrani says you're suspended. That have anything to do with
the knot on your forehead?"

"Youwouldnt believeme" | said.
"Wiley, youre my son. | will believe whatever you tell me unless| know otherwise.”

| turned around. "Okay. Bahrani called meinto his office and Chad Latta hit me over the head and while
| wasfaling down | got thison the corner of Bahrani's desk.”

He hated hearing it, both because it had happened and because he was too wrecked to do anything
about it. Or so | thought: the next day | heard he found Milt Bahrani at the Elks Lodge, caled him the
shitpot tin god he was, and broke a beer bottle across Bahrani's forehead before Latta arrested him.

That waswhy | never got to tell my dad that | had been wrong who Chad Lattawastrying to look like. |
ran abiometric againg dl of the archived gtills and vid we had from the Fifties, and athough held ended
up closeto James Dean, | was pretty sure that our town cop had gotten anip and tuck so he could look
like Charles Starkwesther. He wouldn't have had to get a doctor to agree; there was a MedSmart berth
that took care of al minor surgery, and as deep as Grant City got in itswe-like-Ike hallucination, they
never failed to keep the MedSmart in top condition.

Hed told meto kiss"Carol Ann," who had to belris. | don't usually talk to myself, but | said, "Jesus.
What am | going to do?'

And Evelyn answered.
At
It seems odd that | heard about Julio from you. Why wouldn't it have been one of the kids at school ?

Justin Rowe would have been glad to get me up to speed on my favorite teacher's murder. Irisaso
would havetold me.

| wonder if he, dulio, knew it was coming. The only way it makes any sense, though, isif hewas
somehow doing it to provoke exactly the kind of thing | ended up doing, and even my paranoiaisn't
grandiose enough to let me believe that. No, it was just Bahrani and Chad Latta; give aguy like Chad a
gun and he'sgoing to want to useit, and aguy like Milt Bahrani will eventualy come up with someoneto
useiton.

| don't think my paranoiaisthat grandiose, anyway
At

Somebody scheduled the next Lodge meeting against the most recent showing of Grant City's perennia
favorite, The Bridge on the River Kwai, made the year after the one we were dl pretending to inhabit. |
think the movie pleased everybody. Those who had bought into 1956 subconscioudy craved the movie's
vaidation of their impulseto believe that al of their work would be destroyed no matter what they did.
Those of uswho remained sane, whatever that means, loved dl the stuff about being forced to work in
the service of things we despised; plusthelast line of the movieis"Madness! Madness ... madness!”



Anyway, | told the Lodge. Not because Evelyn had suggested it or because of Julio Furcal being killed,
but because Iris wanted me to.

It was the first Lodge meeting my father had attended. That's onething | wish | could take back; | would
trade every good deed to expunge the memory of my father's face when he heard that 1'd talked to
Evdyn.

Julio's murder had radicalized everyone; there were cals for more open resistance, for the scientiststo
grike until the Wingtips agreed that it was redlly the twenty-third century. There were threats against
Chad Latta, at least until | pointed out his resemblance to a certain serid murderer from 1957 and told
them about his"Carol Ann" remark.

Everyone wanted to do something, and everyone wanted everyone € se to drop what they were doing
and pull together. Then my father raised his hand.

Hewas sitting near the front of the room, so even the people who couldn't hear the whine of his shoulder
servos shut up. Once he was sure everyone was paying attention—my dad never did like to say things
twice—hesad, "Thething to doisleave.”

The silence changed. When held raised his hand, people were curious. Now they were dumbfounded.

"It'sdill possible," hewent on. "Evelyn's spotted other planets. We can pack up and go, try thisagain.
Start over.”

Start over. | could fed the wave of wearinessroll through the room. Wasn't it enough that wed tried
once? Look what had happened.

The only dternative wasto go. There was room for everyone aboard the ship, especidly since most of
them wouldn't want to go.

It was thinking of Hannah and Peter that made the decision for me. | stood up and for the first timein my
life took advantage of the aura of othernessthat had aways dogged me. Another fairy tale. Dumbo,
maybe. The furor in the meeting room died away.

"You couldn't survivethetrip, Dad,” | said. It wastrue; he was breaking down alittle more every week,
bresthing alittle shallower, relying alittle more on the servos that kept hislegs under him and his heed
erect.

They misunderstood me, thought | was agreeing with the side that wanted to surrender. | took a deep
breath and went on, giving up the one secret | aways thought 1'd be able to keep.

"But | could.”

At
How long hasit been since | said that? Timeisfunny. Sometimes | can gill fed the words on my tongue,
and sometimes the whole sceneisamemory so distant it's taken on the surredl clarity of adream, or a
story I've heard so often I've come to believe it happened to me. But in thislittle womb, thisliquid stedl
heart of a ship tethered to the invisible fabric of the red—to Evdyn—everything fedslike that. Everything
has happened to someone else. | thought that the danger of solitude was that my salf would expand to fill
the gaps | eft by my father, Iris, everyone ese who has been taken from me permanently or not; what |
find, though, isthat | begin to disgppear into these vacancies, to hear those other voices more clearly than
my own.

More clearly even than yours.



Don't leave me, Evelyn. We're dmost there.
At
My father spokefirst. "Y ou can?'

At that moment we were the only two peoplein the room. On hisface | could see everything he hadn't
asked, or had compressed into those two words.

Yes, Dad. | could have shared your londliness. But you left me alone with images of adead Earth and a
dead mother that | drank in and called memories, and | was afraid of thisinvisible woman you loved so
much that you turned to her and let my mother die.

And now shesmine.
"Yes," | sad. "That'swhat shetold me."

Something broke between usthen, and | imagine now that he must have grown smaler somehow,
shrunken by the knowledge that we had without being able to help it betrayed each other.

It would be easier if | could just blame him, but can | do that now when | find mysdlf facing the same
awful temptation he did, and knowing that | can exchangeit for another, and knowing that the other might
be worse? My father woke me too late to save my mother, but now | know why hewaited. | could wait.
Y ou are beautiful, and kind, and your need envelops me and keeps me safe.

Can you take me where you are? Can | know the rest of you, know you as you are? Can you make me
forget the sacrifice | would make to be with you?

Please stop.

All I have are questions. Without questions | have no hope of making you say what | need you to say.
At

Through thewindow in her berth, Irislooks pae. | think of Seeping Beauty, envison mysdf the prince

who will condemn her to mortdity again. Sometimes | wander up and down the rows of berths, counting

each of my four hundred and eleven passengers, lingering over the children. All of them have lived years

longer than they would have on Canaan. We took as many aswe could, and you can cdl it kidnapping if

you want to. They boarded Susan Constant like I seem to remember going to the moon so long ago:
nervous, even tearful, but trusting their parents to keep them safe.

Trusting me. On ether sSde of Iris degp Hannah and Peter; | remember the fed of their handsin mine, the
last time | swung them around in the park after weld logt their ball in the woods. Irisison my mind dl the
time, but Hannah and Peter are the responsibility | fee most heavily. | cannot fail them.

Iriswould understand. Will understand. When | wake her, she will understand.

Isthis some kind of revenge?

At
| can't even articulate what it felt like to sedl that hatch behind me, knowing that | wasleaving eight
hundred people behind to die because their delusions threstened me. My father killed hundreds of people
because hewasinlove. Sodid l. The only differenceisthat | talked mysdlf into believing that | had to kill

those people to save the rest, and that's not much consolation when | look up and redlize that it's been
three years since we | eft and everyone on Canaan is probably dead.



I'll admit that thisis mostly cowardice talking, but it seemed monstroudly unfair to me that we should have
come so far only to be forced back into space again. But what might have happened to the others? Had
they survived? Perhaps we were the fortunate ones, able to flee again. Perhaps Argos and Santa Maria
were destroyed by malfunction, astray pebble, failled orbital insertion ... that we survived in Grant City
for aslong aswe did isfrom a certain perspective miraculous. From this same perspective, our second
exodus was a second chance. | tried to think about it that way.

A couple of weeks after the mesting, after everything had already been set in motion, something about
the idea of departure sent me rummaging through the colony recordsto find clips of my mother. There
wasalittle hiccup inthelink, and then | wasn't talking to the colony'slocal Al any more. | wastaking to
Evelyn. | asked her about my mother, and she spooled some old newsnet files of ashort, round-faced
woman with brown eyes. | turned off the sound so | could just look at her, and | tried to see mysdlf in
her. Her face wasn't my face; her hair was curly and mine was straight; my eyes were the same green as
my father's.

Her hands, though. When she tucked her hair behind one ear, | saw my hands. | placed my pam on the
screen.

Evelyn anticipated what | was fedling. She was good at that. Wiley, she said. It's all right that you take
after your father.

Isit? | asked her.

You spend so much time blaming himfor his failures, she said, that you never think about the fact
that he kept you alive. Isit so bad that you should inherit that?

| cut thelink, but | was hearing her wordsin my head three weeks | ater, on the day my dad told me he
wasn't leaving Canaan.

It wasn't asurprise, but once it was out in the open | was scared. He'd done this before, and even if he'd
faled I wanted him around. He could help me avoid his mistakes, couldn't he?

And even then, | think | was afraid that without him around Evelyn would be too much for meto resst.
"Areyou sure?' | asked him. "Thelow-g might be good for you.”

"Wiley, kid, sometimes when you fal off the horse you haveto get right back on. Other timesyou need
to be smart enough to know that it's too much horse for you to handle. And I'd be willing to bet that if |
said | was coming, somebody would shoot me dead before | could get on the shuttle. Best not to find
out, don't you think?*

He sat there on his bench, looking out at the hills and panting alittle from the effort of gpeaking. | dmost
begged him, but | was sixteen years old, and everything ese asde it'sawfully hard to beg your father for
anything when you'e sixteen. | had won. | wastaking the love of hislife away from him and leaving him
todie. Sol sa with him and felt mysdf dividing into the me that existed and the me that would St on a
bench watching the hills on the next planet, body broken and mind turned inward to past failures.

At

Where | was born, thereis an old ghost. He appearsin the ruins of San Diego, ayoung man born two
hundred ago. | am nineteen years old. Fourteen of those years passed in the company of other human
beings. During the rest | was alonewith Susan Constant. And with Evelyn.

Y ou are my first memory, you know that? Some people remember being three, but | don't. | don't



remember going to the moon or boarding this ship or the kiss my mother must have given me beforel
settled into my berth and fell into the dream that ended with her death. It seemslikel did, but | must have
made it up. | don't remember being awakened, or the desperate grateful despair my father must have
wept onto me when he saw that | had survived.

Don't tell me hedidnt cry. If | want to know thetruth, I'll 1ook it up for myself.

| remember the stillness of the long hallway between the berths and the space reserved for my father's
downtime. | remember | started calling that room the galley after | read an old novel about submarines.
And | remember that you showed me how to work the VR. In my head your voice has collapsed into my
imaginings of my mother. Y ou were kind, so she must have been kind. Sheraised me, and so did you.

Another old ghost haunts Grant City now that my father is dead. That was my first thought when you told
me.

Then | felt an incredulous sense of betraya that you knew. You talked to him? | screamed at her. At
you. My jedlousy made me sick, and | flew into aviolent rage, destroying whatever | could get my hands
on, which in the womb was anything Evelyn wanted to be there. As soon asthat redlization penetrated
my anger, | froze, like ahorsethat isfindly broken.

We thought it was best for you, she said.

Parented at last.

At
Iris came to me the day before | was supposed to call Evelyn down. All of the robots and backup
equipment were aready on Susan Constant, and Lodge members had preserved their more important
experimenta data. We decided to |eave the MedSmart; there were others on the ship. The next morning
| would call Evelyn, shewould bring the ship down, and anyone who wanted to would get oniit. | was
worried that Chad Lattawould do something crazy, but Sharon Pelletier and Miss Callahan told me | had

nothing to worry about. All | had to do was make sure Evelyn came down and went back up with uson
board.

"Walk with me," Irissaid, and led me through the husk of Grant City, dong theriver trall to the cemetery
and my mother's grave. Weeds had grown over the plotsin the months since we'd thrown ourselvesinto
the evacuation, but my mother's name was till visible. | saw her face in my mind, and saw the shipboard
monitor that framed it.

"Y ou need to leave her hereif werregoing to live through this" Irissaid.
| said | knew that.

"Y ou're not your father, Wiley," she said.

"I'masmuchhimasl anme" | sad.

"No," she said, and stepped between me and my mother's tombstone. "He didn't have anyone. He
thought he had Evelyn, and then he thought he had you, but in the end hewasalone.” | closed my eyes,
and felt her hands on ether sde of my face. "Open your eyes, Wiley."

| did, and began to cry.

"Y ou have me, Wiley. Let that hold you. When you think you're aone, know that you have me. I'll be
there on the other sde."



| couldn't speak. All | could have said was, But what if you don't have me, Iris? What if | get lost? What
if I'm not even as strong as he was? | wanted to, wanted to warn her away from her faith in me, but
instead | bowed my head to her breast and cried because she was so brave and | needed her courage.

The day after that she dept, and the day after that | crawled into the womb that had once held my father,
and Susan Constant turned away from Canaan to the Sars.

At
Y ou asked me aquestion along time ago. We have both lost so much, Wiley, you said. Can we not
have each other? | came to you needing to know something about my father, and instead ...

Did | say yes?1 think | must have. | wasachild, and my father was a ghost, and my mother was another
kind of ghost. Y ou were there, and you were kind, and | think | must have responded to your fear as
much as anything else. We could be afraid together.

But I'm not my father. He had courage I'll never have, but maybe | can save mysdlf out of fear, and
maybe | can save everyone el sg, too.

Except Iris.

At
Wewould land on the delta planet of Taurus 'V, wake everyone up, and start over. Everything would
work thistime. And dong the way, dl | had to do was remember that | wasn't alone because Iris
believed in me. Maybe she was lying; maybe she told me that because she knew it was the one thing she
could do to hang onto alittle bit of control over the years sheld spend frozen. But | don't think so. Thisis
the girl who said to Wiley Brennan, It's not your fault. She didn't have to do that.

Thefirst morning | missed the lab check, | waswith you.

Maybe it'sthe sense that you go on forever, that I'm touching only the part of you that can squeeze into
four dimensions. Maybeit'sjust the way you make me fed so safe, like atwo-year-old degping with a
hand on his mother's belly, his breath cued to hers. Maybe it'sjust our secret history—you were my
mother when my mother died, and every little boy thinks about his mother. Do | haveto tell you that's not
hedthy? Doesthe rest of you even know what happensto thislittle four-dimensiond diver?

But thank you.

Y ou know what will happen, don't you? Were seventy-nine years away from Taurus, and I'm aready
cracking. It took my father more than ahundred yearsto get to this point. I'll never makeit. You
understand, don't you?

Y ou can cook up telomeraseinjectionsfor Iris. So could 1, if | had yearsto learn how to doit, but |
don't. You haveto doit for me. And | know you can make me believe I've dready doneit. Please don't.
Don't make meinto him.

It'snot like what my father did to me. He wasterrified, and so am [; but he unloaded al of hisfear onto
me, and | never had achanceto say no. With Irisit's different. She didn't take me up to my mother's
gravejust to profess her faithin me.

She was offering herself.
Y ou haveto stop this. Y ou have to stop making me fed so safe. Y ou have to stop protecting me.

I'm going to go away for alittlewhile, Evelyn.



At
Iris.

At
Eveyn. Areyou ligening to me?

At
Iris. Iris, I'm dreaming. Iris, wake up.

TheEnd



