INCARNATION DAY, by Walter Jon Williams

It's your understanding and wisdom that makes me want to talk to you, Doctor Sam. About how Fritz
met the Blue Lady, and what happened with Janis, and why her mother decided to kill her, and what
became of all that. | need to get it sorted out, and for that | need ared friend. Which isyou.

Janisisaways making fun of me because | talk to an imaginary person. She makes even more fun of me
because my imaginary friend is an English guy who died hundreds of years ago.

"Yourewrong,” | pointed out to her, “ Doctor Samuel Johnson was ared person, so he's not imaginary.
It'sjust my conver sations with him that areimaginary.”

| don't think Janis understands the distinction I'm trying to make.

But I know that you understand, Doctor Sam. Y ou've understood me ever since we met in that Age of
Reason class, and | redlized that you not only said and did things that made you immorta, but that you
said and did them while you were hanging around in taverns with actors and poets.

Which is about the perfect life, if you ask me.

In my opinion Janis could do with aDoctor Sam to talk to. She might be alot less frustrated as an
individud.

| mean, when | am totally stressed trying to comprehend the equations for el ectron paramagnetic
resonance or something, so | just can't stland cramming another ounce of knowledge into my brain, | can
awaysimagine my doctor Sam—abig fat man (though | think the word they used back then was
“corpulent™)—afat man with aslly wig on his head, who makes a magnificent gesture with one hand and
says, with perfect wisdom and gravity, All intellectual improvement, Miss Alison, arises fromleisure.

Who could put it better than that? Who el se could be as sensible and wise? Who could understand me as
wdl?

Certainly nobody | know.
(And have | mentioned how much | like the way you cal me Miss Alison?)

We might aswell begin with Fahd's Incarnation Day on Titan. It wasthefirgt incarnation among the
Cadre of Glorious Destiny, so of course we were dl present.

The celebration had been carefully planned to showcase the delights of Saturn's largest moon. First we
were to be downloaded onto Cassini Ranger, the ship parked in Saturn orbit to service dl the
settlements on the various moons. Then we would be packed into individua descent pods and dropped
into Titan's thick atmosphere. Wed be able to stunt through the air, dodging in and out of methane clouds
as we chased each other across Titan's cloudy, photochemica sky. After that would be skiing on the
Tomasko glacier, Fahd's dinner, and then skating on frozen methaneice.

Wewould dl be wearing bodies suitable for Titan'slow gravity and high-pressure atmosphere—sturdy,
low to the ground, and furry, with six legs and adomelike head stuck onto the front between a pair of
ams.

But my body would be one borrowed for the occasion, abody the resort kept for tourists. For Fahd it
would be different. He would spent the next five or Six yearsin orbit around Saturn, after which he would
have the opportunity to move on to something else.

The six-legged body he inhabited would be his own, hisfirst. He would be incarnated—alegal adult, and



legaly human despite hissix legs and furry body. He would have his own money and possessions, ajab,
and afull sat of humanrights.

Unliketherest of us.

After the dinner, where Fahd would be formally invested with adulthood and his citizenship, we would dl
go out for skating on the methane lake below the glacier. Then we'd be uploaded and head for home.

All of usbut Fahd, who would begin his new life. The Cadre of Glorious Destiny would have given its
firs member to interplanetary civilization.

| envied Fahd hisincarnation—nhis furry six-legged body, hisindependence, and even hisjob, which
wasn't dl that stellar if you ask me. After fourteen years of being abunch of eectronsbuzzing around ina
quantum matrix, | wanted ared life evenif it meant having twelve dozen legs.

| suppose | should explain, because you were born in an erawhen eectricity came from kites, that at the
time of Fahd's Incarnation Day party | was not exactly ahuman being. Not legdly, and especialy not

physicaly.

Back in the old days—back when people were establishing the first settlements beyond Mars, in the
asteroid belt and on the moons of Jupiter and then Saturn—resources were scarce. Basics such as water
and air had to be shipped in from other places, and that was very expensive. And of coursethe
environment was extremely hazardous—the death rate in those early years was phenomend.

It'slucky that people are basicdly stupid, otherwise no one would have gone.

Y et the settlements had to grow. They had to achieve sdlf-sufficiency from the home worlds of Earth and
Lunaand Mars, which sooner or later were going to get tired of shipping resources to them, not to
mention shipping replacements for dl the people who died in stupid accidents. And apart of
independence involved establishing growing, or at least stable, populations, and that meant having
children.

But children suck up alot of resources, which like | said were scarce. So the early settlers had to make
do with virtud children.

It was probably hard in the beginning. If you were a parent you had to put on aheadset and glovesand a
body suit in order to cuddle your infant, whose objective existence consisted of about a skazillion lines of
computer code anyway ... well, let's just say you had to want that kid really badly.

Especidly since you couldn't touch him in the flesh till he was grown up, when he would be downl oaded
into abody grown in avat just for him. The theory being that there was no point in having anyone on your
settlement who couldn't contribute to the economy and help pay for those scarce resources, so you'd
only incarnate your offspring when he was aready grown up and could get ajob and help to pay for al
that oxygen.

Y ou might figure from thisthat it was ahard life, out there on the frontier.

Now it'salot easier. People can movein and out of virtual worldswith nothing more than aclick of a
mental switch. Y ou get detailed sensory input through various nanoscale computers implanted in your
brain, so you don't have to put on oven mittsto fed your kid. Y ou can dandle your offspring, and play
with him, and teach him to talk, and feed him even. Lifein the virtua redlms clamsto be 100% redidtic,
though in my opinion itsmore like 95%, and only in the reimsthat intend to mimic redity, Snce some of
them don't.



Certain elements of redlity were left out, and there are advantages—at least if you're a parent. No drool,
no messy digpers, no vomit. When the child trips and fals down, hell fed pain—you do want to teach
him not to fall down, or to bang his head on things—but on the other hand there won't be any
concussions or broken bones. There won't be any fatd accidentsinvolving fue spillsor vacuum.

There are other accidents that the parents have made certain we won't have to ded with. Accidental
pregnancy, accidental drunkenness, accidental drug use.

Accidental gambling. Accidenta vandaism. Accidenta suicide. Accidentaly acquiring someone else's
property. Accidentaly stealing someone's extra-vehicular unit and going for ajoy ride among the
asteroids.

Accidentally having fun. Because believe me, theway the adults arrange it here, al thefunis planned
ahead of time.

Y ep, Doctor Sam, lifeis pretty good if you're agrownup. Y our kids are hedlthy and smart and extremely
well educated. They livein asafe, organized world filled with exciting educationa opportunities, hedthy
team sports, family entertainment, and games that reward group effort, cooperation, and good citizenship.

It al makes me want to puke. If | could puke, that is, because | can't. (Did | mention there was no
accidentd bulemia, either?)

Thy body isdl vice, Miss Alison, and thy mind al virtue.
Exactly, Doctor Sam. And it'sthe vice I'm hoping to find out about. Once | get abody, that is.

We knew that we weren't going to enjoy much vice on Fahd's Incarnation Day, but still everyoneinthe
Cadre of Glorious Destiny was excited, and maybe alittle jeal ous, about hisfindly getting to be an adult,
and incarnating into the real world and having some red world fun for achange. Never mind that he'd got
stuck in adismal job asan eectrical engineer on afrozen moon.

All jobs are pretty disma from what | can tell, so heisn't any worse off than anyone elseredly.

For days before the party | had been sort of avoiding Fritz. Since we're electronic we can avoid each
other easily, smply by not letting yoursdlf be visible to the other person, and not answering any queries he
sendsto you, but | didn't want to be rude.

Fritz was cadre, after dl.

So | tried to make sure | wastoo busy to deal with Fritz—too busy at school, or with my job for Dane,
or working with one of the other cadre members on a project. But afew hours before our departure for
Titan, when | wasin aconference room with Bartolomeo and Parminder working on an assignment for
our Artificia Intelligence class, Fritz knocked on our door, and Bartolomeo granted him access before
Parminder and | could sgnd him not to.

So in comes Fritz. Since we're electronic we can appear to one another as whatever we like, for instance
Mary Queen of Scots or abunch of snowflakes or even you, Doctor Sam. We dl experiment with what
welook like. Right now | mostly use an avatar of a sort-of Picasso woman—he used to distort peoplein
his paintings so that you had a kind of 360-degree view of them, or parts of them, and | think that's kind
of interesting, because my whole aspect changes depending on what angle of me you're viewing.

For an avatar Fritz's used the image of a second-rate action star named Norman Isfahan. Who looks
okay, at least if you can forget hislame videos, except that Fritz added an individua touch in the form of
aballoon-shaped red hat. Which he thought made him look coal, but which only seemed ludicrous and a



little sad.

Fritz stared a me for amoment, with abig goofy grin on hisface, and Parminder sends me alittle private
electronic note of sympathy. In the last few months Fritz has become my pet, and he followed me around
whenever he gets the chance. Sometimes held be with me for hours without saying aword, sometimes
hed talk the entire time and not let me get asingleword in.

| did my best with him, but | had alifeto lead, too. And friends. And family. And | didn't want this
person with me every minute, because even though | was sorry for him he was aso very frugtrating to be
around.

Friendship is not dwaysthe sequel of obligation.
Alas, Doctor J., too true.

Fritz was the one member of our cadre who came out, well, wrong. They build us—us software—by
reasoning backwards from redlity, from our parents DNA. They find agood mix of our parents genes,
and that implies certain things about us, and the sociologists get their say about what sort of person might
be needful in the next generation, and everything's thrown together by aredly smart artificid intelligence,
and intheend you get avirtua child.

But sometimes despite dl the intelligence of everyone and everything involved, mistakes are made. Fritz
was one of these. He wasn't stupid exactly—he was as smart as anyone—but his mental reflexesjust
weren't in the right plane. When he was very young he would spend hours without talking or interacting
with any of us. Fritz's parents, Jack and Hans, were both software engineers, and they were convinced
the problem was fixable. So they complained and they or the Als or somebody came up with a software
patch, one that was supposed to fix his problem—and suddenly Fritz was active and angry, and he'd get
into fightswith people and sometimes held just scream for no reason at dl and go on screaming for hours.

So Hans and Jack went to work with the code again, and there was a new software patch, and now Fritz
was stealing things, except you can't redlly stedl anything in Sms, because the owner can find any virtua
object just by sending it alittle electronic ping.

That ended with Fritz getting fixed yet again, and thiswent on for years. So while it was true that none of
uswere exactly aperson, Fritz was less a person than any of us.

Weall did our best to help. We were cadre, after al, and cadres |ook after their own. But therewas a
limit to what any of us could do. We heard about unanticipated feedback |oops and subsystem crashes
and weird quantum transfers leading to fugue states. | think that the experts had no red ideawhat was
going on. Neither did we.

Therewasalot of question asto what would happen when Fritz incarnated. If his problemswere all
software glitches, would they disappear once he was meat and no longer software? Or would they
short-circuit hisbrain?

A check on the histories of those with similar problems did not produce encouraging answersto these
questions.

And then Fritz became my problem because he got redlly attached to me, and he followed me around.
"Hi, Alison,” he sad.

"Hi, Fitz"



| tried to look very busy with what | was doing, which isdifficult to do if you're being Picasso Woman
and rather abstract-looking to begin with.

"Weregoing to Titanin alittlewhile” Fritz said.
"Uh-huh,” | sad.
"Would you like to play the shadowing game with me?’ he asked.

Right then | was glad | was Picasso Woman and not incarnated, because | knew that if | had area body
I'd be blushing.

"Sure” | said. “If our capsules are anywhere near each other when we hit the atmosphere. We might be
separated, though.”

"I've been practicing in the smulations” Fritz said. “And I'm getting pretty good at the shadowing game.”

"Fritz,” Parminder said. “We're working on our Al project now, okay? Can wetalk to you later, on
Titan?'

"Sure"

And | sent anote of gratitude to Parminder, who wasin on the scheme with me and Janis, and who knew
that Fritz couldn't be a part of it.

Shortly thereafter my eectronic being was transmitted from Ceres by high-powered communications
lasers and downloaded into an actual body, evenif it was abody that had six legs and that didn't belong
to me. The body was aready in its vacuum suit, which was packed into the descent capsule—I mean
nobody wanted usfloating around in the Cassini Ranger in zero gravity in bodies we weren't used
to—so therewasn't alot | could do for entertainment.

Which wasfine. It wasthe first time I'd been in abody, and | was absorbed in trying to work out dl the
little differences between redity and thesms|'d grown upin.

Inredlity, | thought, things seem alittle quieter. In Smulations there are dway's things competing for your
attention, but right now there was nothing to do but listen to mysdlf breathe.

And then there was abang and a big shove, easily absorbed by foam padding, and | was launched into
space, amed at the orange ball that was Titan, and behind it the giant pale sphere of Saturn.

The view was sort of disgppointing. Normally you see Saturn as an image with the colors dectronically
atered so asto heighten the subtle differencesin detail. Theredlity of Saturn was more of apasty blob,
with faint brown stripes and allittle red jagged scrawl of astorm in the southern hemisphere.

Unfortunately | couldn't get avery good view of the rings, because they were edge-on, like astraight
slver knife-dash right across a painted canvas.

Besdes Titan | could see at least a couple dozen moons. | could recognize Dione and Rheg, and
Enceladus because it was S0 bright. Iapetus was obvious because it was hdf light and half dark. There
werealot of tiny lights that could have been Atlas or Pan or Prometheus or Pandora or maybe a score of
others.

| didn't have enough time to puzzle out the identity of the other moons, because Titan kept getting bigger
and bigger. It was adull orange color, except on the very edge where the haze scatters blue light. Other



than that arc of blue, Titan is orange the same way Marsisred, which isto say that it'sorange al the way
down, and when you get to the bottom there's still more orange.

It seemed like a pretty boring place for Fahd to spend hisfirst years of adulthood.

| redized that if | weredoing thistripinasm, I'd fast-forward through this part. It would be just my luck
if al redlity turned out to be thisdull.

Thingslivened up in ahurry when the capsule hit the atmosphere. Therewas alot of noise, and the
capsulerattled and jounced, and bright flames of ionizing radiation shot up past the view port. | could fedl
my heart speeding up, and my breath going fast. It was my body that was being bounced around, with
my nerveimpulses running dong my spine. This was much more interesting. This wasthe difference
between redity and asim, even though | couldn't explain exactly what the difference was.

It isthe distinction, Miss Alison, between the undomesticated awe which one might fed at the sight of a
noble wild prospect discovered in nature; and that which is produced by avain tragedian on the stage,
puffing and blowing in atransport of dismd fury as hetriesto describe the same vision.

Thank you, Doctor Sam.
Wethat live to please must pleaseto live.

| could see nothing but fire for awhile, and then there was ajolt and a CrashBang asthe braking chute
deployed, and | was|eft swaying franticaly in the sudden silence, my heart beating fast as
high-atmosphere winds fought for possession of the capsule. Far above | could just seetheionized
stresks of some of the other cadre members heading my way.

It was then, after dl | could see was the orange fog, that | remembered that I'd been so overwhelmed by
the awe of what 1'd been seeing that | forgot to observe. So | began to kick mysdlf over that.

It isn't enough to stare when you want to be avisud artist, which iswhat | want more than anything. A
noble wild prospect (asyou'd call it, Doctor Sam) isn't Smply agorgeous scene, it's also aseries of
technical problems. Ratios, colors, textures. Media. Ideas. Frames. Decisions. | hadn't thought about
any of that when | had the chance, and now it wastoo late.

| decided to start paying better attention, but there was nothing happening outside but acetylene deet
cooking off the hot exterior of the capsule. | checked my tracking display and my onboard map of Titan's
surface. So | was prepared when a private message came from Janis.

"Alison. Y ou ready toroll?'

"Sure. You bet."

"Thisisgoing to be brilliant."

| hoped s0. But somewherein my mind | kept hearing Doctor Sam's voice:
Remember that al tricks are either knavish or childish.

Thetrick | played on Fritz was both.

| had been doing some outside work for Dane, who was a communi cations tech, because outside work
paidin rea money, not the Citizenship Pointswe get paid in the sms. And Dane let me do some of the
work on Fahd's Incarnation Day, so | was able to arrange which capsules everyone was going to be put



into.

| put Fritz into the last capsuleto be fired at Titan. And those of usinvolved in Janis scheme—Janis,
Parminder, Andy, and |—werefired fird.

Thisbasicaly meant that we were going to be on Titan five or Sx minutes ahead of Fritz, which meant it
was unlikely that he'd be able to catch up to us. He would be someone else's problem for awhile.

| promised mysdlf that I'd be extranice to him later, but it didn't sop me from fedling knavish and
childish.

After we crashed into Titan's aamosphere, and after a certain amount of spinning and swaying we cameto
abreak inthe cloud, and | could finally look down at Titan's broken surface. Stark mountains, drifts of
methane snow, shiny orange ethane lakes, the occasiond crater. In the far distance, in the valley between
apair of lumpy mountains, was the smooth toboggan dide of the Tomasko Glacier. And over to one
Sde, on aplateau, were the blinking lights that marked our landing area.

And directly below was an ethane cloud, into which the capsule soon vanished. It was there that the
chute let go, and there was a ssomach-lurching drop before the airfoils deployed. | was not used to
having my stomach lurch—recdl if you will my earlier remarks on puking—so it was afew seconds
before | was able to recover and take control of what was now alarge and agile glider.

No, | hadn't piloted a glider before. But I'd spent the last several weeks working with smulations, and
the technology was fail-safed anyway. Both | and the onboard computer would have to screw up roydly
before | could damage mysdlf or anyone else. | took command of the pod and headed for Janis' secret
rendezvous.

There are various sorts of games you can play with the pods as they're dropping through the atmosphere.
Y ou can stack your arfoilsin gppeding and intricate formations. (I think thisonesrealy supid if youre
trying to doit in the middle of thick clouds.) Therésthe game cdled “shadowing,” the one that Fritz
wanted to play with me, where you try to get right on top of another pod, above the airfoils where they
can't see you, and you have to match every maneuver of the pod that's below you, which is both trying to
evade you and to maneuver so asto get above you. There are races, where you try to reach some
theoretica point in the sky ahead of the other person. And there's just swooping and dashing around the
sky, which is probably asfun as anything.

But Janis had other plans. And Parminder and Andy and |, who were Janis usua companionsin her
adventures, had elected to be apart of her scheme, as was our wont. (Do you like my use of the word
“wont,” Doctor Sam?) And a couple other members of the cadre, Mei and Bartolomeo, joined our
group without knowing our secret purpose.

We disguised our plan asagame of shadowing, which | turned out to be very good at. It'snot sSmply a
game of flying, it'sagame of spacid relationships, and that's what visud artists have to be good a
understanding. | spent more time on top of one or more of the playersthan anyone ese.

Though perhaps the others weren't concentrating on the game. Because athough we were performing the
intricate spirding maneuvers of shadowing asapart of our cover, we were aso paying very close
attention to the way the winds were blowing at different dtitudes—we had cloud-penetrating lasers for
that, in addition a constant meteorological data from the ground—and we were using available winds as
well as our maneuversto dowly edge away from our assigned landing field, and toward our destined
target.

| kept expecting to hear from Fritz, wanting to join our game. But | didn't. | supposed he had found his



fun somewheredse,

All the while we were stunting around Janis was sending us course and atitude corrections, and thanksto
her navigation we caught the edge of alow pressure area that boosted us toward our objective a nearly
two hundred kilometers per hour. It was then that Me swung her capsule around and began a descent
toward thelanding field.

"l just got the warning that were on the edge of our flight zone,” she reported.
"Roger,” | said.
"Yeah,” sad Janis. “Weknow."

Me swooped away, followed by Bartolomeo. The rest of us continued soaring along in the furious wind.
We madelittle pretense by this point that we were il playing shadow, but instead tried for distance.

Ground Control on the landing areatook longer to try to contact us than we'd expected.

"Capsules six, twenty-one, thirty,” said aground controller. She had one of those smooth, controlled
voicesthat people use when trying to coax smal children away from the candy and toward the spinach.

"Y ou have exceeded the safe range from the landing zone. Turn at once to follow the landing beacon.”
| waited for Janisto answer.

"It's easier to reach Tomasko from wherewe are,” she said. “WEell just head for the glacier and meet the
rest of you there"

"Theflight plan prescribes alanding on Lake Southwood,” the voice said. “ Please lock on thelanding
beacon at once and engage your autopilots.”

Janis voice rose with impatience. “ Check the flight plan I'm sending you! It's easier and quicker to reach
Tomasko! Weve got awind shoving usaong at ahundred eighty clicks!™

There was another two or three minutes of silence. When the voice came back, it was grudging.
"Permission granted to change flight plan.”

| sagged with relief in my vac suit, because now | was spared amoral crisis. We had al sworn that wed
follow Janis flight plan whether or not we got permission from Ground Control, but that didn't
necessarily meant that we would have. Janiswould have gone, of course, but | for one might have had
second thoughts. | would have had an excuse if Fritz had been adong, because | could have taken him to
the assigned landing field—we didn't want him with us, because he might not have been ableto handle
thelanding if it wasn't on an absolutely flat area

I'd like to think | would have followed Janis, though. It isn't asif | hadn't before.

And honestly, that was about it. If this had been one of the adult-approved video dramas we grew up
watching, something would have gone terribly wrong and there would have been ahorrible crash.
Parminder would have died, and Andy and | would have been trapped in acrevasse or buried under tons
of methaneice, and Janiswould have had to go to incredible, heroic effortsin order to rescue us. At the
end Janiswould have Learned an Important Life Lesson, about how following the Guidance of our Wise,
Experienced Eldersis preferable to staging wild, disobedient stunts.

By comparison what actualy happened wasfairly uneventful. We let the front push usaong till we were



nearly at the glacier, and then we dove down into calmer weather. We spiraled to a soft landing in clean
snow &t thetop of Tomasko Glader. The airfoils neatly folded themsalves, amaospheric pressure insde
the capsules equalized with that of the moon, and the hatches opened so we could walk in our vac suits
onto thetop of Titan.

| was flushed with joy. | had never set an actud foot on an actua world before, and as | bounded in
sheer ddight through the snow | rgoiced in dl thelittle details| felt dl around me.

The crunch of the frozen methane under my boots. The way the wind picked up long streamers of snow
that made little pattering noises when they hit my windscreen. The suit heatersthat failed to heat my
body evenly, so that some parts were cool and others uncomfortably warm.

Noneof it had theimmediacy of the smulations, but | didn't remember thisleve of detall either. Even the
polyamide scent of the suit sealswas sharper than the generic stuffy suit smell they putinthesm.

Thiswasdl red, and it was wonderful, and even if my body was borrowed | was aready having the best
timel'd ever had inmy life.

| scuttled over to Janison my six legs and crashed into her with affectionate joy. (Hugging wasn't easy
with the vac suits on.) Then Parminder ran over and crashed into her from the other sde.

"We'refinally out of Plato's Cavel” she said, which isthe sort of obscure reference you always get out of
Parminder. (I looked it up, though, and she had agood point.)

The outfitters at the top of the glacier hadn't been expecting usfor some time, so we had some freetime
toindulgein asnowbdl fight. | suppose snowball fights aren't that exciting if you're wearing full-body
pressure suits, but thiswasthe firgt red snowball fight any of us had ever had, so it wasfun on that

account anyway.

By the time we got our skis on, the shuttle holding the rest of the cadre and their podswasjust arriving.

We could see them looking at us from the yellow windows of the shuttle, and we just gave them awave
and zoomed off down the glacier, along with agrownup who decided to accompany usin case wetried
anything else that waan't in the regulation playbook.

Skiing isn't aterribly hazardous sport if you've got six legs on abody dung low to the ground. The skis
are short, not much longer than skates, so they don't get tangled; and it'sredlly hard to fal over—the
worgt that happensisthat you go into a spin that might take some time to get out of. And wed al been
practicing on the smulators and nothing bad happened.

The most interesting part was the jumps that had been molded at intervas onto the glacier. Titan'slow
gravity meant that when you went off ajump, you went very high and you stayed in the air for along time.
And Titan's heavy atmosphere meant that if you spread your limbs apart like a skydiver, you could catch
enough of that thick air dmost to hover, particularly if the wind was cooperating and blowing uphill. That
waswild and thrilling, hanging in the air with the wind whistling around the joints of your suit, the glossy
orange snow coming up to meet you, and the sound of your own joyful whoops echoing in your ears.

| am agreat friend to public amusements, because they keep people from vice.
Wadl. Maybe. Well see.

The best part of the skiing wasthat thistime | didn't get so carried away that 1'd forgot to observe. |
thought about waysto render the dull orange sheen of the glacier, the wild scrawls made in the snow by
sx skisspinning out of control beneath a single squat body, the little crusty waves on the surface



generated by the constant wind.

Neither the glacier nor thelake is dways solid. Sometimes Titan generates awarm front thet liquifiesthe
topmost layer of the glacier, and the liquid methane pours down the mountain to form the lake. When that
happens, the modular resort breaks apart and creeps away on itstreads. But sooner or later everything
freezes over again, and the resort returns.

We were ableto ski through abroad orange glassy chute right onto the lake, and from there we could
seethelights of the resort in the distance. We skied into a big ballooning pressurized hangar made out of
somekind of durable fabric, where the crew removed our pressure suits and gave usllittle felt bootiesto
wear. I'd had an exhilarating time, but hours had passed and | wastired. The Incarnation Day banquet
was just what | needed.

Babbling and laughing, we clustered around the snack tables, tasting agood many things1'd never gotin
asmulation. (They make us eat in the Sms, to get us used to the idea so we don't accidentally starve
ourselves once were incarnated, and to teach us table manners, but the tastes tend to be a bit
monotonous.)

"Great stuff!” Janis said, gobbling some kind of crunchy vat-grown treat that I'd sampled earlier and
found disgusting. She held the bowl out to therest of us. “Try this Youll likeit!"

| declined.
"Wel,” Janissaid, “If you're afraid of new things..."

That was Janisfor you—she ingsted on sharing her existence with everyone around her, and got angry if
you didn't find her life as exciting as she did.

About that time Andy and Parminder began to gag on the stuff Janis had made them est, and Janis
laughed again.

The other members of the cadre trailed in about an hour later, and the feast proper began. | looked
around the long table—the forty-odd members of the Cadre of Glorious Destiny, al with their little heads
on ther furry multipede bodies, al crowded around the table cramming in the first red food they've tasted
intheir lives. In the old days, this would have been a scene from some kind of horror movie. Now it'sjust
adice of posthumanity, Earth's descendants partying on some frozen rock far from home.

But since al but Fahd were in borrowed bodies I'd never seen before, | couldn't tell one from the other. |
had to ping aquery off their implant communications unitsjust to find out who | wastalking to.

Fahd sat at the place of honor at the head of the table. The hair on hisfurry body was ash-blond, and he
had a sort of widow's peak that gave his head akind of geometrica look.

| liked Fahd. He wasthe one | had sex with, that time that Janis persuaded meto steal asex sm from
Dane, theguy | do outside programming for. (I should point out, Doctor Sam, that our smulated bodies
have al the appropriate organs, it's just that the adults have made sure we can't actudly use them for
$X.)

| think there was something wrong with the smulation. What Fahd and | did wasn't wonderful, it wasn't
ecgtatic, it wasjust ... strange. After awhile we gave up and found something else to do.

Janis, of course, indsted she'd had aglorioustime. She was our leader, and everything she did had to be
totally fabulous. It was just like that horrid vat-grown snack food product she'd tried—not only wasit the
best food she'd ever tasted, it was the best food ever, and we dl had to shareit with her.



| hope Janis actudly did enjoy the sex Sm, because she was the one caught with the program in her
buffer—and after | told her to eraseit. Sometimes| think she just wants to be found out.

During dinner those whose parents permitted it were alowed two measured doses of liquor to toast
Fahd—something called Ring Ice, brewed localy. | think it gave my esophagus blisters.

After the Ring Ice things got louder and more lively. Therewas alot more noise and hilarity when the
resort crew discovered that severa of the cadre had dipped off to aback room to find out what sex was
like, now they had real bodies. It waswhen | was laughing over thisthat | looked at Janis and saw that
shewas quiet, her body motionless. She's normally louder and more demondtrative than anyone dse, so |
knew something was badly wrong. | sent her aprivate query through my implant. She sent asingle-word

reply.
Mom...

| sent her aglyph of sympathy while | wondered how had Janis mom had found out about our little
adventure so quickly. There was barely time for alightspeed sgna to bounce to Ceres and back.

Ground Control must have redlly been annoyed. Or maybe she and Janis mom were Constant Soldiers
in the Five Principles Movement and were busy spying on everyone else—all for the greater good, of
course.

Whatever the message was, Janis bounced back pretty quickly. Next thing | knew shewas sdling up to
me saying, “Look, you can loan me your vac suit, right?'

Something about the glint in her huge platter eyes made me cautious.
"Why would | want to do that?’ | asked.

"Mom says I'm grounded. I'm not allowed to go skating with the rest of you. But nobody can tell these
bodies apart—I figured if we switched places we could show her who's boss.”

"And leave me stuck here by mysdlf?'

"You'll be with the waiters—and some of them are kinda cute, if you like them hairy.” Her tone turned
serious. “It's solidarity time, Alison. We can't let Mom win thisone.”

| thought about it for amoment, then said, “Maybe you'd better ask someone dse.”

Anger flashed in her huge eyes. “I knew you'd say that! Y ou've dways been afraid to stand up to the
growups”

"Janis,” | Sghed. “Think about it. Do you think your mom wasthe only onethat got asignd from Ground
Control? My parents are going to be looking into the records of thisevent very closely. So | think you
should talk someone elseinto your scheme—and not Parminder or Andy, either.”

Her whole hairy body sulked. | dmost laughed.

"l guessyoureright,” she conceded.

"Y ou know your mom isgoing to give you abig lecture when we get back."

"Oh yeah. I'm sure she'swriting her speech right now, making sure she doesnt missasingle point.”

"Maybe you'd better let me eavesdrop,” | said. “Make sure you don't lose your cool.”



She looked even more sulky. “Maybe you'd better.”

We do this because were cadre. Back in the old days, when the first poor kidswere being raised in
virtua, alot of them cracked up once they got incarnated. They went crazy, or developed alot of weird
obsessions, or tried to kill themselves, or turned out to have akind of autism where they could only relate
to things through a computer interface.

So now parents don't raise their children by themsdlves. Most kids till have two parents, because it
takes two to pay the citizenship points and taxes it takesto raise akid, and sometimesif there aren't
enough points to go around there are three parents, or four or five. Once the points are paid the poor
moms and dads have to wait until there are enough applicantsto fill acadre. A whole bunch of virtual
children areraised in one group, sharing their upbringing with their parents and creche staff. Older cadres
often join their juniors and take part in their education, aso.

The main point of the cadreisfor usall to keep an eye on each other. Nobody's alowed to withdraw
into their own little world. If anyone shows sign of going around the bend, we unitein our effortsto
retrieve them.

Our parents created thelittle hell that we livein. It's our job to help each other surviveit.
A person used to vicissitudesis not easily dejected.

Certainly Janisian't, though despite cadre solidarity she never managed to talk anyone eseinto changing
placeswith her. | felt only moderately sorry for her—she'd dready had her triumph, after dl—and |
forgot al about her problems once | got back into my pressure suit and out onto theice.

Skating isn't asthrilling as skiing, | suppose, but we gtill had fun. Playing crack-the-whip in the light
gravity, the person on the end of the line could be fired a couple kilometers over the smooth methaneice.

After which it wastimeto return to the resort. We dl showered while the resort crew cleaned and did
mai ntenance on our suits, and then we got back in the suits so that the next set of tourists would find their
rental bodies aready armored up and ready for sport.

We popped open our helmets so that the scanners could be put on our heads. Quantum superconducting
devicestickled our brain cells and recovered everything they found, and then our brains—our
essences—were dumped into a buffer, then fired by communication laser back to Ceresand thesmin
whichwedl lived.

The smulation seemed inadequate compared to the redlity of Titan. But | didn't have time to work out the
degree of difference, because | had to save Janis' buit.

That's us. That'sthe cadre. All for one and onefor al.
And besides, Janis has been my best friend for practically ever.

Anna-Lee, Janis mom, was of course waiting for her, itting in the little common room outside Janis
bedroom. (Did I mention that we deep, Doctor Sam? We don't deep aslong asincarnated people do,
just afew hours, but our parents want usto get used to the idea so that when we're incarnated we know
to deep when we get tired instead of ignoring it and then passing out while doing something dangerous or
important.

(The only difference between our dreams and yoursisthat we don't dream. | mean, what's the point,
we're stuck in our parents' dream anyway.)



So I'm no sooner arrived in my own Smulated body in my own simulated bedroom when Janisis
screaming on the private channd.

"Mom ishere! | need you now!"

So | pressafew switchesin my brain and therel am, right in Janis' head, getting much of the same
sensor feed that she'sreceiving herself. And | looked at her and | say, “Hey, you can't talk to Anna-Lee
looking like this."

Janisiswearing her current avatar, which is something like acrazy person might draw with crayons.
Stick-figure body, huge yellow shoes, round bobble head with crinkly red hair like wires.

"Get your quadbod on!” | tell her. “Now!"

So she switches, and now her avatar has four arms, two in the shoulders, two in the hip sockets. The hair
isdtill bright red. Whatever her avatar looks like, Janis dways keepsthered hair.

"Good,” | say. “That'snormal.”

Whichitis, for Ceres. Which isan asteroid without much gravity, so thereredly isn't alot of point in
having legs. In microgravity legsjust drag around behind you and bump into things and get bruisesand
cuts. Whereas everyone can use an extrapair of arms, right? So most people who livein low- or
zero-gravity environments use quadbods, which are much practical than the two-legged mode!.

S0 Janis pushes off with her eft set of arms and floats through the door into the lounge where her mom
awaits. Anna-Lee wears a quadbod, too, except that hersisn't an avatar, but athree-dimensiona

hol ographic scan of her real body. And you can tell that she'sredlly pissed—shée's got tight lips and tight
eyelids and atight face, and both sets of arms are folded across her midsection with her fingers digging
into her forearms asif she's repressing the urge to grab Janis and shake her.

"Hi, mom,” Janissaid.
"Y ou not only endangered yoursdlf,” Anna-Lee said, “ but you chose to endanger others, too."
"Sit down before you answer,” | murmured in Janis' inward ear. “ Take your time."

| wasfaintly surprised that Janis actualy followed my advice. She drifted into achair, used her lower
limbsto settle hersdf into it, and then spoke.

"Nobody was endangered,” she said, quite reasonably.
Anna-Lee's nostrils narrowed.
"Y ou diverted from the flight plan that was devised for your safety,” she said.

"I made anew flight plan,” Janis pointed out. “Ground Control accepted it. If it was dangerous, she
wouldn't have done that.”

Anna-Legsvoice got that flat quality that it gets when shel'sfollowing her own interna logic. Sometimes|
think she'sthe program, not us.

"Y ou are not authorized to file flight plang!” she snapped.

"Ground Control accepted it,” Janis repeated. Her voice had grown alittle sharp, and | whispered at her
to keep coal.



"And Ground Control immediately informed me! They were right on the edge of caling out arescue
shuttle!"

"But they didn't, because there was no problem!” Janis snapped out, and then there was a pause while |
told her to lower her voice.

"Ground Control accepted my revised plan,” she said. “I landed according to the plan, and nobody was
hurt."

"Y ou planned thisfrom the beginning!” All inthat flat voice of hers. “Thiswas adeliberate act of
defiance!”

Which wastrue, of course.
"What harm did | do?’ Janis asked.
("Look,” I told Janis. “ Just tell her that she'sright and you were wrong and you'll never do it again.”

("I'mnot going to lie!” Janis sent back on our private channd. “Whatever mom does, she's never going to
makemeliel™)

All thiswhile Anna-Lee was saying, “We must al work together for the greater good! Y our act of
defiance did nothing but divert people from their proper tasks! Titan Ground Control has better thingsto
do than worry about you!"

There was no holding Janis back now. “Y ou wanted meto learn navigation! So | learned it—because
you wanted it! And now that I've proved that | can useit, and you're angry about it!” She was waving
her arms so furioudy that she bounced up from her chair and began to sort of jerk around the room.

"And do you know why that is, mom?’ she demanded.

"For God's sake shut up!” | shouted at her. | knew where thiswas leading, but Janiswastoo far gonein
her rageto listen to me now.

"It's because you're second-rate!” Janis shouted at her mother. “ Dad went off to Barnard's Star, but you
didn't makethe cut! And I can do al the things you wanted to do, and do them better, and you can't
stand it!"

"Will you be quiet!” 1 tdll Janis. “Remember that she owns you!"

"| accepted the decision of the committeel” Anna-Lee was shouting. “1 am a Congtant Soldier and | live
aproductivelife, and I will not be responsible for producing a child whoisa burden and adrain on
resources!”

"Who says|'m going to be aburden?’ Janis demanded. “ You're the only person who saysthat! If |
incarnated tomorrow | could get agood job in ten minutes!”

"Not if you get areputation for disobedience and anarchy!"

By thispoint it was clear that Snce Janis wasn't listening to me, and Anna-Lee couldn't listen, so there
was no longer any point in my involving mysdf in what had become avery predictable argument. So|
closed thelink and prepared my own excuses for my own inevitable meeting with my parents.

| changed from Picasso Woman to my own quadbod, which iswhat | usewhen | talk to my parents, at
least when | want something from them. My quadbod avatar isagirl just a couple years younger than my



actua age, wearing a school uniform with aPeter Pan collar and awhite bow in her—my—nhair. And my
beautiful brown eyesare just dightly larger than eyesarein redlity, because that's something called
“neotony,” which means you look more like ababy and babies are designed to beirresigtible to
grownups.

Let metdl you that it works. Sometimes | can blink those big eyes and get away with anything.

And at that point my father called, and told me that he and my mom wanted to talk to me about my
adventures on Titan, so | popped over to my parents place, where | appeared in holographic formin
their living room.

My parents are pretty reasonable people. Of course| take care to keep them reasonable, insofar as|
can. Let me smile with the wise, as Doctor Sam says, and feed with the rich. | will keep my opinions
to mysdlf, and try my best to avoid upsetting the people who have power over me.

Why did | soar off with Janis on her flight plan? my father wanted to know.
"Because | didn't think she should go done,” | said.
Didn't you try to talk her out of it? my mother asked.

"You can't talk Janisout of anything,” | replied. Which, my parents knowing Janis, was an answer they
understood.

So my parentstold meto be careful, and that was more or less the whole conversation.
Which showsyou that not al parents up here are crazy.

Mine are more sensible than mogt. | don't think many parents would think much of my ambition to get
involved inthefine arts. That'sjust not done up here, let donethe sort of thing | want to do, whichisto
incarnate on Earth and apprentice mysdlf to an actua painter, or maybe a sculptor. Up herethey just use
cameras, and their idea of origind art isto take camera pictures or ater camera pictures or combine
camera pictures with one another or process the camera picturesin someway.

| want to do it from scratch, with paint on canvas. And not with a computer-programmed spray gun
either, but with ared brush and blobs of paint. Becauseif you ask methe texture of thethingis
important, whichiswhy | like oils. Or rather the idea of oils, because I've never actually had a chanceto
work with theredl thing.

And besides, as Doctor Sam says, A man who has not been in Italy, is aways conscious of an inferiority,
from his not having seen what is expected a man should see. The grand object of traveling isto seethe
shores of the Mediterranean.

So when | told my parentswhat | wanted to do, they just sort of shrugged and made me promiseto learn
another kill aswel, onejust alittle bit more practical. So whilel minor in art I'm mgoring in computer
design and function and programming, which is pretty interesting because al our really complex programs
are written by artificia intelligences who are smarter than we are, so getting them to do what you want is
as much like voodoo as science.

So my parents and | worked out a compromise that suited everybody, whichiswhy | think my parents
are pretty nest actualy.

About twenty minutes after my talk with my parents, Janis knocked on my door, and | made the door go
away, and shewaked in, and then | put the door back. (Handy things, sms.)



"Guess that didn't work out so good, huh?’ she said.
"Onyour family'scivility scae” | said, “1 think that was about average.”

Her eyes narrowed (she was s0 upset that she's forgot to change out of her quadbod, which iswhy she
had the sort of eyesthat could narrow).

"I'm going to get her,” shesaid.
"l don't think that's very smart,” | said.

Janiswas smacking her fistsinto my walls, floor, and ceiling and shooting around the room, which was
annoying even though the walls were virtud and she couldn't damage them or get fingerprints on them.

"Ligen,” | said. “All you haveto do is keep the peace with your mom until you've finished your thes's,
and then you'll be incarnated and she can't touch you. It'sjust months, Janis™”

"My thesis!” A glorious grin of discovery spread across Janis face. “1'm going to use my thesis! I'm
going to gick it to mom right whereit hurtd™

| reached out and grabbed her and steadied her in front of mewith dl four arms.

"Look,” | said. “You can't keep cdling her bluff."

Her voice rang with triumph “ Just watch me."

"Please” | said. “I'm begging you. Don't do anything till you're incarnated!™

| could see the visons of glory dancing before her eyes. Shewasn't seeing or hearing me at al.

"She's going to have to admit that | am right and that sheiswrong,” she said. “I'm going to nail my thesis
to her forehead like Karl Marx on the church door."

"That was Martin Luther actudly.” (Sometimes| can't help these things.)
She snorted. “Who cares?'
"l do.” Changing the subject. “ Because | don't want you to die."

Janis snorted. “I'm not going to bow to her. I'm going to crush her. I'm going to show her how stupid
and futile and second-rate sheis."

And a that moment therewasasgnd a my door. | ignoredit.
"The power of punishment isto slence, not to confute,” | said.

Her face wrinkled asif sheld bit into something sour. 1 can't believe you're quoting that old dead guy
agan.”

| have found you an argument, | wanted to say with Doctor Sam, but | am not obliged to find you an
understanding.

Thesignal a my door repeated, and thistime it was attached to an eectronic sgnal that meant
Emergency! Out of sheer surprise | dissolved the door.

Me wastherein her quadbod, an expression of anger on her face.



"If you two are finished congratul ating each other on your brilliant little prank,” she said, “you might take
timeto noticethat Fritzismissng.”

"Missng?’ | didn't understand how someone could be missing. “ Didn't his program come back from
Titan?'

If something happened to the transmission, they could reload Fritz from abackup.

Mei's expression was unreadable. “He never went. He met the Blue Lady.”

And then she pushed off with two of her hands and drifted away, leaving usin asudden, vag, terrible
Slence.

We didn't spesk, but followed Mé into the common room. The other cadre memberswere all there, and
they al watched usaswefloated in.

When you'relittle, you first hear about the Blue Lady from the other kidsin your cadre. Nobody knows
for sure how we all find out about the Blue—not just the cadres on Ceres, but the ones on Vesta, and
Ganymede, and everywhere.

And wedl know that sometimes you might see her, akind smiling woman in ablue robe, and shelll reach
out to you, and she seems so nice you'll let her take your hand.

Only then, when it'stoo late, you'll seethat she has no eyes, but only an empty blacknessfilled with stars.
Shell take you away and your friendswill never seeyou again.
And of courseit's your parents who send the Blue Lady to find you when you're bad.

Weadl know that the Blue Lady doesn't truly exigt, it's ordinary techsin ordinary roomswho givethe
ordersto zero out your program along with al its backups, but wedl believein the Blue Lady redly, and
not just when we'relittle,

Which brings meto the point | made about incarnation earlier. Once you're incarnated, you are
consdered ahuman being, and you have human rights.

But not until then. Until you're incarnated, you're just acomputer program that belongs to your parents,
and if you're parents think the program isflawed or corrupted and smply too awkward to dedl with, they
can have you zeroed.

Zeroed. Not killed. The grownupsinsist that therés adifference, but | don't seeit mysdlf.

Because the Blue Lady redly comes for some people, as she came for Fritz when Jack and Hansfindly
gave up trying to fix him. Most cadres get by without avisit. Some have more than one. Therewasa
cadre on Vestawho lost eight, and then there were suicides among the survivors once they incarnated,
and it was abig scandd that al the grownups agreed never to talk about.

| have never for an ingtant believed that my parents would ever send the Blue Lady after me, but il it's
awaystherein the back of my mind, which iswhy | think that the current Situation isso horrible. It gives
parents a power they should never have, and it breeds afundamental distrust between kids and their
parents.

Thegrownups chief complaint about the cadre system isthat their children bond with their peers and not
their parents. Maybe it's because their peers can't kill them.



Everyonein the cadre got the official message about Fritz, that he was basicdly irreparable and that the
chance of his making a successful incarnation was essentidly zero. The message said that none of uswere
at fault for what had happened, and that everyone knew that we'd done our best for him.

Thiswasin the same message queue as amessage to me from Fritz, made just before he got zeroed out.
There hewaswith hisstupid hat, smiling at me.

"Thank you for saying you'd play the shadowing gamewithme,” he said. “| redly think youre
wonderful.” Helaughed. “ See you soon, on Titan!"

Sothen | cried alot, and | erased the message so that I'd never be tempted to look at it again.

Weal fdt failure. It was our job to make Fritz right, and we hadn't doneit. We had al grown up with
him, and even though he was atrid hewasapart of our world. | had spent the last few days avoiding
him, and | felt horrible about it; but everyone else had done the same thing at one time or another.

Weadl missed him.

The cadre decided to wear mourning, and we got stuck in astupid argument about whether to wear
white, which isthe traditiona mourning color in Asia, or black, which isthe color in old Europe.

"Wear blug,” Janissaid. So we did. Whatever avatars we wore from that point on had blue clothing, or
used blue asaprincipa color somewherein their composition.

If any of the parents noticed, or talked about it, or complained, | never heard it.

| started thinking alot about how | related to incarnated people, and | thought that maybe I'm just alittle
more compliant and adorable and sweet-natured than I'd otherwise be, because | want to avoid the
consequences of being otherwise. And Janisis perhaps more defiant than she'd be under other
circumstances, because she wants to show she's not afraid. Go ahead, mom, she says, pull thetrigger.
| dare you.

Underestimating Anna-Lee al the way. Because Anna-Leeisa Constant Soldier of the Five Principles
Movement, and that means serious.

The Firg Principle of the Five Principles Movement satesthat Humanity is a pattern of thought, not a
side effect of taxonomy, which meansthat you're human if you think like a human, whether you've got
gx legsor four ams or two legslike thefolks on Earth and Mars.

And then so on to the Fifth Principle, we come to the statement that humanity in dl itsvariousformsis
intended to occupy every possible ecosystem throughout the entire universe, or at least as much of it was
we can reach. Which iswhy the Five Principles Movement has aways been very big on genetic
experimentation, and the various expeditionsto nearby stars.

| have no problem with the Five Principles Movement, mysdlf. It'srational compared with groupslikethe
Children of Venus or the God's Menu people.

Besdes, if thereisn't something to the Five Principles, what are we doing out herein thefirst place?

My problem lieswith the sort of people the Movement attracts, which isto say people like Anna-Lee.
People who are obsessive, and humorless, and completely unable to see any other point of view. Nor
only do they dedicate themselves heart and soul to whatever group they join, they ingst everyone else has
to join aswell, and that anyonewho isn't apart of it isaBad Person.



So even though | pretty much agree with the Five Principles| don't think I'm going to join the movement.
I'm going to keep in mind the wisdom of my good Doctor Sam: Most schemes of political
improvement are very laughable things.

But to get back to Anna-Lee. Back in the day she married Carlos, who was aso in the Movement, and
together they worked for yearsto qualify for the expedition to Barnard's Star on the True Destiny. They
created Janis together, because having children isal apart of occupying the universe and so on.

But Carlos got the offer to crew the ship, and Anna-Lee didn't. Carlos chose Barnard's Star over
Anna-Lee, and now he's a couple light-months away. He and the rest of the settlers are in eectronic
form—no sense in spending the resources to ship awhole body to another star system when you can just
ship the data and build the body once you arrive—and for the most part they're dormant, because there's
nothing to do until they near their destination. But every week or so Carlos has himself awakened o that
he can send an eectronic postcard to his daughter.

The messages are dl redlly boring, as you might expect from someone out in degp space where there's
nothing to look at and nothing to do, and everyone's adeep anyway.

Janis sends him longer messages, mostly about her fightswith Anna-Lee. Anna-Lee likewise sends
Carloslong messages about Janis' transgressions. At two light-months out Carlos declinesto mediate
between them, which makes them both mad.

So Anna-Leeis mad because her husband Ieft her, and she'smad at Janis for not being a perfect Five
Principles Congtant Soldier. Janisismad at Carlosfor not figuring out away to take her dong, and she's
mad at Anna:-Lee for not making the crew on the True Destiny, and failing that not having the savvy to
keep her husband in the picture.

And she'saso mad at Anna-Leefor getting married again, thistime to Rhee, arich Movement guy who
was able to swing the taxes to create two new daughters, both of whom are the stars of their particular
cadres and are going to grow up to be perfect Five Principles Kids, destined to carry on the work of
humanity in new habitats among digant sars.

Or so Anna-Lee clams, anyway.

Whichiswhy I think that Janis underestimates her mother. | think the way Anna-Leelooks at it, she'sgot
two new kids, who are everything she wants. And one older kid who gives her trouble, and who she can
giveto the Blue Lady without redly losng anything, since she'slost Janisanyway. She'sdready givena
husband to the stars, after dll.

And dl thisis another reason why | want to incarnate on Earth, where alot of people ill have children
the old-fashioned way. The parents make an embryo in agene-splicer, and then theembryoisput ina
vat, and nine monthslater you crack the vat open and you've got an actua baby, not acomputer
program. And even if the procedureis alot more time-consuming and messy | ill think it's superior.

So | was applying for work on Earth, both for jobsthat could use computer skills, and also for
gpprenticeship programsin the fine arts. But therésawaiting list for pretty much any job you want on
Earth, and aso therés a big entry tax unlessthey really want you, so | wasn't holding my breath; and
besides, | hadn' finished my thesis.

| figured on graduating from college along with most of my cadre, at the age of fourteen. | understand that
inyour day, Doctor Sam, people graduated from college alot later. | figure there are severa important
reasons for the change: (1) we virtua kids don't deep as much as you do, so we have more time for
study; (2) thereisn't that much eseto do here anyway; and (3) wereredly, redly, really smart. Because



if you were aparent, and you had a say in the makeup of your kid (along with the doctors and the
sociologists and the hoodoo machines), would you say, No thanks, | want mine stupid?

No, | don't think so.
And the meat-brains that we incarnate into are pretty smart, too. Just in case you were wondering.

We could grow up faster, if we wanted. The computerswelivein are so fast that we could go from
inception to maturity in just two or three months. But we wouldn't get to interact with our parents, who
being meat would be much dower, or with anyone ese. Soin order to have any kind of relationship with
our elders, or any kind of socidization at dl, we have to dow down to our parents pace. | haveto say
that | agree with that.

In order to graduate | needed to do athesis, and unfortunately | couldn't do the one | wanted, which was
the way the paintings of Breughdl, etc., reflected the theology of the period. All the training with
computers and systems, along with art and art history, had given me an idea of how abstract systems
such astheology work, and how you can visualy represent fairly abstract concepts on aflat canvas.

But I'd have to save that for maybe a postgraduate degree, because my mgor was sill in the computer
sciences, 0 | wrote afairly boring thesis on systems interopability—which, if you care, isthe art of
getting different machines and highly specidized operating systemsto talk to each other, ajob that is
made more difficult if the machinesin question happen to be alot smarter than you are.

Actudly it'safairly interesting subject. It just wasn't interesting in my thesis,

While | was doing that | was a so working outside contracts for Dane, who was from a cadre that had
incarnated afew years ahead of us, and who | got to know when his group met with oursto help with
our lessons and with our socialization skills (because they wanted usto be ableto talk to people outside
the cadre and our families, something we might not do if we didn't have practice).

Anyway, Dane had got a programming job in Ceres' communications center, and he was willing to pass
on the more boring parts of hiswork to mein exchange for money. So | was getting ahead start on
paying that big Earth entry tax, or if | could evade the tax maybe living on Earth awhile and learning to
paint.

"You'rejust going to end up being Ceres firgt interior decorator,” Janis scoffed.

"And that would be a bad thing?’ | asked. “Just look at thisplace!” Becauseit'sal so functiond and
boring and you'd think they could find amore interesting color of paint than grey, for God's sake.

That was one of the few times|'d got to talk to Janis since our adventure on Titan. We were both
working on our theses, and still going to school, and | had my outside contracts, and | think she was
trying to avoid me, because she didn't want to tell me what she was doing because she didn't want meto
tell her notto doiit.

Which hurt, by theway. Since we'd been such loyal friends up to the point where | told her not to get
killed, and then because | wanted to save her life she didn't want to talk to me anymore.

Thetimes | mostly got to see Janiswere Incarnation Day parties for other members of our cadre. So we
got to see Ganymede, and | apetus, and Titan again, and Rhea, and Pluto, Calisto, and lo, and the
antimatter generation ring between Venus and Mercury, and Titan again, and then Titan afourth time.

Our cadre must have thisweird affinity for orange, | don't know.



Wewent to Pdllas, Juno, and Vesta. Though if you ask me, one asteroid settlement is pretty much like
the next.

We went to Third Heaven, which is a habitat the God's Menu people built at L2. And they can keep alot
of theitems on the menu, if you ask me.

We visted Luna(which you would cal the Moon, Doctor Sam. Asif there was only one). And we got to
view Everlasting Dynasty, the starship being constructed in lunar orbit for the expedition to Tau Ceti,
the settlement that Anna-Lee wastrying her best to get Janis aboard.

We dso got to vist Marsthree times. So among other entertainments | looked down at the planet from
the top of Olympus Mons, the largest mountain in the solar system, and | looked down from the edge of
the solar system'slargest canyon, and then | looked up from the bottom of the same canyon.

Weall tried to wear blueif we could, in memory of the one of uswho couldn't be present.

Asde from the sights, the Incarnation Day parties were great because al our incarnated cadre members
turned up, in bodies they'd borrowed for the occasion. Wewere adl il close, of course, and kept
continually in touch, but our communication was limited by the speed of light and it wasn't anything like
having Fahd and Chandraand Solange there in person, to pummel and to hug.

Wedidn't go to Earth. | wasthe only one of our cadre who had applied there, and | hadn't got an answer
yet. | couldn't help fantasizing about what my Incarnation Day party would belikeif | held it on
Earth—wherewould | go? What would we look at? Rome? Mount Everest? The ocean habitats? The
plans of Africa, where the human race began?

It was painful to think that the odds were high that I'd never see any of these places.

Janis never tried to organize any of her little rebellions on these trips. For one thing word had got out, and
wewere al pretty closaly supervised. Her behavior was never less than what Anna-Lee would desire.
But under it dl 1 could tell she was planning something drastic.

| tried to talk to her about it. | talked about my thesis, and hoped it would lead to adiscussion of her
thesis. But no luck. She evaded the topic completely.

She was pretty busy with her project, though, whatever it was. Because she was away's buzzing around
the cadre asking people where to look for odd bits of knowledge.

| couldn't make sense of her questions, though. They seemed to cover too many fields. Sociology,
gatistics, minerology, criminology, economics, astronomy, spaceship design ... The project seemed too
huge.

Theonly thing | knew about Janis thesswasthat it was supposed to be about resource management. It
wasthefield that Anna-Leeforced her into, becauseit wasfull of skillsthat would be useful on the Tau
Ceti expedition. And if that didn't work, Anna:-Lee made sure Janis minored in spaceship and shuttle
piloting and navigation.

| findly finished my thes's, and then | sat back and waited for the job offersto roll in. The only offer | got
came from someone who wanted me to run the garbage cyclers on I gpetus, which the guy should have
known | wouldn't accept if he had bothered to read my application.

Maybe he was just neck-deep in garbage and desperate, | don't know.

And then the most astounding thing happened. Instead of ajob in the computer field, | got an offer to



Study at the Pisan Academy.
Whichisan art school. Whichisin Italy, which iswhere the paintings come from mostly.

The acceptance committee said that my work showed a*“naive but highly origina fusion of socid criticiam
with the formalities of the geometric order.” | don't even pretend to know what they meant by that, but |
suspect they just weren't used to the perspective of astudent who had spent practicdly her entireliveina
computer on Ceres.

| broadcast my shrieks of joy to everyone in the cadre, even those who had |eft Ceres and were
probably wincing at their work stations when my screams reached them.

| bounced around the common room and everyone came out to congratul ate me. Even Janis, who had
taken to wearing an avatar that wasn't even remotely human, just agraphic of abig dedgehammer
smashing arock, over and over.

Subtlety had never been her strong point.
"Congratulations,” she said. “Y ou got what you wanted."

And then she broadcast something on a private channdl. You're going to be famous, she said. But I'm
going to be a legend.

| looked at her. And then | sent back, Can we talk about this?

Inafew days. When | deliver my thesis.

Don't, | pleaded.

Too late.

The hammer hititsrock, and the shards flew out into the room and vanished.

| spent the next few days planning my Incarnation Day party, but my heart wasn't iniit. | kept wondering
if Janiswas going to be diveto enjoy it.

| findly decided to have my party in Thailand because there were so many interesting environmentsin one
place, aswell asthe Great Buddha. And | found a caterer that was supposed to be really good.

| decided what sort of body | wanted, and the incarnation speciaists on Earth started cooking it up in
one of their vats. Not the body of an Earth-born fourteen-year old, but older, more like eighteen. Brown
eyes, brown hair, and those big eyesthat had always been so useful.

And two legs, of course. Which iswhat they al have down there.

| set the date. The cadre were alerted. We dll practiced in the smulations and tried to get used to making
do with only two arms. Everyone was prepared.

And then Janisfinished her thesis. | downloaded a copy the second it was submitted to her committee
and read it in onelong Stting, and my sense of horror grew with every line.

What Janis had done was publish a comprehensive critique of our entire society! It was a piece of
brilliance, and at the sametime it was utter poison.

Posthuman society wrecksiits children, Janis said, and this can be demonstrated by the percentage of



neurotic and dysfunctiond adults. The problems encountered by thefirst generation of children who spent
their formative years as programs—the autism, the obsessions and compulsions, the addictionsto
electronic environments—hadn't gone away, they'd just been reduced to the point where they'd become
apart of the background clutter, apart of our civilization so everyday that we never quite noticed it.

Janis had the data, too. The number of people who were under trestment for one thing or another. The
percentage who had difficulty adjusting to their incarnations, or who didn't want to communicate with
anyone outside their cadre, or who couldn't deep unlessthey wereimmersed in asmulation. Or who
committed suicide. Or who died in accidents—Janis questioned whether dl those accidents were redly
the results of our harsh environments. Our machines and our settlements were much safer than they had
been in the early days, but the rates of accidenta death were ill high. How many accidents were caused
by distracted or unhappy operators, or for that matter were ddliberate * suicide by machine'?

Janiswent on to describe one of the victims of this ruthless type of upbringing. “Hat of emotiond affect,
offended by disorder and incapable of coping with obstruction, unable to function without adherenceto a
belief system asrigid asthe artificia and condricted environmentsin which shewasraised.”

When | redlized Janiswas describing Anna-Lee | amost de-rezzed.

Janis offered a scheme to cure the problem, which wasto get rid of the virtual environments and start out
with redl incarnated babies. She pulled out vast numbers of statistics demonstrating that placesthat did
this—chiefly Earth—seemed to raise more successful adults. She aso pointed out that the initid shortage
of resources that had prompted the creation of virtual children in thefirst place had long since
passed—plenty of water-ice coming in from the Kuyper Belt these days, and we were sitting on al the
minerals we could want. The only reason the system continued was for the convenience of the adults. But
genuine babies, as opposed to abstract computer programs, would help the adults, too. They would no
longer be tempted to becomelittle dictators with absolute power over their offspring. Janis said the
chance would turn the grownups into better human beings.

All thiswas buttressed by colossal numbers of statistics, graphs, and other data. | realized when I'd
finished it that the Cadre of Glorious Destiny had produced one true genius, and that this geniuswas
Janis.

Thetrue geniusisamind of large generd powers, accidentaly determined to some particular direction.

Anna-Lee determined her, dl right, and the problem was that Janis probably didn't have that long to live.
Asde from the fact that Janis had ruthlessly caricatured her, Anna-Lee couldn't help but notice that the
whole work went smack up against the Five Principles Movement. According to the Movement people,
all available resources had to be devoted to the expansion of the human race out of the solar system and
into new environments. It didn't matter how many more resources were available now than in the pagt, it
was clear againgt their principlesto devote agreater shareto the raising of children when it could be used
to blast off into the universe.

And though the Five Principles people acknowledged our rather high death rate, they put it down to our
settlements’ hazardous environments. All we had to do was genetically modify people to better suit the
environments and the problem would be solved.

| skipped the appendices and zoomed from my room across the common room to Janis' door, and hit
the button to alert her to avigtor. The door vanished, and there was Janis—for thefirgt time since her
fight with Anna-Lee, she was using her quadbod avatar. She gave me awicked grin.

"Gredt, intit?



"It's brilliant! But you can't let Anna-Lee seeit.”

"Don't beslly. | sent mom thefile mysdf.”

| was horrified. She had to have seen the way my Picasso-face gaped, and it made her laugh.
"Shelll haveyou erased!” | said.

"If shedoes,” Janissaid. “ Shell only prove my point.” She put aconsoling hand on my shoulder. “ Sorry if
it meansmissng your incarnation.”

When Anna-Lee came storming in—which wasn't long after—Janis broadcast the whole confrontation
on aone-way link to the whole cadre. We got to watch, but not to participate. She didn't want our
advice any more than she wanted her mother's.

"You areunnatura!” Anna-Lee stormed. “Y ou spread danders! Y ou have betrayed the highest truth!™

"I told thetruth!” Janissaid. “ And you know it'sthe truth, otherwise you wouldn't be so insaneright

AnnaLeediffened. “I am aFive Principles Constant Soldier. | know thetruth, and | know my duty."
"Every timeyou say that, you prove my point.”
"You will retract thisthes's, and gpologize to your committee for giving them such avicious document.”

Anna-Lee hadn't redized that the document wasirretrievable, that Janis had given it to everyone she
knew.

Janis laughed. “No way, mom,” she said.

AnnaLeelog it. Shewaved her fistisand screamed. “I know my duty! | will not allow such adander to
be seen by anyone!l” She pointed at Janis. “Y ou have three daysto retract!”

Janis gave asnort of contempt.
"Or what?'
"Or | will decidethat you're incorrigible and terminate your program.”

Janis laughed. “ Go right ahead, mom. Do it now. Nothing spreads a new idea better than martyrdom.”
She spread her four arms. “ Do it, mom. | hate lifeinthishdl. I'm ready."

| will be conquered; | will not capitul ate.
Y es, Doctor Sam. That'sit exactly.

"Y ou havethree days,” Anna-Lee said, her voice dl flat and menacing, and then her virtua image
de-rezzed.

Janis|ooked at the space where her mom had been, and then a goofy grin spread across her face. She
switched to the red-headed, stick-figure avatar, and began to do alittle dance as she hovered in the air,
moving like abadly animated cartoon.

"Hey!” shesang. “| get to go to Alison's party after dl!™



| had been so caught up in the dramathat | had forgot my incarnation was going to happen in two days.
But it wasn't going to be a party now. It was going to be awake.

"Doctor Sam,” | said, “I've got to save Janis."

The triumph of hope over experience.

"Hopeiswhat I'vegot,” | said, and then | thought about it. “ And maybe alittle experience, too."

* * * %

My Incarnation Day went well. We came down by glider, aswe had that first time on Titan, except that
thistime | told Ground Control to let my friendsland wherever the hdll they wanted. That gave ustimeto
ingpect the Great Buddha, adim man with aknowing smile sitting crossegged with knobs on his head.
Hestwo and ahdf kilometerstal and packed with massively parald quantum processors, al crunching
vast amounts of data, thinking whatever profound thoughts are appropriate to an artificia intelligence built
on such ascale, and repesting millions of sutras, which are scripturesfor Buddhists, al at the speed of

light.

It cregps along at two or three centimeters per day, and will enter the gtrait at the end of the Kra
Peninsulamany thousands of years from now.

After viewing the Buddha's serene expression from as many angles as suited us, we soared and swooped
over many kilometers of brilliant green jungle and landed on the beach. And we all did land on the beach,
which sort of surprised me. And then we dl did our best to learn how to surff—and let metell you from
the start, the surfing smulators are totally inadequate. The longest | managed to stand my board was
maybe twenty seconds.

| was amazed at all the sensationsthat crowded dl around me. The breeze on my skin, the scents of the
sea and the vegetation and the coal on which our banquet was being cooked. The hot sand under my
bare feet. The sdt taste of the ocean on my lips. The gting of thelittle jellyfish on my legsand arms, and
theiodine smell of the thick strand of seaweed that got wrapped in my hair.

| mean, | had no idea. The smulators were totdly inadequate to the Earth experience.

Andthiswasjust a part of the Earth, asmal fraction of the environments available. | think | convinced a
lot of the cadre that maybe they'd want to move to Earth as soon asthey could raise the money and find
ajob.

After swvimming and beach games we had my Incarnation Day dinner. The sensations provided by the
food were redlly too intense—I couldn't eat much of it. If | was going to eat Earth food, | was going to
have to start with something alot more bland.

And there was my brown-eyed body at the head of the table, looking down at the members of the Cadre
of Glorious Destiny who were toasting me with tropical drinks, the kind that have parasolsin them.

Tears cameto my eyes, and they were alot wetter and hotter than tearsin the sms. For some reason
that fact made me cry even more.

My parents came to the dinner, because thiswasthe first time they could actualy hug me—hug mefor
redl, that is, and not in asim. They had downloaded into bodiesthat didn't look much like the four-armed
quadbods they used back on Ceres, but that didn't matter. When my arms went around them, | began to

cry again.



After the tears were wiped away we put on underwater gear and went for aswim on the reef, whichis
just amazing. More colors and shapes and texturesthan | could ever imagine—or imagine puttingina
work of art.

A work of art that embodies al but selects noneis not art, but mere cant and recitation.
Oh, wow. Y ou'reright. Thank you, Doctor Sam.

After thereef trip we paid avidt to one of the underwater settlements, one inhabited by people adapted
to breathe water. The problems were was that we had to keep our underwater gear on, and that none of
uswere any good a the fluid sign language they al used astheir preferred means of communication.

Then we rose from the ocean, dried out, and had alast round of hugs before being uploaded to our
norma habitations. | gave Janisaparticularly strong hug, and | whispered in her ear.

"Take care of yoursdf."
"Who?’ shegrinned. “ Me?'

And then the little brown-haired body was | eft behind, looking very londly, as everyone e se put on the
electrodes and uploaded back to their normal and very distant worlds.

Assoon as| arrived on Ceres, | zapped an avatar of mysalf into my parents quarters. They looked at
measif | wereaghost.

"What are you doing here?’ my mother managed.

"I hatetotell youthis” | said, “but | think you're going to haveto hirealawyer."

* * % %

It was surprisingly easy to do, redlly. Remember that | was assisting Dane, who was a communications
tech, and in charge of uploading al of our little artificid brainsto Earth. And also remember that | ana
specidig in sysemsinteropability, which impliesthat | am adso apecidist in systlems unoperakility.

It was very easy to set acouple of artificid intelligences running amok in Dane's system just ashewas
working on our upload. And that so distracted him that he said yeswhen | said that 1'd do the job for
him.

And once | had access, it was the work of amoment to swap a couple of seria numbers.

The end result of which was that it was Janis who uploaded into my brown-haired body, and received all
the toasts, and who hugged my parents with my arms. And who is now on Earth, incarnated, with afull
st of human rights and safe from Anna-Lee.

| wish | could say the same for mysdif.

Anna-Lee couldn't have mekilled, of course, since | don't belong to her. But she could sue my parents,
who from her point of view permitted a piece of software belonging to them to prevent her from
wreaking vengeance on some software that belonged to her.

And of course Anna-Lee went berserk the second she found out—which was more or lessimmediately,
since Janis sent her alittle radio taunt as soon as she downed her fourth or fifth celebratory umbrela
drink.

Janis sent me amessage, too.



"The least you could have done was make my hair red.”
My hair. Sometimes | wonder why | bothered.

An unexpected side effect of thiswasthat we al got famous. It turns out that thiswas an unprecedented
legdl Stuation, with lots of human interest and a colorful cast of characters. Janis became amedia
celebrity, and so did I, and so did Anna-Lee.

Celébrity didn't do Anna-Lee's cause any good. Her whole mental outlook wastoo rigid to stand the
kind of scrutiny and questioning that any public figure hasto put up with. As soon as she was challenged
shelost control. She cdled one of the leading mediainterviewers a name that you, Doctor Sam, would
not wish meto repeat.

Whatever the actua meritsof her legal case, the sight of Anna-Lee screaming that | had deprived her of
theinaienableright to kill her daughter failed to win her alot of friends. Eventually the Five Principles
people redlized she wasn't doing their cause any good, and she was replaced by aMovement
spokesperson who said aslittle as possible.

Janis did some talking, too, but not nearly as much as she would have liked, because she was under
house arrest for coming to Earth without avisa and without paying the immigration tax. The cops showed
up when she was deeping off her hangover from al the umbrelladrinks. It's probably lucky that she
wasn't given the opportunity to talk much, because if she started on her rants she would have worn out
her celebrity as quickly as Anna-Leedid.

Janis was scheduled to be deported back to Ceres, but shipping an actua incarnated human being is
much more difficult than zapping asimulation by laser, and she had to wait for aship that could carry
passengers, and that would be months.

She offered to navigate the ship hersdf, since she had the training, but the offer was declined.

Lots of people read her thesis who wouldn't otherwise have heard of it. And millions discussed it whether
they'd read it or not. There were those who said that Janis was right, and those that said that Janiswas
mostly right but that she exaggerated. There were those who said that the problem didn't realy exist,
except in the gatigtics.

There were those who thought the problem existed entirely in the software, that the system would work if
the smulations were only made more like redity. | had to disagree, because | think the smulations were
likeredlity, but only for certain people.

The problem isthat human beings perceive redlity in dightly different ways, evenif they happen to be
programs. A programmer could do his best to creste an artificial redity that exactly mimicked the way he
perceived redity, except that it wouldn't be as exact for another person, it would only be an
gpproximation. It would be likefitting everyone's hand into the same-szed glove.

Eventudly someone at the University of Adelaide read it and offered Janis a professorship in their
sociology department. She accepted and was freed from house arrest.

Poor Audtrdlia, | thought.

| was on video quitealot. | used my little-girl avatar, and | batted my big eyesalot. | till wore blue,
mourning for Fritz.

Why, | was asked, did | act to save Janis?



"Because were cadre, and we're supposed to look after one another.”

Wheat did | think of Anna-Lee?

"I don't see why she's complaining. I've seento it that Janis just isn't her problem any more."
Wasnt whet | did stedling?

"It'snot steding to freeadave.”

And s0 on. It was the same sort of routine I'd been practicing on my parents al these years, and the
practice paid off. Entire cadres—hundreds of them—signed petitions asking that the case be dismissed.
Lots of adultsdid the same.

| hopethat it helps, but the judge that hears the case isn't supposed to be swayed by public opinion, but
only by thelaw.

And everyoneforgetsthat it'smy parentsthat will be ontria, not me, accused of letting their software
sted Anna-Lee's software. And of course |, and therefore they, am completely guilty, so my parents are
amogt certainly going to be fined, and lose both money and Citizenship Points.

I'm sorry about that, but my parents seem not to be.

How the judge will put avaue on a piece of stolen software that its owner fully intended to destroy is
going to make an interesting ruling, however it turns out.

| don't know whether I'll ever set foot on Earth again. | can't take my place in Pisabecause I'm not
incarnated, and | don't know if they'll offer again.

And however thingsturn out, Fritzissill zeroed. And | still wear blue.

| don't have my outside job any longer. Dane won't speak to me, because his supervisor reprimanded
him, and he's under suspicion for being my accomplice. And even those who are sympathetic to me aren't
about to let me loose with their computers.

And evenif | get ajob somewhere, | can't be incarnated until the court caseisover.
It seemsto me that the only person who got away scot-free was Janis. Which isnormd.

So right now my chief problem isboredom. | spent fourteen yearsin arigid program intended to fill my
hours with wholesome and intellectua ly useful activity, and now that's over.

And | can't get properly started on the non-wholesome thing until | get an incarnation somewhere.
Everyoneis, or hopesto be, anidler.

Thank you, Doctor Sam.

I'm choosing to idle away my time making pictures. Maybe | can sdll them and help pay the Earth tax.

| call them my “Doctor Johnson” series. Sam. Johnson on Mars. Sam. Johnson Visits Neptune. Sam.
Johnson Quizzing the Tomasko Glacier. Sam. Johnson Among the Asteroids.

| have many moreideassaong thisline.

Doctor Sam, | trust you will approve.






