Bei ng unable to retrace our steps in Time, we decided to nove forward in
Space. Shall we never be able to glide back up the stream of Tine, and peep
into the old hone, and gaze on the old faces? Perhaps when t he phonograph and
t he ki nesigraph are perfected, and some future worker has sol ved the problem
of col our phot ography, our descendants will be able to deceive thenselves with
something very like it: but it will be but a barren husk: a soulless phantasm
and nothing nore. 'Ch for the touch of a vani shed hand, and the sound of a
voice that is still!l""

—Wordsworth Doni st horpe, inventor of the Kinesigraph Canera

Vi ew t he Fanmobus Cal | owhal e Divers of Venus fromthe Safety of a Silk Balloon
Two Bits a Flight!

—Advertisement Visible in the Launch Sequence of The Radi ant Car Thy Sparrows
Dr ew

EXT. The cannon pad at the Vancouver Wrld's Fair in 1986, |ate afternoon,
festooned with crepe and banners wi shing |luck and safe travel

The Docurent ari an Bysshe and her crew wave jerkily as confetti sticks to their
sl eek skullcaps and glistening breathing apparati. Her smile is immcul ate,
practiced, the snile of the honest young wonman of the hopeful future; her
copper-finned hel net gleans at her feet. Bysshe wears women's cl ot hi ng but
reluctantly and only for this shot, and the curl of her |lip betrays disdain of
the bizarre, flare-waisted swinmrmng costune that so titillates the crowds.
Later, she would wite of the severe wi nd-burns she suffered in cannon-flight
due to the totally inadequate protection of that flutter of black silk. She
tucks a mahogany case smartly under one arm which surely must contain George,
her favorite cinemat ographe. Each of her crewnen strap canisters of fil mand

t he occasional bit of food or oxygen or other mnor accoutrenents—to their
broad backs. The cannon sparkles, a | ate-nodel Al gernon design, filigreed and
etched with notifs that curl and leaf like patterns in spring ice breaking.
The brilliant nose of the Venusian capsule Canshell rests snugly in the
cannon's silvery nouth.

They are a small circus—the strongmen, the clowns, the trapeze artist poised
on her platform armcrooked in an evocative hal f-noon, toes pointed into the
voi d.

| find it so difficult to watch her now, her narrow, nonkish face, not a pore
wast ed, her eyes huge and sepi a-toned, her smle enormous, full of the
peculiar, feral excitement which in those days seened to infect everyone who
| ooked up into the evening sky to see Venus there, seducing behind veils of
light, as she has al ways done. Those who | ooked and had eyes only for red
Mars, all bal eful and bright, were rough, raucous, ready and hal e. Those who
saw Venus were | ost.

She was such a figure then: Bysshe, no surnane, or sinply the Docunentarian
Her revolving lovers made the newsreels spin, her films packed the

ni ckel odeons and w apped the streets three tines ‘round. Weeks before a Bysshe
opened, buskers and sal esnen woul d canp out on the thoroughfares beside every
theater, selling genuine cells she touched with her own hand and replica
spangl ed cages from To Thee, Bright Queen! sized just right to hold a nale of
Saturni ne extraction. Her father, Percival Unck, was a broodi ng and notorious
director in his time, his gothic dramas full of waith-like heroines wth

bl ack, brui sed eyes and nout hs perpetually agape with horror or orgiastic
transcendence. Her nother was, naturally, one of those ever-transported



actresses, though which one it is hard to renmenber, since each Unck | eading

| ady becamne, by association and binding contract, little bl ack-bobbed Bysshe's
not her - of -t he-monment. Thus it is possible to see, in her flickering,
dust-scratched face, the echoes of a dozen fleeting, hopeful actresses, easily
forgotten but for the | egacy of their adoptive daughter's fanous, |ean
features, her scornful, know ng grin.

Bysshe rejected her father's idiomutterly. Her filmdebut in Unck's The
Spectres of Mare Nubiumis charm ng, to say the least. During the fanous

bal | room sequence wherein the decadent dowager Clarena Schirmis beset with

t he ghosts of her victinms, little Bysshe can be seen crouchi ng unhappily near
the rice-wi ne fountain, picking at the pearls on her traditional |unar
kokoshni k and rubbi ng at her nake-up. The | egend goes that when Percival Unck
tried to smudge his daughter's eyes with black shadows and convince her to
pretend herself a poor Schirmrelation while an airy phantasm-years later to
becorme her seventh not her—swooped down upon the innocent child, Bysshe | ooked
up exasperatedly and said: "Papa. This is silly! I want only to be nmyself!"

And so she would be, forever, only and al ways Bysshe. As soon as she could
wor k the crank on a ci nemat ographe hersel f, she set about recording "the
really real and actual world" (age 7) or "the genuine and righteous world of
the true tale," (age 21) and declaring her father's bel oved ghosts and devils
"a |l oad of double exposure drivel." Her first docunentary, The Fam ne Queen of
Phobos, brought the colony's food riots to harsh light, and earned her a

Lum ere nedal, a prize Percival Unck woul d never receive. Wen asked if his
daughter's pol enmics against fictive cinema had enmbittered him Unck smled in
his raffish, canine way and said: "The lens, ny good nan, does not

di scrimnate between the real and the unreal."

O her final film The Radiant Car Thy Sparrows Drew, only five sequences
remai n, badly damaged. Though they have been wi dely copied, cut up and re-used
in countless sallow and inmtative docunmentaries on her life, the originals

continue to deteriorate in their crystalline museumdisplays. | go there, to
the Gand Eternal Exhibition, in the evenings, to watch themrot. It conforts
me. | place ny brow upon the cool wall, and she flashes before ny eyes,

smling, waving, crawing into the mouth of the cannon-capsule with the ease
of a natural performer, a natural aeronaut—and perhaps those were always much
t he same thing.

EXT. Forner Site of the Village of Adonis, on the Shores of the Sea of Qadesh,
N ght .

A smal |l boy, head bent, dressed in the uniformof a call owhale diver, walks in
circles in what was once the village center. The trees and omi present
cacao-ferns are splashed with a m|ky spatter. He does not | ook up as the
canera watches him He sinmply turns and turns and turns, over and over. The
corrupted filmskips and junps; the boy seenms to leap through his circuit,
flashing in and out of sight.

When she was sevent een, Bysshe and her bel oved ci nemat ographe, George,

foll owed the Bedouin road to Neptune for two years, resulting in her elegaic
And the Sea Renenbered, Suddenly. There, they say, she |earned her skill at
the scul pting of titanium aquatic animal handling, and a sexual variant of
Samayi ka nedi ati on devel oped by a cult of levitation on tiny Halinede, where
the wind bl ows warm and violet. There is a sequence, towards the nel ancholy
concl usion of And the Sea, wherein Bysshe visits coral -devoured Enki, the
great floating city which circumavigates the planet once a decade, buoyed the



[ ugubri ous Neptunian current. Reclining on chaises with glass screens raised
to keep out the perpetual rain, Bysshe snokes a ball of creany, heady af-yun
with a woman-levitator, her hair lashed with | eather whips. Wen theaters
received the prints of And the Sea, a phonograph and several records were

i ncl uded, so that Bysshe herself could narrate her opus to audi ences across
the world. A sol enm bell hop changed the record when the onscreen Bysshe

wi nked, seemingly to no one. And so one may sit on a plush chair, still, and
hear her deep, nasal voice echo |oudly—+too Ioud, too |oud!—n the theater

The levitator told her of a town called Adonis, a whole col ony on Venus that
vani shed in the space of a night. Divers they were, nostly, subject both to
the great callowhales with their translucent skin and the tourists who cane to
wat ch and shiver in cathartic delight as the divers risked their lives to mlk
the recalcitrant nothers in their hibernation. They built a sweet village on
the shores of the Qadesh, plaiting their roofs wth grease-weed and hameri ng
doors fromthe chunks of raw copper which conprised the ersatz Venusian beach
They lived; they ate the thready | ocal cacao and shot, once or twi ce a year, a
| eathery ' Tryx fromthe sky, enough to keep themall in fat and protein for
nont hs.

"It was a good life," the blue-skinned |evitator said, and Bysshe, on her
slick black record, inmtated the breathy, shy accent of Halinede as onscreen
versi on of herself |oaded another |lump of af-yun into the atom zer. "And then
one day—pop! All gone. Houses, stairs, neat-snoking racks, diving bells."

"This sort of thing happens,"” Bysshe dismissed it all with a wave of her hand.

"What planet is there without a mysteriously vani shed colony to pull in the
tourist cash? Slap up a couple of alien runes on a burned-out doorframe and
people will streamin fromevery termnus. Mght as well call themall New

Roanoke and have done with it." (In fact, one of Percival Unck's |ess popul ar
films was The Abduction of Prosperina, a |oose retelling of that | ost

Pl utonian city, though presumably with rather nore denonic ice-dragons than
were actually invol ved.)

Crab-heart trifles and sal t whi skey were passed around as Bysshe's crew | aughed
and nodded along with her. The levitator sml ed.

"OfF course, Mss," she said, eyes downcast within the equine blinders knotted
to her head. "Well, except for the little boy. The one who was |eft behind.
They say he's still there. He's stuck, sonehow, in the niddl e of where the
village used to be, just wal king around in circles, around and around. Like a
skip on a phonograph. He never even stops to sleep." The Docunentarian frowns
sourly in black and white, her disapproval of such fancies, her father's
fancies, disappeared heroines and eldritch | ocations where something terrible
surely occurred, showing in the winkling of her brow, the tapping of her
fingernails against the atom zer as bubbling storns | apped their glass cupol a,
and arnored penance-fish nosed the flotation arrays, their jaw |l anterns

fl ashi ng.

But you can see her thinking, the new film which was to be her last, taking
shape behi nd her eyes.

This is what she cane to see

Dead Adonis, laid out in state on the beach-head. Her single nmourner. The
great ocean provides a kind of score for her starlit landing, and in the old
days a fol ey-boy would thrash rushes against the floor of the theater to
simulate the col ossal, dusky red tide of the Qadesh. W would all squint in
the dark, and try to see scarlet in the nonochrome waves, enerald in the

undul ati ng cacao-ferns. The black silk balloon crinkles and billows lightly on



the strand, clinging to the ruin of the |landing capsule. The dwarf noon

Anchi ses shines a kind of linmping, diffident light on Bysshe as she wal ks into
frame, her short hair sweat-curled in the wilting wind. She has thrown the
exhi bition costunme into an of fscreen canpfire and is clothed now in her

accust oned j odhpurs and fanous bl ack jacket. The boy turns and turns. His
hands flicker and blur as if he is signing sonething, or witing on phantom
paper. She hol ds out her hand as though approaching a horse, squats down
beside the child in a friendly, schoolteacherly fashion. The boy does not
raise his head to |l ook at her. He stares at his feet. Bysshe | ooks uncertainly
over her shoul der at the long snarl of sea behind them+the ci nemat ographe
operator, tenporarily trusted with the care and feedi ng of George, says

somet hing to her offscreen, he must, because she cocks her head as though
considering a riddle and says somet hing back to him Her nmouth noves in the
silent footage, nouthing words the audi ence cannot ever quite read.

Once, a deaf scholar was brought to viewthis little scene in a private
projector room She was given coffee and a treacle tart. She reported the
words as: Look at the whales. Are they getting closer?

Bysshe stands up straight and strides without warning into the child' s path,
bl ocking his little pilgrims progress around the sad patch of dune grass.

The child does not stop. He collides with Bysshe, steps back, collides wth
her again. He beats his head agai nst her soft belly. Back and forth, back and
forth.

The Docurentari an | ooks hel plessly into the canera.

EXT. Forner Site of the Village of Adonis, afternoon.

One of the crewnen shaves in a mrror nailed to furry black cacao-fern bark

He uses a straight razor whose handle is inlaid with fossilized kelp. He is
shirtless and circus huge, his face angul ar and broad. He catches a glinpse of
Bysshe in his mirror and whirls to catch her up, kissing her and snearing
shavi ng cream on her face. She | aughs and punches his arm-he recoils in nock
agony. It is a pleasant scene. This is Erasno St. John, the Documentarian's

| over and lighting-master, who would later claimto have fathered a child with
her, despite being unable to produce a convincing noppet.

Clouds drift down in long, indistinct spirals. Behind them the boy turns and
turns, still, celluloid transformng the brutal orange of the Venusian sun
into a blinding white nova. Beyond him pearlescent islands hunp up out of the
foany Qadesh—eal | owhal es, a whol e pod, silent, pale.

Adoni s was established some twenty years prior to the Bysshe expedition, one
of many villages eager to take advantage of the call owhal e hi bernations. What,
precisely, callowhale is is still the subject of debate. There are di agrans,
to be sure—ene even acconpani es the Radiant Car press kit—but these are
guesses only. It cannot even be safely said whether they are animal or
vegetable matter. The first aeronauts, their braggart flags flapping in that
first, raw breeze, assuned themto be barren islands. The huge nmasses sinply
lay nmotionless in the water, their surfaces mlky, notley, the occasiona
swirl of chenical blue or gold sizzling through their depths. But soon enough
di vers and fishermen and treasure-seekers flocked to the watery prom se of
Venus, and they called the creatures true. Beneath the waterline were calm
even dead | evi at hans—taninim said a neo-Hasidic bounty hunter, sone sort of
proto-pliosaur, said one of the nyriad research corps. Their fins lay flush



agai nst their flanks, horned and barbed. Their eyes were then perpetually
shut —hi bernating, said the research cotillion. Dreaming, said the rest. From
their flat, wde skulls extended |ong, fern-Ilike antennae which curled in
fractal infinitude, tangling with the others of their occasional pods, their
fronds stroking one another lightly, inperceptibly, in the quick, clever
Qadesh currents. Whether they have any sentience is popul ar tea-chatter—their
hi bernation cycle seens to be nmuch | onger than a human life.

Sone few divers claimto have heard them si ng—the word they give to a series
of unpredictable vibrations that occasionally shiver through the
fern-antennae. Like sonar, these quaking oscillations can be fatal to any
living thing caught up in themdnlike sonar, the unfortunates are instantly
vaporized into constituent atons. Yet the divers say that froma safe

di stance, their echoes brush against the skin in strange and intimte
patterns, like nmusic, |ike | ovemaking. The divers cannot | ook at the canera
when they speak of these things, as though it is the eye of God and by not
nmeeting H s gaze, they may preserve virtue. The vibrations are the col or of
nor ni ng, they whi sper.

It is the mlk the divers are after—nearly everything produced on Venus
contains callowhale mlk, the consistency of honey, the color of cream the
taste something like sucking on a dandelion stem caked in green peppercorn. It
is protein-rich, fat-clotted, thick with vitam ns—equally sought after as an

i ndustrial lubricant, foodstuff, fuel, as an ingredient in nedicines,
anesthesia, illicit hallucinogens, poured into nolds and dried as an exotic
building material. Certain artists have created entire murals fromit, which

| ooked upon straight seemlike bl ank canvases, but seen slant-w se revea

i mpossi bly conpl ex patterns of shades of white. Little by little,

Venusi an-born children began to be reared on the stuff, to no apparent il

ef fect—and the practi ce becane fashi onabl e anong the sorts of peopl e whose
fashi ons beconme the norality of the crowds. Erasno St. John pioneered a kind
of long-lit camera lantern by scalding the nmlk at |ow tenperatures, producing
an eerie phosphorescence. The later Unck filns use this to great effect as
spectral |ight. Cultivation has al ways been dangerous—the tubul es that
secrete mlk are part and parcel of the ferny antennae, extending fromthe
throat-sac of the callowhale. In order to harvest it, the diver nust avoid the
tendrils of fern and hope upon hope that the whale is not seized with a sudden
desire to sing. For this danger, and for the call owhal es’ rude insistence upon
evol ving on Venus and not sone nore convenient locale, the mlk was so

preci ous that dozens of coastal towns could be sustained by encouraging a
relatively small popul ation of municipal divers. Stock footage sent back to
earth shows famly after beaming famly, clad in glittering counterpressure
nmesh, dark copper diving bells tucked neatly under their arns, hoisting
heal t hy, robust goblets of milk, toasting the enmpire back hone.

But where there is mlk, there is mating, isn't there? There are children. The
ghost -voi ce of Bysshe comes over the phonograph as the final shot of And the
Sea Remenbered, Suddenly flickers silver-dark and the floating Neptunian

pl easur e-domes recede. Everyone knew where she was bound next, |ong before
princi pal photography ever began. To Venus, and Adonis, to the little village
rich in mlk and children that vani shed two decades after its founding, while
t he cal | owhal es wat ched of fshore, inpassive, unperturbed.

EXT. Village Green, Twlight.

Bysshe is grabbing the child' s hand urgently while he screans, soundl essly,
held brutally still in his steps by the gaffer and the key grip, whose mnucles
bul ge with what appears to be a col ossal effort—keeping this single, tiny,



bi rd- boned child fromhis circuit. The Docunentarian's jagged hair and
occasionally her chin swing in and out of frame as she struggles with him She
turns over the boy's hand, roughly, to show the camera what she has found
there: tiny fronds growing fromhis skin, tendrils like ferns, seeking,
wavering, wet with milk. The filmjunps and shudders; the child' s hand

vi brates, faster, faster.

It is adifficult thing, to have an aftermath wi thout an event.

The tabl oi ds, ever bel oved of Bysshe and her exploits, heral ded the return of
the expedition | ong before the orbits were favorable. They salivated for the
new wor k, which would surely set records for attendance. The ni ckel odeons
began taking ticket orders a year in advance, installing the revolutionary new
sound equi pnent which mght allow us all to hear the sound of the surf on a
Venusi an shore. The ball oon was sighted in orbit and spontaneous, Ronanesque
gin-triunmphs were held in three national capitals. Finally, on a grassy field
out si de Vancouver, the black silk confection of Bysshe's studio balloon

wri nkl ed and sighed to rest on the spring ground. The grips and gaffers cane
out first, their eyes downcast, refusing to speak. Then the producer
clutching his hat to his chest. Lastly came Erasmp St. John, clutching the
hand of the greatest star of the comng century: a little boy with ferns in
his fists.

Bysshe did not return. Her crew would not speak of where she had gone, only
that she was to be left to it, called dead if not actually deceased—and

possi bly deceased. They nunbl ed; they evaded. Their damaged film waterl ogged
and hal f-m ssing, was hurried into theaters and pored over by hundreds of
actors, scholars, gossip columists. It is said that Percival Unck only once
viewed the reels. He | ooked into his lap when the |last shot had faded to bl ack
and smled, a secret smle, of regret, perhaps, or of victory.

The boy was sent to school, paid for by the studio. He was given a new nane,
though later in life he, too, wuld eschew any surnane, having no fanily
connections to speak of save to a dead docunentarian. He wore gl oves, always,
and shared his nenories as generously as he could with the waves of popul ar
interest in Venus, in Adonis, in the lost film No, | don't renenber what
happened to ny parents. I'msorry, | wish | did. One day they were gone. Yes,
| remenber Bysshe. She gave ne a | enon candy.

And | do renenber her. The jacket only |ooks black on film | renenber—t was
red.

I once saw a group of performance artists—ich students with little better to
do, | thought—sount a showi ng of the shredded, abrupt footage of The Radi ant
Car, intercut with highlights of the great Unck gothics. The effect was
strange and sad: Bysshe seemed to step out of her lover's arns and into a
bal | room becomnmi ng suddenly an unhappy little girl, only to |l eap out again,
shimering into the shape of another child, with a serious expression, turning
in endless circles on a green | awn. One of the students, whose hair was

pl aited and pil ed upon her head, soaked and crusted in callowhale mlk unti

it glowed with a faint phosphor, stood before the screen with a brass
bul | horn. She wore a bustle frame but no bustle, shoel aces |ashed in
criss-crossings around her calves but no shoes. The jingly player-piano kept
time with the film and behind her Bysshe stared intently into the phantasm of
a di stant audi ence, unknowabl e as God.

"Ask yourself," she cried brazenly, clutching her small, naked breasts. "As
Bysshe had the courage to ask! Wiat is mlk for, if not to nurture a new
generation, a new world? W have never seen a callowhale calf, yet the nothers



endl essly nurse. What do they nurture, out there in their red sea? | wll tell
you. For the space is not snooth that darkly floats between our earth and that
nmorning star, Lucifer's star, in eternal revolt against the order of heaven.

It is thick, it is swollen, its disrupted proteins skittering across the bl ack
like foam-+ike mlk spilled across the stars. And in this quantum m |k how
many bubbl es may form and break, how nany abortive universes gestated by the
eternal sl eeping nothers may burgeon and burst? | suggest this awe-ful idea:
Venus is an anchor, where all wavefornms neet in a radiant scarlet sea, where
the mlk of creation is mlled, and we have pillaged it, gorged upon it al
unknowi ng. Perhaps in each bubble of mlk is a world suckled at the breast of
a pearl escent cetacean. Perhaps there is one where Venus is no watery Eden as
close as a sister, but a distant inferno of steam and stone, |ifeless,

bl i stered. Perhaps you have drunk the mlk of this worl d—perhaps | have, and
destroyed it with ny digestion. Perhaps a skin of probabilistic mlk,
dribbling fromthe nouths of babes, is all that separates our world fromthe
others. Perhaps the villagers of Adonis drank so deeply of the prinordial nilk
that they becane as the great nothers, blinking through worlds |ike holes
burned in fil mdeaving behind only the last child born, who had not yet enough
of the mlk to change, circling, circling the place where the bubbl e between
worlds burst!” The girl let her mlk-barnacled hair fall with a violent
gesture, dripping the peppery-sharp snelling creamonto the stage.

"Bysshe asked the great question: where did Adonis go in death? The old tales
know. Adonis returned to his nother, the Queen of the Dark, the Queen of the
O herworld." Behind her, on a forty-foot screen, the boy's fern-bound pal n+ay
pal m my vani shed hand—shi vered and vi brated and faded into the thoughtful
narrow face of Bysshe as she hears for the first tinme the name of Adonis. The
girl screans: "Even here on Earth we have supped all our lives on this alien

mlk. We are the calves of the call owhal es, and no human nothers. W will ride
upon the mlky foam and one day, one distant, distant day, our heads wl|l
break the surf of a red sea, and the eyes of the whales will open, and weep,

and dote upon us!"

The girl held up her hand, pal moutward, to the nmeager audience. | squinted.
There, on her skin, where her heart line and fate |ine ought to have been, was
atiny fern, alnost inperceptible, but wavering nonethel ess, uncertain,

et hereal , new.

A rush of blood beat at ny brow. As if conpelled by strings and pulleys, |
raised up ny owmn palmin return. Between the two fronds, some silent shiver
passed, the color of norning.

I NT. The depths of the sea of Qadesh

Bysshe swi nms through the nmurky water, holding one of Erasnp's m | k-|anterns
out before her. St. John follows behind with George, encased in a crystal
canister. The filmis badly stained and burned through several franes. She

swi ns upward, dropping | ead weights from her shimering counterpressure nmesh
as she rises. The grille of her diving bell gleanms faintly in the shadows.
Above her, slowy, the belly of a callowhale conmes into view. It is inpossibly
massi ve, the size of a sky. Bysshe strains towards it, extending her fingers
to touch it, just once, as if to verify it for herself, that such a thing
coul d be real

The audi ence will always and forever see it before Bysshe does. A slit in the
side of the great whale, |ike a door opening. As the Docunentarian stretches
towards it, with an instinctual blocking that is nothing short of
spect acul ar—+he suddenly tiny figure of a young woman frozen forever in this



pose of surprise, of yearning, in the center of the shot—the eye of the
cal |l owhal e, so huge as to enconpass the whol e screen, opens around her.



