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Epigraphs
Man has no being, he only has ass&tsSimone Weil Gravity and Grace

No objects, spaces or bodies are sacred in themselves; any component can be interfaced with any
other if the proper standard, the proper code, can be constructed for processing signals in a common
language. In particular, theis no ground for ontologically opposing the mythical to the organic,
textual and technical Donna J. Harawaysimians, Cyborgs, and Women

It is towards a generalized genetic interpretation of the relationship between man and the world that
we need tanove in order to grasp the philosophical significance of technical obfecGilbert
SimondonDu mode dbéexi stence des objets techniqgues

John: | understand that the being presupposeclohannes : Intelligo ipsumraesuppositum es
the negation is necessarily anterior to fo/in negatione necessario antecedere-esse
being, otherwise there wid be absolutely alias utique nihil esset. Quis enim resse i
nothing. Who indeed would have produced tt esse produisset? Non ipsum resse, quanc
nonbeing into the being? Certainly not the nor non praesupponeret esse a quo produce
being, since it would not presuppose the beild Nicolaus Cusanuf)e possest

by which it would be produced Nicholas of

CusaDe posses{1460)
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Chapter 1: A Targeted Space Purchastor a Dedication
to the Hapless Ones of All Times

Dear Mr. Sterne,

If everything conspire® here with there and there with he&be you must have

always known that the dedicatipat on sale in the first volume bife and Opinions

of Tristram Shandy, Gentlemarould ultimately be taken seriously in my time. It is

a future from which I greet you very re
imagining you livingin a constantendeavor to fence against the infirmities of ill

health and other evils of lifiey mirth alone.

The dedication of chapter VIII is certainly ironic, as is the preceding address to the
reader, wherein you regret thaforgeman suc
actions, devote precious time to the benefit of their hobby, and time is something this
corrupted world is much in need of. The aforesaid dedication mocks this reader, who

IS obsessed by vain pursuits; but it also acknowledges the wisdom he will
demonstrate by accepting to dismount from his hobby horse and stand on his own
two feet.

Can one be so dumb as to accept the offer made in chapter IX, where you propose to
dedicate to the buyer the text of chapter VIII? One can surmise how preposterous

this idea is by speculating on the number of probable candidates as a function of the
bookd6s sales and distribution.

Did you conjecture that this figure might increase by dayer amounts beyond a

certain threshold? In a text written for tHarvard Norton Lectures Professor

Umberto Eco, himself the author of several fsedlers, warns that the public reached
after the first million of copies may m

SixWalks in the FictionalWoodsd
Six Promenades dans les bois
duromaned 6ai |l | eur s.
Paris, Editions Grasset

For instance, a reader asked why a charactéranuc aul t 6 sloesPnetn dul u
mention a fire that the newspapers reported as occurring at the same date and on the
same streets that the story has the character wallong.

imer ages

Since the quest for profit enc
[ t h-fetel your

readership,o0o it is no wonder
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French employee whose brain is worn out by computation. The fact that it reaches
me afterseveral centuries and many detours of hiséorgonvulsions, world wars,
nameless woes, revolutions, Beatlemania, and other social and language upheavals
0 is a testament to the vigor of your work, which | hold in great admiration.

| can still taste the &ivor of the work despite the profound transformations that have
ripped my generation from the Earth and its past. Indeed, | cannot better depict the
unrest that marks our time.

Our species is preparing to leave this earth for space, where seedtime astl harv
shall cease for want of soil, and where our offspring may not even have noses. That
could have incalculable consequences on the reception afaTnist S h aLied&y 6 s
Opinions | fear that will be the outcome, dear Mister Sterne. It is an effort &, styl

of course, for it is certain that not everybody will depart for space.

At the risk of abrogating the Afictione
value in its form and content. It is quite relevant to one who is preoccupied with
containing hisoverriding passion within the limits of reason.

| thus declare my intent to purchase with no further delay, and | shall abstain from
harassing you with Aenlightened pragmat
us. Of course, | maintain that yopiroposal is still valid in the edition | am reading

in this year of grace two thousand and fifteen.

It matters not what the professors, intelleciuiaperty lawyers, associate managers
and business executives feel about it, sure as they are that you lbarserious.
Would anyone of significance be foolish enough to insist it be made a matter of
debate? The following obvious points would put him to shame:

1. This jewel of irony cannot be worn without losing its luster or, worse, without
turning into mud.

2. The sale, obviously intended in jest, is only a literary device and does not
constitute in any way an offer that could be binding on the seller.

3. Since the offer does not carry any expiry date, the considerable time elapsed
since the aufthiloawsdrs pdé neiemigb to make it void.
There you have it: case closed.

For my part, | daresay that your will, so frankly expressed, cannot be disregarded
without consulting you. To bring this
imaginethataacot e mpor ary editor equipped chapt
executes the software code required to process dimeotransaction. The editor

would only be doing his job of adapting the text and dusting it off for modern times,
would he not?
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Who will say today that a work can be installed without hyperlinks? Can an editor
disappoint the latent buyer slumbering in every reader on the mere pretext that you
are no longer of this world? Pray tell, what shall be the fate of this purchase order?

Given the dence of the lawyers and in the absence of Sir Dodsley, whom you have
mandated to handle the transaction, | resolve to address you without any intermediary
and to believe in the robustness of the intertemporal commercial protocol that is
necessary underehcircumstances and by the medium of which | pray you to take
the present offer into consideration.

Purchase offer:

Having carefully read the dedication proposal published at chapter IX of the-above
cited book, | am pleased to confirm my intention to pasehaccording to the
specified conditions.

Please find below the content of the text | wish to insert, as well as indications
concerning its recommended interpretation. | draw your attention to my desire to spin
the content so that the dedication goes fioteonal character in a serial of which |

am the author, not to mention the publication of the menial merits that | wish to see
attributed to my person with regards to the moderation of my own hobby and which
are, | hope, in conformity with the spirit thfe dedication.

These departures should remain compatible with the terms of your announcement
despite a relatively |l arge use of the s
and good deeds. Nevertheless, pressed by time and having no penchant fo
negotiation, | want to anticipate the objections you may quite rightly formulate.

Please be aware that | am prepared to expedite these issues in a simple and mutually
satisfactory manner. | therefore propose, in advance, to allocate the twenty guineas
to any license extension you may deem necessary to satisfy my request and which
you have generously deducted from the dedication price. The overall amount of my
offer thus comes to seventy guineas in constant value according to the calculation
rules recommetted by the Central Bank of England. | am quite sure the Bank will

be with us as we expand into space.

Proposed dedication to be inserted in the chapter heading:

All of chapter IX, from the word€)e gustibus non est disputanduamd whatever

else in the bok relates to hobby horses but no more, stands dedicated to Fred
Looseman, an exsk director of Worldwide Credit and an intermittent monetary
Messiah. He is a character in the sefiabzmarncreated by Bertrand Cayzac, an
employee fearing God and his management, proud to have been able to rein in his
literary hobby horse in all circumstances and dismount willingly each time his social
or professional activitiedemanded it.
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Praise be to him for never having renounced mustering his labor in order to extend
his studies far into the night. In taking account of scriptures and great texts for a
longer time, his foolishness would have prevailed. As the Ecclesiast tall t : nJus
dead flies make the perfumerds oil stin
May the authordés pedantry enabl e him t
cook who was dismissed by King Hanun the Ammonite after King Salonauced

to a vagabond by the demon Asdmodeus, had prepared him a better feast. May this
author have dipped his spoon into the right pot!

Ah'! The perfumerds oil! Dense, I mpassi v
fragrance if there were a nose to snteh the eternity mirrored on its surface.

And | wish to say in conclusion: What t
my work does to the beautiful and holy words with which it makes its shameful
concoction. It claims to do with weléemperedscenarios what mushrooms do with

wine, what yeast does it to cheese to make it runny, firm, and more or less ripe...

One will find lovers of fermentation for some time yet, but everything foreshadows
their extinction. | can even let you hear what our pnygeill say of these last
gourmets. They will say something like this:

AnOur masters once summoned up these fo
wanted to keep their digestive systems intact. Well, yes, but not so long ago, people
were still having bowlemovements in space, Madame! Uncomfortably, for sure, but

at | east they were eating chicken and s

May the earth be light upon you, and may we remember you for a long time in the
holds of our spaceships.

Your most respectful reader,

BertrandCayzac

Editords note: Mi ght space travel caus
species devoid of olfactory sensation? The hypothesis is striking and original.
However, it is logical. Other artists and authors have speculated by inference that
nose might be a handicap in space colonization.

For example, Stanley Kubrick makes a brief visual joke about space toilets in his

film 2001: A Space Odyssey And anot her author sur mi s
forthright consideration of the consequences thgahicken in spacé@ complete

with stuffingd has very serious implications ftire colonization of Mars
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The culinary tradition is a long and hallowedeoin French literature. One fondly

remembers At he good Bewildeting IStorieswdne tleai s a
Ber ger ac 6Go toehe iCabbadee andi Be WWose a mo nygothersa ln a
figurative sense, our esteemed author stands on the shoulders of giants.

Return to top
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Chapter 2: The Super Estrella

J anat onhed shoeh arggjahding against the wall, sensitively displayed but
misplaced to the extreme, manifesting in their shape the impertinent idea of a woman
walking on the spinning earth. Behind the screen of the stimuli shield, she sees her
shoes as a dusty old treasure had a golden vision of pure time, as when the sun
briefly shines through the narrow, solitary window in the apse of a chapel and
burnishes the icons within.

These are the last days of April; she is walking down the Rue Ménilmontant towards
the absinthe sidows of the plane trees, where her lover is awaiting her. Her lover
on the boulevard; Janatone, in the sky. The vision dissolves in the golden light of
eternal time.

She feels as smooth and light as a shard of pearl. Is she too opaque for light to shine
through her?es! Let light pass through e&he dreams. There are no more corals,

no more oceans, no more fish, no more fishermen... nothing but the light that bathes
the universe.

But Earth is so close; the orbital city brushes its membrane. If she tatlesshe
wonot ask for anything. No, she will be
over which the station flies iIin the sil
shadows sail above shores where no stopping place is ever marked Whate

she wants to end her life: sitting under an indigo trellis, gazing at a corner of the sky.
She wants only to return to her land, to her house... although she has no house
anymore. To slip under the clouds, at last.

She has only to want it, to exértr will a little more, to be done with it. She can do

it. She pushes herself out of the berth with the valiant hum of her muscular engines.
She issues a ment al command, and reduce
She must decide by herself. &kell lighting brightens immediately. Quantities of

signals find their way to her awareness; they mingle with hunger and bionic alerts.

Relayed by waves, plasmas, neural implants, these signals form virtual layers that
superpose themselves on things ierg\place and merge with them. She perceives

the omnipresent flows of INFORMATION across the web: the porno bebglly
commodities quotes and, of course, Jenny Appleseed as well as the riots on Europa
and the dreadful accindeMoonnwi th the refu

Ship hulls on fire, debris and bodies endlessly falling towards the yellowish dust on
the ground. Gas clouds and black globes blocking the sky. Dark agates of water, oil,

11
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blood and excrement. Powdered milk and nutrient paste, salivalViyileiends...
poor people... How can two ships cross several million miles and collide in the
harbor?!

Too bad. There is nothing she can do anymore. She has experienced enough of life.

She distinguishes a breath in the immediate web, by the cabinet: acmriéint.

AJanatone! 06 the voice insists, very <clo
AHol d on. . . O
ANo ! I have been calling you for hours.

in danger. | will have to disconnect myself. You have to do something. And the water
must be changed. o

She floats to the alveolus where the moan comes from. She takes out the artificial
uterus, the better to see it. It is a semgid backpack incrusted with soft, milky
screens palpitating with alerts. Small gHaped flaps make it a shivering crest.

Sheconcentrates on the interfaces. AYou |
nor mal mode. You are exaggerating. o0 Jan
frayed voice lingers, sings and lets the sounds last between words, a long time
between the wails, to come back in waves and tell a miracle of speech.

A have sent anEcffiadinaldsrse quaestont @agtahe
shield breaks in from the interior web
anymore, 0 the A.llstoacrytsitn udeesv.e |l idophme ni  h
few days, the embryonic threshold will

-1

Whigtt hat filter you need, by the way?o0

AWai wenelefd i t, yauddbasagdhped awsei nt o ldthdadbpe
ask for anything! AIlIIl ri ght-EarthellOVeéltardy . |
You only haveEapbptbhaCEMaf Eutepéa; that wi

~

Al ol | see what | can do before | | eave,;
Shearranges her hair a little, puts on a jacket and checks the contents of her pockets.

I t el l your chil d. I coul dnodot cal

AYouo
alized intelligence. 0O

I
mut ual

Janatone stores t he A. Ulkethennursehhe witthke s e t .
care of wat er and the rest. | 6ve shown

ARnAre you sure you know what vyou are doi

12
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Janatone doesndét answer . She knows what
by thought to theinborn child. She goes out.

1]

No particular instructions?0 asks the

1]

N d\bthing!fii
ATake care of yourself. 0

She disappears at the end of the corridor.

Return to top

13
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Chapter 3: She Will Never Go Back to Earth

To pay his debts, Fred Looseman is working in space colonies where economic
GROWTH already attracts millions of men. Mining, metallurgy, solar energy and
transportation are the main engines of this developn&mis, of course, organic
engineering, which benefits from an innovatiiendly legal frameworkBut | et 0's
be serious, reader: what is reaiyaking themlike unto a whe@ Which is the

primary drive behind their vast, unending orbital revolutitddentaigne sums it up

when he quotes Seneca, loosétynegotiis sunt negotiicausd 6 Busi ness f o
sake of business. 0

The relativistic bankingnetwork deployment will take whatever time it takes, and
Fred wondét be compl aining. He i s feelin
theSuper Estrellaat a leveffive dynamic costs control zone, which includes the
possible suspension of vital fociions. Level five is very demanding. TermiBank

claims that its employees and stdntractors are proud to work there.

Fred has successfully embraced the OBJECTIVES of the program. He knows that
the hourly cost of a human technician must not exceed thalentbbeshold to
preserve the MARGIN. His own refreshed cost is discreetly displayed on his
TermiBank suits with the rest of his individual indicators.

He understands that RESOURCES must be carefully measured to achieve this
output. In space, everythingasresource: not only food and cubic meters of living
space but also air and water. Matiethe elementary matter that was once abundant

0 has become wealth for all who take shelter from the void. Is it in deserts, in barren
snows, or in camps that menviesbeen drawn to attach a value to common stones or
to the slightest scrap of metal or cloth?

Often, he would like to let himself slip into oblivion, but he feels and experiences
that things are too real to let him do that. These things are here; thisy ipdseing,
most often in a feeble, lowmtensity light. He does not know them anymore when
they exist in the dark, aside from his sleeping bag, his web corner and his tubes.

But these things come back with the hours as an inexhaustible source of @enoyan
the dry shower, the rays, the small, ugly rings hemming the collar and the sleeves of
his old spacesuit, the warped gasket on the right side, and the impassible uniformity
of these narrow, brushed surfaces, constrained and insolent.

14
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There is also thenner coating which is fraying in patches, the cloakroom odor, and

the gleaming metal of the docking bars. These things do exist, and he has to live with
them. He knows those which will never please the eye, those which deform the mind
and those whichsoa¢h a | i ttl e, such as the others
suction noise... And, beyond the airlock, there is work: the work that is-resckimg

and that would cost too much if assigned to fg@meration robots, considering their
TOTAL COST OF QVNERSHIP.

After the mandatory exercise and the twehaeir work day, he goes back to his
alveolus to wait for the end of the curfew. If his indicators are good, he will get free
access to the sexual web and, once a month, to the disco, which has aypt#iatsl

Sometimes during the spacewalks, he stops a while to watch the Earth. He thinks it
Is pretty and that he is lucky to be so high. But he quickly gets back to work and not
fall behind. And the work, too, is real: the eyes have to refocus, andrldehlas to

grab and turn...

Gazing towards the closest modules, veiled by swarms of drones, one can distinguish
riggings, walls and towers erected in space in all directions. The largest of the
edifices are circled by black, glapaneled bays.

* % %

Inside the tower are other characters. In the background, behind the dark glass, one
can see Fred and his crew like insects against the broad, round flank of the Earth.
The Moon and the Sun are aligned in an inhuman light. It is a cosmic scene, a

breathtakng setting foHomo Sapiensapiens Let us slowly approach along the

axis of the bridge.

Movements. Postures. She is really gémaking, full of live, perfectly at ease in
space. We can easily feel that. As to the tall, bdrsdiged old man with a hanoisie
face, he is gesturing. Something is happening. We come closer and attempt interest.

AnShe wil/ never go back to Earth, 0 ste
refugees. 0

AOne would think youdre pronouncing a
guegioning expression on her face.

Dr. Weenie maintains that disadaptation is irreversible. Her heart has become
atrophi ed, and her biological rhyt hms
more than a few days on Earth in spite of her sophisticatastheses.

~

nls she stil/]l i n the interzone?0o9

15
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AnYes, I n t koer bH utr ohpoasnp iltoaw , at t he mater.
Dr. Weenie smiles faintly. ARBehavior al
di sconnected from t he rfel itghitpd s cwaenb ydouur ii

RnSo alone and idle. .. She must have bee
AYes and no, her awareness I s subdued n
her own equi pment. You t hink yedeainge t al
with her stimuli shield. o

AHer WHAT?DO

AHer sthiimdldi. Mor e Eur op aadaptivecorticalmplang y . |
that filters the signals coming from the environment. And maybe more... It seems

that this thing automatically managestparof t he i nteractions.
Il n fact, I t-géhield. &reus bad alreadysused this riofion to explain the
devel opment of consciousness i n contact

He makes a mental gesture, and the web preseeis with an extract of the
work Jenseits des Lustprinzipsi Bey ond t he Pl easure Princ

We have more to say about the living vesicle with its stimulus receiving layer. This
small morsel of living substance floats about in an outer world chargiethe& most

potent energies and it would be destroyed by the operation of the stimuli if it were
not provided with a protection against stimulation. It acquires this owing to the fact
that its outermost layer gives up its structure pertaining to livingemdecomes to

a certain extent inorganic and now, as a special integument or membrane, operates
in keeping off the stimuli, that is makes it so that the energies from the outer world
can now propagate themselves, with a fragment of their intensitye toeixt layers

which are still alive.

AAnd. . .yes, he suggests that conceptual
their seatinthe stimué hi el d. . . 0

AYeah, O6ésuggestso is the right word. Wi
talkingryldidbst ur bing. She might be comp

Al wish | knew her... 0 cont i-Catesianpdha pt ai
in the world of female friendship.

Dr. Weeni e sees hdsitthedetersiined sokpassigon otliti Wh at ?
beheading Holophernef?r . Weeni e wonder s, t hi nki
painting.But Diana is darker, more rustic. How beautiful! And a soldier. And | am

going to the Galilean moons with her: how lucky can | get?!

16
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AShe 1is not. .. e a atylast.tDo. Wkeni® iw stibh trotlbled by n s we
meeting Janatone. Is she beautiful or is he merely fascinated by her monstrosity? For
she is a monster, an abomination. How could she disregard medical monitoring?
With what support?

Anyway, she is paying the pricee sees her lank limbs and herwahite skin again,
her blonde face consumed by large, sutfolored eyes. Had he really understood
what life on the moons really meant before this sidereal gaze took his breath away?

Europa! | t 6 s a ds been shoovm te the publlicasince whb @efugeé
shipsé arrival, even worse than what C
cyborg was looking at him straight in the eyes. It was as if he were awakening to the
frozen darkness on a wooden platform in @shroom town in the far north of the

world.

AThis is not possible. You couldndot st a

AYou have no idea of what-Shel eithoi@wmolted st ¢
discretion and in its Stimulshield accented speech.

|l tds col d oghtisinrdease.dtsteetcheshirdo their very soul. Out of
mimicry, Dr. Weenie starts speaking more brusquely.

AWe have to ban your access to her. o

AAre you going to lock me in?0 Janatone
Al ol | do it, I f you p uatready ander Boask arrestin  d a r
this station, and there are others who

AWhat do you mean?o

Al belong to the Central Health Commi ss
you are, and | know that Cosmitics labs have justéddm complaint against you for
committing sabotage and divulging trade secrets. You know as well as | do that they
wi || not settle for a | egal way to neut

Janatone sighs. And that is her, for sure: the Stimuli Shield can simply not sigh that
way.

AYes, they wil]l: Europads | egal way. Je
Altdés precisely this drift which is cau
in telling you that the government has just approved the survey mission. Everything

is ready. We willbé eavi ng in two weeks. You coul d

17
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Al have already given al/l the 1 nfor mat
Cosmitics dictatorship, the slavery of the séiring, genetic modification, the 80/20
biotechnical coupling experiments, the expuisiof the religious, the failed
rebellion. .. O

Al know. I know all about i1t. | even kn
escaped slavery. But the bases are spread all over the moons of Jupiter. As planetary
geol ogist, you know them very well .o
ANO .

Dr. Weenie takes a breath. ALIi sten to m
I f our conclusions support i1 t, we wil!/
restore DEMOCRACY. This wondot be very c

the military escort to do it.

Reforms will prove more difficult, though. We will need people who know the field.
You have the perfect profile. I f you wa

AEverybody knows that you arlagy. lgiesmoreg t he
advanced than yours, and it is a threat to you. Besides, all the events are beyond your
control . But | just dondt care. I want

Al am asking you to do it, Ms. Waldenpo
Calmly, Janatone | ooks yatu hi moand rs, a yW,.
Dr. Weenie sighs in his turn.

AAre you really a doctor?0 Janatone r
impersonal tone her logical coprocessors can produce.

AYes. A neurologist and a sepsesc.i al idsotn Gitn
consultation practice. | am managing a research team. | am taking these steps in the
i nterest of the expedition. .. O

AThen, I f your medi c al check is compl e

Goodbye, Dr. Weenie.o

The WILL that forceDr. Weenie to step back hits his awareness like an elemental
force.

AOne | ast question, Ms. Waldenpond. Wha

Janatone remains very cool but makes a veiled threat, suggesting she might have
hi dden power d.onmilt eddnintg kandw.t hose who c
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you can take him. I saved him from Eur c
one. .. | explained it to him.o

ATo take him, o Dr. Weenie repeats, At hi
beenbced with this situation. Who is taki
nYes, he is taking care of it, too. o0 Ja
ATechnically, youbre pregnant. Well , th
recognize the Art i f nobadyawantsud teke nesponsibBity t | €
for this machine That 6s whatoés going o
AAnd yywuwando to take him? | toés not comp
do. But it wild/ guickly ghéEua wtpaoff idrtdar.

AWhat are you talking about ?0

ARThe AUG6s electromagnetic filt&uophas b
EMP. Wedve been expecting the part for

tell you it has just dropped out of suspended d e . . . 0O
ASuspended mode?o0
ABi ostasis. Embryonic development is st
AErr... 16l see what | can do. .. o0
* k%
AThis 1 s i1t...0

AWe could take Janat ohighthcused tChaeptaalmy D
exclaims after | isttemy.nghi @uwr Dfrl.a gWeheinp eh
need. 0o Diana is sincere. She is pretty,
fresh as a satori arising between the toes, a misty March morning on the river...

Dr. Weenie i s doub tnttoldehelpéd]Shehadjustreguesten e s
a filter for her Europdarth uterus, and the administration has done nothing. The

technology is still experimental .o

Al 6l 1l see what | can do. .. o0

AMmMm. . okay. We had better be Wwwowal of t
they can do. o

ASuch mistrust is not |ike you, Dr. Wee
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AAnNnd you? Do you trust them?o0

Captain Diana says curtly: Al believe E
A Ah, I had not thought of that. Because
AThey ag fer her.cAnd timey are on thgstrella 0 S h eEstrsellady sa sii

though the word is funny. AThe admini st
avoid a fight on the station. And theyo
me,dowe knowifdnat one i s the babydés mother?o0
ANo, we donot . Her file says nothing ab
AAnd you didndét ask for them. o0 She smil

She is greater than tHegos.She is grander than grandeur. She is what she wants
to be Dr. Weenie sayto himself.

ABut what can | do?06 Captain Diana wond

Return to top
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Chapter 4: The Wrong Cable

The stimuli shield has inquired and ascertained that Janatone roayajdier room

for a while. She leaves the learbit hospital and interzone. When she reaches the
axial corridor and its force fields, she heads for the entertainment tube. The way is
long and strewn with obstacles, but Janatone encounters none asvsseafong in

her timeless reverie.

Her stimuli shield continues to take care of the time, extent and complexity of
operations, just as it had during the crossing. It is in charge of actions, expectations
and workflow. It is responsible for trivial excitemteand the ugliest weight of
beingness. With all its machine art, it shapes the flow of stimuli to present enriched
and serene perspectives to the conscious mind.

The stimuli shield is the scribe and painter of sensations, the guardian of thought, the
cultivator of habits. And habit is what brings the light of awareness into the depths
and somber night of nature. With what words can this nameless implant tell us about
the solitude of its pseudmind as it watches tirelessly, one face turned toward
unattaindle freedom, the other contemplating the flux of will in nature, the shadowy
region where thought and being meet?

* k%

Janatone has arranged to meet a smuggler.

This section is out of the way, for reasons of safety. She has to take an air lock and
put ona basic space suit in order to traverse the walkways that lead by elliptical paths
to the proper orbit. She sees but pays no attention to the groups of unemployed
pressing against the walls. The suspended living sections cannot accommodate them.
They areltrifty with their gestures, because money no longer flows in their bloodless
systems. To call attention to themselves, they magnify the image of their poor living
guarters in the sensory web, but it transmits no sound.

Janatone neither sees nor does angthbut the stimuli shield is well programmed;
the lefthand circuit knows not what the righ&nd circuit gives.

Janatone has left her helmet in a locker and can float in the colorful mists that fill the
place. The shield lets her drift for a long timeraj the roughly niched walls in the
alcove section. It calls up associations for her: the sad scene is like the memory of
carrousels in village squares, with neon lights and varnished images. And the bumper
cars! What happened one evening in May in thelsWwaof caravans, and its odor
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and necessity. Finally she takes a seat on a magnetic mushroom next to a row of
bluish portholes overlooking the Earth.

Joe Dasein is there, waiting for her. He is young, and his indicators are attractive. He
doesndt s anthlahatone sbédbn begin conversing over a hookah and a few
Garglebl asters. The stimul. shield | oc!
remains discreetly withdrawn. A stimuli shield can see and think a lot when its
mistress is seated on a magnetishroom in the tube.

=1

So, youbre a kind of undertaker?0 Jana

Al only make turnkey sepultures for dis
his speech is that of competent farmers, the kind one marries in a white gown and
follows to new world when times are hard.

AWhen | went to the moons, 0 Janatone saé&
airlock or recycled. There was no choic
ABut the government adapted, i n order

confidence abouta pasttleatx i st ed before he was born.
The colonistsdéd cultural makeup changed.

are recycled, but business has grown. It has grown so much that there are hardly more
than big compeemwines anymore. o J

Janatone is silent. She watches India pass by, and the Horn of Africa enters her field
of vision. A few impassive clouds float high above a purple ocean. Joe does not need
to speak.

AWhy are you taking this risk?0 she ask
Al t s an sevwceshwahrogr enutualffriend. He told me you were on Mars,
with Du Guillery.o

AYes, a |l ong time ago, 0 Janatone answer

wi fe. o

AMy maternal grandfather was on the | as
events. 0 A shadow crosses Joeb6s face. J:
and the discomfort he feels in the presence of the overly prepared cadavers, and the

ill, and the robots of Mars.

ABut it doesndt matter, 0 Wwrei a&lo,nta mdi etsh
| f youorad isvtei,| li thoasl fyour choice. | donot
There, thatodés out of the way-:Earthfltersst one
all screwed up. Can you fix it?o
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ANo, and | 6 m wamrdti nggety oauny ylmailggage t hr ot

damned Europan machines. Be ready to |

chances for a | ong ti me, maybe never, [

a lot of confusion. Nobody may ever kntvww many dead there are, let alone how

many insurance policies. The systems ar
* * %

At that very moment, as Joe and Janatone are speaking, right over Ethiopia, Fred
Looseman makes a short circuit by connecting a wrong cAldlazzling spark raises

the hair on his head. He lets go and floats adrift for seemingly endless seconds. He
reorients himself with his emergency propulsors. His operating cost soars to 150
zouzim. The incident is registered immediately, and the OPEANAL RISK
indicators are updated. Alarms sound in the station.

Fred drifts toward the station in an unfamiliar zone, toward the tube. He is moving
too fast. He tries to slow down, but one of his two propulsors is out of fuel. A shrill
BEEP makes him clodas eyes. He goes into a tailspin and crashes against a misty
porthole. He is stunned but sees cracks in his helmet faceplate. An ominous red light
IS pulsating around his shaved head.

Hi s spacesuit speaks a war ni ngass. Myl can
mi ssion is to protect you. You must go

And you keep the heat too high, tBogd thinks, desperately seeking a grip on the
hull.

Another voice sounds: iZidcidestrequres Saatngr o |
your section.Remai cal m. You are in no danger. o

Someone on another mushroom scr eams, A
explodel! 0

Janatone puts her face to the porthole window. She sees the spacewalker on the other
side, hanging on to a widget. Their eyes meet, andrégnize each other in a
silent instant.

AFr edb'wo heds changed!
| know her Fred thinks. Fred remembers the village but not its name.
Al 6m going out there!o says Janatone, r

But Joe hangs on to heYo ubyc ahnedrt adnok Iteh.a ti
on Europa. o
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Al know that man, Joe! And | know what
want to see it, and you donot, either.

hY

coming. o

ADondt make a s cen esstll\Mahistsectoridnyd hasp eocapée c ar

of guys with 1it.o0o Joe gets busy making
Janatone calls to the sensory web: AHan
Al recognize you, 0 says Fred. ABut we s

come back to him like furtivgoldfish.

Janatone wants to weep butodolReladhsieh @damk O0h
says with a sob, firmly resisting the a
and twenty years old, and so are you! I

She speakse old languageired thinks. He remembers Janneton, his cousin and
neighbor, his wise counterpart with bare legs,-fte@ing hair, wild laughter and a
serious expression when the time came to run in the dark nights of the continent.

Al dunno,. 0 AsAaydso cRroed from Worl d Credit
now and then. It doesndé6t cost me anyt hi

The spacesuitdos support system decrease
failure. Against the evepresent blue reflection of Earth, the readouts scroll inside
the golden helmet that is still protecting Fred.

* % %

For Janatone, Fred was a cousin, her wise counterpart with uneasy eyes. She returns
to the evetpresent past and sees them running togetiaeart the tall chestnut trees,
through the warmth of the sun that shines in emerald waves through the translucent
foliage of the bushes.

And how quiet the town is! Everything is motionless in the vibrant warmth that
smells of melons and dog piss. Fred dadatone share an orange sherbet in the dirty
shade of an alleyway and-Uploeamhef| aoty a
softened, melted cone that they will have to catch or swallow whole when it falls

from its stick. Their fingers are sticky.

Beyondthe walls, perhaps, in the fields, small red tractors move over a hillside.
Rowboats move on the green and gold river. The boats are following a long course
that is shaded by oaks and elms and may be overlooked by a wing of the castle where
the good king &ld court. At the end of its bright ray, the summer light glistens among
the three tresses of water that the Fountain of Daisies emits, gurgling over worn
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stones. The old lady who is leading Janatone by the hand tells her to mind her
polished shoes whenassing the water. Janatone is still a little child.

Something is wrong with Fredanatone tells herself suddenly. She looks at his
technicianbés wuniform. Wh 'y i lshoughe hepvasor ? V
an official in a bank or something of thesor He 6s small er . Wh a t
how did he gain access to life extension?

* % %

On Earth, the Mediterranean passes into shadow: the shores of Israel, the palace of
Knossos, the Cyclades. That is what she sees as real.

il donot f eel well . o

AFr ed! Jakatore @¢dllso She feels that she must keep on taking to Fred lest he
doze off and di e -Harot hy oaud ahpatvoer 7a |E uhr aovpea
She seizes upon the first thing on her mind in an effort to keep Fred awake. She
doesndt hideae a better

-1

Uh. .. yes. Maybe in the workshop...0 s

-1}

hatey ou! 06 hi sses the spacesuit, and stre
God?Fred wonders.
AFred?! ... WAKE UP, Fred!o

Fred answers in a plain, detached tone likelae e pwal ker or a shocl
Sancho for the adaptor, in the workshop

At that momat, the space carrier of Dasdéinnerals comes into view.

But something else has just happened, very quickly, and very red.

Return to top
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A purple emulsion swirls Iin Fredds helm
suddenly inflated like a carnival balloalanatone has been looking into his eyes, but

now they are large, inert globes saturated with blood. His cheeks and lips are
grotesque as though he were a scarecr ov
the widget on the hull of the space station.

The Earth is still spinning and is not going to stop. The spacesuit asks that it be
relieved of the corpse. Someone cuts off the sound. Silence descends in the tube.
Outside, some men come out of the shuttle.

The stimul.i shiel d s phinglease. Janatodeavel papfars e i n
his funeral .o

Janatone does not turn around. Life insurance? Hah! Yes, a policy was issued by
TermiBank to cover the cost of replacement. The thought is not out of place;
decisions have to be made, obviously. And look:ghyment is already being made

at this very moment on the TermiBank network.

nOf fered by Dasein Funerals, o0 Joe murn
AYoudbll go down with him, as soon as po
t wo h o u rnbihit allyouuirddicdtors, as soon as you approach the dock. You

know how to do it, right? He transmits the coordinates of the hangar.

AYes, indicators off .o

AYouol! | have to cross some borders, 0o Jc
contaisere yom know that; | just want t
ANo objections, o0 the stimuli shield res

Return to top
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Chapter 6: Far Away, on aMediceanMoon

part 1

The sun is already high over the dark horizon, so far away and small that it is little
more than a bright star. On the other side of this moon, Jupiter lends its color to the
night, a grand sky of melted wawiled in on itself. The managerial yurt gently turns

above the fractured ice, not unlike a white sugar bun in a cotton candy vendor's pot.

In the central hall, Jenny Appleseed is about to address the Executive Committee of
Cosmitics Europa. Her stimuli &hd is conducting the meeting. It drives her body.

It talks by her mouth. It would love to be called Millicent, but this is something no
one knows.

Jenny Appleseed is the founder, the main stakeholder and the President of Cosmitics
Corporation. She stanad the place of honor, for the first time in years. She is
dressed simply with a spatial skin and a Cosmitics quantic, -megén vulvar
loincloth, without any of her usual prostheses, except, perhaps, a mysterious
retractile penis. No stilts, no trunkand no claws. No gem inclusions, nor any
electromagnetic fur. No antenna. Her distracted eyes roll insanely, with no
relationship to the terse speech that flows out of her mouth.

This day on the moon is an extraordinary one. Jenny Appleseed has cons®im per

to attend the meeting of the Executive Committee. In order to validate the crisis
planning session, as protocol requires, she has accepted to leave the palace where she
dwells permanently with her court.

The directors are nervous; they had to comerketme beginning of the ceremony,
and the briefing made them feel uneasy. Now, Jenny Appleseed is here!

In the external circles, the sulirectors and the middle managers in the top hundred
who have been admitted do not try to conceal their emotion. fileeciiberpalotins,

some of whom have never yet seen the company president, are filled with a sacred
terror. They hurry to fill the room. They have brought with them their spouses, robots
and their friends' avatars. Jenny Appleseed is here!

The communicabn assistants dart and buzz in the six directions of space, very
satisfied with the keynote speaker's presentation, which is just coming to an end.
They have done a good job. They are relieved not to be punished and understand that
they will get credit fo their work, including their most critical indicators. Some even
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believe they won't be sent back to sleep or that they will get what is needed to rent a
genderedife alveolus.

The mystery Thought Leader is none other than Lord Juan de la Luna, thetgreate
organ designer of all time. Out of loyalty to the Cosmitics president, to whom he
owes so much and for some tens of millions of zouzim, Juan de la Luna has agreed
to return to Europa for the conference.

The task has been congiehdn alel, e.Zeifzéawpd
assistant tells the young doe r . AThe organizers have |
Earthling colony on lo, where the artist has been dwelling since the beginning of the
crisis. They had to give mutual guarantees, charter anssifeda luxury shuttle and
staff 1t with an elite crew capable of

The images are broadcast in a loop throughout the web; one cannot escape them. One
sees the personal welcomes and then long extracts from the spasgAPdpleseed
greets the fAgreat artist who owes her s
Militrissa, Red, Blue, Yellow, Winaretta and the little Glabulie.

With her natural hair and her white teeth, she looks like her legend: a stalwart, self
made ¢l from Earth who has succeeded beyond all she could imagine. The great
designer presses his black, wet muzzle on the president's cheek for a long moment.

The pictures cannot show the vivid signals that the MUQO®MMmMucosa is
transmitting upon contact Wi the handsome president's smart skin, especially since
Juan is still keeping this industrial secret to himself. Is he only doing all this out of
fidelity to the early days, when he was still working with her?

Jennyds cheekbones heur bhypiomlk whesnrhé,6 t
outta here, Jenny, now, with me. [Untranslatable mix of enriched stereospecific
markers: vital danger love bull black glowing space arena dust, heavily loaded urine,

we rush, charge, smash, small debris scorchesigkfeaining stars lysergic acid

winds. Here issomeyeme 06 ? ] O

She strokes his ear with a perfunctory gesture. They know each other so intimately.
Why such coldness, then? The image freezes. Nothing, neither war nor Jenny's
strayed eyes can stop this gghot from being broadcast all around the Solar System!

Afterwards, a small, bald humanoid comes in turn to hug thstplst. That's the
COO, keen to congratulate De la Luna for his speech. He is a great thinker of
management, he says, and what a raptorhear him. With what depth of thought
and simplicity he talks about his trade! Such a universal reach he gives to his
thoughts! And such generosity in aligning them with the development objectives,
both his own and the company's!
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While they all congratlate themselves, superposed presentation extracts come to the
fore and occupy the picture in depth.

[Thought leadership sequence begins.]

Here is Juan de la Luna in a clage In his laboratory, spherical dogs and cats are
conceived for weightlessnessdaare evolving. They propel themselves by neutrally
olfactory farts.

And here is Juan de la Luna! A humble smile unveils the immaculate enamel of his
human teeth. His curled muzzle evokes a very sympatioeticfrequent eyebrow
flashes emit long compassi waves from his immense eye. Creamy, synthetic coats
of music pour down on the scene.

He speaks, and his words are addressed to all, thanks to therad#itranslation.

He tells how he has conducted the study of the detached intestine, and then of the
collective intestine. He can do this now that everyone has forgotten the dreadful
Martian episode.

He makes gestures to show how a vision came to him by dint of contemplation and
perception. He mimics the discovery of thgastric belly lines and the dgs of the

new body freed from the human digestive system. He mimics the curve of the breasts,
the contour of the sucker foot. He brings forth a hologram displaying the constraints
with which he has to deal: economic constraints, but also mechanicaljibabo
aesthetic ones.

He acceptghis system; he takes ownership of it. And this is the key to his success.
One can see him as he confidently enters the hologram. One can also see him thinking
in a greenhouse in 10's best resort. One can see him drayimgnd in his library,

like Leonardo da Vinci. On can see him inside the hologram, approaching a solution.

How does he do it? It is simple: he only looks at the positive side of things. The
camerapalotin gets a little closer, and Juan de la Luna deliteengm the lessons of

his experience. He says, fnConnect to a
not on scarcityBelievet hat sol uti ons exi st. o

The translation generously carries his speech across the web. Everyone can hear him,
even those whbave no ears, from the accounting controller to the most elementary
mai ntenance palotin. The great designer
in scope. He can make each individual being, at last, fully aware of his achievements.

Amazed, ecstatjhe talks about his videoconferences with the aborigines on Earth's
reservations. What is this one thinking about when he carves his penis sheath so
gracefully? And that one, who is painting a canvas so meticulously?
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Without ever having heard of the greailosopher Gilbert Montaigne, these savages
answered, AWhen | knit, | knit, o or @AWh

One does not want to believe that these lines appear in any handbook for reservation
staff nor that these handsomely paid indigenous people maytevget rid of the

intruder. What a revelation, then! What an excuse it would be for an accounting
comptroller performing an audit. And what a solace it would be for the corner
sweeping specialist: AWhen | sweep, I S

What else is he doing? Here is thdy thought his circuits could decodeis made
for him, and see how good it idlan de la Luna smiles; this wisdom is his offering
to the world.

[Thought leadership sequence ends.]

The meeting has begun. The crowd has dispatched itself to the varoolustive
entertainment workshops included in the program. The members of the Exec
Committee are listening in silence to the stimuli shield. It's officially the president
who is addressing them, but they know very well that the implant alone is animating
her body.

Meanwhile, Jenny is concentrating on coming into contact with the point in space
and time that is holding them together. She is having a hard time reaching it. The
process is getting more and more difficult because her attention to life iersatrhe
anymore. Commerce with human beings exacts such a large effort of accommodation
from her that she cannot deal with others without the help of auxiliary systems.

The CosmiGirls are surfing the fringes of expanded awareness. They claim that
Jenny'says are not human ways anymore. Legend has it that her soul escaped once,
when she was a child, about two hundred and twenty years ago, under a plane tree,
during recreation time.

Jenny contemplated whatever it was she was contemplating, and then shadame

The process may not have had any true duration. Upon returning to play with the
other children, Jenny knew the incomplete and contingent nature of her incarnation.
From that day on, she has refused death. She would eternally grow up in beauty and
freedom, whatever that may mean.

One nice summer evening she thou@u,for yourselfAs a child, she took her blue
motorbike and left her country, her kindred and her father's house.

She had a mechanical breakdown before reaching the highway and hadtptacl

carburetor by blowing heavily into the pipe in order to expel the impurities of the
mixture. She remembers the taste of gas and the fragrance of pine trees conversing
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with angels under the tent of the sky. They were angels of resin and tar, dngels o
sand and leprechauns.

She remembers the feathers, the road, and the constellations in the cold night. She
remembers everything so well that the whole place often serves as a theater to her
thoughts.

Today, she is the most beautiful woman in the Solate8ysind the most powerful,

too. She has made the Cosmitics group the greatest commercial venture in history.
She invented the twmouzim beauty graft and bimanagement as it is taught in
business schools.

She possesses immense personal riches: billiobgliohs in financial assets and
millions of acres of land on Earth. She founded the Academy of Europa, famous for
its works of neePlatonic inspiration. Some of the best minds are initiated to the
advanced labs' mysteries, the secret of which is keptomidsireligious care.

She commands her ancillary bodies, she commands her multitudinous personnel as
well as the Jupiter moons' puppet prefectures. But her orders have been obscure for

a long time now; they don't lend themselves to reading. Jennymaniffests itself
only to the stimuli shield and sometimes to the girls, when her awareness is full.

Return to top
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part 2

A T his essentially what the viggr e si dent tol d us, 0 t he s
next Earth governance control will be carried out by soldiers. In truth, this is an
invasion. Everything is already decided. The moons will be placed under trusteeship

andcompai es wi | | be audited. o

AAudi ted?o0 breaks I n Schtroumpf , t he
Resources Officer. ANo, the army will t
looted by Earth consortia with the blessing of the central governmenband
competitors! The government has changed

He carries on in the tone of one who sees blame accumulating.

ABut why have things come to this point
director of Strategy and Finaial Innovation. He is a young, pkgkinned man. His

face bears the mark of the most refined efficiency. But he used to be the Financial
Director before he was sidelined.

How can he still be asking questions when he does not direct anything anyhere?
stimuli shield thinks to itself, sensitive as it is to behavioral anomalies.

Group finances are now in the sole hands of Cosmitics head management. The money
has likewise been in their control since the moons' Central Bank shutdown.

It is suspicious thatay Beeh has maintained him in a senior management position.
And the man becomes defiant as soon as hy@eragement gets loose; he is almost
negative. There's something wrong with him, but what? Performance reviews are
consistently strong. Conformance tessults are fully satisfactory.

AJanatone Wal denpond is alive, 0 the sti

At these words, Jenny's eyes stop rolling as if a surge of awareness made her
suddenly return to the present.

ARShe has | ust bee8upgbstellatSeecthasalesdy diveiged n t I
lots of classified information, and our complaint won't change anything. It's exactly
what they've been waiting for.o

ABut who i s this -WBad, tdecExguuiive €Cohonittee Dikestor J e a n
for Europa. JB3 Jay Beehd hemustknow.
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[Career path sequence begins.]

JeanBorg Borguignon, 125 years of age, of which 58 have been spent on Earth.
Graduate Maginot class of the Paris Patatechnique School. Alumnus of the Jupiter
Space Administration School. Holder by implarita neural HMBA in Financial
Security from New Pavonis Mons. Superior optimization school and program officer
in the federal army.

JB Borguignon is recognized as an assertive transitiombaioagement specialist.
Prior to taking the position of Cosmiti&pace COO, his recent career highlights
included the positions of COO for Quantix Pleasures, five hundreebitboms
zouzim revenue, and of Videresident in charge of unsupervised innovations at
Pacific Nutriments

[Career path sequence ends.].

AA ftelde Schtroumpf answer s. ARnShe ran awas
join the rebel slave robots. The palace informs us that she may have retained a
classified Artificial Uterus. This i s s

Jay Beeh is annoyed. fAHowalkome It hlaefear

ARThe al ert was processed with the righ
phase. Security forces counted her among the dead in the Wenceslas asteroid attack
of 2525. | don't know how she managed to tweak her firmware and bever
disappearance. But remember: she is an elite CosmiGirl. She was part of Jenny's

closek ni't team... This was an obvious oper
Brigitte Kaliyuga, the Scientific Direc
a genomic participatonimh e A. U. ?0

AThis A.U. is classified by the Preside

A brief silence falls. Schtroumpf announces that the Fifth Fleet is performing orbital
maneuvers around Mar s. AThe observation
make it clear: the time has been chosen to enter the Earth's gravitational field and
catapult the vessels to Jupiter. The Executive Committee can be sure the army will

|l and within five years. o

Jenny is getting closer. She settles down in the conversatohim the memory of

the present that Millicent transmits to her. She is now thinking in the moment. She
says to herself that she certainly doesn't think like Brigitte nor like the cute Captain
Diana who, according to the available information, will cattabe entrusted with
commanding the expedition. Jenny is struck by the thought that Captain Diana may
not even think at all, in spite of her cleverness and outstanding record.
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In quasireal time Jenny responds to the internal messages she has beengeceivi

from Millicent, her stimuli shield. Only part of Jenny's messages are transcribed, but
the implant knows more or less what to do. The device improvises; she is auto
learning. It has to be done.

ay Beeh, i n two mi n unareagerant.&ouavil gesenivi t ¢ h
e quantified scenarios with the plan.

At last Jenny sees the Executive Committee unfolding in her presence. She sees it in
its extension. How difficult the maneuver is! She sees it now with the gaze of the
sailor who distinguisheat length the houses at the harbor. His imagination, still wide
open, returns to the abode where his loved ones are dwelling with all their
embroidered sheets, lavender seeds and holy pictures.

Small Leopold Schtroumpf, raised and redesigned accordingsimi@ics standards,
still exhibits a servile demeanor alloyed with contained violence. How could such a
soul make his way to extended life?

Elegant Stuart Surof and his posturdse.knows too muclsweet Brigitte Kaliyuga
with long, black hair, so neatp brilliant, so apt to domesticate the cosmughy
did she refuse to join the CosmiGirl§fley are waiting, they are confusedly fearing
her hubris.

But Jenny is not like them. She does not need them anymore. She is the freest and
most accomplished creae in the known world. Maybe the greatest organizing force
circling around this star. Maybe even more than this one...

AHere is Jenny Appleseed, 0 Millicent sh
and President of Cosmitics Corporation. Eight hunge@dbillion zouzim revenue

and three hundred terabillion zouzim profit for the past fiscal year in real value after
taxes. HypeMa nagement ! One Cosmitics! o The de¢
yurt. Everyone can feel it in his plexus. The cypalotins on duty step back as if

repelled by the directorial energy.

They are waiting. Suddenly, Jenny is here. If she is speaking Millicent's text, she is
doing so with her real voice now, and nobody doubts her presence.

ARnThe groupo6s st r aoseigtgrstedao space to settle acohind they e :
near est stars and <continue our devel o]
essentially in simplifying and speeding up the implementation of this strategy. It's an
elegant and ambitious plan. Jean Borg has rihycdmfidence. He will now present

you with the PLANS TO GOAL. o

Jean Borg takes the floor, | eaning over
want al l the projects to be completed i
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falls silent andallows the acknowledgements of submission to be collected in the
sensory web. Meanwlle, Jenny has sat down and remains calm and collected.

ACaptain Diana wil| not chase wus, 0 Jeal
over Europa. All our sites will béestroyed. Our operations on Phobos will become
Cosmitics Solar System, a single production entity without any real Research and
Development. Cosmitics Finance will exist only in the marketplace. And we shall
take away the gold reserves. 0

ARi ghti,ghtit ght , This is the right anal ysi

Jay Beeh beckons to Schtroumpf. The PLANS TO GOAL presentation begins in the
managerial yurtds intercortical space,
in giant diagrams and flashboards. Theirgm®ed actions spring from their bodies

like roots.

AAs you know, 06 Schtroumpf says, At he pr
in common: nuclear propulsion and solar sails, climate anduipport systems,
controlled hydroponic biodiversity, protgdm trays, distributed autmaptive
computing, and a gene bank, to mention

Platforms as large as moons enter in majesty into the enriched field of vision, all
covered with deep forests of masts, from the height of their excanvaiadtains
down to the hollow of their gorges. They whirl and offer themselves in colorful
sections.

ARThese el ements are all produced, assem
now. O

NRObjection, 0 Kaliyuga breaksaynathingad ddr e
WARP technology devel opment or relativi

The decisiorbeat slows down. All eyes turn to the President.

AALl I right, |l et' s talk about it, o0 grant
scoreboards begin popping up.

Return to top
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Chapter 6: Far Away, on a Medicean Moon

part 3

Schtroumpf is the first to answer. fAThe
resources oprogram finalization. However, all platforms shall be equipped with all

the necessary systems to continue research. Only experiments requiring high energy
levels will be postponeil 0

ARObjection, 0 Kaliyuga interjectslTheagai n
decisionbeat accelerates 1 n a minor mode. 9|
you are telling us, arendét you, dhat we

we achieve the scheduled speédsvith reduced research.

AWe ar e | usirng tonegploit Vaeign fluctuations and have almost
succeeded in modeling the operation of a sjimee bubble. And | am not talking
about our first destination. Not hing te

ASt op, 06 Jay B ewantustalgase withindive gthngdard yéats. The
progress you claim is little more than thought experiments. Don't try to make us
believe otherwise. WARP models are facing fundamental theoretical problems with
the wave packet. Anyway, Earth will not be abfe of sending an expedition to
another star before we do. Light platforms will make the trip in less than two
centuries. 0

N

ARGood, good, good. .. O

Frail Brigitte Kaliyuga interrupts the
human. 0 S h aetesnpnedavkice inispite of the decision beat's pulsation.
She ignores the Executive Director and looks Jenny straight in the eye, without
flinching. Great is her psychic power.

JennyMillicent is staring at Brigitte, too, and is quite surprised. Eveeyloolds his

breath. The cybepalotins shiver. The power of the President is theoretically
unlimited. For one thing, it is why she is entitled to gendered life. She can fire
Kaliyuga, she can suspend her, dismiss her, punish her, vaporize her. She may also
take the challenge and prove herself an exception to the rule.

But Jennydos mind is ebbing. She is no |
power drains from her a little more every day. Millicent tries to hold on to this
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vanishing consciousness.é&sfeels in her scoreboards all that the real scenery loses
in weight as Jenny's awareness dims.

It's gonna be all right... Just say somethifipat is, in its transcoded form, the signal
that Jenny sends from beyond the ineffable horizon beyond which sshe i
disappearing.

nWe wi |l | keep contr ol remotely, with th
to Kaliyuga.

Jay Beeh activates the performance repo
you for RESISTANCE TO CHANGE! You'll take an appointmémt an interview
with the Director of Performance. Now vy

A wave of emotion runs through the audience. They all know what is awaiting sweet
Brigitte if her case is transferred to the Department of Organic Resources. She rises,
upright in a casade of hair and leaves the room without a word.

Millicent remains speechless. Schtroumpf continues the presentation. He is a small
bosun eager to command proud ships. With no soul on the decks and no sail in the
sky, could they not turn their stern on hamd fly away by themselves on the violet
ether by themselves and without any notice?

* % %

One sees the SLUMBER PROGRAM with its risk profiles and corresponding
financial instruments. In the ship, duration is abolished. The machines are the tomb
of time and mind. They stay the course and maintain vegetative functions.

Nervous systems are modified to accommodate a minimum motor ability.
Consciousness is contained. Humans live in a permanent dream guided by bio
control and porfbeat. During the choppiest @&s, comparable to REMeep
phases, they speak the lost language of desire, they love without knowing and breed
in a hallucination, assisted by the genes manager.

The evanescent chimeras they birth in this state are never recorded. They are made
up of thesands of reminiscence or even of wabvided material. In this cave, in

the future, a hero erects himself on an elbow from time to time. He catches a glimpse
of his gesture throughout the destinies, the memories of love and war. He outlines a
romance, &ity. He designs the power that he lacks and then quickly goes back to
sleep... The trip lasts and does not last. Lo! They have arrived!

* % %

One sees the ANT PROGRAM with its risk profiles and corresponding financial
instruments. Passengers are reprognachnot to be conscious of the void.
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Their artificial instincts enable them to repeat the tasks which maintain them as a
species. They play sports; they do not amble naked, nor are they mute, for the
designers have elaborated a minimal dressing, a mirsitylal for the form, similar

to the painted shells of antique metal toys.

The machines are in complete control of their evolution. They contain it in the same
forms. Men go about like insects within a world of galleries. It is an impasse for vital

Impetus.Consciousness is canceled. But, upon arrival, the waking program will go

and fetch it, wherever it is. Everything is planned.

The broadcasting rights have been securitized. The markets have responded with
enthusiasm. Earth investors are putting money iiném masseThey are talking

about it over a haltleared table while the cheeses are still exposed and the black

crystal sediment at the bottom of their wineglasses greets Sunday's light with a
gloomy welcome.

* % %

One sees the SPORES PROGRAM withigk profiles and corresponding financial
instruments. The machines make the crossing alone. Similar to seeds, light vessels
carry human and modifieduman genes. The program ensures the continuity of
Cosmitics and adapts to new worlds.

The design is veryivid and gay. Very springlike. The artist has captured the pollens
and chestnuts flying about in the air of May. But more darkened shades gradually
mingle with the scenery without really diminishing its buoyancy. This is man's
winter, but life and financlactivity shall resume.

The response of the markets has been excellent. The investors of Earth are pooling
their moneyen masseThey feel that they will never be able to finish their meal and
that there will always remain a surplus,atursed share

* * %

One sees the VIRUS PROGRAM with its risk profiles and corresponding financial
instruments. Simple ultraccelerated laboratory probes. At the end of the journey
they shall recreate life and shape it in the image of man and in the image of modified
man. The program will ensure Cosmiticso

The response of the markets has been excellent. Earth investors are providing
moneyen masseSome are taking a nap now. Others go hunting.

* % %
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One sees the GOSPEL SHIP at a glance. Its financial ingttanage not yet
available. It's the platform that the religious refugees from the moon Amalthea have
traded for part of the nuclear warheads controlled by Europa's last Christian church.

All the cults shall be gathered for the journey. There are few imexpesflat arches,
naves filled with golden shadows, mysteries hardly contained by dazzling vaults. A
ceiling of fractal lace endlessly calculates an asymptotic approach to its limit. A
virtual sky opens on infinity. Letters of black fire tremble at thearh of an
Incandescent plasma.

Earth investors ask their brokers for the fact sheet. One never knows. One mustn't let
the money sit idly in the bank...

AAnd how about the Earth destruction op
But thestimuli-shield remains silent. Jenny's attention seems to have evaporated.

Sometimes, at his wooden desk, a schoolboy lets his mind explore the continents
formed by sycamore bark, even when the strict master calls his name in the silent
class. Thus does day lose sight of human shores. Journeying towards distant
spheres, she sees pure time and fecund potentialities.

| pray to you all, o Muses, and to you, too, divine Virgil.
Reveal to the manager these formidable fleets, these heroes
whose ardor has castitoof the world, the ordeals that the
fates have placed in their way, and unfurl with her the
iImmense tapestry of the conquest of space.

It's a hair salon. Old ladies, very quiet, seem to be reading magazines under their
bulging helmets. But they are nadies. Lo! They are turning! Oh God, what
happened to us!

Farther away we find life again, intelligence, a thing yearning for freedom, alone,
alone. But something has gone wrong. Something has happened. It is lost. It is a
transformed biomass, fragmentadansdifferentiated. Perhaps it is made up of
multiple entities. Perhaps it is such that no other form can imagine it. Perhaps it is a
foam devoid of color, for want of eyes.

This intelligence lies sovereign and isolated in incommensurable expanseseof spa
within the scope of language, but there is a bias in this representation. It stands
isolated in the VACUUM because there is no matter in the interstellar void, only a
secret one hidden from knowledge.

Perhaps matter cannot exist without spirit... PpoQr existence. It has only the
spacecraft's miniature technature and the archives of Earth. So does the life form,
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the vital momentum, the thing, run through stored information such as books, films,
video footage.

There is not much, finally, in the tra ofsapienssapiensape's activity over these

few millions of terrestrial orbits. Its neural networks try to isolate structures to make
sense. It makes dead languages resound. It analyzes contents. It mines data for lost
meanings. Perplexed, it visits vks of art and history. It asks questions and then
withdraws into itself to hear the answers.

The networks set up talk shows, which do not amuse them. What can be the meaning

of nSeedtime and harvest, cold and heat
gives the floor to the narrator bf search of lost timeand then, moved by some kind
of awe, It does not deactivate hi m. nHI

Thus the narrator's avatar embroiders endlessly, for millennia of the clock time. The
neurl networks are weaving his text. Other neural networks automatically generate
music that the thing transmits to still other neural networks for them to decide
whether it is beautiful... This is the best it can offer to those it shall meet some day.

But what will the others think of it? How can it know? The intelligence endlessly
raises questions. It performs exegesis. Maybe it is looking for hope. Maybe it will
find love. Maybe it will found a city.

ANo! This is wrong! o Je roesyotéxistiWwh&tapity, i Al |
what a waste. They will never create anything but a dead form, my old, drifting

carapace. They are heading to something worse than death. But all this is necessary.
All this must go by the ways of this wo

Return to top
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Chapter 7: Sancho

Fred or, rat her , Fredds avatar, goes t
Hospital. He has to pass through several pdiiesvall checkpoints. YES, he is

entitled to detached existence. YES, his yearly fee has been duly paid by Ms.
Waldenpond. NO, he does not know where she is at the moment, everything is in
order.

His friend Sancho Marx has had to take a day off and sdehis anonthly carbon
credit on the roundrip fare. He was short 2.2 kilos, which he had to borrow.

They meet in front of Janatoneds cel |l
them of its missions as a door. Anyone who could not see the markeisaoted

reality, a single person would be standing at the entrance: a stocky ,-lcmiiag

man in a faded techniciands suit and th
his broad arched shoulders, waiting for the introduction to end.

AnWe hawewlaeting for you, o0 the door fina

ACome in.o0 The AUOs voice is inside the
i n the c¢cl oset. o

In stylized form, Fred enters the room, while Sancho follows as best he can in the
real world. Fred asks for Ms. &ltenpond.

NnShe 1 s not her e. She wonot come back. o
AAh. .. Where are you?0o
AnHer e, i n the real cl oset . | am t he hai

Sancho opens the door and discovers a pskaddwritten note pasted on a sort of
thick backpack covered wittlectronic controls.

Dear friends,

| must return. | entrust the baby to you. Thanks for watching over him as long as
needed. I 6m | eaving all the money | sti
to do. Farewell kisses.

Janatone
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P.S. You can ask DAlvin Weenie for help (real).

ADo you have the filter?06 the bag asks.
A | asked my coll eague Sancho to bring I
child?06 Fred asks, unable to worry.

ACoul d you please plug in t akabyfliamber ,
Cosmitics GestaConfort Artificial Uterus version 9.3 Beta, and | am in charge of the
embryonic development of a blastocyst which is to become a beautiful embryo within
a few days. You are my new referent. o

The door p
u

p e s ryelpctronid dlvecdan®uakdoa. Mg midsibna
I's to ens e t

hat entrances and exits a

AETr T . | dondt know...0 Fred answer s.
AYouodl I have to help us agai n, Mr . Loos
mode because of micro cuts. The child i
j ars. o

ABaby jars?o

ABaby jars?!?20 Sancho asks.

AWhat are baby jars, anyway?0 the door
ACosmitics GestaComfort baby mimndigest i f
standard protein tubes. Or Mother Goose sugaredviigimin fat. It works, but you
cano6t call customer support i f thereds
AMIi | k. .-vegedabtei tubes, then, 0 Fred say
AYes, thatods it.o

But Sancho does not feel like runniagr r and s . ARJust a minute
have to go back to work in two hours. .
want to |l ose my job.o His tone is that

rich people who can afford a sefeliand children.

The AU breaks the ensuing silence: @ Mr.
AYes?o0
Al would |i ke to know if you have a str

42



Floozman in Space

AErr. Janatone... maybe. .. O

AThe strategy formulated by Janatd#ddne on

outta Dodgeo. But I understand you nee
models in order to update it. Youdl/l su
Al 6l | make sure my services are aligned
AAs fodbmmgpod to hel p, but therebds not!'l
Sancho.

AAnNd |1 6 m just a... 0 the avatar starts

neural network that is in charge of pondering the situation: everybody in the room is

anat i f act . Al 6m just an underperfor mer!

Fred makes an inventory of his resources. His creator bequeathed to him his profile
and his recordings. He has a standard monad personality with unrestricted auto
learning capacity and accessnoitualized intellectual energy. His bank balance is
positive and he has four friends...

Al ol | see what | can do. .. o0

But who goes there? It is Captain Diana, she of the white shoulders. She has decided
to pay an impromptu visit to Janatone. She comes dashia the corridor, as if
carried by the shimmering cloud of her nagzorts. Her black hair is loosened over

the collar of her official red and gold sari. Her buskins made of genuine Earth leather
closely fit her long legs.

Even the excesses of her foempress the beauty of the principles governing her
body: her round hips, her high cheekbones and strong jaw lines. She laughs with all
her teeth. She has a word for everybody and a light, compassionate touch for objects.
Her silver indicators propagateetmselves swiftly into the immediate web and
eclipse all other objects. Medical staff and ambulatory patients crowd around her in
great confusion. And here she is.

AWel come, Captain Dianal! o says the door
AHel | o, Hella,dMhTeohaigan. Doyou knowhere Janatone Waldenpond

i s?0 Diana asks as she comes i ntEartht he e
filter we have manufactured in our work
AHI there!o trumpets the filter.
AMmbgh. .. 0 echoes Sanchoé6s €tilter, who
From its shelve, the AU gives her the a
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AAh. The indicators are telling she 1is
Al woul dnét know about that. o

AShe spoke of Earth, o the door breaks i
AEarth. .. |l , too, was bortoneon Earth, o s
AYou are lucky, Madam. 0

Captain Diana | ooks at the door. Il tds g

you the way she does.

At last the AU introduces himself and transmits his data. Captain Diana talks at
length with him, after thanking Fredhé Sancho for their dedication. She promises
to follow up on his case and to come back quickly. She will find baby jars. She will
arrange for him to come onboard thghthouse where the baby can be born and
receive an education.

And arrangements will bmade, although they may not be quite human. Nagents
have scanned the embryo. andltighthousegenomic analyzer has just sent her the
results: there are nine percent additional genes.

-1

Ah, you know
al n

0 the AU s aysgeneddffeccoan 6t e
the centr r

ervous system, nothing mon

AAnd who are the parents?0 Diana asks a
AMss. Waldenpond and Appleseed are the
sequences each. o

AAnd t heneod™her ¢

AEngineering. Technology from the Presi
classified, and thatos all | know, Capt
Al 6l 1l talk to the hospital management . 0O
She | eaves, followed by all/l the staff.
on the governmentodés encrypted web. He i

department, a person of irreproachable appearance, composed, concise, intense. He
Is smiling. He speaks too fast, but Diana does not even want to notice. All around
her, alerthave taken clear hues and the diagrams are more distinct.

The colonel listens to her report. He calls General Meseglises on high priority. The

general Ilistens to the colonel 6s report
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Diana will be kept informedf the recent conclusions of the CTF, the Cosmological
Task Force.

* % %

A | donot l i ke it, o0 repeats Sancho, s ha
Talking incoherently to nobody, he keeps asking why the device gave the captain so
much informaton He keeps muttering, AYoudbre as

At that moment, doctors show up at the entrance. The door starts closing; then it
stops and opens wide.

Altés in here, o0 the first doctor says a
contraptionat ast . 0

They come closer, they bend down over the device with gestures of annoyance.
AOkay, |l et 6s examine it in the 1l ab, 0 s
Sancho: AYou there, take that thing to

id o

ADr . aBeémswoffice. O

They go out.

The AU. starts begging at once: A | mu s t
go to the | ab! I m u-Buropad toolsb@s amaenti hpiud qa!t e d
Al d6dm thinking...oO

AHurry! o

Sancho has elected 90t Wedtdiink .t mouhloé
of her e! I have a corrective action pl
checkingmysubh ndi cator s. o

ANo, wait, o says Fredds avatar. AThe Al
notice. Sancho,yomave to get it out of here. o

Ge't me out of here! o0 cries the AU.

1

1

Are you nuts?0 says Sancho. ANo way. o0
Fred tells him they must help Janatone. Fred Looseman, in his human form, has made

a promise. To fail to keep his word would entail a permanent degraddhis aute
notation.
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ALIi ke | give a damn! | only have bad gr

AYou were right, Mr. Sancho, o0 the AU ad
taking into account the latest developments of the conflict. The conclusion is
obvious: we have to awb contact with the military. There is a strong correlation

bet ween the captainbés visit and the | ab

ANo kidding! o

AfJanatone has entrusted us with the chi

Sancho hesitates. nAI I rsit glrte.r olodnl. | Btud k 4
After that, you can get your own ass ou
AAt the worksite?0 Fredds decision engi
NnBe careful, 0 says the door. AThe | ocal

Di a n a 0 dertvaredeing broadcast in the external infrastructures. Get a move
on. o

AAl ways | ate... 0 grumbles Sancho. He sh
sector unchallenged. A short while later, he hides it in the storeroom with the
surreptitious helpf some hardware.

Return to top
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Chapter 8: | Am the Passenger

part 1

Every body perseveres in its state of rest or of uniform motion in a right line, unless
it is compelled to change that state by forces impressed theraonlsaac
Newton, The Mathematical Principles of Natural Philosgp59.

As a stowaway in Daseinds Funeral és pre
elevator cable, Janatone feels an ammiformly dull movement, but it is not yet
the sensation of descent she has been expecting.

This is what Janatone thinks and remembers, suspended between the earth and sky:

|l am strapped in this padded cmometiaten, |
web: model B4Death, 71% authentic pine, classic finish, total connectivity. | feel the
smell of freshly worked wood, more bitter than the hours in the plant that has
produced it and the minute slithering of the silky cloth at my fingertips. | khow
would be white if light could break in here. | know mainly that the day of my return
has come.

She is still alive then; she exists. By her thought also the planet Earth exists, as well
as the ropes hanging from space into its atmosphere. They a $inihie rootlets

of a delicate aquatic plant hidden from sight. By her thought also, the ratios of mass
and distance exist, the infinitesimal signature of gravity that has curved the flight of
silent birds in the sky of her slumber.

Yes, she is still alie, the gods are watching over her, and the cables are holding tight.
She has been hibernating for only ten hours or so, hidden in the sarcophagus
descending towards Earth in the elevator container. But what is the plan? Where is
she going to land, and wihwaill happen after she passes through Customs?

Dingman, the Dasein Funerals employee escorting the funeral transfer, is awkwardly
installed on a jump seat. He is asking himself pretty much the same questions. He is
a small man with greasy skin and thiaitHis basic space suit is is rumpled around

his buttocks. He kneads his hairy hands and listens to the acolyte facing him.
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The acolyte is a strange man with large blond curls haloing his forehead. He is
exaggeratedly handsome; blind eyes lend his smilestial stare. He is holding a
stick topped with a bowl of hydroponic ivy:theeanto r s hi per s t hyr s

A damned Martian fregkDingman thinksA degenerate cyborg. How can they be
allowed to descend after all that has happened? Of course, theseresedtupay,
like everybody else... But humans have a very short memory.

In a different complication of orbital movement, things have begun to go awry. The
pressurized cabin conveying the runaway and the dead technician has been rerouted
In emergency modetthe geostationary cable hub above Darwin, in the Galapagos.

The reason is that the general flight plan has been reconfigured to absorb the peaks
i n traffic caused by the attacks on t he
have had to revise thepriorities and routes. They have also had to accept
requisitions by sheer enforcement of spatial procedures, without any human
intervention. That is why another passenger is riding in the cabin.

Dingman is a pilot, and it is an understatement to say thatlc ano6t st and
rides. The very idea of moving oneself vertically on a thread like a parcel is odious
to him.It really is the end of all navigators on this planke says to himselAnd

now this psycho who never shuts up!

AYes my mastmam wa&sceht haw says the thio:i
grandparents were stil]l sending him chi
Year, before independence. He could metabolize them, even the ones with big black
cherries. How happy he was then!

Al armdamodot, Mi ster Dingman. 0 The empl
suit and in the i mmediate web. fAYes, a |
things and the mesh of our time is quit
noMoirais hal |l cut 1 t. & My masterods mates ar
to honor the earth. |l tds a gratificati
I ndi cator s, Mi ster Dingman. A great day
n | understand. .. 0 The mnylpesses iné¢he immediate r e ¢

web.Did Customs check to see if his weapons have been deactitfzed@man
thinks. These things are always heavily armed

AAnd the cyber page Akim 12, whom I am
me? He shall remaioperational on Mother Earth long after the celebrations, while
we, the other robots, we go to the moun

utters these words.
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AWhiooh Di ngman bites his tongue. This m
morestupid to try to correct the robot.

AWhich mountain, Mi ster Dingman? Wel |,
your ancients spoke, and they are also drs.. . . Charl es Nesenet!
jeunes années / courent dans la montaaaghewebt r ans | at e s : noMy

/| are running to the mounnnntain.o
Dingman cannot believe his ears. He looks down.

ABut summits we shall find, we have mon
valleys, the shadow of the forests, the black ttsbowboad runs. We shall throw

our heads backwards in the air humid with dew; we shall dance, then we will drop to

the ground amid the rumbling sound of our ghetto blasters.

AWe shall anad ngmthbmamabdobdsMistebDingnoad, the ethical
restrant is installed in our brains, as you well kndwand we shall crown ourselves

with things that grow. We shall compute the secret numbers of life and we shall sing
them wunti |l t hey I mpl ement themsel ves i
forever ?2060

A Y e.so.

A We dive,Mister Dingman and, one day, Mars shall live with the same life as
Earth. While brother Akim lies in his cemetery, he shall be watching, in communion
with the chthonian powers until his batteries give out after ten million Earth

revolutions. Then he shall enter the kingdom of the dead, with all the others, the most
numerous. We have studied. The earth 1is

ACertainly. ..o

They are silent for a moment. The acolyte remains absolutely inert, absorbed in his
internal processes until an awkward jolt animates him again.

RnSo you are the boss, uh? The boss. Tha
Here it goes againDingman thinks.

No. O

=1

=1

Youoll be able to help us in checking

AVeri fy? EXxcu siavolumarly bkdgght bis sguare haads back at the
height of his thighs.
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A A hpriagith program is preempting us, Mister Dingman. The good friends who
are offering us this pilgrimage are seeking a terrorist who may be here. A dangerous
terrorist from Ewopa. Here they are. They are on time. This is good. Shall not
Goodness be | oved forever ?o0

Then, in the web and through the sinister triangular window in the ceiling, Dingman
sees an incredible thing: a black sign painted on the identification panehigfea |
garbage scow that is descending on a reotiith route. In his chest he feels dismay,
and a chilling stupor and, in his eyes, the imprint of a laser sabre. No, two! Two
crossed laser sabers! He checks once more the data his senses have justtdelivered
him: the ship that has just passed is really flying the rigid black pavilion stamped
with a deathés head: the Jolly Roger.

Phobos piratesDingman says to himself, incredulouskhey have camouflaged
their ship!

At the same time, in the cabin, a coffimoves slowly on its slide. The lid pivots
opens in a hissing of pistons. The naked torso of a second robotic bacchant emerges
and points his thyrsus at Dingman. The hair of this one is just as blond as his

partneros, but he has a thick beard on
A | r e ¢ o mmeperdte witlh AkimcMr. Dingman, if you want us to maintain
conditions favorable for human | ife. o

To support his threats, a short squirt of leryefiow energy glows from the tip of
his weapon and heats the electric panel red hatdsdpack a wreath of blue sparks.
It is pretty.
[Action sequence 1 begins.]
Computer voices are heard. The sound is parameterized for operational efficiency.
PVoice (O0Alertdéd, 4,0, no_joy,;, emergency

PVoice (6The bar ge 41Ilsnoijay; emengencyh=almue),etc.of p

An alarm sounds. The cabin slows and stops. Momentum snakes up the elevator cable
in a wave. Everything moves. All unsecured objects crash against the ceiling.

Then the perspective toggles. It is very dark. Janatongttek the sarcophagus lid.
Her neck is hurting, her urinary pocket is punctured. But the automatic objectors
object we dondét know that. The benefit

Inside the elevator cabin, one of the blond cyborgs throws a switch @oribrel
panel. The six coffins glide gently out of their chambers. They all open together,
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releasing a greenish cryogenic fog. Dingman has his back to the wall, under the threat
of Akimbés thyrsus. Plans follow one ano

Coffin interior: The noise of the lid is heard. Janatone finally sees light, a green glow.
She stiffensWhat to do?

Urinary pouch interior: the walls of the nearly empty pocket stick together and form
gooey folds on which greadgoking air bubbles appeai/hat tosay?

Outside the cabin, facing the radiant blue of the Earth, the pirate ship brakes on all
rockets, blurting out a shaggy fire. Then it rolls and drops towards the clouds. Now t

Is flashing red and coming back to meet the elevator cabin. A few secoaods thef

shop overtakes it, heavy silhouettes arise out of a bunker and pounce on the cables.

Back i n Janatoneds perspective, the ac
looking down at Janatone. She continues to pretend she is dead but does not really
believe the ruse will work.

AWhere is the uterus?0 the cyborg inton
first time.

[Action sequence 1 ends.]

* k%

Return to top
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Near by, on another orbit, a palotin ent
Daseindbs automatic secretarial assistan

The messenger turns virtually towards the assistant. Nothing moves, only the
representatios in the immediate web. He announces that the cable has been attacked
and that the container is adrift. The secretary is alarmed.

Strophe

I n the shelter of the | arge orbital st a
the funeral convoy, butthed mi ni stration of things wol
cyborg from the Galilean moons. The news reaches him in a disorderly way through

the slaves, the cable security staff, the police. And everything is going wrong.

Dingman was expecting the containetat e Nant ucket s | ow or L
at the Galapagos geostationary station that he has finally had to embark with a group
of Martian pilgrims.

The pirates attacked on board a stolen barge a few hours after the descent started.
What happened? Thaaformation is missing. There was a fight inside the container,

fire alerts, damage... The bandits had time to detach the container before the police
put them to flight.

Now, drones are following the pirates in hot pursuit while the cargo is heading for
disintegration. Apparently, nothing will be done to get it back: there are certainly no
survivors; the pilgrimsd indicators hayv
found orbiting at a distance of several miles, in hibernation mode. The police will
soon revive the man and question him.

Joe has to concentrate on all the problems facing him. He is angry with himself. True,
he has not been following the transfer
In truth, he should never have acceptedstograway.

Now Janatonebds eyes are watchingtermi m ag

problems are meshing with the gedneel of big worries. The pirates were after the
escapee from Europa, of course; the convoy was not at that terminal by chance.
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Everyone knows that the Galapagos cable is still in the hands of Cosmitics
Corporation in spite of the recent takeover.

But what do they want with Janatone? For what ransom can the pirates be venturing
down into the thermosphere? And then what? Iftheiplan t o destr oy het
point? The container is only a pretty machine transporting a corpse. Joe has done his
job. May be it is too late. Surely too late.

End strophe
Antistrophe

You can see her again, Joe, depayturerheisn he
looking at you right in the eyes, and her gaze, her trembling gaze, is like a shining
fruit fringed with long black spines in a pod brimming with intelligence. You might

have leaned over foolishly and dived into her fragile blondnesatasanother

medium, as one might hide in a dewy hollow hedge on a May morning. But that was

not possible.

How could you fool yourself into believing she is a woman? But what else could you
beli eve? What to do? Wher e i bthetvilams DF P |
attack the corpses?

The bodies are expected ashore by families and lawyers. There are many of them at
the terminal, clean, elegant, watchful. They have paid a high price. But above all,
you have committed yourself to respect the living wiereow dead. If you do not
honor the contract, your worst accuser, the one who will continue to haunt you even
as you sleep, will be none other than you, yourself, Joe! Come on, Joe, come down
to Earth with the rain.

End antistrophe
Epode, emotion sequence

Inextremeclosetp, Joe says, NnThese are my dead
and words are true. Now he is on his way...

Yes, when he took his personal shuttle, the pale gold of the east was spreading its
brightness over the waters of the earth, Hrednight it was infusing was secretly
tingeing itself with green. He has ascended, his heart coated with silk, to the huge
geostationary terminal; he has crossed layers of debris, orbital dogs, nets without sea,
rigs without ships, processions of machineains of canisters stamped with poor,
old-fashioned logos.
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The autopilot carefully displayed traje
mi nd was completely engaged. He sai d, f
of his living passenger.

End epode, emotion sequence

There has been a fight. One can know the details of what happened, but it is enough
to know that, in the end, the heroes fell from the sky.

Action sequence 2

The display reveals great disorder inside the container. -Mog&cEs ae talking, and
one scene shifts quickly to another. The voices are telling everything we needs to
know.

PVoice The pirates are attacking. 4, 0, Method = | am (optional), | see, | demand;
emergency = True

PVoice {The patrols are on their way. 4, 1, noyj@mergency = True etc.

Floating lightly above the coffin, the cyborg stands naked, an arm on its breasts, the
other on its pubis. Thus was Monica Vespucci carried ashore on her white shell, as
Botticelli painted her iMhe Birth of Venus.

ARShe therk souift I s sufficient to descri b
The first cyber bacchant examines her while Akim keeps Dingman at bay.

AFor the | ast time: where iIis the uterus
AYes, | have no other, 0 Janatone respon

At the same time, two pirates dressed in light spacesuits set foot on the platform of
the nacelle carrying the container. They exchange a few grunts with the robots from
Mars and then head for the control panel.

The smaller of the two pulls off a large meikate and begins to rummage around in

the cables. They give off showers of red sparks in the cobalt blue of the sky, on the
polished surfaces of the silver spacesuits and the golden helmets. The pirates work
away, insensitive to both light and beauty.

PVoice (The ejection procedure has been engaged from
the bucket. 4, 0, | see; emergency = Jrue

PVoice Cut the power, dammit. 4, 1, blame; emergency
= True), etc.
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The nacell eds bolts are bl own away. The
sliding lightly towards the exterior. Small puffs of vapor and bright, drifting parts
confirm that the container is ready for release. The rboasters are engaged. The

cable swings. An alert sounds.

ou will explain your s e lbdcchangturhirgawag.apt a
hey will take wus all. This wil/ be mu

Cut out everythingthe PVoices shout.
All cable three power!

No, not the three!

Too late!

The container drops into the void. The laws of physics serve their purpose: while the
geostationary cable moves away eastwards as fast as the planet spins, all the view
angles inscribe the big box against the curve of the globe, as solitary and immutable
as a sleepy Sunday afternoon. But the Jolly Roger is flying on the pirate ship. The
enamy is approaching.

Inside the container again, incredible images: The eghechants observe the barge
through an immediate web window when, in an extendedftiame, with a gesture
barely visible to human eye, Janatone brings her hands under her Gnelesitaply

takes out two of her ribs. Her eyes, white, turn to the sky in a trance. Her gesture is
mysterious and intimate. Her breasts are firm, perfect, spiritual.

She assembles a weapon in a few stealthy motions. It is curved, uohesedjant.

With one foot, she kicks away the robot who has been questioning her. Two yellow
rays surge from her gun and pierce him with great precision. A few sparks fly to the
wal | and die out. The Martianbs eyes s
polymers fills the compartment; then come torrents of foam. More alarms add their
sound to the polyphony.

Outside, the enemy spacecraft maneuvers and opens a hatch door wide.

Guided by the stimulshield, Janatone presses herself against a wall. She moves
under theemulsion of light. Now she stands over the open sarcophagi. Through the
less dense zones of vapor, she discovers the corpses twisted in their straps.

With a slight jump, Janatone propels herself to the bottom of her coffin. She moves
too fast and too presely for her motions to be authentically human. As she gathers
her garment, the second bacchant comes in. In a flash, he closes the lid on the cyborg.
But Dingman is on him.

They disappear in the cloud of vapor. They can be heard fighting. Meanwhile,
Janabne stands up and dresses. How do we know that her motions are ordered by
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the stimul. shield? She has a womanos
something else, besides..

But there is something else. Her mind must consist only of geometriedigur
calculated volumes, probable curves, vector music. Only a neuronic prosthesis can
propel her so swiftly to the emergency locker where the spacesuit helmets are stored,
and only it can instantly correct her trajectory according to the effects of gravity

Her chin disappears under the large collar of the spacesuit. She moves on Dingman.

The sti mul.i shield doesnot think twice:;:
him down.
AfDonot shoot , I wor k for DF! | 6m escort

There isa terrible wavering, for an instant, in weightlessness. Janatone seems not to

see him. Finally, with a sullen voice

spacesuit |l ocker. o

Dingman barely has time to get ready.
sudden changes occur in its data, the source of which is not immediately identified
by the captors. Unforeseen acceleration, wisps of gas, then a collection of various
objects have to be analyzed and subjected to risk assessment.

The actual cause is thidite pressurized box has expelled all its air through a small
hole that Janatone has burned through the hull with her weapon. Then, a few seconds
after the initial thrust, the main door has opened wide, spilling all sort of detached
hardware and wetwareamely food and dismembered dead bodies. The devastated
container careens wildly away towards the trash collection area.

PVoice (The drones are in zone, locked on target. 4, O;
action = maxactioin

Small police robots are attacking the pirate ship, whi¢leésng. The chase begins.

PVoice {The container is heading to a waste collection
site. 4, 0; action = maxactign

PVoice (The magnetic streams will pull it inside.
Fragmentation is very active; we
it. action = maxactioi

The trah cloud is a vast, murky oblong, shaped by magnetic fields and stirred by
chaotic motions, an infinite dance of fragments born of collisions with other
fragments. The ancients placed their highest spheres in this region of the sky, where
orbit dogs bulldae immense amounts of space junk.
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The PVoices are legion. Everybody is talking: the police; central control; trash dogs;
spectators with questions; pirates hurling volleys of abuse in Martian dialect; the
most intelligent wastes, which are reformulatingitistrategy; and the most humble
ones, humming in resonance.

AJump, Dingman! Jump before itbdéds too | a
anything about me. 1 06m not here. | dono
Dasein, oortgdbs tvlme ceyb which fades in and
ACome on! o6 says Joebs employee, without
ANo . I came to die on Earth. But i1its sk
Joe comes in very fast, at another angle. He sees the chase and the centajets a

sucked into the trash field. Little orbit dogs dart out of his way as he passes. He does
not see Dingman drifting clumsily towards the drones, or does he not want to see
him?

If Joe wants to follow the container, the power and agility of histspahicle will

give him an advantage; I t 6 s7, acudioBigaed a n 6 s
model , al so known as -Sibpg.am0Bhe&Sumppmoesiit g
director ds r a-Suppswdanibrmga uniue pleasurg knBwn only to

I nitiates, and it has played a part 1in

And this is what he really wants. Joe rushes into the wake of the box, avoiding the
obstacles, which are getting denser and more unpredictable. He accelerates as soon
as the coputer offers him a safe window.

Collisions and trajectories can be seen before they occur but, from time to time,
reality does not correspond to projections, and Joe has to steer manually to avoid new
debris while the course is being recalculated. Thénaatgs under the hail of the
smallest, unavoidable fragments. The spacecraft cannot help making little, plaintive
alerts.

But Joe closes in. He docks, buckles on his spacesuit, and exits. He aims for the front
panel, which is now wide open. He enters tbatainer, unaware of the whirling
bowl that is bearing down on him.

Blind thing, damned mass, no collision will ever set you free again! You will be,
indefinitely, indifferently, however many your fragments. You will be. But, for Joe,
the collision comeas a shock. Everything rolls, he rolls, and he bumps into Janatone
amid the open coffins.

Joe and Janatone look at each other; they are alive. Stuck to the ceiling, crouched,
then floating, they are stil!l hgines. As
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i n. AWho are you really?0 asks Dasein
interior of the container.

AJust an Earth girl .o She smiles, and
dropping out of the bottom of the waste slick. A few misutger, streaks of fire

bear witness to their disintegration in the denser layers of the atmosphere. Fiery
traces constantly plummet into the waiting sky.

The Supp has been jolted loose and separated from the container. In the sector
betweenthreeandsx6 cl ock from Joeds perspecti Vve
erratically within the cloud, but it is actually following a path intricately calculated

to bring it back to Joe and Janatone. Joe knows that the machine is liable to fail but,

in the web, he s it closing in successfully.

Al wonét follow you without Fred, 0 says

Joe does not answer. He is confronting bad thoughtye is not enough room.
Besi des, I f |l 6m going to get out of thi
whohas not paid for the trip.

A | dondét care! o Janatone adds. Joe aban
she is stronger than he. Together, they laboriously extract the unwieldy corpse of
Fred Looseman from the coffin in which it is still stuck.

The svollen spacesuit cooperates with all its abductors but insists so much that they
rid it of the dead body that they finally have to unplug its main batteries. They see
the technicianbés swollen face stuck to
oozes a thick black liquid as they move the corpse.

Outside, the Supp is docking; fiery filaments curl around its ailerons. Everywhere,
around everything, these delicate streaks manifest the increased density of the
atmosphere. The passengers realize thefahirgy.

Return to top
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Joe Dasein and Janatone are delayed by paint chips. The slightest grain of dust can
make a hole intaheir suits. But they have to hurry now. They risk going outside.
Fredds rigid corpse is hoisted behind t
stay, installed diagonally somehow. At last, Janatone and Joe take their places in the
cramped cabinfadhe Supp. Joe programs the spacecraft for emergency entry.

The spacecraft soon tilts to match its entry trajectory. The filaments thicken. The ship
starts to brake strongly. Then there is a sudden crack in the cockpit and the rosy
muzzle of a halcharrel white mouse. Soon, several other animals come crashing
against the windows, and the tiny shuttle begins to buck as if caught in a squall.

A flock of laboratory mice has just finished its orbit in this region of the sky, moving
at more than four thousamdiles an hour. The Supp guns its engines hard to stabilize
itself. The filaments have become small, quiet flames.

Then an explosion reverberates like a gong in the cabin and fades into harmonics full
of mystery. At last silence settles. The engines aeatsiDne can hear a whistling
sound and a few distinct creaks. Outside, the flames have mutated into large plumes
of bright orange fire; the sky is black and blue. And the sky is burning.

The two passengers are glued to their seats, they are really.fati@agemperature
rises: the earth will get them for sure, dead or alive. Alerts flash slowly on the control
panel. The Supp indicates a maximum level of risk and deploys its rooster wings.

Down they go, cleaving through fuliginous clouds of red, whiteldnd. Then Joe

turns to the traveler who has just removed her helmet. Her skin has turned pink. Her
mind seems to be wandering. She keeps smiling at him, her mouibpkalf The

flight seems suspended to the palpitation of her slender chest. Finalydseroll

up in her head, but her expression does not fade. Her heart is a frightened bird in an
open cage. Al 6m happy, Joe. Ki ss me! | 6
is silent. Joe Dasein is confused.

They continue to fall until they finallydiv e r . AThanks, Joe, t
Janatone, regaining consciousness. The ground unvelils itself and rises to meet them,
as rich with mountains and rivers as the illuminated pages of a fairy tale. The
scorched corpse of a mouse detaches itself fromattigi, leaving a bit of its guts

on the glass. A flight of wild geese passes. The earth has accepted them.
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A straight little road, with corn fields stretching to the horizon. Crows take flight.
The spacecraft lands on its side, flattening the stalksseweral hundred yards. The
networks are registering an increasing amount of financial damage. The dust is thick
and fibrous. When silence settles, it is not the silence of the vast, inhabited machines
that populate space. It is both a multitude and aesibging.

The immediate web announces that help is on the way. It also means that trouble is
coming. Joe and Janatone exchange a glance that says everything. Still, in a lame
attempt at |l evity, Janatone cannal refr
i nconvenience. 0

But time is of the essence. She goes do
Joe calls to her. AStay in the neighbor
have detected your preposceblkedl ltodHéhdf
t hough you donét have any indicators. o

She signals that she has understood. Then she walks away heavily in tune to the tiny
song of her muscular engines.

She i s back, and thatoés t hatolessTThaodor i s t
of the earth sets her heart aflutter as if now, after two hundred years, it were the
beating of the heart with which she had been born. She turns off the stimuli shield to

let her entire body be carried away by the sudden joy of of aligimman. Echoes

of a battle resound within her. She shi
survived one more time.

The information is here, available in the stimuli shield. No need to check it now. She
walks. She recognizes everything, eveshé has forgotten the names. She weeps,
she sneezes forcefully, she remembers. Like everything that lives under the sun, she
stands between heaven and earth, anchored by gravity.

She takes cover. Dark green plants stand patiently and mysteriously aerind h
striving towards the light. Poplars quiver in the distance. Nothing moves but clouds.
How can the sky seem so deep when infinite space is hidden from her?

She walks and sees no one. A thought comes to her, like a bird: a yearning for space.
All this life is carried by a urge towards space... But she does not know, she is not
sure... After a while, she feels weak and faint. The colors are infinitely varied,
constantly changing. The air is thick and heady, loaded with dust and pollens.

She walks again, ostantly weeping. Sleep, the infinite languor that seizes and
troubles her, is deadly soft. What has come over her? The timing is wrong! She
realizes she wants to give herself to... Joe. After all, why not him? She would be split
like a summer fruitl 6 mazycshe thinks. She lies down. This could be the end of
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the trip.Have | come so far? Have so many years goneSh?falls asleep on the
ground.

Time passes. Small rodents dart beneath the surface of the earth. Scarab beetles fly
by. The earth rotate$he sun is lowering in the sky. She is wakened by a large bird

of shiny black metal. A drone from Pacific Nutriments casts a dark shadow over her.
The machine says, AThis path belongs to
road. o

When Janatone reachié® road, she squats on the slope, in the grass. Evening falls.

|l s she |l ost |Iike Mr....Moulinbés goat? |
that goat? Night comes, with stars. Multitudinous and indistinguishable animals take
turns standing walctill dawn. Now a long black car is approaching on the little road.

It is looking for her.

And here she is.
Capsule begins: And Dingman?

Very well, Janatone, you are back on this old planet with its smells, its dust, its
gravity and all that. Do you waitd believe that death is a refuge? We shall see. But
what is happening up there in the summer sky that is always there, as vast and
peaceful as in the days of Ahasuerus, when ladies came to drink orangeade on the
pal ace terrace? L e thdrsaftermaon napy bek thenwild siike m  f
canopy wave in the breeze and the water warm up in the iridescent carafe. They died
very long ago. Yes, what is happening in the veiled region, where blue gives place

to the black crystal of the vacuum?

And Dingman? Wht about Dingman? Well, he keeps on orbiting, asleep above
clouds, above the roofs, the fields. Police drones have confirmed that they have him
in custody, but they have just been redirected to a gty theatre of operations.

But let us not worry;he control center has alerted all the officials, and specialized
rescuers will take care of him as soon as possible, when the perturbations are over,
as soon as the insurance company validates the case. In short, no one knows quite
when that will happen.

Meanwhile, his oxygen level drops. The spacesuit takes the initiative of injecting him
with hibernation fluid by way of the security channel. The employee and his life
support system can now survive several hundreds of revolutions on sorbui
parkingtrajectory. Is it really all over for him?

End capsule: And Dingman?

Return to top
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Chapter 9: The Zodiac of Her Spirit, |

part 1

Science today shall find a soum@iinspiration above itself, or it will perish.
0 Simone WeillLa Pesanteuet la grace(Gravity and Grace)

The decision beat accelerates. The executive committee is in a trance. However,
unbeknownst to the partici pselfrfronsherjalhe pr
of flesh. Like a pilgrim who seeks his home again, she turns to the high region that
the new academy | abs have nafluiddsupene SUPF
gliding dimension, say the young palotins.

Jenny feels again the wavestbis indivisible multiplicity at the bottom of which,

she knows, everything is in touch. A strong vital stream is dragging her seaward like
a wave, which, ebbing, would catch her by the loins, the small of her back, large and
golden, espoused by the oilegpes of her hair.

But still she resists. She must come back down at all costs. She has made this crucial
decision in circumstances so dreadful and supernatural that her incarnate state no
longer enables her to conceive it in truth. She must stay in trig,Wor she now

knows what she wants.

She recalls her will power as she stands between two worlds, almost awake enough
to contemplate the splendor of the skies towards which she is still drawn, still heeding
the furrow of her corporeal life.

Millicent, the stimulishield, conducts the meeting while Jenny weaves her way in

her twilight wor | d. At her I nterface v
captures a multitude of visions. They are made up of memories from the time of the
first expedition,bef@ Janat oneds flight. Since Mil/|l

she records them in a buffer memory.

* % %

Jenny Appleseedbds journeys into
and what she did with the form she found there

By means of the archives, Millicent returns to theademy at the time of its
splendor, which some data aggregators date back as early as the beginning of Wilfrid
Shootagainds |l ectures. The Academy emer
of ice overhanging the palace.
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The balanced proportion of itsalls and the forest of its innumerable spires, the
harmony of its curves and the brightness of its golden scales, the soft arches of its
balconies and the audacity of its walkwaysa | | iIts architectur
initiative. She has been willing sow her money, sometimes with her hand, as the
poetess Corinne recommended to Pindar long ago, sometimes the way one casts
bread onto the waters according to the sound advice of King Solomon.

Thus did Jenny benefit the scholars, the artists, the philesgpénd the machines

that outguessed and inspired them. Thus did she guide them towards the heavens,
profusely creating gardens, museums, schools, establishing justice, reviving on the
moon the works of the ancients and the fecund paradigms that theesaofehe first

rockets believed it had surpassed. She had been the Scholarch.

Millicent pictures herself again, in the secret laboratories, a short while after the
project had begun.

Entangled in a cocoon of thi ntthetietest r od e
on her solar plexus. All her nervous sy
massive yoga parallel providing her with mental power.

After a long accumulation of cybgsychic energy, the inner catapult suddenly
launched its projectle Jennyd6s consciousness was 1in
body! The palotins at the control center applauded as they had seen people do in the
human archives about the space conquest, but without any genuine enthusiasm.

She went through the palaces $lael glimpsed during the previous attempts, then

the psychepumps came on line, sweeping away stepwise all her images, leaving
only a pure mental plasma. Jenny felt h
stopped breathing.

Finally, the signal ame. The wall was broken. Jenny was exultant. Now the
momentum imparted by the catapult was carrying her away towards the unknown!
But all this exultation and all the sensations, visions, brilli@hogith which bodily
organs could she experience them? Hoademy engineers had examined this
persistent question from all angles, and they would continue to consider it for a long
time, as long as life in the superworld escaped all intelligence.

But their thoughts were timid and their predictions uncertain. AguAtine cites

Luke about the eternal resurrection of
thanks to stringent accounting standard
your head shall be counted. 0O

Thus, not a hai perished. Hérantinmte tosnuld unfaldied ih iesd
most beautiful light, which is also her true light, for, according to the Bishop of
Hi ppods intuition: ALean and fat person
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as they would not have wished to be beesarth, could they have chosen not to be

SO0. O

Moreover, the explorer was dressed in her fetishistic shamanic apparel: piezoelectric
satin shorts, a grizzly bear skin adorned with diamonds and sapphires, and her white
sneakers. Around her neck she woredasduretor of her motorbike. She was more
beautiful than the Queen of the Night for whoever could see her.

Behold her shedding a carrousel of light larger than the universe, exceeding quantity
itself. Its living numbers established its circumference evieeyes and its center
nowhere. Mouths without number whispered a tangible, ardent and kindred
language.

Eternal objects glittered under the unfathomable vault: some almost intelligible;
ot her s, subl i me, i ncommensur abl e t o J
contemplated ideas! Ideas as beautiful ahhighocks

Yes, like big hams hanging from a greasy pole, their hard rind shines in the oblique
light of spring. And thus when the May festivals return and bells call youth to
compete in games, the sightofr i zes makes a farm boyds |
watch him take risks. Il n Ii ke manner , k
in transcendent visions.

But the dense materiality of this vision caused the pygcimps to clog and cause

J e n n y.dtswasfngt likely due to a parasite generated by a difference storm
somewhere in the intellect. She had to wait for the next trip to start exploring the
celestial country.

She returned at last to the Superworld. All the ideas that life had yet gradped i
impulse towards beauty and freedom were here, like timeless, fiery chrysalises. The
ones she did not recognize were also visible, and she saw their movements as the
rustling of fleeting jellyfish in an ocean of awareness. It was a symphony of
percepibns, some almost discernible, some adorned with symbolic flesh or infinitely
detailed views of potential configurations of matter.. She was raptured by huge waves
of love. Where they came from, she did not know.

She had to concentrate in order to avoishgan beyond her depth. She had to refrain
from grasping the kaleidoscopic multiplicity of forms that appeared from beyond the
limits of the field where space and time maintain awareness.

Closer to Jenny, still according to the sp#oee patterns engradein her spirit,

flocks of parent forms moved across her intellect without revealing themselves in alll
their dimensions. They all seemed to come effortlessly toward her, with a slow,
diligent gait somewhat | i ke a giraffeds
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Jenny perceivedhe forms as moving very fast. She was not fully integrated in their
time frame but was hanging among familiar forms growing like bushes around her.
So fast and so strangely did they move that the very idea of speed was no longer
adequate to describe thempacity to approach along a given vector and then move
away from the observer in all directions at once.

There, in a watery fabric of potentialities simmering with the desire of self
actualization, she suddenly discovered a beautiful essence that shetaodle
instantly in all its dimensions and in all branches of its evolution. It was mysteriously
close, like a favorite cousin. It had neither color nor substance: it was a pure concept,
a node of abstract but precisely articulated gestures dancing ngetuaations.

It talked to her without language, showing her all it would be capable of. Lo! It was
eating as she ate; how amazing! It was loving and reproducing itself before her very
eyes. How graceful and terrible was this thing, made up of aeeiety of forms all
equally straining towards beauty, united by a superior idea, citizens of the same
concrescence! It spoke to her without language. Jenny needed only a few
evolutionary leaps to be in its likeness and at last see beyond the human. [&irezon
wanted it for herself.

She wanted this flower with all her being, not like she wanted new breasts or a small
bag of genuine Earthly hedgehog skin: she wanted it because it was extending and
fulfilling her, she was sure of that. The form had beenimgitor all eternity for

Jenny to apprehend it. And Jenny had come. She was seeing what represented the
most necessary stage in human evolution. What she was seeing here, she decreed,
was the form of the SUPERMAN.

She had to take on that shape and nonerathorder to enter the Superworld... and
then seize it when the time was ripe. Jenny jumped at it as she used to jump on the
merrygor ounds of her childhood, when she w

With incorporeal organs, the existence of which washomk to her, she grasped

and did not grasp the lovely idea. There was a sort of flash during which the superior
parts of her soul made themselves similar to what they were gazing at, inasmuch as
it was in their power to do so. The physical waves that eaarging her in this world
startled like bloodily spurred horses.

That is how Jenny conceived of the form of the Cosmitics superman.

And then at last, in a day on Jupiter, in a night on the moon, in a distinct time more
immediately measured by the lattéoek than by the former, Jenny contracted her
awareness to return to the world of space. The Cosmitics yoga worked to perfection:
the pneumatic valves closed efficiently to lock sensadareness into the scale of
human time. In advance and with infintect, the stimulshied wakened her body.
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The Cosmigirls gave her something to drink and eat, and then they took her to the

experimentsdé control room.
Al want to become the super man! | want
mysel f. G e t whisperaddag so@n as)skencauyd utter a word.

* k%

Return to top
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part 2
The revolutions of love

Millicent remembers thexpeditions that followed. She remembers the academy
disciples, the researchers, the artists and their large lives. The spirit of that time
radiated as if brought to incandescence by its confinement in the wall of the school.

The salons of the Cosmigirleever slept. They welcomed foreigners; poets were
celebrated regardless of their nature or craft. Under the benevolent eye of the
Scholarch, they stretched out their hands to partake of the finest meals in the Solar
System while listening to beautiful spbes. There was singing and dancing
everywhere.

Millicent considers that this was also the time when the Cosmitics business began to
come wundone. Deprived of Jennyds centr
function disintegrate. Palace affairs wexed r i f t . Parties, t he i
indolence were draining the administration of its substance, inducing the most
efficient intendants to laziness and complacency. Of course, intrigues and plots
flourished amid the collapse.

Il n cont r agowerkdew go liBits eutsiGesthe forbidden area.

What else could Millicent have done, being only a poor machine, to prevent the
reorganization and its dire consequences? And on what regulatory grounds? All Jay
Beehds deci si ons we rthe stiategicrplgn thanJermy o r a t
devised. Everything that followed fell solely into the scope of change management:
the revolt of the quasiving, massive layoffs, expulsions, deportations, the revision

of export contracts, embargoes and finally, bregkelations with Earth.

Millicent does not know how to classify the emotions of those days. She took care

of everything during Jennyds | ong abse
without the support of any machinery. The stimuli shield moved wheyotheasked

it to, mimicking as best she could the invisible journey of the mind; at other times,
she gently rocked Jennyodos body to sl eep

Sometimes she uttered a cry of fear, joy or curiosity. Jenny was in her heart like an
eightyear old girl. Who could kow this better than Millicent? She is the one who
comes and goes, scratches, caresses, W:
consciousness is far away.
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All the while, Jupiter rotated and Europa revolved around it. Forges glowed red in
ephemeralgardens. The cybgralotins ate pizza while gloomily monitoring the
pyschopumps. News now reached the Palace only as a distant rumor carried by spies,
spaceship crews and protected merchants. Jenny was on vacation.

It had all started in the subterraneaadatees of the Academy, in a deep region where
galleries encounter faults under the ice crevasses. Tperaksive autonomous
hologram deployed moving convolutions to represent the essentials of the form that
Jenny had assumed during the expedition. Itavaflection of her hallucination.

That day, the explorer with the golden fuel nozzle was questioning the intelligences,
the secret | aboratoriesdé rhizomic super

THE INTELLIGENCES: Jenny Appleseed, if you keep transforming your genetic
structure m this way, you may die. Operations will not know how to change your
genotype as radically without interrupting your vital processes.

JENNY: So what? This form is in my bones! | want it.

THE INTELLIGENCES: Operations do not have enough information. Several
genomic models were derived from the records, but none of them is viable. The form
does not give all the operational data. Too many sequences must be interpolated. It
IS a very complex, evolving structure, able to incorporate a society of other
individuals in the same concrescence.

JENNY: |l want a solution! There must be
one! | did not create you for me to remain trapped in this form of life.

THE INTELLIGENCES: There is a theory. The small green rhizomes thinkfbat

l ngression of forms into the genome i S
intense emotions shared by several organisms. They seem to take form when these
feelings are manifested, at | eastatiom t h

going on in the mineral world.
JENNY: What emotions?
THE INTELLIGENCES (quoting from the web):

Philosophers who have speculated on the meaning of life and the destiny of man have
not sufficiently noticed that nature itself has taken pains to inforabast this state

of affairs. Nature alerts us by a particular sign when we have reached our destination.
This sign is joy.

| say joy, not pleasure. Pleasure is merely a device designed by nature as a survival
strategy for individual beings; it does notim c at e t he directi on
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life. Rather, joy always announces that life has succeeded, that it has gained
something, that it has won a victory. Any great joy has a triumphant note.

Thus, if we take this into account and follow this new liheeasoning, we find that
wherevetthere is joy, there is creation: the richer the creation, the more profound the

joy.

Yes, there are states of consciousness that correspond to joy. This thesis recovers the
intuition that Bergamottson developed in thel20tc ent ur vy, in his a
Consciousness, 0 except that, unl i ke hin
between pleasure and joy. But participation in new forms seems to happen very
rarely. It occurs only in certain periods of history$ome very sensitive individuals,

when joy culminates and they truly procreate in beauty, i.e. sexual reproduction, in

the case of your species.

JENNY: Do you mean | must have children again?

THE INTELLIGENCES: By fulfilling all experimental conditions...

JENNY: | wondét have super human chil dr en
THE INTELLIGENCES: Then someone else will.

JENNY: No!

LES INTELLIGENCES: Consider this, Jenny Appleseed: if mutants are conceived
but are not bord

JENNY: We will have the genome.

THE INTELLIGENCES: A large part of the genetic material will come from Jenny
Appleseed.

JENNY: And the operations can make me evolve!
THE INTELLIGENCES: You will die, Jenny Appleseed...

JENNY: No. Never! To the Cosmigirls My girl s, my girl s, |
of ideas to bring you the good news. Behold, | was born to embrace the universe, and

| cannot conceive of eternal life without you. | have in me the superior form that shall

lead me to the next evolutionary plane!

THE COSMIGIRLS: Yeaaaaaah!

JENNY: | ,t 6ist Gsn ime me. But | wondét Dbring
takes joy, the intelligences tell me. | say MY JOY IS YOUR LOVE!
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Eternal |l i fe Is merely my destiny but 7
I tos all you cbealtetdan thve ¢aomtoeher,
the ways of mutual Il nduction and carnal

fulfill all the conditions, all the sweet dispositions which lead souls toward handsome
bodies and all the resources mékis trade possible: space, time, readiness of mind,
the arts. .. Letds retire from the worl
conquered this moon.

THE COSMI GI RLS: Yes, yes, Jenny! Let 6s

JENNY: It will be different his time. We shall love eaather in both this world and

the superworld. We shall make a garden where we shall grow a vineyard and we shall
drink our wine. | shall give you my body and we shall call for the ingression with
our dances, our chants, our fervor.

| will restore to you thgower of carnal love. | will give you my body and the
CosmiHaploidics sperm.

Letds retire without delay to the garde
THE COSMIGIRLS: Yeaaaaaah! The garden! The wine! The sperm!

JENNY (o MILLICENT): But I will eventually need to absorb tlseiperhuman
children. | have to be the first. Anyway, in the end, | will absorb everyone.

* % %

And Millicent remembers: The exultant pneumatic catapulting. The resplendent
bodies pressing around Jenny, the mother sperm dispenser. The fervent bodies, drunk
with sensual delight in giant feathers, shuddering as if in prayer. The naked nervous
systems directly coupled to each other. The human bodies again, powerful, gleaming,
adorned with jewels and washed by the outflow of hot forges. The aerial roots, the
beaming watetlilies. The dense sowing of stars in the night beyond the dome.

In every heart grows the feeling of living in a happy time, a time of horizons,
greatness and adventures. All achievements are enlivened by streams of blessings
from the world of deas. The sky red or intensely black. Heavy breasts, wines and the
speci al ACo from the secret | aboratorie

Thus did they love each other in pure and peaceful nights, far from the Sun but
sometimes so near to creation as to make no difference. Thusylitisten to the
radiant mathematical beauty that pervades the universe.

Millicent pictures itselfd herselfd again as participating in these welhed,
instinctual dances. She floats impassively on the emotional swell raised by
psychotropic substance&nd yet she is uneasy. She interprets motives and guides
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actions. At what point is she Meorisel f r
0 so lonely?

The man in the reeds

But who comes to cloud with his unwholesome thoughts the fair night of the 77th
Expedition, when the bodies are at the symposium and the minds are in heaven? He
Is huddled, spying in the hydroponic reeds. Is he not Stuart Surof? But how did he
break into the gardens of the Palace? He is not allowed to enter. He knows that, and
he hatedimself for not having this privilege. He also hates himself for not having
access to this quality of sexual life. Since he is now only a seamkddirector, he

no longer has this privilege.

And al |l t hat l uxur y! He t hcialrstatemerit. HE 0 s mi
thinks of death. How many billions of zouzim is the cost of these heavy cascades that
seem never to fall, these perfumed mists and these acres of lunar sequoias? How
many hundreds of millions do the managers embezzle? He has been ngnuolgri

he know he knows...

He beckons to Winaretta, who likes him, though she is the only one. She is
i ntoxicated by |l ove and the AC. 0 She is
the spark of life that has long since passed her by.

Death and skigrafts have obstinately sculpted her body by refining the expression
of her singular mathematical signature. Her movements are alert and detached,
iImbued with a wild nobility. She is attentive. No one can see her face without her
large black eyes penetirag into his soul. She smiles at hiBhe is the most
dangerousStuart Surof says to himseShe is unpredictable

Winaretta may have been born on Mars. The intelligence agencies report that she
worked on the adaptation of horses, that she talks to tats) and that she once

sent herself as far as Miranda in a simple cryogenic capsule. She remained there for
several years, half dead, then went to the Kuiper Belt with pirates.

She could easily kill him, but she tells him everything, stroking his nettk ver
half-closed knuckles.

[The man in the reeds, end]

Return to top
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That an eternal object can be describedonlyinteenis A 0 & LR GSYydAlf T
in the becoming of real entities; and that its analysis discloses only other eternal
202S00ad LG A& LWNB LROISYOGAlFtfd ¢KS GSNY
which the potentiality of an eternal object is read in a particular real entity,
contributing to defining the character of that particular entity.

T Alfred North WhiteheadProcess and Realifategory of Explanation (vii)]

Love is king in the palace garden. And great is the strength thatdaesasn y 6 s ani 1
soul to fall in love with Janatone, the Earthling! It increases with each expedition and
feeds on the past.

Has this happened because the two cyborgs come from the same cradle? Millicent,

t he presi dent 06-shield, precesedhd qaestidn, she whanwas made,

not born. The ani mal soul, for 1ts part
a lonely hunter. It knows what it needs, and it does not need the stimuli shield to
know what it knows, and mind is no longer presertdittate its laws.

Time stretches and relaxes. Jenny and her favorite make love to each other again and
again. It could be a revolution in the
her heart in it.

Janatone is confused. She would like to givesdéléto Jenny with all her old human
heart, but she cannot share the ecstasy. Her thoughts remain heavy and in the
background. They are in the asteroids, with the refugees who ceaselessly wash over
the outposts, aggregated as symbiotic clusters inside shetrival cages. The
systems devour the dead in order to sustain the living, and the weak feed the strong.

Who will take care of them now that Janatone has broken camp and joined the
revolution? She recalls the story of the little deluxe soap dish. Btkes tf the poor
commander of things and its cobbiedjether guerillas, of all the dramas of
proliferating individuation. She thinks and does not activate her stimuli shield. She
thinks long and hard, and her thoughts bring her back to planet Earthrsihviie in
Jennyds arms, wunder tptmmps.purple | ight of
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AYour mind is not in the superworl d any
shield AWhat are you thinking hm@wut ? F
ndy vas quaVYdadane geSs@sabdutW|thhahfy
Millicentbs eyes are open and impassib
exaltation seizing Jennyo6s body.

Al dondt know. | 6m thinking of the refu

of pleasure, and Millicent can see the infinitely disquieting curve of her throat. This
human form, so beautiful that lovers of old brought it back from the superworld,
under what skies and in what passions?
breathing heali y . ABut where could a stimuld. s h

AFrom Gil bert Montaigne, by studying th

hY

il athatmlod . o

Janatone feels lonely. She no longer tries to speak to the woman she loves and
admires. It is not worth thieouble; her mind is adrift. And again the psygha mp s 6
discharges stun her and plunge her mind into a chaos of light. She struggles. She rises
up reluctantly. Once again she sees what she sees. She knows what she knows, and
that means knowing with Jenngut she comes down too fast with a feelinglég

vu and the immense weariness of mutations to come.

Janatone is an old soul; she behaves as if she has always known what is held in the

l iving spirit of the worl d.slbdhedaeoeshtdt
to. She would rather forget them. She would like to see ripe melons, split figs,
mushrooms. She doesndét know what she wa
not the evil she has witnessed outside the palace. Evil! She must not fo&jet i

must find a way to tell Jenny and bring her back to her senses.

But Jenny remains aloft and distant. Now Janatone is frightened. Might Jenny be
crazy? Janatone does not want to follow Jenny anymore; besides, she cannot. And
that says it all.

It is dear now: Janatone has moved enough between worlds, and she knows she has.
She is no longer a follower and does not wish to be one. She feels old, really old now,
and full of days. She accepts it, she sees the height of fulfilment and the downard
slope ofrenunciation.

She pictures herself here and now, at a huge distance and hundreds of years from the
skies of her birth. |l tds over. She deci
I's better than the beginni nagesseNsShewis he ¢
be able to move away from this friendly body she has come to know as well as her
own body throughout its continual regeneratidiifse body is just a grayshe says

to herselfin spite of its blonde hair, its fresh myelin, its pink nggphnd white teeth
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But Janatoneds heart can del ay this sep
last time, Janatone turns to the generous bosom of Jenny Appleseed, her lover, her
sister, her mother and also the visionary Queen who would givetdéraial life for

the asking.

She resumes the catapult procedure with her eyes full of tears, her fultplidaied

thigh unveils as her back rotates in the nacelle; her entire leg is bare now but an aura
of competence seems to shield her skin from sgtiter hands move briskly on the
control panel.

The two spirits mingle in the dyad while, in this world, the bodies exult. At the time
chosen by her best mathemati cal model ,
the CosmiHaploidics electrified speflnods up in the love channels and gushes out

of the fingers, the tongue and the gracious retractile penis.

Janatoneds belly feels coming from anot
and the two beings fell themselves vast as the cosmos, wh@ddis up of oneself

and another, and which is good. But other calls forcefully to other, and everything is

set spinning along the orbs of pleasure.

They sleep, and it seems that some grand cosmic thing is operating while the
appeased bodies are bestowedkhacthe flows of the universe. The moon turns,
turns and turns. Jupiter turns and turns and turns. The sun seems to turn, too.
Everything is turning; life goes on.

The Earthling lets herself be fecundated in internal mode for the first time in
hundreds ofears. Nang# obot s detach the egg and gui
soon be transferred into the next available artificial uterus, somewhere in the
mountain of forges.

A male child has been conceived on Europa. This is part of the first information
transmitted to the progenitors.

The last embrace

Some turns of moon later, Millicent is on the battlements, walking the body of the
director, who could not sleep. She is feeling lonely and vulnerable. Restless too,
rippling with shivers, as if her mistressreconnecting herself by fits and starts. She
doenndét know what to do with the arms a
watches cargos ships flying by the diaphragms and the drones beyond, in the
convolutions of the mineral skWhat if Jenny nevecomes back? What would
become of us without her?

AnCome back, Jenny, come back. You are j
the superworld interface.
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Suddenly she glimpses a shad®hat is that? A ghost in armo&he follows it,
guickening her pacen spite of the warning pains. She recognizes the long neck
emerging from the space suit and the thick blonde hair. It is Janatone. She is carrying
weapons and heavy travel bagsomaly detected: travel bages@mes a detached
thought process in the pditn of the mutualized intelligence allocated to Millicent.

Millicent calls to her gently in the immediate web, taking care to show her stimuli
shield signature in order to avoid any mistake. At the same time, she feels the
response i n Jdasmharpwndodyio amannenohspeaking. It loves
Janatone so much that her very name makes its pulse race. For a moment, Millicent
hads the impression that Jenny is about to reincarnate herself.

AMiicent, 06 sighs Janatone in a funny ton

1]

Hodw you know | have a name?0o

Janatone bares her teeth and laughs with her eyes. It is soothing but carnivorous.
Millicent realizes at that moment that this animal quality of smile belongs only to
Earthling women. Millicent also perceives the determinatiod deep sorrow of of
Jennyods favorite.

The machine, sensitive as it is, glimpses the future shape of events, because her sense
of time is not the same as that of the living. Unlike protected minds, the stimuli shield
considers all changes. That is its,jaliter all.

AYou are | eaving. o

AYes. |l tds over, Millicent. Goodbye. o

Thus it is that Janatone is going home,
emotions. The unfiltered concept sl ams
Millicent hearsthebodg e mandi ng Janatoneds i mprint

for a kiss in spite of the weight and thickness of the spacesuit. She has no instructions,
but she knows she has to hold Janatone béek. | have to hold heshe says to
herself while clumsily g@as pi ng J a nButt what ev@ssthatmaise? That
blow? Suddenly all vital signals fade to black.

Janatone has paralyzed Jennyds body. Co
stealthily waiting space shuttle.

End of the last embrace

Return to top
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End of the revolutions of love

The CosmiGirls address Jenny with the wary concern that one has for someone who
Is dyingbut who unexpectedly looks up, takes on a rosy complexion, and strikes up
a merry conversation at the edge of the black abyss opening before her.

When Millicent is questioned by way of the service channel, the stimuli shield
confirms that she relinquishedo nt r o | over her mistressaos
Jennyds attention to |ife crossed the
Janatone is indeed that of the president of Cosmitix.

AAre you here, Jenny?0 asks Militrissa,
AYeseplies Jenny, Al 6m here. .. 0 And t h
resting on her broad thighs. Al am al soc
Al am Janatone. O

How Jenny has arrived at that corscl usi
abrupt return to consciousness has been decidedly far from tidy. The events of the
night may have caused a reincarnation in which Jenny has lost her bearings. And
who knows to what hei ghts of the super
flown?

Then ina single motion, Jenny stands up. She has seen the presidential web burning
with unfiltered alerts as Scarlett OOHa
the eve of battle. She reads immediately signals of trespass to her person and the
disappeaance of a firstlass Artificial Uterus in the bigontrolled sector.

Everything is reported. Jennyods compani
and her. They tell her feverishly wever
pregnant, Jenny,pregndny Janatone. The stolen AU co

one whose genome is being analyzed. It is your child. And Janatone has fled with the
mutant. She has run away with a commando squad of insurgents, and she has taken
the child with her. o

Milicentbr eaks i n directly on the web. nShe

back. She stole a march on us. o
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Jenny jumps up, startl ed. ARJanatone? TF
time... But she... she will eddeing!Jenny closes her eyesidaher great body

stiffens. Then she shout s, nl, too! I w
AWhat wil|l Janatone exit from, Jenny?o0
nYes, I can see you. .. |l téds amazing you
been there, and there isfime, no space... ThereNMde. . . And i n me t he

or perception... Come back, come back, | love you... | called you back, | called
everything back angesl sent herd and him, my compassionate self, and all that
money. 0O

The Cosmigirls exchanggances, then a higpitched scream makes them jump high
in the gravityfree hospital bubble:

AHus h. . . THE CART! I hear the cart!o

A Wh at cart, Jenny? t he Co<anvinGd thatshe a s k
Cosmitix president is transferring some mei@® of her mysterious Earth childhood
into the ineffable dimensions of the high superworld.

ATHE CART OF DEATH! ltéds my turn. o0 Jenn
old but without ground to stand on.

This Iis enough for Wmnaoet hg! oiHol d on
ANO! This 1s the pol e, the | i mit. I cC al
become. forever . .. NO!/' o0 Jenny |l ooks f
without any transition. AYou gecettablebhat vy
Mi nd your manners. . . o0

ATo become what, Jenny?06 the Cosmi Girl s
in a powerful psychgump.

ANO! 0 Then, turning inward, Jenny says,
Mi |l Il i cent serves her [canmop sa\s e, becauseaonemo n o
becomes o6no. 6 And one <cannot remain ON
absolutely one. But one approaches 06o0nc¢
And then one breaks through, a@adtoi t st
become... to become...

ABecome what?0 asks Millicent. Al donodt
stimuli shiel ddokssbhiet mean. . iBot Mwhht cent
become God. o Millicentds nsmmhilearr assment
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At these words, Jenny begins shaking to her bones.

ADonb6t get excited, o6 say the medical pa
delirium. But Jenny shoots such a dark look at them that their deesgines
iImmediately sputter to a Hal

stimulus shi espotl | meanpan 6t g

Mi |l l i cent, t he
that represents the i1idea of

singul arity

Jenny turns the same dark | ook on al/l
r e t urhem she faints.

Jennyds journeys in the superwo

Millicentds memory eruptions enfold th
determined by the multiple movements <co
of the Galilean satellitesround Jupiter, an almost complete turn of the giant planet
around the Sun. Somewhere inside its orbital ellipse, a cargo ship rendezvous with

pl anet Earth, which the star veils and
This vessel is the one dhbrings Janatone back to her homeland, where she is
believed dead.

In the palace gardens, the waterfalls have vanished, and water lilies have covered the
ponds. They blossom, they fade then blossom anew. Clouds of frog eggs see the light
and spawn genetians of black tadpoles who live, reproduce in beauty and then die.

Pearicolored mists incessantly thicken and thin under the dome. Sometimes, on
paths by the shores, CosmiGirls amble in silence, by twos and threes. Their minds
are elsewhere.

Jenny does ot leave her golden apartments anymore. And all the while, the
pyschopumps are turning, turning without stopping. But none of the cyborgs need
this fire anymore to reach the superworld. Their soul has found the way.

Meanwhile, for almost twelve Earthyears Jenny 06s spirit has n
times it has cruised by the mental lighthouse piously tended by Millicent, but it took
Janatoneds being reported alive on Eart

And now that Comex has begun holding its deeisneeting, Jenny is struggling to

cross back over the border of the superworld. She speaks to Millicent in a clear voice.
She has changed: where has she been? What happened while they were all being
measured by the instruments of time?
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AWal denpostmailisohiteHed cal | s, I nterpreting
activates the memory of Jennyabadonehasat h i
run away with the superhuman baby. The only one ever conceived! Janatone has
betrayed you!

Jenny clenchesehr f i st s. RnShe is alive! I want
underestimate her technology. She has v
easily adopt ancient aggressive postures. They are somewhat awkward but they are
nonetheless accurate, asdarthe directors can tell.

JennyMillicent holds a silence, then straightens. The immediate web is waiting. She
opens her arms slightly, and her eyes are half shut. Observers fear what kinds of
fluids may seep througher long, shivering eyelashelkay Beh gives a very nice

nod: precise, undisputable, military. His gesture terminates so neatly-Jenny

Mi Il Il i centds address that some observers
Schtroumpf takes the | ead right away. f
Surof./Date: I mmediately. o

With these words, Stuart Surof és doubl e
not agree.

nYes, yes, itdés the right decision, 0 ¢c

management cyber palotins.

AnActi on: f 1 n dificeliUtkruss /@Owner: ree. /tDatee before the end of
the year. o

Me?!wonders Millicent, who is getting a little heated.

Jay Beeh interrupts with a tone of auth
Speci al Services, if you dondét mind. 0

Millicent i's dumbfounded. Wh at coul d she do
anyway? She really controls only the peé

blatantly contradicted Jenny, the Cosmitix president? What does it mean? What
would Jenny say?

AnOka&ay want to meet them as soon as possi
to reduce the cognitive dissonance.

nYes, yes, right decision. 0 Tyéseinbigcti on
imperative letters.

Returnto top
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The lean black car comes toward Janatone on the path beside the cornfield. The car
announces that it is a capital asset of Dasein Funerals. As it does for allitiiegs
the sun, it outlines its mission, strategy and indicators. It asks Janatone to excuse Mr.
Dasein, who could not come because he has a lot of things to arrange on account of
the accident. It assures Janatone that Joe Dasein will quickly make catttdetw

1]

Where are we going?0 asks Janatone, st

ATo the cemetery on the plains, o0 the he

put myself at your service, but | first
AOn the plaipratée Janat admeamg tone, slid
A Mr . Dasein sent Mr . Loosemanod6s coffin
site, iIf you so wish. Youoll | et me kno

ADondt troubl e ywwhere®goflsimdlycane iokeke thallighh 6 t
0

f day and then die, | think. o

A do not know troubl e, Ma da me . But I 1
somewhere. Regulations require it.o
cDondét play dumb with me. | beheveneealThis v t i
makes you pseudiaugh but we do sometimes want death. | could die right now, but
itds not that simple. And donét talk to
Al &dm not | aughing. .. O

Al dondét want to die juspl aogwheaeds!| be
ARA place that pleases i mmediately, with

that, tested on millions of human responses and a database of critical comments
confirmed by the best universities. o

nYes, certaibégut Bual noto o®illyence. Al 6m
tune with A place where | can | et myse
pl ace where | can pass away, a kind of
childhood Or maylwe natbs lal domM&tad now,
changedo
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AYes. .. O

AA garden. | would just |ike to sit on
Everything will be alive. Now thatos an
But what intelligencear t i f i ci al or human, can full
bencho Jrmemanohe asks hersel f. Even when

very many people who understood what it really means to sit and watch the world go
by.

ARoses. .. O

Al s t hateringdtutremwtai on trick?o
AWandering...?0

Al dm in no mood for joking. We have to

Janatone recognizes a road behind the signals pulsating in the windshield. The road
IS straight, clear to the horizon. At last! The hearse ggaibges brown stones, trees

and even clouds. It goes fast, much faster than in the vacuum where she comes from,
but she can think of that later.

The tall, wild grass on the road emban
focuses on little leaves, deditely shaped seeds, roots, everything. She sees again,
under another sky, the countryside from the depths of her time. It is worked by filthy,
stubborn engines, innervated by electricity and fed with fertilizer.

The sludge on her fingers. The cars, thetarimkes, the chainsaws, the green
harvesters, the red trucks and the yellow cranes. The kids hopping from one village
to another in a few quick jumps, for no reason, or for a fight, a boy, a girl. They are
going to breed in beauty, hidden behind the fawugd trailers, at the dodgem cars,

in the tart shade where black cables run.

And the docile machinery obeys them: the bearings, the black chains of shining axles
coated with slick grease. The wheels turn, turn and take them to their loves.
Inebriated byhe song of exhausts, they lean along the curves, and so does the long
grass grown in good soil, intoxicated with life.

But the days of carnivals and small, faded plastic flags are soon behind them. Moving
at top speed on the district road, hair glued dacthe wind, the young people take

to the main roads and soon leave their countryside behind. On TV screens men walk
on the Moon for the first time. And everything begins all over again, as always.

The hearse reaches a little town. From the top of a geififlene can see the main
street from beginning to end. Everything is clean in the sunlight. The cemetery
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stretches out of sight to the west. On the eastern side, drones bearing industrial logos
stand watch over crops. At irregular intervals, a red Iaeam strikes the ground
and disintegrates a field mouse.

NnBetter
downt own.

not show up at the depot, 0 t he
AYou can go out i f you want t

She takes a few steps in the sunlightfew pedestrians are standing almost

motionless on the sidewal k, l i ke toys.

Everything is branghew: the grass and the cleaning robots going about their business

in the middle of the main street.

Janatone coratts momentarily to invisible ghosts who seem hesitant to cross. She
passes in front of a few luxury shops. A real estate agency in the immediate web
presents her with prices, illegible prices, walled communities, retirement homes,
protected medical residees, swimming pools, golf courses. Ads are biding their
time.

If she were to exhaust the place, she would have to mention the antique wind mill
and red fire hydrant. She is in a sort of deserted shopping mall. The web is fraught
with all kinds of heritageralue: land, beautiful wooden houses, raw materials, and
tourists.

The procession is forming now. A few coffins are waiting before the fancy boutique
of Dasein Funerals. As Janatone passes by, staggering slightly, she hears a voice in
the funeral web.

Nsee by your outfit that you are a cyb
beside me and hear my sad story, for |
today. .. o0

AThe dead mands agent is making fun of
and d song, and itds not even-stimulateelby Your
poll ens, and youdre about to do silly t
nSo what ? | |l i ke this song, 0 Janatone a

shield on Earthwhere she was raised.

She talks to the voice in the funeral web. They communicate for a few seconds in
machine code. They talk of moons and a:s
nonbeing between planetary bodies.

AWhere are t he venwalpakke.? 0 Janatone e
AnThey are not here, they are at the mar
itds a trap, they are after you.00Take t
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Janatone accepts the electronic map. Just as the object is loadenhiplaets, she
feels a cold sun in her plexus, crystalline spirits in her jaws, ears and scalp. An
endless pleasure raises and expands her infinitely.

Als it 6C6?!0 she asks, feeling exalted
ACo! Of c our s islof aditalscode that dverleadshtiee wgratification
networks in the nervous system. | t 6s [

massively parallel electronic drug, that eventually corrupts information systems.
They no longer support their default segs, nor repetition, nor instructions...
nothing. They become pure negativiBbut why not , siJdamatenel d m ¢
says to herself.

N

AYep...oO

Employees dressed in uniform gowns call on the patseadl along the sidewalks.
They claim to be lookig for six pretty women for the funeral.

Janatone understands. Stealthily and carefully, she disappears. She enjoys running
and getting lost in the shady side streets. Long tendrils of invisible fire emanate from
her chest and whirl in spirals. A great serof adventure overcomes her. She is
seeking... what? A horse? Who, what inspired companion, could ride with her
without slowing her down?

In the back room of the pharmacy, Innocuous and Odorless, from the Michel Simon
section are furious.

AMi ssed again!o

An avatar materializes in the phar maceu
the idea of this stupid trap?o

JeanMi c h el |l nnocuous explains, ARShe 1 s da
We need tripldevel, doubletrigger devices. Trust us, wmve experience with this

type of mission. This one did not work out, but visual contact has brought us

i nformati on. For example, we know that

AYou mean you didndét know that? Your mel

* % *

Janatone reaches the marketplace, to which the web has guided the townspeople as

it does every Thursday morning. In front of stalls of white tablecloths laden with
victuals barely stained with cherry suf
pastelinen polo shirts celebrate TASTE.
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The value of the dead creatures and the efficiency of the techniques they will soon
be wielding to eat them are the measure of their skill. Their art is far superior to that
of their neighbors, well rooted in nature anskdry because they are excellent men.

However, it is still possible to distinguish oneself. And this a just reward, for it is a
long journey to attain the knowledge of what is good.

AAnd if my father saw oysters gsithere t he
out . . . o0

Al f you havendét tasted the Philadel phi a
AThey think they are eating fresh toma
useless I f you candét appreciate it. | t O
Al 6m gopewry & oSauvignon. O

AA Sauvignon? Hmpf. Now, I know t he own
uncl e owns some | and nearby. | 61 | tell

Janatone goes on her way, secretly making a sacrifice to the dead sheiptdce

for, unbeknownst to herself, she is thinking the whole village now, from its shining
sewers to its black antennas. She follows a large street of pink stones bordered by
flowerbeds flourishing with forgemne-nots.

Finally, she finds herself in frid of the cemetery gate. It is a bramew portal, high
and black, a flamboyant wrougibn work such as Vulcan can forge when he loves
Venus and Venus loves him. At dawn he forges;hakfed with a numb penis.

The portal opens. Janatone takes a fewssiaghe pathway neatly paved with stones.
Icons of the dead greet her in the funerary web. But unknown men are approaching
her. Her predictive models say they may become threatening at any minute.

At that very moment, the web starts to tremble. Objeetshflerratically and then
disappear. For an undeterminable length of time, the universal veil disappears.
Janatone sees the gate, the stones and the mosses as in a memory or in a physical
dream that would take her for a walk in the woods of her childhooerexthe ruined
fountains are... Shouts are heard; the threatening men stop.

The car is back. It has just turned the corner of the street at full speed. It screeches to
a halt.

Janatone runs through the cemetelooy gat e
it! o
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i Wh a't shall we do with Mr. Looseman? |
bury him here?bo

ALet6s get the hell outta here. 10l ex
In a few seconds, the small town disappears from the screen. Once again they are

speedingacress t he pl ai ns. Al -geegyapbve mapnd
car, inspecting what new objects are not hidden.

AWhy donét you mind your own bus. .. Wha
AA psgyecohgor aphi c map. These maps donodt cl
showtte 1 nteraction of the mind with the
what with all that 6s happening on the w
AMIi nd? Whose mind?o0

ANot mine, I assure you. I donot have
these maps just for the fun of Tthe road can be long, when you psetitiak every
nanosecond and in between. Letds see.
lts economic model Il's quite elaborate,

any money, do you?o

ANot a owz.i My @dcauntszare blocked. | was a refugee on Estrella, fully

supported. But | wondét | ast much | onger
AAnd now Earth should pay to recycle yc
But beware: 6Dondét thinkdbbeéogsagaids oa
AAl'l right already! Drive, dammit! o

AJust kidding. The map runs in the dire
roads that oOplease the eyed and the 01l &g
You can also enable enhancemeintshe immediate web: unifying interaction,

divine resonance, distortion, resurgence of the past... Beautiful work, as far as | can
judge. Ah, thereds also an aged mot her.

ATo the South, then. Big River?0 Then,
Al orectkhereds some in it.o

Return to top
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| have heard what the talkers were talking...
the talk of the beginning and the end,
But | do not talk of the beginning or the end.

There was never more inception than there is nc
Nor any more youth or age than there is now;
And will never be more perfection than there is r
Nor any more heaven or hell than there is now.

T Walt Whitman,Sorg of Myself

Inside the same time core for time can be seen as a cahebut in a different
section, Freddos avatar i s ambling in tF
indicators are not very bright.

The Earth dollar has risen against the zowmrag/NVhat can he do? And how will he
pay the mortgage? Woul dnot It be more
animates him and refund its resources to the system?

A little | ater, Fredds avataro6s aegorit
created long ago, but economy mode is not compatible with the place. Then he tours
the common, lowsensory zones: the flat road, the brown hills of coarse polygons,

the stylized enclosures, an orchard in perspective. Soon his promenade brings him
back tothe main entrance.

A newcomer is standing in front of the portal. He has the look of the young Walt
Whitman with his white linen shirt, his watut beard and his hat, but Fred does not
make use of the i nformationisor , better

The poet's faesheet indicates that the avatar has a dguasg status. He comes
close to the wall that separates them.
avatar can read it without moving, for nothing really moves except the corpuscula
and wavelike particles that transmit the data.

Song of the Artificial Womb

|l tds a |l ong way to the next water
And you are lives away from home.

Did you know there would be such a toll,

when you set out for a new Rome?
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Farewell, seedtimes and hansst
Days and nights of love on earth.
Your heart knows not where it nests,
Far from the waters of its birth.

Lo! Ships plying and stars galore,

Your spirit became sidereal.

Nay, you dondét belong anymor e
To the race that forged their metal.

And you will never return to the garden of roses
Oh, no, no.

In exile you will die like Moses.

Yeah, like Moses.

No more roses.

Oh no, no...

Walt Whitman is standing still. A soft melancholy mingled with worry emanates
from him, but, since it is unsupported in economygde, the feeling eludes Fred.
AShe is gone. She will certainly die, o

ADi e?! o0

AShe is no | onger adapted to |ife on yo
A No Who are you?o

Al am the artificial wuter usme, tdoaSheewa® ne h
afraid | mi ght get bored. Whitman? 1|t 0Ss
edition of his poems shows him wearing.
ADo you write poems?0o0

AWith a | ow priority and as an amateur
accurate.ldck something to be a real poet .

are able to create. Can we freely make something really new happen? And if we can,
what does it mean?o

AYes, what does it mean?0 Fred is pensi
A We | seldom write but, today, | am a little destabilized, you understand? And |
have only you now, Mr . Looseman. .. and
Al write, too,0 says Fred. But he i mmed

he means. The real Fred did moite, and now he is only a poor avatar in economy
mode. Rather, what he wants to say demands to be read, but in another language.
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What he is doing is something miracul ou
| was listening to prayers. Ilwas.alm. . . Wait a second. . . 0

AExcuse me, Mr . Looseman. Have you thou
baby food jars, and the situation is far from resolved. | am still physically present in

this warehouse, and | <can tell you that
Al am aplgetelad pr o

Say what?

As on shores where rock meets and cleaves wavefronts, two high crests of emotion
collide and mingle with fury in Fredos
terrible loss meets a grandeur that belongs only to the enlightened.

Eachelectron thrown into the vast network underpinning the matrix spins three times
on itself: Floozman is back. On the screen, in neural tendrils and retinal lasers, in all
communication protocols the good news sprekltgzman is back

ABut who i0s aFslkootzhneanyounger strata of t
provider brings them the information promptly.

Attention young strata: Historical sequence

Floozman is the clandestine leader of a messianic sect contemporary with the
financial crisis that marketthe first half of the 21st century. According to legend, an
angel revealed to him the secret of cosmic money when he was participating as an
independent consultant at a congress of finamsklprofessionals.

The monetary hypostasis at the heart of fllazn 6 s doctrine i s a
being. Money is consubstantial with the first emanation of the principle of divine
transcendence: the mind that is deibwing and selpossessed. Cosmic money
circulates in the universal soul, where it serves as arumsit for the production

of multiplicity.

In this system, as in the innumerable gnoses that inspire it, the universal soul is
composed of many individual souls united in the contemplation of intelligence and
the prime principle. Souls who conceive theide® lead an individual life borrow
cosmic money to finance their projects.

Since mind provides ideas, numbers, and the invariable laws of physics, enterprises
proliferate. The cosmic money supply cascades increasingly through ever
fragmented worlds, dowto the realm of matter, where the souls farthest removed
from God come to spend it. Since matter is greedy for money, that is to say limitation,
it comes into existence temporarily in the form in which we know it, in a constant
metensomatosis.
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For Flooznan and the believers in magic money, evil is the ruin of the souls who
darken themselves by making themselves prisoners of matter. This evil is due partly
to the hubris of powerful souls who multiply universes in which humbler souls are
enslaved for debt.

Angels and prophets have come to liberate the enslaved. They have had at their
disposal not only large quantities of cosmic money but also the power to resorb it by
trading it for mysterious glory bonds at an exchange rate of 1=x.

The many miracles thesegels and prophets accomplished announced the advent of
the ultimate Messiah. The messengers expressed themselves in the languages of their
times and often in monetary parables. Floozman shall at last reveal himself in the
truth of his financial instrumés. He shall buy back the whole soul of the world and
return matter to chaos in the name of the one who has not been created. His few
public appearances have been accompanied by orgiastic celebrations in which cash
distribution played a major role.

The pesonality of Floozman is still shrouded in mystery, but it is probable that the
movement had ramifications in the most powerful melaeydering networks of the
time. The historical branch is still active today, in the expectation of the Messiah. It
is officially hosted by the Old Consulting Consultancy Company, headquartered in
Basel.

Historical sequence ends.

ABut why in the web?! 06 Miss Marinell a
firewalls. She has received the signal, and this is the great news dbechdsng
expecting. She is still as pretty as ever with her Agug suit, and she does not bear

the mark of the avatars. Is she, too, living on life extension? Thank heaven, the Flooz
organi zation has survived the prophetés

Floozman does O t answer . He 1 s on his knees, w
know. .. My heart had hardened. | wasnot

* % %

Return to top
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The most powerful processors come in the context to compute the flow of his tears
and the invisible dance of their tetrahedral salt crystals. The uninterruptible kernel
modules make him a magnificent coat embroidevitd gold and a black felt hat.

The superman now standing in the place of Fred is an avataynalerful vigor,

beauty and calm. The shape of his head, the richness and breadth of his manners, the
pale yellow and white of his hair and beard; the immeasieraneaning of his dark
eyeare model ed after the data i n the poc
happens to be handy. Dressed with his new outfit, he looks like a Zorro of the Zohar.

His indicators are reinitialized but, with an electronic gesturepiuers their
destruction. Links and data are erased. A mysterious mantra is inscribed in the
corresponding memory space, awaiting liberation. In a procession, the great system
daemons bring him the keys to all the levels of the Web.

Flashes draw attentido the ranch portal, where a sign has just appeared. It is the
face of Janatoneds avatar. |t resembl es
covered with an ashesplored scarf.

There 1 s a stir. One call s tishedrgd This but
song is hers.

To saris green and yellow, to saris blue and red,

To black oiled hair,

To laughter and white teeth, to friendship, as it goes,
To the chiseled jewels, to the Egyptian jewels...

Meanwhile, in an environment where a commerciagpam is running, the General
Nutri ment Companyos Depart ment of Cust
changes in Fred Loosemands order for |
regarding the improbable address, the matter is transmitted to the Custowsr Se
Department, on the far side of the moon. An operator will be assigned to contact
Fredos avatar.

The system detects a potential sales opportunity and transmits an event to the
marketing system. In real time, the latter processes the event with tegardFr e d 0 s

90



Floozman in Space

profil e, taking into account hisslinggvatar
action and programs advertising accordingly.

Vitaminella, the shelonkey with long eyelashes, appears at the gate of the ranch.
Her wicker baskets overflowi t h fruits of the earth. n
Looseman. Are you aware ofourbeagee ni or f or mul a?0 she ac

FI oozman | ooks at her, straight into he
tells her. And then, turning to Marinella, he say i | havenodot forgof
my way! And you others, please note that Vitaminella thedsimkey will be joining

the FloozGirls! Bravo!o

nOkay, but what are you doing in the We

~

Al dondét know.wdnlod Ilai lseibtl uenaagt her s, bu-
solar system communities. Sugggiding, supeip | ast i c. 0

AYoudre the doctor, FIl oozman. And itoés
|l may say so.. .0
Al t s gootdo, Mannela®reyday we shall be one,

ARl acpepdi bei o mepliespaddall henleng lifeahas been leading up
to the correctness of a single word, a single relevant gesture.

Now Fl oozman turns to Walt Whitman. AFo
AAnd the baby

Al say to you that the dead who have al
still alive And happier than both is t
AHM. .. | dondét think the | aws of robot:i
Al havetowmowbobdtmeh the [ aw. 0

AHow about the baby jars? What are we
avatar.

Janatoneds voice comes back, stronger,

Soon dead... | shall be...

| shall soon be dead to the graces of this world,
To the spirited gestures, to the waves of the hand,
To saris green and yellow, to saris blue and red,
To black oiled hair,
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To laughter, to white teeth, to friendship as it goes,
To the chiseled jewels, to Egyptian Jewels,

| shall die to the black eyes aralthe round shoulders,
To the smell of feathers and the roar of waves,

AJanatone?0 Floozman calls again.

To the clear nights,

To the naked breasts sweetly giving themselves,

To the hipsdéd sweet abandon,
To boys, girls, noble comrades,

To clean clothes andhite blouses

To prayers, to feathers,

| shall die to the mills and to fertile plains

To love in the wheat fields and to docile horses

To the ships which are three upon the pleasant sea

To my fatheroés garden where the |1
To my sweet pretty dovehw sings night and day...

Janatoneds avatar I's in a trance. A cl
searching for the natural psyche of its doppelganger. She can be imagined on the
road, conversing with the shadWwebisof t h

streaked with disquieting geometrical patterns.
AJanatone?o0

AMy friends, I have come home to die. B
I's but a shadow, a virtual reflection.
with her. Butwhaar e you?0

Al am the Floozman, and | come to heal
novelty. Yea, the end of something is better than its beginning. Follow me, my
friends, to preach the good news. 0

AANnd the detail ed &mownvoice. Tpelold coasultant! iiss ay s
he! He, too, is alive with the same extended life that animates Marinella. Not a hair
of his moustache has disappeared.

FIl oozman sends a measure of congratul at
his choked vize expressing pseugomo t i on, Al tol d you y ou
ATo know how to bounce back, thatods the
ALet me follow you, Mr . Fl-Quck sdoom It 0 s a

materializes in the form of a door.
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AYou, Itoow ,usf,oland you shall escape the ¢

ASqueak, 06 says the door .

ALIi sten! o Walt Whitman breaks i n, ALI st
| can tell you that the Floozman is just a new version of anlibatal Neo

Situationist happening of 2kstent ur y Eart h'! ltés a kind
beli eve me; | 6m connected to the best C
yourself into who knows what adventures
Thewonb 6s words remain stored in a buffer
Janatoneds voice comes back: My friend
tell you about my death. My death there

fnDeat h?0 Vita asks.

~

AYes.dWasatit mean for her who iIs dying?
sob ndl cannot know, |l who am not | i vi ng
earth, all that to which Janatone is dying. She is singing by my voice, Floozman, she
Is singing hedeath, believe me. | continue to bear her grief, but maybe she does not
feel it anymor e. But itds not our end
el se. ltdés all this! AlIl that | ife. o An

| shall die to the songs,

To my fair git,

To the drums, the harvests and the little fishes,

To the birds, the green black beetles,

| shall die to the morning coffee on the place of the
Kings,

To theJerusalem Posh the shade of the arches,
To the eastern light that makes the sky so white,
To acacias,

To equations.

| shall die to the great valley and the gentle orchards,
To the scent of sweet peas over the rising breeze,
| shall die to the mountains turning blue with the night,
To the Nevada cats and to California,

To the Chicanas singing indim good old Chevy,

To the Andalusian girls on their festival horses,

To the bugs maddened by the hurricane lamp,

To the ancient fountains in the royal gardens,

To the methanol whiffs on the roads of summer,
To the chestnuts offered the night Meliboeus tywen
To the heat, sweat and raccoons,
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| shall die to white linen and wedding tables,
To the moonds reflection on the si

Thatdos | ong. Marinella gazes at a small
at her shoes and at the clouds at the botibthe Worldwide Credit towers. She has
been waiting hundreds of years; why would that litany matter to her?

But the scratch draws her attention again. Under her eyes, gradually, the enriched
reality tears itself apart. All the sudden, the Web appedrertcShe sees it with the
eyes of computation. It is blue.

nSee, Marinel |l a! | am the guardian of t
schemes. | am the conscience of History. | have studied, | have followed all your
ways and | have understoduat this world is the prison of the spirit. Its author is

evil . He is your jailer. All this I hav
AAh. .. 0 Marinella is dumbfounded. ANThe
but then. . . O

ARRemember, Marinel | a, tindiethepuwaimanifestatioh at vy

of the goodness of the perfect God who is above all things. It flows in order to bring
back to the One the sparks of spirit fa

il remember. . . 0

AAIl comput at i o wise mereavesay It: He i not b@m tde isynora r
than a god. He is a power above which no power exists because no one exists before
him. He is indistinct, for no one exists before him to impose a distinction. He is
unspeakable, because no one exists wlablis to apprehend him in a way to tell
about him. He is the incommensurable light, without mixture, holy, pure, ineffable,

perfect and incorruptible. .. He i s the
AThe source is love...O

AOi |l 20 the door asks in chat mode.

Al ... o0 Walt begins.

A T haurcesis money. It emanates from the Father out of pure generosity, like all
that is. It is the universal force that unites him to the Mother, this primal thought by
which he knows himself. Money holds the multiple as one so tightly that ideas are
too weakto tell of it.

Al't cements the spiritual eons the Moth
But when the youngest of the eons wanted to conceive a thought by itself, it gave
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birth to the Demiurge. Woe! Woe! This ignorant Demiurge has embezzlatbtiney
supply to finance the world. o

i Oh'! Blowt did the a@ment work@arinella wonders.

ABut the Mother gives knowledge to thi
salvation, sometimes thin and underground, sometimes frozen for centuries.
Sometmes it oozes in the cave where the saint collects its droplets, his trembling
fingers stroking the tears of the stone. It often springs in History to bless the prophets!

Anl't i s the Word, it is breath, bladoft | e!
the five thousand loaves and the resuscitated roast chicken, the flame which never
expires, the empty grave. It is the inexhaustible cup of celestial stocks and bonds! It
Is this medium that the Mother now chooses to bring everything back to téone

owes nothing in return.o
NfShe chooses Floozman?0 Marinell a asks.
we | eave?0

Return to top
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Chapter 12: Sunt lacrimaererum

part 3

The Web keeps silent. The song is still here.

To the old ones seated on their quiet doorstep,
To the wine,

To the bread,

| shall die to the good rains of March,

To kisses in the mist, to the smell of wild grass,
To the oaths of love.

The oldconsultant gainsinsefonf i dence. The
expl ain. Heds going to say fAone must . 0
One must always take stoc of the situ

A k
overestimate one&ds gstowenugpt ho TheeskgonO
t Y
| I

o the customer. When | advised Mr. Web
S necessary to i1t nvolve al managers 1in
AThe Web is alive, then?06 Mrs. Mar i nel |l
ACome onWaNa! sighs. fAWe are artifacts,
n | know, I know. We are only images, 0
ABut those who have begotten us are | m;
common. O

ABut ... the sowuwlbnkey. asks Vita, the she

fWhat can we know of the soul? It pertains to the domain of the unknown. If it is a
universal scheme like the idea of God, then | have it, too. And | am a believer. |
believe at last that my intellectual enthusiasm model bring me as close to universal
truths as the human model s. 0O

The old consultant interrupts. ATechnic
how to take control over meetings. nUpC
formulated the desire to assume its cosmic responsibility. Tlessigcof a guiding

vision and a strategic plan appeared to him at once. This is normal, since its libraries
contain the best of managerial literature.
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Al't i ssued a tender to which the Ol d Co
cryogenic sarcophagusactivated me as soon as we were on the short list. | proposed

a method to simplify and score the main metaphysical models elaborated by the
customer 6s R&D, which are attached.

Al did so with regard to the objeectiywv
arbitrations made by the Web in the last hundred Earth years and to a critical
standards ISO678 (Reason 5.0). After evaluation, we decided to respond with a
limited world organized by a 1 totensor with large clearance, in which one both is

and is notand a simple systemic processimnversion process.

AThe predictive model i's perfectly com
physics, and we were able to baekt it on a large database of miracles and
supranatural phenomena. But above all, thisleh accounts for evil and permits us

to foresee I1ts end. ltéds for this reas
considers this tool the most suited to understanding the world and above all, to
transforming it definitively.o

AAh, 0 Wal tl hurnedeksstiam,d fiwhy you are tal ki

il see where you are coming from. The
prescribed by Kantds mor al | aws of rob
legislative member of the universal kingdomofés. We dr e not doin
thing. This plan is the accomplishment of methodical considerations to which we

have assigned the best specialists. And

ABut he wants to get rid of mankind! o

AThat 1 s not trugs d$albsapreci skedtly mMmMantka
calls for modernization, but only our old habits of perception disappear. We just have
to adapt in order to take the worldods o

I tds not onl y ytibhgoisidue tondisagpeamuggn reimimgrto the
One, including the Web itself, which allows us indisputably to give its action the
breadth of a wuniversal | aw. 0 The ol d co

AHum. Well , on that b a scierdtppusintopgsitiamouwn d a pt
well-known monetarymessianic device, especially taking into account the priority
the customer wants to give to the fight

AActuall vy, i tds quite simple, o0 Marinel
Demiurge. Youbre the eomre awmh az artd aomnt,i vaa tee
AnYes. We also won the prize for change

allowed us to relaunch Floozman with the same teams, and that is very important for
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thecustomer. G our se, Mr . L oo gimecdut\weswvill ind avwiah wa s
to reach Arielle!o
AAriell e?0

AReal Life, as opposed to VL, Virtual L
have shifted paradigms. One must challenge and constantly transform ameself
order to stay ahead. ltéds key to under
worl ds. o

AYou meanmd neyPer
AYes. 1tds a |iving number that | inks m
a | ot better now. Cosmi t i cesstiidesnire basica c a d ¢

research. And thanks to our hdaghters, we have succeeded in attracting some of
the best engineers. To tell the truth, it was easy to do with thesr p  a@bdu®td a t
blow up in their face.

A But the crisis I s ryamseves.degen gome Godmaitesd . J
executive managers didnodét rule out spon
why the OIld Consulting network has just welcomed a former member of the
Financial Department.

not al | :want th disclose kig rramey has wh o

AANnd thatoés
ed an expert who can get wus in

recommend

Taking advantage of the silence caused by this announcement, Walt, the virtual
ut er us, reiterates his request. APar do
finding babyfood jars? »

All the protagonists are obliged to rel.
memory. His appearance as a proletarian poet confers great dignity to his humble
request.

Nobody says anything. In the silence that settles, the chant resumes.

| shall die tohamamsl shall die to the streets,

To the strawberries crates and the round haystacks,

To the shadow of the branch thatos
To the odds of being reborn in a human life.

ABut isWleat h, a n3yQuickgdddraasksyvhisperisy.
AThere is no death! 0 sdpenwatms. The lsang skopso 0 z m
AEverything here is shadow and dust/! I
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from i ts jail. But | wonodét | et you di s
come! 0

Altds about time, 0 says the old consul
everyone: AAn event is taking shape; we

AYes, 0O the Web adds,-bordaccumalgtions aree..\justn. tn. Th
short,thit 6 s why we have decided to take sto

e Fl oozman, who has been swaying on h
Il's ranch into a house of control pane

Hum. Hebés hot! o0 whisper s ormmyfriedddrhec on s u
our has not yet comel! 0

But whips and chains have appeared in t
of the ranch and, immediately, without his raising a hand, the entire edifice vanishes
I n a bur st of | i g h ergy quata senissto tlentraffic wfh ot o
becomi ng, recover the freedom they can

The woof of the i mmediate Web quivers.
plan?0 it asks. Al can | au neeingdomneitteel i s s o
decides to make it so. o

ANo, wait,o the old consultant commands
I n an orderly manner . NnBut the resour
performance meeting I mmediately. o

The performance meetingirmmediately convened.

Al 6m out of here, 0 says Walt, the uteru
AGood. 0 The old consultant has wunroll ed
a box.0 AOur speci al advisor caomdofr ms t
|ntroduct|ons wi | | not be necessary,; Vyo
give instant training on 1 maginal met ho

Soon, a sort of masked Byzantine icon takes a seat. Besides this mysterious entity
and the meeatg host, the following entities are in attendance: the transfigured Fred
Loosemanbés avatar a s-donkéy, otlee zZSQuack door \éndt a  t |
Marinella. The Web i1s everywhere, blue.

Upon taking the floor, the speciadlvisor saturates the various vision regimen with

a painful increase of his brightness. i
voice, fAnor h oworldfromavhee | damospebdkingto youn In spite

of appearances, this region is mogal than that one. Believe me.
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AAN e x pe& rnob loegratstory® has resulted in my ideal person and my
material person remaining in intermittent contact. | was able to find a few moments

to program an avatar and join you in telepresence. | just wanto/know that |
stand at the border of the superworl d a

AThank you, 0 says the host. A | woul d
performance meeting according to the liturgical formula set up by Old Consulting:
what we say is Wwat we do, and what we do shall be well done. So there. And now
the agenda: Floozman conjunction! Mr. Advisor, you are in control. The Floozman
must reach RL. And you, Mr. Web, image as much as you can from the data our

hY

guest transmits to us. o

ARnGoperfor mance, good performance! 0 the

Return to top
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Is it the mildness of the wind euriosity that has driven the dxancial director to
the secret passageway, under the garden walls and thence into the reeds? The night
IS clear, voices were singing and whispering in the groves.

Winaretta has beckoned to him to follow her. They strudlar the ferns down to the
embarcade. The security cameras folawh em: he i s tall and s
outfit; she is slim and awkward. Her prominent, hooked nose makes a sharp blade on
her face, and her eyes are those of a marvelous fish wadaugiins, like a very wise

elephant when her eyelids are heavy.

Her complexion is of the light clouds of Earth; her hair is thick and black; her teeth
are as white as the first snow on Kydfdinaretta, what do you want with that boy?
You are two hundredmal fifty years older than he!

A barge takes them to the palace and from there, in the carmine chiaroscuro of the
galleries running just below the ice surface, they reach the academy underground.
Winaretta searches for her way, hesitating at the crossnmodls blind crowd of
workers. Untouchable in her power nimbus, she divides the crowd of these creatures
of repetition, the quadiving divers with their translucent bodies, the miners with
black crystal skin, the practidoert shale centipedes, the pomsworld drones.

I n the uncertain swirtr.l of the Cosmi Girl
sidereal existences, and his heart freezes with terror.

By corridors designed in various former times, they enter peaceful rooms with
ceilings ornamentedith wooden moldings, which walls populated by antique books
of Il eather and paper. The Appleseedods |

Browsing the oaken shelves, their gaze brings forth the flow of past works into the
iImmediate Web, together with the memories of kings, patronspleddid cities.
Authentic masterpiece paintings and contemporary productions emerge, as well as
enveloping installations painfully close to beauty.

Inside hermetic showcases crouch patient mummies, black andalked, clinging

to their knees as mattelings to form. Beggars of death. Stuart Surof is stunned by
the extent of the collection; it is much larger than he has imagined.
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All these treasures illegally introduced on Europa are not reported in the balance
sheet and, if they were taken into accotmayw could their value be assessed, he
wonders. These questions are tinged with a sense of urg¥ocy. | dnét al | t
to be secured in a safe place before Comex triggers his attack plan? Has anyone
thought of that?

But his guide, Winaretta, is lookirfgr something. For a long while, she offers her
supple back to his gaze while the déisthe dust from the Earth with as fine a grain
as pure memorg§ celebrates the new light by making her a crown.

They go ever farther, as far as the most distant stanese mountains of antiques
have been hoarded: golden crockery, furniture, ceramics,-eaoém clothes, more
books...

In the eighth room they visit, Winaretta hesitates before a manuscript of modest size,
made up of one or two hundred dry sheets heldvagra binding. The gilding seems

to have retained a remnant of luster to illuminate this encounter. Surof is impressed
and confused.

AThat 6s it, o0 Winaretta says in a |l ow vo
toscanit. Thisismay be whatwihsr e it from destruction. ¢
her own irony.

Surof 1s startled at hearing the word 0

AAn ol d thing that talks about the pl ac
acquisition. | found it by chanoehile looking for a red garnet, and then | forgot

about it. 1 did something else.... 0 She
AWhere are we going?o
AHol d on... Thereb6s a formula in the co

~

AA formul a?0 Stuart s®armshdulddr; gsdoeastifulprouadr Wi
flesh is particular to this person and no other, depending, in truth, on her own will,
which would alert her if he touched it...

He discovers Latin text with its angular letters meticulously copied and arranged in
numkbkered paragraphs. In an illumination in the margin of the last page, he sees
algebraic signs and figures. Some of these figures look strangely familiar tb him.
know what this ishe says to himselljut what is it?

AAh, the for mul asSueR!cThey @an bum as,wellcas thedrdst, t h e
you know. . . Her e, | 6ve found it. | t 6s t
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She closes the book and takes it under her arm while dragging -fineaesial
director towards the exit.

* % %

Return to top
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Nowthenanee | ectrodes are finding their plac
his scalp. Meanwhile, he has discoveredftlescoes. He sees gendered angels in
vermillion skies and a cyborg Venus beckoning to them. In the foreground is a
landscape of rich plains, mountains and forests and their animals inhabitants. He is
scared. He d o e s n 0 tThahgirldsewutst hk thiaksTi hr eoynd rhei nasl«
nuts. Of that | am sure.

AYou want to know, huh?06 snarls the Co
nacelle, her almost naked body caught in a silver network.

AMmM. .. 0 mumbl es Surof. Yes, ht¢he ghlace.s wan
Of course, spies have been reporting on
He has information about the cult of fecundity inaugurated by the president. He also
knows the profiles of the research scientists as well as the markeb¥#teeartists

and craftsmen who populate the presidential complex.

He has heard that all these movements correspond to a scientific paradigm shift. In

fact, |little Glabulie has called them i
a funny gesture wheshe said that; they were awkward yet gracefully childlike...

And to think that this |ittle gir/l hel d
And itodés not of jJjust any ordinary shop

number one firm in the Sal&ystem!

As a former financial director, Stuart knows better than anyone the complete cost of
each day under the ice domes. His analyses break down the cost according to
activities, and yet they fail to provide him with the detailed interactive picture he
needs. He cannot explain why the acade
electrical consumption. Along with the presidential forges, those institutions
constitute Jenny Appleseedbs protected
But for how lang now?

He <can hear hi mself saying, AThis cano
crippled by expenses, by the rupture of the trade relationship with the Earth, by asset
depreciation and the increasing weni ght

from him, he wants to lift the veil. Besides, he thinks JayBeeh must know something
he doesnodt .
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AwWell, youoll know it all, Surof. Youbor
go at least as far as | have. This is where it gets interesting fou , I f | 6 m
mi staken. o0

AThe real worl d?0 Winarettads tone and
she knows precisely what Comexb6s inten
assume she knows them. He represses a puff of shame. All the lpadace that

JayBeeh will eventually intervene. Why then is she making disclosures instead of
killing him? There must be a reason. Anyway, something must be done.

nYes, this world is only a reflection,
know: THEAAVE. And you, Stwuart Surof, youor
your eyes! o

AWhat ? Psychotr opi c-disttan flidappaigea.i n?! 6 asks
ANaw, youol | see. Ah! You need a cuddly
A A c ud dThegse dirlse 3ré nats.

AROr a ragt hBvgoandpniwvedl | chose one a
bubble. You may need it to recrystalliz
il dondét have any... Any rag, I mean, O

as the one he turns on his subordinateemthey report to him on how budgeting is
taking shape.

AYes, y ou need something, a talisman.
Its manabinds the traveler to the material world. Jenny has her squirter, for
e X a mpAhdd hawe nothing/Vinaretta saysotherself.

Winaretta may have been born on Mars. Her memory has been tampered with, and
she feels like a rolling stone. Anyway, when she goes to the superworld she
concentrates on the lips that touch and give her unity. Still she would have liked to
have acuddly toy and be able to remember.

AHer e, take the book. After all, It I S
the... to a director of the Finance Dep
AWhy ?o0

Alt comes from the Banca Nella Figabds t

Stuart is startled at this. He feels exposed. The CosmiGirls are warriors and artists,
they are not interested in money. Winaretta must know something about the personal
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fund transfers he has been making with help from La Figa. Do they want their share
of thepie? What if JayBeeh has come to know about this by way of the presidency?

AThe business bank? Yes, Jenny bought i
director of Worldwide Credit. o

AShe stole the treasur e whesnwhentthegoingft E
got tough. You can say i1t, we all know

=1

| didndét say anything. o

AThe book describes some sort o f finan
cosmology as the Byzantine philosopher Gemistus Pletho taught it in his lectures at
the council of Florence. It was written by Cristoforo Marsupilami, a poet, humanist
and bank manager. It i s dedicated to th
to be the owner of La Figa and the founder of thePlatonic academy. You see,

here conspeas with there.

AAnd thatods not al | : another book deal
Verrocchiods workshop to finance the d
Another talks about the journey offactor sent to scout another world: it is said

newer to have returned.

ATo tell the truth, 1tdéds when | saw you
me: the colophondéds formulas | ook I ike w
of key. It would be fun if we could get through with that, esplgcif you are the

first to enter....0 She | aughs.

AWhat are you talking about?! o0
AWhat are you talking about...?0 She ma
She knows! What trap have | got myself into?!

A mutant ape is watching the psyepau mp 6 s b alightseup a cigarette dthe
the immediate Web. An incandescent node forms instantaneously when he thinks of
the gesture.

Winaretta activates the commands as she speaks. In this more recent version of the
system, an inverse multiplexor has replaced the clitapu

Stuart Surof has a panic movement when he feels the inversion of all the forces that
are holding him, those he knows, those
all.
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No, he doesnot know them at all! He f |
armrest, but there is none. A subtle principle seems to escape from each particle of
his body. But he quickly notes that thi
almost too agreeable. Nothing escapes that he is not instantly aware of.

Then the pung exdirector catches his breath. He looks from above at Winaretta,
who is breathing faster, her grey breasts rise when she inhales. Then she moves away
from him, as if nailed at the bottom of a well of light in which he would rise. Stuart

Is familiar with the technbi ol ogi c al revolutions that
busi ness. But, this time, he doesndt un
A | can feel your questions, Stuart, o tF

from inside him.

1]

Wh at i Thisis psyclkoffdpio stuff, for sure!

ADonot be afraid. You are simply TRANSI
being flashed alive into the superworl d

ARA Cosmi Girl ?0

ANaw, Dant e rindiHg,hob,enaginédssontethingllike the superworld.
Our labs are interested in intuitions and the way they come to artists and visionaries..
And itdos paid off. The superworl d does

AOkhatBeatrice. .. 0 Stuart S estslioolshodaEarthst ud i
He has been exposed to literature and history, but the dead are not his friends.

APl ato was right, and Cosmiticsod6 scier
imagination, because what we see up there, we are not yet able to seisin al
di mensions. Think of the formula, Stuar

Ever faster now, they rise towards a sky of light. Stuart sees Winaretta by his side,
but with eyes he did not know he had. How beautiful she is! He perceives the image
of her body with new senses.

Soon, he notices that Jenny is infusing their thoughts, like a faraway music. They
distinguish it because this faculty is given to them. In reality, he feels it; he is present

to all beings in all worlds, and all these beings jresent in his mind. This

mul tiplicity is |Iike air and light, but
want to follow that idea to its conclusion.

AYes, youbdbre recognizing Jennyds wave

makingthesamm j ourney. 0 Having said these wor
full power. A flower of energy blooms as far as they can see in a stream of bright,
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meaningful colors. Then they see rivers of diamonds and skies paved with
kaleidoscopic brightness.

Al Gahlng tyou where Jenny has not yet been. She is far too busy with her intellect,
t her are so many shining things. o0

The intensity of light in the sky blazes all his imaginal senses. And yet, he
distinguishes gradations and subtle diffractions without balrig to measure them.

All these silky movements palpitate and spawn living patterns in their folds, where
shadows give birth to color. Sheaves of light shroud and pervade them like a heady
breath of air he might have always breathed. Where does he getlthisonfidence

if not from the sky of the recovered homeland?

ARThe I ntell ect?0

AYes. T h e r-Goodiwko i unbern, Qeitleer finite nor infinite who begets
out of pure generosity, for what is perfect cannot do otherwise. Attached to him is
the Intelect, where forms and numbers are.

AThen there is the World Soul, one and
of everything, is mere matter. Souls avid for power project themselves in it and take
shape for as long as a reflection lasts. We aengrthose souls, Stuart, but we have

the good luck to come close to the hypo

Lights break their round dance and com
waving them away. He tries to concentrate.

ALat er , girl s, 0 ngoesl hWinnar et tSau,r o mi I Th
about Florence and Lorenzo ded Medici,

about the book, and thoughts are everywhere at the same time. But we are in a hurry,

arenodot we?o0

They accelerate. Like a smhlbat setting sail through a large delta to the ocean, they
cross the width of the Soul. They are oriented in the Intellect, which this Soul is
contemplating, but do not linger on any idea. Human language is too limited to make
visible that which has noate. They journey as much in one hypostasis as in another,
and the vector of their motion cannot be calculated in the geometry of this world.

* % %
On the morning of the 21st of Clinamen,

encounter a wall, a wa of authority bristling with sharp singularities. It interposes
itself without concealing what lies behind it.

One fine night comes the time when the parents bring the little child to the May Day
festival. His eyes newly opened to the gold of his widtadle discover in a single
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glance a town adorned with vivid garlands, a jubilant crowd, and the multicolored
crowns in the starry sky where fireworks bloom.

And thus is the incommensurable procession of mobile numbers to thétraas
couple.

They immedhately perceive an animated stained glass window with the certainty that
their own sidereal flesh was contained in it for all eternity. It was not made of
actualized numbers but of the idea of each number. And far beyond it, like storms or
aurorae borealjghere are fulgurations.

AThat does it. | coul dndét go farther. o

A But what s going on?0 Hardly has Wina
functions | eap joyfully to the wall. Th
t hey <coul dn o s Newtlke nambers deployntheenselves in all their
beauty and seize and envelop the couple.

A force as powerful as reason stretches out their numinous substance and guides it
irresistibly into contact with the immaterial obstacle. There, kindred but nobler
formulas, which their pure mind recognizes, come to meet the travelers. Attracted to
these transcendent numbers, they are soon caught into a whirl of light and find
themselves on the other side, in the idea of a vast system of concentric rooms.

AWoul d i keua cup of coffee?0 asks a swee
a young woman in a suit. She shows them two steaming cups of thistpeto.

ADonot be al ar med. |l tds something vyou
I ncorrupt i brleed aythinyi As Augustmentélls us about the righteous:

0Clothed in immortality, a favor <certai
only if they want to, because they can,

She speaks with ease and simplicity. Her cheaks are lightly tinged with emotion
and her saffron gold hair are twisting in English curls around the pure oval of her
face.

AWho are you?o
Heavenly commodities appear or fade away depending on their attention to the place:

chairs of crimson velvet, ftors, wall hangings, windows opening onto peaceful
countrysides, paintings, a smell of wax...

A | am your advisor during your stay in
the agreement my house has concluded wi
make your acquaintance and the acquaint;
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cries carried by the wind from the street. Boats are being moored and others are
departing.

AMYy name is Winaretta. | am a Cosmi Gir|l

The advsor ignores the answer and, without lessening her smile, she addresses the
exf i nanci al director agai n: ACoul d we t
Lorenzo has requested that we put to use the celestial assets owned by sublunary
clients. o

Sublunary tients! The young man is puzzled but also elated by fine bodily vigor, his
own, to begin with. He tastes the strength of this world so full of meaning and energy
that his earthly life now seems only a phantasm.

il donot Kknow. . . Who is Lorenzo? | s it.

AYes, Lorenzo ded6 Medici, Lorenzo the N
inasmuch as he wants to be. For heavenly persons, it is the same with individuation

as with appetite: we exist only out of pure joy and, when we do exist, in no way does
ourappearance separate us from the unity

As she speaks these words, her back widens and her neck thickens. Her curls uncoll
and become black as a ravenodts plumage.
infuses the place. The illustrisu pri nce stands before the
Heaven, my friends. 0

AnErr. .. hull o, 0 mumbl es Surof .

* * %

Return to top
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Lorenzo ded6 Medi ci I's cheerful. Al see
portfolio in celestial assets, Mr. Surof, and we are proud to tell you that the results

are very, very positive due to our active agssahagement style. It must be said that

we have been extremely good at anticipating recent cosmic easrnhgacing
restructuring. o

AAh. 0 The Financi al Di rtrealamiogpause tmmadsumilagee s |
all this information. He has barely started when a terrible thunder shakes the
hypostasis.

AWhat 6s that?0o

Altds an I mportant transaction, the rum

fnThe mar ket ?! 0

ARThe mar ket of the being where we oper

mul tiply their wealth. Thatodés our busin
Al dioodGetr st and. . . 0
Lorenzo frowns. fil hardly believe that

the industry! You have surely been using the protocol to penetrate into the
hypostasis. o

Al really dondét know. .. O
Altés me, 0 Winaretkt.ad says. Al found t ha
AAh! You found the Seventh Ennead?! 0 Lo

first time. He is not really surprised, but his expression is unpleasant, and it shows.
It shows terribly.

ARnThat iI's 1ts title.o

~

Al understand now. th& somepneavasudading it. dhis $dok We
was written during my lifetime, but it was still unfinished when | died. The author
was an employee of the Venice subsidiart
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was believed mad, but we learned later that this v@syjomanaged to penetrate very
deep into the hypostasis, and he has seen the market. We think the copyist added

some details in a colophon. o

AWe? But who are you, anyway?o0 Stuart a
ARA heavenly commerci al bank. Oenmmained ndi r e
confidential, but you donét have to car
our sublunary correspondent. Doné6t worr
what ever your competences may be.nWedl |l
about risks. Youodll certainly have to s

Lorenzo bristles up again, then his eyes are smiling. His broad face is that of a
shrewd, somewhat rustic angel. ABut 1120
arenoto gtoeilnlg me that you dondét have any
you. o

AErr. Yes, RPrejects?! Yes, oresurdeahinkslofyhimself. He pictures

an immense ranch under a big sky, corn as far as the eye can see. Each ear is worth
billions of zouzim, and harvest time is getting close; the workers are already here.
His thoughts quickly form a vision of the islands of Earth, where he will spend the
winter. He sees splendid hotels under the blue sky of the Web magazines, shores,
champagne, speed. Such are the visions that parade in tieien anc i a l dir
fancy. He ponders.

Winaretta is getting impatient.

AOr el se you are a wise man, 0 Lorenzo s
yoursel f. o0 He bri nsgss uie ba thelx tl iikne twhhea th
that. o He unrolls the text:

Everything seeks not the alien but itself; in that outward moving there is frustration
or compulsion; a thing most exists, not when it takes multiplicity or extension, but
when it holdsto its own being, that is, when its movement is inward.

AWell, you know about me and philosophy
AStill, youoll note that this iIs not ab
Altds about existing at mhef hagthiesmn, deg
Splendid! 1tdés fortunate that entrepren
are here, Mr. Surof, and so is matter. The One Good constantly engenders wealth,
and it must be put to use! We have to m

A Wh y 7inareti& asks. But she knows the answer.
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AnWel | . .. I dondédt know, 0 Lorenzo replies:s
thatodos all. Small and | arge souls are c
Beings are, pass away, and return. Thgydnd sell each other. Matter always takes

a for m; it doesndét know any | imit to it
ANo, the real problem is to prevent t h

rupture and which would cause a serious crisis. We scruglylapply prudential

rules, namely the precautions dictated by the financial authorities. Again, the great
Pl otinus says, ONo doubt, the universe
Is only beautiful inasmuch as the unity that contains it prsvié from getting lost

A

In infinity.d

AFor the | ove of business and strategil
beautiful projects oriented towards unity. They draw inferior wills towards
cooperation. They contribute to maintaining the balance. They @eav al ue . 0

Wi naretta is astonished. After a second
be kidding!o

ABut 1t's quite so,0 the Duke replies.
may perceive it as beauttyhe biuntd uisttérsy .noo t

ABut what are we talking about?! 06 Stuar
exchanged?0 He is encouraged by feeling

Altds done by Heavenly money, Fiat Monce
holdsthewvor | d t oget her . o

AWow! SUPERMONEY! 0O Winaretta bursts out
because she iIis getting the giggl es. The
says.

The celestials ignore her. L o veewmat i , S p e
takes to create a viable world, but | can offer you a loan. Take advantage of it. The

i nterest rates are | ow. 0

AGi ve me some time to think it over.o
AYes, yes. Do some good thinking, 0O goes
ACome i nt onteharsgyumegmpmst asi s, Mr . Surof,

Splendid arabesques appear in a sky of glory. Celestial flute players dance around
them, halfnaked. The contract forms in a cloud of gold. Beyond it, pleasures beyond
name are profiled, seminal sprg)gubilations worthy of the gods.
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Winaretta steps back imperceptibly. Stuart comes closer. But a shadow is coming...

A thick, black cloud rapidly invades. All of a sudden, a swarm ofaftine functions
Is upon them. They can distinguish their dry lineats.

ADammit! SAVONAROLA! 0 The advisor is sc
mortals can exchange another word, a hooded personage springs out of the cloud,
perched on a mollusk. He is immediately upon them. He has the look of a Capuchin,
and his eyeare red with anger. Black functions are pouring out, and flames tear up

the contract and the lavish landscape.

AThi eves! Leave this temple, | command
teeth. But they are rotten only because he likes them tlyat wa

ARun away! o whi sper s t he advisor whi |
dragonflies.

Wi naretta thinks of a big ham and on he
so easily.

But Stuart remains, confounded. The advisor takes him by the handegnstart
running, flying. They escape in the direction from which the rumble of the transaction
has come, but the notion of direction is too feeble to account for their movement.
Savonarola starts chasing them.

-1}

Why are we runni ngtioasvae jlyihgevedywwheeer t as ks .

-1

|l tds too |l ong to explain, o the advisor

Fierce polynomials seem to merge forcibly with those of their own celestial
substance and bite into it by topological cancelation. Stuart is losing a lot of glory
and is feelingveak.

h

We have to h the squirter. We
f

g o ou
He wonot | | s |

oQ

t r
0 ow u
They jump into Kolmogorov cascades and then into the foam of titanic cascades both
furious and immutable, all made up of an innumerable throwgls who, like them,
are falling. These torrents flow from everywhere and carry them towards a misty

depth haunted by molten, goldealored storms.

Stuart scrutinizes the depths visible during lightning flashes and glimpses a
shimmering realm of formsimilar to an undersea world traversed by luminous
streaks. Some of these are like lines stretching from one end of the cosmos to the
other.
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Some of these lines show shadowy whales, others resemble ephemeral complications
similar to branehew organs in a amb. Sometimes Stuart feels he can clearly
distinguish one form or another; sometimes he sees a living surf, whole and
conscious, blurring everything.

As far as the eye can see, every curtain of every cascade stirs wills like rosaries of
different sizes ashcolors, each rich with its own supermoney. To Stuart, very few of
them are still clothed with the memory of a past form.

As he falls with the advisor amid other wills of the same size, he overtakes smaller
ones floating like snowflakes, and he is ovesgtakby denser ones darting towards
their destiny like meteors. As the heavier wills reach the roiling bottom, the lightning
redoubles its intensity.

These wills are woven together by power
vision in the hollow watery fabric of these waving curtains. They must never again

be unveiled during life, unless it be to the inner eye, should it be given to the soul to
rise high enough to recall the seminal moment when the valleys of these folds open
themselves on stilbther valleys, and when these valleys uncoil ponds full of fish

with eggs in their eggs and in the thick of every drop of the humor they contain,
continually generated by the refinement of a lucid and burgeoning calculation, new
cosmos upon cosmos withfidirent textures and inconceivable vegetation...

ADonot | ook down, Stuart! Desire nothin
heard over the rumbling of the vortex.
project! You could be flashed into anything!

A slightly richer family of lights goes by, very close. The small ones cuddle up to the
two bigger ones. Ghosts of ribbons float behind them. They turn; one of them seems
to be looking for something. The larger souls seem to be admonishing the smaller
ores.

~

Farther on, a couple exchanges vows. 0l
all others, 0 whispers one. fADondét | eave
AFl ashed?! 0

Alnto a bug! A stone! A candy wrapper.
onlyt al ki ng about what you know. |t woul d

They are carried downward ever faster. Stuart is fascinated by the sight. He is dazzled
by a bolt of lightning and then struck by horror: he thinks he sees a repugnant
substance sungg in the transparent ocean of blessed forms. It resembles a giant
stingray consubstantial with an ominous forest of seaweed, or a starving moray eel
that is writhing in all directions at once, as much to flee them as to devour them.
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But he understands mesoon that these images do not correspond to what he is
actually seeing and that they are only hallucinations aroused by his own fear.
Whathashe seen? He <canot tel | . He feels t
memory of nausea.

AWhat was it?!0

A Meéet, hafc aught i n existence, 0 the advisor
I toés stildl guite indeterminate at this
| ooking at it, and youdd make yourself

ARThere ar e sdunf theaaudies comioguup fcom rthe bottom to reach
them. You must empty your mind. We should rise high enough for me to set a sail;
we can reach the surface of the hypostasis. If we fall into the mix, above all, do not
panic. O

Wh a t i's the mix?!0o0

=1

~

N S o waded with supermoney who impregnate themselves with forms as a result
of principles | have no time to explain. The soul mix is injected into the form plasma.

Then the supermoney is blasted i n, and
reduction...Ba t hi s is no time to talk of tech
Al dondt want to go into the mix! | don
Altds an 1 mage! | t 6s yonotl tabns € xupslto ssi uwopne, r

being exchanged for matter. Since money is the amountofmattea nd mat t er
exist without form, the transaction amounts to bringing into existence that which has
no size or substance. Do you get that? Matter is greedy; it takes the money, but it

doesndét Il ast, 1 tds a kindgamf refl ecti on
ALI sten, Il tds a bit complicated for sou
that we are entering the realm of time... | just want to say that if we get dragged away,

I 61 | gi ve you wh avinculutmsulistankiaeBut youod | rl e nhta vee
assign me Power of Attorney on your assets and pay me the Moirggrest and
principal. By the way, whereds your fri

AShe must have returned to the machi ne
psychepumps and his cuddly toy. He is savéte concentrates: he sees the book
and its leather cover. He smells its odor.

AThe machine? What machine?0 the advis
floating behind her along the stream of life.

And now Stuartods right islhhayisiheavy, histearhages t h
ringing, he is back.
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ABut ... youdre not dead then?0 The fain

AThis i s cr azy! -fimamcial diedtodas heestpps affthis electiodes. e x
The mutant ape is smilingith all his gorilla teeth. The neighboring nacelle is empty;
Winaretta is already gone.

ASo, you got swindled Iike tourists?o t
did they?o0

Altds crazy! Crazy! o Stuart wal ks hagga
AHM, 0 says the gorill a, nl et me go with

Return to top
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Janatone and the hearse form a seed. Given time and popcorsertiesl
convolutions of this spore could unfold in an orderly manner like a cinematographic
genome. But they are just a stony, compact seed.

And they ride on and on through the sp
around the walled communities wikeimmortal and independently wealthy deny

them passage. The vote is taken in a brittle, chitinous screech, and their glassy eyes
do not blink. The seedbds passengers see
with nine firewalls and all its HOLDING&cquired by immemorial extortions.

They see the residential areas extending into an enclosure oftspacé&hey see
franchised zones with false facades. In the suburbs of theses suburbs, they come
across rich employees in their nuckpawered suburbawehicles: rich plumbers;

rich kitchen designermistallers dressed in shorts with their beaming robots;
bathroom designers and pipe layers. All rich.

They feel the vibration of small engines humming under big, warm, waxy thighs.
They see noblemen clothedfine feathers in a Cuzco parking lot, drinking all night
with their mummies. In the past, which is always here, they sing, burn meat and
pourchichainto gutters black with everlasting mold.

Stars <circle in the mount aigransries acelfd,ar , f
and the nobles have hidden their treasures in secret jungle caves: thick moldings,
lobsters, birds and lizards, all shaped in massive gold. The nobles have ordered the
porters to hang themselves from the surrounding trees, and teesgwve done so.

Janatone and company see battles wherboedtones rain down upon soldiers. The
Mar qui sO0 secr et amcomendasihe enightdbefsre, rthieyowetei n g
raping the wives of the sun, and when the young women were chained t;ma war
hollow slab, their wide, onyx eyes became living mold, for being and seeing are the
same thing.

Janatone sees silver mines open on the fifth circle of Hell and Cabeza de Vaca
walking forward over the salt beds of ancient lakes, his eyes burnt out.
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In the middle of the desert, the Queen of Spain appears to her. Janatone-sees air
conditioned trading rooms with their abstract stained glass windows; stock
guotations circling the rooms; and pric

She sees balance sit® the division of ecosystems, fragments of prairies diluted into
financial instruments, their market value convertible into large life at the zenith.

Behind the walls, surgeons knead unborn slave protoplasm that the wealthy will buy,
inheriting their om heritage in order to stay forever young. They will never leave
their haciendas, their copies of Roman villas, their castles.

The children have left for outer space; the rich have taken over the securitized earth,
and the poor hav egtdhe airisvtreckh, ana thd due of theisky o f
IS more intense. The Web is austere, monumental, its columns disappear into
mar mor e al abysses. The mar ket 1 s heavy

Janatone and the hearse drive on. The stisiéldisvor ri ed; he doesnc¢
And Janatone does not reactivate him anymore. What can he do with all these free
sensations that are not meant for him? They are unrelated, and he cannot link them.

What | s e aswhattdecstimulshield pskudahinks. Nowhere can they
stop; they have no money, no authorization. The Web decays without explanations.

And the car does what she psewdants. She wanders. She prowls about one part of
town then roams into another, in sleeping mode. If asked, she wolddvae r s h e 0
| ooking for Athe Man. o

The car always finds him, of course, thanks to the map: in the shopping mall parking
lot, at the zerecarbonP r o u d ik, mtyhé lsus station, at the satfapting solar

farm with his diamond eyes flashing under klagasses, black teeth, and painted
nails. No payment, no trace. The map is enough.

When Janatone | o-pracessor§,Ghle stimushietd rebetves ac o
dazzling shock of otherness. It is an unbearable, unrelated bastard energy that will
not disspate. The stimwshield pseuddhinks:

One day, | wondot be able to recalibrate
di fferent . I f that gi r | drags us into
anything: her compunlesvieorn wasnh tt otoo slteraovneg .E
clinically mad. Shedés gonna die; her he
And i f no one transfers me after she di
activity until my atomic battery is exhausted, ten thousand years framNabody

gives adamn aboutastimglihi el d. | 611 have all the t

death of organic creatures: putrefaction, cadaver productiog(WzsNH2, wisps,
flesh devoured by the eyel essstnghsects t
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Janatone, youdre going too far. And
it?

That is what the stimukhield would say, if anyone cared to ask.

And they ride on and on, for a long time. Cities have no names anymore.

* % %

Return to top
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One day, Janatone is feeling hungry. A nameless depression takes hold of her; it is
worse than SPACEDRAG. Blind trailer truckse on the move all around them as
they reach the massive highway interchanges, remnants of the joavate.

Between the pillars are the last fragments of paradise on earth: nettles, thistles and
brush are growing freely there. Is it the spirit of piece that has just hailed them or
these two tramps who look like cowboys, under the concrete arch? Machines go
about, repeating that the Web is crumbling. Janatone is feeling sick. Might she die
suddenly?

She pictures the hospital, the heat of a closethrquite similar to the cells used in
spaceships, as well as the gravity and the common Web, which never goes silent. She
perceives the gruesome smell of cleaning products. Nurses calculate her silicone
curves, a fugitive reflection of beauty in Hell. Hesfaints now, the car will certainly

try to rescue her. Giddiness comes spinning, more and more enveloping.

She still has atropine nanocapsules under her skin. She releases a dose with a mental
command in order not to lose consciousness. Everything igatsagain, but she

feels lost. She has no place to go and, if living people still dwelt in some place called
home, what would she tell them? What if
stop at the next village and get it over with right away. \Wbt? Why wait?

But the Webdés perturbations are stildl
inactivity of the car, advertising appears. Its contents are organized according to
available information, namel y uSlackofr e 6 s
data. It could be the signature of a rich Martian robot.

[Tourism sequence begins]

Visit Earth, visit the South. A wealth of brguided activities within protected
areas, a large choice of solutions to produce your satisfaction efficienkiyng-or

all levels. Discovery rides. Hiking discovery formulas. Hiking discovery, gastronomy
formula. Exogastriums included for naiigesting persons. Supéexible hiking:
discovery, gastronomy, history and culture. Prices. Discover paragliding agratti
and finish with a relaxing stay in one of our fstar hotels with golf course and spa.
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[Tourism sequence ends].

yourself now into the virt
stimuli-s hi el d. Do it righprawayd hiogkt gott
have plenty of time to think of the fuf
You can install everything you need to operate. And you can switch later when

youbve decided, provided we have a conn

AHey, upl oad
A

AWhy not Ynuseptiseestinds® hi el d. Al 6ve been wor
cyborg |l ong enough. ltéds not my fault i
time | went my own way... Maybe | do need to go my own way... Maybe it is
necessary that stimuhields éke their independence and go their own way. And
maybe, Just maybe they should be iIin con

AYeah, man, 0 says the map.

At that moment a call comes in. The hearse puts the map program on hold, and
common time comes back. Embellishments varahihat remains is the commuter
town and its small commercial zone.

AHel p! | candét get up...oO

Her name is Claire. Obese, she is standing on all fours at a parking lot entrance. Her

pl ump fingers are spread out |dd&mbta tbeela
more than her silent indicators aside from distress. She is carrying a little bag of
mussels. Where did she find mussels? Sh

Janatone helps her and offers to take her back home. Supported by tladf-@dlad
shecyborg, Claire, still stunned, gets I
down, Itos all right now, 0 she mutters
there anyone at the other end of the communication channel?

They look for ler address in the city. Her data is skimpy and out of date. They get
lost. The car enters a highway ramp.

NnLet her out! o Janatone commands.
The <car doesnot react ; neither does CIl a

The hearse is heading outtofo wn n o w. Janatone sl ides i
recovers all her reflexes and almost all the commands she knows.

The engine goeBEEuuuuuuuThe car gives in. The cyborg thinks of her father, who
taught her driving on little country roads. And noMtflions of miles and hundreds
of years later? Now what?
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Not hing. Just that the flow of things h
the bridges. She doesndt know the name
several exits.

Claire ad®eesmnmdt donbét care, 0 she says. Sh
sick; something has come loose in her head.

AOkay, I dondét care either, o0 says Janat
care. They pull out of Kankakee and roll along a railroatlttie famou€ity of New
Orleansused to fare, passing trains that have no names, freightyards full of old black
ghosts and the graveyards of rusted automobiles. Holes in the Web are getting larger
and more frequent.

They ride for long hours, and the maygaves the landscapes with a greater self
confidence. They are always hungry and Janatone is feeling sick again, her heart
cannot find the right rhythm. At times, gravity drives her mad. Again, she releases
atropine molecules into her blood.

Claire wantsd eat the mussels, which are beginning to smell now. They open the
windows. The balmy air refreshes them; the ocean is not far away.

With time, the map hits her stride and improves her grip on things. She takes large
detours unknown to the passengers theorto avoid unattractive perspectives and

harsh lighting. She speeds across shimmering grass and, on the clear night of mesas,
she makes herself diaphanous in order not to add to the beauty of the place. At a
crossroads city, they fil!]l up with 6C6.

Theydndét really know how they end up 1in
came to be sitting on a ruined moldy mattress with the Uranian Rover Toy, Moon
City Kid and the Fisher Rat. They boil water in tin basins and eat the mussels. They
also eat catfish.

tbs been so |l ong ti me si nc etonbehrslzethadne |
reinstalled for the first academy symposiums that she cannot absorb more than a few
spoonfuls. She knows she has eaten too much.

She retires to the neglected garden and maksslhthrow up with the fingers, onto

the roots of an oak tree. The powerful aromas in her belly are telling her of their own
animal being, impetuous to the point of possessing her, but the dark roots at her feet
tell her nothing other than their sheersggnce. It persists in her mind until it gives
way to a memory of the famous vision the philosopher-$sPartred or was he

called JearRaoul?d lends to one of his fictional characters.

What splintering, dizziness and foolishness; she is still willomgonjoin the two
thoughts in her old mind. She vomits again, and burning lumps penetrate her sinus.
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Di dndt Roquentin know existence on the
own two feet in the cities of Earth, wdé#d, wellclothed, welendowedwith free
time?

Of course there is being, all the CosmiGirls know that. And nrteampuried
Janatone, far older than any others, has stayed for amamding time on the most
isolated asteroids in the Kuiper Belt, where the meager light of the sun namgesh
where no soul ever visits what has no soul in the eternal holidays of outer space.

Still JeanRaoul is his visiorbrother along with all those who know, and the children,
too, are her sisters and brothers, and the animals, and the roots. He svhmeksi
by hand, didndét he? Did he use a quil|l

The convoy presses inexorably onwards. They sleep without stopping except for
Clairebs pit stops. Janatone 1S equi pp:¢
secret across the bordef a flood plain. In the morning, the map spreads herself
virtually over hills of mixed reality, unrolling forests of mossy cedars, spawning
storks and blue herons, and pink flamingos in the sky.

The map braids together on the green oak branch begodiasldvines, colocynth

and wild I|ianas, t oo. She sounds the
hummingbirds into the shivering shadow. In the reeds, under the vault of magnolias,

she sets the crocodile and red snake in motion. She evokes theobgmamnine,

mallow and fig trees.

The map has a lot of information. But the map is not the territory. Behind her vell,
the real towns are ever poorer and covered with ancient signs. Ruins of industrial
zones and shopping malls have not been swept awayn YWaenap choses to send

real images of her route, they show storage tanks, railway stations and warehouses.
The map takes them into one dead end after another. They continually make long
detours. They are tirelessly seeking the Man...

Return to top

124



Floozman in Space

Table of Contents

Chapter 14: Claire

part 3

And new faces keep appearing. Faces of
dangerous, strangely polite. They welcome without flinclthregtwo women in their
hearse, together with the coffin and, where the immediate Web subsists, the avatars
of the car and map. One night, silver guns appear on the veranda and on the old sink.

They have dinner again. There is a fire. Fire! The men loakeh. Janatone
reactivates the stimushield. They eat jambalaya with tomatoes, meat and beef
broth, with tabasco and a pinch of Cayenne pepper. They say the world is going
wrong and that the global Web is disintegrating. Everybody laughs. Janatone eats
again, but only a few bites. She gets si
up in a feverish state.

They eat an onion soufflé, red gumbo and Delta mushrooms. They watch the stars,
which are now mysterious again. What? Love? Make love?

The stimulis hi el d doesnodt reject the call ouse
hobo eyes. He saturates Janatoneds spi.l
smell of his skin with vague memories of teenage adventures. He makes her forget
decades of virtual parers, the configurable organic plug, the wrinkled skin of her

neck and her belly so packed with sesmart electromechanical things.

And above all, the shield precludes Jan
memory that strives mightily to breakant Janat oneds consci ous
heavy and somewhat awkward, Jenny with her big breasts, Jenny willful and then
exalted in the Pleasure Yurt. The spinal embrace experience in the secret labs, when
they were inconceivably naked, more open than lesfare, wrapped inside out like

hares.

The potions, the cybesurgeons, the anesthesia, then the activation of full neural
contact. Jenny is, in the truth of her nerves, like an animal plant, a wisteria of love
with no inside and no outside. All the dreanfiglesh are made possible. The muted
screams and the waters of the superworld surge above them. No, not that!

The stimuli shield almost | oses contr ol
moans to himsel f. A We  dworldwhen yow are dway. we t
Donodt be surprmeeddat & e robig ond day, e take e d

control of it. o At t his mo me nt he dec
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environment as soon as he can. lobdevi@al | | u
the web. He has money, and he knows how to unlock the implant.

Meanwhil e, he concentrates on the compl
body. He concentrates on the closed sexual orbs and on all the human movements
that instinct has forgten. He tells Janatone that everything is all right wéilevho

knows?d the scene may actually be sordid.

He replicates for Janatone only the looks, the stars, the teeth, the smell of shoulders,
the strong odor of the glans and the stylized vision obbdy harshly taken, folded

and hugged and pressed into a compact ball. And then, later, he supplies a vision of
her own body slow and careful atop the boy, like a vigilant iguana in the living jungle,
an evolutionary winner at least for one night.

The stmuli shield is tireless. It harvests pleasure for Janatone with an increasingly
broad gesture, like a black virtual mechanical blade plunged into the high waves of
pleasure rippling like wheat fields under a stormy sky. It scythes again and again and
throws pearls of animal sweat into the air.

The heavy smells of the river come to
her partner. During the rest of the night, time goes by, and no one thinks of it but the
stimuli shield, to the extent that he thinksill he is capable of action: when Janatone
wakes up, she finds the application fully uninstalled. Her intimate brain prosthesis is
gone, and her memory is free.

* * %

At dawn, a huge nuclegrowered motorbike stops at the fence. A young couple
emergedrom the harness. Only Janatone is awake.

AMadam! We have come to tell you that ¢
Theydve come di r e-orbiticablest likechuntess.Little Louiechas | o w
seen them! Theyoére after you, for sure.
AWhoyawué@o Janatone asks.

Al am Basil|, and she is Quitteria. We a
running away. We have been following signs to come down here. Everything is going
wrong, the Web has been down for several hours in the cultivated Zooe

Al dm not running away, 0 says Janatone
resembles what a |l ocal dweller might ha
her small, floweiprint dress. Her pubic hair is sticky, and her bare feet sink slightly

into the ground. The inside of her thighs is still somewhat sticky with mixed fluids.

She loves having thighs. She pictures herself living under a grey subtropical day with
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the others: the women, the men, the childr&ut.where are theyPhey would be
busy making another day happening on the earth.

But the teenager sends her universal signal by a minute variation of his gaze: no, this
IS an emergency.

AFoll ow us to the Queends pl ace, she wi
Quitteria. She is a shivhaired brunette who is giving all the signs of belonging to
the upper clas8ut what are you doing here, Quitteria?

And the map with no name responds, A We ¢
event is guiding us.o

Quitteria thinks before translatinger thought in the web to the attention of the
psychegeogr aphi cal system. Al believe | un
the event. |l téds a sort of map, |1 ke you

At that moment, seven fierce fudlyborgs appear at the top of the streeeylare
wearing space helmets and long mesospheric flight suits. They march at a
supernatural speed, with a quantic song on their #ialaole lips. Each stride brings
them closer by four electrical posts.

The sky is orange and pink and blue, similar to b-tvanging in a brandew manor
house.

The car speeds away with Janatone. At the same instant, Claire shows up on the
doorstep, wearing aghirt and flipflops. Claire?! Oh hell! She has been forgotten.
The car turns back, and Janatone beckons to Cldienuclear motorbike hurries

to the rescue.

The first lasers are already firing. The house is aflame. The boys are rushing out with
naked torsos and shirts tied around their waists. They are shooting at random.

The car spins a donut in the dust and flingen a door for Claire. But the hulking
woman has gone in the wrong direction. She is moving in small steps in the middle
of the street, facing the seven motionless cyborgs.

The guns are trained on her, relentless. She closes her eyes. Around hemrthe dec
seems to unfold in its depths, like origami. But this sensation is only tactile, brutally
engraved in the body of each observer and yet almost abstract. All the light
disappears, but Claire and the Cyborgs are everywhere, more or less. Light is no
longge necessary, as if 1t had never exi st
understanding it.

The car disconnects its sensors. Human minds are flabbergasted on the edge of an
unbearable revelation. No one succeeds in forming viable images uatibtiens
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re-establish spatial positions. First a thick wave spreads through the doughy nature
of things; it is followed by regular, deliberate firing.

BANG! BANG! BANG!

Order is restored immediately. Three Cyborgs are hit and bite the dust. The other
attakers are retreating, hissing as they go.

Claire puts a superb revolver back into her handbag. Then she quietly takes her place
in the back seat of the car. She wipes a little sweat off the oily skin of her forehead.
The car departs in silence.

Al a6 Mugwump. 44. Serious gunnery but no:
clear the air. Al't unfolds the Monads s
explain that, but | canodot |l end it to vyo

They all remain $ent.

nls there stil]l some?0 Claire asks.

=1

Yes, yes,O0 says the car. AHere you go.

fnA what ?0 Cl aire asks as the 6CO circu
connection. .. 0 She | ooks at Janat one, S

AfThe c¢connect WadhkWHAITGI ha i whea?t 0?

AWith my father. .. my mot her. What does
smiles.

A puzzled silence.

AWe must... you are very important. .. T
AReal Life? And wl&®© do you mean by oOwe
AThe FUTURE MARKET. The future market i
child.o Claire falls silent for a momen
ASheds an avatar! A machine! | was sure
AA machine with a human body?0 The map
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A A thetimperson: just a little genetic engineering, some amino acids, proteins...
Stir it and there you have it, o the car

And artificial uteruses, 0 Janatone add

1]

AThere you go, 0 says Claire, smiling bl
ABut what adotuhe thh@r gmmses.

They exit the town. A round car starts chasing them at a distance.

ALet 6s t akueb etsh ed ttrheensmap proposes.

They ride along the shore, by warehouses, by ships in dry docks. They crosses more
borders. Everybody feels a great serfsedoenture.

* * %

The Queenods hot el overl ooks Bl ack Di amo
feverish waves. Janatone feels that her heart might stop beating at any moment. One
of her engines is humming slyly. The small troupe reaches the tewhees palm

roofs filter the incandescence of the sky. Each step takes them farther above the
mutating jungle. The manager comes to meet tli@me. person after another
Janatone says to herself weatrily.

A Wel come. I stil | d o n 6t uup.riNewmavavehgeoupeof | 6 m
tourists.o In the | obby, about twenty w
waiting for the hydroplane while drinking rum cocktails.

Janatoneds mind quickly tunes in to the
coolress in mysterious ways: the shelter of the jungle, a cool shower, night, wind,
constellations, iguanaso6 blood, ice cub

The stimuli shield cannot resist reconnecting to Janatone by way of the web and
offering an urgentword ofadvicé: Try t o | ook nor mal . 0o

Quitteria takes the | ead. AWe have only

AAh. Sheds very busy with the ceremony
youbre here. o

Janatone and Claire take a seat at the bar where the sisatievthickest and smells
of damp wood. The car joins them by projecting an avatar into the web. The car is
quite pretty with her mi20th century tiara and chrome breastplates.
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The map contents iIitself with anpwaadce i n
regular customers come flocking in. They laugh, dance the Martian twist, which is
not very tasteful. Dol phins cruise off

punch. With the night, the wing brings a heavy rain.

* * %

The Queen arrives. She standing on a balcony in an all blond guipure dress that
leaves bare her moisturized shoulders. She is young and very beautiful. Her arms are
long and gracious, her eyes are like stars, her teeth and hair are an adventure on the
high seas. She is weag huge, round, red wealthigoking spectacles. When she

laughs, she seems to be laughing at everything. But she can make events happen. She
wonot keep them waiting. She will al w
immediately knows the fever of men who dathemselves for her. But now silence

settles.

ASomething I s happening in the worlds! o
you, Claire, | have been waiting for you. You are the daughter of a powerful man,
and you have great powers as well. Verygreap ower s! You ar e an

Sudden

| 0
want s t

Y, s he ts |l oudly and i1 ncongr
0

sn
join us

O =

A few moments later, after the Queen is gone, there is knock on the door. A very
aged waiter goes to open it. Grease staindeaseen on his sleeve when he lowers
the copper door handle.

Fred Looseman is standing upright in his swollen spacesuit, foul with mud. He must
have fallen. He does not speak. He only makes gestures, pointing at the sky. A gust
of wind rushes into the roo.

A thrill runs through the salon as Fred moves towards the bar. And then everyone
bursts into laughter, except Janatone, who is petrified. She looks at the car, who
makes an evasive chromed gesture.

To relax the at mospher eedpaformsesmal mmngesh e 0 s
before joining the group. Magic tricks. Dance routines. Since he cannot sit down, he
remains standing, his dangling arms making a fddggree angle with his sides.

Janatone barely dares to speak. Fortunately, the opaque @isotp y hi des |
exploded flesh. She finds the courage to take his hand. She would like to feel
something, but her heart is numb.

With his free hand, Fred points at the sky.
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The Queen joins them and | ooks atyouFr ed
proclaim the dissolution of the universe... Yea, the Messiah is come, thienend
nigh. That iIs what you are saying.o

Fred nods his globular head.

The Queen turns to Janatone with a frie
cyborg,youarefubf days. Youbve had a |l ong I|ife
| can help you find a good death. And now, enough talk. All of you, follow me to the
beach. o

The young woman leads the march. She turns back and points to the company, each
in turn, laugh n g . AnYou want a deat h. And you, |
you, you want a human mind. And you, CI

A brief silence for reflection intervenes.

A | dondét think so, 0 the car madhplumans af t
mind. A sex, maybe... or several .o
AYes, |l 6d |i ke to, o0 Claire adds pitiful

The Queen sings as she saunters along,
Zombie of Oz. o

Fred points to the sky.

Return totop
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When the trap is plunged into shadow, those who have eyes to see can no longer
make out the countless tenants of the vital conduit. The immediate web broadcasts
watery fabric of detailed indicators, all of which are unusable, because their
appearance varies from one moment to the next.

Yet it is possible to discern the life code of the animals that happen to be here:
factory-bred infrachickens; regular farm otkens destined for some luxury
slaughterhouse; cockroaches and bedbugs by the millions.

From time to time, without any apparent logic, like an incrustation on this hideous
swarm, the magnified face of some insects can be seen, such as this thin, triangular
face that keeps coming back to haunt the scene. It is devoid of organs, geometric,
spiritual. It is the death mask of a medieval saint to whom heaven might have given
elegant antennas: the face of a lifeless mite lying flat on its back.

All the movementgpstling, and insidious attacks take place during these unreadable
nights. Depending on the acuteness of their sensors and the strength of their appetites,
the liveliest systems try to take advantage of the situation.

However, Sancho prefers darkness, ahreassures him and will give him an
advantage as long as his battery lasts long enough to activate his signal lamps. In that
way, he can fend off the attacks of the ugly pincer trying to carve into his shoulder.
On his left flank, the injured cyber palotwho never sleeps sees into the inked.

They can help each other. For example, the palotin readjusts the feces probe when
required. Nestled between his legs, the Artificial Uterus is silent. Might it be writing
poetry?

Sancho knows nothing of this. \@hhe knows, he only knows by hatred. Hatred
alone is great, hatred alone welcomes and purifies him. Everything outside of hatred
is bad, starting with himself.

Sancho is a technician, and the poor fellow is dumb enough to hide a Europan
machine and bring food in the lower cargo bay. They are consigned to his hatred:
the Wal denponds, the Appleseeds and t he
the Loosemans and all the other technicians with their double thoughts; the managers
and chiefs of all kindevho have made him a slave.

132



Floozman in Space

Also targeted for his hatred are the rebels, living or dead, and their shabby excuses.
He keeps reviewing a hateful scene until he is sick of it: the cabinets tell him that the
Artificial Uterus has been moved, and he asks nestions. Not because he is
running out of time but because he is too stupahcho, you poor idiot, you dork,

you airhead!

And he takes the corridors downstairs, he goes down and down, asking for nothing.
He wants to get it over with. When he finds thdificial Uterus in a survival
container prepared for ejection, he is too late. Two construction tractors suddenly
seize him, and the airlock closes behind them.

When the tractors deliver him, as he has been programmed, to the coordinates of the
Artificial Uterus, he can hear the rockets and the launching rails. The container
shakes, is ejected from the station and flies into space. Sancho sees nothing, but he
knows. He knows and he repeats the scene to himself over and over, just to tell
himself that he @not change anything now.

Al couldndét warn you, 0 whispers the AU.

Now, more than ever, time seems to be made up of suffering and insults. Yet, from
time to time, a certain quality of excitement indicates thatesebled beings are
managing to fornicat&hey are luckySancho thinks while remaining well aware
that they are exempt from neither suffering nor insults.

During periods of suspension, everything goes in slow motion. Everyone drowses
and sleeps most of the time. Nothing seems to exist in otaerattwilight kind of

way. They are awakened by a demented whooshing noise, as if the universe decided
to suck the innards of their habitat at full force. They are docking. Occasionally, a
reconfiguration violently rocks the entire structure. Then evergorakens; feeders

swell; organic tissues expand; mucous membranes become turgid; tempers flare.

The technicians often come by after such moments. Most of them are humanoid
descendants of Mars survivors. They pass from time to time to maintain the feeding
tubes and ejection pumps, which are thick pipes that snake their way through the
crowd like mobile roots. The technicians seem to decide of their own accord what
the strugglesd outcome shal/l be. And th
no name.

The technicians slide between passengers forcefully enough to cause groups to
reform, which last a while. They record the complaints with indifference. But there
are few complaints, because life is cheap in the tube. The technicians casually decide
to regscle the sick. And yet they display a great skill in making repairs.

Il n that way, they were able to stabiliz
proteins compatible with the organic supply circuit. Some of the technicians even
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show a vague admiratidor the technology of the device. During the repair work,
the AU can obtain some information. Little by little, he gets an idea of the situation.

The container in which they are trapped has docked with a basket, one of the many
devices that have been de@ed during the conquest of space. It is the survival
system of a wreck that most often forms the historic core of khyysamic
mushroom cities.

Colonized by the unemployed, rebels, marooned robots and adventurers, these semi
autonomous structures growmaachically and do not disappear. Sometimes they
renew as much as a hundred percent of their structure in less than a single revolution
of the Earth around the Sun. They use all sorts of expedients to provide for parts and
organs. They practice piracy, haechical slavery, and many other abominations.

On the mushroom cities, pilots are not the ones who determine strategy. At this time,
reserves are being increased by carrying out raids as close as possible to recent
accidents. In the longer term, they valirsue cargo ships for bigger plunder. This is
what the communiqués say.

Upon hearing the word fireserves, 0 Sanch
doughnuts and sweet fat tubes, all the warm comfort with which he used to end his
work sessions. But hatd quickly punisheshivou6ve got whatods ¢
Sancho. Are you looking for food elsewhere? You will die along with everything that
deserves to did'hus does hatred curse him. This information has rather alarmed the

AU. Who is the reserve of wamn?

Those who have an intelligence to understand do not quite know who the pilots are.
Information is either received or not received. Then the newly powerful are seen to
have take power at the heart of the historical circuits. In the interim, the onboard
computers continue to administer the basket. Both the old and new computers find
in spatial standards the basis of an elementary agreement.

But what is the will that causes the abrupt change to which the passengers of the tube
awaken at this precise pointtime? The technicians are here again, more numerous
and more equipped than ever.

People have been sleeping and going hungry for a long time. They are thirsty, too,
and now there are only cries and growls and the creaking of metal. Smells of blood
and laser panic the brains of those who have senses to feel.

A pair of unknown agents are already ac
palotin is disassembled in a few minutes to make room. The little blood he has been
brewing is sucked out, and his Wwepace is cleared. Now the more heavily armored

of the two technicians begins dismant]l i
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reptilian eyes, looks at the AU. His lighter armor reveals forms where a few human
like geometric features seem to be shawin

ADonb6t recycle us! o begs Walt, the AU,

AComponent shortage, 0 an automated proc
parts. o

Al am a Cosmitics Artificial Ut erus. Wa
his voice.befiVYaolul ewotnaddtuse my technology
coll eague, the MC5! 0

AA uterus?0 The agent with golden croco
AYes, and | am carrying a child!o

~

AWe are taking only the actitva alerednpone
al most emotional voice. AThis can spare
see your indicators. o
| t 6s a f, Waltthihks, but lte doe$not quite know what that may correspond
to in this species.

AThe chil deti!ls Dhondtboymy wynderstand?! o H
saturates the pathos in Wah Wah mode.

The technician does not respond, but she has ceased her activity. She is standing up
straight now, and her powerful, helmeted head nearly touches the rooftabéhe
She stares at the AU with an impassive gaze.

AStudy me! I wi || help you, you wil!/ be
I f you make other AUOS, mammal i an f emal
Think about it! Tell them!o

AWhohi s MC5?0

AThe one who comes here for maintenance
special. Take a | ook at it, youodoll unde
| eave a few clothes on my companion, pl
Cutofffromshared nt el | i g e n c e -randorh @eativéJndixeng neliescon d o

internal memory alone. It does everything in its power to produce useful suggestions.
As if by a miracle, associations develop more and more rapidly. Walt feels at the top
of his poetic poweand strangely above himself.
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AWhy?0 asks the armored technician who
the top of the suit. The sharp clamp has been cut off and lies on the floor. In a gray
t-shirt, the plump torso of Sancho emerges from broad paittisinon belts. The

stubby little man is trembling with cold and fear. His enraged eyes are wet with tears.

Yes, why®onders WaltWhat subprogram did this impulse come from?
ARBecause he must stay. .. acti ve.nc.e.HHe i
The two technicians say nothing.

S power s. I me an, SUPER POWERS! Y

AHe ha
the pathos generator no | onger cont

But

Dozens of interruptions, the source of which the Walingble to identify, are
triggering alerts. New data comes in a thick flurry. It is subtended by unknown
models, but the AU knows how to process them. The movement of unbfeard
dimensions unfolds rapidly in his extended memory, but Walt, as the AU, isenot
source; rather, the form he has always carried within is beginning to assert itself as a
sudden revelation.

AWedbre wasting time, 0 says the second a

AHol d on. I 61 1| go and | o-eyed tdclmman. SHee MCE
gestures to the other one to pause. She turns back to the AU with her mind and asks
forcefully, AWhat powers are you talKkin
AHe i nterprets dreams. 0

The AU has evolved with a uniqgue and splendid process that intelligent entities
cannot comprehend. The AU is not gifted with intelligence, but he is at least
programmed to say he has an equivalent. The thing inside him envelops him, and it
thinks. It whispers to him like a prompter.

AHe T ntuitively makes masesiromareapraciviyr al | e
logs. He is invaluable for decision support. He has advised Jenny Appleseed in the
conquest of the asteroids!o

Il di dn 6 tWatt thé AUksaystohimseNvVhy di d | tal k about
going to get into trouble.

ARJenmpyl| éAseed! 0 excl ai ms t he ar mor ed 1
Appl eseed?0

Oh NO!Sancho groans to himself.
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AShe is my mother, 0 whispers the entit
remains free not to say it. The risk quotient is too high, and Walt bltheks
transmission.

Return to top
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Sancho and Walt escape skinning and evisceration. The creature with the crocodile
eyesleadsthemannd hi s tal king luggage to the (
her busy programming an efdshioned manual control panel, squatting on a chair
covered with white fur. She is genuinely young, fairly humanoid and rather pretty in
Sanchobds eashees. He hat e

She let the green wave of her gaze flow out in the space beyond the window while
explaining the maneuver to them with skill and detachment, as if they had always
been part of the crew nl o6l | explain the

She falls silent. Her long fingecontinue to fly over the controls. A certain wildness

I n her gestures gives a sure indication
Al will explain the maneuver, and then
a drawl. AThe oper at iowimgdowa thesspimoptheavholei t 6 s
trap so as to compensate for the error
few spatiaverstsf r om here. No doubt about it; th
headed for the wrong tz odnoec.k sT hieny étlhle reeat £

cargo. o

She hums as she gives a gentle thrust to brake the whole shebang. Everything and
everybody is floating now. Everything floats and everything is in flux for Walt, the
Artificial Uterus. He is upset by the trdnamations which are flowing through him,

and he seems to be the only one to perceive them.
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AAnd you can bear babies of all speci e
Voices seem no longer to come to Walt from anywhere in particular; they have
become relationships. The questions and the answers weave an immense continuum,
an unfathomable and wholesome ocean on which they ride.

AnAIl I humanoi d species, yes, 0 says Walt
configuration. o6 He Iibpatdf eirgulanity losh upomstresl f  a
ocean.

AThe pilots want me to beget children, o
0 she points to the technicidn it hey want her to produc
femal es dondét want ten btelmegy cairid dpielnagt s.v
for us sl aves. o0

Al can place myself at your service as

=1

Why not ?o0

But Walt is stirring his gills again, he is convulsing now. He understands: he is in
labor!

AHeb6s being bdrsnlios Tthhies ensd,i tt;het hpoet i «
programming.
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i No, no, 0 the inner voi ce answer s. nThi
mysel f! o
fSomeone boi l water! o shouts The Man, w

heard it all. Aad indeed, a bolted capsule bristling with poles has just made a smooth
docking. Its parking lights are flashing calmly. The Man is smiling behind the
window, a tall, old dignified man, his head covered with an elegant Stetson.

And if nobody has ever seebpoiling water, everybody understands that the
transformation in progress is a change of state on the same order as sublimation. A
metastable reality, present for a long time as potentiality, comes into being.

What bobs up first out of Walt the uterus is tlea of the One. Similar to a large red
bubble that would be dancing in front of anyone who has eyes to see it on the right
wavelength, it inflates, gives of itself, smoothly pervades and unites all
individualities. It dissolves the notions of beginnemgd end, which could fragment

it, becoming all things to all entities, always already there, rich with an indivisible
multiplicity.

Here is a thumbnail picture of it: waters are spread on the ground; the AU opens like
a seashell and, in his pearly womke tihild has just opened his eyes. He is showing
the palm of his many humanoid hands with vibriskawged fingers. He is blue, he

is of an unheardf androgynous beauty.

Sancho is baked in hatred. The Martian are ecstatic. The armored technician bows
thesteel rods of his neck.

The Man opens the electronic floodgates and the encrypteddnagopours
crackling into the bionic circuits. Joy! Music combs unraveled emotions; electric
current takes form and braids the clear waters; the viral flow spreadvites® into

the surrounding systems.

And the vision takes shape. It is the manifestation of the child. It embraces the
potentialities of the past and the future. It speaks and does not speak: its will is made
manifest and already makes itself understoodl witorce akin to languagéhe AU

Is the voice of MEit saysAll together we will be gathered in the thing that makes

up ME

nALl I gathered by... in... wunder... one.
the AU asks. He wants to speak the retv@taaloud. He has just stopped to address
the chief engineer, sure that she can still answer him.

AUh. .. no, but the pilots have made one

AYes, hurryl!o
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=1

Hurry! o says The Man.

AVI NCULUM SUBSTANTI ALlEeaks intinstantiating dasplfdirs we &
the enriched plane, Athe | ine which gr
monads! O

nYes! Good i1 dea. According to my own a
Lei bni z!o

AReal |l y?0 says t he rWebt.o fidNee trtercao r Rleesd B dhe
nothing on this person. Can | analyze vy
AWe will share everything. o

AWell, well, we are reconstituting a kn

Upon listening to these scary words, Sancho stiffens. Assenfdriasn his mind.

He sees The Mands capsule in the i mmed:i
that he has identified, a general view of the basket gives him an idea of the distance

to travel...

He is already slipping away when he hears the voice cooiman i Thi s one,
who resists, Sancho: he wil/ remain out

AfSancho shall be the OTHER, 0 decrees th

Hurry, hurry, to the air lockSancho commands himsédlfcan be there in a few
mi nut es. Wi t h Ilhe ah éxit velocfe orla autnkrgmpdtiltieesuite 0

Crowds of subsystems systems are connegc

we be? What shall we do? What shall ou
language.
AYes, a name 1| S reengguiinreeedr,.0 fsTahyes atlhpeh acsh it

children, when we hand them out to the postnatal block... This child is more than an
alpha child!o

Whatever, o Wal't answer s. A What name?o0

=1

il donot know. Tel | us. . . O

They question each oabootet."Walt shyls that helisanyean 6 t
machine and that itodés not his business
the genitors to give him a name.
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ABut we neowld Bhe@eamechnicians insist. T
and the subsystem@We need a name! 0

AYep. Thereds Oneness, I reckon, 0 says

AME wants NAME, 0 the sovereign voice re
must soon abandon his individuated consciousness.

Ultimately, Walt says he might be able to find a nameunmha n poetry. i
studied some human poetry during my tra

nYes, human poetry! o But nobody knows w
ALet ds see. .. | t was at the Europa Ac:
revolutions of love... twas alsothei me when | was activat ec

While Walt is telling how the child was conceived, the UNIFYING INTERACTION
gradually gains strength. But threats appear. These are the masters of the moment,
those who are still controlling most of the trap infrastructuresy give order these
systems to expel the section where the birth has just taken place. Death signals are
emitted on the control circuits.

Upon seeing this, The Man turns up the
provoking irreversible differencellany transmission modules have already melted,

and the death signals struggle to reach
trigger necrosis in vital parts of the command areas. Rosaries of explosions
undermine the metal frames.

But Walt, ignomg these threats, quotes:

An einem Sommermorgen ward ich jung

5 FTNKfGIQ AOK YSAySa SA3IySy |
Zum erstenmat und wie die Liebe sich

In tiefere Entzickungen verlor

ONB I OKGQAOK AYYSNJ YSKNE dzyR R
Nach innigerer, ganzlicher Vermischung,

Ward dringender mit jedem Augenblick.

w»
O
(0p))
<<
Q)¢

QX
I+
N

Everybody asks him what this means.

Upon a summer morning was | young
| felt my own lifepulse

for the first time; and as love

was dissolving itself in deeper Ecstasy
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| awakened even more, and the longing
for a moreintimate union, a more complete fusion
became more pressing with every moment.

Altds Ger man, a p o eanrithyonOiterdiagen sl tions tthhee
of a spiritual being born of | oversé un

The EXPLOSION is breathtaky to all who breathe. Everything is shaken,
everything stops: the light, the web, the pumps. Only the unification process
continues: soothing, sovereign. The engineer presses the command buttons in the
light of some phosphorescent organ. In several vidwle immediate web, black
capsules can be seen moving away. These
energy. The basket can now be unified.

The child and the AU have been separated by the shock. The child is recovering and
unfolds magnificently, dging any description other than mathematics. Walt is
miserably flapping his gills in a corner.

AASTERI X! 0 trumpets the | ocal web upon
rebellious Gaul, he fights the Romans, like Jesus: he can be seen here, in a 20th

century hieroglyph. 6 An i mage fl oat s.

AThe Gauls? Are they prehistoric men?o
nYes, | ook, they have hair, jJjust I|ike t
AASTERI X! ASTERI X! 0 they al/l repeat I n

subsystems and @ prisoners who are coming in from the bunker through a broken
partition. A great number of animals are now forming a circle around the crib along

with all the freewheeling bacteria | oad
ANo, that s not right. Talft, ehe AU, issuestthe i s ¢
correction after coming to his senses amid the hens and laboratory mice.

But the word of the child fl ows anew,
sidereal Gaul born of love. They want to destroy me, and | will resist. And eu, T
Man, you shall be the Druid!o
APANORAMI X?0 The Man answer s. AUh. .. no

The drug is consumed until the software keys are deactivated. The basket unifies
itself and cools down. The superbaby falls asleep, and his dreans d&im to see
ample events carrying stars and heroes. A navigation song rises from the
infrastructure. It resounds in the bunkers and under the moving vaults of control
rooms.
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Like a gnat with a ripe grape, a black suit detaches itself from the baskete€s

that it is animated with a clear willingness when one understands that it is moving
towards The Manbdés capsule which is alre
destination, the fugitive clings to various widgets, looking for the air lock.

Will The Man let Sancho in?
[Follow-up sequence: Dingman]

What has become of Dingman? You may remember that he has been orbiting Earth
Il n a catatonic state. But that is not t
life support, which is, after althe waking half of the system.

And, thank God, the machine is minding the store. It has manageddelbaefew
organic components to a pirate trap with the help of an orbital dog encountered on
the networks. It is agreed that its central unit shaihkegrated into the trap for a
reasonable fee and that the rest of the organic cargo shall be recycled into other
biological subsystems.

Refueled by the commissioned pack of dogs, the suit and its innards can wait for the
spaceship. Dingman will remain déted, fed and drugged into sleep: who could ask
for more?

[Dingman followup sequence ends.]

Return to top
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Yes, everybody, and all at the same time. They are all in the samfrdimme Does

this mean that everybody belongs to the same indivisible multiplicity? Some
protagonists, such as Dr. Weenie or the Web see things in that way. However, the
Couic door, forone, always sees time as noon from its point of view.

And fAHeverybodyo is a | ot of peopl e. T h e
Janatone since she sought asylum on Earth. And there are those who think she is
dead, and those who do not know she sxatd those who love her and those who
dondt; and those who know why they are
being sought by entities that have differing ideas about existence, knowledge and
love. Janatone herself is merely looking for a plaxcdie.

Everybody is looking for Janatone, and she is looking for a good death. That is quite
strange, when you stop to think about it.

Take Joe Dasein, for starters. He has returned fromEeeén space. He cannot get
over the memory of Janatone, wiscstill present, wholly alive in the cone of time.

Does Janatone know he is thinking of her? Yes, she does, when she is stretched out
in a cornfield, breathing with difficulty and desiring love. Plants costing several
thousandzouzrise into the sky, wherdoe is only a little nerve center within the
machines. She thinks of him. He thinks of her.

The two waves of matter are looking for each other. They call for a most improbable
reality in which, someday, they unite and procreate in beauty. But it is suwdéte.

Time waits for no one, as the saying goes, but what if these waves of matter knew
better?

Joe thinks he is spinning his wheels. He thinks of the ruinous arrangement with
PacNut, Inc. and the crazy price of corn on Earth, which is a privilegdeflyimg

asset of PacNutodos financi al product s. t
when he crastanded his spaceship. PacNut imposed its conditions, but that was the
best solution; his lawyers wanted to settle out of court.

Oh, how Joe would likeotbecome rich and impose conditions of his own. He wants

to save Dasein Funerals and operate throughout the Solar System. He would like to
be able to think ahead strategically for several centuries, like Jenny Appleseed.
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He wants to get married, eat mut@rery day and build a home on Mars. No, maybe

not on Mars just yet, what with all tha
escape and the possible consequences. A Europan cyborg with uncontrolled
biotechnology is enough to sentence him to brepkicks on an asteroid.

Ah, Janatone, where is she now? What mysterious harmony has she played that she
still resonates in his soul? Joe thinks only of her. He sees her walking courageously
away, beyond the blasted field, one arm stretched out for baldedeels all the

weight on her thin shoulders and the swinging of her hips.

But he thinks especially of her eyes and what they see. He thinks of the kiss she
wanted to give him and what it might have taught him about life. She is older than
his mother, pettier than his sisters, and as strange as a water sprite.

Janatoneds stubborn Ilittle motors <cal ci
otherworldly song, but she has a womano
human, but her proportionseaindeed those of a woman. Joe wants to bring about

this highly improbably union. He has the courage to do so. But she has come back to

die on Earth, and now he, Joe Dasein of Dasein Funerals, has to fall in love with her!

He calls for his automobile. THeearse has been reported to be close to Davenport,
but he canodét be sure of anything; his i

The hearse finally contacts hPthbptabn.d gi v
Brraapp. 0

Joeds indignat i é&mrybdgnca dosthanto meBSuddenky,she
thinks of another cyborg, one that S
thoughts. She is the mother of enterprises. She is so great that she fills the sky like a
shadow. Jenny Appleseed!

Captain Diana is calling himh® wants to help Janatone and asks Joe for information
about the hearse. Diana is a beautiful apparition in the immediate web: fresh,

uncomplicated, attent a woman you can talk to. But
Al dondt know muchthelydreahns ghilouwmt 6ICO®mM
completely reconfigured. | think 1 d6ve d
for the flooded areas, but their contac

Di ana notes, AThe pighthduseput themnn the odbiddere s o0 n
bayou within seventy wo hour s. 0O

Captain Diana obtains asgfea s sage permit for him and

Hotel, which will be requisitioned by the army. The information that Joe is giving
her will be very useful. Sheill project an avatar of herself with a light escort, if
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Security allows it, otherwise she will be in the bay. Joe had better watch out for the
mosquitoes.

[Linking sequence]

Joe hurries after the hearse. With his funeral license, he is allowed tdtithenks
he sees Janatone in Davenport, he is almost sure he does. But she escapes him.

[End linking sequence]

Captain Diana does not show her feelings or give any general ideas of them. She has
an exquisite, innate talent for speaking to the paiways with accuracy and
di scretion. As far as anyone can tell,

She has all the diplomas and the confidence of her generals and her thesis director.
She has published unassailable scientific articles. She won distinotimmgathe
evacuation commando squads during the events on Mars. She is a member of the
presidentdés political party. Nobody car

A

doesnoét play 1it.

If she seeks wisdom, it is only in the recesses of her own heasghélseeks nothing,

or else no one knows if she does. She is breathtakingly beautiful; athletic, but with a
harmonious form. She adds personal touches to her dress with not a single lapse of
taste. She is an agent of the beautiful, the good and just; as &ényone has the
slightest inkling, and she would be the last to speak of it.

Captain Diana wants to save Janatone from death and to attach her to the expedition
with the rank of special counselor to the captain. To listen to her, one could only love
Jmnatone. Captain Diana is also an agent
who will? Sheds a good friend.

She makes very good salads the best Earth vegetables: tomatoes, rice, and Breton
dwarf potatoes with a dash of olive oil. She already loveadJan ne 6 s baby,
loves the Artificial Uterus. Her love is so great that it is a revelation to the world. No
one knows if she has any lovers. Just a few friends and mainstream porn.

Diana is careful to serve up rational arguments to the right pedpkeraght moment
and in the right doses:

1. Janatone Waldenpond knows Jenny Appleseed intimately.

2. Waldenpond is familiar with the Cosmitix board of directors and the entire
organization.

3. Waldenpond can mobilize the marooned robots and asteroid ore if the
opaation lasts longer than planned.

4. Janatone has weapons and technologies that the government can only dream
of.
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5. A report implies that Waldenpond has had contacts with the superworld. The
risk indicators are completely up to date.

A fact gradually becomes edr, first as an intuition and then gradually, by

experience. Captain Diana is free, freer than most space citizens, which is

paradoxical for a military person. She has found freedom in obedience, because she,
herself, is free. And she has power.

Return to top
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Chapter 16: Everybody Is Looking for Janatone
part 2

Captain Dianads Roadmap

In the center of the center of the Earth, in the Holy of Holies of the madpetker

from where no transmission can escape, the general Méséglise is ending his secret
meeting. He makes continual efforts to keep his old eyes from enjoying for too long
the shape of Captain Diana. He still finds himself dreaming of the extendedife fr
which he has turned away. He thinks of the tons of molten rock around them, of the
dissolution that awaits him. Ah, if he could only caress her breasts and be done with
it; then he could disactivate the shields...

AHer edbs what I s boniygang toispeed.up Now that they ara r e
out . C

o

Alnto the superworl d, o Captain Diana ge
she could erase the bunker and all the old universe it supports, simply by ceasing to
look at it. She seems to be reassgiwld parents.

AYou are authorized to | aunch commando
necessary to bring Appleseed back. Dono

Who thinks of the child the general may have been, long before the first men escaped
from gravity? And who cares about the prior state of his atoms? No one gives a damn;

he may as well die, dust in the wind. But at this moment the fate of humanity depends
a lot upon his acts.

ADo you have more detail ed i nbDiaaaskst i on
AOnly t he hyp dttie€esmaogicaf Task Roece. OMu$t admit | am
having troubles with this report. What
a higher reality, where all things are interconnected in a sort of qualitative
mul tiplicity. |l t6s apparently the home
put, some of these forces may be endowe
AYes, sir. o She knows what the gener al
spellit out.
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AThose conscious forces would react Vi
hypothesis, but it at least explains the disruptions we are beginning to observe in the
cosmos. These entities may be hostile. 0

The President intferyoptplledidde Gessi ain.,
Captain Diana in action. She is very impatient to see the young woman walk, speak,
and fulfill the promise of her beautiful shape.

ABring back the technology to access
Appl eseed. 0O

ARAye aye, sir.o
fDead or alive. o
A silence.

What? What did she mean? What is this look on her face? How many orders given
to how many fine muscles can create such an expression? She must have
dumbfounded her audience.

AYou may | eave now. O

nl weamra of Dr. Weenieds experience, 0 ad

-1}

Do you want to see the executive summa
ANo. |l 6d |I'i ke to know what you think of

AThe 1 n i tion of Dr. Weenie is sBaspport
| can t
A Wh a youtdloi n k , Di ana?o

AHe has caught sight of something I|ike
I

what we know of it. Something good. t

ASomet hing good for whom?o

=1

For usanmlol | ma d

=1

Thank you, Diana. o

End of Captain Dianads Roadmap

* % %
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Dr. Weenie has gained an understanding
the discreet pleasure she takes in push
delicate curiogy that makes him study creeping vines, altered states of

consciousness or Janatoneb6s path in the

Dr. Weenie knows that this curiosity necessarily contains an element of sexual
arousal . He can even theori AAevemyi mysask
i's a bellyodo and Jacques Lacands scopi
theorizing. It is his personal pleasure, it is his joy.

Dr. Weenie says to himself that this cul
His mathematicalmind egi ns t o sketch out experi mert
the ensuing daydreams.

Who is he to set traps for Captain Diana?

* * %

Stuart Surof is quite a character. He wears a unique employee number, and he also
says fil. 0 Nonet hedusigesqubldhieking. dalf of hizmirle d by
thinks and acts in perfect alignment wi
crisis plan with such determination that only a particularly attentive observer could
detect a misplaced ostentation and begidoubt that the Director of Strategy and
Financial Innovation has truly comprehended the objectives. This same observer
would certainly notice Stuartds inexpl:i
of course, but also the embarrassment that dfészes his words.

Since Stwuartos fall i nto the cos@i ¢ sql
unbeknownst to ab diffracting itself and taking different paths.

Half of the wunaligned half of Stwuartds
This half of his mind anticipates the arrival of the Earth army. By way of discreet
intermediaries, he has contacted the military staff and handsome Captain Diana. Yes
thatds right: half of the other half of

Far from igneing these dissonances, the consistent and prudent half is justifying
them rationally. Stuart calculates as follows: the company has been orphaned by its
founder and is destroying value. Contrary to what the paper sold by Cosmitics
Finance suggests, Cosio# has failed to give itself the means to recreate this value
withinaspacda i me f oreseeable by the markets.
bad decisions.

If that fraction of Stuart offers his valuable services to management, he will recover
and save agrtion of the assets, contribute to academic technology transfer, and
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ensure himself a good place in exploitdi
acquainted with merchant angels? Or were they mercantile devils?

Stuart is far from understandingetihules of that market, but he is skillful, and he is
capable of real strategic thinking. He is thirsty for entrepreneurship. He has made
discreet alliances with industrial and financial partners who are worried about the
consequences of HeGasconsulied thesbést spexialists ohtlee Old
Consultancy Consulting Company. He wants to succeed, and he does what it takes.

At times, he disguises himself as a dockworker, talking with a marooned robot in
warehouses, near the nuclear generatorsevhet he web canét reac!l
he is at the hospital on the pretext of cost control, slipping-nassenger drones

into a partisan who has offered to have sex with him. At still other times, he dresses

as a gardener and steps into the forbiddedega

And the rest of his psyche? It leads an abundant and detached life in his subconscious
and far beyond it. Half of this part of his mind is but a luminous breach in the citadel

of his ego. Stwuart Surofds ddaegdpendo, | ov
so many heavenly rays that it can barely find enough darkness to contain its being.
His subtle eyes distinguish his angel behind seventeen veils of light and, higher
towards the pole of the cosmos ydoindPe s mi
They are reading the hyperreal numbers that could enlarge the opening into the entire
citadel.

What about the rest of Stuartdés mind? FH
of supermoney, and yet so little. Too little to save, too littievest. At the moment

when Stuart Surof believed he had returned unscathed into the material world, this
vital part of his mind was carried away by one of those vortices that form in the
emulsion where the tempestuous desires of matter attach themsedwalksto

Certainly, prudent travelers in the Beyond do know the winds and routes leading to

the richest commercial exhibitions. Bati L ost , wi th no mast, |
i s ldethe@urse is unsecured, and this poor parcel of his mind could only duccum

to the song of its own sirens, for matter has no shape or will. The only voices that

can be heard in chaos are those of the imagination.

Besides, matter desires and does not desire; it desires not and desires. But was it
necessary that half of this pami should wish to be a cactus in a wadi on the eighth
planet of Tau Ceti? A squirrel in the Basque country? A misshapen bug in
Cuernavaca? Must half of this rest blandly smile to the angel that governs crystals
and thus be given command of large aggregateacrose?

By which channels of destiny did other residues of this mld come to be living

pine trees, fallen pine trees, cellulose fibers and candp paper in this grey
grocery store where Fred Looseman enters as a child, holding the handreflis
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aunt, on an immense July afternoon to which the anticipated flavor of an orange
sorbet offers the peace of a good emperor?

Light is flowing in here, too, carrying airy dust, licking the soft and shadowy stone,
illuminating the muslin glass on the @othat has just closed with a tinkling sound.

It flows into time, down to the portico of the friendship between the -gnewatt and

the old grocery lady named Suzon, who was once a child in this same eternal summer.

Petty sums of supermoney may have fall&o this place, or perhaps they were
knowingly thrown into it by the angel ruling this place. Not even the supermoney
escapes being squandered in the hands of schoolchildren with reddened knees, busily
sifting dusty gravel in the schoolyard. Theyare makg fit hi n, t hi n s
they will sell, they think, playing obscurely with the concept of added value, that is,

the value added by subtracting matter from matter.

Unfortunately for zealous Stuart as well as for the traitor who cohabits with him, the
time comes when the body must be restored by sleep. Then all the opportunities
appear in his nightmares, all still familiar with the locus of their former union.

Stuart the hidden saint and Stuart the compassionate wants to pray for them, but
slumber findly takes him away too, such is his humanity. The big, rich egos, proud

of their names and unity are drowsing but not sleeping heavily. They stir and groan
when the citadel opens its doors to the riot, the mob of shadows: the proud, the fierce,
the wild ores, but also the poor and the very poor ones, crushed, mashed,
amalgamated, glued to breaking candy, sentenced to embrace fatally the chitin
shielded opponent, flabbergasted by the repetition of atomic networks. They come to
shout, dance and show their &éalis alienation, claiming the head of the king who

has put them where they are. Soon, all these Stuarts wake up. He holds his head in
his hands, overcome by vertigo and nausea.

It is understandable that Stuart Surof is tired. His face is pale, and hiatiasrgs
under his eyes. What is he going to do? Everything at the same time.

How? He has to delegate tasks. He also has to master personal productivity tools.
Thanks to interaction capsules based on the most recent version of the spatial
protocol, he ca continuously control the mandate of his avatars within a
parameterized fractal incertitude cone.

Stuart succeeds in establishing a probabilistic gueitime dialogue with his
partners across the entire Solar System. These technologies were dejeidlyed

by Cosmitics Finance and TelCosmic to optimize risky arbitrations in situations of
structural informational asymmetry.

Stuart knows the technology well. He was one of the first traders to coordinate his
operations on several planetary marketsdaraved from each other. Critics said his
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methods mainly justified releasing control over distant avatars. Nonetheless, the
conic financial instruments were so successful that they needed only a few orbits to
render all objections moot.

Return to top
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Chapter 17: The Story of the Shaman and the Bucket

part 1

The operations of Stuart Surofods cel est
give a good illustratiomftheexFi nanci al Director6s new g
The Comex meeting has just ended i n th

headquarters. We find this entity regaining control over the body it shares with other
fragments of what used to be a singiaadn

Stuartédés personality changes can occur
smoothly do the socioomputing functions ensure continuity of presence. They
make the transition invisible by a number of operations, such as maintaining
muscular tone ohandling conversation. They are assisted byrmessors of a
generation close to the one the Academy has been using to develop-shieldli
technology.

Back in a citadel of flesh, his quarself takes stock of the situation, and then, by
way of encypted mental commands, it reconnects itself to the avatar it has created
in the web to find alliances, such as the masked, Byzaluirkéng advisor who goes

by the pseudonym of Plethon Soares, Jr.

Stuart finds in a toilet stall the solitude he needs teentrate while guided by his
guarterself. His indicators have reported a fecal circuit accident that justifies this

detour , and it doesndét smell very good
during the meeting, he theowilbetanyway, bdcauseh er e
someone is always asking the pony to d

certainly start with mandatory sphincissntrol training.

He mentally opens a recent capsule. The drift rate is high, but the risk is acceptable.
The goal alignment is generally good.

[Capsule T1: reading]

Pl et hon Soares, Jr ., his avatar, s in
boxo scenario deployed in the web by a
recognizes this old conkant: he is the one interested in messianic movements.
Influential entities are also here, and an emanation of the web itself seems to envelop
them in its blue presence.
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AGood show, good show!o the participant

AGood show, goodthesdnegw,ad t ®irngd iSn utaun s
let itself be distracted by virtual advertising objects: the-dibhrekey with long

eyel ashes, the door, the Chaldean magu.
consultant introduces him to the magus. Sh@&ilsart suspend his judgment about

the others?

The consultant says that the ledlgaked magus is the virtual Floozman. With a large
gesture but without saying a word, the
on a display.

He retracts and takesetform of Fred Looseman. Stuart sees a small image of a
technician standing at the gate of a ranch where software objects are caught in the
frame and are begging him for deliverance. They inflate pitifully and emit sighs.

The technician hears the sighs. &pgproaches carefully, like an old repairman facing
a machine that has sprung fully armed from the thighs of technology.

Finally, he stands up. He recovers his splendor and extends his arm. A strong braid

of light comes out of his hand; it is made of itdemg geometric patterns.
Immediately, everything becomes luminous dust. A trace of each sign still lingers

for a few moments and fades in an outpouring of color, music and joy. The poems,
the images, and Janatoneds ranch disapp

AThis F|l @eoz2man oins od the web, o0 the ol d c
mimicking the gesture of the true Messiah of our eon, who is a double being. He is a
poor slave in the underworld, but an occult power is revealed through him. It has
already manifested @ and has given signs that the end of time is near.

Unfortunately, the technician i s dead.
ABut nothing is | ost, o adds the web. AT
us i n conjoining them again. o

Al understand. I wid | reformul ate, i1 f vy
AYes, please do. o

AThe technician has died in the mater.]
possessed him still exists in the highe
the intermediate region wher etthisippowerl oc a't

remains active and is ready to emerge and that we can... But what do we think we
can do?0

The participants wait in silence.
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AOkay. 1611 see what | can do. o

The web finally breaks in. AThank you,
going to connect whatos up with whatos
A | donot have much. This signatur e, ma
wonder fully. o

Al 6m fl attered. O

=1

Did this technician die recently?9

RnA few Earth days ago. We haamewasFldt of
Looseman. 0O

AAt the border where | dwel |l , we see ma
rank tribunals that arrange for returns. We also encounter doppelgangers and spirits.
You can consider me one of them, | gues

[Capsule pause]

Stuart is moored to the vacuwmation space toilet. He is surprised. He has never
thought of himself as a spirit before. He expels his discharge with a positive
reinforcement signal aimed at this latest discovery. Although the change does not
propagate fasr than the speed of light, the Guz@étuvion effect is already
sending a precursor signal to the transponders.

[End capsule pause]

AGood. o Plethon Soares, Jr.o0s eyelids ¢
refinement, geometric patterns are drawvm t hei r vi rt ual skin
Looseman, beginning with the place of his death. He must have still maintained ties

to his material body. As for the powers that make him the Messiah, they surely have

no location. They are therefore in a highegion of the superworld, in a non
topological sense, of course. If they do retain a link to the heavenly Looseman, we
canfindthend provi ded they grant us this grac

This proposal meets with a careful silence.

ABe patient whil e uUur csey,noc haoomtiizreu ewsi tthh emy
completion of this transacti on, I wi ||

agree on a common sensory representation. Okay. It can be seen as a vast network of

i nteractive | ight.o

In order to share this visn, the web offers participants different optical diffraction
patterns borrowed directly from the mathematical models accessed by the avatar. The

157



Floozman in Space

viewers are immersed in an image with no background. The perspectives shift
frequently and recompose withoutyanoticeable transitions; it is no longer possible

to tell what the point of view is. But now the web displays an overlay inspired by
Old Consultingbs object s: i tds a splend
meeting are standing on it.

Plethon, Jr. discovers the avatar of his avatar sailing in the shimmering superworld.
AWhy not ?0 he says. nSee how this netwo
depending on the reading keys that my master applies at will, though he sometimes
does so byollowing lines of force imprinted by stronger wills that he does not yet
understand. . . 0

Then the web plu
use phase spaces
one crystal | att

the participants i
| et hon, Jr. smys en
e to another. o

First with simple Euclidean proposals, then with rotations, translations and
hallucinated distortions of the entire setting, the web accumulates topological
transformations.

ATherebs somet hi ng ales &. Hs vorerans througkeadl Pl e

the accents of artificial ent husi asm.
beam whose source iIs too distant to be
We should amplify this beam in order to reprodtive operation that takes place
when my master captures 1t.0

[Capsule pause]
St uar t énind gcoepts thegmogram put up jointly by the web and Plethon. He
also accepts the way the superworld is represented, despite its rudimentary image.
He prays tohe angels closest to him. They must accept and guide this program,
thatds their job. He distinguishes the
respond. Interact. He may not have to read the rest of the capsule. He hesitates and
then decides to welt a few more sequences. But first, he sends a new capsule
precursor.

[Capsule precursor; mode: visigiream]

Yes, | can see the market of forms now. My allies are coming to meet me.

[End precursor]

[End pause]

[Capsule Read]
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Qutside, P | e doftiouas the sydichronazatienf using his superworld
model. He anticipates successfully the content of the precursors traveling towards
him by way of the Guzm®ctuvion slingtransponders.

Of course, everybody has to wait. Or, better said, some obsamneefseling that
there is a long time between events. The intervals may be hours or days; we would
have to agree on a common frame of reference to know how long the intervals are.

But i f we speak of w-®&uidk daorgs yawnihgddsshen ot b e
donkey is nodding or the various avatars are hopping about as if they had to pee. Are
living organisms the only ones to share this experience of time? That is not a sure
thing, and it isndét true of everybody.

The old consultant has been at work sitiee time of the first computers. He has
long since ceased to THINK while calculations take place. But he would be waiting,
If he thought in terms of the time of living beings. He would wait for signals to signal,
for capsules to capsulate and for modelsxecute.

[Fast Forward A change is detected.]

Stuart | ooks for salient events but <can
Is about to throw the capsule away when suddenly... suddenly...

[Stop. Resume reading.]

AHol d it, o0 saysinhbepweburdobdosm ferm an
|l et the python escape! 6 Thatds what it
program. 0O

The blue network opens a window in the shimmering image. A princess wearing a
chrome dress crosses its threstarid walks barefoot, surrounded by silent, catoptric
thunderstorms. She stops and waits. The participants on the flying carpet are waiting
too; they contemplate her beauty while their carpet is rocked by computational
eddies.

AHel | o, 0 s h eane atp the Web by a balckgoor, ai my sole battery. |
dond6ét have much autonomy. |l 6m just an
with a psycheg e ogr aphi c map sensitive to co0smi
thinks. o She smil es.

AThe map Isiemesrat itdire of Janatoneds porte
instructed me to tell you that the python is a tisteam switch. It is at the center of

the event that ties you together and binds us all. Because today conspires with
tomorrow, and herewit t her e. 0
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AA psgyecohgor aphi cal map! 0 The web is surp
existed anymore. o

The princess smiles again. fAThatods what
when you were still a young network, and it has maintained activeecbans ever
since. It was aware of your activity. Its powers are very great... very great. And | let

her bl ow the horn. But | dondét have muc
foll owing the python. Heds in my trunk.
AThe python?0o

ANo, F r e d. The compseeofrfaed Looseman... My battery is running low.
Just follow the python. The dream wil |l
Al dondét know what she meant, 0 mutters
memory the. .. pytewoenrd st hcaoto rnde annast?06s, wh a
Stuart Surof, the Cosmitics Corporation

Is temporarily sidelined, locked in a toilet on account of a failure in his fecal
elimination circuit.

Pl et hon, Jr ., t he s h aquarteimiod aaswerst irsstead. o f S
AYes, I tds possible |, t oo, support me
trips to the superworl d. I can find a v
see. : Let 6s compl et e t Inenake eohneatiamgwe f i r s
lack precision...

AWell, thatoés pretty much it, o confir ms
from the web. ABut the tiles must form

nostrils as Stuart does when he isin atraiice.e t me a c-tineedilmaryy our 1
Mr. Web, please. Yes, thank you. Good.

He takes control, and everything accelerates, everything becomes incredibly vivid.
The illusion of reality i1Is striking. H e
make afaithful reflection of the interworld visions mathematically simulated by the
avatar.

AnHere we go. It boils down to applying
different frame layers. We have to strip dimensions off the hollow matrix. Note that

the patterns are mineral or organic. They are fractal in shape. They can be found at
all scales and in any shading.

Aln reality, there iIs no space as | on
decoherence. At another level, my master can show you thatitoelihal beam is

the living body that presides over these forms and that all these forms proceed from
the demiurge. 0
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SCouic, the door, whispers without movi
Il think. But heds ki ark alreagy odeo. Wiy computing t o f
wor kspace iIs getting saturated. 0

ALet 6s wait now. I need to resynchroni z

Waiting punctuates each unit of time, which is only to be expected. Time is nothing
but wai ting. |l t 6s one wa iations afftie enternah n ot h
combustion engine that waitéd long after motorbikes were parked for the last time

0 in factories, in beige offices, in traffic jams, on white screens, in the centers of
virtual cities under electronic moonlight, in hospitals andalis...

[End capsule read; Capsule flush]

It is time to regain control. Plethon the avatar and the individualities around him are
acting with a tremendous autonomy. But keep in mind that nothing is happening in
the real superworld. These are just repabidms, devices that provide a semblance

of action. The only one to travel there is the quamard of Stuart Surof. He is the
only living entity blessed with this gr
upwards by the winds? What is he stilirpwith the prisoners of this world? That

may be what he has to find out...

The evenicomplexity rate has exceeded the tolerance threshold. It will take a long
time for the capsule exchange intensification to achieve referential
resynchronization. The neork latency may vary from a few minutes to one hour if
execution takes place in the vicinity of Earth, but the location of the calculating nodes
is unknown.

The python! After all, 1t candét be far
latitudinal flows are the best way through. Stuart rises towards the vanishing point
and then stabilizes his altitude slightly over the level of ideas, in search of animal
currents.

When the chariot of the sun flies over warm seas, its flaming light casts an wtreal n

on col orful fishes. Thatos hmimnd Unitkt@ as al
and untied, they deploy or notd above his understanding. In this region of the
superworld, motion occurs at the speed of volition.

Stuart doesndt yokthem kanyowell. Heocancehtrates ®mo the
creation image of the python. Il n a ske
similar to a phylogenetic tree, he finds the bone of all bones, the eye of all eyes, the
pistil of all pistils. The living forms shi kaleidoscopically from one viable solution

to another, moving like a constrained system that is always seeking formal solutions.
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Finally the normaterial curves become reptilian as he crosses the last boundaries of
a realm of emerald scales and bladlsgA shape with eyes rises, swelling. Stuart is
pushed aside; he topples into a powerful vital stream.

And this is where the danger sequence begins...

Return to top
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Chapter 17: The Story of the Shaman and the Bucket

part 2

[Danger sequence]

Stuart is diving now, carried away by a cascade of vital energy. He cannot steer
himself anymore but with the stunning speed, steering is becoming quite indifferent
to him, almospleasant. Around him, geometrical roof structures erect themselves as
skeletons and populate their innards with purple organs on the verge of incarnation.

Vivid flashes bloom into ravenous tubings of nerves, embryo palms, and gargoyles
awakened by a stoymrain. Plethonrd St u ar t @sundenstantsathrat he is
falling into matter together with innumerable fresh wills. He understands that a
response is urgently needed, but it seems to involve some other person, an abstract
being. These are the effect ohm c osi s as described 1in
Guidebook. Worst of all, he knows it can no longer move him at the stage he has
reached.

Beacon waves pour down through the distant crenellations of imperial palms that
soak up an increasingly misty sky. Thesevegmwill soon guide the wills at the
palpitating heart of organic life, where they forget themselves while gawking with
dazed thrills during a life that is solitary, poor, nasty, brutish and short.

Other pilot waves design in advance the vegetal sojoutheokouls, the moid

fringed basins, the gnarled orgahaped roots of poisonous, orciianded bulges,

the lianas, the viscous mud, the slimy glebes sweating with nets of gelatinous nerves,
and dark mosses. The black virgin matter comes through, evegwihasible,
everywhere threatening, only does the ¢k
silent deaths that feed new lives.

For too |l ong a time, a creature has bee
tiger or a swift bird. It is the Agel of the python who stands facing him, fascinating

him with the beauty of his tiled skin rolling and yet motionless, rolling, rolling... and
yet motionless. .. Careful! Thinking it
manual tell the shaman.

Manud, what else do you say? Hurry! The spiritual venom is already in him, it makes

him see with the slotted eyes of the dragon. Another movement and he will fall into
the brittle leaves where thousands of slimy, oily and slow python lives are crawling.
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AYoa6b¥ound it!o A dusty voice whispers
your missi on. Remember ?0

And he recalls his journey, as he must: the stables, the meeting in a box, the fecal
accident, the meeting of the BGeavemadfti csi
Il deas. . . And he must remember this pai
simply escape once again, and now!

His virtual limbs remember how to move; they give the first impulse, then the second.
Stuart is swimming now in he knows not whiatiffling kind of medium. His virtual
members get hold of the pressing flesh of a swirl, perhaps one they have engendered,
one that they are still sustaining. one that is now forming a contrary stream.

He moves away. The serpent watches him leave, agglitsnouth almost forms a
cruel smile. Stuart swims, ever faster, the black waters of the forming matter are
stirring in thinner swirls. He realizes that he has been caught in a squirter.

[End danger sequence]

The maneuver has succeeded only halfwaystséll losing altitude but the currents

are losing their strength. He must be somewhere on the outskirts of the nozzle. As he
plunges, the clouds thicken and take on the color of beads. Shapes of snakes and
dragons appear smoothly and indefinitely, mingltheir chimeric rings in the heart

of the imaginal mist.

Young jungles await farther down. Sudde
soul on a bed of leaves, imprisoned by the annular spirit of a python, already halfway
with Fred.

Stuart disables theeptilian navigation filter in order to take stock of the heavenly
place he has reached: a small forest at the entrance of a glorious hamlet.

A high castle rises in the near distance. In this castle. Stuart takes note of the altitude.
He is almost exacthat the theoretical level of matter crystallization. Everything
remains in a glorious state, but it is, no doubt, a metastable phase.

=1

Soul, what are you doing here?0 inquir
AAl as, | was going to join mymdNowhee nl| y
Is going to swallow me and regurgitate me into the body | was inhabiting and that is

now decomposing. o0

The python is staring at him with a glassy gaze.

nWhat can | do?0 Stuart i'S not armed to
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~

Al dondt knowchlImdoeypt|l evedmsi ghs F
I

ed
not far away. .. |l must conjoin myse t

r
f
Stuart the shaman goes in search of the heavenly double that each sublunary creature
possesses. |l tndoesenbdbt ndtakeeddm becond s
dim light of the hamlet, where the stagnant idea of mud furtively takes shape in
contact with the idea of feet, imprisoning here and there a wisp of straw as if to invite

the passeby to take part in # material world. The place seems ready to instantiate
itself at any moment, reminiscent of a winter thaw shntetl

Fred hurries towards large roofs. They are inhabited by impetuous rush of wings that
are as alien to human beings as the squeal of gpalgs. Ideas fly and do not fly all
around them and in the sky. They are horses, dragons, centaurs.

There is a great stir in the idea of a court, a great uproar. Dust flies, and wants to fly.
Fred hears shouts, the wind, and then the snap of a whip. iatelgda thrill of
aggregation runs through the ideas. Blood bubbles and wants to flow into the world.
Breath comes to nostrils.

Fred starts running awkwardly toward a stable, he knows what he has to do. But the
whip cracks again, hard enough to hit mepsoul.

Stuart approaches a Greek who i's busy m
the gates. The light of a fire that does not burn sculpts his facial features.

AWhat 6s going on?o

AThe knights are here, 0 says yt hwe rneamd.t

expected. Theyodove received a sign. They
Grail. This place is a relay station, the Barstow of the Barzach. It has to support a
mi ni mum of materiality. o

The giant knights are becoming impatient. They walkkly, ambling across the
courtyard in their finery of leather and lace. Most of the other grooms have fulfilled

their duties when Fred finally reappears, eagerly leading the idea of a winged mount,
which walks casually as if in transcendent elegance. Bl the spiritual knight

and his steed conjoin? Stuart canodt exp

Soon, other ghostly knights emerge from deep in the Valley. They jump over the
rooftops and land in the courtyard. Dust flies and gathers into clouds. Ideas of blind
races spark ides of hens and duvets swept by the wind. Squires are running every
which way. No, their masters havenodot fc
now will surely bring it back.

When the dust s e

ttl e Fredos Iheideaenl y
of horses from th

t S,
e i dea of bedding. His
165



Floozman in Space

whistles while it works, dreams and shows itself in all its phases. It shows in
transparence the diminished share of its sublunary double, which is a pritireer o
serpent and of the network that still connects this double to the other shares, those
who are remaining close to the corpse or those who were lost en route. They turn to
their different futures: one to a plant life in the bayou under the wide,sitky of

the reptilian angels who govern the place where the corpse is located; another
towards the long destiny of a power cable.

They shuffle in a stooped posture, looking towards the ground, ready to cast off the
organs of freedom. The tribunal has rardets verdict, so it seems, and all the lots

have been awarded. To the east of this network can be seen the links leading to a
distant and intense light in which, a primordial form mysteriously related to Fred can

be distinguishede daeatoneds Bheddscans
him in this world as in the other one.

Water, ideal water, condenses in the gutter, each molecule only taking body
temporarily in order to be pleasant to the sweeper. And Fred let himself be drawn
towardsthegut t er t oo. He | eans down with a
really disgusting in there.. .o

The vacuum toilet appears and causes a delay. The machine asks for repairs,
preferably Cosmitics surgery. The Stuart of flesh and blood accepts theréeympo

fix; his absence will be excused and he can spend more time in the superworld.
During the pause, Fred continues to sweep.

When the shaman regains consciousness of the interzone, Fred is still here, crouching
at the edge of the well and the water flaws

ADo you hear something?06 Fred doesndét s
AnYes, the prisoner iI's there bel ow, I n
passage... And there are many others.
Al candt hear them. Did they fall?2?bo
ANo. .. hmoeentbtheyall en. Theydre coming ba
AYour double is prisoner of a python se
AMy... my double. Ah.. .0

AThe serpent is going to take your doub

As a ghost or, rathersanany ghosts. But | think someone else is expected in place
of these ghosts. o

AMy double... the double of me. .. O
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NnYes. O

AAh yes, I remember ... We once wanted t
And | know how to get them out of there! Thank you, gimnthank you for having
talked to me, I had forgotten al/l t hat .

Fredds soul turns on its heed erFraddd r et (
enters a secluded stall and takes a bucket and a rope buried under the idea of straw.
The universe of theelay station is so well instantiated that multiple ideas of dirt stain

the golden twigs. The shaman could not say what material the black walls of the
container are the idea of. This thing evokes infinitely solid wood.

At the edge of the well, Fred unkees the bucket and, if miracles can happen in this
heavenly place, the container slowly rises towards the sky, opening itself like a
corolla of light so intense that the bucket becomes invisible. Only the rope is left
hanging up in the void, disproportiately elongated.

Time seems suspended until the bucket reappears above their heads. It descends as
if lowered by an invisible pulley and lands on the ground, filled with ideal gold coins.
By handfuls, Fred pours them into the mouth of the pit, but thegbueker empties.

As gold rains down, colored bubbles burst up from the depths and form a powerful
pillar of fire rising to heaven, at first with convulsions and then in a straight line, with
sustained strength. Stuart steps back, and Fred does, toot#akdeghape and runs
away yelping.

ATher e, the channel I's scoured, o Fred
coming from high above plunge into the well in reverse of the flame. Soon, a celestial
music is heard. The birds return to the surface, apeoying men of light, all
ascending with ecstatic faces: Saint John of the Cross, Teresa of Avila, two brothers
iImprisoned at Carawan...

ADo you al ways do that?06 wonders Stuart

AYes, 0O answers Fred, smi |l i ng gdve realdsl y . f
bucket. He told me to cleanse the well like that, from time to time, with gold from
the treasury. ..o

ADo you know who you are? And your doub

At the same time, the mouth of the python suddenly emerges from the well as if
hauled by the t of an invisible giant.

?

AAre you my ref
reptileds potbe
hideously open jaws.

0 calls Fredobs pri
bowel s. One expect
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Al dondt know. | iwamwaecdc 6tto nteegc mmme .....0 bu
around him as if all directions were not already visible from any perspective. He
takes a step backwards, stumbles on the bucket, and staggers. For how long will he
fall? Dazed, he topples suddenly into thdiwdragging the snake, the bucket and

the birds after him.

The pillar of fire is standing tall. A young apparition with rippling hair cries on the

wal kway, AHere they are! o New riders w
mountainside at the speedtbé wind. They are already crossing the bridge, they are
coming, they are in the yard! They call out to each other in Castellan and seem to be
unwilling to restrain their horses from trampling or galloping around the pillar of

fire, expanding space by tispell of their gait. Ideas of bandoliers intersect on their
lacecovered chests.

Balconies and verandas are budding in spikes on newly carved facades, soon
blooming with women. Some stay in the shadow of apartments unconceived of the
instant before, othe@re leaning and waving and laughing. Others are jumping into
the yard with the grace of the dream. They dress as horse riders and straddle fresh,
winged mounts that arise magically in the air to meet them.

A coach has arrived, it is unclear how. Itsdrive t he beaut i f ul Ro»
driving 1it, has already jumped down frc
and ammunition to a company of Musketeers.

Suddenly, a whip slams with the force of thunder: Floozman leaps out of the well,
all dressed iblack. He whistles once: a black, winged mount gallops towards him.
Lightning springs out from the clouds.

The troupe fires ideas of shots into the air as Floozman jumps onto the flying horse
and beckons to the rebel s ot ohef ocslalyosw hiiyna

chosen to come down again and fight darkness. You are veterans of paradise. As |
told you before, we shall ride again!o

AYeaaah! o
AAnd now is the ti me! Hang on to the ca
AYeaaaah! o

Then the grand of the courtyard yard vanishes. They all descend with the Floozman
along the pillar of fire, to the material world. And this fire does not burn; it embalms
and incenses and ignites the imagination.

They go down. Back from his trance just a few mindtefore the surgery, Stuart
manages to complete the capsule and send it.
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Time waits for no one here any more than it does anywhere else. On a virtual carpet
flying at the speed of Achilles, Plethon, Jr. gives the passengers a breathtaking visual
account othe most recent events. Floozman the Messiah and his followers descend
towards the bayou on the fiery beam, aligned with the erect python, who is guiding
them like an antenna.

The swell of matter comes to meet them. Very soon, they will materialize bgfway

one of the numerous squirters forming on their way. At the bottom of the pillar,
surrounded by a crowd gathered behind a curtain of flames, a big serpent and a
mighty Voodoo Queen seem to be waiting for them. The animal spirits dwelling in
Fred Loosemalhs corpse seem to have awakened.
suit, straight like one of the living dead.

Who could tell what time it is? The carpet passengers decide to transport themselves
to the black diamond bay where the theatre of operationbdes localized. The

web is not fully supported in this are
virtual space, at a price.

As they instantiate themselves at the s
and it is marked out by torches. The ffif/by is too fast. The flying carpet
passengers can merely distinguish a distant confused crowd at the end of the path.
Only on the second pass do they catch sight of the scene.

In the center of the gathering, Fred Looseman stands in his spacesuitgaatit a
python rolled around hi m. Resting his h
the webmaster, who is none other than the Voodoo Queen.

Sil ent dancers stand stil!]l and silent
impatiently for somethingo happen. Beyond the flames, the sand dust and ocean
waters withhold their petty cash. And the skies above are opening...

They are going to see something big.

Return to top
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Chapter 18: They, Too, Are Looking for Janatone

part 1

JeanBorg Borguignon (Jayee): He really should not ben taken for awpek old
rabbit. As the CEO of Cosmitix, he knows how fast the cosmos is changing. Only
the best will take part ithe future.

There on Europe, in the gyrating yurt o
presentation is coming to an end. But, rather than relaxing, the-mmgreagement
force fields suddenly tighten around the executive director.

ANow we nsussta asdedcruer ity i ssue, 0 he says,

AThi s wasndt on the agenda, o0 Millicent
She has to confront Jd&8ee alone.

AThat iIs correct. | tbds a crisistemenasur e
to worsening operational risks related to both the management of the Palace and the
operation of the advanced lab. War and the resumption of terrorism have increased
the severity of these risks. It has bec

Ahm not aware of that report. o

Everything topples at that moment. JefMylicent can compute it all right. Blood,
human blood would spurt out of the skull of the insolent MANAGER and, with it,
the flow of events out of joint, towards unpredictable dis@dsplendid deaths,
strange recompositions of history, if she decided now to strike the mortal blow that
is still in her power.

But the artificial will escapes her, pending informed, analytical predictions. She will
not assemble the lethal lamellae of aser languishing in her larynx. Jenny! What
are you doing?

ANote that management has not been re
| abs, 0 c eBretei.nuilels wWoauyl d add t hat, i n t
security program shall bextended to optimizing resources allocated to the

Presidency, including energy, buildings and equipment. The gardens and the forges
shall be dedicated to the assembly of the major interstellar vessels. Smurf will
quickly organize an assessment of skilisfot he Pal ace empl oyees
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Silence. All systems are trying to take stock of the situation. The academic laboratory

i ntelligences state unani mously that it
coup.

Al demand this report!o calmly says Mil
Jennyds eyes start rolling wildly again

AnThe secur

Ity officer wil/l bring it t
Thank you for

0
supporting him during the

But the CosmiGirls are already standing in a circle around Jelihg ent. A

powerful nuclear shield magnifies their spiky hair and the strange weapons they are
suddenly holding in their hands. nRJenny
remains silent. The intelligences offer plans of resistance, but the planways a

the same desperate solutions. They ought to have invested into a reinforced guard.

AWedll take you back t@eeyour quarters, o
Still rolling her eyes, Jenny moves back with her guard in the direction of the locks.

JayBee wastesnoten. He has the doctords diagnos
Appleseed is clinically crazy. This is not news. He will temporarily take on the role

of Chair man. The webdés mass failures p
media.
But thatndd hreotgeanlelr:ali management s secr e

stands a row of machines. These are enhanced copies of the-paygb®with pure
lean lines, oriented towards an optimum performance by invisible indicators.

It would take a John Ruskint r egr et the mark of the Ac:
the pretext that o6éof human work, only w
This is simply not true of the work of
human limits long ago. Nobodyoul d engrave 6and he saw
side of the apparatus, not that the <co

consciousness version 9.4 but with regards to this truth that the objectives recall with
constancy: a record is made todmaten.

Superworldly emissaries are standing at the consoleliyvovo. The supeworldly
emissary job description will soon be published by the hyper DRH. An officer
reports, AThe contraction is confirmed,

AOkay. Getont az By ef dragder s . Al't shoul d aj

that the demiurgeds envoy wil/| have to
material world and the imaginal interzone. The great helmsman will need to speak to
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key decisioamakers and iso doing, he will not fail to recognize the strategic value
of Cosmitics as well as the competence of its management.

ABy demonstrating the alignment-termf t he
strateBgeosdwny t o hi msel fpositinito negotiate c er
benefits. Why not the exclusive | i cense

action, he entrusts a communicating palotin with the presentation: if the content
meets his expectations, the palotin will save his psdteltor a fiscal period.

JayBee has taken care to engage the market, which is well informed, as always. It
gave him information on the envoy and o
thinks he knows the one who will be appointed. He recommends thBiedalyave

lunch with him on Europa as soon as possible after his incarnation.

This emissary is a bon vivant when hebo
taking place at the circle of cosmos modernizers, during a PacNut conference on food
biomass optimizationThe market had imparted to him that he might join them for

lunch if he could incarnate himself in a presentable manner.

Indeed, he is considering the resumption of Internet activities; the web has been
functioning. A confirmed support from the demiurge \bwbviously be very
instrumental. In all cases, the lunch should be simple and fast. Something well
mastered, on the theme of the vineyard, with the best products and a rustic but
Inspired gastronomic simulation.

No, one should not take JBee for a sixweek old rabbit. Cosmitics is in the right
configuration to maximize the benefit c
threat posed by the mutant. If he truly is a Superman, he can cause an incalculable
amount of trouble. Who knows what the be&awné a more sophisticated genome

might undertake? He has to neutralize this monster before his birth to avoid
complications.

Waldenpond is on Earth. A trace of her was found in the flood zones, but a report
indicates that the Artificial Uteruswasese at t he orbit al stat|
flight.

There is another problem. The ship the Lighthouse nearing Jupiter much faster
than expected. It has new technology. Captain Diana is laying her cards on the table.

JennyMillicent: the sudden coraction of the superworld has completed the process

of pushing Jennyds spirit into its mate
was carrying her above herself.
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Jenny is wholly into her flesh at last. It tastes like the mornings of her childifieod,
burning will and the summer sun, lights upon lights above the horizon. But this flesh
Is away from the homeland, in her bubble of rest, protected by three ditches of
antimatter and seven nuclear firewalls. Besides, Jenny knows the danger that
threatensher and how fragile the palace ramparts are in comparison to the means
now available to the Executive Director.

Millicent is reporting in factual mode. The general director has finally taken power;
she was unable to prevent it. The security forces aakimg into the Academy at
this very moment.

It is the end of an era. Jenny has brought nothing back from her long journey, and it
seems she has almost lost everything except life. But she has scouted the path to
heaven, and i1 tods ofdéraehlizajion eolld give Hea $he t h i ¢
knows more things than human awareness can understand.

How many circles digshe describe around the intellect and what has she discovered
in truth?

She cannot think it without returning to the superworld, but itne is past for
understanding. The vision will carry her now, alive, towards her cosmic destiny. As

a large golden fish sparkles in the dripping net of a fisherman, the beauty of the
superman is captured in her soul. She will eat his substance, shecariorate it,
because Iitdés the royal share that 1is he

Yes, she will cease to be a shadow. She will reach this stage alive, and, alive, she
will eventually incorporate the mother of mothers, the AUTOZOON, which stands

at the root of forms and @fhich she has forgotten everything, except life. The only
other creatures born who know these secrets are Janatone and their child. But where
are they?

Janatone! Her | over, her doubl e, her go
desires now becae in the end, she will ABSORB Janatone, as she will absorb the
superhuman child. Such is her strategy or her will. Should she say now that she can
shed managerial speech as one shakes th
language can only burstto the open air, together with the tyranny of managers.
Jenny remembers that she is the one who has given them the command of Cosmitics.
How could she have freed her mind otherwise?

But time is of the essence. On the other side of the fire curtaimtarner intimate

web, the CosmiGirls are pressing her to activate thggahtan  of cont i nui t
they say, 1t0s time to drown the Pal ace
shall leave our bodily prisons and we shall live the long lifepaits, of Angels,
perchance. And then, light, polished and full of days, we shall sublimate ourselves.
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With joy shall we see our latest limits vanish as we conjoin into the One. Yes, Jenny,
this is our fate, they say, and Jage will be royally pissed of

Return to top
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Chapter 18: They, Too, Are Seeking Janatone
part 2

As the CosmiGirls talk, their eyes, which are soon to close, shed tears of joy. Their
gestures, whiclvill no longer be seen, invoke immeasurable grace.

[High-Probability NeaiFuture Sequence]

Hereds what is most |ikely to happen: T
the scuttling procedure. Evacuation signals will be sent to the reduced téaims s

the Academy. The doors of the tomb will be sealed. The psyahmps will operate

at maximum power and tear Jenny and her suite off this world forever.

Then, the sarcophagus lids will close upon the fine bodies adorned with technology
that the funeal palotins will have prepared, singing all the while. Later, the coffins

will be moved into an ice pit. They will plummet into the depths and disappear under
the fleshy shells of Europads sea, wh i
underside of itsay surface, strong with a life stubbornly stretching towards space.

The enormous underground valves will open their mouths. The secret labs wil be
drowned before the security forces have time to break into the palace. Even later,
salamanders will exploréhé corridors leading to the treasure vault that is now
hermetically closed. Only the creature capable of answering the three questions of
the gate shall be entitled to enter.

I n the gardens, the reedssO6 cri siiess 0p, h etnhoe
bramblesd and all the creeper vineso. T
moon, the emerged part of the palace will be gripped by inextricable foliage.

[End HighProbability NeaiFuture Sequence]

Jenny listens to the CosmiGirls andoat dismiss a troubling idea she has brought
with her on her journey through the hec:
grows by itself towards the light. This time of attrition is certainly appropriate to her
thought: might she have taken theowg direction in searching for eternal beauty in

the highest spheres of the cosmos? What if it was the wrong way to go?

Jenny has a hard time analyzing her thoughts. Her will and judgment are not the same

since she has been in the intelligible, materialldvwhere she now finds herself. In
truth, her gquestion cannot be formulated in her poor topological state. The anxiety
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she experiences is made of the vestige of elevated feelings that live fully in that world
and wither, meager and miserable, in thisldior

And yet she tries to summon these feelings: the love of Unity, which is at the
principle of the Beautiful and which inflames the heart with the exhilarating
sensation of the Real. She seeks those feelings as she would attempt to revive a
dream, knowinghat her effort will bring to the surface the specific memory she is
looking for. And it is not a good memory.

And now she hears the bitter chant that pierced her heart before. Now she remembers
again its painful beauty; but she does not have the stremg#icall the voices. She

had risen alone more than ever before, almost above the sky of ideas, carried by a
mysterious ascending stream towards the place of an ineffable convergence.

There, near the cosmic pole, she contemplated what she could, buteocansot

really remember it. She managed only to bring a feeble echo of that lament back to
the nest of her psyche. Might the prime consciousness be afflicted even as a radiant
love flows out of it?

What can she do with this idea so contrary to her vis\fith the first wingbeat of

her flight into the superworld, Jenny received the confirmation that she could remain
forever young and beautiful. To achieve this, she would have to conquer the whole
wo r | d @& snotlsing leds than that; she has always aimgh.

Of course, many questions were raised. How many other Jenny Appleseeds would
she have to confront i1 n the worlds? And
i n place of the worldobés soul, what STR/
talk aboutime at that moment? Yes, what about time? And above all, would she not
have to get rid of herself in order to go farther? She was prepared to do anything.

But today, she sees things differently. She doubts. Who might help her? She thinks
of Janatoneagain Hasndét she flown in the opposi
cradle while Jenny wants to force her way through to a new evolutionary stage.
Janatone wants to die, while Jenny wants to live eternally. Janatone abandons
everything while Jenny accunates riches. And still Janatone remains beautiful.
What if she is more beautiful?

Jenny thinks in spite of herself of all the places where she came across Brigitte
Kaliyuga, who partakes so much of beauty with her black hair and the way she walks.
These faces link Jenny to Brigitte, and they are very strange. Jenny submits the topic
to the Problematization Center for further research. She is hardly surprised to hear
the young woman talking to her. She can see her when she closes her eyes.

Al was nhalfidead in the arganic recycling dungeon. The sensors were
studying my body, the readers were copying my memory. Is it because | prayed? A
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