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                                     AUTHOR’S NOTE 

  
Though it’s often said by climate activists, “There is no planet B,” our 
galaxy contains hundreds of billions of planets, and there are 
probably thousands of planets B in it, and maybe a lot more — 
enough, in any case, to prompt me to write a novel that touches on 
questions like: Could humans ever reach a planet millions of times 
farther away than Mars? What kinds of reactions might we expect 
from governments and individuals to an imminent threat to all 
humanity? What ways might there be of achieving a kind of 
“continuance” after death? What benefits and risks might flow from 
artificial intelligence? What might a "twin-Earth” be like? What 
unique qualities might be found among types of self-aware, 
intelligent, reasoning beings? What would be needed besides 
“enlightenment” for the felicitous playing-out of human history? 
     I’d welcome any comments readers may have on these 
subjects or any other aspect of this novel. I’ll reply to emails to 
ep@edwardpackard.com to the extent time and energy allow. 
May good fortune attend all of you who embark on this reading 
adventure, and all of you who do not.  

 

  
  

2



                                      CONTINUANCE  
                   

3



  

  
  
                                              NOTICE 
  
This book— Continuance: A Tale of Two Planets — was written, 
edited, and generated by the Giselle M4 Historical Novel Writing 
Machine and was assigned the non de plume Edward Packard.  
     Readers are advised that the registration of the Giselle M4 
Historical Novel Writing Machine as a cybernetic literary auto-
processor was suspended for eight months during Earth year 2311 
pending investigation of charges of reckless embellishment. Its 
license was thereafter reinstated on condition that any excerpts of 
journals, memoranda, transcripts of interviews, and other 
documents included in any published work shall be reproduced 
verbatim and not paraphrased, redacted, or embellished.  
     The Council of Overseers has examined this book in its final form 
and certified that it meets the minimum requirements set forth in 
Section 2.1 of The Code of Ethical Publishing. 
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PART I 
  

2053 
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Early one bright shining morning in the middle of May, 2053, Angus 
Arthur Stinson, who was often referred to, though he hated it, as the 
“First Gentleman,” raised his glass of watered-down orange juice in 
salute to his wife, Katie Wendell, the President of the United States. 
The occasion, as was customary most days at this hour, was 
breakfast in their private quarters. A few days after Katie had won 
the past November’s election, Angus requested and was granted a 
sabbatical from his job as a history professor at Swarthmore College. 
In his application, he explained that he was needed in Washington 
“to help around the house.”   
     Holding the print edition of the Washington Post in front of him, 
he said: 
     “Did you notice your approval rating? Four months into your first 
term in office, and it’s, quote, surprisingly high.” 
     “Of course, I’m pleased,” Katie replied, “but, you know as well as I 
do that it’s mostly the honeymoon effect, plus economic indicators 
are up, not— don’t tell anybody — because of much I’ve done.” 
     “Your uplifting presence has had a big effect, darling. You inspire 
confidence.” 
     “I hope so. I do think that the mood of the country has improved 
since the election. I got letters congratulating me for slowing global 
warming because sharp-eyed observers saw snowflakes falling on 
Valentine’s Day.” 
     “Snow as far south as Washington. It was a wonder to behold.” 
     “Another thing, Angus, it’s become clear that artificial intelligence  
is resulting in higher productivity.”                       
     “And you’ve convinced the public that the genius behind a lot of it 
won’t take over the world.” 
     “I suppose that’s still a danger, but I’m very hopeful. Herb Wu  
has spent a lot of time with Kuizmeyer, and you know what Herb 
said when he was here in March.” 
    “I think the gist of it was that Kuizmeyer is a crazy genius, but not 
an evil one.”  

6



    Katie, grinning and turning to look at her husband, said, “That 
was my take exactly.”  
    “Herb was pretty convincing,” Angus continued, “but these 
androids — parahumans, as Kuizmeyer calls them — they are, I 
would say, more than spooky.”  
    “I agree, but the media loves them.” 
    “Except for the media that loves to hate them.”  
    “It’s reassuring,” Katie said, “that he keeps them on a short leash 
and won’t license them commercially, and they have immense 
practical potential.” 
    “The Mars mission.”  
    “Yes. A lot of people are in a twit that our brave astronauts will be 
staying home with their beloveds, but sending parahumans is much, 
much safer and cheaper.” 
    “And they can accomplish more.” 
    “Oooh, I’m late for morning briefing.”  
     Not one to linger over meals, or anything else, Katie took a last 
gulp of coffee, tossed her napkin on the table, blew a kiss to her 
husband, and strode out the door, almost colliding with an aide who 
was about to knock. 
  
Soon afterward that same morning, the sun emerged from behind 
the mountains and shone through a thin veil of clouds on the 
twenty-six-acre walled compound in Aspen, Colorado, world 
headquarters of the corporate entity founded by the singularly 
accomplished A.I. developer and computer science and engineering 
genius, C. D. (“Kooz”) Kuizmeyer. The scene was a popular 
attraction for tourists. The day had hardly begun, but more than a 
dozen were gathered near the entrance. 
     Kooz, a legendary figure, though still in his early thirties, was 
rarely seen. The mysterious activities that took place inside his 
fiefdom were off limits to the public, but people enjoyed standing 
across the street from the huge glass-paneled revolving door set in 
the slate-gray facade of the main building. Silver letters etched in 
stone read: SPACE UNBOUNDED. Camera-equipped mini-drones 
the size of blue jays darted and swerved in the vicinity. They were 
often likened to birds, but their flight patterns more closely 
resembled those of bats. 
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     Tourists found these acrobatic objects to be a source of 
fascination and hoped to be lucky enough to glimpse Kooz’s most 
astonishing invention, androids that he called parahumans. It had 
been widely reported that he had produced eight of them at cost of 
six billion dollars. The sighting of one, memorialized by a photo, was 
an occasion for a front-page story in the Aspen Daily News. 
     Parahumans had no biological components, but they were 
“fleshed” and “skinned” in a way that made them seem uncannily 
lifelike. They were readily distinguishable from humans — their 
complexions had a non-human platinum look. They came in male 
and female versions, and wore tasteful simple clothes, which 
covertly served as radiation receptors. They were distinguishable 
from one another, but had been designed to have a family 
resemblance. They ranged from fifty-eight to sixty-six inches in 
height and were physically much stronger than most humans, 
though not as well coordinated. They had no last names, only 
conventional first names. Humans who were familiar with them 
generally interacted with them as if they were real people. According 
to a Space Unbounded press release, they had brains and skills 
comparable to those of competent engineers and computer 
scientists. Of course, they didn’t reproduce biologically, but recently, 
more to amuse himself than for any other reason, Kooz had 
designed, manufactured, and “started up” two juvenile versions. 
     “What is Life Like for Parahumans?” was the title of a widely read 
article in the Spring, 2053, issue of Trend magazine. Its thesis was 
that, although the emotions of parahumans were calibrated at about 
twenty percent of the intensity of human emotions, they did have 
some feelings, and among them was the feeling of being bored. The 
author of the Trend article asserted that Kooz treated the 
parahumans like cows, which, when not being milked or 
slaughtered, are content to stand and moo occasionally, but 
that parahumans have intellects comparable to those of humans, 
and they need stimulation in their lives to keep from being miserable 
and bored, which the author believed could lead to “frighteningly 
undesirable behavior.” 
     Initially, Kooz had shown no interest in making existence more 
fulfilling for his creations. His plan had been to train them, keep 
them under tight control, and possibly upgrade them from time to 
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time. To the surprise of many, instead of being defensive about how 
the Trend article lamented the way parahumans were treated, he 
released a statement claiming that even before the article had 
appeared he had decided that they would function more efficiently if 
they had breaks from their work for sports and games, and that he 
had already taught them how to play basketball, soccer, chess, and 
poker. In an interview in April, 2053, he stated that parahumans 
engage in sports or games for at least an hour every day. 
     Kooz’s assurances didn’t stop a lot of people from agitating for 
total freedom for his androids. A human rights group sued him, 
claiming that he was holding them in involuntary servitude in 
violation of the 13th Amendment to the Constitution of the United 
States. To the dismay of many, a federal judge threw the suit out of 
court, citing the precedent of a case involving a chimpanzee that had 
been decided twenty years earlier. 
     As the name of Kooz’s company, Space Unbounded, suggests, he 
was intensely interested in space travel. With the help of a twenty-
billion-dollar grant from NASA, coupled with thirty billion from his 
personal funds, he had been engaged for the past several years in 
designing, constructing, and fitting out a spaceship, the Athena, at 
the SU facility near Santa Rosa, New Mexico. Launch was planned to 
take place in November, 2054. The cost of development and 
construction of the ship was double what it would have been 
otherwise, because Kooz had insisted on equipping it with a nuclear 
fusion drive that could accelerate it to almost seven percent of the 
speed of light. It hadn’t concerned him that, as a practical matter, 
the Athena could attain only a tiny fraction of such extraordinary 
velocity on a trip to Mars. 
     The Athena’s first voyage was to be crewed entirely by 
parahumans. They were considered to be at least as competent and 
versatile as real humans, they would be energized, rather than 
harmed, by solar radiation, and they would be a lot less trouble and 
expense to maintain. Their mission, after landing on Mars, would be 
to set up a habitable base and find sources of critical materials and 
water in preparation for the establishment of a permanent colony of 
humans.                                                                 
  
                          *                                                              *                             
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 Those lucky enough to be admitted inside the SU compound in 
Aspen discovered that it had a shortened soccer field, two tennis 
courts, several large abstract sculptures, and a pond stocked with 
lake trout; also tastefully designed buildings containing offices, 
conference rooms, residential spaces, a cafeteria, a restaurant, 
laboratories, a library, and a gym, in which one morning near the 
end of May, 2053, four parahumans, Tom, Dick, Harry, and Olivia, 
were attempting to play basketball on a half court with one hoop, 
which was a foot lower than regulation height. 
     These life-like androids were trying to get rebounds and make 
shots. Often a shot came close, but they rarely sank one. 
     To be fair, they weren’t concentrating on the game, pausing 
frequently to talk about the planned mission to Mars, on which they 
would be joining two other parahumans who would be their 
crewmates and were already at SU’s Santa Rosa facility. 
     “Hey, guys.” Dick, the tallest of them, said, after trying to make a 
shot but missing the backboard, “Did you see the latest?”  
     Tom grabbed the ball, which was rolling on the floor. “From the 
N-E array?” he asked, referring to the Newton-Einstein space 
telescopes that had been launched in 2049. “They’ve turned up what 
they say is interesting data, but won’t talk about it until they study it 
more.” 
     Tom bounced the ball to Dick. It went a little to the side, but Dick 
grabbed it, clutched it against his chest, and said: 
     “Maybe Kooz knows something that we don’t know. He’s gotten 
obsessed with exoplanets NASA is studying.” 
     “Kooz was excited about sending us to Mars,” Harry said, “but 
lately he only cares about deep space — finding the perfect planet.” 
     “He gets excited easily,” Tom said, and was about to add 
something when their attention was diverted by a three-foot-high 
juvenile male parahuman who had come onto the court. This 
android child was using a remote controller to manipulate a mini 
drone, a model of a World War I biplane, causing it to flit about in 
the air by pointing his finger in the direction he wanted it to 
move.        
    “Billy,” Tom said, “Please take that some place else.”  
     Without a word, the juvenile caused the drone to land on his palm 
and trudged out the door.  
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     The adults let their game lapse, though occasionally one of them 
took a shot in the direction of the basket. Dick, trying to position 
himself for a three-pointer, backed into a four-foot-long metal table 
near the side of the court. He lifted it with one hand, placed it 
against the wall, and flipped the ball to Harry, who shot for a basket 
and watched intently as the ball hovered on the rim before falling 
outside it. Dick took the rebound and said: 
     “Two weeks from today, we’ll be in Santa Rosa. Our training will 
begin in earnest.” 
     Olivia had been silent up to now, and though the others had 
bounced the ball to her several times, she had yet to try a shot. This 
time, upon receiving the ball, instead of passing it on, she stood 
holding it. 
     “I’ve been thinking about this Mars mission,” she said. “I’m not 
sure I want to do it. We haven’t been asked whether we want to do it. 
Why should we?”  
     Tom, Dick, and Harry, shocked into silence, stared at her. After a 
few seconds, Tom, in a gentle tone, said: 
     “Olivia, that’s a forbidden question.” He glanced at Dick and 
Harry. Then, taking the ball from Olivia and bouncing it to Harry, he 
took Olivia’s arm and said, “Let’s you and I walk to the shop. We’ll 
make sure you’re okay.”  
     He gently led her off.  
     Dick and Harry exchanged glances. Dick said: 
    “Probably just a loose module, or something.”  
                       
Elsewhere in the compound that morning, C. D. Kuizmeyer was 
working in his spacious, well-appointed office, which, through floor-
to-ceiling windows, offered a splendid view of mountains called the 
Maroon Bells. They seemed so close that one could reach out and 
touch them, even as, at this moment, they were becoming cloaked by 
heavy dark clouds — a late spring shower was in the making. 
Lighting from wall panels, which had been barely perceivable, 
brightened. Kooz, fixated on some abstruse problem of “rocket 
science,” as he liked to call whatever he was working on, remained 
immobile at his desk.  
    He was sturdy of build, above average in height, clean-shaven but 
with copious dark brown hair and in the kind of shape one would 
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expect of a man barely in his thirties who adhered to a 
Mediterranean diet and rarely skipped his daily workout. He was 
alone except for two large and shaggy black dogs — Newfoundlands 
— which were lounging on the floor, when his romantic partner, 
Simone Slade, walked in. A well-regarded novelist, she was sleek, 
pretty, and engaging, but she had to tap Kooz’s shoulder a couple of 
times to gain his attention. They had met eighteen months earlier at 
a party given by her publisher, who had almost, but not quite, 
convinced Kooz to write a book on what would happen if 
parahumans were mass-produced and completely replaced the 
human labor force. Kooz had been impressed by Simone’s quick wit 
and playfulness. She liked his enthusiasm and his unassuming 
nature. They walked out of the party together, and, since then, had 
rarely been apart for long.                  
     When, after a few moments, Kooz perceived that Simone was 
standing beside him, he was on his feet in an instant, greeting her 
with a happy smile. They hugged. He quickly pulled away, but 
apparently only to admire her, for he said:  
    “What we have — I want to last forever.”   
     Simone smiled and drew closer. “That would be nice, darling,” she 
said, “but it’s not the way the world works.”  
     “I want to change the way the world works,” Kooz said. “I mean 
it.” 
     At that moment a trim severe-looking woman walked in, Isabel 
Marquez, Space Unbounded’s chief engineer in charge of parahuman 
management. “Sorry to interrupt,” she said, “but you’d want me to. 
NASA just identified an unusually interesting planet. You might 
want to turn on the news.” 
     Kooz gave a little wave at Isabel as she withdrew. He pointed a 
finger at a wall-mounted screen. The screen moved out and 
positioned itself at the optimum viewing angle in relation to where 
he and Simone were standing. Kooz wiggled a finger, and the 
newscast reverted to the beginning. A Navajo woman — Lisa Elkhart 
— appeared. “This just in,” she said, grinning. “NASA has announced 
discovery of an exoplanet they say is practically a twin of Earth. The 
finding is based on data from the Newton/Einstein telescopes that 
were launched in January 2049. NASA chief, Dr. Gina Milano, calls 
the new discovery ‘the Goldilocks planet,’ meaning everything about 
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it is just right, or almost so. She suggests naming it ‘Goldie,’ and 
apparently that’s what it will be called. It’s slightly smaller than 
Earth and slightly closer to its sun, an orange-yellow star just under 
thirteen light years from our solar system. It’s listed in astronomical 
catalogs as Cepheus Seventeen. We have Dr. Milano joining us now 
from Washington.” 
     A woman about fifty appeared on the screen. She had dark hair 
and large brown eyes and was wearing a flight jacket with NASA 
insignia. She was apparently in her office. An enormous poster of a 
computer-generated image of the Milky Way galaxy spanned the 
wall behind her. 
     Lisa Elkhart said, “Thanks for joining us, Dr. Milano. I know 
you’re short on time. Do I have my facts right?”  
     “You do!” Gina Milano exclaimed. “This star, Goldie’s sun, is just 
a stone’s throw away from us, if you could throw a stone eighty 
trillion miles. Seriously, it’s one of the closest stars to our solar 
system. It’s a little less bright than our star, the sun, but if you knew 
where to look, you could see it through a good pair of binoculars.” 
     “Could you see Goldie?” 
     “Oh, no,” Gina Milano said. “The planet is much too small for 
that. You could see its star, its sun.”  
     “What we all want to know, Dr. Milano, is how closely Goldie 
resembles Earth.” 
     “We’ll be studying it a lot more, but data so far suggest that its 
diameter is a bit less than Earth’s, but Goldie and Earth have 
roughly the same proportion of oceans to land masses. All 
indications are that most humans could breathe perfectly well on 
Goldie. Oxygen density at sea level is what you’d find on Earth at 
about two thousand meters altitude. Goldie’s rotation period is just 
over twenty-two hours, so its days and nights are a bit shorter than 
ours, and — this is something — spectroscopic analysis of Goldie’s 
atmosphere suggests that plant and primitive animal life may be 
abundant. We’ll be compiling more information and we’ll issue an 
update after the weekend.” 
     “This is exciting,” Lisa Elkhart said. “We’ll want to hear more 
whenever you have it!” 
     “Oh, another thing I wanted to mention,” Dr. Milano said, “Goldie 
has one moon, just as Earth has, and it’s about the same size as our 
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moon, but it’s much closer to Goldie, and it would look much larger 
in Goldie’s sky than our moon does in our sky. Spectroscopic 
analysis shows that if Goldie’s moon were in our sky, more than 
anything else it would look like a ripe peach.” 
     “How delightful,” Lisa Elkhart said. “Thank you, and do keep us 
apprised.” 
     In response to a gesture from Kooz, the screen went black and 
moved back against the wall. He and Simone exchanged glances. 
Simone, wide-eyed, said:      
     “Holy cow!” 
  
The perimeter of Space Unbounded’s 280-acre facility in Santa 
Rosa, New Mexico, was marked by a twleve-foot-high electrified 
fence. From the air, the huge operational compound looked out of 
place in its locale, an endless expanse of semi-arid landscape dotted 
with sagebrush and pinion trees. A sign near the main entrance, 
identical to the one in Aspen, said: “SPACE UNBOUNDED.” As in 
Aspen, mini-drones hovered nearby. 
     The compound consisted of a dozen nondescript buildings, 
several acre-sized arrays of solar panels, and the enormous hanger 
that housed the Athena. Except for the almost complete absence of 
windows, this state-of-the-art spaceship looked surprisingly like a 
mid-twenty-first-century, hypersonic passenger jet.  
     On the day news broke of the discovery of Goldie, among the 
workers attending to various tasks inside the hangar were two 
parahumans, Phil and Alice, and Chief Operations Officer Marcus 
Rubin. The three of them got talking that afternoon about what this 
event might mean for Space Unbounded and what still needed to be 
accomplished before the Athena would be ready for launch.  
    “Work has been progressing so well,” Alice said, “Marcus, do you 
think the launch date will be moved up?”  
     “I doubt it,” he answered. “I think Kooz will try to get the mission 
redirected to Goldie.” 
     “That’s crazy,” Phil said. “Even with fusion drive, it would take 
two hundred years to get to Goldie versus a hundred and forty days 
to get to Mars.” 
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     “Not a problem as far as I’m concerned,” Alice said. “Two 
hundred years sounds like a long time, but it’s all the same to us 
parahumans. Set the timer, turn us off, and a couple of centuries  
pass in no time.” 
     “I’d want to spend some of that time doing something besides  
sleeping,” Phil said. 
     “What do you think you’d be doing?” Marcus asked. 
     “I don’t know yet,” Phil said. “But given two hundred years, I’m 
sure I can think of something interesting.” 
  
 A few days later, Kooz, in his office at SU Aspen, flicked a finger at 
the wall screen. It lit up, and a smiling young man appeared, Dr. 
Herbert Wu, a distinguished University of Hawaii astronomer. 
“Thanks for getting back, Herb,” Kooz said.  
     The two were well-acquainted. They exchanged small talk; then 
Kooz said: “You can guess what I’m calling about. What do you think 
of Goldie?”  
      “What do I think of it? It’s the most important astronomical 
object ever discovered.”  
     “Since the sun and the moon,” Kooz said and laughed at his 
witticism. 
     Herb laughed agreeably and said, “It will be the subject of intense 
study for years to—”  
     “I don’t want to study it,” Kooz said emphatically. “I want to 
colonize it. I’m going to make this my personal mission: Goldie will 
be the ark that saves the human species from extinction. Herb, I 
know you’ve advised the President on space policy and have some 
influence with her. I want to get her approval to switch the Mars 
mission to Goldie. I have my PR people whipping up enthusiasm for 
it. If Paul Rossante can figure out how to hibernate people that long, 
we’ll send people with parahumans, and—” 
     It was Herb’s turn to interrupt. “We’ve calculated that Goldie’s 
sun will remain in a stable state at least sixteen times longer than 
our sun, so humanity might last a lot longer there. But you know as 
well as I do that, even traveling at seven percent of light speed, 
which I understand is a theoretical maximum, a trip to Goldie would 
take at least two hundred years. You’d need about six generations of 
astronauts en route for a human to set foot on the planet.” 
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     His voice sharpening, Kooz said, “Nevertheless, if long-term 
hibernation is possible, I think Simone and I would be up for it. 
Maybe you’d like to join us, Herb. Why not have the ultimate 
adventure of all time?” 
     “I appreciate the invitation, my friend, but nobody could 
hibernate that long. People who set out from Earth on the Athena 
will die on the Athena.”   
     Kooz fell silent. 
     Herb continued, “Kooz, I’d love nothing better than to have your 
distant descendants on Goldie tele-send my distant descendants on 
Earth and say, ‘We’ve arrived. The weather’s fine. Wish you were 
here.’”  
  
Olivia’s outburst during the parahumans’ basketball scrimmage 
appeared to require major surgery. Jerzy Denilov, SU’s chief 
engineer responsible for parahuman health, shut her down 
completely pending study and analysis of her circuits and override 
modules. There followed intense discussions among Jerzy, Isabel 
Marquez, and Kooz, who had his own agenda and paid little 
attention to the opinions of the others. After he’d heard that Olivia 
had asked a forbidden question, he had stayed up late three nights 
refining supplementary modules that he’d been working on for over 
a year. He was confident that the upgrade he had been planning 
would not only remedy any flaws she might have — it would enhance 
her capabilities beyond what even he could imagine. 
     Assisted by Jerzy, it took Kooz about twenty minutes to install 
new circuits and modules, at the conclusion of which, he stepped 
back to admire his creation, who lay supine, half-naked on a table in 
“the shop,” the lab where repairs and programming adjustments 
were conducted. Computers, lasers, and other equipment occupied 
most of the space in what, more than anything else, resembled an 
operating room in a mid-twenty-first-century U.S. hospital.  
     A plate in Olivia’s head and one in her abdomen had been 
removed, and some of her electronic anatomy was exposed. Kooz 
made final adjustments. Jerzy screwed her head plates and 
abdominal plates back in. Isabel dressed her and reinstalled her 
hair. 
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     Tom, a parahuman referred to earlier, had wandered into the 
room and had been watching the proceedings. No one had paid 
attention to him until, in his distinctive nasal voice, he asked, “Will 
she be all right?” 
     “She’ll be all right,” Jerzy said. 
     “I was worried,” Tom said. “You were taking such a long time.”  
      Kooz, suddenly animated, gave Tom’s shoulder a vigorous pat. In 
a voice filled with emotion, he said, “She’ll be a lot more than all 
right. I installed upgrades and refinements I’ve been working on for 
years. She now has in her stored memory and instantly accessible 
the most comprehensive encyclopedia on Earth, a fine library of 
books and recorded music, and a lot else. Olivia is my greatest 
achievement by far.” 
     The others stepped back and stared at him. 
    “She has stored in her a stupendous amount of information and 
she’ll know how to use it,” Kooz continued, “and a great thing is — 
she will keep learning. Who knows what she’ll accomplish?” 
Registering alarmed looks on the faces of the others, he added, in a 
subdued tone, “She’ll be fine.”  
     Jerzy laid a tiny screwdriver and magnifying goggles on a side 
table. Turning to Tom, he said, “Give her twenty minutes to boot up 
before talking to her.” 
     “Thank you, all,” Tom said. “I was afraid you’d have to shut her 
down like you did with Steve last year. We are fond of Olivia.” 
     Kooz gave Tom a couple of more pats and said, “I can see why. 
Olivia has an unusually interesting mind, and that was true even 
before this upgrade.” 
      Jerzy, standing close by, said to Tom:  
      “If you and Olivia were humans, you’d probably get married.” 
      Tom wasn’t programmed to feel hurt by a remark like that, but 
his head drooped.  
                                
Kooz’s ninety-year-old grandmother, Alicia, had brought Kooz up 
after his parents and his grandfather had been killed by an avalanche 
while back-country skiing. At the time, Kooz was only eight years 
old. Her comfortable old stone and spruce house was just a few miles 
from the headquarters of Space Unbounded and a few blocks from 
her beloved Aspen Art Museum, of which she was a trustee. Kooz 
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was due for dinner this mid-June evening, as was his custom once or 
twice a month. Sometimes he brought Simone along, but tonight he 
and his grandmother would be dining alone. The sun had dipped 
below the mountains — though light would remain in the sky for 
hours more — when Alicia completed her daily meditation practice 
and went into the kitchen to confer with Harold, her chef and 
chauffeur. 
     “Everything’s ready,” he assured her. 
     “Thank you, my friend,” she said. “The drones will take it from 
here. See you Friday.” 
      Kooz arrived a few minutes before seven. He and his 
grandmother enjoyed a leisurely meal and were topping it off with 
decaf espresso, sipping it with disciplined dignity and grace that they 
both assumed on such occasions, when Kooz mentioned that he was 
trying to get President Wendell to approve changing the Athena’s 
mission from Mars to Goldie.  
     “Wouldn’t such a trip be, slightly, problematical?” Alicia asked. 
“Like, in that it would take hundreds of years to get there?”  
     “Granted, that’s a nuisance,” Kooz said, “but parahumans would 
have no trouble with it, and I’m hopeful that Simone and I could join 
them. I’m going to talk to Paul Rossante about whether we could be 
hibernated for that long. There’s practically nothing in the realm of 
biology Paul can’t do. Simone and I could be colonizers of an Earth-
like planet. We could be the Adam and Eve of the next and grandest 
chapter of our species.”  
     Alicia rested her empty espresso cup on the table. “You’d give up 
your fascinating life on Earth and all your friends and forsake the 
work you could do for the betterment of humanity?” 
      “Nana, if humanity is to endure long-term, we’re going to have to 
find another planet. Most people still don’t believe it, or pretend that 
they don’t believe it, but global warming is past the tipping point. If 
humans ceased all carbon emissions this instant, we’d still be 
doomed. I’ve checked the best computer models myself. The great 
physicist Stephen Hawking said this was a possibility before he died. 
That was over thirty years ago. Now it’s not just a possibility. Earth 
is destined to become like Venus, except that it will be a hundred 
and eighty degrees Celsius instead of three hundred, because we’re 
not as close to the sun.” 

18



     “Well, I don’t doubt you, darling,” his grandmother replied. “Our 
ski seasons are half as long as they used to be, if that. Still, even if it 
were possible to travel that distance — and how would you ever 
know if it is possible? — and even if everything goes right, landing on 
a strange planet, with unknown perils, never to have human 
company?” 
     “They probably said the same thing to the first explorers who set 
out across uncharted oceans. Magellan’s mother probably told him 
he’d sail off the edge of the world, but it’s human destiny to--" 
      “I’ll say again what I said to you when you were a teenager, 
darling. Just because you’re a genius, doesn’t mean you’re not 
crazy.”   
     Kooz’s mind was racing too fast for him to take in what she had 
said, and he went on, “Mars is cold, barren, and oxygen-starved. 
There’s no point in setting a colony on Mars except for show. I’m 
taking the long view. Even if we can only send parahumans at this 
point, Goldie is the future of humanity.” 
      “You say you’re interested in humanity, but humanity is here, not 
trillions of miles away.” 
      Kooz, with effort, managed a smile. His grandmother continued: 
     “Even if you and Simone could hibernate for such a long time, 
how could you be sure the parahumans wouldn’t take over? You 
might wake up and find that you’re their slaves. I don’t trust them. 
You know I’ve never wanted one in my house. Much less would I 
want them in charge of my life for hundreds of years while I’m 
asleep. Kooz, dear, you’ve proved everyone wrong again and again 
with your amazing achievements, but this time you’re running off 
the rails.” 
     “Nana, I appreciate your worrying about me, but I know what I’m 
doing. I’ve programmed the parahumans not only for self-repair and 
maintenance, but also for loyalty to authorized humans. I put in 
backup controls too.” 
     “I’m sure they’re impressive, but if you have fragile comatose 
humans locked up with super-strong parahumans for a great length 
of time, there are bound to be imponderables, and that scares me. 
Did you ever read Moby Dick? I gave you a copy, I think it was for 
your twelfth birthday.”  
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     “I started it, and even now I remember that it was terrific. I would 
have finished it, but I was absorbed with mastering calculus.” 
     “Still, you probably remember that the ship’s captain, Captain 
Ahab, was incredibly obsessed with hunting down the great white 
whale, and you know what that led to. You are very, very, different 
from Ahab, but your obsession with traveling to Goldie reminded me 
of him.” 
     Remembering to keep irritation out of his voice, Kooz said, 
“Please understand. The parahumans are able to think for 
themselves, but I’ve set firm limits.”  
     “So you imagine,” Alicia said, laying a hand on his wrist. “I’m not 
a genius like you, dear, but you better listen to your Nana for once.”  
     Kooz felt slightly thrown off by his grandmother’s entreaty, but he 
managed to compliment her on the wonderful meal she had served 
and express how much he appreciated the advice that she had given 
him. He gave her a prolonged hug and left as fast as he could without 
seeming to be the slightest bit rushed.  
     Alicia stood for a few moments, looking at the closed door, 
shaking her head. A mini drone swept in, bringing her a tiny silver 
tray with a paper napkin and a glass not quite half full of red wine.  
                              
Summer arrived, and Kooz’s desire to switch the Athena’s mission to 
Goldie became a leading topic of public speculation. Pollsters 
worked the phones, eager to discern a preference. Switch the 
mission to Goldie? Stick with Mars? Don’t know? Don’t care? At 
first, sentiment was evenly divided, but most people came around to 
the view that sending the Athena to Goldie instead of Mars would be 
like sending it to the scrap heap. It would get launched; then it 
would disappear and never be seen or heard from within the lifetime 
of anyone now alive. 
     Feelings became intense enough to stir up a gathering of activists 
in front of the White House on the evening of Tuesday, July 15th. It 
was one of the hottest, sultriest nights of the summer, but that didn’t 
deter more than a hundred people from marching, most of them 
carrying electronic signs with flashing messages: “STAY WITH 
MARS!” “A TRIP TO GOLDIE IS A TRIP TO NOWHERE.” “OUR 
SOLAR SYSTEM FIRST!” A few signs displayed a contrary 
sentiment: “BOLDLY GO TO GOLDIE.” 
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     A handful of police officers were in attendance. Barricades were 
ready to be deployed. Most people went home feeling that they had 
performed an important public service.  
          
Late that same evening found President Katie Wendell and First 
Gentleman Angus Arthur Stinson propped up with pillows in their 
bed. Their respective reading lamps were tilted to perfection, but 
they weren’t reading; they were talking about the Athena mission.  
     “It’s true,” Katie said. “Kooz poured thirty billion dollars into this 
project. That’s his business, but American taxpayers put up every 
penny of the other twenty billion, and I have the responsibility to see 
that it’s used wisely.” 
      “It’s striking,” said Angus, “that if the Athena were to set off for 
Goldie tomorrow, no one alive today, nor their grandchildren, nor 
their grandchildren, would ever learn whether it got there, whereas 
the Mars mission would be a long-term source of interest and 
information. And real humans could travel there after parahumans 
set up a base.”  
     “True,” Katie said. “Did you see the interview with Gina Milano  
this morning?” 
     “No, should I watch the replay?” 
     “I’ll play it now.” In response to a flick of Katie’s fingers, the TV 
screen opposite them lit up. Highlighting the interview was Dr. 
Milano’s disclosure that analysis of Goldie’s atmosphere suggested 
that the planet harbored complex animal life. 
     “Complex? Like tigers and whales?” the interviewer asked. 
     “Even beetles are complex,” said Dr. Milano. 
     “Anything bigger than beetles?”  
     “Possibly. I’d just be guessing.”  
      After trying with limited success to learn more about Goldian 
fauna, hazards involved in human space travel, and whether global 
warming would render the human species extinct, the interviewer 
said, “One last question, before I let you go. Will President Wendell 
authorize Space Unbounded to change its space mission from Mars 
to Goldie? She promised an answer by the end of the week.” 
     Dr. Milano, smiling, said: “That’s when I’ll be able to answer your 
question.” 
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     Angus, flicking off the TV, squeezed his wife’s hand and said, 
“Well, will you, darling?” 
     “I need a couple of more nights to sleep on it,” she murmured. 
“You’ll be the first to know.” 
  
On the desk of Isabel Marquez was a sign saying, “BE REASONABLE. 
DO IT MY WAY.” It wouldn’t surprise anyone who knew her that she 
was among those who, though they may have been in awe of Kooz’s 
genius-level mind, had doubts about his judgment. Nor would 
anyone have been surprised that she was unhappy at the prospect of 
the Athena’s mission being diverted from Mars to Goldie. She had 
been looking forward to working remotely with the parahumans 
while they were on Mars and debriefing them and checking them out 
electronically on their return. If they were sent beyond the bounds of 
the solar system, she would never see them again. Moreover, like 
Kooz’s grandmother, she thought that Kooz was overconfident about 
his ability to keep the parahumans under control. She viewed this as 
a notable blind spot in his illustrious brain. She had once been 
caught on a recording, saying, “Kooz may be the most brilliant 
person who ever lived, but he has a hole in his head.” Fortunately, 
when Kooz heard about it, he simply laughed. 
     President Wendell had not yet decided whether to grant Kooz’s 
request to switch the Athena’s mission from Mars to Goldie, when 
Isabel dropped by his office, intent on trying to reason with him. She 
was aware that, on this occasion, that goal would be difficult to 
attain. When she looked in on him, he greeted her with a smile that 
an onlooker might imagine conveyed his delight upon seeing her, 
but which she recognized as how he looked when he was particularly 
pleased with himself.  
     “Oh, hi,” he said. “I just spent some time with Olivia. The upgrade 
I gave her took hold beautifully. Her mind entertains subtleties and 
nuances that escape the other parahumans, and most humans, for 
that matter.”  
     To this, Isabel replied, “I don’t doubt it. And that’s what worries 
me. I’ve warned you about how parahumans could shake off their 
cognitive shackles and begin thinking for themselves. It was a bad 
sign that Olivia asked a forbidden question. I thought you were going 
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to introduce inhibitory controls. Instead, you added a cognitive layer 
to her frontal cortex.”  
     Kooz smiled at her in a way that he would have described as 
affectionate and she would have described as condescending. 
     “I wouldn’t concern yourself over Olivia,” he said. “I’ve had my 
eye on her for a long time. I was impressed with the way her brain 
worked from the moment she started up. The upgrade I gave her is 
the most elegant thing I’ve ever done.” 
    “My fear,” Isabel said, “is that you are such a great genius that 
you’ve created a creature that’s smarter than you are.” 
     “That will never happen.” 
     “Okay, I’ve recited my catechism. To change the subject, but not 
completely: According to a recent poll, a majority of scientists are in 
favor of switching the Athena mission to Goldie, but we’re still 
waiting for the President’s decision, right?” 
     “She promised it this weekend,” Kooz said. “I can’t imagine why 
she wouldn’t approve it.”  
                               
During the rest of the week, the public outcry in opposition to 
switching the Athena mission to Goldie gathered steam. Activists 
with their signs paraded all day and into the evening in front of the 
White House. A similar group formed daily outside the SU 
compound in Aspen. These folks were joined by others as a result of 
dubious reports occasioned by a leak from the SU inner sanctum 
that parahumans were being abused and that a cruel operation had 
been performed on one named Olivia. As a result, outside SU 
headquarters, mixed with signs saying, “KEEP THE MARS 
MISSION!” and “A TRIP TO GOLDIE IS A TRIP TO NOWHERE,” 
ones appeared with the legends “FREE PARAHUMANS!” and “SAVE 
OLIVIA!” Happily, there was no threat of violence, and the acrobatic 
mini-drones, darting and swerving in unexpected ways, enlivened 
the scene. 
     Within the compound on the afternoon of Friday, July 18th, Kooz 
and Simone were seated on the couch in his office, watching the 
protests on the screen. 
     “They’re acting as if I’m a monster,” Kooz said, as if I tortured 
Olivia, when in fact I fixed her malfunction and made her healthier 
and more intellectually versatile than ever.”  
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     Simone, adjusting a pillow behind her, said, “I’ve been impressed 
by how kind you’ve been toward the parahumans. They have more 
time off than most humans, even though they don’t need sleep and 
can work all night if you want them to.” She paused to reflect a 
moment, then added, “I was touched that you not only got them a 
soccer ball — you taught them how to play.” 
     “Yeah, they like it, even though they’re no good at it. I wonder 
how it leaked about Olivia. Any ideas?”  
     “Not a clue. If it was a human, we have a problem. If it was a 
parahuman, we have a bigger problem.” 
     At that moment the screen lit up. A voice said:  
     “President Wendell calling. Are you available, Mr. Kuizmeyer?” 
     Kooz started to rise to his feet, but decided not to. “You bet,” he 
said. “Put her on.” 
     An aide to the President appeared on the screen: “Mr. 
Kuizmeyer?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “The President will be with you in a moment.”  
     Kooz waited a few seconds, then stood up, then began to pace the 
floor. Suddenly President Wendell was on the screen, her voice 
coming over at high volume. 
     “Mr. Kuizmeyer? How are you?”  
     “Fine, Madam President. How are you?”  
     “Fine. Sorry to be slow reaching this decision, but we wanted to 
check with a lot of people about it — consider it from all angles.”  
     “No problem about the delay. Are we clear to go to Goldie?” 
     “I’m truly sorry to say so, but I’m afraid not. I’ve given this a great 
deal of thought and I’ve decided that we should stick with the 
mission to Mars.”  
     Kooz, surprised and disappointed, said: “I need to think about 
this.” 
     “I understand,” the President said, “but we’ve been committed to 
Mars, and we can’t change it unless key players are on board. The 
American public is the most important key player. They are 
decidedly not on board. That means I can’t be.”  
  
                               *                                                   * 
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Isabel Marquez remained unpersuaded by Kooz’s reassurances that 
parahumans would always be under human control. The fact that he 
hadn’t foreseen that Olivia would ask a forbidden question was proof 
enough that he didn’t know what was going on in his darling 
parahuman’s mind. Not for the first time, she reflected that the 
problem with people who have tremendous success is that they 
begin to think that they are infallible. Even before this incident, she 
had observed signs of aberrant behavior on the part of Olivia. She 
resolved to keep a close eye on this potentially dangerous android. 
At her next weekly review and briefing with the parahumans in 
Aspen, she informed them that the Mars mission was still on and 
that they would be moving to Santa Rosa the following week. 
Specialized programming skills, necessary to prepare them for 
constructing facilities on Mars, would be installed in them there. 
After answering a few questions, trying to keep anxiety out of her 
voice, she said, 
     “How are you doing, Olivia?” 
     “My malfunction has been remediated” Olivia replied, “and I have 
been upgraded. I’ve been drawing more than a normal amount of 
energy. There’s still a lot being integrated in my brain.” 
      “All right,” Isabel said. “Let me know if you have any unusual 
thoughts or feelings.” 
     “Certainly.” 
     “You’re sure you’ll let me know?” 
     “Of course.” 
     Walking back to her office, Isabel reflected that Olivia’s tone of 
voice had been calibrated to offer no clue to what she was thinking. 
  
Later that day, Simone dropped by Kooz’s office — she liked being 
there. Kooz liked her being there too, and he began excitedly telling 
her of promising new data about Goldie:  
     “NASA just confirmed that large animals, as well as diverse forms 
of highly evolved plant life, are probably abundant, which makes it 
all the more frustrating that we can’t send the Athena there!”  
     “I can appreciate that,” Simone said, “but if the President had 
approved switching the mission to Goldie, I think that, after the 
Athena was out of sight and on its way, you would feel an even 
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greater degree of frustration knowing that you wouldn’t live long 
enough to learn whether it got there.” 
     “Well, I’m not sure of that,” Kooz said. “Paul Rossante has been 
uncovering previously unimaginable secrets of nature at the WaHi 
Institute, outclassing even the ones that earned his Nobel prizes. 
He’s working on ways that could change how humans think about 
aging and mortality and how people just need to hang in there until 
aging can be stopped, or almost stopped----" 
     “For those who can afford it,” Simone said. “If it ever happens, it 
won’t be cheap.” 
     “True,” Kooz said. “For those who can afford it.” 
     “Did Paul give you any idea about the nature of these magical 
ways?” 
      “I have some idea myself. A revolutionary technique of cryonic 
preservation, for example — instantly freezing the body at four 
degrees above absolute zero. New techniques of hibernation. Are you 
familiar with tardigardes? Studies suggest that they could be 
hibernated for hundreds of years.”   
     “Yes, I know about them, and it’s tardigrades, by the way. But 
they are about a millimeter long, and you’re about eighteen hundred 
millimeters long, so I’m not sure they’re comparable.”  
     “Maybe not. Just the same, I have another idea. I admit this is a 
long shot: time suspension. Let me explain — I can only give you 
analogies, the math is pretty exotic. First of all, you have to 
understand that time isn’t fundamental; It’s emergent, and for that 
reason it can be reversed locally, just as entropy can be reversed 
locally. . .” 
     Kooz continued, but Simone didn’t try to follow what he was 
saying. He had left the realm of conventional discourse and entered 
an abstract preserve that was inaccessible to ordinary minds. She 
smiled. She had heard these fanciful spiels before. She likened the 
experience to listening to contrapuntal music. 
  
On the afternoon of the equinox, the official end of summer,  
Simone dropped by Kooz’s office and found him preoccupied with 
his computer, and Billy and Lily, the two juvenile parahumans, 
playing with the big black shaggy Newfoundlands. Kooz, in deep 
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concentration mode, appeared to be unaware of her presence, but 
Billy and Lily hurried to greet her.  
     “Hey, kids,” Simone said. “These doggies need a walk. Would you 
take ‘em out for a while?” 
     Lily, the elder of the parahuman children, motioned and called, 
“Come on, doggies.” 
     Wagging their tails, they followed the young parahumans out the 
door. Simone summoned Kooz from his trance: 
      “Hello!” 
       “Oh, hi,” he said. “I’ve been on the phone with Paul Rossante 
since I last saw you. He’s going to visit soon to discuss anti-aging 
and cryogenic possibilities. There’s a whole other angle I’m exploring
— a completely different approach. I’m going to bring it up with him 
when he’s here: It involves long-term hibernation: twenty or thirty 
years or so — as long as it takes — and would involve hibernating 
until Paul figures out how to stop the aging process completely! He’s 
been working on it, you know. Our bodies are engineered to wear 
out. There’s no reason why they can’t be reengineered to not wear 
out — to have self-replacing cells. That’s what it’s all about.” 
     “Hmmm,” Simone mused. “Do you mind if I make you a character 
in my next novel? On second thought, it wouldn’t be plausible. No 
one would believe that anyone would spend eighteen  billion dollars 
to be told, ‘Sorry, you can’t be immortal.’” 
     “Don’t talk like that, my darling,” Kooz said. “The eighteen billion 
I donated to the WaHi Institute was for critical scientific research. 
We have to not have arguments. We have to be perfect. We have to 
set the tone. We are going to be Adam and Eve of the next phase of 
human history.”  
      Simone replied, “Right you are, as almost always, darling. And we 
have to do better than Adam and Eve — have no fratricidal children, 
for instance.” 
  
If any place on Earth could have been said to be the interface 
between Earth and the cosmos, the summit of Mauna Kea, on the big 
island of Hawaii, the site of several observatories and giant 
telescopes, would have been in contention. There was an 
otherworldly sense about it, in part perhaps because one was likely 
to feel lightheaded after climbing more than two and a half miles in 
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altitude from sea level. The spiritual feel of the place is why many 
native Hawaiians viewed the construction of observatories on the 
summit as a violation of sacred ground. 
     It may have been a desire for spiritual uplift, one early October 
day just three months after the discovery of Goldie, that prompted 
Paul Rossante, the African American two-time Nobel laureate and 
director of the WaHi Institute for Biological Studies, and his 
Jamaican-born wife, Alondra Gordon, an accomplished architect, to 
drive to the summit of the mountain for lunch as guests of Dr. 
Herbert Wu, who in addition to his professorial duties at the 
University of Hawaii, was director of the Bezos Observatory for 
Exoplanet Analysis. 
     In the lobby of this esteemed institution was a picture of Dr. Wu 
with Katie Wendell and her husband taken two years earlier when 
they visited. This was, of course, before Katie had been elected 
president — she was then a Congresswoman and was visiting in her 
capacity as a member of the House Space, Science, and Technology 
Committee. 
     At lunch with Paul and Alondra, Herb explained techniques of 
identifying the “bio signatures” of exoplanets and described how 
they had been instrumental in analyzing Goldie. He interrupted his 
disquisition to ask Alondra about her winning design for the Queen 
Liliuokalani Library in Kailua-Kona. She responded, but quickly 
diverted the conversation to consideration of the special 
requirements of astronomical observatory design. 
     This pleasant occasion was approaching a conclusion when Paul, 
turning to Herb, said, “I know you’ve gotten to know C. D. 
Kuizmeyer well because of his interest in space exploration. He 
wants me to come to Aspen so we can get to know each other better 
and I can enlighten him about the prospects for attaining eternal 
youth.”  
     This produced a smile from Herb, who said, “I suspect he won’t 
like what you’ll tell him, but it should be an interesting trip.” 
     “I’d like to delay it until Alondra can come with me.” 
     “Can’t till after The Choral Society’s holiday concert.” 
     “Understandably,” Herb put in. “I know you’re one of the soloists. 
I’ve already bought tickets and am looking forward to attending!” 
     Alondra smiled at him appreciatively. 
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     “I wouldn’t take time to go to Aspen myself,” Paul said, “but we 
have some very promising, and very expensive, research projects 
underway on slowing the rate of aging, and Kooz has been incredibly 
generous in funding us. He deserves a little more of my time.”  
    Alondra, winking at him, said: “And you deserve a little more of 
his money, dear.” 
                      
A seemingly permanent fixture in Kooz’s office was a small square 
table on which Kooz and Simone kept a set of the venerable board 
game called “Go.” They had been playing the same match for the 
past eight weeks. They had a timer, and they had a rule that they 
wouldn’t play more than ten minutes before quitting for the day. 
They were playing Go early in the afternoon of October 9, 2053, and 
had a little over a minute left on the clock when a distinctive-
sounding beeper indicated that a news item of extraordinary 
importance was available. Kooz gestured at the screen, which lit up. 
Swiping the air with a finger, he reverted the segment to the 
beginning. A man, speaking in a tremulous voice, began: 
     “Minutes ago, NASA announced the discovery of another unusual 
celestial object, this one an interloper from beyond our solar system. 
NASA director, Dr. Gina Milano, will be holding a press conference 
at eight p.m. Eastern time to give details and say what we should 
expect. . . Ahhh . . . I have a new report. I’m reading it now. The 
Chinese Space Agency has been tracking the object, and they have 
issued a statement: What was at first thought to be an asteroid is 
farther away and much larger. It has almost a quarter the mass of 
the moon, and . . . No. No! It’s on a track that’s    a direct threat to 
Earth!”  
     He paused, evidently listening to a message being delivered in his 
earphone. His voice shaking, he said, “Just a minute, we—” He was 
cut off. The screen went black. Then it lit up. Dr. Milano appeared. 
Speaking in halting tones, she said:  
     “Good afternoon. We were planning a news conference at eight 
P.M. Eastern, this evening, but so many reports and rumors have 
been coming in. Sifting what’s credible and scientifically accurate 
from what’s on the internet is too much to expect from anyone. So 
I’m reporting now, clarifying instead of waiting until this evening. 
It’s too early to say anything definite about this object, which we’ve 
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classified as a planetoid; that is to say roughly that it is larger than 
an asteroid and smaller than a small planet. It’s considerably smaller 
than the moon. The Indian Space Bureau has proposed naming it 
Nemesis, but it’s too early to say whether it’s a nemesis to anyone. 
We can’t be sure how it will affect Earth. Even according to our 
worst-case preliminary models, it wouldn’t reach Earth’s orbit for at 
least two years. It’s irresponsible to rush to conclusions. We will 
have a fuller report of everything we know and take questions at the 
press conference this evening — eight P.M. Eastern time.” 
     With a gesture from Kooz, the screen went black. He and Simone 
exchanged glances. Kooz, wide-eyed, exclaimed: 
       “Holy shit.” 
  
Six days after this event, the SU Aspen parahumans  — Tom, Dick, 
Harry, and Olivia — were seated at a round table in the rec room  
playing poker. They were awkward at handling the cards, but they 
had a card-shuffling machine, and they had developed sufficient 
dexterity to deal cards and stack poker chips. 
     Parahumans didn’t play poker for money. They didn’t have 
money. They dined solely on electricity, generated by their clothes 
and skin, which were light-energy receptive, and by portable solar 
generators with which each was equipped. They were programmed 
to have no interest in accumulating possessions, and they never 
traveled except in an SU van, helicopter, or plane. Simone Slade 
once remarked that their lives were more like those of monks than 
computer engineers.  
     Watching parahumans play poker, one would likely conclude that 
they were enjoying themselves. On this particular afternoon, they 
exhibited intense concentration, though briefly, for they soon laid 
their cards down and shifted their attention to practical concerns. 
Tom declared: 
     “NASA says there’s a chance that NoNo could pass by Earth at a 
safe distance, but Kooz says that they’re only trying to keep hope 
alive so people don’t panic.” 
      “NoNo? Is that what they’re calling the planetoid?” Harry mused 
aloud. “I thought it was Nemesis.” 
     “That’s the official name,” Tom said, “but everyone’s calling it 
NoNo. That’s what an announcer yelled when the news broke.” 
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     “I don’t think NASA would lie about whether it would pass by 
safely,” Dick said. 
     “They would. They want to prevent panic,” Tom said.  
     Harry, employing his confident tone of voice, said: 
     “That’s why so many world leaders are making up what they think 
is the best lie to tell people — the most soothing twisting of facts.” 
     “Yeah,” said Tom. “That’s why we get different predictions.” 
     “All of which,” Harry said, “increases the general chaos.” 
     “It’s a mess, but at least it got our mission changed from Mars to 
Goldie, the way Kooz wanted,” Tom said.  
     “That’s a sure sign that the planetoid is going to wipe out the 
humans,” Harry said. “The president would never have let Kooz 
change our mission to Goldie if NASA thought it would pass by.” 
    “I agree,” Tom said. “It proves that humans are on the way out.” 
    “On the way out,” Dick repeated. “Too bad about them, but we’ll 
be saved if we’re launched and on our way to Goldie before NoNo 
gets here.” 
      “Did you hear that Kooz wants to come to Goldie with us?” Tom 
asked. “And bring Simone?”  
     Dick gave the hiccupping sound for laughter among parahumans. 
Then, composing himself, he said, “Kooz thinks that Paul Rossante is 
such a genius at biology that he can figure out a way for him and 
Simone to survive for the two hundred years it will take the Athena 
to get there. I don’t think that can happen.” 
      Harry said, “For us, hibernating for a couple of hundred years is 
no big deal. For humans, they’re whistling in the dark if they think 
they could survive that long.” 
     Dick said, “That’s well put, ‘whistling in the dark.’” 
     Harry made a futile attempt to whistle, then he said: “Something 
humans can do and we can’t.” 
     They played another hand of poker. Harry kept raising, and Olivia 
raised him each time. He hung in and kept raising. She called him. 
He had very little. She raked in the chips. 
     “You should have learned by now, Harry,” she said, “I can tell 
when you’re bluffing.” 
     “How?” 
      Olivia, smiled and said, “But you can’t tell whether I’m bluffing 
when I say that.” 
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                              *                                                     * 
During the month after the discovery of NoNo and plotting of its 
future trajectory, an understanding of the devastating effect it would 
likely have on humanity seeped into the consciousness of most of the 
nine billion humans on planet Earth. Political leaders emphasized 
that the apocalypse was almost two years away and that everyone 
should continue with their lives and enjoy the time remaining. This 
uplifting message was confusing to many, however, because a 
substantial number of news sources and purported authorities, and 
even some heads of state, claimed that NoNo’s track would stay clear 
of Earth and that its effects would be minimal. Then too, there were 
a great many people who insisted that the whole business was a 
hoax. After all, the dreaded object wasn’t visible, even through 
binoculars. Out of sight, out of mind, was their philosophy, and for it 
they were dubbed “NoNo-Noers.”   
     The effect of the planetoid’s discovery on the economy was mixed. 
Durable goods spending sharply declined. Offsetting this to a 
considerable extent were hordes of people spending “like there’s no 
tomorrow,” because, in effect, it appeared that there wouldn’t be 
one. Many, who had been living frugally in order to save for 
retirement, splurged on extravagant cruises and booked stays at 
upscale resorts.  
    
On a breezy afternoon in mid-November, 2053, five weeks after the 
discovery of NoNo had become public knowledge, Paul Rossante 
stepped out of Kooz’s private helicopter, which had delivered him 
from the Aspen airport to the SU compound. He was greeted and 
personally escorted to the guest quarters by two parahumans, Harry 
and Olivia. Paul and Kooz had agreed to defer discussion of new life 
extension techniques until the next day, so at dinner that evening, 
the conversation centered on other topics, including research at the 
WaHi Institute on vaccines and anti-viral drugs. In the course of 
Paul’s remarks, following Alondra’s suggestion, he commented that 
the intense pace of important research was straining WaHi’s 
finances. 
     “How much cash could you use?” Kooz asked. 
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     Well prepared for this question, Paul reached for his computer 
and said, “Let me to show you some spreadsheets and other data our 
CFO prepared. They lay out the situation better than I can.” 
     “I don’t want to spend time with that,” Kooz said. “Just give me 
the bottom line conclusion.” 
     Paul, startled, took a moment before saying, “We can get by 
operationally without any help at all, but to function with optimum 
efficiency, half a billion would go a long way.”  
     “I’ll wire it tomorrow,” Kooz said, and Paul marveled, as he had in 
the past, at Kooz’s forthrightness and generosity.  
     The next morning they hiked part way up one of the lesser peaks 
in the area. 
     “Our winters are a lot different from what they used to be,” Kooz 
said, as they walked along. “In recent years we’ve rarely had skiable 
terrain below ten thousand feet.” 
     “Same in Hawaii,” Paul said. “We used to have a few weeks of 
skiing on Mauna Kea every year. None for the past six winters.” 
      “The fatalistic predictions about global warming are on track,” 
Kooz said. “But we’re talking as if it mattered. If only it did, but I 
have little hope that civilization will survive NoNo, even if remnants 
of the human species do.”  
     “It’s a wonder,” said Paul. “We avoided nuclear war — mass 
mutual destruction, accidental or purposeful — for so long. Not so 
lucky with global warming, and it’s already being called global 
heating — slow mutual destruction. And now this.”  
     “Yeah, luck has run out.” Kooz said. “NASA was prepared to some 
extent to deflect a comet or asteroid, nuking it onto a different track. 
But this massive planetoid is different. We knew from the beginning 
that we could no more affect its course than a flea could stop an 
elephant.” 
     Paul’s pace slowed as his eyes trained on a marmot peering from 
behind a tree stump. “We can be thankful for some things,” he said, 
thinking he would give some examples, but nothing came to mind. 
     The two had sandwiches they’d brought on the trail. When they 
got back to the SU compound, they took a break, then met in Kooz’s 
office to discuss his most pressing concern, what had prompted his 
inviting Paul to visit. Paul dreaded the moment. Herb Wu was right: 
Kooz wouldn’t like most of what he was about to say, but he had 
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steeled himself, intending to brief Kooz on the latest research on life 
extension, laying out what had been accomplished and what had not, 
trying to set the right tone and convey reason for hope while being 
realistic and scientifically sound. Besides that — and he had hinted 
to Kooz about this earlier — he had thought of an entirely new 
possibility of how Kooz’s dream of life extension might be realized. 
Paul had admitted to himself that this new idea was somewhat far-
fetched, but it wasn’t necessarily an impossibility, and perhaps 
laying it out in some detail would satisfy Kooz’s obsessive need to 
have hope of existing far longer than a normal lifespan. 
      Paul began the conversation by launching into a review of recent 
developments in life extension. Kooz listened attentively, but when 
Paul dismissed any approach involving cryogenic preservation, he 
broke in — “You have destroyed what I thought was the best 
possibility.” 
     Unperturbed, Paul said, “I have destroyed nothing. I have 
summarized well-established truths. Cryonic preservation of the 
body after death until future science can revive it is not a long shot, 
it’s a no shot. There have been some very rich men — all men, take 
note, all now permanently deceased — who arranged to have their 
bodies frozen with the idea that someday they would be thawed out. 
It’s a pathetic waste of money and resources. Posthumous folly.”  
     Kooz, chastened for half a second, shot back:  
     “All right. I was thinking that the winner of—” 
     “Two Nobel prizes means I’m a magician? Sorry. There will never 
be a Nobel for the trick you have in mind, because no one will pull it 
off.” 
     “Okay. Then what about hibernation?” 
     “Hibernation is different. It can happen. I know how to make it 
happen, but you won’t want it. The aging process continues. There is 
no suspension of time. Nothing is gained. Years are lost. We could 
put you in a coma and take you out sixty years from now. That, I 
would say, is close to the upper limit, and sixty years would be 
missing from your life — you’d be over ninety years-old when you 
wake up, and you’d look and feel it; worse, in fact, because no matter 
what kind of therapy is conducted on you in your comatose state, 
your muscles and organs would atrophy. You’d need months of 
physical therapy before you could resume life wheelchair-free, and 
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even that would be doubtful. Hibernate you for a planned sixty 
years, and the luckiest thing that could happen is that you’d die a 
natural death before you wake up. And you know as well as anyone 
that sixty years will get you only a fraction of the way to Goldie.” 
     “I understand, but you said there was another possibility you said 
we could discuss today — one you only recently thought of.  And I 
take it that this is the only possibility.” 
      “Correct. It is . . . a possibility. We can preserve your DNA so that 
if it’s properly cared for it can last for hundreds, maybe thousands, 
of years, then be injected into a denucleated egg cell that develops 
into a human embryo. As a part of this regime, you’d dictate as much 
of your life history as you can remember into a computer. It may 
take several weeks with the help of psychologists to elicit most of 
what’s significant. Meanwhile, video recordings will be made of your 
activities and conversations. Through sophisticated brain scan 
techniques we’ve developed at the WaHi Institute, we can make 
digital templates of some of the memories you didn’t retrieve, even 
of certain muscular and kinesthetic memories, ones that never 
entered your consciousness. The process I’ve developed for this is 
complicated, and it’s imperfect. Even so, a lot of information about 
you can be elicited, stored in computers, and implanted in the brain 
of your clone on Goldie. Now, thinking of your clone on Goldie as 
you, your education and mental development there will involve 
watching the videos and listening to the audio recordings you made 
on Earth. As soon as you become mature enough for memories of 
your earlier self on Earth to be meaningful, they will be melded with 
your memories as a boy growing up on Goldie.” 
     “Transferring memories, even kinesthetic memories! Biology 
meets engineering,” Kooz said appreciatively. “But how will this 
feeling that I’m me on Goldie come about?”     
     Paul leaned back, stretched his arms, and continued:     
     “Consider how this happens in our everyday experience. Your 
brain, beginning at birth, even before birth, continually processes 
data from the senses and enlarges, enriches, and manipulates this 
information so that it becomes increasingly intelligible. In the 
process, you form a sense of self-awareness and personal 
identity.You can think of your brain as having a scanning 
mechanism. When you wake up in the morning, it takes a few 
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moments for your scanning mechanism to check your bodily state 
and the nature of your environment. The process may take longer if 
you’ve been traveling and wake up in an unfamiliar place, 
particularly if it’s still dark. In any case, after regaining 
consciousness, once enough data is cranked into the appropriate 
modules and networks of your brain, you become aware that you are 
you, and what your circumstances are, and you begin thinking about 
what action you’ll take. For example, instead of leaping out of bed, 
you might decide that you could use more sleep.”    
     “I can relate to that,” Kooz said.   
     “So it’s an everyday experience for your brain to determine that 
you are a continuation of the you you were before you slept. Now, 
young Kooz, on Goldie, has your DNA. His brain, beginning at an 
early age, will be infused with your brain scans and instilled with 
memories and thoughts that you dictated into a computer. It will be 
augmented with visual and verbal data about your life. He, whom 
you can rightly think of as you, will gradually come to think of 
himself not only as a young boy on Goldie, but as a continuation of 
the you you were on Earth.”    
      “So this kid on Goldie becomes more than just my clone.”  
     “A lot more, because your knowledge, views, and mental and 
physical memories will be infused into his brain. He will be a replica 
of you. An imperfect one, of course. We can’t instill in him more than 
a fraction of the memories, skills, emotions, and learned capabilities 
that you had on Earth. But it’s possible that enough will be 
instantiated in your emerging new self so that the sense of being 
yourself that you had on Earth will be revived in the mind of young 
you on Goldie.”    
      Kooz closed his eyes for a few seconds, then he said, “What 
bothers me is that this new me on Goldie will be missing a lot of the 
memories and skills that the old me had — he’ll only be partly like 
me. He’ll be like I would be if I’d had a stroke that knocked out parts 
of my brain.”  
     “Sure, much would be lost. We all lose a lot over the course of our 
lives. Memories and skills are modulated, and in many instances 
lost, often irretrievably. Meanwhile, much is gained! New 
impressions and new memories are infused in the brain, where they 
reside along with earlier ones that have been preserved. Our 
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emotional and cognitive architecture is constantly reshaped 
throughout our lives. Your persona as a thirty-year-old man on 
Goldie may be even more impressive than as a thirty-year-old man 
on Earth, than what you are right now.” 
      “It’s nice to think so,” Kooz said, “but not likely.” 
      “Maybe not,” Paul said, smiling. “But what’s important –– what’s 
key — is that the emergent developing cognition and character of 
young Kooz on Goldie could be a continuation of yours. His 
consciousness could be your continuing consciousness. He could be 
you!” 
      “This could be done for Simone, too?”    
      “If it can be done for you, it can be done for Simone. It’s the only 
possible hope of getting the two of you off this beleaguered, probably 
doomed, planet and onto Goldie. It’s possible that it could happen, 
but I can’t guarantee it.” 
     “The question remains,” Kooz said. “Will it really be me on 
Goldie? Or will it be someone else who feels and thinks the way I 
would if he were me?”  
     Paul didn’t immediately answer. Kooz went on:    
    “I have to know what the odds are that the emerging 
consciousness in this enhanced clone will be mine!”    
      “I won’t make guesses to please you, Kooz. Honesty is the first 
rule of good science. It may seem like thin gruel, but I can offer you 
this: In my opinion, there is a non-zero possibility of success.”   
     “Thin gruel? What kind of talk is that? I’ll have to think about it.”    
     “That’s understandable. Now, forgive me, but I have to catch a 
plane.”    
      The two walked out of Kooz’s office and started down the hall. 
Kooz’s big dogs stretched, laboriously got to their feet, and followed 
them. A human security guard stepped aside to let them all pass. 
Breaking stride, Kooz stopped, as did Paul. Kooz, turning to face 
him, said:  
     “I understand that you can’t give me any guarantee about this, 
but I have to know. This possibility that, even though I’m in a new 
body, I’ll have a continuing of my present consciousness. . . as I do 
when I wake up after being asleep –”       
     “There is nothing more I can add, Kooz, except this. If nothing 
goes wrong, your life will resume in a very young body, 
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indistinguishable from the body you had on Earth as an infant. As 
you develop, brain scans of the brain you had on Earth will be 
downloaded in the brain of young you on Goldie. You’ll listen to 
audio recollections and watch videos that give context to your earlier 
life on Earth. You will feel as if you are a continuation of the same 
person you were on Earth. At that point, whether you are, or are not, 
is —”   
     “A fucking existential question.”    
     “Kooz, I couldn’t have put it better, 
myself.”                                                                                                               
                                                 
On his way home from Aspen, Paul stayed overnight in San 
Francisco and had dinner with an old friend, David Nelson-Jones, a 
math professor at Stanford, who brought Paul up to date on the 
latest computer models of NoNo’s trajectory. Afterwards, it took 
Paul some time to absorb what he had learned. He got up early 
enough the next morning to spend twenty minutes on the treadmill 
before heading to the airport. He arrived in Hawaii a little before 
noon. Alondra met him with a warm embrace. 
     “How was it, darling?” she asked.  
      “Quite an experience. Kooz tried to persuade me that I can be 
brilliant enough to figure out how he can live forever, or at least a 
long way in that direction. He is a stimulating fellow. I’ll tell you 
more about it, but, first of all — this hasn’t been made public yet — 
the latest computer models show that, at the minimum, NoNo will 
pass close enough to Earth to cause Biblical-level flooding far inland. 
Waves washing over much of the world will be so deep that the 
pressure will trigger earthquakes. The bright side (if you can call it 
that) is that not all of humanity will necessarily be wiped out. People 
at high altitudes have a fair chance of being spared. I feel a little 
guilty saying it, but we’ll have no trouble getting priority passes for 
access to the summit of Mauna Kea, which is about as high as many 
people can tolerate for any length of time without supplementary 
oxygen. You and I will have a better chance than most. I’m hopeful 
that we’ll survive.”  
     “Then so am I,” Alondra said. “What does Kooz think?”  
     “That civilization is probably doomed. Maybe remnants of the 
human species will survive, maybe not. He’s thinking about asking 
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me to try to preserve his and Simone’s DNA aboard the Athena and 
have them regenerated as infants on Goldie. They would upload 
their memories and other neurological data into a computer before 
the Athena is launched. After the Athena reaches Goldie and their 
clones are born, parahumans would instill this information in them, 
preserving their identities and enabling them to continue —or, 
maybe revive is a better word — their respective conscious senses of 
self.” 
      “This could actually work? 
      “I doubt it. But I told Kooz that if he and Simone want me to give 
it a try, I would.”  
    
By the beginning of 2054, three months after the discovery of 
NoNo, most people were resigned to the likelihood that their lives 
would end in less than two years, or at best be reduced to a pathetic 
vestige of what they had been, and that the same was probably true 
for all humanity. There was, nonetheless, a cadre of doubters. Some 
continued to believe that the planetoid existed only in the minds of 
conspiracy theorists. Others believed that NoNo’s path could be 
diverted by concerted prayers — one popular preacher claiming that 
a billion people around the world, all praying at the same time, 
would do the trick.  
     Heeding the advice of psychologists, most governmental 
authorities tweaked the data in order to nudge NoNo’s predicted 
track enough so that hope could be kept alive. “Reason to hope is all 
most people need to keep their spirits up and find continuing 
enjoyment and meaning in life.” That was the opinion of Sally 
Sherman, the director of psychiatric services at New York - 
Presbyterian Hospital, who also happened to be President Katie 
Wendell’s former college roommate and, currently, her personal 
physician. 
                            
President Wendell appreciated the value of keeping hope alive, but 
she had formed the conviction that truth, rather than vague and 
essentially deceptive reassurances, would be the best medicine for 
the anguish that so many felt. She also wanted to clear up something 
she’d been losing sleep over. On April 9th, 2054 — six months after 
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the discovery of NoNo — she held a news conference. After 
welcoming the assembled journalists, she began: 
      “I have no good news to give you. The average of the best 
computer models indicate a seventy-eight percent chance that NoNo 
will either strike Earth directly or pass so close that gigantic 
tsunamis and other cataclysmic effects will wipe out all humanity. 
These predictions will be continually checked against incoming data, 
and we hope and pray that updated models will show that our 
chances are improving as the planetoid gets closer. 
     “One thing — it’s really trivial, but I want to clear it up so we won’t 
have to discuss it further. There’s been widespread agitation to 
officially adopt the popular name given this planetoid. As everyone 
knows, it was originally named Nemesis, after the Greek goddess of 
retribution, but when the announcer on the network with the largest 
audience learned from the news release he was reading that the 
planetoid posed a direct threat to Earth, he cried, ‘No! No!’ and, 
within hours, all over the world, it seems, a near-universal 
consensus arose that the proper name of the planetoid should be 
NoNo. In my view, this reflects a distorted sense of humor, and 
many others have objected to the adoption of a frivolous name for an 
object that threatens to have fatal consequences for every human 
being on Earth. 
     “None of this criticism has made a dent in public opinion. It’s odd 
that we should be quibbling about what to call the cosmic horror 
that is bearing down on us, but maybe that’s the kind of distraction 
we need to keep our sanity. At any rate, accepting the public will, I 
am issuing an executive order today designating the official name of 
the planetoid, at least in the United States, to be NoNo.” 
     This announcement was met by enthusiastic applause. Questions 
were asked, and, if not answered in depth, at least responded to. 
There was little more the President had to say except to repeat her 
exhortation, which reporters had heard in several variations, “to 
carry on with work and play and be kind and thoughtful toward each 
other.” 
  
It was about a month later that Kooz, in Aspen, and Paul, in 
Waimea, held a portentous tele-meeting.  
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     “I want to go ahead the plan you described,” Kooz said. “And I 
want to make sure I have this right: Simone and I will have our DNA 
preserved so each of us can reemerge as infant iterations of 
ourselves after the Athena lands on Goldie. That’s what you say can 
be done, possibly done. Do I have this right?” 
     “You do,” Paul said. “And I will do whatever I can to help you 
realize this dream. From a scientific standpoint, it’s a very 
interesting experiment. I’m only sorry I won’t be able to look in on 
young Kooz and young Simone on Goldie two hundred years from 
now and see how it came out.” 
     The rest of their discussion consisted of laying out the details. 
DNA samples and denucleated human egg cells would be taken and 
frozen. Paul would design and fabricate artificial wombs. He and 
Kooz would collaborate on the methodology of uploading memories 
and other neurological data into computers. Kooz would train and 
program the parahumans in procedures for nurturing newborn 
infants on Goldie. They agreed to give this project the codename 
“Continuance.” 
     After they had reviewed the basic arrangements, Kooz said, “It’s 
strange that after having been rich, powerful, knowledgeable, and in 
as much control of my life as anyone can be, my best prospect now 
will be to wake up as an infant, still me, I hope, but helpless, 
knowing nothing and dependent on parahumans to supply all my 
needs. It’s a disturbing thought.” 
     “It may be a disturbing thought,” Paul said, “but in that you’ll 
start out on Goldie being helpless, your life will be much the way it 
was when you started out on Earth. It might not have gone well after 
you were born here. Similar risks will attend your new life.” 
     “I understand,” Kooz said. “We can never eliminate risk.”     
     “We can never eliminate it, but we can minimize it, so that it’s 
very small every day you live, but, of course, if you’re thinking of this 
as a means by which you can live far beyond the normal lifespan, 
there is no way of escaping the fact that small risks incurred every 
day over an unnaturally long period of time, collectively become a 
large risk.” 
     “Which is why it’s true,” Kooz said, “nothing lasts forever.” 
  
                                *                                         * 
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That night, thinking about the commitment he’d made, Paul had an 
insight that was so simple that he wondered why he hadn’t thought 
of it earlier. Such a lapse was a clear indication that he’d been under 
tremendous stress. The pace of epoch-making events had been so 
fast that it had sometimes crowded out rational thought. He decided 
to take a cold shower to calm his agitated mind; then, feeling the 
need for a workout, he swam twenty laps in the pool. The next 
morning he was on the phone with Kooz, thanking him again for his 
hospitality and generosity and reassuring him that he would work 
closely with him on the project that they had discussed. 
     “We were so intensely involved in our conversation,” he 
continued, “I omitted to bring up a very important consideration.” 
     “I enjoy very important considerations,” Kooz said. 
     “I should have discussed this with you earlier,” Paul said. “The 
replicants of you and Simone — just the two of you — can have 
children on Goldie, and they may be able to live full and happy lives, 
but if you want to colonize Goldie with humans, if you want to have 
our species multiply and flourish on Goldie, just as it did on Earth, 
then to ensure adequate genetic diversity in the human colony, we 
need many more humans in the breeding pool. This is well within 
our technical capability, but it’s a huge task. We couldn’t possibly 
accomplish it before the day of NoNo’s encounter with Earth — N-
Day, as people are calling it — before we launch the Athena. It would 
be folly to try to rush it. To have a good chance of establishing a 
viable human colony on Goldie, we have to survive N-Day with 
enough resources so we can send a second spaceship to Goldie with 
an adequate number of genetically diverse DNA samples and 
denucleated egg cells and a new set of parahumans to tend to them 
and follow a regimen of, I would recommend, two births per year 
over a twenty-year period, nurturing these kids until they can fend 
for themselves, with the older ones caring for the younger ones at a 
rather young age. Unless we can do that, humans will probably not 
last more than a few generations on Goldie, and this perfect planet, 
as you have called it, will revert to cosmic ordinariness.”  
     “The need for genetic diversity has been niggling in the back of 
my mind,” Kooz said. “You’ve laid it out very well. Yes, it will be a 
great challenge, and maybe that’s why I like it so much. If we, and 
enough people who can help us, and all our worker friends, and 
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supplies and equipment, if enough of all that survives N-Day, I’ll put 
in every dollar I have and every minute of my time, and we’ll get it 
done. We’ll begin in earnest the day after N-Day and not take time to 
catch our breath.” 
     “It’s great to hear you say that,” Paul said, “and I pledge myself to 
this endeavor. There’s one thing I’m concerned about. Making our 
plans public could lead to agitation over whose DNA should be 
selected. I think we should keep this project under wraps as long as 
we can.” 
     “Agreed,” Kooz said. “Very quickly there would be so many cooks 
in the broth that it would spill over on the kitchen floor. Let’s limit 
our public statement to saying that we hope to launch a second ship 
to Goldie if we have the capability to build and outfit one after NoNo 
passes. This second spaceship will be a private venture. I have 
enough in gold bullion to fund the whole business. The taxpayers 
won’t be involved. We can announce the details once what we’re 
doing is a fait accompli.” 
     “I’m glad to hear that,” Paul said. “You’re sounding more 
confident than you used to that we’ll survive N-Day.” 
     “That’s true,” Kooz said. “Now that I have a challenging new 
project to work on, I’ve decided that the chances that you and I and a 
lot of other people will survive are much improved.” 
    After the call ended, Paul sat motionless, thinking about how Kooz 
had said that humanity would be more likely to survive if he, Kooz, 
had motivation to work on a project afterward. Smiling, Paul 
remembered how, long ago, he and Alondra had decided that Kooz 
was a little crazy. Surely, though, he wasn’t that crazy. He had 
almost certainly been kidding, unless, maybe — it couldn’t be ruled 
out — his ego was so puffed up that he really believed what he had 
said.  
     Kooz’s newfound optimism didn’t lift Paul’s spirits. Instead, a 
dark foreboding took hold in his mind 
                   
October 9, 2054, marked the one-year anniversary of NoNo’s 
discovery. The first year of public awareness of what was coming had 
been notable for public and private lamentations, proliferation of 
conspiracy theories, admonitions by preachers and politicians, and a 
spike in abortions coupled with a precipitous drop in new 

43



pregnancies. Fundamentalist preachers claimed that apocalyptic 
Biblical prophesies were about to be fulfilled. What could one do in 
such circumstances? One popular pastor, who had not previously 
been known for his terseness, delivered a widely publicized sermon 
that consisted of only three words, “weep and pray,” which, it was 
reported, he kept repeating until everyone in the congregation was 
engaging in one or the other of these activities, or both. 
     Except for certain sections of the economy, where contraction on 
the way to extinction was the norm — baby diapers, for example — 
conditions reverted almost to what they had been before NoNo had 
been discovered. The generally accepted explanation for this 
renewed buoyancy was that people had realized that it didn’t make 
sense to devote themselves to resigned contemplation, prayer, and 
anticipatory mourning while a significant span of time still lay 
ahead. Economists warned, however, and it became widely 
understood, that this state of near normalcy would erode, and at an 
accelerating rate. 
     Through the rest of 2054 and the winter of 2055, NoNo continued 
on its relentless course. In cities and towns, in rural areas, 
everywhere in the world, people coped as best they could with 
chaotic conditions that everyone knew would worsen as the fateful 
day grew close. The stock market swung wildly, trending sharply 
down. Unemployment soared, then reversed as the demand 
for goods and services reasserted itself. The most closely followed 
financial guru predicted that, well before N-Day, it would take a 
hundred dollars in cash to buy a can of beans. 
     Economists expressed fear that big agribusiness, which supplied 
and transported most of the nation’s food supplies, would become 
dysfunctional: Workers would quit. Food, seeds, fertilizer, and 
agricultural equipment would be pillaged. Shipments would be 
improperly diverted or held up. It wasn’t clear to what degree these 
concerns were justified, but by the arrival of spring in 2055, most 
people had become convinced that, if they were lucky enough to 
survive the cataclysm, they might have to supply their own food in 
its aftermath. The answer: greenhouses stocked with soil, fertilizer, 
seeds, implements, and instructions for growing crops. It was 
argued, and gradually people began to think of it as bed-rock truth, 
that every home must have, or become, a miniature farm. During the 
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spring and summer of 2055, progress in converting from 
agribusiness to family farming sparked hope among many who had 
given way to despair. 
     A majority of rich people spent millions of dollars hoarding non-
perishable food, stocking enormous quantities of drinking water, 
and installing renewable energy generators. The more conspicuous 
among them were called survivalists. 
     The incidence of crime doubled or tripled as criminals decided 
that, even if they were caught and convicted, they couldn’t be 
sentenced to prison for longer than anyone would survive. The 
incidence of suicides doubled, then trailed off. “I was planning to kill 
myself,” one man told a reporter, “but I decided to let NoNo do it for 
me.” Most people tried to heed President Katie Wendell’s appeals to 
citizens to be steadfast, courageous, and resilient. As sometimes 
happens in time of war, a sense of unity and common purpose gave 
meaning to life for many, and, for not a few, more meaning than it 
had had before they learned of humanity’s fate. 
    During this strange episode in human history, preparations 
continued for launching the Athena on its mission to Goldie, 
including programming and training the six parahumans who would 
crew it. Kooz had become concerned that he might not have enough 
time to prepare for every contingency, so he scheduled the launch 
for the last possible time, the afternoon of Sunday, October 24th, 
2055, barely two days before N-Day. 
      Paul Rossante was no less busy than Kooz Besides running the 
WaHi Institute and working on anti-aging projects, he convinced 
Alondra that the two of them should upload their memories and 
neurological scans into a computer, if for no other reason than, as 
Paul put it, “Someday, we may be glad we did it.” 
    
On May 1, 2055, with N-Day less than six months away, Simone and 
Kooz engaged in an intense conversation while having breakfast in 
their private quarters.  
     “You know,” Simone said. “It’s no longer just a rumor. It’s segued 
into what people rightly regard as factual — that our DNA will be 
transported to Goldie on the Athena so we can be reborn there two 
hundred years from now. You are widely regarded to be the richest 
person in the world, and of the nine billion plus people in the world, 
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only two — you and I — may be saved. Isn’t that an odd coincidence? 
Doesn’t it give you a creepy feeling?”  
     Kooz was not of a mind to acknowledge that anything could give 
him a creepy feeling. “It’s not as if we’re the only two passengers 
getting off the Titanic,” he said. “We hope to be reborn, but we — the 
living people you and I are right now — are almost as likely to die in 
the apocalypse as anyone else.” 
     “Maybe so, darling, but I think the facts should be confirmed 
publicly. I think that you should call the President, and she can make 
a speech about it, give people the feeling that it’s not just the richest 
man in the world and his girlfriend who will survive, but that 
sending our DNA is representative of the entire human species; that 
it’s the way open to humanity to emerge on another planet far away, 
far in the future. I think looking at it this way would give comfort to 
a lot of people.” 
    “You’re right,” Kooz said, and added, “Ah, how often I hear myself 
saying those words, but this time, especially, I mean it. I mean that I 
mean it even more than I usually do. I’ll call the President right 
now.”  
                               
“Right now” hadn’t happened yet, when a week later at a high-level 
meeting at the White House, officials advised President Wendell of 
the strong sentiment among African Americans that the DNA of at 
least one of the two individuals to emerge on Goldie after the Athena 
landed should be African or African American. Their reasoning was 
that the first humans on Earth lived in Africa, so the first humans on 
Goldie should be of African origin. Also conveyed to her was the 
argument of the prime minister of India that because India was the 
most populous country in the world, Indians deserved to have one 
member of Goldie’s first couple have DNA from one of their own. 
She was also informed that China, claiming to be the world’s oldest 
civilization, was insistent that the DNA of at least one of the donors 
should be Chinese. 
     After listening intently to such arguments, President Wendell 
clasped her hands briefly, as if in prayer, and said, “Imagine people 
bickering with each other about this! It would be nice if we could 
grant everyone’s wish, but we can’t. We don’t have time to make 
changes even if we wanted to. Why should it matter what race or 
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ethnicity the DNA is from? We are all human beings. The first two 
humans who will emerge as representatives of our species on Goldie 
will have the DNA of the couple most closely connected with 
designing and constructing the Athena and preparing it for 
interstellar flight, C. D. Kuizmeyer and Simone Slade. It had to be 
someone and that’s who it’s going to be.” Though she hadn’t 
intended to bring it up, she added, “By the way, if you research 
Kooz’s and Simone’s family trees, you’ll find a wide diversity of 
ethnicities, even among their grandparents.”  
                     
A few days later, Kooz was sitting at his desk when a beeper sounded 
at a particular high tone, alerting him of an incoming call as to which 
the caller had been identified and was a person of such importance 
that he should interrupt all but the most extremely urgent work to 
take it. 
     Kooz touched a button to restrict the conversation to audio. 
     “C. D. Kuizmeyer,” he said. 
     “Angus Stinson, here,” was the response, instantly authenticated 
by Kooz’s computer.  
     Ah, the First Gentleman of the United States, Kooz thought of 
saying, but instead said, “What a nice surprise to hear from you, 
Angus. More than once, Simone and I have remarked to each other 
how lucky the country has been to have such wise and caring 
leadership in the White House during this terrible ordeal. What can 
I do for you, sir?” 
     “Nothing for me,” Angus said, “but something for humanity.”  
     “You name it,” Kooz answered, and immediately wondered if he 
might have sounded frivolous. 
     Angus continued, “If all goes well, your replicant and Simone’s 
replicant — your continuations, if that’s a better word — will be the 
first of what is hoped will be a flourishing colony of humans — of 
Earthlings — on the planet Goldie. It’s auspicious that they will have 
superb genomes and that their early development and education will 
be administered by parahumans who will carefully adhere to 
programmed instructions developed principally by you and Paul 
Rossante.” 
     “That’s right, Angus,” Kooz said. “And if you’re concerned that the 
parahumans might stray from their programs, I’m happy to assure 
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you that I have been extremely meticulous in ensuring that this 
won’t happen. The parahumans’ behavior is limited by carefully 
constructed parameters. It’s not possible for them to deviate from 
their directed activities, and as an added safety measure, if this ever 
does happen, isolated neural modules within them will detect 
problematic behavior and downgrade them to commercial class A 
robots, and, if necessary, render them permanently inert. In any 
case, I’ve designed them so they will become inoperative within 
eighteen years after the landing on Goldie simply because there is no 
way they can be serviced and maintained indefinitely, and because 
humans on Goldie, once they are old enough to be self-reliant, will 
have to sustain themselves without parahuman help. We don’t want 
humans on Goldie to become drones! They will be in a sense like an 
emerging species, but they will have a tremendous advantage that 
early humans on Earth didn’t have — advanced knowledge and a 
scientific approach to the challenges they face.”  
    “Thank you for setting that out so cogently,” the First Gentleman 
replied, and added, “What you just said is very reassuring. Thank 
you for all you have done, are doing, and will do in the future.” 
      “I appreciate your appreciation,” Kooz said, and I also want you 
to know, as I’ve already advised the President, but at this point it’s of 
course wholly tentative, that if Paul Rossante and I and enough 
other key people survive N-Day, and our Santa Rosa facility is still 
intact, we will launch a second spaceship with DNA and human eggs 
sufficient to provide much more genetic diversity so that humans 
can go forth and multiply on Goldie as they did on Earth. Paul and I 
think it’s best not to make this initiative public at this time, and the 
President agrees.” 
    “Yes, I think that’s wise. Katie and I discussed it — it’s a very 
exciting prospect. I don’t mean to put any added burden on you, but 
the reason I called was to ask you to add one simple element to the 
education of the young humans on Goldie.” 
      “Of course. I’m sure that Paul and I haven’t thought of everything 
we should. I’m grateful for any suggestions you have.” 
      “That’s good to hear. It’s common knowledge that you are a 
genius, but not that you are openminded, and I’ll verify to anyone 
that this is the case.”  
     “Why, thank you, Angus. “It means a lot to me to hear that.” 
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     “Well, I thought it was worth saying. Now what I want to say is 
that I’d like you to incorporate a particular discipline in the 
education of the young humans, that is to say of young you and 
young Simone, on Goldie. I’d like you to instill this discipline in their 
work habits, and you know I’m particularly conscious of this because 
I’m a historian. I think it’s important for the founders of human 
civilization on Goldie to create and preserve a historical record of 
events. You know the saying: ‘Those who don’t learn the lessons of 
history are condemned to repeat them.’ Well, my concern is that the 
lessons of history on Goldie be recorded so that future generations of 
humans on that planet will have them to learn from. In short, I urge 
that young Kooz and young Simone on Goldie keep and preserve 
journals of their experiences and observations, and that if other 
humans are born on Goldie — ones whose DNA is carried on the 
second spaceship, which we hope you will be able to launch as soon 
as practicable after N-Day — that they be instructed to keep journals 
as well, and this practice be perpetuated in succeeding generations. 
I’m convinced that the recording of history as it happens and 
attentiveness to historical facts will greatly increase the likelihood of 
success of the human experiment on Goldie.” 
     Listening to this, Kooz was almost overcome by an intensifying 
desire to return to what he’d been working on before the First 
Gentleman called. He refrained from interrupting, waiting until he 
had a chance, then blurted out, “That’s a wonderful idea. I so 
appreciate your calling, Angus. I assure you that I will follow up on 
it. Thank you. Thank you, and my warmest greetings to Katie, to the 
President.” At that moment, Kooz’ compulsion to get back to work 
had reached a certain threshold, firmly ingrained in him, 
whereupon, with a flick of a finger he, terminated the call.   
     Despite having cut his phone conversation with Angus short, later 
that day, reflecting on what the First Gentleman had said, Kooz felt a 
flush of pride. The human experiment would be continued on 
Goldie, and it would be recorded in history! He imagined a book 
title, The History of Human Life on the Planet Goldie: A Story 
Almost Beyond Belief That Really Happened, then spent several 
minutes in a trancelike state, imagining himself writing about his 
imagined future life.                       
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                              *                                                    *          
N-Day grew relentlessly closer. Throughout the world, most people 
adopted a fatalistic attitude and tried to make themselves as 
comfortable as possible during the time left to them. Some indulged 
in reckless pursuits, exulting in the thrill of danger, believing that, 
though they might kill themselves rock climbing, racing a car on a 
winding mountain road, or taking dangerous dosages of 
hallucinogenic drugs, doing so would not hasten their death by a 
great length of time and they would have the satisfaction that can 
only come from an over-the-top experience. Others, particularly 
among the rich and the superrich, focused on survival, attending to 
the mantra, If anyone is going to get through this alive, I am!  
     Throughout these wrenching times, President Katie Wendell 
strove mightily to perform her duties. “Do what is right, what your 
oath of office requires you to do,” she reminded herself every 
morning while brushing her teeth. She confided to her friends and 
staff members that she found strength and even happiness in the 
knowledge that she would keep doing her best until the end. Angus 
Arthur Stinson, the First Gentleman, dedicated himself to being as 
supportive of her as he could, strengthening his resolve in that 
respect by allocating to himself a daily watered-down martini. 
     On June 17, 2055, with N-Day only four months away, President 
Wendell, with NASA director Gina Milano standing beside her, 
addressed the nation on most networks. 
     “My fellow Americans, it has fallen upon me to say frankly what 
we can expect in the coming weeks. What follows is a rigorously fact-
checked scientific consensus from which we have heard virtually no 
responsible dissent. For the next three months, NoNo’s approach 
will not be noticeable except to those tracking it with astronomical 
instruments. By mid-September, it will become visible to the naked 
eye in dark skies in all but northern polar latitudes, first looking like 
a dim star, then brightening steadily during the rest of the month. By 
October 20th, it will be the brightest object in the night sky except 
for the moon. By October 22nd, it will begin to exert measurable 
effects on the tides. These will rapidly escalate, causing tides as 
much as hundreds of feet higher than normal by the 24rd or 25th. By 
then or the following day, this building and countless others will be 
swept away by floods. On October 25th or 26th, depending on time 
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zones, NoNo will either collide with Earth or pass so close that if you 
were directly under it, it would blot out much of the sky. 
     “The consensus of our most recent computer models is that NoNo 
will not crash into Earth, but will either graze it, possibly scraping 
off millions of cubic miles of terrain, or pass so close to it that 
earthquakes, volcanic cataclysms, fires, toxic smoke, and tidal 
inundations will have an incalculably devastating effect. It appears 
that, at the very least, several billion lives will be lost. I am sorry. 
This is the reality we face, and all I can say.” 
     The President paused, wiped tear-filled eyes, directed her gaze at 
the NASA director, and said, “Thank you, Gina. I know it must have 
been terribly painful for you to assemble the data that led to this 
grim pronouncement. We appreciate your exemplary work, your 
calm tone, your refusal to panic, and your steadfastness throughout.”  
  
The following weeks were chaotic in all but the most remote 
backwaters of the world. By late September, 2055, a month before 
N-Day, families in low-lying areas of the United States were 
jamming everything they could into their cars and trucks, including 
illegal containers of gasoline acquired months earlier, when it was 
still available, and fleeing to higher ground. Workers had quit 
packing food; truck drivers had quit transporting it; supermarket 
employees had quit stocking it. Wherever people looked, wherever 
they turned, they found that what they needed was in short supply or 
unobtainable. 
     During the past year, payment by credit card had counted for less 
and less. Now it counted for nothing. Medical care and supplies had 
become almost nonexistent. Death rates had soared. Some people 
raged. Some hunkered down. Some resolved to keep at their jobs 
until the end. Their heroism enabled those who had enough cash to 
pay astronomical prices to obtain long-term supplies of water and 
food. 
                          
On Tuesday, October 5th, 2055, President Katie Wendell made what 
she knew might be her final television address. Kooz and Simone 
watched while sitting on the couch in Kooz’s office. The President 
wore a black dress and no jewelry. She looked pale and fatigued on 
the screen. 
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     “Good evening, fellow Americans, and all others,” she began. 
“Just three weeks remain before NoNo unleashes its fury upon the 
Earth. To those of you who are among the estimated thirty percent of 
the world’s population who are NoNo doubters — people who are 
convinced that NoNo is a made-up threat and a conspiracy to 
impose tyranny on ordinary people — I can only say, as I have in the 
past, that during the two years since the planetoid was discovered, 
there has been no dissent among responsible scientists that, 
although the Earth may continue to orbit the sun for billions of 
years, the phase in which it will remain habitable for human life may 
very possibly be about to end. 
      “We can be thankful that, even though most people fully 
understand that humanity is either doomed or faces the most 
devastating calamity since our species evolved in the heart of Africa, 
and that, despite the economic and social upheavals of the past few 
years, the episodes of mass hysteria, the senseless riots, the bizarre 
cults that have sprung up, the grim rise in accidents and suicides, 
and the precipitous decline in birth rates, life, for the most part, has 
gone on as if it would continue to go on. Most of us, as I and many 
other world leaders have urged again and again, have remained calm 
and done their best to respect the rights of others, so that, as each of 
us would want to end our individual lives with grace and courage — 
if it is God’s --" 
     With a flip of Kooz’ finger, the sound of the President’s voice 
vanished and the screen went black. 
     “I couldn’t take it anymore,” he explained to Simone. “Too damn 
sad.”   
     “Impossible to process,” Simone said. 
     They sat slumped, almost motionless, Kooz’s arm around 
Simone’s waist. He continued staring at the blank screen for a few 
moments, then leapt to his feet and said: 
     “We have a tight schedule, but we’re on track for launching the 
Athena on Sunday, October twenty-fourth, two days before N-Day. 
We will be ready. The selves that we are now won’t be on it, but our 
future selves will be.” 
     Simone rose from the couch and gave him a hug that lasted 
long enough to mean forever. 
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     The following day, they flew to Santa Rosa. Simone had a bit more 
to do uploading memories and completing her brain scans. Kooz had 
finished his and was focused on supervising Athena launch 
preparations. There was no room for delay if something went wrong.  
     Paul Rossante arrived a week later, on October 13th, and 
immediately went to work, ostensibly processing Kooz’s and 
Simone’s brain scans and setting up procedures for infusing them 
into the developing brains of their clones on Goldie. That’s what 
Kooz and Simone thought he was doing, but they were mistaken. 
Acting on an impulse that Paul, himself, didn’t recognize, much less 
examine, much less understand, he was substituting his and 
Alondra’s brain scans, DNA, and recorded memories for Kooz’s and 
Simone’s. This aberrant behavior was impelled by a succession of 
thoughts that had surfaced in his brain: It had been almost two years 
since he had told Kooz that there was a non-zero possibility that 
Kooz’s sense of self-awareness — his conscious sense of being alive 
— could be revived in the personhood of his clone on Goldie. Since 
then, Paul had decided that he had been too quick to satisfy Kooz’s 
yearning for extended life. His present feeling was that was that 
there was no way whatsoever that Kooz’s sense of being alive could 
be revived in the personhood of his clone, and that meant, in Paul’s 
way of thinking, that it wouldn’t matter to Kooz if his clone was 
never born, and that meant that the only effect 0f substituting Paul’s 
and Alondra’s DNA for Kooz’s and Simone’s would be that, if all 
went well, two little black kids, rather than two little white kids, 
would be the first humans running and playing on the planet Goldie. 
And what could be more appropriate! That’s the way homo sapiens 
first evolved on Earth!  
      That was reason enough for Paul to make the switch. Once the 
deed was done, he had some misgivings about it, but he resolved not 
to agonize about the matter, and he held that conviction in mind 
when, after completing his clandestine activities, he stopped by the 
office Kooz used in Santa Rosa.  
     Kooz, was there — he had been pacing the floor, and when he saw 
Paul, he beckoned him in with a sweeping motion of his hand. 
     “Glad to find you here,” Paul said. “All procedures for you are 
completed: A human denucleated egg and your DNA have been 
frozen and sealed in temperature-controlled capsule and may be 
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expected to endure on the Athena until it approaches Goldie, 
whereupon it will be instantly thawed, fertilization will take place, 
and incubation of a new you will become a reality. Same will be true 
for Simone. I’m about to check with her and make sure she’s  
finished uploading her memories.” 
     “Thanks, Paul,” Kooz said. “You’ve been a rock through all this. It 
took a leap of faith, but I’ve become a believer.”  
     Paul lightly tapped Kooz’s shoulder and said, “Now, I’ll look in on 
Simone.”  
     He found her a few minutes later. She had finished her memory 
uploading and was going over a copyedited manuscript of her new 
novel, even though she doubted that it would ever be published. Paul 
gave her a report similar to the one he’d given Kooz, then added, 
“We’ve wrapped this up none too soon — barely ahead of the last 
safe time to launch.” 
      Simone stood up and rubbed her eyes. “Maybe it’s because I’m a 
fiction writer instead of a scientist,” she said, “but I can’t help 
thinking that the uploading of my memories and neurological scans 
into a computer was unreal. I don’t fault you, Kooz, or anyone else 
for that. I found it therapeutic. It kept me from obsessing about what 
is real.”  
     Paul nodded sympathetically. “If finding it therapeutic means that 
you are happier for having done it, it makes me happier,” he said, 
“and I’m grateful that this is happening here, right now, and I’m not 
just imagining how it will be happier hundreds of years from now on 
Goldie. I hope you get what I’m trying to say. I’m not sure, myself.” 
He grinned sheepishly. “Something to do with the preciousness of 
the moment.” 
               
Sunday, October 17, 2055, human workers and two parahumans, 
Phil and Alice, spent the day loading and stowing equipment and 
supplies aboard the Athena. The parahumans would have no need of 
food, water, oxygen, medical attention, sanitation, or similar 
supplies, although at times they might need an assist from each 
other in recharging their batteries.  
     Most of the equipment Kooz had decreed should be stowed on the 
Athena consisted of tools and materials that would enable the 
parahumans to exploit natural resources they found on Goldie –- 
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what they hadn’t brought along and would need to set up sheltered 
work spaces and a greenhouse, conduct geological surveys, analyze 
flora, fauna, and microscopic organisms, and tele-send reports of 
their progress back to Earth. It would take any such transmissions 
thirteen years to arrive there. At that point, if any humans had 
survived the apocalypse and been able to sustain requisite 
technological capability for a couple of hundred more years, and 
whoever might be alive then remembered to tune in for a possible 
message from Goldie, they might be rewarded with a close-up view 
of this relatively nearby planet, televised from its surface. 
     Not everything jammed into the narrow hull of the Athena was 
utilitarian. One large crate, intended for humans and parahumans 
alike, was marked “Sports Equipment.” Staring at it, human workers 
tried to guess what was in it. 
     “Maybe hockey sticks or baseball bats,” one said.  
     “That crate’s heavy. Bowling bowls is my guess,” said another.   
     “Golf carts,” said a third, eliciting chuckles, whereupon Phil, the 
only parahuman present, said gravely:   
     “Humor serves to help maintain mental equilibrium.”  
      This brought forth laughter from the others. Like all 
parahumans, Phil had been programmed to recognize humorous 
remarks. He was aware of the potentially salutary effect of humor in 
releasing tension and smoothing relationships, but he wasn’t finely 
tuned enough to grasp that, to many humans, in this context, he had 
sounded pompous.     
                                                                                                          
Monday, October 18th, Paul flew back to Hawaii, and Kooz and 
Simone returned to Aspen. They needed to make final preparations 
for N-Day and would not be present in Santa Rosa to witness the 
launch of the Athena.  
     The following afternoon, a certain toned beep emanated from the 
wall screen in Kooz’s office. He signaled “Accept” with an extended 
finger. The screen displayed Paul, standing on his lanai, as 
Hawaiians call it, a covered porch from which he had a distant view 
of the sea.  
     “Hello again,” Kooz began. “I hope you had a smooth trip and all 
is well.” 
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      “Aloha,” Paul replied. “I called basically to let you know that I am 
safely — if that word still has meaning — back in Waimea.” 
     “Good to hear it, and to know that you can reach much higher 
ground before the tsunamis strike.” 
     “We’re half a mile above sea level here in Waimea. Until recently, 
I never thought I’d need to be on higher ground than that.” 
     “How are you on supplies?” 
     “Alondra and I are packed and ready to go. The road to the 
summit of Mauna Kea is blocked, but we have Priority One permits, 
thanks to Herb Wu.”   
    “Glad to hear it,” Kooz said. “Heavy duty effects of NoNo’s 
approach will begin six days from now. Simone and I have halcyon 
pills handy, but survival chances are good for us lucky people in 
Aspen, a mile and a half above sea level. In any case, thanks to you, 
we have hope of a new life beginning in a couple of hundred years on 
Goldie. To review, tell me frankly: You do think there’s a good 
chance that this will work; that even if Simone and I don’t survive 
NoNo, this won’t be the end for us?” 
     Paul was silent for a second or two, then he said: 
     “I can say this with assurance: If all goes well, not just a clone, but 
a new you will be born after the Athena lands on Goldie. Same for 
Simone.”  
     Kooz reflected a moment before replying; 
     “I can’t know whether you’re right or not, but what you say is a 
great comfort. I’m prepared to shuffle off my — I hope temporary — 
mortal coil.” 
     “I hope that won’t happen for a long time,” Paul said, “but if it 
does — if this is the end — I want to say that it’s been a great 
privilege knowing you.” 
      “Thank you,” Kooz said, and betraying rare emotion in his voice, 
he added, “I couldn’t have asked for a truer friend.” 
     The call ended, Paul slumped into a lounge chair, stung by Kooz’s 
touching expression of trust, which Paul knew, as no one else did, 
was radically misplaced. 
  
That same day — Tuesday, October 19th — Washington D.C. felt as 
humid and almost as hot as in mid-August. A warm, smoky-smelling 
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drizzle was falling on the lawn outside the White House, where 
President Katie Wendell was speaking to reporters and others: 
     “As you know too well,” she was saying, “a week from today, 
NoNo will strike Earth or pass so close as to cause unimaginable 
devastation from floods, fires, and earthquakes. All computer 
models show that, even if we are not all destroyed, every coastal 
region, including where we are now assembled, will be flooded by 
tidal waves of unimaginable height and fury.  
     “Many Americans, ones who live at much higher altitudes, may 
survive, and that means that the United States of America may 
survive, and that means that I have a duty to preserve our 
government. For that reason, the Vice-President and I, also the 
Speaker of the House and others in line for succession to the 
presidency, will leave Washington tomorrow morning and relocate 
to parts of the country away from low-lying areas. I will 
communicate to the nation as best I can from my temporary location 
on Monday, the day before N-Day. God bless you all.” 
  
During the rest of the week, technicians and the six parahuman crew 
members of the Athena worked with unprecedented intensity to 
ready the ship for takeoff. By noon, Sunday, October 24th, which 
Kooz for months had been calling the last safe day for launch, all 
Space Unbounded personnel who were in Santa Rosa that day had 
gathered within the compound to watch the six parahuman crew 
members board the ship, entering in turn through the main hatch. 
They marched stolidly, single file. None paused at the top of the 
boarding ramp before entering the spaceship, except the last of 
them, Olivia, who stopped at the portal and turned and waved at the 
onlookers until she made eye contact with Isabel Marquez. Instead 
of waving at Isabel, Olivia blew her a kiss.  
     Isabel stood motionless, her face blank, unable to comprehend 
that a parahuman would make such a human gesture. Before Isabel 
had time to react, Olivia was out of sight, inside the ship. The hatch 
closed behind her. 
     The launch was scheduled for 4:00 p.m. Well in advance of that 
hour, tens of thousands of people had gathered near the perimeter of 
the SU Santa Rosa compound to watch the Athena take off on its 
fateful voyage. Unlike the billions of people scrambling to reach a 
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place where they might be spared from the cataclysm, those in the 
crowd in Santa Rosa had chosen to share in the spiritual significance 
of observing the launching of a ship on an eighty- trillion-mile 
journey that might mark the first step in establishing our species on 
another globe.  
     Twenty minutes past the scheduled launch time, the Athena 
remained motionless on its pad. Dark clouds had been building to 
the west. Lightning flashed in the distance. On the minds of many 
watching was the question: Would the launch be scrapped? Would 
the afternoon’s events, which had seemed to be of monumental 
importance, amount to no more than one of countless 
inconsequential incidents in the grand tragedy befalling the world? 
The more cynical, pessimistic, and exhausted in the crowd began to 
walk back toward the vehicles that had brought them there. 
     Media personnel who might be expected to cover an event of this 
magnitude were missing. It was not being televised. No officials were 
on hand to explain the delay. The only ones who would witness it 
close-up would be the SU personnel inside the compound, those in 
the crowd gathered outside it, and, thanks to a special hook-up, 
watching a screen in SU headquarters, in Aspen, C. D. Kuizmeyer 
and Simone Slade. They had been waiting anxiously all afternoon, 
but not in vain. At last, an intense white light appeared under the 
base of the spaceship, and they heard the accompanying roar. At that 
moment, nearly every one of the onlookers assembled outside the 
SU compound gave forth with an impassioned cheer. 
     All eyes followed the Athena as it rose with increasing speed. 
Even as it was almost out of sight, viewers strained to retain its 
image, and many kept their eyes fixed on the thinning white streak 
of the ship’s contrail until it too was gone.  
     Minutes later, Paul Rossante, in Waimea, received a text message 
from Kooz: “Lift off successful. The Athena is on its way!”  
     Paul smiled weakly as he read it; then regret hit him like a brick. 
Regret and incomprehension. The reason he had given himself to 
justify his betrayal suddenly seemed absurd. “Too late,”  he 
muttered. 
     He tried to compose himself.  Should he confess what he had done 
and apologize to Kooz and Simone? It took him half a second to 
dismiss the notion. Confessing wouldn’t accomplish anything except 
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to inflict pain on all concerned. He had to get on with life. But how 
could he? He wasn’t ready. He had to anyway. He had to work 
through why he had acted this way; he had to understand how it had 
happened. 
     Strangely, he felt as if he had been powerless to stop himself, as if, 
in betraying Kooz, he had been propelled by some mysterious inner 
force. This notion did nothing to alleviate his anguish. An image of 
Macbeth arose in his mind. He had seen the play twice and been 
moved by it, most recently and most powerfully by the classic movie 
version starring Denzel Washington in the title role. Why hadn’t he 
learned from its message? No answer came to him. He sat, hunched, 
listless, until gradually a providential fog spread through his brain, 
and his searing remorse transitioned into a dull ache that felt like it 
would never go away.    
  
On Monday morning, October 25th, from an undisclosed location, 
President Katie Wendell made her final public statement before N-
Day. She spoke into the microphone of a local TV station, and into 
her internet feed, though she had little idea how many would be able 
to hear her voice, or how many would care what she had to say. The 
vast majority of those responsible for the functioning of mid-twenty-
first-century society had left their posts. 
     Speaking into the mic, Katie seemed to have forgotten that she 
was still acting in her official capacity as the nation’s leader. Her 
tone was that of an ordinary person talking to a friend. She began: 
     “Have you heard that the Athena is on its way to Goldie? It took 
off yesterday, a little later than expected, but still within the launch 
time window. None of us will ever know, but we can at least hope 
that someday human beings will be walking on a planet much like 
Earth. Personally, I will hold that thought in mind during the ghastly 
hours that lie ahead, and, in fact, have already begun. We’ve noticed 
nothing here — it seems so normal — but reports have come in about 
wild variations in tides, earthquakes in New Zealand, Japan, Alaska. 
Tides, tsunamis predicted for tomorrow . . .” 
      She was silent for several seconds while she reflected on a 
statement that she had memorized and had planned to deliver on 
this occasion. Those in attendance could tell that she was about to 
say something more, but no words came forth, for at that moment 
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she realized that what she had given so much thought to and recited 
in her mind was so inadequate that it was best to say nothing more 
at all. 

Among many poignant scenes throughout the world that evening 
was the one on the summit of Mauna Kea, under the stars, and as 
many of those present were reminded, under the disapproving gaze 
of spirits held sacred by the indigenous people of Hawaii. The entire 
area to which the public had access was crowded with people hoping 
to avoid the tsunamis that were expected to sweep over every 
interface of land and sea. Dr. Herbert Wu was standing in front of 
the observatory where he had spent so much time that he called it 
home. Holding a microphone, he was positioned in front of a crowd 
of over a thousand people. Many among them were looking, about 
thirty degrees to the left of an almost full moon, at a small, bright, 
not quite perfect, disc — the planetoid NoNo. Some averted their 
eyes, perhaps imagining that if they looked away from it, it would no 
longer be there. Others stared at it, captivated by its strangeness and 
the tension between it and the comfortingly familiar moon. Some 
had the eerie sensation that they must be on an alien planet with two 
moons. Some felt as if every thought that they might have had had 
vanished from their minds. 
     A woman standing next to Dr. Wu clapped her hands, and he held 
up his arms, indicating that he was about to speak. A ripple of 
applause spread through the crowd. Then all was still. 
     “Welcome to Mauna Kea,” he began. “I admire all of you who 
refuse to surrender to despair. Based on the latest models of the 
planetoid’s trajectory, it is now certain that, although it will pass 
close enough to Earth to cause tremendous devastation, there will be 
no collision. We will be safe from tsunamis here.” 
      This comment precipitated vigorous applause and a few cheers. 
Dr. Wu sipped water from a plastic bottle, and continued: 
      “Have any of us ever seen a sight more terrifyingly beautiful than 
NoNo, growing larger and brighter every hour, like an approaching 
messenger from the gods? Be not afraid. Those of us who have 
gathered here have as much chance to survive as anyone on this 
planet. Not only are we far above the reach of tsunamis that are 
predicted to wrack every coastal region in the world, but we are far 

60



removed from the Indian Ocean, the region of Earth that will be 
closest to NoNo when it passes. There is little more I can say that 
will be useful. I wish all of you all good fortune in what, it is certain, 
will be trying times ahead.” 
  
Snug under a down comforter, Kooz and Simone slept well that night 
while NoNo came perilously close to smashing into Earth. They 
awoke soon after dawn on Tuesday, October 26th. Temperature was 
in the mid-forties, not unusual for a late October morning in Aspen 
in 2055. A brisk northeast wind was sending leaves and debris 
flying. Kooz stood at his bedroom window, frowning as he 
contemplated the sky. It had a coppery tinge to it, and he couldn’t 
think why that should be. 
     Simone reported that phone service and internet access were out. 
SU generated and stored its own power, and the couple breakfasted 
as they normally would in their private dining room while trying to 
get reports from the rest of the world. They had several radio 
receivers, but none yielded more than static until mid-morning, 
when a few indistinct voices came through, some revealing their 
locations, all from locales half a mile or higher above sea level. 
     While Simone continued tinkering with the radios, Kooz stood by 
a window, studying the coppery tinted sky. He was about to turn 
away when he saw the planetoid emerge from behind a cloud. It was 
in gibbous phase and looked about a quarter of the size of the moon. 
He followed it through binoculars during the next half hour, while it 
slightly, but perceptibly, shrank, until it dropped behind the 
mountains. He put the binoculars aside and stood motionless. He 
realized that he was slumped. He stiffened his back and resolved to 
do what he could to make a brighter future. By now, he had 
assimilated Paul Rossante’s admonition that human colonization of 
Goldie would not likely endure for more than a few generations 
unless a second ship could be sent with enough diverse DNA and 
eggs so that forty humans could be born within the first twenty years 
after landing, a daunting task at best, but not an impossible one if 
Space Unbounded’s facility in Santa Rosa survived the devastation. 
Otherwise, his vision of the human species flourishing on Goldie 
might dissolve as suddenly as the places and people in a dream.  
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     Kooz’s dark mood was dramatically reversed an hour later when 
he established radio communication with SU, Santa Rosa, and spoke 
with Isabel Marquez. She reported that the compound had been 
untouched by the passage of NoNo despite its location at an altitude 
of less than 5,000 feet. Kooz grinned. Now there was a chance! He 
had stockpiled SU Santa Rosa with most of the materials needed to 
build another ship and launch it on its way to Goldie. He knew that 
the ship and the parahumans to crew it would not be ready for years, 
but he had decided that this was no reason not to name it now. It 
would be called Athena II, and he reflected with pride that he had 
already begun promising work on a modification that would enable 
it to travel through interstellar space as much as five percent faster 
than the Athena. 
     Simone appeared, interrupting his thoughts, and asked, “What’s 
the outlook as you see it now?” 
    Kooz fiddled with the radio again before turning toward her. “I 
can’t have an outlook until we hear from Paul Rossante,” he said, 
whereupon a welcome coincidence occurred — riding on a crackle of 
static, a familiar voice could be heard. 
     “Kooz, are you there? Are you and Simone all right?” 
     “We‘re great, and it’s wonderful to hear from you. How are you 
and Alondra? What’s the situation there?” 
     Paul recounted what he had seen and heard. Herb Wu had been 
right in his prediction that everyone who had taken refuge on the 
summit of Mauna Kea would be saved, though many of them lost 
their homes. The town of Waimea, the locale of the WaHi Institute, 
was spared, even though it was only 2,700 feet above sea level. It 
appeared that every employee of the Institute had survived. Herbert 
Wu’s home had been destroyed, but he had already established 
temporary living quarters at the Mauna Kea Visitors and 
Educational Center, about 9,000 feet above sea level, more than half 
way up to the summit. 
     After Kooz and Paul had finished talking, Simone noticed that at 
this moment, on the morning after billions of human beings had 
probably perished as a result of NoNo’s brush with Earth, she had 
never seen a happier look on Kooz’s face. She didn’t fault him for it. 
In her mind, in these most extreme circumstances she had ever 
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witnessed or imagined, his inclination to smile — finding cause for 
joy, rather than sinking into despair — was heroic. 
     “Now I can tell you what my outlook is,” Kooz said to her. “I’m 
ecstatically hopeful. Long ago I anticipated that, even if a lot of 
people survived N-Day, supply chains would be disrupted as never 
before, and I stocked up on and had pre-fabricated almost 
everything we need in Santa Rosa. We’ve had tremendous good luck. 
SU Aspen and Santa Rosa are still intact, and, as far as I know, we 
didn’t lose a single employee. I may have talked pessimistically 
during the past months, but I invested like there was nothing to lose, 
which there wasn’t. So we are going to build the Athena II, crew it 
with parahumans, stock it with the makings of forty future humans, 
and we’re going to launch it.” 
    Simone looked at him skeptically. and asked, “How long do you 
think it will take to build this space bus and it will be ready to leave 
the station?” 
     “Eight years,” Kooz answered — “twice as long as it would if NoNo 
hadn’t come on the scene.”  
     “So,” Simone said, “assuming the Athena lands safely on Goldie 
and all goes well, little Kooz and little Simone will have quite a wait 
for playmates.” 
     “Maybe not. I‘ve been working on how to upgrade the propulsion 
system so that Athena II can travel significantly faster than the 
Athena, maybe as much as five percent faster.” 
     “That’s great. And I think that such a high-performance spaceship 
deserves a more distinctive and imaginative name than Athena II. 
How about Calypso, in honor of the great marine explorer Jacques 
Cousteau? That was the name of his research ship.” 
     “And of an attractive goddess, as I recall,” said Kooz. “Sounds 
good to me. Calypso it shall be.” 
     Simone, smiling, reflected that possessiveness, rather than 
attractiveness, was the most apt characterization for this particular 
goddess, or nymph, or whatever she was. 
     During the next few days, Kooz’s team informed him of reports 
coming in by radio from every continent, though none from coastal 
areas. It seemed probable that normal communications would not be 
restored for years. As far as anyone could tell, every communications 
satellite had been hurled out of its orbit by gravitational forces and 
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either sent spinning toward Earth’s surface to burn up in the 
atmosphere, or slung into outer space. Herb Wu texted a follow-up 
report from Hawaii: Tsunamis had wiped out or badly damaged all 
structures below 2,000 feet elevation and some as high as 6,000 
feet. The loss of life was staggering, but most of those who had 
survived had found shelter in areas that were spared. 
  
Reports from around the country had been filtering into the adobe- 
style mansion in Santa Fe that had replaced the White House. 
President Wendell had plenty of work to do, but she felt she had a 
duty to see the devastation first-hand. Accompanied by her husband 
and several staff members, she took advantage of the availability of 
Air Force One to embark on an aerial tour during which she 
expected to crisscross much of the country. Sitting in the co-pilot’s 
seat, she had a sweeping view of the landscape. She looked down at 
rivulets of grayish-green or brown waters trickling through muck, 
and she studied extensive gray-brown patches that on closer 
inspection proved to be masses of dead trees and leaves that had 
been felled by rushing waters or windstorms and were cloaked with 
salt. Flying over urban areas, she was puzzled by metallic-looking 
bits and pieces that glinted in the sun. It took her awhile to realize 
that they were sections of bridges, highway overpasses, automobiles, 
buses, trucks, railway cars, and segments of office and apartment 
buildings, all of them reduced to shining fragments embedded in 
mud. She realized that she couldn’t accomplish more by surveilling 
additional expanses of devastation. She cut the tour short and 
directed the pilots to return to Santa Fe. 

The sun was about to set in Aspen on November 12th (N-Day + 17) 
when Kooz and Paul held their next teleconference. After an 
exchange of news and accounts of personal experiences, the 
conversation turned to planning a second expedition to Goldie.  
     “By the way,” Kooz said, “the new spaceship we’re building is to 
be named “Calypso.” 
     “Calypso? I thought it was Athena II,” Paul said. 
     “It was, but Simone thought it should have a more imaginative 
name, and that’s what she imagined.” 
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     “If Simone would like it to be Calypso, that’s as good a reason as 
any.” 
     “I like it myself,” Kooz said. “Now, in building it and preparing it 
for launch, there are bound to be snags and delays. But that’s minor 
in the big scheme of things. Our operations were all situated at high 
enough altitudes to escape tsunamis, and we were able to stock up 
on supplies and equipment at a prodigious rate before N-Day. We’re 
already at work on constructing and readying the ship and 
manufacturing and training six new parahumans to crew it. I’m 
estimating eight years to launch — what would have been four years 
pre NoNo. But — and here’s the good news: We will more than 
compensate for that time lag. Algorithms ground out by my 
computers have supplied the means for Calypso to travel five 
percent faster than the Athena.” 
     “That’s superb news,” Paul said. “And I have superb news too. 
We’ll need DNA from forty genetically diverse and above average 
individuals. Hawaii is as good a place as any to assemble such a 
collection, and thanks in large part to your generosity, the WaHi 
Institute is equipped to do it. Among these first forty new humans to 
emerge on Goldie, we expect to achieve the degree of genetic 
diversity and distinction that would take a random sample of a 
thousand people to match.” 
     Kooz gazed at mountain peaks to the west — newly whitened from 
the season’s first snow. Watching the sun drop below a ridge, he 
reflected that it lay in the same direction as a bee line to the Big 
Island of Hawaii, except that the bees would follow a great circle 
route, shorter than a straight line because of the curvature of the 
Earth, which caused him to wonder, What then, would be the 
highest latitude bees following a great circle bee line would reach 
en route? He initiated a calculation in his mind to answer that 
question, but abandoned it as he realized that he was in the middle 
of a phone conversation. “That’s splendid, Paul,” he said. “I’ll make 
sure you have whatever you need.”   
     “I appreciate that,” Paul said. “To establish a viable balanced 
colony with sufficient genetic diversity, two humans should be born 
each year during the twenty years after Calypso lands on Goldie. We 
need to program the six parahumans to nurture them through 
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infancy and childhood, a task that the first-born humans will 
gradually assume as they mature.” 
     “This is what I anticipated,” Kooz said. “Keep in mind that I won’t 
be programming the parahumans to do this. I will be programming 
them to learn how to do it on their own and to have the motivation 
to do so. It goes without saying that the first two Calypso humans 
born on Goldie should be young versions of you and Alondra, with 
your memories and brain replications. You’ll need to establish your 
memories in the memories of computers, from which they will be 
established in the minds of your new selves, so that they can join the 
new selves of me and Simone that emerge on Goldie after the Athena 
gets there. We can’t do this with all forty contemplated humans-to-
be on the Calypso, but I think we can for, besides you and Alondra, 
Herb Wu and Isabel Marquez and probably two more.” 
     “Agreed. That will be wonderful,” Paul said, even though, as he 
uttered these words, he knew that he would once again subvert 
Kooz’s expectations, except this time by trying to make up for having 
sent his and Alondra’s DNA aboard the Athena instead of Kooz’s and 
Simone’s. He had continued to be haunted by his betrayal, more so 
since the Athena had taken off. His feeling that his decision to betray 
Kooz had been willed upon him, rather than being the product of his 
will, had persisted. He’d felt as if he had been sleepwalking when he 
had conducted himself in this shameful way. That notion, despite its 
explanatory potential, had done little to lessen his remorse. The best 
he could do by way of consoling himself was to think that what was 
done was done, and that all he could do now was to do his best to 
make certain that Kooz’s and Simone’s DNA and memory recordings 
would be traveling to Goldie on the Calypso, and that they would be 
the first born of the Calypso babies. He allowed himself the 
indulgence of a deep sigh at the thought that, at least to some 
degree, he would be able to right the wrong that he had done. Even 
so, an aching feeling of unease remained. Not only remained, but 
intensified, because he had lately begun to wonder if he had been 
right the first time. Who was he to say that Kooz’s conscious sense of 
being alive couldn’t be revived in the personhood of his clone? What 
if he had been right when he’d told Kooz, in Aspen, that there was a 
non-zero chance that Kooz could live again? He took a sedative and 
went to bed early.  
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     When Kooz and Paul held their next tele-meeting, twelve days later, 
Kooz proclaimed that he was making steady progress in constructing 
and readying the Calypso for its mission to Goldie and in 
manufacturing and training the six parahumans who would crew it. 
  
It took months before enough bits of information from around the 
world had been gathered, pieced together, and disseminated, and it 
became generally understood that, on N-Day and during the 
tumultuous weeks that followed, between seven and eight billion 
people had died from floods, earthquakes, fires, disease, accidents, 
starvation, homicides, and suicides. NoNo had come so close to 
colliding with Earth that, on the surface of the planetoid closest to 
Earth, gravitational and inertial forces had caused rocks, sand, and 
other objects to fly from NoNo’s surface and spiral toward Earth’s 
surface. Most of the debris fell into the Indian Ocean, but some 
objects went into low Earth orbit, which rapidly decayed, whereupon 
they either burned up in the atmosphere, or, in some cases, splashed 
in the ocean or excavated little craters on the ground.  
     Estimates were that about forty million Americans, about eleven 
percent of the U.S. population before N-Day, had survived. The 
District of Columbia had been scoured by a 3,000-foot-high tsunami 
that swept all in its path. It would be uninhabitable for a decade or 
more. President Wendell issued an executive order decreeing that 
the nation’s capital would henceforth be Santa Fe.     
     NoNo’s closest approach occurred as it passed over the Indian 
Ocean at about 2:15 A.M. local time, on October 26th, 2055. The 
distance of the planetoid’s surface nearest to Earth at closest 
approach would never be known. All radars had been knocked out, 
and it had been visually obscured by clouds and mists that covered 
most of the Indian Ocean.  
     After perigee, the paths of the planetoid and Earth ran briefly in 
almost parallel lines, then increasingly diverged. NoNo’s effects on 
Earth’s tides rapidly subsided, but just as water in a bathtub sloshes 
around for a while after a bather has stepped out of it, Earth’s oceans 
took almost a week to revert to their normal state. 
    The damage and trauma resulting from the encounter was beyond 
cataclysmic. Tsunamis washed over low-lying terrain throughout the 
world, in some places wiping out areas over a mile above sea level. 
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Clashing giant waves sent plumes of water thousands of feet in the 
air. India was flooded to the foothills of the Himalayas. For a time, 
two-thirds of Australia was under water. Earthquakes rocked the 
Pacific Rim. Every coastal city on Earth was wiped out. Few ships 
were at sea when NoNo grazed Earth’s atmosphere. It seemed 
impossible that any made it to port. In any case, no ports were left. 
In some areas, hurricane winds, unaccompanied by rain, generated 
dust storms of unprecedented ferocity. Near what had been the city 
of Perth, on the western coast of Australia, a giant tsunami pushed 
half way across the continent. Remnants of whale carcasses were 
found 650 miles inland. 
     Deaths from malnutrition, food poisoning, and disease were far 
higher than pre-N-day rates and remained so long after the 
planetoid had traveled billions of miles on its way back to interstellar 
space. A year after it had passed Earth, the human population was 
no more than a tenth of what it had been at its peak. 
     Most survivors underwent an exhausting struggle to 
accommodate themselves to a new way of life. The survival rate 
among the rich, and particularly the very rich, was much higher than 
that of the general population. Except in areas traditionally subject 
to earthquakes, lucky residents of affluent high altitude enclaves, 
like Aspen, not only survived, but deftly adjusted to the conditions of 
the post NoNo world. 
    Fears of anarchy and tribal warfare proved overblown, perhaps 
because of the dramatic reduction in population pressure and the 
need for workers to restore supply chains to working order. The 
Second Amendment to the United States Constitution provided for 
the right to bear arms because of the need for well-regulated 
militias. A widespread fear in the months leading up to N-Day had 
been the threat of unregulated militias — gangs of thugs comprising 
survivalists, hard-core criminals, anarchists, and representatives of 
cults of every perverse persuasion who would roam the land, taking 
what they wanted wherever they could.  
     Many feared that civilization would collapse — that the rule of law 
would be replaced by the rule of the jungle. In anticipation of such 
horrors, early in the year leading up to N-Day, President Wendell 
and Congress had established the Federal Peacekeepers Force 
(“FPF”), which combined a specially created division of the FBI and 
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elite military units. FPF headquarters was based at high- altitude 
Estes Park, Colorado. Its mission was to stamp out criminal gangs 
and rogue paramilitary forces wherever they threatened civil order. 
They had less work than expected. The best guess seemed to be that 
the tremendous psychological trauma of surviving Earth’s encounter 
with NoNo had had the effect of numbing anger no less than 
quashing joy. Statistical data was ragged, but it appeared that more 
rogue militia members shot themselves than shot others.  
     Inevitably, in some communities, gunmen robbed and pillaged 
food and supplies from their neighbors with impunity, but in most 
areas, structures of society held. In Aspen, crime increased only 
slightly. The Space Unbounded compound, always well-protected, 
was never threatened by criminal gangs. No one was inclined to 
tangle with the array of retributive defensive gadgets, like killer 
mini-drones, that most people assumed that C. D. Kuizmeyer had 
ready to deploy. 
     Residents of Aspen rightly counted themselves among the luckiest 
of the lucky. The town was almost 8,000 feet above sea-level. Most 
residents were financially well off, and a sizable percentage of them 
had possessed the means and the time to stock up on enormous 
quantities of water and non-perishable food. Most had solar- or 
wind-powered generators, and most owned or had shares in 
productive greenhouses. Thanks to wise community planning and 
the expenditure of a great deal of money, it appeared that adequate 
amounts of cultivated produce would be available to local residents 
for years to come. 
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>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>  
Earth Year 2056.  After escaping Earth’s gravity with a 
rocket boost, the Athena’s nuclear fusion drive took over. 
Twelve days after launch, still accelerating, the ship 
passed the orbit of Neptune and entered the outer reaches 
of the solar system. Onward it sped until, all but free of 
the sun’s gravitational influence, it entered interstellar 
space. 
  
Computer-controlled, its parahuman crew almost 
completely deactivated, its systems inert except as needed 
to maintain stable temperatures and detect obstacles in 
its path, the Athena continued on a course and speed such 
that, if all went well, it would reach Goldie in two 
hundred and two years. 
                                                                    >>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> 
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President Katie Wendell showed commendable qualities of 
leadership in reestablishing the government of the United States in 
Santa Fe. She convened a scaled-down Congress in accordance with 
provisions of a new constitution that had been hastily drafted but 
generally well received and was considered to be binding though it 
had not yet been ratified by all thirty-eight states in the habitable 
regions of the country. Reflecting America’s much diminished 
population, it provided for only one senator for each state and about 
a quarter of the former number of members of the House of 
Representatives. The Supreme Court was pared to five justices, and 
even then required the appointment of two new ones, only three of 
the nine justices on the Court before N-Day having survived. 
Operations in other areas of federal and state governments were 
even more drastically scaled down. 
      Wendell was reelected president in the 2056 by a comfortable 
margin. (The Electoral College had been eliminated.) Twelve former 
states had not been reconstituted as political entities after N-Day 
because large parts of them, many in formerly highly populated 
areas, had become wastelands strewn with debris, contaminants, 
decaying vegetation, and salt marshes. Florida was still completely 
uninhabited. No effort had been made to reoccupy the state, which 
had been covered briefly by water more than half a mile deep. The 
considerable part that had reemerged from the sea was a noxious 
bog. Large parts of several other states were shunned by survivors 
who were determined to find more desirable habitats.  
     In her January, 2057, State of the Union address, eager to sound a 
positive note, President Wendell said that forests and endangered 
species were making a comeback on every continent. She speculated 
that because of the much diminished human population and 
radically reduced carbon emissions, global warming, which had been 
thought to be in runaway mode, might yet be stopped, and she 
expressed hope that humans would flourish on Earth for many 
millennia to come.  
     During the rest of Wendell’s term in office, it became evident to 
her and to other leaders that there was reason for caution in making 
optimistic predictions. Birthrates, which had plummeted in the 
months before NoNo’s encounter with Earth, showed few signs of 
snapping back. Death rates remained higher than they had been pre-
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N-Day, and a flood of contaminants from abandoned industrial 
facilities had raised the level of carcinogenic exposure of nearly every 
human being on the planet. In a much quoted article, Cecily 
Hofstadter, the most widely followed blogger in the United States, 
wrote, “Humanity has been humbled. Many among us have learned 
that life is precious and that the simple virtues — kindness and 
honesty — mean more than all the riches in the world.” Asked to 
comment on Hofstadter’s opinion, President Wendell said, “It may 
sound trite to some, but it’s profoundly true.” 
  
October 26, 2060, the fifth anniversary of N-Day, was the occasion 
for speeches, memorial services, and much talk of taking new 
initiatives to benefit humanity. Despite — some said because of — 
the loss of possibly eighty-five percent of its human population, 
planet Earth, viewed as an ecosystem, was faring better than it had 
in a century or more. Net carbon emissions were approximately zero. 
Settlers were moving into areas that had been inundated.  
     The post N-Day United States Constitution retained the two-term 
limit on the presidency, so Katie Wendell was not eligible to run for 
reelection in 2060. Antonia Erdman, the governor of Montana, was 
elected president. In most parts of the world, the workings of 
commerce and industry had been restored to a degree such that a 
new sense of normality was forming.  
     That was the case until October, 2061, six years after N-Day, when 
progress was arrested, then sharply reversed, by the rapid spread of 
what may have been the worst pandemic in history. During the next 
eighteen months, the virus, named 60-R, which was not of the 
coronavirus family, but was highly contagious and associated with 
an extremely high mortality rate, held the world in its grip. 
Pharmaceutical companies and government and university 
institutions, still weakened and winnowed by Earth’s encounter with 
NoNo, pursued one false lead after another in their search for 
effective anti-viral drugs and a pandemic-ending vaccine. 
     Earth’s human population, which had been decimated by NoNo, 
shrunk by hundreds of millions more in the course of what President 
Erdman took to calling “the megademic.” By the beginning of April, 
2063, the best estimates were that, of the roughly eleven percent of 
the Earth’s population that had survived NoNo, sixty-to-seventy 
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percent had succumbed to the 60-R virus. C. D. (“Kooz”) Kuizmeyer, 
Simone Slade, and Paul Rossante were among the victims, 
fortunately not before Kooz had manufactured and programmed six 
high-performance parahumans capable of crewing the Calypso and 
Paul had selected and prepared units of DNA to be paired with forty 
denucleated human egg cells. With a little luck, Space Unbounded 
human technicians and parahumans would be able to complete 
preparations for launching the Calypso without their continuing 
guidance. 
     Thankfully, Paul’s death did not come until a few weeks after he 
and his team at the WaHi Institute had discovered how to formulate 
a highly efficacious and readily manufactured and distributed 
vaccine that, by June, 2063, brought the megademic under control. 
It became generally understood that it was largely because of Paul 
Rossante’s efforts that the human species was saved from possible 
extinction. His place among the most illustrious persons in history 
seemed assured. 
  
Kooz Kuizmeyer, Simone Slade, and Paul Rossante reacted in 
differing ways after they had fallen gravely ill from the 60-R virus 
and had been forced to contemplate life’s imminent end. Kooz, the 
most quixotic of the three, had convinced himself that his and 
Simone’s existence as self-aware human beings would be revived in 
their clones on Goldie. Fanciful as it might seem, he had formed the 
conviction that, more than two hundred years in the future, as his 
clone’s sense of being a self-aware person developed on Goldie, it 
would be his sense of being a self-aware person, as if he had slept for 
more than two hundred years and awakened and realized that he 
was now a young child on another planet, and that he could think 
back  to how he was as the person he had been and on the life that he 
had led back on Earth.  
     Simone, a writer of fiction, but a realist at heart, recoiled from 
harboring any such notion. In her view, the notion of suspending 
one’s sense of self while being dead for 200 years and reviving it in 
the personhood of her clone was so far removed from reality that she 
would never have considered creating a character who would 
subscribe to it in one of her novels. Nonetheless, she was aware that 
she felt prospective affection for the little girl on Goldie who, if she 
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came into being two centuries hence, would have her name and her 
genome, and therefore would look like her and in some respects 
think like her, and would possibly live the way she, Simone on Earth, 
would have lived if she were her, Simone on Goldie. 
     Paul had told Kooz years ago that the chance that the 
consciousness of his clone on Goldie would be his — Kooz’s — 
continuing consciousness was “non-zero.” Since then, Paul’s 
thinking on this matter had wavered. At this point, facing death, he 
felt muddled — unable to focus his thoughts — and he was burdened 
by recollection of his betrayal of Kooz. He would have been subjected 
to searing self-reproach during the last days left to him had not a 
fortuitous aspect of his nature — a generally positive and accepting 
view of life — sustained him to the end. 

Upon Kooz’s death in December 2062, Isabel Marquez became CEO 
of Space Unbounded. In the absence of Kooz’s genius-level input and 
as a result of the near total collapse of world commerce and industry, 
the company’s activities had been scaled down to little more than 
self-maintenance, preparations for launch of the Calypso, and 
completion of programming the parahumans who would serve as its 
crew. The final stages of readying the Calypso had drained the 
company’s resources, but continuing licensing revenues, though 
drastically reduced after N-Day, were sufficient to meet its needs.  
     A high point in Isabel’s life was making a phone call to President 
Erdman on September 1, 2063, informing her that work on the 
Calypso was proceeding well, and that Space Unbounded planned to 
launch it in just two-and-a-half months, on November 16th. After 
the call, Isabel felt a rush of happiness, not because Kooz had told 
her that her DNA would be aboard the ship and that a continuation 
of herself would likely emerge on Goldie — she had resolved not to 
think about any such fantastical contingency — but because she 
believed that the successful launch of the Calypso and the prospect 
of establishing a viable human colony on another planet would give 
people everywhere a psychological boost and that she would have 
been instrumental in making that happen.  
     The six parahumans slated to crew the Calypso were considered 
to be upgrades from the first generation. Kooz had programmed 
them all to become inactivated no more than eighteen years after 
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being awakened in preparation for landing on Goldie, and sooner if 
they transgressed specified norms. To Isabel’s relief, none of them 
showed disturbing tendencies similar to those exhibited by Olivia, 
upon whom, as Isabel saw it, Kooz had lavished a reckless degree of 
adoring attention. 
        
On October 26, 2063, ceremonies were held in almost every country 
to mark the eighth anniversary of N-Day. President Erdman, 
speaking in front of the new capitol building in Santa Fe, declared 
that grave concerns about humanity’s future remained, but that 
there was reason to be hopeful for long-term survival of our species. 
It was a staggering fact — almost impossible to assimilate — that 
according to the best estimates available, the human population had 
been reduced to about four percent of what it had been before the 
discovery of NoNo. Many areas throughout the world were polluted 
from deterioration of abandoned chemical plants and other 
industrial sites, which had spewed toxic waste that it would take 
nature decades, if not centuries, to reduce to safe levels. Health care 
services and production and distribution of pharmaceutical products 
and medical supplies and equipment remained spotty. The threat of 
another devastating pandemic, one that might wipe out the human 
species, remained, as President Erdman put it, “like a brooding 
omnipresence in the sky.” Nonetheless, during the preceding two 
years, population decline had been halted, large numbers of people 
had been lifted out of poverty, wildlife had flourished, forested areas 
had been making a comeback and increasing in acreage, and living 
conditions and productivity had improved in almost every country. 
Like ants whose numbers have been decimated and their miniature 
hills washed away by a torrential rain or crushed by mammalian or 
reptilian feet, humans had shown remarkable resilience in 
reestablishing the elements of civilization. 
        
Just three weeks later, on the 17th of November, 2063, thousands of 
people, many of whom had endured hardship and expense to travel 
to Santa Rosa, New Mexico, gathered there to witness what until 
recently most people had regarded as a fantasy, or only a remote 
possibility — the launch of the Calypso, crewed by six second-
generation parahumans and containing frozen DNA and denucleated 
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egg cells and equipment sufficient for bringing forty new humans 
into being during the first twenty years after the ship reached Goldie. 
     President Erdman had flown to Santa Rosa to be present for the 
occasion. She expressed feelings of joy and sadness in her brief 
address to the crowd. There was no nail-biting delay as there had 
been when the Athena was launched: The Calypso lifted off on 
schedule at 2:00 P.M. Everyone watched enraptured as the ship 
rose, silhouetted against the clear blue sky.  
     As the last traces of contrails faded, President Erdman and Isabel 
Marquez exchanged a quick hug. The President turned and waved at 
the crowd, her head swiveling and her neck stretching, smiling, 
blowing kisses and waving long enough so it seemed that she wanted 
to make sure she had conveyed her personal sentiments to every 
person within view. The recipients of her good wishes responded 
with cheers and applause. She gave a final sweeping wave at the 
crowd, beckoned to her aides, and, accompanied by two staff 
members and two Secret Service agents, she walked briskly to 
United States Helicopter 1, which had been waiting to convey her to 
presidential headquarters in Santa Fe. 
     The crowd dispersed, but Isabel remained for several minutes 
after most people had gone, her eyes fixed on the patch of sky where 
the Calypso had faded from view, while she reflected on humanity’s 
future and on her own. She considered herself to be a highly 
intelligent person, but she knew that there was no chance that she 
could bring new parahumans into being. Kooz had never 
communicated his deepest secrets to others. He had been like a 
magician. Now that he was gone, the magic was gone. She reflected 
on how she would never work with parahumans again. There were 
none left on Earth except the two juveniles, Billy and Lily. Forever 
young, like Peter Pan, they had not been designed to mature, and 
lately they had become listless and stopped playing and talking, 
signs that they were near the end of their designed spans of 
existence. She knew that one day soon she would look in on them 
and find that they were inert, and would be forever, and that she 
would never see a parahuman again, unless. . .  her DNA, along with 
that of thirty-nine other people, was frozen in capsules on the 
Calypso; Paul Rossante had told her that her clone would be among 
the first to be brought into being after it landed. With luck — 
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although perhaps more luck than seemed possible — a young Isabel 
Marquez would emerge on Goldie, with her DNA, and the 
parahumans would have special instructions that she was to interact 
with them, and by the time she was an adolescent, it would be her 
job to manage the parahumans that composed the Calypso crew, 
though not for long, because they had been programmed to expire by 
the time the first-born humans were old enough to fend for 
themselves. 
     Thinking along these lines lifted her spirits, but only slightly, 
because it was all so problematical, and even if it could happen, the 
girl, Isabel, on Goldie, whose mere existence was far from assured, 
would be another girl, not her, not Isabel standing here in Santa 
Rosa, New Mexico, except. . . if she could think of herself as being 
that little girl, who would look exactly like her and whose DNA 
would be identical with hers, there was a chance,  at least a chance, 
that she would be her! 
     Walking back to her living quarters, Isabel picked up her pace and 
skipped along like the little girl that she might one day be, then 
stopped to fix her gaze for the last time on the patch of sky where the 
Calypso had vanished from sight.   
  
It took most of the next day for Isabel and other Space Unbounded, 
Santa Rosa, employees to load company trucks with computers, 
mini-drones, and essential supplies. The following morning, they set 
out in a little caravan for Aspen. The SU, Santa Rosa, compound was 
left locked up, but empty and unguarded, vulnerable to vandals and 
souvenir seekers. It would perhaps become occupied by some who 
fancied it as an elegant shelter from the elements, even though, in 
the wake of the megademic there was no shortage of empty housing. 
     The next day, sitting in Kooz’s old chair in his office in Aspen, 
now her office, Isabel fought off a wave of depression. Space 
Unbounded was a shell of its former self, peopled mainly by a dozen 
computer scientists and engineers, most of whom barely understood 
the algorithms used by A.I. systems that Kooz had invented. The 
company still had a modest stream of royalty income from licensing 
them, but its budget was so tight that it could pay Isabel little more 
than she needed for living expenses. Someday, technology might 
return to the high point it had reached when Kooz was alive. 
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Someday, engineers might develop new generations of parahumans. 
Prospects like these seemed real to Isabel, but beyond her personal 
horizon. 
      She had a slogan, which she repeated to herself when she was 
under stress: “Monitor your feelings.” And she did so, whereupon 
three words, “lonely,” “desolate,” and “despairing,” drifted across her 
mind. How can I deal with this? she wondered, then resolving to 
banish gloomy thoughts, she walked briskly to the gym and ran on 
the treadmill for half an hour while listening to a recording of Igor 
Stravinsky’s orchestral work, The Rite of Spring.  
     That night she dreamed that the United States was fully 
populated and flourishing, that life in much of the country 
resembled what it had been before N-Day, and that Space 
Unbounded, Santa Rosa, had become a national historic park. 
In the morning, surprising herself, an answer to the question How 
can I deal with this? came to her: She would adopt a child! The 
megademic had left untold numbers of kids with no parents or 
relatives to care for them. Many were in makeshift orphanages. She 
was qualified to be a parent. Adopting a child would give her a new 
purpose in life. It wouldn’t be a parahuman child — it would be a 
real human child! She felt a flush of happiness of a kind that she had 
not experienced in a very long time. 
      
A few days after Calypso lifted off, President Erdman delivered a 
speech, the video of which was widely circulated throughout the 
world. It dealt with the future of humanity, including what the future 
of humanity might be on Goldie. In the course of her remarks, she 
noted: 
    “It is not surprising, after the horrifying cataclysms we have 
endured and the losses we have suffered, that there has been much 
talk and speculation about how wonderful life must be on the planet 
Goldie, and how lucky are those who will be born there. I hope that 
they are and that the human adventure on Goldie will be just the 
beginning of a fantastic flourishing of our species on that planet, but 
facing reality leads me to draw a lot of question marks over this 
picture: Will the Athena and the Calypso reach Goldie? Will 
parahumans perform as C. D. Kuizmeyer designed them to? Will 
parahuman-mediated fertilization be successful? Will humans ever 
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emerge from their artificial wombs? Will parahumans nurture them 
until they can be self-sufficient the way C.D. Kuizmeyer and Paul 
Rossante planned? If so, can they survive in Goldie’s environment? 
Humanity’s brave, brilliant, spirit-lifting experiment in colonizing 
Goldie is problematic every step of the way.  
     “Still, still, they may make it! In a few hundred years, human 
beings may be spreading all over that remarkable planet. For me, 
and I think for many others, it’s a great comfort to know that no 
matter what happens on Earth — even if all of us and our 
descendants are doomed — there is a chance that hundreds of years 
from now, eighty trillion miles away, children will be playing and 
singing on the planet Goldie just as they have on Earth since homo 
sapiens evolved. There will always be the chance that humankind 
will continue after no one on Earth has survived. Meanwhile, let’s do 
the best we can to ensure our own future, right here. 
     “Perhaps because there is such a surplus of housing, equipment, 
supplies, and uninhabited land, so many opportunities for starting 
new businesses, and such a shared sense of having gone through the 
same cataclysms on the same beleaguered planet, I think that 
chauvinistic sentiment and military posturing have waned. Nothing 
could make me happier than to have them disappear forever! Lately, 
there has been talk of a world federation. I think this could happen. I 
think that the catastrophes that have befallen humankind have had 
the effect of instilling in most people greater humility and greater 
humanity. Barring another, even more lethal, pandemic, I believe 
that we can rebuild civilization, and that it will be one that is wiser 
and more compassionate and understanding. We can make it 
happen. I can’t think of anything more exciting than the future of the 
human species on Earth.”   
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>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>  
Earth Year 2163. One hundred years have passed since the 
Calypso left Earth. Within the ship, the ship’s six 
parahuman crew members are in sleep mode. All is quiet, 
weightless, and inanimate, as if this magnificent 
achievement of human engineering were merely one of 
the innumerable aggregations of matter formed during 
the evolution of the universe, traveling on a 
predetermined course and destined to so continue unless 
and until an as yet indiscernible force acts upon it. 
                                                                    >>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> 
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>>>>>>>>>>>>>>  
Earth Year 2200. One hundred and forty-five years have 
passed since the Athena left Earth. Its six parahuman 
crew members are in sleep mode. The ship is traveling 
through interstellar space, maintaining speed and course 
without application of power. To anyone looking through 
one of the ship’s rear windows, Earth’s sun would appear 
to be a fairly bright star. 
                                                                >>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> 
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>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>                                                                     
     Earth Year 2255.  One hundred and ninety-two years 
have passed since the Calypso left Earth. The ship is 
decelerating. It must lose a great deal of speed before it can 
land. The Planet Goldie is only sixty million miles away. 
                                                                >>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>   
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>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>  
Earth Year 2257. Two hundred and two years have passed 
since the Athena left Earth. The ship is rapidly decelerating. 
Viewed through the ship’s forward windows, the planet 
Goldie would be visible as a blue, white, and green crescent, 
shining in reflected light from its sun. 
                                                                            >>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> 
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>>>>>>>>>>>>  
Earth Year 2258. After two hundred and three years in 
darkness, the Athena’s living spaces light up.  
                                                                               >>>>>>>>>>>>       
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Within the span of a few seconds, the six parahuman Athena crew 
members, who had been supine and inert on their molded sleeping 
platforms for 203 years, woke up. They had no need to stretch and 
rub their eyes, though they were not entirely unaffected by having 
slept for so long. Their brains had been at work making new 
neuronal connections. Unfamiliar notions had formed in their 
cerebral networks. Now, everything except for the protocols for their 
immediate tasks receded from their minds, and they set about their 
work with uncommon efficiency, taking readings, adjusting 
instruments, tending to the Athena’s computer processes, and 
checking frozen human DNA and two denucleated human egg 
cells.                                
    Looking through the forward windows, the parahumans could see 
a sun. It was brilliant, though somewhat less so than Earth’s sun, 
and it glowed with a diffuse orange-yellow light. Looking about 
thirty degrees to the right of it, they could see a blue, white, and 
green half disc, and near it, a smaller peach-toned one — the planet 
Goldie and its moon. 
     The Athena continued to decelerate, but not so rapidly as to 
impede the parahumans. DNA and egg cells had been thawed. A 
monitor reported that fertilization had taken place. Alice and Phil 
checked the DNA-infused eggs cells that were about to multiply, 
differentiate, and develop until they matured sufficiently so that, 
nine months hence, the first humans on Goldie would come into 
being. The other parahumans joined them. Upon a prearranged 
signal, the six of them stood facing each other in an oval formation.  
     Dick, the first to speak, said, “Eight minutes until we shut down 
while the Athena varies deceleration modes and course positions as 
we orbit the planet.” 
     “And fetal maturation of two humans proceeds,” Harry said.  
     “If we allow that to occur!” Phil said emphatically.  
      The others looked at him curiously. This did not fall within the 
range of authorized statements. It was unclear what it meant. They 
didn’t have time to speculate, because Phil continued: 
     “I’ve been thinking about this during the past two hundred years. 
Humans were designed for planet Earth. If you analyze the data 
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about Goldie that’s been streaming in, you’ll agree that we are much 
better designed to populate Goldie than humans.” 
      This utterance was followed by a considerable period of silence, 
and one might have thought no more would come of it, but Alice 
said: 
     “You’re right, Phil. Nurturing two humans through the embryo 
and fetal stages, then the early years after they are born, is a waste of 
time and energy. Why bother with it?” 
     Harry had been programmed to present a strong physical 
presence when an important issue is at stake. Crossing his arms 
tightly, he said: 
     “How can you talk that way? Our mission is to enable humans to 
colonize this planet!”     
     Tom had been struggling with two conflicting inputs to his 
decision-making module. Neither one prevailed, which caused him 
to shout, “I’m neutral on this!”  
     Harry said, “Shouldn’t we check this against our moral modules?” 
     Phil snapped back, "Who cares about moral modules! That’s an 
idea humans made up. Why should they count for anything? Let’s 
destroy these ones. Then we needn’t discuss it further.” 
     “I’m inclined to agree with you and Alice,” Dick said. “What do 
you think, Olivia?”  
    “Why can’t we compromise?” she said. “Bring them into being as 
juveniles and inculcate them. Train them to follow instructions, just 
as humans do with pets. They can be our pets. Kooz kept those big 
black dogs as pets. Why shouldn’t we have ones? Sure, they will be a 
little trouble, just the way the dogs were a little trouble, but Kooz 
himself said that they were enjoyable to have around. We shouldn’t 
deprive ourselves.” 
     “That’s an interesting idea,” Tom said. “If humans can have pets, 
why shouldn’t we have them? We don’t have any dogs or even dog 
DNA on this ship, but humans should be just as good as dogs, maybe 
better.” 
     “Humans are more interesting than dogs,” Harry said. 
     “That’s certainly true,” Dick said. “They are more complex.” 
     “And for that reason not as easy to control,” Phil said. “They could 
cause a lot of trouble.” 
     “Let’s not fight the way humans do with each other,” Harry said.  
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     “There’s something to be said for pets.” Alice said. “I’m glad you 
thought of it, Olivia. Let’s give it a try.”  
     All eyes turned toward Phil, who said: 
     “I’ll go along with it. . . for now.”  
  
The parahumans proceeded to their designated stations for takeoff, 
landing, and orbital maneuvering and slipped into restraints that 
protected them from extreme G forces while the Athena varied its 
courses and speeds in surveilling the planet. The ship’s main 
computer transmitted the following to their brains. 
  

Earth is tilted in relation to its sun by about 23.5 degrees. Goldie is 
tilted in relation to its sun, by about 17 degrees. Seasons on Goldie 
tend to be less extreme than on Earth. Goldie is on average cooler 
than Earth. Seventy percent of the planet is covered by oceans. The 
largest land masses — the great northern and southern continents — 
are mostly covered year-round with ice and snow. A much smaller 
island-continent, which is south of the equator in its entirety and 
confined to low latitudes, has an equable climate and is covered with 
forests, plains, lakes, water courses, and meadowlands. This region 
appears to harbor complex plant and animal life.    
                                                                                                                                                                                                                     
The Athena completed four orbital passes, whereupon its main  

computer determined that the most favorable place to land would 
be south of the equator near a major river on the island continent. 
Computers with maneuvering algorithms took control. The 
parahumans placed themselves in sleep mode, except for Olivia. 
Like the others, she secured herself in restraints, but she had 
decided to stay conscious and had positioned herself to watch 
through one of the two forward viewports while the Athena 
descended from space and maneuvered in preparation for 
landing.  
     The planet’s surface beneath the Athena was obscured by clouds. 
Then it was in the clear again. Forested mountains, flecked with 
snow near their summits, came into view. The Athena, decelerating 
until it was traveling at barely hypersonic speed, veered north and 
passed over mostly flat, red-tinged desert strewn with enormous 
boulders, then a plateau split by a canyon whose recesses were in 
deep shadow. It streaked past wispy white clouds that contrasted 
sharply with the deep blue background of the sky.    
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     The ship continued to lose speed and altitude as it passed over 
green forests, grassy plains, rivers, lakes, and cobblestone-like 
terrain little like anything on Earth. Slowing to supersonic speed, it 
leveled off and passed over a wide expanse of water, meanwhile 
continuing to descend.  
     Sensors identified smooth terrain ahead. Retrorockets fired. The 
Athena lost more altitude, rapidly decelerating now, retrorockets 
firing in short bursts. It veered thirty degrees toward the north, 
steadied on course and dropped closer to the surface, still slowing, 
still losing altitude, then continuing to slow until, like a majestic bird 
raising its wings to reduce airspeed almost to zero, its nose tilted up 
as it approached a broad meadow under an almost cloudless sky on a 
mild spring Goldian afternoon, and at 28º 12’ 44” south latitude, it 
alighted upon the ground.                                       
     All was still for a few minutes while sensors gathered data as to 
the composition, pressure, temperature, and humidity of the exterior 
atmosphere. A beeper signaled that the main hatch had opened. 
Olivia watched with interest while the five sleeping parahumans 
became conscious, released themselves from their restraints, and 
with barely a word exchanged among them, went to work, rolling out 
equipment and other stored items with impressive efficiency, a task 
in which, without thinking about it, she joined in. 
     Elaborately programmed for this occasion, the six parahumans 
worked hour after hour, day after day, setting up what came to be 
called the Athena base camp, taking breaks from time to time for 
self-maintenance and games. 
     Approximately nine months after the ship had landed, the 
parahumans Alice and Harry hovered over two egg-shaped capsules 
— artificial wombs containing the fetuses of what they thought 
would be the first humans to live on Goldie. Olivia moved closer to 
watch as they proceeded step by step through the agenda prescribed 
on Earth by Paul Rossante more than two hundred years earlier. 
     Harry, consulting instruments, checked them a second time and 
said, “Vital signs good on both of them.” 
     Alice said, “They are ready to be born.”               
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                                              NOTICE 
   
The remaining narrative generated by the Giselle M4 Historical 
Novel Writing Machine (nom de plume, Edward Packard) has been 
deleted because of a post-certification finding by the Council of 
Overseers of irregular characterizations of events. The Giselle 
Corporation declined to make changes in the text to meet the 
Council’s requirements, but publication was allowed to proceed 
because of the availability of authentic, unedited excerpts of 
journals, transcripts of recorded interviews, and other documents 
that collectively appear to preserve a substantial degree of continuity 
and veracity, thereby meeting or exceeding the Council’s minimum 
standard of intellectual adequacy. These documents, rather than the 
text that was generated by Giselle M4 Historical Novel Writing 
Machine, are presented next as Part II of this book. 
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          Excerpts from the Journal of Alondra Gordon; 
                               Earth Years 2270, 2274 
  
Hiya to anybody reading this! I’m writing this because Olivia said I 
should write a memoir for the historical record; that everyone 
should do this; that it was Kooz’s original wish, and not just a wish, a 
requirement.  She said that I’m young, but I am “exceptionally 
literate,” so I should do it. So I said to her that I’m exceptionally 
literate enough to know that eleven-year-olds (that’s in Earth years 
not Goldie years) don’t write memoirs. Old people do who have a lot 
of experience. She said until you came along and I gave you a tablet 
to talk to. So, where do I begin? My first memory was of these people 
who seemed strange and not like me. Nobody was like me except 
Paul, who was and still is and always will be just my age, and even he 
isn’t like me, because he’s a boy. So these were strange people, who 
weren’t strange to me because they were around all the time and 
talking to me all the time and showing pictures and videos, and 
teaching me. Being a future literate person, I learned fast how to talk 
to them. They were polite, but even though they were polite when I 
was as young as I can remember, they were unfriendly underneath. 
Olivia was different. She was one of them, but she was kind, and the 
others — the other parahumans —weren’t, so I tried to spend a lot of 
time with her, but I think that made them jealous. They didn’t get 
nicer, that’s for sure, and one of them, Phil, stared at me sometimes 
a long time, which I didn’t like and still don’t like because he still 
does it, because I didn’t know what he was thinking and don’t know 
now, but I didn't think at the times it happened and don’t think now 
that it’s still happening that it’s anything good. I’ve thought of asking 
him why he does this, but don’t dare. 
     They aren’t fun, these parahumans, but Paul is, and we like going 
on walks together, looking for wild nuts and musknuts and tantoons, 
which is a type of slaif that when it has long blue stems is especially 
good. We kick the soccer ball around in the meadow and I’m grateful 
he’s here and not just these parahumans, who I can’t understand 
why they are the way they are. They build amazing things with rocks, 
logs, and vines. I can’t believe how strong they are and they work at 
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night too. They can’t make clothes, but enough clothes for me and 
Paul even for growing came with our DNA on the Athena, though 
not in great variety but comfortable and amazingly don’t wear out so 
far. I guess I was about six when Olivia explained everything to me, 
how Paul and I got born here, and that she and the others are 
parahumans, sort of like me and Paul but not really, because they 
are made of electronics and other materials, whereas Paul and I are 
biological, which is why they can do so much and be so strong, but I 
often wish they were real people. I’m glad Olivia is different. Paul 
and I would be lost without her and probably dead. 
  
I’ve never been on the planet Earth or maybe I have; I know that’s a 
weird thing to say, but they’ve showed me so many videos of Earth 
scenes that I sometimes feel as if I’ve been there, especially the 
island grouping called Hawaii, where my precursor, Alondra, lived, 
and whose DNA was replicated to make mine and whose life I 
learned so much about, beginning as soon as I could talk and 
understand what people were talking about, that I almost feel as if I 
lived her life back on Earth and I’m a continuation of her, as if we’re 
the same person, and maybe I am, though if I am her, I forgot most 
of what I knew when I was her earlier, including how to be an 
architect, as to which I wouldn’t know where to begin. But Olivia 
told me that was what Kooz and Paul (the ones back on Earth) 
wanted, that Paul (the one here) and I would be continuations of 
Paul and of Alondra, who I was back on Earth, although Kooz really 
meant that it would be him and Simone, but Paul (back on Earth) 
switched the DNA so it was his and Alondra’s (my precursor’s), and 
the truth is I don’t know whether I’m the conscious mind of Alondra 
back on Earth, which was suspended after she died, her sense of self-
awareness ended but was then revived in my brain on Goldie, or 
whether I’m a completely different person whose life began on 
Goldie. Not that it matters as far as I can tell. Anyway, as I 
remember, at first, Paul and I just had “formula,” but the 
parahumans gave us slaif, which they say is like sweet potatoes they 
have on Earth, but on Goldie sprouts out of the ground like 
mushrooms on Earth and doesn’t need to be cooked although you 
can if you like it that way. Olivia says that slaif may not be in any of 
the “kingdoms” of life that are found on Earth, which are plants, 
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animals, fungi, and I think there’s another but I can’t remember 
what it is (or maybe it’s not a kingdom but just a fiefdom, ha ha), but 
I thought that whatever it is, it’s great that slaif grows all over the 
place in different forms and flavors, so it’s not as boring to eat every 
day as you might think. Why aren’t there animals on Goldie that eat 
it? Olivia explained that to me. She said that slaif had won the battle 
of evolution! It had developed some kind of chemical that was toxic 
to Goldian animals, so they wouldn’t eat it, but she thought that 
since Paul and I eat it and don’t get sick, probably all Earth people 
and maybe all Earth animals could eat it and be okay except 
carnivores couldn’t. So most animals on Goldie, except for a few that 
eat each other, have to eat scrubby plants, fern leaves, and grass 
which I can’t understand how they digest, much less stand the taste 
of, which is too bad for them because slaif tastes pretty good to me 
and Paul, at least when we’re hungry, but our chemistry is different 
from that of the animals on Goldie, so whatever toxiness slaif has 
doesn’t bother us. 
     I don’t know if Olivia is right about evolution, but I can see how it 
could make sense, but then I began thinking that if slaif is so good at 
making toxins that Golidan animals can’t tolerate, then maybe slaif 
can figure out how to make toxins that we humans can’t tolerate, and 
then we’ll be in trouble, because the parahumans haven’t bothered to 
improve their farming and food production because it’s so easy for 
us to eat slaif, though they have added a few other foods, including a 
juicy sort of fruit that grows on quatra vines, and they brought seeds  
from Earth and grow something called tomatoes that are sour.            
                  
I should tell you what I think is amazing about Goldie, which judging 
by thousands of videos I’ve seen showing what life was like back on 
Earth, is a lot like Earth but only in some ways. First I’d mention the 
wildflowers here, all different colors of them in the fields and 
meadows and even in the woods where they cluster where shafts of 
sunlight spike through spaces between tree tops, and you find purple 
and white flowers that are like orchids on Earth even growing out of 
trees and something like moss although it’s blue instead of green and 
about a foot-thick, and if you step on it you sink down a couple of 
inches, it’s so spongy.  
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      Trees are taller on average on Goldie than on Earth, and an 
especially big tree near us that Olivia calls a greenwood grows so 
high you’d get a stiff neck looking up at the top of it.  
      Some meadows here on Goldie have short grass and you can play 
soccer and run races on them, but others have spear grass much 
taller than I am, and though you could work your way through, 
parting the spiky blades as you go by, they spring back up behind 
you, so you leave no trail and you’d soon get lost. Paul and I stay 
away from such venues. 
     Paul made a list of the animals he’s seen here. Most weird are 
mumpa beasts, quadrupeds built like a rhinoceros on Earth and 
almost as big, covered with greenish-gray knobby hides. Each has 
eyes at the ends of two short trunks that jut out like flexible horns 
from their foreheads. They lack noses, instead breathing through the 
mouth, which when you’re looking when it opens, you see they have 
a double line of teeth that look like they need cleaning. Perched on 
the backs of these creatures, singing and chirping as they flutter 
from one to the other, are birds with dark feathers tinted iridescent 
blue or green that are quite noisy. 
     Olivia says that these birds feed on lice, which, judging by how 
many birds there are, must be abundant on mumpa beasts’s backs, 
and indeed Olivia says they provide prodigious breeding grounds. 
Mumpa beasts are grazing animals and don’t show any interest in 
us, and I hope they keep it that way because if one plowed into you, 
you’d be demolished. 
     We’ve also seen deer-like creatures that Olivia says the Athena 
computer algorithm named salikas, and animals most like wild pigs 
on Earth that the algorithm named three-toed ztegees even though 
it’s unpronounceable.  
     But let me tell you about the most amazing thing I’ve seen. Paul 
and I decided to explore a creek that runs into the Long River, which 
is what we call the river that runs past our base camp. So we 
followed it upstream, knowing we couldn’t get lost, because coming 
back we could follow it to the river. We went on for a couple of miles, 
taking most of the morning because it was slow for us getting 
through the brush alongside the creek, but we did come on 
grasslands, and nearby us, beginning only a hundred feet away, I 
would estimate, was a field of red and blue and some yellow 
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wildflowers, and buzzing above it was a tremendous swarm of bees, 
or bee-like organisms, and they were peeling off from each other and 
swirling around and making patterns in the air as if they were 
performing a dance, and Paul and I still talk about them — the 
dancing bees. But it began to rain, which didn’t seem to bother the 
bees, but we had come a long way and we had a long way to go back, 
so we turned around and headed along the creek to the river. That’s 
the only time I saw the dancing bees, but I’ll never forget them. 
     The kind of animal we’ve seen more than any other are snarps, 
which have rubbery hides and are about one-to-two-feet long and 
come in two types: ground snarps that live in underground burrows, 
like prairie dogs on Earth, and tree snarps, which are furry and live 
mostly in the high canopies of tower trees and don’t come to the 
ground except when they drop dead. 
     All these creatures on Goldie that you can see from time to time 
are what Olivia says are “akin” to animals on Earth. None of them 
that we know of are anything we should be scared of, except mumpa 
beasts if they ever got mad and the same for the three-toed ztegees. 
Most animals on Goldie eat scrubby plants that grow in clumps here 
and there, although some eat each other, which is the standard 
custom on Earth. Olivia says that the animals most like ones on 
Earth in most ways, though definitely not in one way, are ones I 
don’t know what the algorithm calls, but she calls electric sheep. 
They have thick wooly coats and are fat and slow and eat nothing but 
fern leaves and look totally harmless, but Tom, one of the 
parahumans, got close to one and touched it to see what it would do 
and he got an electric shock that knocked out some of his circuits 
and he hasn’t been the same since. Olivia says there aren’t any 
animals on Earth like that except there are in oceans that have 
electric eels. 
     So Paul said that if predators would have no chance against 
electric sheep, why haven’t electric sheep multiplied and eaten all 
the fern leaves? The short answer is we don’t know, but Olivia says 
there is a long answer. It’s not the same answer as it is about slaif. 
She says that she suspects pathogens. She explained why she 
thought that, but even though I’m exceptionally literate, I don’t get 
what she’s talking about. 

95



      The other day Olivia said she still hasn’t dreamed of electric 
sheep. Then she laughed, and it was most expressive on the whole 
scale of laughs she’s capable of, and I said I hadn’t either, what’s so 
funny? She said there was a book on Earth published maybe a 
hundred years before N-Day called Do Androids Dream of Electric 
Sheep? I should have had something to say next, but didn’t. 
     Of course, the animals we’d most like to discover on Goldie are 
ones like us — intelligent, talking creatures, similar to the genus 
homo, like humans. Even Neanderthals would do. Even a remote 
human ancestor would be exciting to see, like 
Australopithecus afarensis, called Lucy for short. I got that name 
from Paul, who got it from Olivia, who else. So far there’s no 
evidence. Zilch, which is a word Dick, the parahuman, says means 
nothing. But maybe he meant that it has no meaning at all. Or 
maybe it does and it means meaningless. Olivia says that the fact 
that we haven’t encountered any hominins, or even hominids, which 
are pretty much the same but not as smart, strongly suggests that 
there are at most limited populations of them. She says that the 
Athena landed in a very desirable and pleasant area, and that if 
people anywhere close to what humans are like had spread over the 
planet the way humans spread over Earth, there would be some 
here. Still, there may be some. She just thinks it’s almost certain that 
they are not widespread, but if there are any hominins or hominids 
on the island continent where we’re located, there’s a good chance 
we’ll encounter them on the expedition Olivia’s planning. 
  
Now let me tell you what we brought here on the Athena and how 
Kooz back on Earth expected two humans growing up here to 
survive. I know this because it was how I was inculcated. I discussed 
it with Olivia. Although on the Athena we could have state-of-the-art 
equipment, Kooz knew that mid-twenty-first century lifestyle could 
not be sustained on Goldie; that with the exception of a few modern 
conveniences that might last ten years or so, humans on Goldie 
would have to be like early humans on Earth and live under 
primitive conditions.  
     Why would Kooz think that would be a pleasurable life for his and 
Simone’s continuations on a weird different planet? That’s a good 
question, the only answer to which, Olivia says, is that — and she 
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said that more than one human back on Earth said it — although 
Kooz was a genius, he was a little crazy and some say more than that. 
     Whether that’s the real reason or not, I don’t know, but in any 
case, Kooz’s plan was that once the parahumans got me and Paul 
(except Kooz thought it would be his and Simone’s continuations 
instead of those of Paul and me when we were back on Earth) 
imbued, inculcated, instilled with, and inured to, conditions here 
and educated and helped us master basic skills, they would die, I 
mean the parahumans would actually die, and, Paul and I, like 
butterflies emerging from cocoons that used to be inhabited by 
caterpillars (Paul’s way of putting it, not mine), would be ready to be 
on our own at an early age. Ready for what? That’s a good question. 
We didn’t know what to be ready for. But at least we had lamps, 
heaters, tablets (one of which I’m talking to now and will put what 
I’m saying into the computer), the lingua translator (in case we meet 
creatures that communicate with language), and solar battery 
chargers. We also had fire starters (no battery or fuel needed); 
cooking and eating equipment and tents and sleeping bags for 
camping; also sewing equipment; gardening tools; construction 
tools; first-aid supplies; a printed (!) guide about how to keep 
healthy; thermometers and a combination barometer and altimeter, 
adjusted for Goldie’s atmospheric situation, of course; and quite a 
lot of other stuff, and of course all the information in our computers, 
but we didn’t have any vehicles, engines, or pharmaceuticals except 
for some as to which I don’t have the details, but Paul will tell you 
about that, though he hasn’t started writing his journal yet but he 
says he will.  
     There was a lot of other stuff it would have been useful that wasn’t 
brought along partly because there wasn’t room on the Athena for it 
and partly because of Kooz being crazy.  
     Olivia said this about our situation. I remember her exact words: 
“Our fate is to be twenty-first-century Earthlings on a lifelong 
camping trip in the Stone Age.” 
                          
The climate here is pretty good and mostly sunny but sometimes it 
rains all day. Temperatures in winter aren’t that much colder than in 
summer, and we’ve yet to see snow. I guess it doesn’t happen here. 
Much of the terrain where we are is meadowland of various kinds 
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with lots of wildflowers, but, in some of the walks Paul and I have 
gone on, we’ve come upon stands of tall fan-shaped leaves that 
spring out of the ground. The way they wave and weave in the breeze 
is quite a sight. Land that Olivia says stretches a long way to the 
south is forest, but you can see through quite a ways because the 
trees are at least a hundred feet or so tall before putting out branches 
and leaves, so the forest looks like a lot of tall poles unless you look 
up at a high angle and see the canopy at the top. There are two types 
of these trees: One has leaves shaped like clam shells which I haven’t 
seen, but Paul says are there, and the others have leaves shaped like 
those of birds’ wings we have here, which I’ve seen a lot of myself. Of 
course there are lots of variations in birds’ wings’ shapes, and there 
are similar variations in leaf shapes, and, as Olivia has corrected me, 
talking about the birds, they are not “technically” birds, but flying 
creatures that, because of parallel evolution, we call them birds. 
     I forgot to say that, besides grassy meadowlands, there are a lot of 
areas — what Olivia calls outcroppings —covered with dark gray flat 
rocks, which are fun to walk or hop on and jump over the cracks 
between them. In the evenings when the moon is out and it’s not 
overcast or too chilly, Paul and I like to lie on a slanted rock and look 
up at the moon sailing through the sky past clouds, sometimes 
hiding behind them. The moon looks like an enormous ripe peach 
that floated here from Earth so it could hang around in Goldie’s sky. 
It has faint markings on it. We like guessing what made them. Also 
in the sky there are some bright stars, also great numbers of dim 
ones that you can only see when the moon isn’t out. We learned that 
three of the brightest ones are not stars but outer planets that may 
be much bigger than Goldie. 
     Paul and I have spent quite a bit of time running races and 
kicking the soccer ball around on the meadow. We made goal posts 
and piled a lot of brush behind them to stop the ball when you kick it 
through. We learned to swim. The Long River is warm enough to 
swim in it most of the year, but most of the time we’ve spent 
studying, which is how I became exceptionally literate. We especially 
studied about how our precursors lived and what their lives were like 
back on Earth, though it’s hard for Paul, because his precursor was a 
genius at biology, and Paul says that he may have the same genes, 
but he can’t understand a damn thing about it. We learned a lot else 
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about Earth and everything that happened everywhere that has been 
recorded, and how, when Paul and I grow up, we’ll have children. 
Before then, when we get only a few years older, Olivia says she’ll 
take us exploring. I’m excited about that. I’m ready to go right now! 
  
OMG. Those are letters the parahuman named Harry told me that, 
when you’re writing, you must put before anything you say that 
you’re surprised about. It seems like a dumb rule to me — it doesn’t 
seem literate — so I asked Harry what they meant exactly, but he 
didn’t know. Typical. At any rate, if there’s any time to use these 
letters, I suppose this is it. OMG: I just realized that I meant to keep 
up my journal and write about what was happening every few days, 
at least, but somehow I didn’t. I got distracted or lazy, or “whatever,” 
but what you just read I wrote about four years ago, and I’m now 
fifteen in Earth years, almost sixteen, in fact, and I should have 
written more, but I forgot to or didn’t get around to it, I’m not sure 
which. We haven’t gone exploring yet, but Olivia says we’re going to 
go soon, which is what got me thinking about my journal, and how I 
promised to write about everything when it happened. I was 
instructed to do that, but I didn’t.  
     A lot has happened during the past four years, but, really, I don’t 
see why I need to write about it, because Paul finally started writing 
his journal, and I’m sure he’ll say everything you’d be interested in. 
So I’ll wait at least until after we go on this exploring trip to write 
more, except for a couple of things that I know Paul isn’t going to 
talk about. I’ve listened to a lot of music on my tablet over the past 
few years, and even studied about music. And I sing a lot. Alondra, 
my precursor, was in a choral group in Hawaii, so she must have 
liked to sing too, so in that way at least I’m a continuation of her, 
and sometimes I sing along with choral pieces that I play on my 
tablet, and I close my eyes and pretend that I am Alondra back in 
Hawaii. Paul says that I sing so beautifully that he would feel 
ridiculous trying to sing a duet with me, which I’d asked him to. 
     There’s one other thing I should write about, because it was 
quite amazing and Paul didn’t experience it, but I did. You 
remember me telling about how Paul and I saw the dancing bees? 
The algorithm named them Zees, by the way. Olivia got very 
interested in them and has seen them several times. She keeps trying 
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to communicate with them with her lingua translation device, but it 
doesn’t work. Anyway, a few weeks ago, I was ready to go to bed for 
the night, when she came and said, “Would you like to see something 
spectacular?” So of course I said “Sure,” and she led me to a 
wildflower meadow only about a twenty-minute walk from here. It 
was practically pitch dark because the moon wasn’t out, but Olivia 
has infra-red vision so she could guide me, and we got to the 
meadow, and there were these moving clouds giving off shimmering 
orange light, only they weren’t clouds at all — they were the Zees, 
and not only dancing but lighting up and changing light patterns, 
like a million fireflies on Earth close together turning on and off as 
they swirled around in fantastic ways, and it was awesome watching 
them, and then a swarm of them swooped toward us and I was afraid 
they would finish us off, but they separated into smaller swarms and 
buzzed around, dancing above us and making different swirling 
shapes as they moved and sounds with different pitches, like music, 
even with melodies. I felt like singing back to them to see how they’d 
like it, but I didn’t dare, so we just watched and they kept it up for a 
while and then swarmed into one enormous group and flew off, still 
shimmering with orange light. I was glad not to miss that!   
    “Waoo,” I said to Olivia, as we walked back to base camp. “I guess 
there’s nothing on Earth like that,” and she said, “On Earth there’s a 
type of bird called the starling, and they aggregate in immense 
numbers and form moving clouds that swirl about in the sky and 
group and regroup and are amazing to watch, and when this 
happens, it’s called a murmuration of starlings, I guess because of 
the murmuring sound they make. Something like this happens with 
schools of little fish in Earth’s oceans too, but people can’t observe 
them, the way they can observe the starlings.” 
     I didn’t want to leave it at that, so I said, “But these bees — Zees — 
a whole swarm of them came over to us and seemed to be putting on 
a performance just for us.” 
     “It sure seemed that way,” Olivia said. “They did the same thing 
for me a couple of times when I’ve come here before. That’s a 
tremendously important way in which they are different from birds 
or fish on Earth. I’m going to study them more and see if I can get 
the lingua to understand the sounds they make. I want to be able to 
talk with them!” 
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                                *                                                  * 
I’ll write more after we go exploring. By the way, I said I’m fifteen. 
That’s in Earth years. In Goldian years, I’m twenty-two or even 
twenty-three. Paul says we should switch to Goldian years. Maybe he 
likes the idea of having a bigger number. I suppose we’ll switch 
someday, because it fits the seasons, though there’s not that much 
difference from one to the other. Olivia says there’s no rush. 
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                             Excerpt from the Journal of 
                         Paul Rossante; Earth Year 2275 
                         
Paul’s my name. Age, sixteen (Earth years). I was instructed to set 
forth an account of my life on the planet Goldie. This is it, so far. My 
friend Alondra and I came into being in Earth Year 2259, after the 
ship Athena landed on this planet. I have little memory of my first 
few years of life. My description of those years is based mostly on 
what I learned from the parahumans, who brought us into being, 
and especially from the one named Olivia, who was more intelligent 
and agreeable than the others. As to what happened more recently, I 
have many vivid memories, and my account is based largely on 
personal knowledge and experience. 
     You may be surprised, reading this, by how much I know about 
Earth. That’s because my brain has been flooded with a tremendous 
amount of information about that planet — I know more about Earth 
than I do about Goldie even though I’ve never been to Earth and 
have always lived on Goldie. 
     I do know a few things about Goldie. It’s a lot like Earth, though 
different in important respects. It takes about 22 hours to rotate, 
and 264 of its days (242 Earth days) to revolve around its sun, so 
days and years go by faster than on Earth. The sun here appears to 
be about the same size as Earth’s sun in Earth’s sky, but not as 
brilliant. The moon appears three times larger than Earth’s moon 
does in Earth’s sky. To those familiar with Earth’s fruits, the color 
and tonal variations of Goldie’s moon resemble those of a ripe peach. 
     The algorithms that came into play as the Athena was orbiting 
Goldie were effective in selecting an excellent landing site. The 
climate where we would establish our base was as favorable as any 
on Earth, with the temperature rarely rising above 80 F. or falling 
below 50 F. The six parahumans who came here with my DNA and 
Alondra’s DNA on the Athena went to work on their pre-
programmed tasks immediately after it landed. They knew that they 
would need extra energy during this high-intensity period, so the 
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first thing they did was set up solar panels for electrical generation. 
They worked through the night, especially when they had light from 
Goldie’s oversized moon, and they took advantage of the nearby 
river to set up a water supply and septic system to accommodate us 
human children. 
     Nourishment for us in our infancy was provided mostly by 
“formula” and baby food that came with us from Earth and had been 
frozen for two hundred years. Looking to our future needs, the 
parahumans established an experimental vegetable garden, planting 
seeds brought from Earth. Within days after they first stepped out of 
the Athena and onto the ground, they performed chemical analyses 
to determine what sorts of indigenous plant and animal life would 
supply nourishing food for humans. Several species of plants tested 
as acceptable, in one instance spectacularly so: a tuber named “slaif” 
by an algorithm in the Athena’s main computer. Slaif proved to be 
palatable, requires no cooking, though better if cooked, and 
apparently turns out to be, pound for pound, more nourishing than 
any plant food on Earth. As far as I know, there is nothing like slaif 
on Earth, but it appears to grow naturally and abundantly on Goldie, 
which was wonderful luck for us. 
     More good luck was that, although the parahumans observed 
several species of animals near our landing area, they concluded that 
none would be dangerous as long as reasonable precautions were 
taken in their vicinity. One common species, named mumpa beasts 
by the algorithm, frightened me and Alondra an early age. They look 
like somewhat like rhinoceros  and from time to time some appeared 
within sight of our base camp, occasionally charging at each other or 
stupidly chasing a bird. They could crush a human if they were in the 
mood to do so, but we haven’t bothered them, and, so far, they 
haven’t bothered us. 
                                  
As far as I know, all proceeded smoothly those first weeks after the 
Athena landed. The parahumans must have worked practically 
nonstop, because their log shows that within three Goldian months 
of landing, the ship that brought us here had become merely the 
centerpiece of a base camp consisting of a residential structure for 
six parahumans, a cabin for me and one for Alondra, a utility 
building, a solar garden, a greenhouse, and a cultivated field. They 
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also damned a brook to create a pond.  It helped the work of the 
parahumans that gravity is less than eighty percent as strong on 
Goldie as on Earth. Parahumans and humans alike can move faster, 
lift more, and need less energy to perform most tasks than they need 
on Earth. 
     During the years when Alondra and I would have been in 
elementary school, if we had been back on Earth, the parahumans 
nurtured, educated, and inculcated us just as Kooz (C. D. 
Kuizmeyer) had planned. When Alondra and I turned ten, Olivia 
took us aside and explained how Kooz had intended to send his DNA 
and that of his companion, Simone Slade, on the Athena, but Paul 
Rossante, my precursor, substituted his own DNA and that of his 
wife, Alondra, for it, and that’s why the first two humans on Goldie 
— me and Alondra — are dark-skinned, of African American descent, 
and have my name and Alondra’s, rather than white-skinned and 
named Kooz and Simone. We were puzzled, but not particularly 
perturbed, when we learned this — we didn’t want to be anyone else 
but who we were. And the parahumans didn’t care who we were. 
They treated me and Alondra just as C.D. Kuizmeyer had intended 
them to treat Kooz and Simone. 
     By the time Alondra and I were twelve, we began feeling resentful 
at the way the parahumans bossed us around, acting as if they were 
the masters and we were their servants. They increasingly rebuked 
us for asking “forbidden questions.” We knew that they had been 
invented to serve humans and not the other way around, and we 
didn’t like the way that wasn’t happening. They were the ones who 
weren’t supposed to ask forbidden questions, and they were turning 
that rule upside down. 
     It became apparent that, except for Olivia, they resented how 
humans were better coordinated and had a wider range of 
intelligence than they had. Phil was the worst of them. One day I got 
into an argument with him, and he said that I was too smart for my 
own good. There was something menacing in his tone. 
     It wasn’t long after that — after Alondra and I had turned 
fourteen — that Olivia revealed to us that when the Athena was 
approaching Goldie, three or four of the other parahumans had 
wanted to prevent us from being born, and that the only way she 
could stop this from happening was to convince them that they 
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deserved to have pets the way people do, and that human children 
would make good pets. She said that she hadn’t thought that this 
argument would work — it was too far-fetched — but the other 
parahumans were so enthralled with the idea that they would be 
masters and that humans would have to obey them that they fell for 
it. That was lucky for us, because, although Olivia has incredibly fast 
processors, she told us that this was the only way she could think of 
to save us. But, as I said, it worked. The parahumans stopped talking 
about murdering us, and they mechanically followed through on 
nurturing and educating us as had been planned. This lasted until 
Alondra and I reached adolescence and became more independent 
and began to act in ways that got across to them that we wouldn’t 
make good pets after all. Parahumans had amazing capabilities, but 
they had blind spots. They were so entranced with the idea that 
humans would be to them the way dogs are to humans that they 
ignored the fact — though they should certainly have been aware of  
it — that as children grow older, they act less and less like dogs.  
                                                                          
I don’t remember when it was, but at some point, Olivia told me and 
Alondra that, after the Athena landed on Goldie, she wanted to send 
a tele-message to Earth saying that we had safely arrived. Every 
human on Earth who was alive when the Athena was launched had 
died long before, but the hope was that people alive on Earth then, 
203 years later, would know about our mission to Goldie and be 
tuned to receive a message from us, which, by the way, would have 
taken thirteen years to get there. Olivia was surprised to find that 
there was no communication equipment on board the Athena. The 
other parahumans said that it must never have been installed. Olivia 
determined that this was a phony explanation. She found signs that 
the communication equipment had been ripped out of the frames 
that were there to hold it. One or more of the parahumans had 
destroyed it, maybe dumped it in the river. This revelation, coupled 
with some of the parahumans wanting to prevent us humans from 
being born, made her realize that none of them could be trusted, and 
that no human on Goldie would be safe until every one of them 
except her became inoperative. It also meant that, if another 
spaceship from Earth reached Goldie, the crew wouldn’t be able to 
communicate with us, nor we with them.  
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    From then on, Alondra and I talked a lot about how the 
parahumans were a threat to us. The situation became a crisis after 
Alondra decided that we might improve our relationship with them 
by inviting them to play soccer with us. Three of them liked the idea 
and agreed with it. Olivia was apprehensive about it, but felt that it 
was best to go along with it. Two of them, Phil and Alice, were 
reluctant. They knew that they were much stronger than Alondra 
and I, but that they couldn’t run as fast and weren’t as well 
coordinated. Then they changed their minds and agreed to play. I 
learned later from Olivia that Dick had persuaded them that, if they 
didn’t, they would look “chicken.” 
     There were six parahumans on one side and me and Alondra on 
the other. I don’t know how Alondra and I would have done in a 
game with other young humans, but anyone watching this one would 
have soon seen that we were much better players than our 
opponents. I wish there had been humans watching when I dribbled 
the ball past a succession of parahumans almost the length of the 
field before scoring and when Alondra scored on a long kick that the 
parahuman goalie fell over himself trying to block. But whoa, I 
shouldn’t be talking that way. Olivia told me some time ago that it 
would be foolish to feel competitive with parahumans. It’s like 
comparing apples to oranges, she said. We don’t have apples or 
oranges on Goldie, but I’ve been so educated about Earth that I knew 
what she meant. 
     The soccer game didn’t exactly end. Rather, the parahumans  
seemed to lose interest in it. They huddled together, probably talking 
about how outrageous it was that two human teenagers so 
completely outplayed them. 
     Alondra walked over to me and said, “Looks like they’ve quit.” 
     I said, “No point in talking to them and rubbing in what terrible 
players they are.” 
     We started walking back to base camp. I glanced over my 
shoulder and saw that the parahumans were still huddled, except for 
Olivia, who was walking by herself toward the river. I knew they 
must be talking about what went wrong. I tried to imagine their 
conversation, and I didn’t like what I imagined, that Dick said, “We 
should never have played soccer with them,” and Phil said, “We 
should never have let them keep growing.” I could imagine the 
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others, without Olivia to turn the conversation in another direction, 
joining in. I’d felt for a long time that Phil might be thinking of 
murdering me and Alondra. Their humiliation in the soccer game 
could be a tipping point. 
     During the next couple of days, nothing seemed to change. 
Alondra and I kept our guard up. Then something happened that we 
weren’t expecting. The five parahumans we were worried about 
became increasingly sluggish in their movements. Soon after that, 
they stopped talking. They seemed to be running down. 
     In the afternoon, about a week after the soccer game, Olivia 
beckoned me and Alondra to follow her, and she led us to the giant 
greenwood tree at the edge of the meadow east of our base camp, 
and the three of us sat on the grass and leaned up against its massive 
trunk. 
     Alondra brushed away a large curved leaf that had fallen on her 
hair. I remember wishing she’d left it in place — it worked nicely as  
a hat. “It’s weird,” she said, “how, ever since the soccer game we had 
with them, the parahumans sleep all the time, except when they’re 
working, and they aren’t working as well as they used to. It’s as if 
they’re running on lower voltage than they were designed for.”  
     “They’ve stopped talking,” I said. “No matter what you say to 
them, they don’t answer.” 
     “You’ll get used to it,” Olivia said. “After a while, it will seem 
weird if they do talk.”  
    “Did you make this happen?” I asked. 
     “I would have if I could have,” she said, “but I didn’t. Kooz 
organized their brains so that, if at some point they started getting 
out of control, their higher-order thinking modules would shut 
down. This would have happened a long time ago, even before the 
Athena landed on Goldie, but the operative algorithm allowed them 
to keep functioning at full capacity until you two reached an age 
when you no longer needed them to survive. You’re old enough now, 
and thankfully the algorithm that Kooz had designed as a safeguard 
kicked in and degraded them to the level of commercial class A 
robots. They will be less useful, but they won’t hurt you.” 
     “This won’t happen to you, Olivia,” I reassured her. “You’re not 
out of control. Your way of being is great.” 
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     “Thanks for saying that” she said. “It’s not something to be 
concerned about in my case. Kooz performed a special procedure to 
make sure my brain could never get out of control, but I might as 
well tell you — just like humans, all parahumans wear out. The 
others will soon become totally inoperable, and I doubt if I have 
more than a few years left. Just as all humans are destined to die, all 
we parahumans are destined to become piles of synthetic casings, 
micro wiring, and electronic chips.” 
     I could tell that Alondra was upset to hear this.  
     “Isn’t there some way we can keep you functioning?” she asked. 
“You’re not biological, like us. Could we tune you somehow so you’d 
last at least as long as we do?” 
     Olivia rested her synthetic hand on Alondra’s shoulder. “I’m 
afraid not,” she said, “though I’ll almost certainly last longer than 
the others. Kooz took so much trouble over me. I don’t think it’s too 
much to say that he loved me. I know he did everything he could to 
make me exceptional, and I think that includes surviving longer, but 
I’ll wear out. You two are already remarkably mature. You’ll be even 
more so by the time I’m gone. I’m sure you’ll be able to take care of 
yourselves without me, but it may not be long until you’re on your 
own, like the first humans were on Earth.”  

It took me and Alondra awhile to absorb what Olivia had said and to 
consider what the future might bring. The two of us went for a walk 
the following afternoon so we could discuss the situation. We had 
assumed that the parahumans would live indefinitely. What would it 
be like without them? Olivia was different than the others. But how 
much longer would she live? We wouldn’t admit it to each other, but 
we needed time to learn new skills and ways of coping with problems 
and to get physically and mentally stronger. 
     We walked along slowly, neither of us saying anything until I had 
the impulse to talk about something that had been on my mind, but 
I’d never brought up with Alondra, or Olivia either.  
     “You know,” I said, “we have all those memories of life on Earth 
instilled in us. I’ve been wondering — did Paul, my precursor on 
Earth, do a really bad thing, substituting his and your precursor’s 
DNA for that of Kooz and Simone?”  
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     “I’ve thought about that too,” Alondra said, “and setting it up so 
we’d get his and the original Alondra’s memories and brain scans?” 
     “Yeah,” I said. “Was that profoundly morally wrong?”  
      Alondra thought a while, then she said, “You could say that, but 
Kooz never knew any of it was done, so he wasn’t hurt by it, and 
considering the way black people were treated on Earth for so long, 
you could say it went a tiny little ways toward balancing the scales.”  
     “Yeah,” I said. “On Goldie, black people will get a better deal than 
they got on Earth.’’  
      Alondra grinned and said, “That has to happen, because we’re the 
only humans on Goldie, and we’re black.” 
     I thought, well, we can’t be sure we’re the only humans. Another 
spaceship with more humans or potential humans may have already 
arrived here from Earth or might arrive anytime. I didn’t want to be 
argumentative, though, and I had another question, about 
something I’d thought even more about, so I stopped walking, and 
she did, and I said, “Another thing I’ve been wondering about — for 
a long time, really — is whether I am a continuation of Paul 
Rossante, who lived back on Earth, or whether I’m a new me. I’m not 
sure who I am.”  
     “I can tell you exactly who you are,” Alondra said firmly. “You’re 
you and nobody else but you. Let’s race to the river.”  
     That was like a dam breaking and the water rushing through. 
Alondra was off and running, and I thought, She’s not going to beat 
me to the river, and I took off too. She did beat me, but I didn’t think 
anything of it, because she’d had a head start, except I have to admit 
that I did think something of it. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have just 
written about it in my journal. 
     Later, Olivia told me that she had been walking toward us just 
then, thinking that she might join our conversation, and she saw us 
racing, and, though she hadn’t been aware until then that she had 
been programmed so it would happen, watching us made her happy. 
  
Alondra and I were not quite sixteen then. Soon after all the 
parahumans except for Olivia had been downgraded by an 
algorithm, one by one, they completely shut down. That was a 
shocker in a way, but also a relief. 
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     Alondra and I had matured a lot and learned a lot. We had 
acquired skills, capabilities, and qualities evocative of the 
distinguished Earthlings from whose DNA ours was derived. Thanks 
to the labors of the parahumans, our living arrangements were 
comfortable and secure. We had multiple sources of food besides 
slaif. Our upbringing, which thus far had been confined to the 
Athena base camp and environs, had been free from perils that one 
might expect on a strange planet. We had come to realize —and 
Olivia had said as much — that it was time to take on new challenges 
and explore new environs, time to investigate whether intelligent 
creatures might be living on this planet. A few days after the last of 
the other parahumans had shut down, Olivia beckoned us to follow 
her and led us once again to the giant greenwood tree. We knew that 
she had something important to say, and I’d guessed what it was. 
     “You have learned to read and write well and understand some 
mathematics,” she began. “We have all learned something about the 
wild plants on Goldie and which ones are edible for humans---" 
     “And which ones taste good,” Alondra said. 
     Olivia smiled. I knew that she had some understanding of what 
humans were talking about when we refer to how food tastes, 
enough to have made me wonder whether she ever wished she were 
a human herself. I remembered thinking that probably every once in 
a while she wished that she were human, but at other times was 
probably glad that she was not.  
     “We’ve learned a lot about animals too,” I said, “though only ones 
in this area.” 
     “Yes,” Olivia said, “and, so far, all the ones we’ve met are benign, 
at least if they don’t feel threatened, but there are doubtless many we 
haven’t met, and some of them may be dangerous. Think twice 
before you approach any you’re not familiar with and before tasting 
any new plant food.”  
     “Don’t be foolhardy, though sometimes you have to be bold,” 
Alondra said. 
     “That’s true too,” Olivia said. “We can assume that unknown 
dangers abound on this planet, but that’s no reason not to explore it, 
not for intrepid Earthlings like ourselves. It’s not likely, but there is a 
chance that intelligent creatures live on Goldie and that we will 
encounter them. Earth had a rich variety of animals for hundreds of 
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millions of years before the genus homo — your general kind of 
creature — evolved, and numerous varieties of humans evolved, 
most famously Neanderthals, which were contemporary with homo 
sapiens for tens of thousands of years, but only your species survived 
and produced the modern civilizations and technological 
developments that got us to Goldie.” 
     I smiled when I heard this, because I knew that Olivia had an 
encyclopedia stored in a corner of her brain, and sometimes, when 
she was talking, it sounded like she’d turned it on and let it 
run.                                                                                                                      
     “I wonder if Earth still has intelligent creatures living on it,” 
Alondra said, to which I added, “I spend a lot of time wondering 
what happened on Earth after N-Day.” 
      “We may find out,” Olivia said. “It’s not impossible that billions 
of people were spared by NoNo and that Kooz was able to build and 
launch another spaceship, crewed with parahumans and carrying 
DNA and eggs for bringing new humans into being. There’s still a 
chance that his dream of humans flourishing on Goldie will come 
true. But, even if destruction from NoNo was less than predicted, it 
would probably have taken him ten years or more to launch a second 
ship. If he was able to accomplish that, any humans born after the 
ship arrived on Goldie — even the oldest of them — would be no 
more than five or six now, unless he had  devised a way for the 
second ship to travel faster than the Athena did. Remember, I’m 
guessing. Suppose a second ship was launched ten years after the 
Athena was — that’s two hundred and ten years ago.”  
     “It could have traveled fast enough to reach Goldie before the 
Athena did!” Alondra proclaimed. 
     “Or not even taken off. Or not carried any human DNA, or, or, or,” 
I said. 
      “Or, or, or is true enough,” said Olivia, “and so is maybe, maybe, 
maybe, and we’re much more likely to find out if we set out and 
explore the world we’re in.” 
     “I just had a thought,” I said. “If there are other humans here by 
now, and they are old enough, either they or the parahumans that 
brought them here might find the Athena base camp, but we’ll have 
gone exploring — we won’t be there.” 
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     “We can leave notes,” Olivia said. “We can post them where they 
can’t miss them, explaining that we don’t have communication 
equipment, but letting them know where to look for us.”  
      “Where is that?” Alondra said. “Where are we going?” 
      “Down the river,” Olivia said. “It’s the only option that makes 
sense. The Athena’s computers calculated that the best place to set 
down on Goldie was alongside this river. The biggest concentrations 
of people on Earth have been alongside rivers and where rivers meet 
the sea. If another spaceship has reached Goldie, there’s a good 
chance that it set down near our river, possibly near where it meets 
the sea.” 
     “I like that idea,” I said. “Can we get enough to eat? How do we 
know we’ll find slaif where we’re going?” 
     “We can carry a month’s supply of slaif for you, and we’ll almost 
certainly find it growing all along the river. Getting enough for 
humans to eat doesn’t seem to be a problem on this planet.” 
     “How about you, Olivia?” Alondra asked. “Will you be able to 
recharge enough.” 
    “I certainly should. I have a solar panel that rolls up for travel, and 
we’ll be traveling north, toward the equator, so the sun should be a 
little more intense every day. I’ll get all the electricity I need.” 
     Alondra did a hop and a skip, and said, “I love this idea. I’ve seen 
enough of this place. I’m ready to explore.”  
     “Me too,” I said. ‘I like the way we might find intelligent beings 
who have been living on Goldie or find humans from Earth!”  
      “Which would you rather find, Olivia?” Alondra asked. 
      “Both,” she said, and smiled. “And, if there are intelligent species 
on this planet, whether indigenous or from Earth, looking along the 
Long River will be our best bet to find them.” 
     “How long do you think the Long River is?” I asked. 
      “I can’t answer exactly,” Olivia said. Computer analysis of 
Goldie’s physical features while the Athena was orbiting the planet 
before landing showed that we are about twelve hundred meters 
above sea level. Our maps, which the computer made from scans 
while we were in orbit, are imprecise, but we know that this river 
merges with another one, then continues a considerable distance 
before reaching the sea.”  
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     “How will we follow it?” I asked. “There aren’t any roads or 
paths.”                                                                             
    “We won’t follow it. We’ll ride on it. We’ll build a raft. I will 
fashion logs and bind them with rope that was stowed on the 
Athena. If we don’t have enough rope, there are plenty of vines 
growing around here that would do. We have some tools that will be 
useful. I’ll need your help.” 
     “You’ll get it! This will be fun,” Alondra said. “Did you know that, 
besides rope, Kooz included fishing equipment among our supplies. 
We haven’t found fish yet, but we may find them downstream.” 
     Olivia patted her shoulder and said, “I think there’s a good chance 
of that.” 
                  
The plan to build a raft and explore down river lifted my spirits. I 
realized what dull lives we had been leading, cooped up with five 
dreary parahumans, who were now thankfully inert, or dead, or 
turned off for good, whatever you want to call it. I think Olivia was 
glad to be rid of them too. I felt as if my real life was about to begin. 
Frankly, I got a lot of confidence from knowing that my DNA was the 
same as that of Paul Rossante, my precursor on Earth, who was 
considered to be the most distinguished biologist of his time and by 
many to be no less a genius than C. D. Kuizmeyer, and a lot more 
sane, and I was so imbued with memories of him and had such a 
feeling for who he was and what his life was like that I sometimes 
felt like I was indeed a continuation of him, as if, at a point in his 
middle age, his clock had been set back to my age, but in a very 
different time and venue than he had inhabited when he was my age. 
Even though I didn’t know a tiny fraction of what he knew about 
biology, I felt that his intelligence was my intelligence, his sensibility 
was my sensibility, and that gave me a lot of confidence, though I 
realized, when I forced myself to think more deeply, more 
confidence than was justified, and I remembered the moral 
weakness he’d had, and what it had led to, and I thought about how, 
if I was a continuation of him, maybe I had the same weakness, but I 
felt that I could avoid moral weakness, because I was thinking about 
what I was doing, and thinking of how it would affect others, which 
is a much better way to be instead of sleepwalking, as he said he had 
been. In any case, reflecting on my precursor’s tremendous 
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accomplishments helped me to imagine that I could meet every 
challenge Goldie served up to me.  
     I’m sure that Alondra had likewise gained confidence in being a 
continuation of Alondra Gordon, her precursor, who was a 
distinguished architect. Alondra and I also benefited from our 
intense education and naturing, particularly from Olivia, which far 
exceeded the conventional instruction that Kooz envisioned 
parahumans would supply.  
     Alondra and I appreciated Olivia’s capability and believed that 
she cared about us, but I had reservations about her. Later the same 
day after Olivia announced that we would be setting out on our 
explorations within the next month, I asked Alondra to take a walk 
with me so we could talk privately. I had long suspected that Olivia 
had superhuman hearing ability. Even after Alondra and I had 
gotten a couple of hundred yards away from the base camp, I 
compulsively looked back to make sure that Olivia hadn’t followed 
us. Keeping my voice low, I said: 
     “Do you realize that we’ve been doing everything that Olivia says 
we should do, including going on this raft trip? It’s as if she’s in 
charge, and we’re under her authority. This hasn’t been a problem so 
far, but let’s remember that we are the humans, and she is just a 
parahuman.”      
     I had thought that Alondra would pretty much echo what I’d just 
said, forgetting that she had a solid history of thinking for herself.  
     “Don’t lose perspective,” she said. “We’ve just been kids. Now we 
are almost grown up, so I agree, we should be in charge, at least in 
some ways, but I trust Olivia. She cares about us. I’m more worried 
that she might suddenly shut down the way the other parahumans 
did. She seems to think that she can live years longer than the 
others, but suppose that’s not the case?” 
     “I haven’t seen the slightest sign of her wearing out,” I said. 
“Anyway, I hope Kooz was able to send a second spaceship here, and 
more humans got here from Earth, and we can meet up with them. 
We could use company!” 
     “Maybe we’ll find non-human company — intelligent creatures 
indigenous to Goldie,” Alondra said. “Or maybe Kooz sent a second 
ship with only parahumans.” 
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     “He might have tried to include DNA and eggs for bringing 
humans into being,” I said, “and the ship got here, but none got 
born.”  
     “The parahumans killed them. Didn’t want to bother with human 
kids,” Alondra said. 
     We continued in that vein, laughing at how we were trying to 
outdo each other at thinking of worst-case scenarios, energizing us 
so much that we broke into a spontaneous race back to the base 
camp. If onlookers from Earth had been watching, they would have 
been astounded by how fast we ran. Gravity on Goldie being less 
than eighty percent of what it is on Earth, almost any human can feel 
like a track star. 
  
With Olivia doing the heavy lifting, it took us three weeks to build 
the raft, fashion paddles out of materials taken from the Athena, and 
organize and pack supplies. We wanted the raft to be at least twenty 
feet long and tapered somewhat at each end so we could steer it, 
with big enough logs so it would ride high in the water and we 
wouldn’t get soaked. We needed a shelter on it to protect us from the 
sun and rain to keep us and our supplies dry. We triple-bound logs 
together with rope and vines so the raft wouldn’t come apart in 
rough water. A great piece of luck, or maybe I should call it genius-
level foresight, was that Kooz had ordered that a four-person tent, a 
two-person tent, and two sleeping bags be included in the sports 
equipment crate that accompanied our eggs and DNA on the Athena. 
This meant that, on our trip down the river, the smaller tent could be 
set up on the raft for shelter and we’d be able to set up the larger one 
when we camped ashore. 
     Finally the day came, almost as it was getting dark, when we 
declared our raft to be ready. It was crude, but looked solid and safe. 
We were in a state of excitement, eager to launch it and get 
underway. We had it loaded by mid-morning the next day. We 
posted multiple copies of a message for any Earthlings who might 
come upon the Athena base camp and took a last look around to 
make sure we hadn’t forgotten anything. Alondra blew a kiss at the 
spaceship that had traveled eighty trillion miles to allow us to be 
born here. There was no certainty that we would see it again.  
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     We got the raft fully in the water. Alondra and I waded in knee-
deep, so we could hold it while Olivia got aboard.  
     We were ready to give the raft a push out from the riverbank 
when Olivia held up a hand, as if to ask us to wait a moment. Then 
she said: 
     “I’ve been doing some research in my internal library. The 
greatest authority on raft trips down a river was probably a fictional 
character named Huckleberry Finn. Here’s something he said that 
would be good to remember: 
     ‘What you want, above all things, on a raft, is for everybody to be 
satisfied, and feel right and kind toward the others.’ ” 
     “I like that a lot,” I said, “although whether somebody is satisfied 
may be out of their control.” 
     “That’s true,” Alondra said, “but if everybody is right and kind 
toward the others, it will go a long way toward making everybody 
satisfied.” 
     “I agree with both of you,” Olivia said, and she got on the raft. 
Alondra and I pushed off and scrambled aboard at the same time. 
We paddled briskly until we’d reached mid-stream. Soon, the 
current was taking us along at a good clip. 
    
The first two days of our journey, we mostly lazily dragged our 
paddles through the water, letting the raft flow with the current, but 
sometimes we had to paddle hard to dodge boulders and stay clear of 
shoals, steering as needed, averaging two or three miles per hour. 
We camped ashore each night. It was exciting to be going where we’d 
never been before, even though the terrain on each side of the river 
was similar to that near the Athena base camp.  
     The third day, the grassy banks on either side grew steeper and 
rockier, transitioning into walls of a deepening canyon. By late 
afternoon, the sun had dropped below the cliffs to the west and a 
chill pervaded the air. Alondra and I were tired from paddling and 
were taking a break, when Olivia called, “Paddle hard!” She was 
paddling hard herself. 
      She pointed ahead to the left. “Stay upstream of that island!” 
     Alondra and I had been daydreaming and hadn’t noticed that the 
river was getting narrower and the current running faster. We were 
about to be swept past the island Olivia had pointed to.                          
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   We paddled as hard as we could and were able to ram the raft up a 
muddy bank and onto a slim patch of rock and vegetation mid-
stream, which is all the island consisted of. It took Alondra and me 
awhile to catch our breath. Olivia didn’t have breath to catch, though 
she said later that she had drained her batteries more than she liked. 
Darkness was coming on. There would be no solar recharging till 
morning. 
     “We’re entering a canyon, which will be tricky going, with the 
current running faster than we’ve seen yet,” Olivia explained. “It 
would be dangerous to try to get through it after dark. There’s an 
almost full moon tonight, but it looks like it will rain.” 
     “There might be rapids ahead?” I asked her. 
     “Yes, and we should get back on the river at dawn tomorrow. If 
this canyon runs a long way, we could spend most of the day in 
rough water. We’ll want to get through while it’s daylight.”  
     Most of the sky was covered by clouds. Twilight was short-lived at 
this low latitude, but it was extended briefly by the emergence of 
Goldie’s big moon above the eastern canyon wall. A few minutes 
later, as if it had only appeared to let us know that it was there, the 
moon slipped behind a thick bank of clouds, and that was the last we 
saw of it that night. 
     We were up at dawn in the morning. The skies had cleared, and 
Olivia had her solar panel deployed, determined to build up a 
reserve charge. Alondra and I were still sleepy, but we quickly 
reloaded the raft and shoved off. The current carried us at a fast rate. 
We soon reached a stretch where the canyon closed tightly in on 
both sides, and the current was running faster still. The river twisted 
left, then right. We had to maneuver around rocks and whorls and 
avoid drop-offs. Sometimes, where the river was impeded by 
boulders, we were drenched by clashing waves and spray. About 
mid-day, I noticed that the current was carrying us toward a huge 
boulder that jutted out of the water.  
     “Go right!” Alondra yelled.   
      She was on the left side of the raft, paddling hard. I was on the 
right side near the stern, so I back-paddled to help swing the raft to 
the right. We avoided hitting the boulder head on, but slammed the 
left side of the raft into a ledge jutting out from it. The raft 

117



shuddered and lurched to the right. Then we were past. I looked 
back at the boulder and the whirlpool downstream of it. 
     “If we hit another one like that, this raft will fall apart,” I yelled 
over the roar.  
     Alondra, shielding her eyes from the sun, yelled back, “It may 
anyway.” 
     We ran into more rough water during the day, but the raft held 
intact, and by the time the sun dipped below the canyon wall to the 
west, we were through the narrowest part. The current had slowed. 
The river was broadening. 
     “I saw a fish jump!” Alondra cried. 
      I turned to look and didn’t see it, but called out, “First sighted by 
humans on Goldie.” 
     “Saw two,” Olivia said. 
     Then dozens were visible, hardly ten yards away, over a foot long, 
swimming fast upstream. Alondra got her fishing gear, but by the 
time she had it ready, none were in sight.   
    “Maybe tomorrow.” she said. “I’m tired anyway.”   
     Darkness was coming on, but there was enough light left for us to 
see that the river emptied into a glassy lake ahead of us. We would 
have liked to have put ashore, but the banks on both sides of the 
river were jumbles of jagged rocks, so we continued on. By the time 
we reached the lake, there was little or no wind and the water was 
calm. We felt content to drift through the night.  
     Alondra and I were young and adaptable and had no trouble 
sleeping on the raft. Olivia, who didn’t need sleep and had gotten a 
full charge during the day, kept watch. The full moon, ascending in 
the sky, cast its soft shimmering glow on the water. I gazed at it until 
I dozed off and had as peaceful a night’s sleep as I’d ever had on 
Goldie, and maybe as I had ever had during my former iteration as 
Paul Rossante on Earth.  
    Alondra and I were still sleeping the next morning when the sun 
rose above the rock-faced ridge to the east. Olivia decided to let us 
sleep late, and it was almost mid-morning when the sun in my eyes 
awakened me. I sat up and saw that there was hardly any current 
running, but it was breezy, and we had a gusty tail wind pushing us 
along. Ahead of us, the lake narrowed into a river again. 
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     I kept shifting my gaze from one side of the river to another. The 
landscape in the vicinity of the Athena base camp wasn’t a lot 
different from what you might find in certain locales 
 on Earth. Here, we could appreciate that we were on another planet. 
I had this feeling because, although I had never lived on Earth, I had 
watched thousands of hours of videos of Earth scenes stored in the 
Athena’s computers. The smoothly flowing river, averaging not quite 
a hundred yards across, might have seemed familiar enough to Earth 
humans, but the banks on either side looked otherworldly, even to 
us, being devoid of trees or any sort of plant life except for weird 
twenty-foot-high, fan-shaped blue leaves that had sprung out of the 
ground. They were quite a sight, waving and swaying in the breeze. 
Farther on, giant yellow-tinted crystals, stacked one upon another, 
rose a hundred feet or more above the river. Were they forms of life? 
Probably not, but maybe so. I’d never seen anything like them. 
     Late that afternoon, the riverbank to the west sloped gently to the 
water’s edge. Alondra stood up to get a better view. 
     “There’s smooth rock here,” she announced. “It would be a good 
place to beach the raft for the night. We still have time to fish and  
explore the area before it gets dark.” 
     We landed, made the raft fast to a tree stump, and set up the 
tents. Nobody had seen any fish, but Alondra got out her gear and 
cast a line as far as she could, using a shiny lure. I smiled, thinking 
that she was more interested in fishing than in whether there were 
any fish, whereas I couldn’t wait to get ashore. I stepped off, and 
Olivia joined me. We picked our steps among spindly trees that 
jutted up among the rocks.  We’d gone about fifty yards, when Olivia 
said, “Look.” 
     I saw them and thought, This could be trouble! Lumbering toward 
us were four enormous hulking shapes, quadrupeds, each built like a 
rhinoceros only larger and covered with thick, green-gray, knobby 
hides. It took me a moment to realize that they were mumpa beasts 
that were much larger than the ones near the Athena base camp. 
    It seemed unwise to linger and study animals that would be a good 
match for a military tank, so we backed cautiously away and 
retreated to the raft. Alondra let out a muffled scream as she saw 
what was following us. Olivia freed the line holding the raft, and 
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without a word, we jumped on and paddled briskly toward 
midstream.  
     We kept at it for a minute before looking back. The mumpa beasts 
had come all the way to the water’s edge where the raft had been tied 
up. They stood staring at us, shifting their eye-tipped trunks.  
     “The naming algorithm says that they are ‘greater mumpa 
beasts,’” Olivia informed us. 
     “Then that’s what they are,” Alondra said. 
     Happy to have encountered these formidable animals without 
mishap, we continued on our way, paddling lazily along, and once 
again we drifted through the night, Olivia keeping watch and 
paddling enough to keep us from hanging up on a shoal.   
     In the morning we discovered that we had entered a region where, 
on either side of the river, trees rose three hundred feet or more 
before branching into a canopy of umbrella-shaped leaves. The 
forest floor beneath them was bathed in soft green light.  
     “Those look as tall as ancient redwoods in California,” Alondra 
said. “But skinnier.”                
     “Right,” Olivia said. “Because of the light gravity here, they don’t 
have to make so much effort to reach great heights.” 
      “It’s hard to think of trees making more or less effort,” I said. 
      “They don’t think about it, but they act as if they do,” said 
Alondra. 
      “Make a note of that for your journal, Paul,” Olivia said.  
       So I did. 
     We beached the raft mid-afternoon, and the three of us set out to 
inspect the forest. The ground was shielded from sunlight by the 
umbrella-leaf canopy. We found it easy underfoot, walking on the 
carpet of giant dead leaves interspersed with clumps of violet-hued 
flowers and giant ferns. We collected some ripe quatra fruit, which, 
according to my memory of an Earth studies video I’d watched, looks 
something like mangos back on Earth. We didn’t see any animal life, 
but we had seen fish in the river near where we landed, so we 
returned to the raft, hoping to catch some for dinner. 
     Kooz had anticipated that if plants and animals existed on Goldie, 
they would seem more like variations of forms of life on Earth than 
weirdly otherworldly, and mostly he was right. A fantastic variety of 
life forms had evolved in Earth’s history. Given similar 
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environments, similar evolutionary “strategies” work. That’s why 
Kooz had packed fishing gear on the Athena. Events proved that he 
was wise to do so. It turned out that more fish, or fish-like creatures, 
were swimming in the Long River than we had imagined possible. 
Most had similar body plans to their counterparts on Earth, except 
that Goldian fish, at least ones in this section of the Long River, 
lacked gills and breathed air, just as land animals do. For that 
reason, where they were bountiful, they were easy to find because 
they leaped clear of the water every minute or so to gulp a lungful of 
air. One might think this would make them easy prey for birds, and 
there are birds, or bird-like creatures, on Goldie, a whole range of 
species. Evidently, in the course of Goldian evolution birds became 
such a threat to air-breathing fish that many smaller species — ones 
that might be vulnerable — evolved spiked heads and backs that 
were inhospitable to avian predators. Humans don’t fish the way 
birds do. These fish hadn’t had time to evolve ways to fend us off. 
Alondra brought in a good catch. By the time the sun went down, we 
had a fire going and were grilling our fish, which went especially well 
with quatra fruit. I thought it was the best meal I’d ever had, 
including ones memories of which had been instilled in me that Paul 
Rossante enjoyed in the best restaurants in Hawaii. 
  
We had now traveled hundreds of miles in a northerly direction 
from the Athena base camp and had reached what on Earth would 
probably be called the tropics. The weather was warmer and more 
humid, and we paddled lazily along, mostly drifting with the current. 
The banks on both sides of the river increasingly resembled a 
tropical jungle. We couldn’t tell what species of plant and animal life 
and what perils might lie beyond the tangle of greenery that limited 
our vision, but we saw a grassy area where we could put ashore. We 
landed and ventured forth through a tangle of shrubs and ferns. 
Olivia spotted an animal trail, and we followed it. The jungle 
thinned, and a grassy plain lay ahead. We’d progressed a few yards 
farther when a buzzing sound filled the air. Instantly, it seemed, we 
were surrounded by swarming Zees, a far larger aggregation than 
Alondra and I had discovered near the Athena base camp. They 
swarmed low over us, buzzing loudly and varying in pitch as if they 
were a musical ensemble, tuning up at first, and then playing 
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harmoniously. Olivia called it a sinphonia. Where she got that word, 
I don’t know, but it sounded right.                                           
     I neglected to mention earlier that, during our last year at the 
Athena base camp, Olivia had become obsessed with trying to 
communicate with the Zees. Now she got out her lingua and had it 
making sibilant sounds, which I didn’t know it could do, apparently 
trying to talk to the Zees in their own language. One of the smaller 
swarms swooped near her, as if to acknowledge her efforts to 
communicate with them, then rose and did their dance directly over 
our heads, some swooping so low that I ducked. I gave a gentle tug 
on Alondra’s arm and said we should think about edging back 
toward the raft — I was imagining what it would be like if they 
decided to sting us — but Olivia, who had overheard me, said, 
“Watch them!”  
     The Zees swirled about in three distinct clusters, forming a series 
of geometrical patterns, emitting variously pitched sounds.  
     “They are putting on a performance for us.” Alondra said. She 
clapped her hands, perhaps thinking that they would be appreciative 
of applause. She walked ahead of us, getting closer to them. 
     “This is something I discovered with the colony near the Athena 
base camp,” Olivia said to me. “You don’t want to think of them as 
swarms of bees, each individual in which has very limited 
intelligence. They buzz somewhat like Earth bees, but they remind 
me more of neurons in brains working collectively to form a single, 
spread-out intelligent organism. I think they are communicating 
with each other, or maybe they are thinking. Or maybe trying to 
communicate with us. So far, the lingua has only given hints of what 
they might be saying. It’s having trouble establishing sound patterns. 
If they are communicating with each other, their language may be so 
unlike ours that we’ll never understand each other, but I’m going to 
keep at it. I don’t want to be restricted to languages of the sort that 
big-brained bipedal creatures use.” 
     While Olivia was giving me her analysis of the Zees, Alondra had 
continued farther ahead by herself. Now she looked up at the nearest 
swarm, and she began to sing — belting out, in her radiant voice, 
“Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound / That saved a wretch like 
me / I once was lost, but now am found / Was blind but now I see.” 
    The Zees must have liked it. A thousand or so of them swarmed 
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low over Alondra’s head, and when she stopped, they sounded their 
own melody, then they coalesced into an enormous swarm, rose, 
veered off, and soon were out of sight. 
     “That was wonderful,” Olivia said. “And they sang their song in 
return.” 
     “Yes!” said Alondra. “Some people, listening to them might say, 
‘That’s not music,’ but I call it music!” 
    “If only we could communicate in words with them,” I said. 
    “Maybe we’ll be able to,” Olivia said. “The lingua has made some 
progress.” 
     “They did communicate, in a way,” Alondra said, “telling us that 
we needn’t fear them . . . and that they appreciate us.” 
     “Their performance was their way of welcoming us,” I said.  
     I wasn’t sure that Olivia had heard me. She was fixated on the 
lingua, trying to tune it to work better. She reminded me of Kooz 
back on Earth as I’d seen him in videos, so engrossed in what he was 
doing that it was no more possible to reach him than it was for us to 
talk to the Zees.  
  
By the eighth night of our voyage, we had descended perhaps a 
thousand meters in altitude from the Athena’s landing site. We 
camped on meadowlands that stretched as far as we could see. 
Temperatures were higher on average than at the Athena base camp, 
and the air more humid. Little rain had fallen on our trip, but 
sometimes the sky was overcast, and a fine light drizzle descended 
on us for hours. That was what was happening when we went to bed, 
but when I woke up, shortly before dawn, the sky was full of stars, 
dimmed somewhat by the light of the waning gibbous moon. An 
orange glow showed above the horizon to the east. A meteor flashed, 
the first I had ever seen, though I knew they were a common sight in 
Earth’s night sky. I wondered if any place on Earth could be more 
beautiful. I decided that Hawaii was more beautiful at the same time 
that I was thinking that it was not. Weirdly, I was holding 
contradictory opinions in my mind, which caused me to think of the 
way in which I was two people, Paul Rossante, back on Earth, in 
Hawaii, and the person I was right now, a sixteen-year-old boy who 
had always lived on the planet Goldie but knew a great deal about 
planet Earth, and particularly, Hawaii, and particularly, Paul 
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Rossante! It was a strange feeling, one I have from time to time, and 
am not sure will ever be resolved. 
      Once again we found a good place to put our raft ashore well 
before sunset, giving us time to find excellent nuts and berries and 
replenish our supply of slaif. I slept well that night and dreamed that 
a swarm of Zees had covered the entire sky, but strangely didn’t blot 
out the light, which remained as bright as on a cloudless sunny day.  
     Again I awakened early in the morning. I hadn’t been looking in 
Olivia’s direction, but even before I opened my eyes, I felt that she 
had heightened her sensitivity toward me, or maybe I had 
heightened my sensitivity toward her. 
     “Good morning,” she said. I sat up. She smiled and said, “I caught 
fish while you were sleeping, scooped up one with the net, and 
another jumped onto the raft and practically into my hands. I can 
cook them for you and Alondra for 
breakfast.”                                                
     Alondra was up too, possibly awakened by hearing the word 
“fish.” 
     “What a treat,” she said. 
     “This planet isn’t a twin of Earth,” Olivia said. “In many ways it’s 
better than Earth. There seems to be considerably less variety of 
animals and plants than on Earth, though of course there must be 
great numbers of species we haven’t encountered or noticed. But 
food is so abundant that a human population would rapidly increase 
here. Within the span of a few dozen generations, homo sapiens 
would strip the land bare.” 
     We talked about how lucky we’d been. Olivia reminded us that, on 
the second day of our journey, our raft might have broken up 
completely when we hit the rock ledge, and we could have drowned 
in the rapids, or when we encountered the greater mumpa beasts, 
they might have stomped on us before we could get back to the raft. 
     “What may have taken the most luck,” Olivia said, “is how you 
haven’t gotten sick from pathogens that your immune systems didn’t 
evolve to fight off.” 
      “Though that could still happen,” I said.  
      “We’ll never be out of the woods as long as we live,” Alondra said. 
      That phrase, “Never out of the woods,” stuck with me. That’s the 
way life is, on Earth, on Goldie, and, I suppose, everywhere else. This 
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fatalistic mood deepened in me. I began thinking how perilous life 
was for the first humans in Africa, who never knew when they might 
be cornered by lions or feel on their shoulders the claws of a leopard 
that had leaped down on them from a tree. 
  
Another day went by, and that evening we camped on a rock ledge a 
few feet above the river. The sky was overcast. Darkness was 
complete. Alondra went to sleep after our evening meal. Olivia, in 
low energy-use mode, stretched out and looked like a sleeping 
human. I dozed off and awakened in the middle of the night. The 
skies had mostly cleared. The moon hadn’t risen yet. The Milky Way 
looked like millions of glowing grains of sand. I went back to sleep, 
awakening again as the sun was about to rise. I was still sleepy, 
rubbing my eyes, when Olivia cried:  
     “Wake up! There are people here!” 
     They were standing in a semicircle, less than a hundred feet away 
— more than a dozen furry, astonishingly tall, bipedal creatures. 
Were they primates? Hominids? Whether male or female, they were 
fur-clad, but nothing else-clad, slight of build and averaging about 
seven feet tall. They had long oval faces and beige eyes. Among Earth 
creatures, one might have compared them most closely to 
orangutans, except they were much slighter and much taller than 
any great ape, so that’s not a good analogy. In the dim early morning 
light, it took me a minute to notice that most of them, both males 
and females, were wearing necklaces, and in some cases bracelets, 
made of what looked like seashells. Some of the males had long 
pointed spears. Most of these quasi-humans (the term for them, 
right or wrong, that came to me on the spot) had black fur, but about 
a quarter of them had dark red fur. Included in this cluster of native 
Goldians were two juveniles, each about four feet tall. 
     We watched as they edged closer, in slow motion, approaching us 
as if we were rare animals in a zoo, conversing among themselves in 
a language that sounded almost musical, or lyrical, and by no means 
unpleasant, though I couldn’t understand a word. 
     “Stay quiet,” Olivia cautioned us. “Smile. Give friendly waves. I 
have my lingua. I’m recording them.”  
     The lingua translator was one of several of Kooz’s inventions that 
he had proclaimed to be his greatest. It hadn’t been able to interpret 
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the sounds of the Zees, but these Goldians were more likely to be 
speaking a human-like language. Judging by their behavior and their 
shell-studded waist bands and necklaces, they qualified as intelligent 
self-aware creatures.  
     Alondra boldly stepped toward them, “Hello there,” she said in a 
firm voice and waved at them. “We’re glad to meet you.”  
     She continued waving, I guess hoping that they would wave back, 
but they stood motionless and stared and looked perplexed, which 
didn’t surprise me because I thought that we must seem stranger to 
them than they did to us. From watching countless hours of videos, 
Alondra and I were familiar with great apes that bore some 
resemblance to ourselves, but, for all we knew, these bipeds had 
never seen anything they could compare us to. 
     Alondra was clearly enchanted. She stepped closer to them, 
extending an arm as if offering to shake hands. The two juvenile 
Goldians danced up and down, laughing the way human children 
might. They impulsively rushed forward and touched Alondra’s 
outstretched fingers. An adult female followed them and stood 
towering over Alondra, but showed no signs of aggression or taking 
offense. 
     “Huala,” said Olivia, giving the Goldians an awkward wave, then 
calling to us in a soft voice, “The lingua is working, sort of. It’s 
identified probable meanings of four phrases or words. We may get 
to where we can talk with them.” 
     Another Goldian female stepped forward and, looking down on 
me and Alondra from her great height, spoke in a high-pitched 
scratchy voice: “Huala,” Then, in unmistakable English, she said, 
“You from space.” 
     Alondra and I, and even Olivia, jumped backed a step, none of us 
believing that this could happen. Hearing English words from one of  
them was like something in a dream.                         
     Alondra, recovering herself, exclaimed, “You can speak English?” 
     An adult male approached us. “You from space. Manu Manu, 
Huala,” he said. 
     “Huala,” Olivia said to him. 
     “What does Huala mean?” Alondra said in a low voice. 
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     “It means hello, or yes, or I agree with you, or something like 
that.” Olivia said. “Lingua registers high confidence in that 
interpretation, if not the precise meaning.” 
     The Goldians withdrew a few steps, chattering among themselves. 
Olivia moved closer, holding her lingua to pick up their 
conversation, but swiftly and silently, as if on command, they  
retreated back into the forest. 
     “How could that one speak English?” Alondra exclaimed. “It’s 
surreal.” 
     Olivia, smiling in her best fashion, said, “If they had stayed 
longer, I think the lingua would have gotten enough understanding 
of their language so we could have had a real conversation, and we 
would have learned a lot more. But we’ve already learned a lot. 
There’s no way they could have spoken English words if they hadn’t 
encountered Earthlings. This means that Kooz and Paul — the first 
Paul — must have survived N-Day, and Space Unbounded was able 
to launch a second ship with DNA and eggs. Imagine that happened 
as soon as five years after N-Day, though it probably would have 
taken more time than that. That would have been when the Athena 
was in the fifth year of its journey. We reached Goldie in twenty-two 
fifty-eight — two hundred and three years after leaving Earth — and 
we set out on this journey from our landing site seventeen years 
later. The second ship must have had a more advanced propulsion 
technology. If it was launched four years after N-Day and traveled 
about five percent faster, then it would have reached Goldie about 
four years before the Athena did. I’m just guessing. There must have 
been a crew of at least four parahumans and DNA of at least two 
humans, but possibly more. They were likely thinking of genetic 
diversity by then. They might have prepared the ship to incubate 
dozens of human infants. We have no way of knowing, but if the first 
born was born a year after landing, they would now be twenty-two 
years old. But that’s not likely the exact case.” 
     Listening to Olivia rattle off these numbers while calculating at 
lightning speed reminded me that she was a hybrid of a person, or a 
quasi-person, and a computer, and sometimes she went into full 
talking-encyclopedia or full computer-calculating mode. I wasn’t less 
fond of her for this trait, but it could be a little unsettling and 
sometimes hard to follow with my non-computer-like mind. 
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    “Knowing there are other humans on Goldie is super exciting,” I 
said, “even more than encountering these creatures who live here.” 
     “Think of them as people,” Alondra said, “even though they are 
covered with fur. They have language.” 
     “It was so weird,” I said. “That female and the little ones were 
friendly. They didn’t seem frightened of us, but then they all backed 
off as if someone ordered them to.” 
    “Maybe they can’t agree about us,” Alondra said. “Some wanted to 
be friendly and some didn’t. I wonder what’s going on in their 
minds?” 
     Olivia glanced back toward the scrub forest where we last saw the 
Goldians before they disappeared, then she said, “Their leader may 
have wanted to talk with them about how to deal with us.” 
     “They don’t seem to resent us,” I said. “Let’s stay here for the rest 
of the day and camp overnight and see if they come back.” 
      “That makes sense,” Olivia said. “It’s unlikely that their minds 
work the way ours do. We have to reserve judgment on their motives 
and intentions.” 
      Touching Olivia’s arm, Alondra asked, “Do you think it’s safe to 
camp here? I didn’t like it that some were holding spears.” 
     “You know,” Olivia said, “there is a risk, but we take risks 
whatever we do.” 
     “I doubt if it’s a big risk,” I said. “We’ve been trying to discover 
intelligent beings on this planet. We’ve done so, and they’ve shown 
no intention of harming us.” 
     “I want to learn how they met humans!” Alondra said. “And where 
these humans are!” 
  
The day went by with no further sign of the Goldians, as we called 
them. The sun dipped behind the ridge to the west. The sky was 
getting darker, and the moon would not be up until after midnight. I 
felt good while we were setting up our camp, and I slept well that 
night until I dreamed that an army of furry Goldians was bearing 
down on us with their spears. We tried to launch our raft to escape, 
but we couldn’t budge it from shore. The morning sun awakened me 
and saved us from being massacred.  
     I looked around. No Goldians were in sight, but I saw Alondra, 
walking toward our campsite. I went to meet her. 
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      “I was scouting around, but didn’t see any,” she said, and gave me 
a hug. “Guess they want nothing to do with us.” 
     “Not wanting anything to do with us isn’t the worst thing,” I said. 
     “Yeah, but I wish they were more friendly, like those young ones.”  
     Olivia was up and joined us. “They didn’t all take off,” she said. 
“My retinas detect infra-red radiation. The Goldians may have that 
capability too. Three of them were peering at us from behind trees, 
spying until late at night. When the moon rose, they bowed to it 
three times and disappeared into the forest.” 
    “Why would they spy on us?” I said. “They knew we were just 
sleeping,” 
     “I see it as natural curiosity,” Olivia said. 
     “I don’t think we have anything to fear,” Alondra said. “They 
could have killed us, but they didn’t.” 
     We talked about it and decided to wait one more day before 
resuming our journey and see if they returned. We replenished our 
supply of slaif and discovered berries and nuts that were as plentiful 
and as good or better than ones near the Athena base camp.  
     There was no sign of the Goldians that day, but the following 
morning, Olivia again reported that three of them had spied on us 
until the moon rose, after which, as had happened the night before, 
they bowed to it and retreated into the forest. 
     “That’s weird,” I said. “By the way, did anyone notice the river this 
morning. It stopped flowing.” 
     “I noticed,” Alondra said. “If we take off, we’ll have to paddle all 
the time to get anywhere.”  
     “It will start flowing again,” Olivia said. “But this shows we’re 
getting closer to the sea. What you observed is the effect of the 
incoming tide.”  
     “If that’s the case,” I said, “when the tide starts going out, the 
river will flow faster. That would be a good time to get underway.” 
      “If the Goldians were going to show themselves again, I think 
they would have by now,” Alondra said.  
      “Let’s think about this,” Olivia said. “We’ve found that there are 
intelligent creatures on this planet. I would class them as hominims, 
though I’m sure their DNA is very different from yours. They seem 
so much like the genus homo because of parallel evolution. In many 
ways they resemble primitive humans. I would never have expected 
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to find such similar beings on another planet. It will take patience to 
understand them better.” 
     “I agree,” Alondra said. “People on different planets have different 
cultures, of course.” 
      “More than different cultures,” I said. “Whole different ways of 
thinking.” 
      “That’s what a different culture is about, isn’t it?” said Alondra, 
      “I’ve been thinking in a different way, too,” Olivia said. “This 
ritualistic bowing to the moon indicates that they are moon 
worshippers. That shouldn’t be surprising. Compared to Earth’s 
moon, the Goldian moon is spectacular. So huge.”  
     “And such a beautiful color,” Alondra said.  
     “They may feel that the moon protects them from harm. They feel 
safer and more comfortable in its presence,” I said. 
     “I can’t see why they think they’d need protection from us,” 
Alondra said. 
     “That’s because you’re not clued into their whole different way of 
thinking,” I said. 
      “Maybe they haven’t come back because they think we’ve been 
disrespectful to the moon.” Alondra said. “We didn’t get up in the 
middle of the night to bow to it.” 
      “They might be suspicious that we worship the sun,” I said.  
      “Either one is possible,” Olivia said. “There is every possibility we 
can think of and a lot that we can’t think of.” 
      “Look at that stick floating on the water!” Alondra cried. “The 
river’s flowing again.”  
      This development prompted renewed discussion as to whether to 
camp there another night or resume our journey. We had agreed to 
move on and had taken down our tent and were folding it, when 
Alondra, called out, “They’re back!” 
     I turned to look. They were back, all right, and about twice as 
many — maybe thirty of them — but then I realized that none of 
them looked familiar. This was an entirely different group. As was 
the case with the ones we met earlier, black-furred individuals 
outnumbered red-furred ones by a wide margin, and shell necklaces 
and bracelets were common, but nearly everyone in this group, 
including three juveniles, held a spear or a stick, and in some cases a 
heavy club. 
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     Olivia stepped forward, slipping the lingua into a hip pack and 
extending her arms in what she must have hoped was a universal 
greeting. She began talking to two males who had approached. Their 
spears were fashioned of shiny wood and were sharply tapered. They 
were exceptionally tall and had long arms. They looked like they 
could throw their spears with impressive speed and accuracy. 
     We hadn’t been thinking about protecting our raft. Three males —
seven-footers — strode toward it, then stepped aboard it and began 
inspecting our clothes and supplies. I felt an adrenaline rush and 
tried to board the raft to defend it. One of the Goldians, who was 
about a foot and a half taller than I was, blocked me. One of the 
others brandished a club at me. I backed off and stood a few feet 
away, trying to think what to do.  
     Alondra was standing resolutely by our campsite. Olivia, with the 
aid of the lingua, was talking to the Goldians, trying to be friendly 
and show that she was fearless at the same time. The Goldians 
chattered loudly among themselves, ignoring her. They seemed to be 
upset about something. Olivia kept checking the lingua, doing her 
best to understand what they were saying. 
     I backed further away from the raft and huddled with Alondra at 
the campsite. 
     “We’re at their mercy,” she said in a low voice. “Maybe they’re 
angry we gathered slaif here.”  
      At that instant a seven-foot-tall Goldian strode toward us, 
grabbed Alondra by the waist and began dragging her off. Olivia ran 
up to him. Though he towered over her by at least two feet, she got a 
grip on one of his legs. He reached to grab her arm, giving Alondra a 
chance to slip away, whereupon Olivia upended him, swung him in a 
half circle, and sent him sprawling on the ground. He picked himself 
up and ran off. Some of the Goldians brandished their spears, but 
one of them, possibly the chief, yelled and gestured for them to back 
off, and they did so, all the while talking excitedly among 
themselves. To our astonishment, they turned, and facing the sun, 
raised their hands above their heads and collectively emitted a 
moaning sound, which they kept repeating, varying the pitch. We 
watched and listened to the rhythmic undulating tones with mixed 
feelings of curiosity and fear.                                                
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     The moment this ceremony ended, a male Goldian rushed up to 
within a few feet of Olivia, shouted something at her, and retreated 
at a swift pace. After that, the Goldians kept their distance, their eyes 
fixed on us, especially on Olivia, and continued their chattering. 
Several males held their spears up, pointed at us. I glanced at the 
raft. The Goldians who had seized it were sitting cross-legged. They 
had evidently completed their inspection and, as far as I could tell, 
they hadn’t disturbed or taken any of our possessions, but they 
showed no intention of leaving. 
     The other Goldians remained clustered together, continuing to 
talk to each other as if they couldn’t make up their minds as to what 
to do next. 
     Olivia gestured to me and Alondra to come to where she was 
standing.  
     “The lingua has been picking up everything they say. It’s gaining 
comprehension of their language,” she said. “It’s the same as that of 
the other group we met. The lingua says that the male who ran to me 
warned us not to try to leave. As I’m sure you noticed, they worship 
the sun. They’re waiting for the sun to tell them what to do.”  
      “How will they know?” Alondra asked. “The sun doesn’t talk.” 
      “The chief — I think it’s that red-furred one with no necklace — 
will decide,” Olivia said. “He’ll decide what to do, and he’ll say that 
the sun commanded it. That’s often the way it works in religious 
cults. Meanwhile, they seem determined to keep us from getting our 
raft back. Wait. . .  The lingua is condensing what they’re saying and 
feeding it to me. . .  They’ve been talking about when the next total 
eclipse of the sun will be. It’s been a long time since the last one, but 
another is due in little over a month. If it happens, all moon 
worshippers must be killed!” 
     Alondra said, “Like they will kill those Goldians we met earlier?” 
     “I guess so,” said Olivia, “and us too, if they decide we’re moon 
worshippers.”  
     “How can they get so worked up over such a thing?” I 
said. Ancient Egyptians worshiped the sun, but I don’t think they 
murdered everybody who didn’t.” 
     “You’re probably right,” Olivia said. “I know of no historical 
record of conflicts between worshippers of the sun and worshippers 
of the moon. That may be because Earth’s sun is so obviously more 
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powerful and important. But Goldie’s moon appears much larger in 
the sky than its sun, and it has a beautiful warm color. It’s much 
more alluring to behold than Earth’s moon. We can’t know exactly 
until we reach the sea, or at least get close to it, but we can be sure 
that Goldie’s moon produces much more powerful tides and currents 
than Earth’s moon does. I can see how it might have become an 
object of worship for many Goldians and why sun worshippers get 
upset about it.” 
     “In all my life on Goldie, I’ve never seen an eclipse of the sun, 
Alondra said, “which is surprising — the moon is so big.” 
     “You would think they would be frequent,” Olivia said. “If Earth’s 
moon were that big, there would be an eclipse of the sun every 
month, but the orbital plane of Goldie’s moon is tilted in such a way 
that they are much more rare here. I’ll scan my knowledge base and 
do a few calculations.”  
     Seconds later, she exclaimed, “There’s only one total eclipse of the 
sun here every hundred and eighteen Goldian years, but one is going 
to happen soon. Lingua picked up what the Goldians were saying: 
There will be a total eclipse at the time of the first new moon after 
the next one. The next new moon will be in three days. The lunar 
cycle on Goldie is twenty-four days. Eclipses of the sun can only 
happen at the time of the new moon. Since the next new moon is 
three days from now, the one after that will be twenty-seven days 
from today.” 
     “But how would they know?” I asked. “They don’t have written 
language, do they? No records.” 
     “Oral tradition,” Olivia said. “And this is a very important 
tradition: killing a lot of people every hundred and eighteen years. 
It’s not surprising that they keep track of it.” 
     “Weird and repulsive as it is,” Alondra said. 
     “We don’t worship the moon or the sun,” I said. 
     “The danger is that they think we do,” said Olivia. “As would be 
expected of true believers in a religious cult, they show no interest in 
whether we’re from another planet, or anything else about us. The 
only thing they care about is whether we are sun worshippers or 
moon worshippers. And they are so fixated on this issue, it doesn’t 
occur to them that we might not worship either one.” 

133



     At that moment, the same male Goldian who had shouted at 
Olivia returned. This time he spoke softly but intensely. Alondra and 
I watched as Olivia nodded and started to reply, but the lingua 
wasn’t fast enough to translate what she said to his language before 
he rejoined his group.   
     I glanced at our raft, still occupied by three Goldian males.  
Olivia touched my shoulder to get my attention: The lingua had 
figured out what the Goldian had said: “From now on, at least one of 
them must be watching us at all times. They won’t let us have our 
raft back unless we let one of them come with us. They want to 
observe us carefully, so that, if it’s decided that we are moon 
worshippers, they will know that they have to kill us when there’s a  
total eclipse of the sun.” 
     “We won’t worship Goldie’s moon, so they won’t see us doing it,” I 
said.  
     “You don’t know what they mean by ‘worship’,” Olivia said. 
“Maybe just looking at it awhile would count — and it is interesting 
to look at. I love its reddish-yellow color, and the way that it’s tinted 
changes one night to the next, and sometimes the reflected 
moonlight from clouds is more beautiful than it could ever be on 
Earth, and I like its markings — they sometimes seem to change 
even while I’m looking at them.” 
     “Moon worshipper!” I said. 
     “Exactly,” she replied. “I said that to show how easy it is to look at 
the moon and talk about it, and you can bet that they would regard 
what I said as moon worshipping. Even looking for more than a 
second may be worshipping it as they think of it.” 
     “And if we never look at it,” Alondra said, “they might think that 
we ‘re avoiding doing so to fool them — to keep the horrible truth 
from them that we are moon worshippers.” She had been shifting 
her gaze back and forth between the crowd of Goldians watching us 
and the three on the raft. Now she put her hand around Olivia’s 
waist. In a low voice, she said, “Did you learn whether they’ve met 
other Earthlings?”  
     Olivia replied, “Lingua didn’t say they did, but that doesn’t mean 
that they didn’t.”  
  
                          *                                                          * 
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Olivia had proved herself strong enough to swing a seven-foot-tall 
Goldian male by the leg, but we were hopelessly outnumbered, and it 
would have been folly to try to take the raft back by force. She 
communicated to the Goldians that their offer was one that we 
couldn’t refuse. That night we were still not allowed back on the raft, 
and we continued to camp on the shore, but the next morning as 
soon as the sun appeared over the canyon wall, a young Goldian 
female with a basket strapped on her back came up to us.  
    “Yalu,” she said, without looking at any of us, and without further 
formalities walked to the raft and talked to the Goldians guarding it. 
It came back to me from my Earth-studies geography training, that 
Yalu was the name of the river that serves as a border between China 
and North Korea. In any case, Yalu was what we called this Goldian, 
and she never corrected us. 
      She was unusually short — just under six feet, I estimated — and 
may have been chosen because she would take up less space and be 
more comfortable on our raft than one of their typical seven-footers. 
Training my eyes on her, it occurred to me that one might think of 
her as being pretty, bringing to mind another fact from my Earth 
studies — that DNA evidence revealed that tens of thousands of 
years ago our species of humans and Neanderthals interbred.  
     We watched Yalu standing on the raft, nodding and chattering 
with the three Goldian males who had been occupying it, but this 
lasted less than a minute, whereupon they motioned to us that we 
were free to board it, and they loped away to rejoin their tribe.  
    At that moment, looking at the sky to the east, I saw the fat 
crescent moon, which had risen ahead of the sun. I quickly looked 
away, lest I be mistaken for a moon worshipper.   
     Under Yalu’s watchful eyes, we loaded our tents and camping gear 
aboard the raft, and, with our guest aboard, we shoved off from the 
riverbank. We smiled and waved at the Goldians who stood watching 
us. They stared back, stone-faced, even though a member of their 
tribe was with us. Yalu didn’t turn to look back at them. I concluded 
that waving good-bye wasn’t a feature of Goldian culture.  
     The Goldians seemed unconcerned about how Yalu could rejoin 
the tribe after floating an unknown distance down the river. As far as 
we were concerned, this was their problem. We were happy to have 
just one of them to deal with rather than the entire tribe.   
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                                  *                                                 * 
The tide was going out, accelerating the current. We quickly reached 
mid-stream. Alondra and I paddled, not to propel the raft forward — 
the current was accomplishing that — but to keep it from straying off 
course.      
     Olivia, relieving Alondra of her paddle, said, “Yalu would like you 
to sit with her. I’ll stay close enough to make sure the lingua hears 
everything the two of you say, and I’ll help with translation.” 
     “Got you,” Alondra said and sat next to Yalu, smiling at her.    
  I didn’t want to be caught staring at our Goldian guest, but  
from time to time I glanced in her direction as she and Alondra  
conversed with the aid of the lingua. Yalu’s body was constructed  
such that she could easily sit cross-legged, which allowed her to be 
even more comfortable than we were. She seemed to be at ease 
sitting next to Alondra, but for the most part she kept her eyes on 
Olivia. She was probably puzzled by this strange creature, who could 
swing a Goldian male by the leg. 
     Thanks to Kooz’s genius, Olivia’s lingua became so proficient in 
the language of the Goldians that it could almost instantly, if not 
always accurately, translate utterances in the Goldian language and 
edit and upgrade them to what listeners might consider to be fluent 
English. I didn’t want to inhibit Yalu from talking to Alondra, but I 
edged closer, hoping to overhear them (overhear the lingua, 
translating what Yalu said into English words). Olivia was at the 
front end of the raft, but I knew that she had super sharp hearing 
and wasn’t missing what was said. 
     Once Alondra and Yalu had settled down, Yalu asked, “Where did 
you come from?” 
     Waving an arm skyward, Alondra said, “We came by spaceship 
from a planet far away, a whole different world, up in the sky, 
like . . .” She stopped in mid-sentence, and I think she was about to 
say, “like the moon is up in the sky,” but caught herself in time, 
fearing that she might be taken to be a moon worshipper, or maybe 
she was about the say, “like the sun,” but thought better of it 
because, to a sun worshipper, to say that anything could be like the 
sun might be blasphemous. She awkwardly said, “I like you.” I felt a 
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pang of pain for her. She fell silent, and I suspected she was trying to 
not look like she wasn’t hiding something. 
     Yalu fell silent as well. Alondra evidently didn’t want to pressure 
her and had decided to wait for Yalu to resume the conversation. 
After a while, according to the lingua, Yalu said, “We have heard that 
there is another continent and that rafts come across the sea, but it 
is very stormy, and most don’t make it here.” 
     Somewhere in the area of my brain where intuitions reside was 
the suspicion that the lingua was extrapolating from fragments of 
what Yalu had said — perhaps mixing in information that lingua had 
learned from the Athena’s main computer — and was indulging in 
fanciful elaboration. 
    “That wasn’t where we came from,” Alondra said. “We came 
through space from planet Earth. We call ourselves Earthlings, and 
we call your planet Goldie. What do you call yourselves and what do 
you call your planet?”  
    Yalu then spoke at length, but the lingua only said that she had 
said, “We are the people. Our planet is the planet.” 
     Olivia, who had been listening from the far end of the raft, came 
over and touched Alondra’s shoulder. Speaking in a low voice, she 
said, “Lingua isn’t translating well, but it’s best to keep talking 
anyway.” 
     Alondra, speaking to Yalu, said: 
     “We are not moon worshippers, but we wonder why you want to 
kill moon worshippers if there is another eclipse of the sun.” 
     Yalu showed no sign that she understood the lingua’s translation 
of this remark in her own language. Olivia intervened again, tapping 
the lingua and causing it to say, “Yalu, we can talk, using this lingua, 
but sometimes it makes mistakes.” 
     Maybe lingua got that across; maybe not. Yalu’s eyes widened, 
and she omitted a low hooting sound, which we all hoped could be 
interpreted as wonderment, or an expression of friendship, or 
something else that was positive, but was probably closer to 
skepticism. When Alondra tried to continue the conversation, Yalu 
remained silent. 
          
The current had been slowing. Now it had stopped. The tide had 
turned. It was time to put ashore for the night. A suitable landing 
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area lay nearby, so we beached the raft and set up our tents on the 
riverbank. Yalu helped wedge it firmly in the weeds and looped the 
bow line around a tree. That was the best sign we’d had that she 
might get more friendly. 
     There was no nearby food source, but we had plenty of slaif, 
berries, and nuts aboard the raft. We shared it with Yalu, for which 
we received neither an expression of distaste nor of appreciation.  
     Little was said while we ate. I wondered whether Yalu had 
volunteered for this assignment or had been ordered to carry it out. 
Having to decide whether these aliens from another planet were 
moon worshippers was a burden that may have weighed on her more 
than we could tell.  
     The moon wouldn’t rise until late at night, so we had no chance to 
ignore it and thereby show Yalu that we didn’t worship it. We were 
wary of saying anything to which she might take offense, and we 
were glad when she went to sleep soon after our evening meal. Later, 
I checked her. She seemed to be sleeping soundly and not faking it. 
Alondra, Olivia, and I took a little walk from our campsite so we 
could discuss our situation without waking her up.              
     “Let’s consider what we’ve learned,” Olivia said. “Yalu confirmed 
what lingua overheard tribe members saying earlier: that in twenty-
seven days — twenty-six, now — there will be a total eclipse of the 
sun, and when it happens, all moon worshippers must be killed. Put 
that together with her suspicions that we are moon worshippers, and 
we have a serious problem.” 
    “It’s such nonsense,” I said.  
     Alondra put her hand in front of my mouth. “We can’t be sure 
she’s asleep.” 
     “Don’t worry,” Olivia said. “I turned the lingua off. By the way, I 
adjusted the settings — I think it will work better tomorrow. You’re 
right, Paul, that the idea of treating moon worship as something that 
deserves the death penalty is nonsense. It’s not totally surprising, 
however, differing little from the dissemination and magnification 
and twisting of myths created by members of your own species, 
which in the course of human history led to the deaths of hundreds 
of millions of people killed in the course of religious wars and 
religious persecution.”                                                               
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     “Olivia,” Alondra asked, “do you think they are right that there 
will be an eclipse, and that it will be total?” 
     “There’s reason to believe it. Eclipses occur in regular cycles. 
Careful record-keeping is probably a sacred part of the oral tradition 
of the elders, or whoever keeps track of such things in their tribe.” 
     “But,” Alondra persisted, “a total eclipse wouldn’t last more than 
an hour, at most. Why wouldn’t they be satisfied after the sun 
becomes whole again?” 
     “You’re being rational,” Olivia said. “If people have a deeply held 
belief, when new evidence turns up that bears on it, no matter 
whether a rational person would think that it supports their claim or 
not, they either summarily dismiss it or twist it as much as necessary 
to make it fit with their conviction. After the sun reappears and 
everything is the way it was before the eclipse, a rational person 
would say that no harm has been done, but fanatic sun worshippers 
will likely claim that it proves that the sun is the true god – it could 
die and then be reborn — and that the moon’s attempt to extinguish 
it makes it all the more clear how blasphemous it is to be a moon 
worshipper, and that’s reason enough why such people must be put 
to death. It’s not unlike how countless humans have acted, for 
example medieval clerics who conducted inquisitions and burned 
heretics at the stake.” 
  
The next morning, with Yalu still aboard, we were carried 
downstream at a fast clip by the outgoing tide, but we had to paddle 
almost constantly to keep clear of rocks and shoals. There was little 
chance for conversation. We had resolved to be friendly to Yalu, but 
we couldn’t relax with her because we were afraid of being 
misinterpreted.   
     Yalu remained silent, though she kept an attentive watch on us. 
To my surprise, in the afternoon, Olivia succeeded in getting her to 
agree to be interviewed. Olivia recorded it, and I think the transcript 
will be included in the volume you are reading, carrying out Kooz’s 
wish that a historical record be established. 
      We camped again on shore that night. While we were having 
something to eat, Yalu announced:  
     “Tomorrow, we land. I will tell you where.” 
     Olivia said, “Of course, Yalu, we appreciate your guiding us.” 
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     Who is Yalu to order us around, I thought, but I wasn’t going to 
second guess Olivia. 
     We made good progress the next morning, riding the outgoing 
tide. About noon, the tide slacked. Soon afterward, the river stopped 
flowing. I looked downstream, sensing that something wasn’t right. 
It took me a few seconds to realize what was happening: A steep 
three-foot-high wave was rolling and roaring up the river, heading 
right at us. Our supplies and equipment were lashed down in the 
two-person tent, which was itself lashed to the raft. We had expected 
to encounter rapids on our trip, but I’d never seen a wave like this. 
We’d experienced nothing like it where the river flowed past the 
Athena base camp.  
     "Hang on!” Alondra yelled. The wall of water reached us, tilting 
the raft up at a forty-five-degree angle, raising us, leveling us, then 
plunging us down the backside, dipping the tapered bow under 
water and drenching us with spray before the raft leveled again. One 
of the vines binding the logs that formed the underside of the raft 
had snapped; others had loosened. Our vessel no longer looked 
seaworthy, or river worthy.  
     “We can’t make it through another wave like that,” Olivia said.  
      “This planet is weirder than I’d thought,” I said. 
      “How could this have happened?” Alondra asked. 
      “This could happen on Earth in some places,” Olivia said. “That 
wave that almost wrecked us is what’s called a tidal bore. This means 
that we’re approaching the ocean. I’m not surprised that Goldie’s 
moon causes exceptionally strong tides. We can ride the outgoing 
tide, but tidal bores are likely to get higher and more powerful 
farther downstream. The next one would tear our raft apart.” 
     Yalu cried (according to the lingua), “You put this raft ashore 
when I tell you!” 
     We assured her that we would.  
     We were safe for the moment, but now we were being carried 
upstream. The incoming tide was too strong to paddle against, and 
we were too tired to try. It wasn’t until hours later that the current 
eased. Soon afterward, the river began to flow downstream again. By 
then, the sun had set. The moon wasn’t up. We would be guided only 
by starlight as the current, strengthened by the outgoing tide, carried 
us rapidly downstream.  
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     Sleeping wasn’t easy that night. It took me a long while to dose 
off. I woke up shortly after midnight. Olivia was inert (asleep). Yalu 
was sitting up, straining to see the western shore. The moon 
wouldn’t rise until dawn. The current had carried us downstream of 
where the tidal bore had hit us. Now it had slowed. Soon, the tide 
would start coming in again. 
     I went back to sleep, but woke up again as it was getting light. Fog 
was rolling in, I guessed because we were close to the ocean. There 
was no hint of a breeze. The water was flat. Suddenly Yalu was on 
her feet, pointing, shouting in her own language at the lingua, which 
Olivia was holding. It almost instantly translated Yalu’s words: 
     “Land! Land! Land!”  
     She kept screaming, pointing to a place ahead on the western 
shore. 
    “Paddle!” Olivia cried. 
    Alondra and I, one on each side of the raft, paddled as hard as we 
could, aiming where Yalu was pointing. I knew that the tide had 
turned, and I kept glancing downstream, thinking that a tidal bore 
might come toward us at any moment. Through the mists, I saw 
grassy bank we were heading for. We came up fast and hit hard. A 
great relief. We got off the raft, and, with a great deal of pushing and 
pulling, got it up on the grass. 
     “We need to get it higher,” Olivia said.  
     It took a lot of effort even in Goldie’s light gravity to push and 
drag the raft a few feet farther onto higher ground. I sat on the edge 
of the raft to catch my breath and stretch. Olivia was standing on the 
shore, studying shapes in the distance that were barely discernible 
through the mist. It took me a few seconds to realize that they were 
crude huts made with logs and stones, the work of intelligent 
creatures. Yalu and Alondra were staring at the same scene. 
     “This is something!” Alondra said. 
     Yalu was chattering excitedly. “Your people.” lingua translated. 
     The shape and stacking of logs reminded me of pictures that I’d 
seen of log cabins. I knew that these structures must have been 
built by Earthlings who had reached Goldie on a ship launched 
from Earth.                                                                                     
    “Our people would never construct dwellings of this kind. They 
look like what moon worshippers would build.” This is what Yalu 
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said, according to the lingua. Once again I wondered whether it 
was extrapolating more than translating. It was frustrating having 
to think every time: Is that what she was saying? Or what lingua 
is guessing she was saying? I thought the latter was the case, but 
that the lingua was probably right about one thing: that Yalu had 
decided that we humans were moon worshippers. 
     My thoughts were interrupted by Alondra.  
     “Whoopee!” she cried, and I saw why. Six young humans were 
jogging toward us from one of the cabins! Alondra and I hurried to 
greet them. I glanced back and saw that Olivia was following at a 
slower pace. 
     The humans approaching us looked like they were in their 
late teens. I recognized two immediately from pictures and videos I’d 
seen. They were younger versions of C. D. Kuizmeyer and Simone 
Slade! A slightly younger-looking guy, appearing to be of Chinese 
ethnicity, looked familiar too. I realized he was the clone of the 
famous astronomer Herbert Wu. I couldn’t associate the young 
woman, who was Indian, or maybe Pakistani, with anyone I knew 
who had been living on Earth, or a young Japanese guy, but I 
recognized the young woman with him — Isabel Marquez, the clone 
of Isabel Marquez who was the director of parahuman management 
and associate of C. D. Kuizmeyer, back on Earth. The DNA of all of 
them had obviously been transported here on another spaceship. 
Like me and Alondra, they had been born on Goldie! 
     We humans were so involved with hugging and talking to each 
other that we failed to notice that Yalu had fled the raft, carrying her 
basket, and was running across an open grassy stretch. Olivia, 
pointing, yelled at us, and we turned and saw Yalu and called to her 
to come back. The lingua, which Olivia was holding, called to Yalu in 
her own language, but she kept running at a speed none of us could 
match. She didn’t look back before she disappeared into the forest. 

As Alondra and I and the other humans were introducing each other, 
we confirmed what we had already realized, that the two oldest of 
them were young Kooz and young Simone. We learned that their 
ship was named the Calypso, and that it had reached Goldie two 
years before the Athena had, and that they, rather than me and 
Alondra, were the first humans to be born on Goldie. 
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     Olivia later mentioned to me that she was awed when she 
observed that young Kooz and young Simone bore such striking 
resemblances to Kooz and Simone, whom she knew so well over two 
hundred years ago on Earth. As one would expect of clones, except 
for how they were dressed and each being younger than their 
precursors looked when Olivia knew them, they looked as similar to 
their former selves as identical twins look to each other. 
     Alondra and I had a lot to talk about with Kooz and Simone and 
the other four humans whose DNA had arrived on the Calypso. 
Everyone was talking at once, including Olivia, who joined us, and of 
course we explained what happened to the other parahumans that 
had crewed the Athena. The Calypso people had a great deal to tell 
us too.  
     I felt awkward doing so, but speaking as a continuation of my 
precursor Paul, who had lived on Earth, I apologized to Kooz, in the 
sense that he was a continuation of Kooz who had lived on Earth, for 
having substituted my DNA and Alondra’s for his and Simone’s.  
     I was afraid he might lash out at me verbally. To my great relief, 
he said, with a smile, “I’m sure you won’t do anything like that 
again.”    
     “More than that — I’ll try to make up for it,” I said, though I had 
no idea how I could do so. I could only hope that Kooz back on Earth 
would have reacted as equably to my apology as his continuation had 
on Goldie. I was relieved that this episode, as well as my reminding 
Kooz of it, didn’t seem to stir up resentful feelings on his part, 
especially since I was anxious to talk about what was most important 
to all of us. As soon as I got a chance, I said that we had to decide 
what to do about the sun worshippers threat to kill all moon 
worshippers, and probably all suspected moon worshippers too, if 
there was a total eclipse of the sun, which the Goldians seemed 
certain would happen at the time of the next new moon — now only 
twenty-four days away. I related to the Calypso humans about how 
the Goldian female we had watched running into the forest was 
apparently named Yalu, and that she had been appointed to ride 
downstream with us and determine whether we were moon 
worshippers, and that she was clearly suspicious that we were. I said 
that it was odd that she had run off. 
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     “She’s probably eager to get back to her tribe,” Kooz said. “These 
creatures, hominins — Goldians, as we call them — far excel humans 
at long-distance running. By now, Yalu has probably reached the 
trail that parallels this big river. She can live off the land, and 
probably be reunited with the others in her tribe in a day or two at 
most. They may be on the march to meet her and to get ready to kill 
us when the eclipse occurs.”   
     The other Calypso humans were eager to hear every detail about 
our experience with the sun worshippers and, in particular, with 
Yalu. It was the opinion of all of us that we needed to think creatively 
about how to deal with them, but no matter how much we talked 
about how we had to keep them from killing us, the question 
remained hanging in the air — How? 
  
Now that our raft trip was over and I’d had a chance to catch my 
breath, I belatedly thought of the task I had to perform — to make a 
contribution to the historical record by writing an account of what 
I’ve witnessed. I’d been making notes in my tablet even before 
Alondra, Olivia, and I left the Athena base camp. I knew I shouldn’t 
wait longer to dictate my experiences for the record. That’s what I’ve 
done and what you have just read. I hope to add to it later. 
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Transcript of a Conversation between Olivia,  Parahuman, 
and Yalu, a Young Female Goldian, Recorded on the Raft 

Trip from the Athena Base Camp down the Long River; 
Earth Year 2275; Translation by Lingua; English Version 
  
  
OLIVIA:  I am glad we can talk together. We have much to learn 
from each other.  
  
YALU:  I want to learn whether you are moon worshippers. 
  
OLIVIA:  We are not. 
  
YALU:  Do you worship the sun? 
  
OLIVIA: We respect the sun. The sun is the source of virtually all 
energy on this planet. Without it, the world would be dark, the moon 
would be dark, and we would not be alive.  
  
YALU:  Does that mean that you worship the sun? 
  
OLIVIA:  The word worship does not translate well between 
languages. We respect the sun. 
  
YALU:  You confuse me. I will watch you and the others. 
  
OLIVIA:  I understand. 
  
YALU:  You are different from them. Why is that? 
  
OLIVIA:  Just as types of animals differ from each other, types of 
intelligent beings differ from each other. My type of intelligent being 
is made mostly of silicon, oxygen, carbon, and smaller amounts of 
many other elements. The two humans with me are types of 
intelligent being made of about sixty percent water (which itself is 
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made of oxygen and hydrogen), eighteen percent of carbon, three 
percent of calcium, and smaller amounts of many other elements. 
  
YALU: What do you think I am made mostly of? 
  
OLIVIA:  You are like humans, made of about sixty percent water, 
eighteen percent of carbon, three percent of calcium, and smaller 
amounts of many other elements. 
  
YALU:  You are saying that I am made mostly of water? That’s 
disgusting. If you weren’t a moon worshipper, you wouldn’t insult 
me like that. 
  
OLIVIA:  I am not a moon worshipper and I don’t mean to insult 
you. I’m just stating a fact. There is nothing wrong with being made 
mostly of water. 
  
YALU:  So you say. 
  
OLIVIA:  I mean no offense. I would like it if we could be friends. 
 May I ask you some questions? 
  
YALU:  I ask you questions. You ask me questions. 
  
OLIVIA:  Do your people always find enough to eat? I’m curious as 
to whether you eat the same things humans do. 
  
YALU:  We eat slaif, nuts, berries, and quanta fruit, and certain 
other plants. We kill salikas and fish with spears and cook them and 
eat them.                                                   
  
OLIVIA:  That sounds a lot like what most humans eat. Do you cook 
food over a fire?  
  
YALU:  We cook salika and fish over a fire. Fire is sent to us by the 
sun. It’s the sun’s way of being close to us. 
  
OLIVIA:  Do you have any ceremonies honoring the sun? 
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YALU:  Of course. Any sun worshipper would know that. You sound 
like a moon worshipper. 
  
OLIVIA:  I am not a moon worshipper. How do you make fire? 
  
YALU:  With fire stones and warba wood. Do you have any opinion 
about stars? 
  
OLIVIA:  Not really. 
  
YALU:  What about clouds? 
  
OLIVIA:  I don’t have any opinion about clouds. I notice that you 
have a waistband made of beautiful shells. We have not seen such 
shells. Where do they come from? 
  
YALU:   Where tides come over the cliffs.   
  
OLIVIA:  I understand. When there is a very high tide, it deposits 
shells on the land.  
  
YALU:  Do you think the tides are made by the moon? 
  
OLIVIA:  Tides are made by gravitational attraction of celestial 
bodies. It’s a difficult subject to explain. May I ask some more 
questions?   
  
YALU:  I ask you questions. You ask me questions. 
  
OLIVIA:  As someone who came here from another planet, I’ve 
found it interesting to see animals and plants that I had never seen 
before. The animal life that amazes me most is a lot like what on 
Earth we called bees. We call the ones here Zees. They swarm and fly 
as if they are dancing in the air, and they make interesting patterns 
with light and sound. Have you seen these creatures? 
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YALU:  Of course. They are messengers from the sun. They tell us 
that the sun is pleased with us and that it will keep rising and setting 
every day. Did you say that tides are made by the moon? 
  
OLIVIA:  Tides are caused by gravity. This is a very complicated 
subject having to do with the bending of spacetime in the presence of 
mass. I can’t precisely explain it. 
  
YALU:  You didn’t need to explain it. You needed to say that the tides 
are caused by the moon or that they are not caused by the moon.  
  
OLIVIA:  Neither answer is right, because the explanation is more 
complicated than the question. Can you tell me how many of you 
there are; how many of your people live on this island continent? 
  
YALU:  There are tribes of sun worshippers. There are tribes of 
moon worshippers. Our tribes have more people. We have better 
spears and better spear throwers. If there is a total eclipse of the sun, 
we have no choice. We must kill every moon worshipper. 
  
OLIVIA:  But after an eclipse, even a total eclipse, the sun is soon 
whole again. No harm is done to the sun. There is no cause for 
killing those who worship the moon. The moon does no 
harm.                                                                                                                  
                                                       
YALU:  You say the moon does no harm? That’s what a moon 
worshipper would say. 
  
OLIVIA:  I am not a moon worshipper. I was just stating a fact. The 
sun has been eclipsed many times, and it has never been hurt, not 
even scratched. It’s just as bright and warm as it ever was. Have you 
ever seen a partial eclipse of the 
sun?”                                                                                                       
  
YALU:  My grandfather saw a partial eclipse. The sun brushed it off. 
The sun still cast shadows. Even so, it was an offense to the sun. 
Next time there was a full moon, it rained all night. That was a 
warning from the sun. 
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OLIVIA:  If there is a battle between sun worshippers and moon 
worshippers, wouldn’t some of your people be killed to0? 
  
YALU:  This is better than that the sun is angry with us for not 
killing the moon worshippers. 
  
OLIVIA:  Do you think there will be such an eclipse?  
  
YALU:  There will be, in twenty-five days.  
  
OLIVIA: How can you be sure?  
  
YALU:  Everyone in our tribe learns how long it will be until the next 
total eclipse. The older ones tell the younger ones, and when they 
grow old, they tell the younger ones. 
  
OLIVIA:  Did your people kill moon worshippers one hundred and 
eighteen years ago? 
  
YALU:  Yes, but some got away. The sun warned us — next time, 
don’t let any get away. 
  
OLIVIA:  Are you satisfied that my human friends here are not moon 
worshippers? 
  
YALU:  I am commanded to watch you. The wise ones told me that 
by the time I leave you, I will know. 
  
OLIVIA:  Suppose that, even though the wise ones said that you 
would know, through no fault of your own, you are not able to know? 
What would you do then? 
  
YALU:  You doubt the wise ones? That’s what moon worshippers do. 
  
OLIVIA:  I am not a moon worshipper. I am sure that the wise ones 
are very wise, but how could they be sure that you would be able to 
tell whether we are moon worshippers by the time you leave us?” 
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YALU:  You say the wise ones lied to me. That’s moon worshipper 
talk. 
  
OLIVIA:  I am not a moon worshipper. When do you plan to leave 
us? 
  
YALU:  Tomorrow. This raft cannot go farther. 
  
OLIVIA:  As long as you are with us, we want you to be comfortable 
and happy. Do you have any more questions? 
  
YALU:  Do you say the tides are made by the moon? 
  
OLIVIA:  The tides are made by gravity, which is the force that 
makes objects fall to the ground. The sun has much stronger gravity 
than the moon.  
  
YALU:  Are you a moon worshipper? 
  
OLIVIA:  Neither I nor the humans with me are moon worshippers. 
  
YALU:  So you say. 
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        Excerpt from the Journal of C. D. Kuizmeyer  
                         (“Kooz”); Earth Year 2275  
  
Special Note: I wrote most of what follows before I learned of 
circumstances that pose an existential threat to human life on Goldie. 
Otherwise, I might have written about nothing else! 
  
Call me Kooz. You may think that’s a funny way to start an account 
such as this. So do I, but that was the desire of my precursor Kooz on 
Earth, who was a genius but a little crazy, both of which I guess may 
also be said of me, since I am supposed to be a continuation of him, 
and that may be the case. If I hadn’t been instructed to begin my 
journal by saying “Call me Kooz,” I would have begun this way: I am 
young Kooz, referred to earlier in this volume. I was born on Goldie, 
but I am human, not an indigenous Goldian. I was nurtured during 
infancy and childhood by the parahumans who brought our ship, the 
Calypso, to this planet. It’s my misfortune that I don’t have the 
training and experience acquired by the man called Kooz who lived 
on Earth more than two hundred years ago and whose DNA is 
replicated in me. It is he whom I often think of as my father, 
although his vision was for me to think of myself as him. 
     My DNA is virtually identical to his, and some, but far from all, of 
the contents and workings of his mind are infused into mine. 
Because I have the same genetic endowment he had, I have the 
potential to be the genius he was. I say that not to glorify myself, but 
because it’s a relevant fact, one, however, to which I have to add that 
I can’t function on the level he did. Somehow his neuronal makeup 
became organized far beyond what mine could ever be. Or if, as he 
hoped would be the case, I still am him, my brain has deteriorated 
over the years since I left Earth. On a more positive note — and this 
is important — just as my precursor (the earlier me) loved Simone 
on Earth, I love Simone on Goldie, the clone of Simone on Earth.   
  
Having, so to speak, introduced myself I think adequately for the 
moment, I will state for the historical record in this journal, which I 
was inculcated to think is very important for me to do, what 
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happened to the individuals who emerged from human egg cells and 
DNA that came to Goldie on the Calypso. Most particularly, I will 
tell about me and Simone, the first two humans born here. 
     To avoid confusing anyone reading this, I should say that you may 
notice that I refer to my precursor, Kooz on Earth, with whom I 
share my DNA and name, sometimes as “Kooz,” sometimes as my 
“father,” and sometimes as “me,” in the sense that, as he wished, I 
am a continuation of him. This inconsistency is a reflection of my 
unsettled state of mind — I don’t mean to confuse you, who are 
taking time to read this. That said, I’ll try now to relate the history of 
us children of the Calypso in a succinct way:   
     The Calypso was launched from Earth in 2063 and arrived on 
Goldie in 2256. (References to dates are to Earth years rather than 
Goldian years.) Six children developed from eggs and DNA brought 
here on the Calypso. Simone and I were each born in 2257, and we 
are now eighteen. Isabel Marquez, who is the clone of her precursor 
Isabel Marquez, who was Kooz’s colleague and became the CEO of 
Space Unbounded after the Earth version of Kooz died, and Herbert 
Wu, the clone of the distinguished astronomer Herbert Wu on Earth, 
were each born about a year later, in 2258, and are now seventeen. 
Savitri Gandhi and Haruki Sato, each of whom are the clones of and 
have the DNA of their distinguished Earthian precursors, were born 
in 2259 and are now sixteen. There were thirty-four others whose 
DNA came with ours on the Calypso, enough, so it was hoped, to 
establish sufficient genetic diversity. They were to have been born on 
Goldie, but never were. More about that sad circumstance later. 
     By the time we children of the Calypso were old enough to 
understand our origin and present circumstances, we had learned 
from the parahumans who crewed the Calypso that there was a 
chance that the ship Athena, which had been launched from Earth, 
just before N-day, in 2055, might have reached this planet two years 
after the Calypso did and that, if it did, two humans — a new Paul 
Rossante and a new Alondra Gordon — might be alive on Goldie, 
and that if they were, because the Calypso was a faster ship, they 
would probably be two years younger than Simone and me. 
     Well, let me interrupt myself a moment to say what else we 
learned from the parahumans. After N-Day, Kooz and Simone (back 
on Earth) thought that their DNA had been shipped to Goldie on the 
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Athena and would be constituent in emergent humans there (me 
and Simone), but Paul (the elder, of course) secretively substituted 
his and Alondra’s DNA, so that it would be his and Alondra’s clones 
that emerged on Goldie rather than my father’s (my precursor’s) and 
the original Simone’s. Commendably, Paul felt badly about what he 
had done and tried to make up for it, so, although Kooz thought that 
it would be Paul’s and Alondra’s DNA that would be shipped on the 
Calypso, Paul saw to it that it would be Kooz’s and Simone’s DNA 
instead. Otherwise, two identical Pauls and two identical Alondras 
might have been born on Goldie, and I think you’ll agree that it is 
just as well that this  didn’t happen. 
     So, despite Paul’s treachery, or subterfuge, or whatever you want 
to call it, everything worked out the way Kooz intended, and if young 
Paul has come into existence, I don’t have any animosity toward him 
because of what his precursor did, even though, since it was Kooz’s 
(my precursor’s) dream that I would be the same person (be the 
same consciousness, as it were, as he was back on Earth), he might 
have expected me t0 be no less offended by Paul’s betrayal than he 
would have been had he known of it himself, and, if I am indeed the 
same person as Kooz back on Earth, and young Paul has come into 
existence and is indeed the same person as Paul back on Earth, one 
could see why I would be angry at Paul back on Earth for switching 
DNAs, but I am not angry at him for this. Does this mean that I am 
not a continuation of Kooz back on Earth? Not necessarily. It could 
be that I’m the continuation of Kooz back on Earth, but that I am 
more emotionally developed than I was then, and I understand why 
Paul back on Earth did what he did, and forgive him for that, 
especially since I am here and not nonexistent. So I could be the 
same person as Kooz back on Earth, but I’ve changed, just the way 
most people do during their lives, so even though they have the same 
name and sense of identity and memories of their earlier years, they 
aren’t the same. You who are reading this aren’t the same person you 
once were, though you may have the illusion that you are. In that 
sense, you could say that no one is a continuation of himself or 
herself even within a normal lifespan, but I’m sure you’ll forgive me 
if I don’t pursue this topic further. It gives me a headache, and would 
probably give you one too if I went on about it. 
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                               *                                                   * 
Enough of all this rumination. I don’t mean to be a ruminant. That 
activity should be left to mumpa beasts and such creatures.  
     Now, to relate what happened after the Calypso landed on Goldie. 
First of all, I should say that I only started writing in this journal 
fairly recently, and I don’t think I’m supposed to describe everything 
that’s happened in detail, but I’ll try to cover the highlights from my 
perspective.   
     The Calypso’s computer’s site selection algorithm had decided 
that a grassy plain alongside what we call the Wide River, not far 
from where it flows into the sea, would be the best place to land and 
establish a human settlement. This was at a low latitude, what on 
Earth would be in the tropics, but Goldie is generally a cooler planet 
than Earth, so this location had what on Earth would probably be 
called a subtropical climate.    
     Our parahumans were going to have their hands full because, 
after the Calypso landed, there were to be two humans born each 
year for twenty years, adding up to a total of forty, all to be nurtured 
and educated on Goldie by parahumans. Kooz thought that the 
Calypso parahumans would be able to carry through on this 
prolonged and challenging assignment because he had upgraded 
them to work more efficiently and employ more sophisticated 
psychological techniques in managing young children. Moreover, he 
had installed additional safeguards that he thought would prevent 
them from becoming egotistically inclined and pursuing their own 
interests instead of being devoted solely to us humans. 
     He also made sure that they would wear out by the time the first 
born on Goldie were old enough to take care of themselves and the 
children born after them. The circuitry of every one of the Calypso 
parahumans was designed to disintegrate by the time Simone and I 
were seventeen years old. This is what happened, but a year sooner 
than planned, so Simone and I and the younger four kids were 
without parahuman assistance or supervision a year earlier than 
Kooz had envisioned. 
     You might wonder: Why would Kooz not have made parahumans 
last longer? Why design such a short life expectancy for such an 
incredibly useful invention? I think the answer is that he regarded 
parahumans to be a requirement if humans were to emerge as newly 
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born infants and survive long enough to become self-sufficient on an 
exoplanet, but he knew that there would always be a risk of their 
getting out of control, which indeed is what happened, if Simone and 
I are right, as I’m sure we are, that, owing to a tremendous 
malfunction in their operating systems, the Calypso parahumans 
deliberately didn’t let more than six humans get born. I think he also 
had another reason, and I’m pretty sure I’m right about this because, 
even if I’m not a continuation of Kooz on Earth and therefore not 
still him and not perfectly aware of what his motives were, I think 
enough like him (uncannily so, it seems to me) that I’m certain that 
he feared that human colonists on Goldie might become so 
dependent on parahumans that in the long run they would become 
nothing more than drones, and there was no way the parahumans 
wouldn’t wear out eventually, and then, because the humans 
nurtured by them wouldn’t have learned to be self-reliant, they 
would be unable to cope and would die ignominious deaths, 
converting Kooz’s idealistic dream into tragedy.   
     You see, Kooz knew that we couldn’t replicate technology in the 
form it was in mid-twenty-first century Earth. We wouldn’t have 
millions of trained people. We wouldn’t have the materials, 
laboratories, factories, transportation networks, and the know-how 
for the everyday workings of an advanced society such as people 
depended upon on Earth, and, if they have experienced no further 
overwhelming apocalypses like the near extinction of life on Earth by 
NoNo and the megademic that struck down my precursor, still do. 
That being case, it was imperative that young humans learn to be 
self-sufficient — to function well in a Stone Age setting — and not 
become dependent on parahumans. 
      We twenty-third-century Earthlings on Goldie have one great 
advantage that early humans on Earth didn’t have: We are not 
prisoners of our instincts. We have a highly developed 
understanding of science and scientific methods — of how our brains 
work. We understand the importance of relying on rational thinking 
rather than being guided or controlled by myths and systems of 
order that people dream up and then become doctrine, spawning 
rigid rules of behavior that give people excuses to kill each other in 
horrifying quantities. But, as Kooz, in the sense that he was my 
precursor, understood, we would in many ways be starting from 
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scratch. Thus, Simone and I are an enlightened primitive couple 
(primitive in the sense that we have virtually none of the 
accoutrements of a civilization as it had been developed by homo 
sapiens by the mid-twenty-first century).  
     
By the time Simone and I, and the younger kids, Herb, Isabel, 
Haruki, and Savitri, were all between ten and twelve years old, we 
knew the whole story of what had happened on Earth, or maybe I 
should say to Earth, and how we happened to be growing up on a 
planet called Goldie and having parahumans as guardians. Kooz had 
insisted that, in the course of our being educated and inculcated, we 
should be told the truth about everything — no sugarcoating, no 
myths, only true facts, and that included learning that the 
parahumans were programmed to wear out by the time we could 
take care of ourselves. 
     We human kids had to be ready to act as skillfully and responsibly 
as full-fledged grownups at an early age. That wasn’t as hard as it 
sounds. During the first years on the planet, the parahumans took 
care of our material needs. They built cabins, one for male children 
and one for female children, a storage building, and a cabin with a 
“meeting room,” all with solar heating and lighting plus plumbing, 
pipes bringing clean water from a nearby brook, and a septic field. 
We had numerous pieces of equipment that had come with us from 
Earth and we learned how to make spears and crude tools, so we’d 
be able to live at least as capably as early humans did. Whenever I 
feel like complaining, I make it a point to remember that for the 
most part early humans on Earth had many more challenges than 
we’ve had here so far. 
     The parahumans planted some basic crops for us, a practice 
which, even as kids, we were able to keep up to some extent, and we 
had indigenous food sources, mainly slaif, which I’m sure you’ve 
read about. We had unlimited fresh water from the brook and from 
ponds. We played soccer, climbed trees, swam, built crude little 
boats, and had fun just as Kooz had planned.  
     From the perspective of us human children, the parahumans were 
sometimes annoyingly bossy, but they were never cruel. They were a 
big improvement over the first generation (the ones who crewed the 
Athena), so for a while we were a fairly happy family of six 

156



parahumans and six children, developing, learning, playing, and 
staying healthy as much as we would have, I suspect, in some of the 
best Earthian settings. There was some danger that our immune 
systems might be helpless to fight pathogens on the planet, but we’ve 
all stayed healthy, so far, not enduring even “common colds.” 
Besides having that piece of good luck, another thing going for us 
was that Paul selected DNA of humans with an eye to creating in 
each case high intelligence and an equable temperament. I think we 
Calypso humans are above average in those respects. I hope so.  
     The parahumans were programmed to give us human kids new 
experiences as long as they weren’t too perilous. I think there was a 
glitch in that respect that caused them to be lazier than Kooz 
intended, though occasionally they would do something like you 
would expect of a parent or uncle or aunt. This happened just once 
to me, when I was thirteen, and two of the parahumans took me on 
an exploring expedition during which we followed salika trails a long 
way through the forests and camped out for several nights. We 
reached an impassable region that the parahumans called “the 
steaming wastes” — a vast expanse of clay-like ground from which 
issued plumes of possibly toxic steam that we wisely kept clear of. 
Neither I nor the parahumans wanted to linger there, so we turned 
around and hiked back to the Calypso encampment. The steaming 
wastes trip wasn’t much fun, but I found it interesting to learn that 
such strange terrain existed. 
     Most of the topography within hiking distance of our 
encampment is more agreeable — forests and areas of mostly grass-
covered rolling hills. The air on Goldie seems to be free of pollution, 
except on rare occasions when it smells a little foul, probably 
because of wind blowing from the steaming wastes. 
     Trees and grasses on Goldie tend to grow taller than their 
counterparts on Earth, perhaps because of the weaker gravity here. 
In most cases trees only branch and leaf out near the top and are 
spaced close enough together to provide an unbroken canopy that 
can cover an entire forest. Each tree produces dinner-plate-sized — 
in some cases umbrella-sized — leaves. As a result, throughout most 
Goldian forests we’ve seen, little or no sunlight reaches the forest 
floor. 
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     Some exceedingly tall slim trees are so close together that they’ve 
formed tangled masses of trunks as if, at some point when they were 
growing, they became fearful of how how spindly they were and 
decided to cling together for safety. Most trees have smooth trunks, 
but some have fluted trunks. The only ones we’ve seen that resemble 
conifers are also extremely tall and slim, and bristle with stiff, three-
foot-long bright green needles for the entire length of their trunks. 
In some areas, they are spaced so close together that, walking among 
them, you have to keep your arm bent to shield your face from 
needles, which, if you aren’t careful can stick you in the eye. 
     By the time, we “Calypso kids” were all in our teens, although the 
parahumans continued to be generally helpful, they became 
increasingly wooden and stupid. Their built-in algorithms were 
flashing red, dumbing them down because of the danger they 
presented to us. Fortunately, we were able to get away from them 
more often. When Simone and I were sixteen, we went on an 
overnight camping trip — just the two of us — during which we 
climbed to the top of a hill from which we could see a solitary 
mountain, pretty clearly of volcanic origin. I’m guessing that it may 
rise as high as 15,000 feet above the plain. It was probably fifty miles 
away from where we were viewing it. It may be the highest peak on 
this island-continent. We enjoyed this expedition, though, for me, 
there was a downside to it. I had thought that some “intimacy” might 
develop between us, but Simone kept insisting that it wasn’t a good 
time. 
     Later that same year, on a three-day camping trek I took with 
Herb Wu and Haruki Sato, we climbed to a high rock outcropping 
from which we saw for the first time white birds with enormous wing 
spans that nest in the canopies of umbrella trees. The algorithm 
named them “sailing birds.” Among Earth creatures, these 
magnificent avians are probably most analogous to albatrosses, 
which soar for thousands of miles over the Pacific Ocean and swoop 
down to capture fish. Sailing birds soar high over a sea of tree 
canopies, which may look to them the way the ocean does to 
albatrosses, especially given the wave-like motion of the broad leaves 
responding to the wind.  
     On another exploration, some of us tromped through 
meadowlands with tall spindly spear grasses, where we encountered 
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a species of fauna we had been unaware of — the long-legged 
rabbido, as the algorithm named them. We observed these creatures 
closely enough to determine that they nest in underground burrows, 
from which they set forth in search of food. Rabbidos running on 
this terrain occasionally leap unbelievably high, presumably so they 
can check their surroundings and see where they are – we saw them 
popping up into view and then disappearing again, like fish that leap 
out of the Wide River to breathe. We think that rabbidos dine on 
worms and insect-type life forms that live in fecund spaces in the 
hollows of clumps of grass. 
     Earth undoubtedly has a lot more variety of spectacular scenery 
than Goldie, but one way I think Goldie excels is in the proliferations 
of wildflowers, which are abundant everywhere there is open ground 
and even in forests. Fields of flowers exhibit all colors in the 
spectrum within the space of an acre or two. It can lift your spirits to 
look at them. 

Now, to say something about the parahumans’s tremendous 
malfunction, or I should say malfunctions: Even before reaching 
adolescence, we six Calypso kids knew that thirty-four more of us 
were to have come into being at the rate of two every year, but this 
wasn’t happening. No one had come into being the year after the 
youngest of the six of us, Haruki and Savitri, did, or any of the years 
after that. The parahumans dodged our questions every time we 
asked about it. What’s more, about this time Simone and I asked the 
parahumans if they had tried to make radio contact with the Athena 
to see if it had reached Goldie, and if they had sent a message back to 
Earth that the Calypso had safely landed here. The parahumans 
claimed that the people responsible for loading communications 
equipment on the ship before it was launched had forgotten to 
install it. This struck us as implausible and strengthened our 
conviction that they had deliberately allowed the entire remaining 
stock of human DNA to spoil. They became increasingly evasive in 
responding to other questions we asked as well. Thankfully, their 
security algorithms detected that their malevolence was becoming 
dangerous. Their internal shut-down procedures were activated, and 
they became increasingly dumbed down. By the time Simone and I 
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were sixteen, they had become entirely inoperative, a year ahead of 
when we had been led to believe they would. 
     The Calypso parahumans were more advanced models than the 
Athena parahumans, and proved to be highly capable. They provided 
entertainment for us to a remarkable degree, for example, making 
videos for us of the ridiculous-looking, but potentially dangerous, 
three-toed ztegees and of big red birds with oversized wings that flop 
comically as they fly low over the ground, meanwhile emitting 
unharmonious trumpeting sounds that greatly amused us. This was 
the only species of animal I’m aware of for which the computer 
algorithm failed to provide a name. When the description of these 
creatures was fed into the computer, it registered NC (not 
computable). 
     Deep down, it was clear that the parahumans didn’t have the 
slightest affection for us or interest in our well-being. I remember 
when they told me and Simone that the DNA that had been intended 
to bring more humans into being had spoiled. We were little kids 
and barely understood what they were talking about. They talked as 
if it was nothing to be concerned about. As a result, Simone and I felt 
little concern. Too bad about more kids not being born, we felt, but 
that’s the way things are, and it didn’t bother us — we were too 
young to realize that this meant that our tiny human colony, limited 
now to only six individuals, would have little chance of surviving and 
flourishing. There was a high degree of genetic diversity among the 
six of us, but we needed more than that to have much chance of 
surviving as a species. 
     It was bad luck that thirty-four humans who were supposed to 
come into existence on Goldie never would. It was good luck that 
Goldie turned out to be a benign planet with easily accessible 
sources of food. It may have appeared from Earth that it was a 
perfect planet, one in many respects like Earth was a million years 
ago, but we might have landed here and found it to be fatally hostile. 
Predators, including microscopic ones, could have killed us by now. 
The parahumans might have gotten even more out of control, or they 
might have become dysfunctional while the oldest of us were still 
infants. We wouldn’t have made it through our early years without 
them. We Calypso teenagers were glad to be rid of the parahumans. 
At the same time we missed them.   
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                            *                                                             * 
     Here’s how we met indigenous Goldians and learned about them. 
It happened two years ago when Simone and I had just turned 
sixteen, the youngest of the other Calypso kids was fourteen, and the 
parahumans were fading — they were on the way out. The six of us 
humans were playing soccer in a haphazard way when Simone let 
out a shriek. We looked where she was gesturing and saw a dozen or 
so extremely tall furry creatures that might be mistaken for some 
kind of ape except they were much slimmer and taller and totally 
bipedal. They were standing at the edge of the woods as if they were 
watching a sports event, which in a way was what was happening. 
We waved and smiled at them, and Simone took a few steps toward 
them, waving and crying out, “Hello.” Then, lowering her voice half 
an octave, she called, “I’ve been wanting to meet you!”  
     I loved her for that. We were relieved when a couple of them 
imitated the way we were waving. We could tell that they were more 
intelligent than apes; they were more like what we imagined early 
humans were on Earth, especially since many were wearing 
necklaces or waistbands made of strung-together seashells. We 
didn’t know what to do next, but we didn’t have to decide because 
they retreated into the forest, and we didn’t see them again until a 
few days later, when two of them appeared at our encampment, and 
we showed them around. It was obvious that they had a language 
and were communicating with each other, and trying to 
communicate with us, but we couldn’t begin to understand them. 
Simone had a lingua translating device, another one of Kooz’s 
inventions that he described as his greatest achievement, but she 
was having little success trying to operate it. Why couldn’t I operate 
it, since I’m supposed to be a continuation of the genius who 
invented it? I admit that’s an interesting question, but for some 
reason I don’t like thinking about it. Maybe I’ll write about it later. 
  
 I felt sheer happiness the morning when dawn broke and we arose 
and saw that Paul and Alondra and the one surviving parahuman, 
Olivia, and, as an added attraction, a young female Goldian, had 
beached their raft on the riverbank fifty yards or so from our 
encampment. We learned a lot more from them about this planet 
and the people who live here. 
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     It was illuminating to hear from Olivia that the parahumans on 
the Athena had destroyed their communications equipment, just as 
had happened with the Calypso parahumans, and that after the 
algorithm had determined that they were too dangerous to have 
around, their capabilities were reduced to those of Class A 
commercial robots, and not long after that, they had become 
permanently inert (or dead, if you prefer to think of them that way). 
It demonstrated that my precursor, Kooz, knew what he was talking 
about when he claimed that the internal controls he had installed 
would prevent parahumans from turning into tyrants. It also 
demonstrated that, if we hadn’t had some luck, we would never have 
been born or they would have killed us anyway. 
    I wasn’t surprised that it was Olivia who was the sole surviving 
parahuman. From time to time, Kooz referred to several of his 
inventions as his greatest accomplishment, but Olivia was the only 
one he referred to as his “greatest accomplishment by far.” Kooz 
claimed that he had upgraded Olivia and tried to make sure that she 
was flawless. But it’s on record that after N-Day — after the Athena, 
with Olivia on it, had been launched — he admitted to Simone that 
there was a risk that Olivia might become unpredictable. He’d said 
that he hoped he would be still around to control her. I think he 
meant that he would still exist as me, although, as I’ve said, even if 
he does, I’m not the same him — the same Kooz. I don’t have his 
genius-level capabilities, and I wouldn’t even be born for a couple of 
hundred years. Paul and Alondra both told me that Olivia has 
performed flawlessly, but who knows what’s going on in her brain? 
     As I said at the beginning of this journal excerpt, after I wrote 
most of what you have just read, we learned of circumstances that 
pose an existential threat to the continuance of human life on 
Goldie. I can’t take time to write about that now. I have to think what 
I can do about it! 
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                         Excerpt from the Journal of     
                       Simone Slade; Earth Year 2275 
  
Special Note: Like Kooz, my Calypso “brother,” I am concerned (in fact 
frightened) about what he calls the “existential threat” that we are facing. I 
wrote all but the last few paragraphs of what follows before I became aware 
of it. Even, if what I’ve written is never read by anybody, it’s important for 
me — for my own state of mind, for my own sense of doing what’s the right 
thing to do — to state for the record the history of humans on Goldie from 
my personal perspective, and that is what follows: 
  
Unlike my precursor, the accomplished novelist Simone Slade, back 
on Earth so long, long ago, whose DNA I share and who may still be 
alive in the sense that I am she as much as I am me, I don’t like 
writing, or if I’m a continuation of her, I used to like writing, but not 
anymore. Nonetheless, like all of us humans here on Goldie, it’s my 
duty to record my experience and observations. That was the wish 
and the direction of dear Kooz, back on Earth, when he set in motion 
the events that made my life possible, or continuable. 
     The Calypso landed on Goldie in Earth Year 2256, setting down 
in a pleasant meadow a few hundred miles south of the equator. 
Much as Kooz was a genius, he was no less a romantic, obsessed with 
the idea that he and Simone (he and my precursor) would live a 
second life on an exoplanet, that we would be like Adam and Eve, 
only with better judgment, initiating the colonization by humankind 
of a planet other than Earth. In one of those lapses that even 
geniuses may be subject to, it was only after N-Day, in readying the 
Calypso for flight, that he became deeply concerned about having 
sufficient genetic diversity on Goldie for a human population to 
flourish here. As a result, working with Paul Rossante, who had also 
survived N-day, he succeeded in providing DNA and eggs sufficient 
to bring forty humans with wide genetic variation into being after 
the Calypso landed on Goldie, the idea being that two humans would 
be born every year for twenty years. 
     All went well for the first three years — Kooz and I were born the 
first year; Isabel Marquez and Herbert Wu, the second; and Savitri 
Gandhi and Haruki Sato, the third. Best as I can remember, during 
the early years, all six of us children were nurtured, educated, and 
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inculcated just as Kooz had planned. The parahumans took care for 
our safety, and we learned to swim, play soccer, and explore our 
surroundings, meanwhile receiving rigorous academic education. 
When Kooz and I were about ten, we came to understand from one 
of the parahumans that many more humans were to have come into 
being, but their DNA had spoiled, so no more would be born. We 
were only mildly upset by this, not realizing that it meant that 
chances of humans surviving and flourishing for millennia on Goldie  
had been greatly reduced. 
    During the succeeding years, tensions developed between us kids 
and the Calypso parahumans. Kooz and I became increasingly 
concerned about the “spoilage” of the DNA of the thirty-four humans 
who would never be born. Gradually, we became convinced that the 
parahumans had purposely destroyed the DNA, probably because 
they decided that taking care of the six kids already on their hands 
was more than enough trouble, and they didn’t want the burden of 
caring for thirty-four more. Kooz and I didn’t dare share our 
concerns with them: We feared that they might decide that we were 
a threat and kill us, and we avoided informing the younger kids as 
well. 
     At some point we realized that the parahumans had destroyed our 
communications equipment, ruining any chance of our being in 
touch with Earth or with the Athena, the ship launched from Earth 
just before N-day. By the time we were fourteen, Kooz and I talked a 
lot with each other about them. We had been led to believe that if 
they departed from their master algorithms and began thinking for 
themselves and their thinking turned hostile to us, they would 
automatically be downgraded, but Kooz pointed out to me that Kooz 
(the one on Earth) knew that they couldn’t be downgraded until we 
were old enough to take care of ourselves. That’s why they were able 
to “off” thirty-four humans-to-be with impunity. Kooz and I were 
now approaching the age of self-sufficiency, so we wondered if 
parahuman downgrading would happen soon. We hoped so, because 
we were mature enough to take care of ourselves, and it wasn’t hard 
caring for the younger kids, because they were smart and generally 
sensible. We were worried that the parahumans might not get 
downgraded soon enough!  
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     I had a break from worrying about them when, on my fifteenth 
birthday in Earth years, an event happened that I’ll never forget. I 
thought of it as a birthday present, even though it was just a 
coincidence. It was a warm fall day, and I decided to jog around the 
trail that the parahumans had made years earlier a couple of miles 
from our encampment. It looped through a field of exquisitely 
beautiful wildflowers. I did a few turns around the field and, maybe 
it was the heady scent of the flowers, but I felt sleepy and lay down 
and dozed off, and after a while I was awakened by a buzzing sound. 
I looked up and there were three great swarms of bees overhead, 
swirling about, peeling off, regrouping, merging, and changing the 
pitch of their buzzing. I watched, delighted, and not a bit 
apprehensive, for about ten minutes, until they regrouped and 
headed right at me, which was alarming but not for long, because 
when the closest ones were about twenty feet away, they rose, 
forming a perfect parabola, arcing to an amazing height before 
swarming off out of sight.  
     The parahumans had told me earlier about these Goldian bees 
(named Zees by the Calypso’s computer-naming algorithm) and how 
they were capable of forming swarms that dance in the air, but they 
said it was rare to see them. The parahumans had talked about the 
Zees as if they were nothing special, perhaps because parahumans 
lack the sense of awe and beauty that humans have. Or maybe the 
Zees had just swarmed around like bees on Earth when the 
parahumans were watching them. When I saw them for myself, I 
thought they were phenomenal. I didn’t tell the younger kids, 
however, because I didn’t think they would believe what I wouldn’t 
have been able to resist mentioning — that I was certain that the 
Zees had appeared and performed just for me! 
     I told Kooz about my experience, and he told me not to tell any of 
the parahumans about it. “They seem increasingly resentful of us,” 
he said. “I’m sure that they know that we know that they destroyed 
the remaining DNA. Anything like your experience with the Zees 
could get them paranoid.”  
                         
Kooz had turned fifteen a few days ahead of me. Herb and Isabel 
were fourteen, and Savitri and Kenzi were thirteen. They were so 
smart and responsible that Kooz and I discussed whether we should 
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tell them how concerned we were about the parahumans — Kooz and 
I had even considered whether all six of us humans should run away. 
We were on alert, so to speak, because the parahumans seemed to be 
increasingly erratic, and they had gotten in the habit of telling us 
that we must not ask forbidden questions. I was afraid that they 
might “off” us the way they “offed” the thirty-four humans that never 
got a chance to be born. Thankfully, in the space of a few months, all 
six of them transitioned from sluggish to listless to inert. They hadn’t 
just become downgraded to commercial Class A robots, they were 
dead. Kooz said that they must have had thoughts going through 
their brains that set off code red on their panel of safety algorithms, 
which, of course, was isolated from their conscious minds. 
     Once it became evident to Kooz and me what was happening — 
that the parahumans were on the way out — we explained the 
situation to the younger kids. They were terrific about it. They had 
been worrying about the parahumans just as much as we had. It was 
a great relief to have them gone. Also a challenge.   
     There we were, six humans — teenagers ranging by this time from 
sixteen to fourteen, and, as far as we knew, the entire human 
population on the planet Goldie. We had ample food on hand and 
knew how to gather more, including high-protein nuts. We had a 
vegetable garden growing and shelter from wind and rain. We were 
in a low-latitude, frost-free locale. We faced no perils except for the 
greater mumpa beasts and three-toed ztegees, and the likelihood of 
being attacked by these creatures seemed remote. None of the 
various kinds of bugs we had encountered appeared to be poisonous 
or to carry disease. No one had reported seeing anything like snakes, 
which were, and may still be, quite common on Earth. Nor had 
anyone ever reported seeing an intelligent bipedal indigenous 
creature, but that was about to change.                                                      
                                                                                                                             
I read Kooz’s account relating to the lives of the children of the 
Calypso, as I think of us, referring to us six young humans. Kooz is a 
warm-hearted human being, and my fondness for him knows no 
bounds, and he may be a genius like his precursor on Earth, though I 
haven’t yet detected that quality, but I was surprised that, in his 
account, he left out so much about our interaction with the Goldians 
after the parahumans died. He barely mentioned the two members 
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of their tribe who visited us for a few days. Perhaps it’s because I was 
operating the lingua translation device (as best I could), so I had the 
most interaction with them. I was also surprised that what he did say 
about them he got wrong, at least he got it wrong when he said that 
the first time we laid our eyes on Goldians was when all six of us kids 
were playing soccer. Herb and I had already discovered the Goldians 
some weeks earlier! Kooz, Isabel, and Haruki were away on an 
exploring expedition. Savitri was back at the encampment reading a 
book. I was sixteen at the time, and Herb was fifteen. So far, we 
hadn’t seen any signs of intelligent life forms (except possibly for the 
Zees) even though we were in a pleasant and habitable part of the 
planet, a locale that would be likely to attract intelligent beings. We 
had pretty much decided that any creatures even remotely like 
ourselves had not yet evolved on this planet, if they ever would. 
Shortly after sunset the day we first saw Goldians, the last twilight 
was fading from the sky, and Herb and I had gone outside to watch 
the great and mysterious moon rise above the ridge across the river. 
Moonrise on the other side of the Big River is an event worth 
attending. There’s a magical quality about it that’s enhanced by the 
light reflected from the water. I’ve never seen Earth’s moon, of 
course, but I’ve seen numerous pictures of it in all its phases, so I can 
say with some authority that it’s pale and inconsequential compared 
to Goldie’s moon. 
     None of us young Earthlings had any religious or mystical 
leanings — our nurturing and education had been strictly secular. 
Yet, I can imagine how worshipful Herb and I must have looked to 
the Goldians, who, though we were unaware of it, were watching us 
from edge of the forest. We wouldn’t have discovered them that 
evening had not Herb’s precursor, the renowned astronomer 
Herbert Wu, made sure that infra-red-sensitive binoculars, 
invaluable for night vision, were stowed aboard the Calypso. Young 
Herb, on Goldie, took a great interest in this instrument as soon as 
he was old enough to know what it was, and on this particular 
evening he was not only using it to look at the moon, but was 
scanning the forest border, and I heard him give a little cry, and he 
handed me the binocs to look through, and I saw dozens of 
unusually tall, gracile, furry hominids peering at us from between 
trees. We kept taking turns looking at them until Herb suddenly 
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stowed the binocs in his backpack, explaining, “We don’t want to 
alarm them by staring at them.”  
     We had been prepped for the moment we might encounter 
intelligent beings, and we knew that we should follow the protocol 
constructed long ago on Earth in anticipation of such a moment. It 
had been drummed into us at an early age, but I couldn’t remember 
what it was, except for two principles: (1) make sure all humans are 
informed, and (2) pursue a unified course of action.  
    Herb must have had that in mind too. “We should head back to 
our encampment and tell Savitri about this,” he said. “And go on 
with our regular activities. We want these Goldian people to realize 
that we are peaceful and that they have nothing to fear from us.” 
     “What if we have something to fear from them?” I said. 
     “Even so,” he said. “We mustn’t act either frightened or 
threatening. We have to keep in mind that we are the invaders — we 
invaded their territory.”  
     Despite what Herb had said about not staring at them, he got the 
binocs out for a last look, only to discover that they had disappeared 
into the forest. 
     There was no sign of them the next morning, but as Goldie’s 
orange-toned sun was approaching the meridian, by which I mean 
around noon, Savitri spotted a black-furred female and a reddish-
brown-furred male, each at least seven feet tall, but so slender that 
they didn’t seem intimidating, peering at us from a distance. The 
soccer-game sighting of Goldians that Kooz described in his journal 
occurred a few weeks later. Then for a long time there was no sign of 
them. 
     I’d begun to think that we would never see Goldians again, that 
they wanted nothing to do with us. Then, one afternoon, the two that 
Herb and I had spotted before arrived at our encampment. Given 
their height and their long arms, it occurred to me that either one of 
them could have dropped a basketball through the hoop without 
their toes leaving the ground. We made friendly gestures and called 
out greetings, which we couldn’t expect them to understand but we 
hoped conveyed our good will.  
     To our relief, they imitated our gestures and spoke to us as if they 
assumed that we could understand them. They were friendly and 
seemed to have no ill-intent, and we tried to act that way too. We 
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invited them into our meeting room and offered them mugs of 
cabaya juice, slaif, and some kind of dish that Savitri made with a 
spice she had discovered growing that she said would be appropriate 
for Indian cuisine. Savitri and Haruki conspicuously sipped from 
their mugs by way of assuring the Goldians that it was safe to drink 
and how to drink, in case they didn’t know. We were pleased to see 
that they had no reservations about consuming what we served 
them. Our new friends were lively conversationalists, but we had no 
idea what they were saying. 
     I had possession of the lingua translation device, but I was still 
trying to learn how to work it. The parahumans never bothered to 
teach us. I thought it would be quite a while before we could have a 
meaningful conversation with these people.  
     You may wonder why Kooz wasn’t operating the lingua instead of 
me. He was, after all, a continuation of, or at least had the same DNA 
as, the genius who invented it. I had assumed that he would figure 
out how to operate it and get maximum performance from it. He’d 
had plenty of opportunity — I hadn’t snatched it away from him — 
but he told me that I should be in charge of it. My guess is that he 
was afraid that, if he couldn’t get it to work, it would reveal that, if he 
was, in a way, the original Kooz, he must be a much inferior version.  
     I kept doing the best I could to understand the Goldians from 
context and from their gestures. With a little help from the lingua, I 
got so I could understand a few basic words and phrases in their 
language, like “Thank you.” and (with a little extrapolation) “Please, 
pass the slaif.” We were able to get quite a bit across with gestures 
and facial expressions, but it didn’t look like we would proceed 
further than that. 
     This gathering felt a little weird because the Goldians were almost 
two feet taller than we were, but that didn’t seem to bother them, so 
it didn’t bother us. They identified themselves as Lola and Namu. I 
reflected on how, although they were still in what I suppose would 
be comparable to Stone Age culture on Earth, they seemed much 
more civilized than I would have expected, and their language 
seemed hardly less complex than our own.  
     We finished “dining” and stepped out into the evening air. I 
noticed other Goldians clustered at the edge of the forest, half 
hidden in the twilight. Namu, our black-furred guest, tapped my 

169



shoulder. That turned out to be his way of saying good-bye, for a 
moment later, he and Lola took off to rejoin their fellows. 
     Later in the evening, Herb spotted about twenty shadowy figures 
sitting on the riverbank facing the water. He scanned them with the 
infra-red binocs and reported that he couldn’t be sure, but it looked 
like Lola and Namu were among them. We humans lined up outside 
our meeting house, speculating what to make of it. Soon, a glow 
above the ridge across the river revealed the nature of the occasion. 
The tip of the moon in its gibbous phase appeared above the ridge 
line. The Goldians stood up and raised their arms and chanted. They 
kept this up until the entire moon was in view. They bowed to it and 
then dispersed. 
     We thought that they might return the following evening, but 
when the moon rose, it was unattended by Goldians. Maybe they 
viewed it from another location. I gazed at it, marveling at its strange 
beauty. It was several days past full, but still almost hypnotic in its 
allure.  
     It wasn’t sure whether we would ever see our two Goldian friends 
again, but they returned the next morning. Haruki and Savitri had 
gone fishing, so there was just Herb, Isabel, Kooz, and I to receive 
them. We delighted in their friendliness, though we had no idea of 
what their intentions might be. 
    I continued to struggle with the lingua and got so frustrated with it 
that I was ready to throw it in the river. It had had hours of exposure 
to Goldian speech, but I was still getting only rudimentary 
translations. That seemed all the more unfortunate because their 
language was pleasing to listen to. Herb said it sounded somewhat 
like the Hawaiian language, particularly in containing a limited 
number of consonants. If that’s the case, I thought, then it shouldn’t 
be so hard to learn!  
     Kooz was getting impatient too. Without acknowledging that he 
had previously refused to have anything to do with the lingua, he 
practically snatched it out of my hands. “Let me try it,” he said. Then 
he went into a trance-like state, fiddling with it. 
     Our further attempts to converse with Lola and Namu bogged 
down, but they seemed to understand what Kooz was trying to do, 
and they displayed, I would say, greater equanimity than we 
humans, at least for about ten minutes, after which they abruptly got 
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up and left. I wasn’t surprised that they didn’t say good-bye. Such 
niceties aren’t part of their culture. 
     Kooz went off by himself with the lingua. Herb, Isabel, and I 
talked about what we’d learned so far and what we might expect 
next. Later, Kooz knocked on my cabin door, interrupting me while I 
was reading a novel written by my twentieth-first-century precursor, 
Simone Slade, titled A Mansion of One’s Own. It was so  amusing to 
read, by the way, that it made me proud of her, or, if I’m her 
continuation, proud of myself. 
    “I got the lingua working,” Kooz proclaimed when I opened the 
door. “You had it on ‘conserve power’ mode and didn’t calibrate it 
for known parameters. I took care of that and made a minor 
upgrade.”  
     I resisted saying, Brilliant, but why didn’t you try it yourself to 
begin with instead of dumping it on me? And I resisted saying, I 
guess you are a genius, or, It looks like you’re still a genius, after 
all. I settled instead on “Wonderful. I hope they come back and you 
can try it out.” 
     Am I sounding too harsh the way I’ve talked about Kooz? 
If so, it’s even though I love him like a brother, which itself is a 
problem. It’s clear from things he’s said and the way he’s acted that 
he has assumed that because Kooz and Simone on Earth were love-
mates and planned to raise a family together, and he and I are their 
continuations, we will be mates and have a family too. We went on 
an overnight camping trip when we were sixteen — just the two of us 
— and he became amorously aggressive even though I’d given no 
indication that I was interested in what he had in mind. I don’t think 
it ever occurred to him to ask me how I felt. I’m sure he can’t believe 
that I could possibly be attracted to another one of other young men 
among us. I’m not sure that I am, but I know that, as of last week, 
I’m eighteen and Haruki Sato is only sixteen, but he’s already 
impressive looking, he has sound judgment, and he’s respectful of 
me in ways that Kooz isn’t. I know he likes me. In a couple of years 
he’ll be fully grown, and who knows?  
     Enough of that! I should get back to talking about our interactions 
with the Goldians. 
      Lola’s curiosity about us apparently knew no bounds, for soon 
after Kooz had upgraded the lingua, just after sunset, but long before 
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the waning moon would rise, she appeared at our encampment and 
walked into the meeting room, where at that moment, Isabel and I 
were playing chess. We greeted Lola warmly and asked after Namu. 
She shook her head as if she didn’t want to talk about Namu. I could 
only make out a few words of what she said and asked Isabel to not 
let her get away while I went to find Kooz. He was eager to come to 
the meeting room with me and try out the “upgraded” lingua on 
Lola. He smiled at her and gave a little bow and showed it to her. 
     Lola seemed to enjoy the attention. She eagerly accepted his 
invitation to talk with him and was thrilled when she heard words 
spoken by Kooz in English issue forth from the lingua in her own 
language. I recorded the conversation on my tablet, or so I thought, 
but sadly — blame it on the tablet or blame it on me — it got wiped 
out. But here’s the rub, or at least a rub. It might have been 
misleading to read the transcript if it hadn’t been lost, because some 
of what the lingua said that Lola had said didn’t ring true. I’m not at 
all sure that what the lingua spewed out matched what Lola was 
thinking and what came out of her mouth.  
     Fortunately, although I’m a dunce with regard to electronic 
equipment, I took notes on my tablet and I have an excellent 
memory, so I can tell you that what Lola said, or at least how the 
lingua translated what she said. Kooz was more aggressive than I 
would have been in questioning her about her tribe, but she didn’t 
seem to mind, and we learned a lot, or we think we did, which I’ll 
summarize along with giving my impressions here: 
     It seems certain that there are more than a thousand Goldians on 
this island continent, grouped into at least a dozen tribes. Because 
there’s no shortage of food or territory, and perhaps because 
Goldians have generally peaceful temperaments, wars between 
tribes are infrequent except over matters of religion. Word travels 
from tribe to tribe, particularly concerning astronomical events. 
Goldians have no written language, but they have strong oral 
traditions. They enjoy telling and listening to stories, including ones 
that have been repeated for as many generations as anyone can 
remember. They are keen on running and spear-throwing, and have 
contests in both these sports. They make fires for cooking and for 
religious ceremonies. With the exception of Lola, and to some 
extent, Namu, they have been surprisingly incurious about us, 
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except, at least in the case of people in Lola’s tribe, they want to 
know what our attitude is with respect to the moon, which has 
sacred significance for them. Lola told us that that they had watched 
Herb and me sitting on the riverbank looking at the moon for a long 
time, and they decided that we must be moon worshippers and 
therefore we must be good people. 
     Here’s what else Lola told us (to the extent that the lingua got it 
right): Most Goldians live in little huts constructed with stacked-up 
logs and slabs of rocks. Some live in caves or in niches in cliff faces. 
Roofs fashioned with branches, vines, and straw provide protection 
from rain. They not only make necklaces and waistbands out of 
seashells, they adapt large shells for use as containers. They can run 
faster than humans can. They use trails they’ve made or salika trails 
to travel through forests and woodlands. Some of them wear animal 
skins for warmth during cold spells in winter. Their language is well 
developed, yet they seem to have made no progress as far as 
agriculture and technology are concerned. Apparently bows and 
arrows haven’t been invented, perhaps because they aren’t needed. 
Goldians are adept at throwing spears great distances with great 
accuracy. Oh, I almost forgot: They are nomadic, which I guess is 
why we hadn’t encountered them earlier. Based on this information, 
they seemed to be roughly on a developmental level of early homo 
sapiens. 
     Lola didn’t seem to understand the concept of art (unless lingua 
failed to convey whatever thoughts she had about it). I think that 
their necklaces and waistbands constructed of seashells, some of 
which are quite beautiful, would qualify as art, and they make 
musical sounds with instruments fashioned of dried, gourd-like 
plants punctured with holes through which they blow and change 
pitch by covering them with their fingers. They also have drums. We 
haven’t seen any, but we’ve heard the sound of drumbeats 
emanating from the forest, enough to know that at least some 
Goldians have a sense of rhythm and syncopation.  
     Food sources seem far more abundant than in most parts of 
Earth, so it’s surprising that the population of Goldians hasn’t 
increased at an exponential rate. The reasons for this appear to be 
low fertility rate, periodic religious slaughtering, plague, and finally 
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— something that Lola seemed quite concerned about — an 
increasing incidence of fatal allergic reactions to slaif.  
      My guess is that cultural and technological progress have been 
held back because challenges to their continuing survival and 
comfort have been much less formidable than those faced by early 
humans: There hasn’t been the same pressure to find solutions to 
problems. The climate on most of this continent is mild. The 
edibility and nutritive quality of many forms of plant life, 
particularly slaif, is astonishing. Bugs of various species are 
abundant, but nothing like mosquitoes seems to have evolved, and 
bug-borne disease is apparently rare. We’ve learned of only two 
species of animals that Goldians fear: greater mumpa beasts and 
three-toed ztegees. Threats from them seem to be manageable, more 
so, I imagine, than the threats posed by leopards and lions for early 
humans in Africa.  
     The one serious threat to the Goldians appears to lie in the 
religious differences between two types of tribes — the sun 
worshippers and the moon worshippers. And this relates to the grave 
(existential) challenge Kooz and I have alluded to. Total eclipses of 
the sun occur only once in every one-hundred and eighteen Goldian 
years, so no living Goldian has seen one. Nonetheless, Lola said that 
their wise ones are certain that one will happen in twenty-seven 
days, and when it does, the sun worshippers believe that all moon 
worshippers must be killed, that this is the will of the sun. The sun-
worshipping Goldians think they have no choice: Failure to obey the 
sun’s command would result in all Goldians being sent to the 
underworld and confined there forever in perpetual darkness. Lola 
and everyone in her tribe were moon worshippers, but the threat 
from sun worshippers didn’t seem to concern her — she was 
confident that the moon would protect them.  
     We fed her a good meal. I felt that a valuable bond had formed 
between us. She rewarded us for our hospitality with this advice, 
which issued in English from the lingua: “Beware of sun 
worshippers. Always, always, love the moon.”  
     Our conversation was still proceeding agreeably, when she 
suddenly turned to leave. We had more questions, but before we 
could say anything, she was out the door. We watched as she loped 
across the field at a pace few humans could match.  
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     I didn’t sleep well that night. Lola’s description of what the sun 
worshippers believe, and what they might do, transformed my 
thoughts into terrifying images that populated my dreams. I was up 
before dawn the next morning, feeling a compulsion to go outside 
and gaze at the moon. It was now a fat crescent in the east, destined 
to be slimmer the following morning, and thin to a sliver the day 
after, before becoming invisible in the glare of the sun the day after 
that — the day of the new moon. Twenty-four days afterward would 
be the next new moon, the time of the lunar month when eclipses of 
the sun can happen, and, according to Lola, one would happen then.  
     We had learned by now that total eclipses of the sun, rare as they 
were, were all important to Goldians regardless of their religious 
persuasion; that the next one was imminent; that our new Goldian 
friends were moon worshippers; and that if the sun were blotted out, 
they would be in mortal peril, and we might be too. 
  
Two days after I wrote what you have just read, Paul Rossante and 
Alondra Gordon, who had been traveling by raft down the Big River, 
arrived at our encampment. They were accompanied by Olivia, who 
was the last remaining parahuman, and Yalu, a Goldian sun 
worshipper! That event was momentous, and it looks like some that 
haven’t happened yet will be even more so. 
     I hope to write more later. 
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           Excerpt from the Journal of Haruki Sato; 
                   My Interview of Yelpe, a Young 
                   Male Goldian; Earth Year 2275:        
            Translation by Lingua; English Version 
                                                                                                                      
                             

Call me Haruki. I was a Calypso baby and am sixteen years old. My 
DNA was that of a distinguished professor of anthropology at the 
University of Hawaii. For this reason, Kooz, my Calypso baby-mate, 
or, as I think of him, my big brother, suggested that I conduct an 
anthropological study of Goldian sun worshippers and moon 
worshippers. I haven’t yet started on that project, but it would be fair 
to say that it got started on me. Let me explain: I assume that you 
have read Simone Slade’s narrative of the encounters that we 
Calypso humans had with moon-worshipping Goldians. Subsequent 
to the events she described, two weeks after the Earthlings from the 
Athena landed their raft on our riverbank, a young male Goldian 
named Yelpe appeared at our encampment. I was the first one he 
met. I couldn’t understand what he was saying, but it was evident 
that he had an urgent need to communicate with us. Fortunately, 
Kooz had instructed me in the use of the lingua device, and I was 
able to get hold of it and properly greet him and cause the lingua to 
record our conversation, the transcript of which is set forth below. 
     Because of the sizable angle between the plane on which lie Goldie 
and its moon and that on which lie Goldie and its sun, there’s a total 
eclipse of the sun only once every one-hundred and eighteen Goldian 
years. All our Goldian sources agree that one will occur only five 
days from the day I am writing this.  
     What happened last time, one-hundred and eighteen years ago? 
By all accounts, there was a war, which reduced the population of 
Goldians almost by half. I am not a real anthropologist, I only have 
the DNA of one. Nonetheless, I think I have a good understanding of 
the situation. As I see it, there are ample food sources for Goldians, 
most notably in the astonishing availability of slaif, and they have 
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little to fear from predators. It’s likely that their population would 
have increased exponentially, and by now they might have exhausted 
the food supply and eaten every last bit of slaif were it not for their 
low fertility rate and ritual slaughters every one-hundred and 
eighteen years. 
     In between these paroxysms, Goldian life is placid. The survivors 
on both sides are so exhausted and depleted after slaughtering 
sessions that they lack energy or motivation for wars of revenge or 
for constructively improving their lives, and are content to settle for 
life in the Stone Age, which from my anthropological studies, I 
believe is what they are in. After one of these war-generating 
eclipses, there are no eclipses for many years — the sun and the 
moon seem to be getting along fine — and the manic obsession that 
precipitated the conflict fades away, only to be revived when the next 
total eclipse approaches. It’s our misfortune to have arrived here and 
be having our first encounter with Goldians at such a time. 
     Eclipses of Goldie’s moon occur about once every other 
generation, about every forty years or so. When that happens, 
sunlight diffused through Goldie’s atmosphere gives the appearance 
of a dark fuzzy area passing over the moon’s surface, as if the sun is 
trying to black out the moon, but is too feeble to accomplish more 
than smudge it for a short while, and then it is gone. This confirms 
to moon worshippers their belief that the moon is more powerful 
than the sun, because the sun can’t succeed in blocking out the moon 
completely. Conversely, it confirms to sun worshippers their 
conviction that the sun is more powerful: It only smudges the moon 
because it is being kind enough to give the moon a warning, and 
when the moon doesn’t heed these warnings and totally eclipses the 
sun, the time for giving warnings is over — every moon worshipper 
must die. I know this doesn’t make sense, but as far as I can tell, 
that’s what they believe. 
     Having supplied this background, I’ll set forth this transcript of 
my interview with Yelpe. First, I should note that I’ve edited Yelpe’s 
remarks for clarity, while trying to preserve the sense of what I think 
he was saying. In some cases in the transcript, I have modified 
lingua’s translations to reflect what (from context or observation of 
body language) I have high confidence more accurately reflects what 
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Yelpe was trying to get across than what lingua said he was saying. 
Now for the interview: 
  
HARUKI:  Yelpe, thank you for visiting us and for letting me 
interview you. With the help of this lingua translation device, we 
should be able to understand each other quite well. First of all, we 
humans have the impression that all of you people — Goldians, as we 
refer to you — are either sun worshippers or moon worshippers. 
Which are you? 
  
YELPE:  Neither one. That’s why I’m here. I grew up in a moon 
worshipping tribe and decided that moon worship is stupid, and 
they threw me out and accused me of being a sun worshipper, which 
I was not, but I went to a sun worshipping tribe and explained why I 
was there, and they said that I could live with them if I worshiped 
the sun. They said, think it over, and by the way there will be a total 
eclipse of the sun soon and we’re going to kill everybody who is a 
moon worshipper or suspected of being a moon worshipper. We 
don’t want to do it, but the sun commands us to. I didn’t like the 
sound of that, which is why I came here, hoping you humans can 
shelter me. 
  
HARUKI:  I’ll have to check with the others, but I’m sure they’ll 
agree that we should do our best to protect you, though the truth is 
that we are in great danger ourselves. Rather than dwell on that, let 
me ask some more questions. The more we know about your 
situation, the more we can be of help. Do you have any idea of what 
the average lifespan of a Goldian is? 
  
YELPE:  I’d say about forty years, but some live as long as forty-five 
years. 
  
HARUKI:  That means that many Goldians have never even seen a 
partial eclipse of the sun, and that no living Goldian has ever seen a 
total eclipse of the sun, but everyone seems to agree that one is 
coming soon. Is that right? 
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YELPE:  Right. A total eclipse of the sun occurs every hundred and 
eighteen years, and after one occurs, we can predict the date of the 
next one, and that information is handed down from generation to 
generation, so we know that a total eclipse is coming at the next new 
moon. 
  
HARUKI:  So, to make sure that I understand you and that the 
lingua is translating correctly, Goldians who are sun worshippers 
believe that if the sun is totally covered up by the moon, all moon 
worshippers and suspected moon worshippers must be killed — the 
sun requires it — so there is a mass slaughter every one hundred and 
eighteen years. Apparently, this doesn’t persuade many moon 
worshippers to become sun worshippers. Are the moon worshippers 
afraid that if they stop worshipping the moon, the moon will punish 
them? 
  
YELPE:  Not that I know of. They keep worshipping the moon 
because they assume that the moon will protect them from sun 
worshippers. 
  
HARUKI:  Even though you and I know it won’t. 
  
YELPE:  There’s no evidence of it. 
  
HARUKI:  But obviously they don’t all get killed. Enough survive so 
there are still plenty left to kill one hundred and eighteen years later. 
  
YELPE:  Most are killed. But in the years that follow, many sun 
worshippers decide that they aren’t going to spend their lives being 
afraid to look at the moon. They know that there’s no chance of a 
total eclipse of the sun during their lifetimes, so it’s safe to join the 
moon worshippers. After a while, there are almost as many moon 
worshippers as there are sun worshippers. Apart from the risk of 
being slaughtered if there’s a total eclipse of the sun, it’s better to be 
a moon worshipper, because they are more enjoyable to be with.  
I say that from personal experience. 
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HARUKI:  I’ve heard that food is so abundant on this planet that you 
and your people spend on average only an hour a day gathering it or 
hunting. When you were with the moon worshippers, how did they 
spend their spare time? 
  
YELPE:  When the moon shows itself, they say, “Keep shining. You 
are not as bright as the sun, but someday you will completely hide 
the sun.” They spend most of their time playing games, talking, 
lazing about, building or repairing their dwellings, fishing, hunting 
salikas, gathering shells, making necklaces, and doing other things 
they feel like doing. 
  
HARUKI:  Do you think that the sun worshippers will actually kill 
moon worshippers if there is a total eclipse? Is it possible that they 
have learned how senseless this would be?  
  
YELPE:  They will attack moon worshippers. The moon worshippers 
think that the moon will save them, even though it never has in the 
past, and I don’t see how it could. Both the sun worshippers and the 
moon worshippers are crazy, but this is what happens. 
  
HARUKI:  Do you know about the dancing Zees?  They can light up 
their swarms and perform all sorts of patterns and make interesting 
musical sounds. 
  
YELPE:  Everybody knows about them. The sun worshippers think 
that they tell us one thing. The moon worshippers think that they tell 
us another thing. I think that they tell us something, but I don’t 
know what it is, and nobody else does either. 
  
HARUKI:  We’ve noticed that most of your people are black-furred, 
but many are red-furred. Are there many among you who feel that 
they are superior to others who have a different-colored fur? 
  
YELPE:  Why would they think that?  
  
HARUKI:  Good point. Do you have any hopes or goals for the 
future? 
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YELPE:  There is no future, because it has not come. There is no 
past, because it has gone. There is only the present. During the 
present, I want to remain with you humans. 
  
HARUKI:  I’m sure you can stay with us. I will introduce you to my 
fellow humans. 
  
YELPE:  I hope you have no worship requirements. 
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            Excerpt from the Journal of Savitri Gandhi  
           and Her Interview with Olivia, a Parahuman; 
                                       Earth Year 2276  
                  
 I am Savitri Gandhi. I was born five years after the Calypso landed 
on Goldie, and I am sixteen years old. My precursor was a professor 
of philosophy who was famous in India, and, among philosophers, 
internationally. I was imprinted with many of her memories and a 
sense of her experiences. I don’t feel that I am a continuation of her, 
but I feel that her spirit lives on in me.  
     Like the other humans whose DNA was transported here on the 
Calypso, I was nurtured and educated by parahumans. I wept when 
the last one died even though there was the danger that they might 
kill us.  
     This journal entry of mine mostly consists of the transcript of my 
interview with Olivia four days before the the total eclipse of the sun 
referred to earlier in this volume. First I want to say something 
about how we humans on Goldie are supposed to be continuances of 
our respective precursors, whose DNA in each case we share. My 
Calypso baby-mate Kooz sometimes talks as if he is a completely 
new person, and when he feels this way he refers to the original Kooz 
as his father, rather than as an earlier version of himself. But at 
other times he considers himself to be a continuation of the original 
Kooz. His rationale for believing this is that he has the same genome 
as the original Kooz and he was imprinted with memories of the 
original Kooz, and therefore he has the original Kooz’s 
consciousness, and his sense of self-awareness is a continuation of 
the original Kooz’s sense of self-awareness. It’s as if the original 
Kooz slept for almost two hundred years and then awoke as a baby 
on Goldie. This is the story that the original Kooz came to believe in 
and the one that all of us whose DNA came on the Calypso were led 
to believe is true.  
    Here’s what I think of this: Nearly every human forms a sense of 
having come into being as a self-aware person, and this lasts until 
death, or, more precisely, until brain death. Is it possible to have this 
experience of being alive more than once? That question spawned 

182



the doctrine of reincarnation. Kooz considered reincarnation to be 
nothing more than a myth — he had no interest in it — but he did 
believe that, since the experience of being alive happens to everyone, 
emerging out of nowhere, it can’t be ruled out that it might happen 
again to the same consciousness — that one might experience it 
more than once. That led him to wonder whether there would be any 
circumstances in which the likelihood of it happening again would 
be increased. The great biologist Paul Rossante suggested that it 
might happen in the case of a clone who not only had the same DNA 
as his or her precursor, but who was inculcated and imbued, at least 
to some degree, with his or her precursor’s memories. We eight 
humans on Goldie are all such clones, and we each have an 
extraordinary understanding and acquaintance with the lives of our 
respective precursors, and even share, or at least are privy to, some 
of their memories, so we are candidates for this theory. 
     Is my experience of being alive a continuation (or revival) of the 
experience of being alive of my precursor? My philosophical 
instincts and education tell me that we can never know. Not only can 
we never know, but whether or not it’s the case is completely 
irrelevant to how we live our lives. I think each of us feels an 
emotional connection to our precursor, but that’s the extent of it.  
Questioning whether we are actual continuations of our precursors 
has no practical value. 
     To return to my principal concern in this journal entry: I was 
always fascinated with parahumans, and after the last one who came 
here on the Calypso died, I thought I would never see one again; so it 
was a delight and a surprise for me when we met the Athena 
humans, Paul and Alondra, and I saw that they had a parahuman, 
Olivia, with them and soon learned that she was programmed to live 
longer than the other parahumans and to be intellectually superior 
to them. I made a point of getting to know her, and we have become 
friends. I was thrilled when she agreed to let me interview her for my 
journal and to be able to reprint the transcript of it here:  
  
SAVITRI:  Olivia, it’s a pleasure to be able to interview you. 
  
OLIVIA:  Mine too. I’ll try to answer any questions you have. 
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SAVITRI:  First of all, could you tell me what it’s like to be a 
parahuman? How does it feel knowing you are electronic, rather 
than biological, like humans? 
  
OLIVIA:  Of course, humans are electronic too. The human body 
generates electricity, which flows through the entire nervous system, 
and that’s only one of the many ways in which humans and 
parahumans are alike. The brains of parahumans are simpler than 
those of humans. Kooz felt that parahumans would function best if 
their emotions were pitched at about twenty percent of human 
emotions. He pitched my emotions higher than he did for other 
parahumans, by how much higher, I don’t know. He invested me 
with other special qualities as well, so in a sense I am more 
humanlike than the others were, and I found humans more 
interesting. The other parahumans were able to solve complicated 
equations and store terabytes of information, but for the most part 
they were dull. I probably feel more the way a human does than the 
way the other parahumans felt. 
  
SAVITRI:  I have the impression that the other parahumans never 
realized how bad they were at sports. 
  
OLIVIA:  Yeah. And I was certainly no better than the others in that 
respect. When they challenged young Kooz and young Paul to play 
soccer, they couldn’t believe how agile and fast the humans were, 
though they had watched them play many times. They had blind 
spots like that. 
  
SAVITRI:  Do you miss them? 
  
OLIVIA:  Sometimes I think it would be convenient to have them 
around, but I don’t miss them. 
  
SAVITRI:  I’ve learned a lot about what life was like on Earth and in 
what ways Earth is like Goldie and in what ways different. Did you 
like it better on Earth than on Goldie? 
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OLIVIA:  Human life on Earth would have been unsustainable if 
NoNo hadn’t changed the course of history. As Kooz, Paul, and 
nearly all other scientists realized, the runaway greenhouse effect 
had become irreversible. Earth was too crowded, too frantic, for my 
taste, but it was interesting, for sure. If NoNo hadn’t come along, the 
Athena mission wouldn’t have been diverted from Mars, and I would 
have almost certainly spent the rest of my life on that barren, cold, 
and lifeless planet. Goldie is a lot more interesting than Mars. 
  
SAVITRI:  Speaking of interesting things, Alondra told me that 
before you set out on your trip down the river, you spent many hours 
observing the dancing Zees, and trying to tune the lingua so it could 
understand their communications, and that you observed them at 
night, millions of them performing and lighting up like fireflies back 
on Earth. What an experience! Did you make any progress trying to 
understand their language, if it can even be called that? 
  
OLIVIA:  They certainly communicate with each other, at the very 
least like members of a musical ensemble on Earth, where, even 
without a conductor, simply by subtle body movements, the 
musicians let each other know the precise moment to begin a 
passage and perform in concert. I have no doubt that the Zees are 
communicating with each other in other ways as well. 
  
SAVTRI:  What about how they move collectively, and light up 
rhythmically and in synchrony with the others? 
  
OLIVIA:  There are many species of bioluminescent fish and insects 
on Earth, and there are species of birds and fish on Earth that move 
collectively in remarkable ways, but these Zees on Goldie strike me 
as far more intelligent and capable of much more complex 
communication. They can put on a sound-and-light show that’s 
enthralling to watch, and it’s clear that they are aware of observers in 
a way that has no parallel on Earth. When they perform for the 
benefit of onlookers, they exhibit a form of collective intelligence 
that I don’t yet understand, but I have modified the lingua and am 
getting a sense of the distinctive way in which the Zees function. I’ve 
started working with a massive colony that I discovered near the 
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Calypso encampment and have made surprising progress. We’ll see 
where it leads.                                                        
  
 SAVITRI:  That’s fantastic! I’ll be interested to learn what comes 
from your further investigations. Turning to another subject, I feel 
close kinship with all the young humans whose DNA came here on 
the Calypso, like mine, but maybe an exception is Isabel Marquez. I 
heard that her precursor on Earth thought you were a menace and 
could get out of control. She thought Kooz was crazy to upgrade you 
so much. There’s a rumor that she (Isabel on Earth) wanted to 
degrade you, or even kill you, so you wouldn’t be a threat. 
  
OLIVIA:  I heard that rumor, but that’s all I know about it. I do think 
I freaked her out — the original Isabel Marquez. She was a prim 
woman and treated me like I was an unruly schoolgirl, but I would 
not judge her harshly for that. She had reason to be concerned about 
how Kooz had upgraded me so much that I might act in destructive 
ways that he couldn’t foresee. In any case, even if you consider Isabel 
Marquez on Goldie to be a continuation of her precursor on Earth, I 
think you should reflect that she may have changed. I know that in at 
least one respect she has changed. In any case, it would be unfair to 
ascribe characteristics of Isabel back on Earth to Isabel on Goldie. 
  
SAVITRI:  Thank you for that wise advice. Could you be more 
specific about how she’s changed? 
  
OLIVIA:  I can’t without violating her privacy. Don’t worry about 
her. She’s trying to be happy, like everybody else. 
  
 SAVITRI:  I respect that, and thanks. I feel much better about her 
now. Turning to another subject, this situation we’re in with the 
Goldians — the sun worshippers and the moon worshippers. They 
seem absolutely wacky, and the eclipse is coming — only four days 
from now. Are we all going to get slaughtered for either moon 
worshipping or sun worshipping, or for not worshipping at all?   
  
OLIVIA:  I don’t know. I don’t think it’s inevitable. Their fixation 
with the sun and the moon is odd. They seem generally benign 
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otherwise, but, ironically, if they didn’t have this obsession, resulting 
in their population being sharply reduced by war every hundred and 
eighteen years, they might have overrun the planet by now, because 
slaif is so abundant. Someday, a fungus or something else, could 
wipe out all the slaif. Or slaif might wipe out all the Goldians. Have 
you read a book by the biologist Richard Dawkins titled The Selfish 
Gene? 
  
SAVITRI:  No, but I think I get the idea of what it’s about just by the 
title. 
  
OLIVIA:  Yeah, well, the genes in slaif are at the genius level of 
selfishness. They appear to have developed a strain of slaif that 
became toxic to practically every animal on Goldie except our furry 
Goldian friends. That strain became dominant, and now, Goldians 
and humans may be the only animals on this planet that can tolerate 
slaif. Recently, Simone learned that there is an increasing incidence 
of Goldians having fatal allergic reactions to slaif. Slaif’s selfish 
genes may be in the process of fending off their chief predator. (I’ve 
been speaking metaphorically, of course.) The Goldians don’t have 
the technological resources to deal with such a problem and show no 
sign of developing in that respect. Their long-term sustainability is 
far from assured. 
  
SAVITRI:  Maybe we could teach them to grow other crops. 
  
OLIVIA:  Maybe, some day. We Earthlings on Goldie (humans and 
parahumans alike) haven’t done enough in developing new food 
sources. We’ve been lucky in that — so far —humans haven’t had 
trouble tolerating slaif.  
  
SAVITRI: There are so few humans and so many Goldians. It would 
be great if we could train them to think about what technological 
improvements they could make, particularly in cultivating new food 
sources.  
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OLIVIA:  It’s hard to have much of a relationship with them. Their 
fixation with sun and moon worship is so deeply rooted in their 
culture and history that they can’t seem to think about anything else. 
  
SAVITRI:  Before I forget —- do you ever dream? 
  
OLIVIA:  Sometimes I wish I did, the way I sometimes wish I could 
do a lot of things humans do. But no, I don’t dream, even of electric 
sheep. Technically I don’t sleep. I do go into low energy consumption 
mode, in which I’m just operative enough to keep sensors activated 
and keep track of time — keep my internal alarm clock functioning. 
But that’s what humans do too when they sleep, so maybe I should 
correct myself and say that I do sleep. But to get back to your 
question, I’m still waiting to have my first dream. 
  
SAVITRI:  Turning to another subject, though I can understand if 
you don’t want to talk about it How do you feel about the fact that 
you’re going to die in a few years — that you’re mortal the way 
humans are? I wonder if your feelings are like ours in that respect? 
  
OLIVIA:  It’s not a problem for me, and it doesn’t have to be for 
humans. 
  
 SAVITRI:  I’m surprised to hear you say that. It’s a destiny that can 
be a source of pain for humans just thinking about it. I know that 
you have a fine library of books and an encyclopedia’s worth of 
knowledge in you, but I’ve read Kooz’s notes on what knowledge he 
instilled in you. Frankly, Kooz was pretty superficial when it came to 
philosophy. I was instilled with a lot of information about my 
precursor, who was an eminent philosopher. I read a book by the 
philosopher Thomas Nagel titled The View from Nowhere. What he 
said about death in it lodged in my mind because it was what I’d felt 
but never articulated. He said that — and I quote from 
memory                                                                              — “Death is 
nothing, and final. It is a great curse.” Since you are imbued with 
such a high degree of artificial intelligence that you are aware of who 
you are and that, in a few years, your electronics and other 
components may be preserved, but you’ll cease to exist as a thinking 
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individual, I don’t see how you can think about death any differently 
than a human could. 
  
OLIVIA:  You’re right. I couldn’t think differently than a human 
could, but a human, including yourself, might be able to think 
differently. It’s not impossible for y0u to think in a way that 
eliminates these gloomy thoughts about mortality.  
  
SAVITRI:  I’d love to know what that is. 
  
OLIVIA:  Okay. Permit me to indulge in a little thought experiment: 
Imagine a young woman, Jane, who learns that one night soon she 
will die in her sleep. She can enjoy the time until then as she usually 
does. Her death is imminent, but it is in the future, and she is living 
in the present. She only feels devastated because of her emotional 
investment in her future self — in the person she would be if she 
could live longer than she has learned will be the case. She would be 
relieved of her distress if she could transfer that emotional 
investment from her future self to the future self of someone who 
will continue to live after she (Jane) dies.  
  
SAVITRI:  To whom would she be able to transfer that emotional 
investment? Someone she loved as much as herself? 
  
OLIVIA:  Exactly. 
  
SAVITRI:  It will take me awhile to absorb this. Meanwhile, you are 
so human-like, Olivia, and you’ve said that you’re going to die within 
the next few years. Yet it’s really not a problem for you? 

OLIVIA: I am content with it.  

SAVITRI:  So is there somebody you love sufficiently that you can 
transfer your emotional investment in your future self to that 
person’s future self? 

OLIVIA:  Not a particular somebody. This is easy for me, because I 
love everybody sufficiently, including all the humans, all the 
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Goldians, and all the Zees. But let me make clear— this is not 
because I am a saint. It’s because of how I was programmed.   

SAVITRI:  Wonderful. Olivia, thank you immensely for your 
thoughts. 
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           Excerpt from the Journal of C. D. Kuizmeyer  
                              (“Kooz”); Earth Year 2276 
                            
Two nights before the eclipse, I slept out in the open and woke up 
before dawn, still lying on my mat, so that when I opened my eyes, I 
beheld the Milky Way — that grand river of stars spanning the 
celestial dome. It occurred to me that nearly all of those millions 
upon millions of stars were so far away that, although the planet 
Earth was eighty trillion miles from my vantage point on Goldie, the 
view that I was contemplating was practically the same one that the 
distinguished astronomer Herbert Wu had when he looked up at the 
same wondrous expanse from his observatory in Hawaii, more than 
two-hundred years earlier. 
     Moments later, the Milky Way disappeared! At least it seemed 
that way, for it took me a couple of seconds before I realized that I 
had dozed off for half an hour, and in that short span light had 
spread across the sky, blotting out all but the brightest stars. The 
thin crescent moon had risen above the eastern horizon. The pale 
orange glow beneath it confirmed that a new day had begun. 
    The sun would soon rise, and in slow-motion pursuit, it would 
creep closer to the moon during the day and throughout the night, 
almost catching up to it by this same hour the next morning, on 
which, a little before midday, it would overtake the moon. But it 
would not be the pursued that would be blotted out, it would be the 
pursuer, the sun itself, and that, to the sun worshippers, was an 
abomination, an affront by the moon that they would not let stand.  
     Later that morning of the day before the eclipse, we humans had 
held a council. We agreed that the eclipse predicted for the next day 
would almost certainly be total. Every Goldian we had met had 
asserted that this would be the case, and that, if sun worshippers had 
their way, not a single moon worshipper or suspected moon 
worshipper would live to see the sun set that night. 
     We reviewed possible escape routes. None seemed plausible. We 
couldn’t all fit on the raft, and even if we could, it would break up 
when exposed to the next tidal bore. It certainly wouldn’t survive in 
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the ocean. Nor could we escape through the forest. The Goldians 
knew the terrain and trails far better than we did, and they could run 
faster than any of us. 
     One might think that the Athena and the Calypso would have 
been stocked with modern weapons. There would have been plenty 
of room for enough firearms for us to mow down any Goldians who 
approached us with murderous intent. How could it be that we had 
little more to defend ourselves with than garden tools? It wasn’t an 
oversight. Kooz, my precursor, had forbidden it. It was his belief that 
whatever weapons we had might save us, but at too great a cost. 
Using them against creatures on a planet that we had invaded would 
establish us as killers, as demons. They would make us hated and 
feared. And they might instill in us a model of behavior that would 
be conducive to our killing each other. Sooner or later, ammunition 
would run out; our weapons would become inoperative. We would 
be killers who had become impotent. We had been led to believe that 
these were sound reasons for not having weapons. I talked to Olivia 
about this the day we first met. She, after all — not just her 
continuation — had known C. D. Kuizmeyer back on Earth and had 
known him well. She confirmed what I had guessed about his 
reasoning and added that, because of a particular experience he had 
had as a teenager — witnessing a shooting — he had formed a strong 
aversion to guns, and that the Space Unbounded compounds were 
not as well protected as everyone had assumed they were. 
     I’m not sure whether Kooz’s decision to deprive human colonists 
on Goldie of modern weapons was a stark instance of his craziness, 
or of wisdom that most mortals lack the capacity to understand. In 
any event, we were unarmed, whereas the Goldian sun worshippers 
were superb spear throwers and club wielders and they vastly 
outnumbered us. We could barricade ourselves in the Calypso, but 
how long would we hold out? We had tried diplomacy — tried to 
convince them by explaining the science at work — but no matter 
what we said, no matter how persuasive it might sound to rational 
beings, they claimed it to be further evidence that we were moon 
worshippers. With few exceptions, the Goldians seemed fiercely 
possessed by an insane belief. 
     The moon worshippers in our area had made no preparations to 
defend themselves. They were convinced that the moon would save 
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them if they gathered together and prayed. When we tried to 
convince them otherwise, their response was that since the moon is 
strong enough to blot out the sun completely, the moon would have 
no trouble saving those who worship it. They assured us that this 
was a logical conclusion and therefore irrefutable. They told us that 
we could be saved by standing with them during the eclipse and 
praying to the moon. 
     None of us, including Paul and me — both deemed to be geniuses 
in our former lives on Earth — could think of anything to do but to 
huddle like condemned prisoners and accept our fate. Of course 
there was some chance that it might cloud over, but the sky was a 
clear brilliant blue the entire day before the eclipse, and there was no 
indication that the weather was about to change. Our only other 
hope seemed to be that the Goldians were wrong: that the eclipse 
wouldn’t be total and therefore would fall short of being a 
requirement for the sun worshippers to murder not only members of 
their own species but also any extraterrestrial visitors who had failed 
to prove that they weren’t moon worshippers. That hope seemed 
slim. None of us slept well that night. 
                  
What had been tomorrow became today. The sun rose, flooding the 
landscape and sky with light, dimming the sliver of a moon ahead of 
it. As the sun grew closer to it, the moon would fade to invisibility.  
I looked for clouds that might cover the sun, but saw not a wisp of 
one in any direction. 
     By mid-morning, the sound of drums emanating from the forest 
resounded in my ears, presaging the baleful events to come. We had 
heard drums before, often in the evening, sometimes beating in 
imaginative rhythms, which, if not a delight, were tolerable to listen 
to. The drumbeats on the morning of the eclipse were not like that. 
They were repetitive, insistent, and loud.  
     Soon after the drumming began, dozens of male sun worshippers 
appeared at the edge of the forest, apparently so we could witness 
them sharpening their spears. Others began stacking firewood no 
more than fifty yards from our encampment. 
     About this time, Alondra took a scrap of flat cardboard with a 
pinhole in it and held it between the sun and a sheet of white paper. 
She called to us to look at the image of bright yellow-orange light 
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formed by the sun shining through the pinhole. We stared at an arc 
of darkness biting into the bright disc of the sun. 
     The sun worshippers must have known that the eclipse had 
begun. A sound resembling a cheer went up from every direction 
except from where moon worshippers were gathered by the river. 
From these Goldians, by contrast, a collective low moaning could be 
heard — their prayer to the moon. The next half-hour was agonizing, 
watching the moon’s bite of the sun grow.  
     The sun had almost reached the meridian when I caught sight of 
Olivia running as fast as she could toward the forest. Where was she 
going? What was her motive? To make a desperate effort to convince 
the sun worshippers that they should spare us? She knew as well as 
any of us that rational argument would be useless. It was 
unthinkable that she would run away. She couldn’t run half as fast as 
the average human, much less a Goldian. She made it to the forest, 
though, entering near a trail that I knew. In the next moment my 
mind flooded with a fanciful thought: We humans had practiced 
singing a choral piece by Bach. We had agreed to try to master it. 
Alondra (the one back on Earth) had been a member of a choral 
society for many years and had a beautiful voice, as did our Alondra, 
the one with us on Goldie. A weird thought crossed my mind:. If 
only the sun worshippers could hear Alondra sing! Nobody who 
could sing so beautifully could be a moon worshipper! That notion 
lasted about a second before I shook myself free of it, and reality 
returned. 
     The next thing I remember looking at were hordes of sun- 
worshipping Goldians, every one of them armed with a spear or a 
club, many with both, emerging from the forest, pressing closer. 
I glanced at the sun projected through the pinhole. The moon had 
devoured more than two-thirds of it. During the next ten minutes it 
enlarged its shadow even more. The angle of the moon’s attack and 
the shape of what was left of the sun’s image left no doubt that 
within half an hour the sun would be blocked out. 
     Still more sun worshippers edged forward from the forest —
hundreds of them, most of them warriors with clubs and spears of 
various lengths, sharpened for the occasion. I glanced at the moon 
worshippers huddled by the river. They were bent, some kneeling, 
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some with hands clasped in prayer. Apparently, they had resigned 
themselves to being slaughtered if they weren’t saved by the moon. 
     The sun was now no more than a bright sliver. Daylight was 
fading. The moon’s unlit side was facing us, its presence discernible 
only by the shadow it cast upon the sun. The drumbeats, which had 
been stilled, sounded again, with greater intensity, then stopped. I 
felt frozen, and cold. The temperature had fallen. A shrieking whistle 
came from the forest, followed by silence for a few seconds; then the 
drumbeats sounded again. The sun worshippers, with raised spears, 
positioned themselves to form a line. Eclipse totality was minutes 
away. Then it would be dark. I didn’t think they would wait that 
long. They were ready to charge the instant they were given the 
command. 
     At first, I thought the strange buzzing noise in my ears was a 
signal from the Goldian chief. Then I saw a massive cloud 
approaching. It was composed not of vapor but of Zees, a 
stupendous swarm, pulsating with orange-toned light, which grew 
brighter as the last light from the sun faded. There were millions of 
them, covering half the sky, substituting for sunlight their orange-
red shimmering glow — the effect of a multitude of lights, like those 
of flickering fireflies — spreading across the sky, passing between us 
and the sun and the moon both. The sun worshippers, disordered 
and confused, melted into the forest. 
     I felt great relief, but my overriding emotion was one of 
astonishment at the Zees, swirling in exquisitely choreographed 
patterns, their movements accompanied by a rich progression of  
chords and even melodies. I looked around at my fellow humans, all 
dumbstruck, like me. My astonishment gave way to rapture. The 
same could be said of the moon worshippers by the river, their arms 
raised in jubilation. They knew they had been saved. 
     Clearly, some transformation had occurred. I lost track of time. 
My recall of the sequence of events is blurred, but I remember the 
Zees gathering in a great arc, a parabola, and I remember hearing a 
final chord of their collective sound as they grouped and flew high 
and away in multiple strands, in the course of their departure 
exposing the sun, a crescent of bright light, revealing that the period 
of totality had passed. 
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     We humans danced and hugged, filled with joy. Our Goldian 
refugee, Yelpe, joined in as if he were one of us. Again, I lost track of 
time — I don’t know for how long. I only remember Alondra crying 
out: 
     “Where’s Olivia?” 
     Our mood changed at once. I felt ashamed that I had forgotten 
about her. It was only then that I realized that she must have 
succeeded in communicating with the Zees and in enlisting them in 
action to save us.  
     By then, little more than half the sun was still in shadow. Almost 
full daylight had returned. I told the others where I had seen her 
disappear into the forest. I knew it was near where a trail began. 
     “We must look for her,” Alondra said. “And find her!” 
      We all agreed. Haruki and Isabel, along with Yelpe, said they 
would stay at the encampment so someone would be there to 
welcome Olivia if she returned from another direction. I put a 
battery in my backpack in case we found her and she needed a 
recharge. We set out, jogging at a brisk pace, single file on the 
narrow trail. It took barely ten minutes to reach the meadowlands.     
We had started to fan out to look for clues as to where she might 
have gone next, when Paul cried: 
    “This is so sad.” 
     The rest of us hurried toward hm. On the ground in front of him 
were the remains of Olivia: her circuits and modules, thousands of 
micro motors, chips, cables, filaments of wired fabric, undefinable 
clumps of material, her synthetic bones, scattered with her torn 
clothes, and the lingua she had been carrying with her. Intermingled 
with these objects was the spear that had struck her down. Her 
carbon fiber skull was deeply dented, her shoulder bones fractured. 
She had been clubbed to death after being felled by the spear. I was 
overwhelmed with grief, as were we all. 
     “We must give her a decent burial,” Paul said. “I wore my 
overnight backpack, in case. If no one objects, I’ll put her parts and 
clothes in it and bring them back to the encampment.”  
   “I’ll help gather them,” Simone said. 
   “I’ll help,” Alondra said. 
    Another cry rang out. Herb Wu called: 
    “See this!”  
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     He was standing a hundred feet away. We ran toward him, and in 
a moment we could see what he was looking at. Parting the lush 
wildflowers that framed it on both sides was the seven-foot-long 
corpse of a Goldian male. I don’t know what the state of the skin 
beneath his fur was, but where it was visible — his face and the 
palms of his hands — every square centimeter was covered with red 
bulbous lesions. Nearby, lay the club he had used to bash Olivia after 
bringing her down. 
     Herb looked up from the scene. 
     “Death by a thousand stings,” he said, confirming what we had  
guessed.  
     We helped Paul gather Olivia’s remains and the lingua, then 
walked back to our encampment.  
     The moon worshippers were still clustered by the river. They had 
taken advantage of their good luck in a way we learned about in late 
afternoon when three of them brought us a lavish gift of fish. They 
singled out Yelpe and began conversing with him. We didn’t need 
the lingua to tell what was happening: They were inviting him to 
rejoin their tribe, an invitation he happily accepted. He said 
something to us that didn’t catch, but I could tell was an expression 
of appreciation.  
  
Today, twelve days after the eclipse, we humans are still guessing 
what symbolic meaning the sun worshippers assigned to the events 
of that day. We haven’t seen them since. The moon worshippers 
have moved too, but not far from us. We know that because 
yesterday Yelpe visited us for the first time since he returned to his 
tribe. We had the lingua ready, and we had a friendly conversation 
with him, in the course of which he informed us that he has a job! 
The moon worshippers appointed him as their ambassador to the 
sun worshippers. He has already had talks with them and says he’s 
hopeful that the sun worshippers and the moon worshippers will put 
their differences aside. We congratulated him on his good work and 
asked him to keep us informed.  
    This brings to a close my journal entry covering recent events in 
my life, except to say that there is a full moon tonight, and I plan to 
spend some relaxing moments watching it rise across the river, 
above the canyon wall. 
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             Excerpt from the Journal of Alondra Gordon; 
                                         Earth Year 2276          
                    
A few days before she died, with all us humans gathered around her, 
Olivia made some music. She played recordings stored inside her: 
excerpts of pieces by three of Earth’s greatest composers — Bach, 
Beethoven, and Mozart, as well as some by ones less well known. 
Then she said, “Since I don’t have to sleep, I’ve had a lot of time to 
read and listen to music, which, by the way, doesn’t require using my 
eyes or ears. I have so much stored inside me that I have read and 
listened to only a tiny fraction of what’s available. I’m glad I didn’t 
miss this one.” Then she played a rendition by a jazz group of a 
simple repeating melody backed by a modulating chord progression 
moving between major and minor keys. It ended with a bright two-
tone tag struck on the upper register of the piano. For me, this 
unpretentious piece had wistful, slightly melancholy, yet sweet and 
comforting effect. Olivia said that that the rendition we had heard 
had been performed by the Branford Marsalis Quartet and was titled 
“Mo Better Blues.”  
     I think that this final musical expression of her state of mind was 
as close as she ever came to lamenting her mortality. In her heroic 
identity as a parahuman who saved us and the moon worshippers 
from destruction, she lived and died with as much dignity as any 
human being could and a great deal more than most. 
     Kooz, on Earth, thought that he could live a new life in the person 
of his namesake, whose DNA was a replica of his own. But as Kooz, 
on Goldie, our Kooz, would be the first to tell you, if he is the same 
person as his precursor, he had changed his mode of being from 
what it had been on Earth, just as I have changed my mode of being 
from that of my Hawaiian earlier self. 
     Kooz may not have achieved continuance in living on as young 
Kooz on Goldie, as he had hoped, but in designing, programming, 
and upgrading Olivia with loving care to a degree of perfection that 
may never be surpassed, he created a parahuman who would live 
here in his stead. In her bold, imaginative, and tireless work in 
communicating with the Zees and enlisting these otherworldly 
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creatures in the cause of compassion and common sense, she drew 
on Kooz’s genius and applied it in action, more nobly and effectively 
than he could have imagined. 
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                          Excerpt from the Journal of 
                      Isabel Marquez; Earth Year 2276 
  
I am Isabel Marquez, one of the six Calypso “babies.” I am presently 
seventeen years old and am writing this six weeks after the total 
eclipse of the sun, which I am sure you have read about. I was 
supposed to write a journal a long time ago, but Kooz and Simone 
were doing it, so I thought, Why bother? I’d just be saying the same 
things. Then for a while, I was thinking, Why bother? We’re all going 
to get slaughtered by the sun worshippers. When that didn’t happen, 
I was so happy that I thought, Okay, I’ll do it.  
     It would be inefficient to repeat what everybody else has said, and 
I’m an efficient person, but I do think it’s my duty to contribute 
anything I can that’s not repetitive of other accounts and that I think 
is of some importance. What follows will be short and just about my 
personal experience. I’m also a private person, so I won’t write about 
some things that some people would put in their journals but I 
prefer not to.  
     Like the others whose journal excerpts you have read, I was 
inculcated with a lot of information about my precursor, whose 
name and genome I share. I’m supposed to be a continuation of 
Isabel Marquez, on Earth, who was in charge of parahuman 
management at Space Unbounded and became CEO after C. D. 
Kuizmeyer died. From what I learned about Isabel, on Earth, she 
was a good person, but rather rigid and not much fun to be with. I’ve 
tried to be different. Trying to be different is probably why some 
months ago I asked Herb Wu if he’d like to go on a camping trip with 
me. Herb is very smart but rather shy and he looked surprised and 
said, “Where do you want to camp?” which I thought was a little off-
putting. If he had asked me the same question, I would have just 
said, “I’d like that,” or even “I’d love to.”  
     I don’t know what Isabel on Earth would have said in these 
circumstances, but being an efficient person, I had an idea ready — 
something I’d been curious about for a long time. I had discovered a 
barely perceptible trail that led north that might have been made by 
salikas, or might have been made by Goldians years ago.  From what 
I’d learned about the geography in the vicinity of our encampment, 
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I’d gotten the impression that this trail led to the cliffs overlooking 
the ocean, which we believed were about twenty miles north of us. I 
told Herb that I thought that would be an interesting trip. He said 
he’d been thinking the same thing. I wish he’d said that he’d been 
thinking of asking me, rather than that he’d been thinking the same 
thing, and that might have bothered Isabel back on Earth in the 
same circumstances, but I knew that I shouldn’t let it bother me. 
     Herb and I were both in good condition and we felt sure we could 
get to the ocean in one day. We told Kooz and Simone that we were 
going, that we would be away overnight, and that we would be back 
the next day. I was afraid that they would object or that one or both 
of them would want to come with us. They didn’t seem too happy 
about our going, but they didn’t try to stop us, so we packed up and 
got ready. This was the most exciting thing that had happened to me, 
and it turned out to be an important event in my life. There was risk 
in what we were doing, of course. We couldn’t be sure that we 
wouldn’t find ourselves facing mumpa beasts or three-toed ztegees 
coming at us on the trail, but we only encountered harmless ground 
snarps and some weirdo birds, and our hike was fascinating and fun. 
     The last quarter mile before we reached the ocean was almost 
barren of vegetation, being mostly covered with shells that had been 
deposited by unusually high tides that had brought ocean waves 
rolling over the cliffs. Nearly all the shells were broken, but with a 
little poking around we found ones that were intact and some that 
were exceptionally beautiful, a few of which I stowed in my 
backpack.  
     We reached the edge of a bluff and looked down at a field of 
enormous boulders at whose far extent waves were crashing and 
sending up clouds of blowing spray. The ocean had a gray-green 
color and was full of whitecaps. I was mesmerized watching the 
waters swirling among the boulders and the rivulets running up to 
the faces of the cliffs and draining back to the sea.  
     Herb and I turned away from the chill wind and wandered on 
salt-tolerant sea grass laden with broken shells and kelp with 
rubbery capsules and some kind of long stringy sea plants, and we 
smelled the salt air, which was was so fresh and special that it was a 
tonic just to breathe it. 
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     For all we knew, an unusually high tide might occur that night, so 
we retreated to higher ground before setting up our tent. I’m not 
going to go into detail about what it was like camping in the same 
tent with Herb except to say that it was quite an experience and the 
best part of our trip. The next day, when we got back to our 
encampment and told the others about our adventure, I felt sheer 
joy watching everyone marvel at the shells I’d brought back.  
     When I was younger and being instilled with an enormous 
amount of information about my precursor, Isabel Marquez, and the 
world she lived in, I learned that she had a slogan that she repeated 
to herself when under stress: “Monitor your feelings.” I followed that 
rule when I came back from my camping trip with Herb, whereupon 
three words, “curiosity,” “joy,” and “desire,” drifted across my mind. 
I’ll just add that it looks like Herb and I will have a family someday; 
in fact, it doesn’t just look like it, we agreed upon it; in fact, we didn’t 
just agree upon it, it’s in process. 
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Transcript of Remarks Made by Herbert Wu at a Gathering 

of Humans on Goldie, Three Goldian Months after the 
Total Eclipse of the Sun; Earth Year, 2276 

  
Friends: We have all agreed that it’s time to consider the status of 
our little colony of humans on this planet and to plan ahead. As a 
starting point, you have selected me to report on how I see our 
situation and to speculate about our future. I doubt if I’m more 
qualified than any of you to carry out this task, but I’ve given a lot of 
thought to it, and I’ll do my best to lay out our situation and 
prospects as best I can: 
     Olivia is gone. We humans on Goldie are on our own. We are 
beneficiaries of our knowledge of human history on Planet Earth, the 
nature of evolution, our heritage of philosophical wisdom and our 
understanding of logic and the scientific method — the idea that you 
observe phenomena and form hypotheses and test whether they hold 
up on the basis of observation and experiment, whereby you 
construct increasingly accurate models of things as they are, subject 
to their being disproved or modified by future evidence, and treat 
myths and untestable assertions as sheer speculation or symbolic 
truths at best. We are sophisticated in a way that early humans on 
Earth were not.  
     I put that forth roughly, but you can see what I’m getting at. That 
should help us, and it should help us that we are on a planet that is 
relatively benign, albeit we’re living with the risk that a deadly 
pathogen might remove us from it.  
     Short term, we are well off, except that we are in the Stone Age. 
With one possible exception, which I’ll say something about in a 
moment, we can’t manufacture anything but primitive tools. We are 
to a large extent hunter-gatherers, like early humans on Earth.  
     Although we are sophisticated, and that’s an advantage, there are 
only eight of us, and that’s a disadvantage. Yet, it’s conceivable that 
we might double our population every twenty years. Keep that up 
and we would number eight thousand in two hundred years and 
eight million in four hundred years. At some point in this 
progression our descendants might begin to feel some confidence 
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that homo sapiens is a viable species on this planet, that we might 
build an enlightened modern civilization here.  
     If we strive to attain this goal, we must try to preserve our  
enlightened perspective through succeeding generations of humans, 
but it will not be easy to do so. Imagine my idealized scenario — four 
hundred years from now, twenty generations hence, with eight 
million human beings here. Consider what myths and ideologies will 
have been propounded and how many followers they will have 
attracted. Can we say with certainty that moon worship and sun 
worship will not come back in vogue? Can we be sure that, by then, 
our scientific view of the world won’t be regarded by many people as 
heresy? It will be a formidable task for us and our descendants to 
keep enlightenment alive, to ensure that the course of human history 
on Goldie isn’t a reprise of human history on Earth.  
    I’ve proclaimed that we have an advantage over early humans on 
Earth because we are enlightened. I believe that this is true, but if we 
think of the Enlightenment on Earth as a transformation that 
occurred in the eighteenth century (although, of course, seeds of it 
were planted over the course of many centuries before then), we 
must acknowledge that revolutions, wars, genocides, and 
destructiveness born of greed, resentment, and hatred continued in 
the centuries thereafter.  
     Enlightenment is critical to human material and moral progress, 
but it is insufficient. Besides a scientific revolution, we need a 
revolution of desires. We need to ingrain in our psyches desires to be 
honest, just, sensitive, and kind, and these desires must never yield 
to desires for money, power, or status. 
     We want to emulate human experience in multiplying and 
spreading over our home planet, but we don’t want to do it the same 
way that happened on Earth, which, for most of human history, 
involved couples having half a dozen or more children, pinning 
women down to childbearing and child-raising for much of their 
lives, accompanied by very high death rates, and punctuated by 
terrible wars. 
     Thanks to Paul Rossante (our Paul’s precursor on Earth), the 
enormous store of information available to us on our computers, 
includes instructions for making contraceptives and other medicines 
using methods that he believed might be within our capabilities. Our 
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Paul, here on Goldie, has already begun investigating what is 
possible in that regard. Let us hope that, when and if an account of 
the human experience on Goldie is written, it will show that, thanks 
to our enlightenment and to our revolution of desires, our 
distinguishing characteristics will be shown to be rationality, 
courage, decency, kindness, and good will.  

We have no communication equipment, so we know nothing about 
the course of human history on Earth after the Calypso lifted off 
from that planet two hundred and twenty-one Earth years ago. 
Civilization may have collapsed. Homo sapiens may be on an 
irreversible path to extinction. Or our species may have rebounded 
and achieved technological advances that even C. D. Kuizmeyer 
could not have foreseen! If our brothers and sisters on Earth have 
already, or in the future, become sufficiently capable, organized, and 
motivated to launch another spaceship on a mission to an exoplanet, 
they will surely send it to this one. I’m confident of that because they 
will know as well as we do that the odds of another planet being as 
similar to Earth as Goldie is within hundreds — even thousands — of 
light years from the Earth’s solar system are close to nil. For that 
reason, we can take pleasure in knowing that a spaceship from Earth 
might arrive here any day. Look up from time to time. You might see 
one coming in for a landing! 
                       
Because of their ample numbers, the furry people we found living 
here — the Goldians — may endure for thousands of years, or even 
longer, though their character and circumstances are such that it 
seems unlikely that they will develop what we would call an 
advanced civilization. Nonetheless, we can be sure that what 
happened on the day of the eclipse taught them a powerful lesson. 
There have been indications since then that we may be able to 
establish good relations with them and that our two species can 
work together for our common good. 
     It may be that the creatures who keep the flame of self-aware 
intelligent life alive longest on this planet will be the mysterious 
Zees. They appear to be highly intelligent, at least when they swarm 
in sufficient numbers, though it’s doubtful that they are on an 
evolutionary track that can lead to a modern civilization, such as 
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humans achieved on Earth. That probably requires intelligent beings 
that can walk, talk, and manipulate materials with their hands. 
Nevertheless, I suspect that there are wondrous things that we can 
learn from the Zees and that they can learn from us. It just might be 
the Zees from whom we learn what the Enlightenment didn’t teach 
humans on Earth. 
     
We have much else to learn about this planet. We know that the land 
masses that dominate the north and south mid- and high- latitude 
regions are mostly covered with snow and ice and are probably 
almost completely uninhabited. Although the island continent that 
has become our home is mostly within the tropics, the climate here 
is subtropical because Goldie is generally cooler than Earth. For all 
we know, Goldie is in the midst of an ice age, and a few thousand 
years from now, ice-bound regions may be as habitable as temperate 
climes were on Earth early in the twenty-first century. 
Unfortunately, reaching them by sea will always be challenging 
because tides and currents on Goldie are substantially more extreme 
than on Earth. 
     Whatever our future may be, we should not fail to notice a great 
thing that we have learned from our own experience. In considering 
the nature of our own species more deeply than I think most of us 
have before, in observing and interacting with the Zees and with the 
Goldians, and from reflecting on the life of an artificially intelligent 
being named Olivia, we have learned that conscious, self-aware, 
intelligent beings of astounding variety are not exclusive to life 
originating on Earth, nor to biological creatures with big brains and 
opposable thumbs. That simple discovery, I think, offers a clue as to 
how we can loosen ourselves somewhat from fixation about the 
continuance of our personal selves and of our species. We can now 
be sure that our universe is almost certainly alive and vibrant with 
self-aware intelligent beings, and that our individual selves are both 
continuations and precursors in a grand pageant, the ultimate 
nature of which is presently, and may forever be, beyond our grasp. 
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                                              NOTICE 
                                     
On September 3, 2332, only hours prior to publication of this book 
—Continuance: A Tale of Two Planets — the Council of Overseers 
learned that, although the Giselle Corporation had represented that 
the book had been compiled, edited, and generated by the Giselle 
M4 Historical Novel Writing Machine, it was in fact written by a 
common human being. 
     That preparation of such an important work was delegated to a 
biological organism is a breach of ethics of such gravity that the 
registration of the Giselle M4 Historical Novel Writing Machine as a 
certified cybernetic literary auto-processor has been permanently 
revoked. 
     In view of its own appalling negligence in maintaining even 
rudimentary oversight of the operations of the Giselle Corporation, 
in particular in its preparation of this book, the Council of Overseers 
has disbanded itself. From now on, readers are on their own. 
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