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“End recording. End Program. Compile. Check fo

“Compile complete. No errors found."”

“Thank God,” Noah said. He t mples.&eatsioo I.¥was he cons
finished and as polished as it was going to get, at least until he got some sleep. He sighed and dragged
himself to his feet. Time to get back to his quarters. Time to rest.

Outside his office, he passed rows of empty cubicles, the fluorescent lighesifig onabove
his head as he walked forward. They snapped off behindtimmmoved in a constant roving pool of
light.

At the end of the room, he entered his security code into a panel and left the office.

Out in the corridor the lights remained &ll the time, even though this section of lbfetwas
deserted at this time of night. Most sections operated all night: the experiments on machines, artificial
intel | i gence, or nano®58lkeptreguBrhboursnT@editile gitls néauddir sleepM
After all, they were still human.

Weren’'t they?

He was too tired, even for questions like thBtus, @ was sick of thinking about it.

At the end of the corridor he pressed a button to call the elevator. He wanted to sleep for days.

Now that version 1.3 was done he could probably afford to take a few days off. Maybe one, at least. He
could spend some time with Madeline, maybe spend a day in bed making love. Noah closed his eyes.
That would be nice. It probabl howothdg”d beppehat

The ding of the elevator woke him up. Had he been sleepingis fee? He wasn’'-t sur e.
five hours of straight work did that to you. He shook his head, trying to clear it.

Inside the elevator the indirect lighting lookédzy and surreal. He felt the pull of gravity on his
limbs, watched the numbers click up to his floor. Doors opened. Down another faceless corridor to his
guarters. Punched in the code. Entered.

The bedside light was on in the bedroenviadeline was awke, sitting up in bed, reading a
tablet. Her blondéhair, normallyalmost white, looked golden in the yellow light. She was wearing her
glasseshe didn’'t under st amyksughryike esvhrnmneclsdBumt tslhesdi dgre'tt
really like sciene as much as most people onboard.

He stripped off his c¢clothes and slid between t

Neither did he. He slept.

Madel i ne '-fuke€ hergkronr2e n



When he woke he just lay there without moving, trying to determine if she was still in bed with
himornot Hc oul dn’t tell without | ooking. He opened hi

She wasn’t there.

Thewarmlight from the window glowedlimly with artificial sunlight Noa h di dn’t have
prestige to secure quarters on the outer hull. Artificial sunlight was the only suhlight d seen i n si
mont hs. Could have beerelttiftereg enrLifbodie wasn’t sure. T

He sighed.

Maybe he could invite Madeline to go up to the deck with him, breatbme fresh air, have a
picnic. Wine, cheese, olives, fruit salad, the whegesad, all laid out on one of those red and white
checkered tablecloths, just like real picnics should be.

“Madeline?” he called, his voice thick with sl

No answer.

He groaned and got up, took a quick shower, dressed. Same alatkisess shirt, same lab
coat. Even on his ga off, he felt naked without the coat

Noah didn’t feel I|ike cooking. He didn’t know
mess, get something to eat. I t tewSheswasprobablgatwork2 o' c |
He leftthe apartment

The corridor was busy. People wearing lab coats passed him going the opposite direction, and a
few from behind because he was walking too slowly. Who cared, anyway? It was his day off. He still felt
tired.

Inside the mess he took aaly from the stack and moved down the line. Today they were
serving ham, potatoes, creamed corn, blueberry muffins. None of it looked all the appeYizing.’ d
think that an a multitrillion dollar projectthe food would bebetter, but itwas still awful. He took a
muffin and a cup of coffee.

Just as he was settirtpwn his tray, Dr. Shelley slipped into the chair across from him.

“Noah, what are you doing heleghadadreppnvocars n’ t you
over-pronounced his consonants. His hair was black. So were his eyes.

Noah mumbled through his muffin. “Version 1.3

Dr. Shelley nodded litttemor e t han Noah thought was necessar
Yous houl d take the day then, maybe spend a |ittle t

“Madel i ne.”
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“Right, right. Madeline.” Dr. Shelley | eaned f
secret and | ow. “Wi th version 1. éstingsooneThemmext shoul d

iteration is duefrom development hi s af ternoon.”

Dr . Shell ey | ooked at his watch. “1'n fact, | 11
hell o to Madel eine for me."’ He stood and | eft, di
“1t’s Madeline,"’ Noah sai d. But Dr . Shell ey wa
After his muffin was gone, Noah wasn't sure wh
and he didn't feel |l i ke going back +tepllcewasquarter

small and confining, even with the artificial sunlight.
Maybe he would drop by Madeline’'s office and i
sounded like @lamngood idea. He stood and bused his tray.
It took Noah twenty minutes tavalk there from mesgo Child Services, wheMadeline
worked On the way, Noah tried to prepare whathewm t ed t o s ay .-—justaninbitattom,ar t s
just Iike it used toShewashis-vgfe.di dn’'t need to justif
The woman atthefronrdl e sk di dn’t recognize him, but he ex

husband, there to visit her.

“Oh,” she said. “She’s in the -time Youcahheadeor wi t h
back. I't’s that way.” She pacoloffuecdrtoahonwad. a hal | way
“Thanks, ” Noah said. He started down the hall w
“Don’t interrupt!” the womanticmeel!l"ed after hi m.

The door to room three was open. Inside, twenty little boys and girls sat crésggdd,
enrapturedby Madeline and theomputertablet she held in her hands.

“Oh! How beautiful are our Emperor's new clothes! What a magnificent train there is to the
mantle; and how gracefully the scarf hangs!

¢KS 9YLISNRNDRaMb8gl I h2iKSEhenttrey wete still dating, Ngah t al e .
asked her one night, over dinner, while waiting for their fish, what the favorite part of her job was.

Storyt i me, sOKSdAdIYRENRNNRE bSs /f20KSad

“Why?” he’d asked.

“Because it’'s abouorectetrlythah adalts. Tlseavieole togn igfdkingh g s m
right along with the Emperor, that he’'s dressed i

ridiculous it is. 1 |ike that. | believe in child

Madel i ne '-fuke€ hergkronrde n



‘O under stand, " No a hn 'hta.d Noati df.o rBuawhhiel er,e ad n yyw ah

“Alright, that’ s all, run along to Ms. Westl ey
rushed past him. Noah had to lean against the wall or risk being run down.

Madeline returned the tablet into the wall charger and spoke without turning to look at him.

“What are you doing here, Noah?”

“1 came to ask you to take t he gefsonefrastbparn of f .

and sunshine. Have a picnic."”
She spun and crossed her arms. “1 can’t. I hav
He caught her arm. “Madeline. Pl ease.”
Shepaused foramomenb searchhi s f ac e. He wasn’'t sure what s

would find it but he stood stiland let her look.

“Fine,” she finally said. “But | can’t | eave f
“Great,B” Noah sai d. He summoned the best smil e
me at el evator six in an hour."”

She nodded, butesd nothing. Sh@ust shook off his arm and disappeared down the hallway.

It took him almost the entire hour to get things ready. He returned to mess, bought two packed
lunches and a bottle of wine, her favorite kind: a pinot noir. He spent roaditsthan he should have
—wine was one of the few thingdfeboathad to import instead of producingnboard but it was worth
it. He doubted he could make everythiog to her with just a bottle of her favorite wine, but a good
start was better than a poorne.

He wrapped everything in a blanket and left to meet Madeline at elevator six.

She arrived few minutes lateeyed the blanket in his arms, and pushed the button to take
them up to the deck. The ride was long, over sixty floors. Neither of thekespeer the long hum up
to the top—they both kept their eyes on the screen as the numbers clicked higher. Finally, the doors
openedto the deck

They stepped out into the bright light of late afternoon.

I t ' dalbngwite since the last time Noakas up on the deck. Months. Even though he
knew what to expect, theheersizeof the thingstill overwhelmed himHuge. Massive. Gigantic. None
of those words even came close to describing the vastnek#atfoat Strap together two hundred and
fityoft he bi ggest aircraft carriers in theofther!l d and

floating research station’s size
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Maybe even more than thatit was impossible to tell. The black asphalt deck stretched for
miles in every direction, shimening with thesummerheat, throwing mirages in the distance. Control
buildings, machineryantennas, and parked aircrafa | | dotted the deck, scatt el
over a floor, dwarfed by th#lat landscape underfoot.
Overhead, the sunlight lzened through the shield, a translucent skybox that made the whole
sky waver like old glass. Noah knew the visual distortion was caused by the way the shield refracted
light, bending it and hidingifeboatfrom view. A ship passirgfeboatfrom the outsidewould see
nothing but the empty blue of the Pacific.
He had a decent idea of howhbhewohidhdtwhakedDb
feasible—too difficult to build and a nightmare to maintain. No, it was nanotech, an interlinked network
of miaoscopic machines, all suspended in the air, refracting light to lnigeoatfrom outsiders
It was only visual, though. Every once in awhile a shipiteboat even though the mammoth
boat floated as far from any commercial shipping lane as it canddmonitored the surrounding ocean
But it wasn’'t feasible to move the thing i f somet
ships hit it well, as far as the world was concernedeboatd i dn’ t exi st. No one ever
talk about it.People saw to that.
Fifty yards from the elevator, Noah unrolled the blanket on the asphalt deck. He smoothed out
the edges, setting the packed lunches and bottle of wine off to the side.
“Lay down with me,"” he sai dhandHumderhsbead. ned on hi
Madeline lay down next to him, keeping as far away from him as she could while still laying on the
blanket. Her haiblazedwhite under the filtered sunlight.
Neither of them spoke for ten minutes. Noah began to sweat from the ti&a#tthe air was
fresh, not recycled, and it tasted wonderful.
“Why are we up here?” shadanttepreekee at | ast. Her v
And thenthes ame conversation started again, the sam

the last three months.

“1"m doing my best to make it up to you,” he s
“1"m sorry for what | did, " he said.

“1 need you to forgive me,” he said.

“l can’'t,” she said.

“Why?” He moved up to |l ean on an el bow.

Madel i ne '—fuke€ hergkront6e n



“You know why,” she expl odedyouusedine¢tomatse up, r ead
those.those.things! And you thought | would be ha

“1"m sorry, Madel ine. I thought that since you
would be special if we could still make something togettvec u and me. ”

“1t iTsn’t. I't’s grotesque. We didn’'t make thos
them yourselfWhyon god’' s gyeentédamkhtthiad would be speci al

Noah sighed. It was t he same onwhatte dosalsoutit.o n , ove
He couldn’'t stop the project. Not now. It was alr
told Dr. Shelley and the othethatt he DNA he’' d used to begin the expe
justa random sample.

They d fire him if he told the lifeboatdh ,dnbut wiohey w
about complicationdike scientific ethicsThat was why.ifeboatexisted in the first plageout in
international waters-to avoid trivialities like that.

“l wrasng, okay. You're right. But there’s noth
fifty times, over and over . Hienewrimdde any differerceto why he
her.

But this time itwasdifferent. Sh e di dn’' twarye ssphoendd trheesponded f i ft)

“ want to see them,” she said. She stood up.

copies of me that you made. "’

“Madel i ne. I don’t t hi,nokkherhandsindis, axpegtigrh i dea. ”
flinch away. She didn’t.

“No. Show them to me. Or we’'re done.”

That di dn’ t | e“aFvien éh,i"m haen ys acihdo.i c e .

“Now,” she said.

They left thepicnic up on the deck and went back down into the artificial light.

The guard outside Projent055eyed Madeline, but let them through without comment.
Technically everyone drifeboathad a top secret security clearance, but most projeatse still
restricted fromgeneral support staff.

Inside the office, Noah led Madeline past the rows of cubie s . Most of the scier
bother looking up from their computers. No one asked questions here. They just took their tasks and

completed them eyes forwardmouths shut
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“That’ s my office,” Noah said, pointing to a s
Madelineonynodded, even though she’d never seen whe
At the end of the roomhe punched his access code into the panel next to a thick metal door. He

opened it for her. They went inside.
Noah and Madeline walkescrossa metal catwallsuspended fily feet above a concrete floor.

Down on the floor various obstaclesamps, rope ladders, monkey bars, and other equipment lay

strewn about, creating &rainingcourse. A thick black and yellow striped line snaked between each

obstacle, drawing out a suggted path.
The catwalk ended in a door leading to a small office, surrounded on all sides by one way glass.

Noah saw his reflection in the glass before leading Madeline inside. He looked frightened.
Dr. Shellewatinsidethe office staring at a bankfosideo monitors. He was murmuring into a

microphone.

“Ah, Noah, what are you tisoiomgdhefe?eAténg@l De

spun his chair to |l ook at them. “Oh, and you brou
“We’' re here to“Wadel st eNwam®t svehiad. | do. "~
“Ah, yes. Good,” Dr. Shel | euyahtsweyouevdnthersaac k t o t h
see””
“Yes,” Madel i ne gnteirupting Br.tSkeeflep i ‘n$h d w r mea.r 'd

“This is highly ifYr'emgunedagtr, subDe .i fShell ey said.
“Show her.” Noah put his hand on Dr. Shelley’s
Dr. Shelley spoke into the microphone, giving the command to start the test.
Madeline peeredut the window, looking dowto the obstacle course. On the fdaght side of

the course, a metal door opened and a little girl, only about five or six years old, stepped out. The girl,

cladinabrick ed jumpsuit, had blazing white hair. The hi
Noah barely heard Maitlhe hoticedesaidnothimgs p. Dr . Shel |
Down in the pit, the little girl began moving through the course in a gentle jog. She easily cleared

three short huddles with three mighty leaps, and then started up a ramp. At the top of the ramp she

caught a rope and saill over a pit, letting go on the other side.

“She’s so fast,” Madeline mur mured.
“Yes,” Dr. Shelly sai Wealtérddthe source ®NAbteirmprovebr ed t h a
speed and agility.” He adjusted a akemsoTheybeardthhe con
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little girl panting, her footsteps slapping against the concrete as she ran up a ramp. On the top of the
ramp, the little girl climbed a ladef to a platform, high in the air.
Here, Madeline could see the I|Iittle girl’”s fac

It was herfaceas a girl.

“Thi s, this wild. be the interesting part,"” Dr .
problem solving, but since each iteration has such a shorl halff e , we've had troubl e
theyneedinashott i me. Your husband’'s been working on a be

progpamHe ' s up to Wdr cioan sk. 3 wreo W .avithaghe prograsyetaThis ed t es't
one is from the previous batchVe used human educators for this group.
Madelinewatched the little girl pull a coiled piece of leather from a hook on the top of the
platform. The little girl uncoiled it, holding the end like a whip.
“Good,” said Dr. Shelley. *“She’s figured out w
The | ittl e gt, slihgingoutfthe ieathkeraug andowar a bgam hanging from the
ceiling in front of her. The leather wrapg around the beam three times. The little girl tugged the
leather taut, then stepped back.
“She’s not going to swing on that thing, i s sh
“Oh,, "yeDsr . Shell ey said. “ThBatwe 'sr evhatti lwle’ wer K ian
bugs."”
Out on the platform, the little girl stepped back again, then raced forward and launched herself
off the platformout into empty spaceHer white hair streameout behind her as she flew through the
air, her jumpsuit rippled in the wind.
Madeline watched as the little girl flew toward another platform, suspended fifty feet above the
concrete floor.She reached edge of the platform araleasal the leather whip She leaned forward,
pressing her weight forward.
Just as the little gisvas about to relax, ér left foot slippedbackwardff the edge.
Madeline pressed her face up against the glasslow. T h e | i arind pmwhgeled | * s
through the air as she tried to catch her balanfighting gravitywith all her strength
“No!” Madeline yelled. “Someone has to help he
Gravity won. The little girl fell back, plummetisigaight downto the concrete flooy spinning
through the air in a tornado of whitkair andred cloth
Over the speakerall threeheard the sickening crack as femmpactbody crumpledagainst the

concrete. Thasefromthefloem. gi r | didn't
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“A pity,” Dr. Shel lwe ' svaei d.os“tThaotd asy .t hTeh itshiirtde roe

”

i ssues. frtomat nekr bysgpass of water. “Still, best
Noah looked over at Madeline. She was shaking uncontrojlablg t ar i ng down at t he
motionlessbody. He moved tdher, tried towrap his armsround her.
She caught his eyes in hers.
“Don’t you dare touch me,” she whispered. “I h
She fled, running back across the metal catwalk, slamming the door behind her.
“1 don’t know why you Shred U gyt staédrd . h e rSeh,e Nmoah,n”
stomach for this.”

“No,” Noah said. “She doesn’t.” He said goodby

Noah stopped in his office to collect his thoughts. He had no idea what to say to Madeline. It
was probably beyond ewersation at this point. He sat down in his chair. He wanted to do something,
to use his hands instead of his head, but he didn
fidgety.

Idly he flicked the sleep toggle on his computer and brougin ibut of digital slumber. His
screen flickered to life. The complier interface for the educational program was still up and running.
Sloppy. He should have closed it before he left the other night.

“Computer, run Noah version 1. 3"

“Running, ” rdaspoededc o mput er

His screen flickered again, prompting him for a login and password. He typed it in: username
mO055, password Madeline. He flinched. It was hard to even type her name. God, hdwe gamg to
explain this to her?

“Login Accepted. Welcome, mO055."

Noah knew what to expect, but it was still strange to be greeted by himself. This was the first
version of the educational program that used a custom avatar. The previous versions just used the
standard Lifeboat avatar, a black and green wireframe ofreege human face. Before he began the
design for v1.3, Noah had read the most recent studies on human/computer interactions. Almost all the
studies showed that people had an easier time interacting with computers if they had a human avatar.

So Noah usedimmself. Since the m055 little girls would be comfortable with him anyway, it

seemed fitting that the educational program that would train and educate them would be an avatar of

Madel i ne '-tuke€ hergkronrl@ n



himself. It seemed like a good idea. Madeline was their mothtegr DNA, anywa and he was going to
being their fatherteaching them how to survive.

But he wasn’t doing that, was he? The |l ittle g
didn’t know why he’d shown it to Maodoehinédeind hobee
for to justlet her meet the little girls But she’ d seen the worst of it.

The Noah v1.3 avatar on the screen blinked at him, waiting for him to interact with it. Instead,

Noah shut off the display. The program was still running, butttendi t want to see it an)
he should go for a walk up on the deck, clear his mind, try to figure out what to say to Madeline.

He sighed. Even if he found the right things to say, he and Madeline were pralvailyHe
doubted she would ever forgivhim. He stood, not sunehere he was going to go, but he netedget
moving.

Just as he was about to leave his office, Dr. Shelley opened his door.

“Noah,” Dr. Shell ey said, entering. “1 was hop
youamut this earlier, but | didn’t have the opport.
right after she did."”

“What is it?” Noah said. “I was about to | eave

“Mind if I sit?” Dr. Shelley asked. “This is i

Noah said nothing, just gestut@¢oward the only other chair in the office besides his, a black

desk chair in the corner.

“Thank you. Now, Noah, I know that this projec

“What makes you think that?” Noah was surprise
himself.

Dr. Shelley didn't seem to notice. “But | need
wor k were doing here is integral to the safety of
more i mportant than we are.’

“1 know."”

“QOQur contact inside the nanotech project messa
project has been ramped up in the past few weeks.

MO55 needs to be ready to stymie their efforts before that testiegins. You know the possible

consequences i f we tarry.

Noah nodded.
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“1 regret that you're having difficulties with
here, Noah. We need you focused on getting the next iteration trained and ready. It neighirbast
chance to curtail the nanotech projea/i t hout m055 we’ |l | ha®$egono way to
comfort your wife, but come back after you’  ve tak
iteration was delivered this afternoon. You must bretyaining this iteration on the educational
program.”

“Yes, sir,” was all Noah said.

“Good. Go then. I expect you in the |l ab this e

Back in his quarters, Noah searched the few small rooms for MadelirfeuHé noone —she
w a s im any of the rooms they shareBut the closet was hanging open analftthe hangers were
missing. Hesuitcase was gone.

So was she.

On the small refrigerator in the kitchen, Noah found a note held up with a magnet shaped like
sunflower:

b2l KE LQ@S tSFG G2 adtre gAGK I FTNASYRO® L R2yQi
R2y Qi S@Sy ¢l yld (G2 KSINI &2dz2NJ g2A0S o

So that was that, then.

What to do now? Noah had no living iddaist then, his comunicator rang andnswered the
guestion for him.

“Noah,"” Dr . Shelley’'s di sembodh.edmvonhsereaéxdac
how to phrase this. Perhaps you better see for yourself. Please come to thertaddiately

“Why? What is it?”

“1t’' s et fioffr wowr sel f .7

“I'" m on my way,” Noah said.

Down in the lab, Dr. Shelley met Noaiitside the door to the training course
“Please allow me to express my deepest regrets
subjects from the lab. Securitynbti ed me, but | ' m afraid it was alre
Noah said nothing, just pushed past Dr. Shelley to the door. On the catwalk above the course,
Noah saw two security guards hul ked over a coll ap

figure with a sheet. Shock white hair spilled out from under the covering.
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As f ast as he coul d, Noah rushed down the met a
tripped on the second stair from the bottom, but recovered his stride to sprint over to the cdvere
figure.

“Her retinal scan confirms her | tha&keduret'y t hleut p
larger of the two guards said to Noah. The smaller lifted the top of the sheet.

Madeline lay there, sprawled out on the concrete floder white hai crowned her headHer
eyes were still open, staring off into

She was dead.

“1 " mssiorr,ry ,t he smaller guard said. “Ilt’s very I

target’s nervous system. There was nothing we cou

Two months laterNoah left Lifeboat for good.
It d taken his entire pension and all his savi
with him. Twins, he’'d tbeforésheadred wor | d. My wi fe had
That was his plan.
Dr. Shelley asked him not to gogpched to him again about the dangers of the nanotech
project,and beratedhim from taking two of the test subjects with him. But Noah persisizd Shelley
relented at last- he finally seemed to step out from his cold scientific viewpoint and see Nwathio
he was-a grieving manvho feltresponsible for the death of his wife.
Noah named the two little girls after his wifeMadel and Leine. Even before they all left

Lifeboat together, the pair was already asking questions about their mother.

“Whas Wammy | i ke, Daddy?” Leine asked. Toget he
the deck to meet the helicopter that would take them back to the mainland.

“She was beautiful,” Noah said, as they steppe
overcasday. “She was sad and beautiful. And she | ovec
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