TheJuniper Tree
John K essel

One of the most successful transplants to the colony established by the Society of Cousinson thefar sde
of the moon was the juniper tree. Soon after Jack Baldwin and his daughter Rosalind emigrated in 2085,
aproject under Baldwin's direction planted junipers on the inside dopes of the domed crater, where they
prospered in thelow moisture environment. Vigtorsto the Society today may be excused if, trolling the
woods above the agricultura lands of the crater floor, the fragrance of the foliage, benesth the projected
blue sky of the dome, makes them think for amoment that they are in some low-gravity dream of New
Mexico.

It was under ajuniper tree that Jack disposed of the remains of Carey Evasson, the fourteen-year-old
boy hekilled.

* k Kk ok
Ice

The blue squad's centering pass did through the crease, where Maryjane fanned on the shot. The puck
skidded to the boards, and Roz, who had been promoted to the red team for today's practice, picked it
up to start arush the other way. Carey spotted her from acrossthe rink and set off parale to her. They'd
caught the blues off guard, with only Thabo between them and the goalie. Thabo came up to check her.
Roz swerved right, then left adrop passfor Carey.

But Thabo poked his stick between Roz's legs and deflected the pass. While Roz and Carey overran the
play, Thabo passed the puck back the other way to Maryjane.

Their breskaway was interrupted by the shriek of Coach Ingasdaughter's whistle. The coach skated onto
theice, ydling at Roz. “What kind of aplay wasthat? Y ou've got atwo-on-one and you go for the drop
pass? SHOOT THE PUCK!”

“But if Thabo had followed me Carey would have had an open net.”

“If if if!” Sheraised her eyesto theroof of the cavern far overhead. “Why do you think Thabo didn't
follow you? He knew you would pass, because you NEVER shoot! If you don't establish that you're a
threat, they're lways going to ignore you. For once, let the BOY get the rebound!”

Roz's face burned. The blue and red squads stood around watching her take the heat. Carey was looking
down, brushing the blade of his stick acrosstheice.

Coach Ingasdaughter suddenly grabbed Roz by the shoulders, pulled her forward, and planted akisson
her lips. “But what can | expect from agirl whose parentswere married?” she said, letting Roz go.
Someone snickered. “Ten minute break,” Ingasdaughter said, and turned away.

Roz almost took adash at her retreating back. Instead she looked past the coach to the bleachers where
afew off-shift pressure workers sat, helmets thrown back over their shoulders, watching the practice.
Beyond therink, the floor of the cave was one huge mass of blueice, humped and creased, refracting the
lights and fading into the distance. The coach skated over to talk with her assstant. Mogt of the team
went over to the cooler by the home bench. Roz skated to the penalty box, flipped the door open and sat
down.

It was hard being the only immigrant on the hockey team. The cousinsteased her, cdled her “High-G.”



Roz had thought that going out for hockey would be away for her make some girlfriends who could
break her into one of the cliques. Y ou needed afamily to get anywhere among the cousins. Y ou needed
amother. A father was of no consequence—everybody had a dozen fathers, or none at all.

Instead she met Carey. And, through dumb luck, it had seemed to work. Carey's grandmother, Margaret
Emmasdaughter, had known Nora Sobieski personaly. His mother was Eva Maggiesdaughter, chair of
the Board of Matrons, by some measures the most powerful woman in the colony.

Some of the players started skating big circles on the oversized rink. She watched Carey build up ahead
of steam, grinning, hisblond hair flying behind him. On the next time round he pulled off his glove, skated
past the pendty box, winked, and gave her five as heflew by. The heavy gold ring he wore left awelt on
her pam; just like Carey to hurt her with his carelessness, but she could not help but smile.

Thefirst time she had met Carey acheck she threw during practice nearly killed him. Roz had not gotten
completdy adjusted to skating in one-sixth G, how it was harder to start and stop, but also how much
faster you got going than on earth. Carey had taken the full brunt of her hit and dammed headfirst into the
boards. Play stopped. Everyone gathered around while helay motionlesson theice.

Carey turned over and staggered to hisfeet, only hisforehead showing above his shoulder pads. His
voice came from somewhere within hisjersey. “Watch out for those earth women, guys.”

Everyone laughed, and Carey poked his head out from below his pads. His bright green eyes had been
focused on Roz's, and she burst out laughing, too.

When her father moved in with Eva, Carey became the brother she had never had, bold where she was
shy, funny where she was sober.

Coach blew her whistle and they did two-on-one drillsfor the rest of the practice. Afterward Roz sat on
abench in the locker room taping the blade of her stick. At the end of the bench Maryjaneflirted with
Stdlain stage whispers. Roz tried to ignore them.

Carey, wrapped only in atowel, sat down next to Roz and checked to see whether the coacheswerein
earshot. Sheliked watching the way the muscles of his chest and arms did beneath his skin, so much that
shetried hard not to look at him. He leaned toward her. “Hey, High-G—you interested in joining the
Firgt Imprints club?’

“What'sthat?’

He touched her on the leg. He dways touched her, seemingly chance encounters, elbow to shoulder,
kneeto cdf, hisforehead brushing her hair. “ A bunch of usare going to meet at the fountainsin the
dome,” Carey said. “When the carnival isred crazy we're going to snesk out onto the surface. Youll
need your pressure suit—and make sure itswaste reservoir vent isworking.”

“Waste reservoir? What for?’
“Keep your voice down!”
“WM!

“We're going to climb Shiva Ridge and pee on the mountaintop.” He tapped the finger on her leg. His
touch waswarm.

“Sounds like aboy thing,” she said. “If your mother finds out, you'll bein deep trouble.”



Hesmiled. “Youll never get to be an aphafemae with that attitude, High-G. Mother would have
invented this club, if shed thought of it.” He got up and went over to talk to Thabo.

God, shewas so stupid! It was the beginning of Founders Week, and she had hoped Carey would be
her guide and companion through the carniva. She had worried al week what to wear. What awaste.
Sheld blown it . She tugged on the green asymmetrically-deeved shirt she had chosen so carefully to set
off her red hair.

Roz hung around the edges as Carey joked with the others, trying to laugh in theright places, feding
miserably out of place. After they dressed, she left with Carey, Thabo, and Raisafor thefestival. Yelow
triangular Sgns surrounded the pressure lock in the halway linking the ice cavern to the lavatube. Roz
struggled to keep up with Carey who, like dl of the kids born on the moon, wastaller than Roz. Raisa
leaned on Thabo. Raisa had told Roz the day before that she was thinking about moving out and getting
her own gpartment. Raisawas thirteen, Sx months younger than Roz.

The lavatube was as much asforty meterswide, thirty tall, and it twisted and turned, rose and fell,
reveding different vistas as they went aong. Shops and apartments clung to the wals. Gardens grew
aong the nave beneath heliogtats that transformed light tranamitted from the surface during the lunar day
into a 24-hour cycle. Unless you went outside you could forget whether it was day or night out on the
surface.

Now it was“ night.” Asthey entered the crater from the lavatube, the full extent of the colony was

gpread out before them. The crater was nearly two kilometersin diameter. Even in one-sixth G, the dome
was atriumph of engineering, supported by a 500-meter tall central stee and glass spire. Roz could
hardly believeit, but the school legend was that Carey had once climbed the spire in order to spray paint
the name of agirl heliked on the insde of the dome.

Above, the dome was covered with five meters of regolith to protect the inside from radiation, and
beneath the ribbed strutsthat spread out from the spire like an umbrellas, the interior surfface was a
screen on which could be projected a daytime sky or anighttime starfield. Just now thousands of bright
gtars shone down. Mars and Jupiter hung in bright conjunction high overhead.

From the west and south sides of the crater many levels of bal conied apartments overlooked the interior.
Mogt of the crater floor was given over to agriculture, but at the base of the spire was Sobieski Park, the
main meeting ground for the colony's 2500 inhabitants. An elaborate fountain surrounded the tower.
There was an open-air theater. Treesand grass, luxuriantly irrigated in adisplay of conspicuous water
consumption, spread out from the center.

Roz and the others climbed down the zigzag path from the lava tube and through the farmlands to the
park. Beneath strings of colored lights hung in the trees, men and women danced to the music of adrum
band. Naked revelers wove their way through the crowd. Both sexes wore bright, fragrant ribbonsin
their hair. A troupe performed low-gravity acrobatics on the amphithester stage. Little children ranin and
out of the fountains, while men and women in twos and threes and every combination of sexesleaned in
each other's arms. On the shadowed grass, Roz watched an old man and ayoung girl lying together, not
touching, leaning heads on elbows, speaking in low voices with their facesinches apart. What could they
possibly have to say to each other? Thabo and Raisa faded off into the dancers around the band, and
Roz was donewith Carey. Carey brought her aflavored ice and sat down on the grass beside her. The
drum band was making aracket, and the people were dancing faster now.

“Sorry the coach is on your case so much,” Carey said. He touched her shoulder gently. The Cousins
were dways touching each other. With them, the dividing line between touching for sex and touching just
to touch was erased.



God, she wished she could figure out what she wanted. Was he her brother or her boyfriend? It was
hard enough back on earth; among al these cousinsit wasimpossible.

When shedidn't answer right away, Carey said, “Theinvigblegirl returns.”
“What?’
“Y ou're disgppearing again. The girl from the planet nobody's ever seen.”

Roz watched the girl with the man on the grass. The girl was no older than her. The distance between the
two had disgppeared; now the girl was climbing onto the man.

Carey ran hisfinger down Roz's arm, then gently nudged her over. Roz pushed him away. “No thanks.”
Carey tried to kiss her cheek, and she turned away. “Not now, okay?’
“What's the matter?’

“Does something have to be the matter? Any Cousinsgirl might tell you no, too. Don't act likeit'sjust
because I'm from earth.”

“Itis”

“Isnot.”

“I'm not going to rape you, High-G. Cousinsdon't rape.”

“What's that supposed to mean?’

“ Absolutely nothing. But you know how screwed up it isdown on earth.”
“Lots of stuff people do here would be wrong on earth.”

“Right. And peopl e there shoot each other if anyone touches them.”

Cousins could be so arrogant it made her want to spit. “ Y ou've never even seen the earth—Ilet alone
been there”

“I've seen you, Roz.”
“Y ou don't own me.”
He amiled. “No. Y our father does.” He nuzzled her neck.

Roz hit him. “Get off me, you pig!” She got up and ran away.

* * % %
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Forty milligrams of serentol, awhiff or two of THC, and an ounce of grain alcohol: Jack Baldwin

wobbled through the crowd of revelersin Sobieski Park. Beneath the somatic night, fegling just an edge
of anxiety, helooked for Evaamong the faces.

The park was full of young men and women, their perfect bodiesin one another's arms. Sex wastheir
favorite pastime, and who could blame them? They went about it asif their lives depended on the next
coupling. That was biology at work, he supposed—buit if it was just genes having their way with the
human body, then why &l the emotiona turmoil—does shelove mewho's he degping with | can't stand it



when shelooks at him like that how unfair to treet melike atoy who does hethink heis | can't sand it I'll
dieif | can't have her tonight ...

Where was Eva? He smiled. Apparently genesdid not let go of your mind just because you were pushing
forty. Sex had been a problem back on earth—always some screw up with women co-workers, hasdes
with hislive-ins, digtractions. Here, sex was the common coin of interpersonal contact, unjudged astaste
inice cream (but some people made areligion of taste), easy as speech (but speech was not dways
easy) frequent as eating (but some people starved themselvesin the midst of plenty). Where did that
leave him?Was he smply avictim of the culture that had raised him? Or was hisfrugtration purely
personal ?

Where was Eva?

Men and women, naked, oiled, and smiling, wove their way through the celebrants, offering themselves
to whoever might wish to take them. It was the one day of the year that the Society of Cousinsfit the
cliched image of polymorphous orgy that outsiders had of it. One of them, adark young woman—dark
as Eva—brushed her fingers across Jack's cheek, then swirled away on one luscious hip.

But Evawastaller, more dender. Eva's breasts were smdl, her waist narrow despite the softness of the
belly that had borne Carey, and when they made love her hipbones pressed againgt him. Shewasforty,
and therewas gray in her black hair. Thisgirl dancing by could satisfy hislust, and perhapsif he knew her
would become a person as complex as Eva. But she would not be Eva: the combination of idealism and
practicaity, the temper that got her into trouble because she could not keep her mouth shut. Fierce when
shefought for what mattered to her, but open-hearted to those who opposed her, with an inability to be
successfully Machiave lian that was her saving grace.

He had met Eva a month after he and Roz had arrived at the colony. Jack was working on anew
nematode that, combined with a gene-engineered composting process, would produce living soil from
regolith more efficiently than the tedious chemical methods that had been used to creete Fowler'sinitia
environment. His specialty in nematodes had been the passport for him and Roz into the guarded Cousins
society, the last bridge after asuccession of burned bridges he had left behind them. He certainly had not
planned to end up on the moon. The breskup with Helen. The fight over Roz, ending with him taking her
againgt the court order. The succession of jobs. The forged vita

Eva, newly dected head of the board, was head of the environmental subcommittee. She had come by
the biotech lab in the outlying bunker. Jack did not know who the tdl, striking woman in the webbed
pressure suit was. She asked questions of Amravati, the head of the project, then came over to observe
Jack, up to hisanklesin muck, examining bacteria through an e ectron microscope visor.

Hirting led to asocid meeting, moreflirting led to sex. Sex—that vortex women hid behind their navels,
that place he sometimes had to be so badly that every other thought fell away and helost himsdlf again.
Or wasit finding himsdlf? Eva's specidty was physics, sometype of quantum imaging that he did not
understand and whose practica benefits he could not picture. But arelationship that had started asa
mercenary opportunity had, to Jack's surprise, turned to something like love.

As Jack sat on the edge of the fountain, hoping he might find Evain the crowd, instead he spotted Roz.
Her face was clouded; her dark brown eyeslarge with sometrouble. “Roz?’ he called.

She heard his voice, looked up, saw him. She hesitated a moment, then walked over.
“What's the matter, sweetheart?’ he asked.

“Nothing.” She sat down next to him. She was bothered by something.



Acrossthe plaza, two of the acrobats juggled three children in the low gravity the way someone on earth
might juggle bean bags. Thekids, tucked into balls, squealed in ddight asthey rose and fdll like the
waters of thefountain. “Isn't thisamazing?’ Jack asked.

“'Amazing, Dad—that's very perceptive.”
“What?’
“Thisplaceisdisgusting. Look at that old creep there feding up that girl.”

“Wetalked about this, Roz. The Cousins do things differently. But they don't do anything against
anyoneswill.”

“It'sdl okay with you, just aslong asyou're getting laid every night.”
He put his hand on her leg. “What's going on?’

She pulled away. “Nothing'sgoing on! I'm just tired of watching you take advantage of people. Mom
would never have brought me here.”

Roz never mentioned her mother. Jack tried to focus. “I don't know, girl. Y our mom had her own
problemsfitting in.”

“The only reason we came here isthat you couldn't get ajob back on earth.”

Hetried to get Roz to look at him, but she was fixed on her outsized plastic shoes. “ Aren't we hostile
tonight,” he said. She didn't answer. He saw for the firgt time how much her profile had become that of a
grown woman. “I'll admit it. The job had something to do with it. But Roz, you've got a chanceto
become someone here you could never be on earth—if you'll make an effort. Women are important here.
Hell, women run the place! Do you think | like the idea of being a second-class citizen? | gave up alot to
bring you here.”

“All you care about is getting into Evasbed,” Roz told the shoes. “ She's using you, and shelll just dump
you after she's had enough, like dl these other cousins.”

“Youthink thet little of my choices?’

That made her look at him. Her face was screwed into afurious scowl. The music of the drum band
stopped suddenly, and the people applauded. “How do you know Eva's not going to try to get meinto
bed with her, too?’

Jack laughed. “1 don't think s0.”

She stood up. “God, you are so smug! | can't tell you anything!”

“Roz, what isthis—"

Sheturned and stalked off. “Roz!” he called after her. She did not turn back.

Next to him, athin black woman holding atoddler had been eavesdropping. Jack walked away to
escape her gaze. The band started another song. Inwardly churning, he listened to the music for afew
minutes, watching the people dance. Whatever hisfailings, hadn't he ways done his best for Roz? He
didn't expect her to agree with him al the time, but she had to know how much he loved her.

The amused detachment with which held entered the plazawas gone. The sted drumsgave hima



headache. He crossed the plaza. Before he had gone ten paces he saw Eva. Shewas in the crowd of
dancers, paired with around faced woman. The woman was grinning fiercely; she bumped against Eva,
did her belly up againgt Evas. Evahad her asamsraised into the air and was smiling too, grinding her hips.

As Jack stood watching, someone sidled up to him. It was Hal Keikosson, who worked in Agriculture.
Ha wasin hisfortiesand il living with his mothe—a common Stuation among the cousins.

“Hey, Jack. Who wasthat girl | saw you talking to? That red hair? Cute.”

Jack kept watching Eva and the woman. Evahad not noticed him yet. “ That was my daughter,” hetold
Hd.

“Interesting.” Ha swayed abit, clutching asqueeze cup in his swegty hand.
Jack ought to let it go, but he couldn't. “What doesthat mean?’

“Nothing. She must be fourteen or fifteen dready, right?’

“She'sfourteen.”

“And maybe sheisn't your daughter.” Ha giggled.

Jack stared & him. “What?’

“I' mean, how could her mother be sure—or maybe shelied to you.”

“Shut the fuck up before | belt you.”

“Hey, it'snone of my businesswho you degp with.”

“I'm not deeping with her.”

“Cam down, cam down, cousin.” Hal took asip from his cup. Helooked benignly over at the figures
writhing in the shadows benegth the trees. “Too bad,” he said quietly, and chuckled.

Jack stalked away to keep from taking aswing a him.

The drum band was louder now, and so was the babble of the increasing crowd. He passed a group of
drunken singers. Near the amphitheater he saw one of the acrobat children staggering around in circles,
giggling. Jamira Tamlasdaughter, afriend of Evals, tried to say hello, but he passed her by with awave.
Jack's head throbbed. Beyond the trees that marked the border of Sobieski Park he followed a path
through fields of dry-lands soybeans, corn, potatoes. There was no one out here—most of the cousins
were é the festival now.

A kilometer later the path turned upward into the open lands of the crater dopes. Low, hardy blue-white
grass covered the ground. But the sound of the band till floated over thefields, and turning, Jack could
see the central tower lit by the colored lights. Thefoliage was Sdellit only by that distant light and the
projected starlight from the dome. Somewhere off to hisleft anight bird sang in ascraggly pine. He
turned his back to thefedtival.

It was an easy climb in one-sixth G, and when he hit the concrete rim of the crater that supported the
dome, he followed the perimeter road around toward the north airlock. He wanted out. The best refuge
he could think of was the biotech Iab.

Because of the festivd, the airlock was deserted. Jack took his pressure suit from hislocker, suited up,



and cycled through the personnel lock. He passed through the radiation baffles to the surface.

Though it was night insde the dome, out here it was lunar afternoon. Harsh shadows lay benegath the
fidlds of solar collectors lining the road to the labs. Jack skipped aong the tracked-up roadway, kicking
up apowder of fines. Over the throb of his headache he listened to the sound of hisown breathing in his
earphones.

Thefight hed had with Roz was just like one of hisfina spats with Helen, full of buried resentments and
fase assumptions. Roz's accusations stung because there was an eement of truth in them. But Roz was
wrong to say Jack didn't care about her. From the moment of her birth Jack had committed himself to
Roz without reservation. Clearly he hadn't paid enough attention to her troubles, but he would do
anything to protect her.

Roz didn't understand that things were hard for Jack. “All men are boys,” the cousins said. In the case of
ajerk like Keikosson, he could admit the saying's truth. But it was as much a product of the way they
lived as of the men themsdlves. The women of the cousinsindulged their boystheir pleasures, kept them
adolescentsfar into their adulthood. It was aform of control-by-privilege.

Jack chafed at the way amae in the colony was seldom respected for his achievements, but rather for
who his mother and grandmother were. He hated the way women deferred to him onceit got around that
he was Eva M aggiesdaughter's |atest partner. He hated the sidelong glances he got about hisrelationship
to Roz. He was Roz's father. He was not anyone's boy.

The biotech labs were located in abunker akilometer north of Fowler. He entered the personndl lock,
air-blasted the fines from his suit and removed it. Like the airlock, the lab was deserted. He passed
through the greenhouse's rows of juniper and pifion seedlings to the soilslab. The temperature on his
latest batch of nematode soil was 30 centigrade. He drew on some boots, rolled back the cover on the
reservoir and waded into the loamy earth. Therich smell of nitrogen compoundsfilled hislungs, and he
felt momentarily dizzy with relaxation.

Taking acermet rake from the tool cabinet, he worked over the surface of the soil. His nematodes were
doing their jobs nicely, increasing the water content, breaking down organics and hosting the
nitrogen-fixing bacteria. Once histeam got the okay from the colony's environmental committee, they
would start atrid planting using the soil and the greenhouse seedlings on Fowler's east dope.

He had not been working long when he heard the airlock alert. Startled, he dropped the rake and stood
up. Some minutes later afigure emerged from the greenhouse and peered from around the rock crusher.
“Jack?’

“Over here, Carey,” Jack said.

The boy came over. He was taller than his mother, and blond instead of dark. Jack wondered once again
who hisfather was. Carey was ill wearing his pressure suit, helmet off.

“What are you doing here?’ Jack asked. “How did you know | was here?’

“| was coming into the north airlock when | saw you cycling out,” Carey said. “By thetime| got my suit
on you were gone, but | figured you might be here. | wanted to speak with you about Roz, Jack.”

“What about her?’

“I think sheshaving ahard time,” Carey said. “I think you might want to pay more attention to what's
going on with her. Fatherslike you do that, right?’



“Fatherslikewhat?’
“Come on, Jack, you know—earth fathers.”
“What'swrong with Roz?’ Jack asked.

“ She seemsto have some sexua hang-ups. She hasn't talked with you about it? She talks about you al
thetime”

“I don't think there's anything wrong with Roz. Besides, it's none of your business, Carey.”

“Wall, it sort of is. At least if she's not telling you these things, and you care about her, then | guess| need
to tdll you. Like after we dept together the first time, she cried.”

“You dept with her.” Jack's own voice sounded leaden in hisears.

“Sure. | thought you knew.” Carey was completely unsdfconscious. “I mean, weredl inthe same
gpartment. She didn't tell you that, either?’

“ NO,”

“ She needs hel p. She's making some progress with the kids on the hockey team, but for every step
forward she takes one back. | think she's too hung up on you, Jack.”

“Don't cal me Jack.”
Carey looked confused. * Excuse me?’
“Don't cal me Jack, you little pissant. Y ou don't know athing about me and Roz.”

“I know you'reimmigrants and don't understand everything. But alot of people are starting to think you
need to live separately. Y ou don't own Roz.”

“What the hell are you talking about?’
“She's awoman. She can make up her own mind.”

The boy's face was an open map of earnest, smug innocence. Jack couldn't stand it. “ Damn you, she's
not your whore!”

Carey laughed. “A whore? That's an earth thing, right? One of those sexua ownership practices?’

Jack took one step, grabbed the collar of the boy's pressure suit and yanked him forward. Carey's feet
caught on the edge of the reservoir. Ashefdl, he twisted around; Jack lost his own balance and shoved
Carey downward to keep from faling himself. Much faster than norma in lunar-G, Carey hit the ground.
His head snapped sdeways against the rake.

Catching his balance, Jack waited for Carey to get up. But he didn't get up. Jack crouched over the boy.
Carey had falen onto the head of the rake; one of the six-centimeter ceramic tines had penetrated his
temple. Blood seeped into the sail.

Carefully, Jack drew out the tines, rolled him over. Carey shuddered and the blood flowed more fredly.
The boy's breathing was shallow, his eyes unfocused. As Jack watched, Carey's breathing stopped.

After ten minutes of futile CPR, Jack fell back from Carey'slimp body and sat down heavily on the edge



of theresarvoir.
Jesus Christ. What had he done? What was he going to do now? Eval—what would she think?

It was an accident. But that didn't matter. He was an immigrant, an outsider, aman. Someone would
surely accuse him of murder. They would drug him into insengibility, cut up hisbrain. At best they would
expel him from the colony, and Roz with him—or worse dlill, they might not expel Roz. He sat there
facing the cold redlity of histhirty-eight years of screwed up life.

Carey's head lolled back into the muck, his mouth open. “Y ou arrogant prick,” Jack whispered to the
dead boy. “ Y ou fucked it dl up.”

He looked around the room. In front of him was the reduction chamber, the crusher, the soil reservoir.
Shuddering, he went back to the tool chest and found amachete. He dragged Carey's body over the
edge of thereservair, getting dirt up to his own elbows. The soil wasrich with the heeat of
decomposition.

Jack was about to begin cutting off Carey's armswhen the airlock aert sounded again. He panicked. He
stumbled out of the reservair, trying to heft Carey's body into the hopper of the crusher. Before he could
concedl the body he heard steps behind him.

It was Roz. She stood for amoment staring at him as he held Carey's bare ankle in hishand. “ Dad?’
“Go away, Roz.”

She came over to him. “Dad, what's going on?’ She saw the body. “ Jesus, Dad, what happened?’
“An accident. The less you know about it the better.”

Shetook acouple of steps closer. “ Carey? Ishedl right?’

“Go away, Roz.”

Roz put her hand to her mouth. “I1s he dead?’

Jack et go of Carey and came over to her. “ It was an accident, Roz. | didn't mean to hurt him. Hefell
down.”

“Carey!” Sherushed over, then backed away until she bumped into the rock crusher. “He's dead! What
happened? Dad! Why did you do this?

Jack didn't know what to do. He looked back at Carey, lying awkwardly on the concrete floor, the
machete beside hisleg. “ It was an accident, Roz. | grabbed him, he fell. | didn't mean to—"

“Carey,” shesad. “Carey.” Shewould not look at Jack.

“Roz, | would never have hurt him on purpose. I—"

“What were you fighting about?’

“It wasn't afight. He told me you had dept together. | was shocked, | guess. |—”
Roz dumped to thefloor. “It was my fault?”

“No. It was an accident.”



“I don't believethis,” she said. Shelooked at Carey's body. Jack thought about the last time she must
have seen him naked. “Y oure going to go tojail!” Roz said. “They might even kill you. Who'sgoing to
take care of me?’

“I'm going to take care of you. Please, Roz, don't think about this. Y ou need to get out of here.”
“What are we going to do?’

“Y ou're not going to do anything except get out! Don't you understand?’

Roz gared at him along moment. “I can help.”

Jack felt chilled. “1 don't want your help! I'm your father, damnit!”

She sat there, her eyes welling with tears. It was anightmare. He sat down next to her and put hisarm
around her. She cried againgt his shoulder. A long time passed, and neither of them spoke.

Finaly she pulled away from him. “It'smy fault,” shesad. “I should havetold you | loved him.”

Jack closed his eyes. He could hear hisown pulsein hisears. The earth of the reservoir smelled asrich
asever. “Please, don't say any more.”

“Oh, god, how could you do this?’ he heard her whisper. “Carey ... * She cried againgt Jack's shoulder
some more,

Then, after awhile, swalowing her tears, Roz said, “If we get rid of hisauit ... if we get rid of his suit,
they'll think he got lost on the surface.”

He opened his eyes and looked at her. Now he was scared. Who wasthis girl?

“What do you mean?’ he asked.

Eating
Eva expected Jack would turn up at the festival eventually, and she didn't want to missthe partying. Her
mother came by with some of her cronies, and then Evafound herslf dancing with Angela
Angedasdaughter, the colony's most notorious artist. Ten years ago, any gossip session in the saunawould

devote ten minutes to the sexy sculptress and her physicist lover. Since then Angela had gained a pot
belly, but her smile was aswicked as ever.

During abresk in the music, Evashared adrink with Jamira Tamlasdaughter. Jamiratold Eva she had
seen Jack earlier. “He's so handsome, Eva,” Jamirasaid. “You're so lucky. He'slikeagod.”

Evasmiled, thinking of Jack's taut body stretched across her bed. “Where did he go?’
“I don't know. | expect he's here somewhere.”

But Jack did not show up. What with one thing and another it was well after midnight when Evareturned
to her gpartment. Jack was ditting on the floor with aglassin front of him.

“So hereyou are,” Evasad. “| thought we would meet at the festival.”

Helooked up at her, and his blue eyes were so soulfully sad that she melted. “I couldn't find you,” he
sad quietly.



She sat down next to him. “1 got caught up at the [ab.” She and Victor had been working overtime on
assembler programming. “Are Carey and Roz here?’

1] No.”

“Good. Then we can entertain oursel ves—unless this stuff you pour into yourself makes that
unnecessary.”

Jack put hisarms around her, pulled her to him, and rested hisforehead against hers. “Y ou know |
aways need you,” he whispered. Eva could smell spiced dcohol on his breath. She pulled him back onto
thefloor, and they kissed furioudy.

They eventually found their way to the bedroom. Afterward, she was ravenoudy hungry. Asamember of
the Board, she had earned the privilege of asmall kitchen: she padded in, naked, and returned to the
room with aplate, aknife, an apple and ahunk of cheese.

Jack was dretched across the bed just as she had imagined him, the muscles of hisbelly thrown into relief
by thelow light. She sat cross-legged beside him, cut adice from the apple and offered it to him. “Here
we are, in the Garden. Eve offers you an apple.”

“No, thanks.”
“Come on, Adam. Have some fun.”

Hiseyesflicked away from her, the corner of his mouth twitched. “1've had too much fun aready,” he
sadtothecdling.

She drew the agpple dice across his chest, down to his nave. “ There's dways more where that came
from.”

“I'm worried about Roz. She shouldn't be out this late.”

“Y our daughter'stoo sensible to do anything risky.” Eva heard the door to the gpartment open, the sound
of someone coming down the hall and entering Rosdind'sroom. “See?” Evasad. “ There sheis”

“What about Carey?’

“Carey, on the other hand, isno doubt is busy getting into some sort of trouble. Well deal with himinthe
morning. “

She brushed her hand over his penis, and it stiffened. He said nothing, but eventually his hand came up to
touch her hair, and then he pulled close and made love to her with an intensity that |eft her breathless and
relaxed. Hefell adeep beside her, and she lay watching the plate and the gpple dicesin thefaint light.
Soon, she thought, soon, they would be able to reproduce anything. She would prove that the cousins
were not some backward-looking female-dominated hive. They would stun theworld. Dreaming of this,
Jack'sarm around her, shefell adeep.

In the morning Carey had not returned.

Over breakfast—Eva finished the apple, now turned brown—she asked Roz what had happened after
hockey practice. After denying anything, Roz finaly admitted that Carey and some others had used the
cover of thefestival to sneak out of the colony onto the surface. The “First Imprints Club.” In the dead
lunar surface their markingsin the dust would last aslong asif etched in stone.



That sounded like Carey, right down to the wasting of water. Evacalled Carey'sfriends. She discovered
that Carey had left them at the festiva, telling them he would catch up with them at the airlock. After
waiting for him, they had gone out without him, expecting that he'd meet them on ShivaRidge.

Carey's pressure suit was not in hislocker at the north airlock. Evatried not to panic. She aerted colony
security. Hundreds of volunteersjoined in a search of the surface. With the assistance of Carey's friends
they found the footprints of the party, but none for Carey. Lunar Pogitioning Satellites could not raise his
auit's locator. Parties scanned the prominent landmarks, but came up empty.

The next days became a nightmare. Evaspent al of her waking hours out on the surface with the search
parties, coming ingde only to recharge her air supply and catch an hour or two of deep. Her eyesfell into
apermanent squint from the brightness of the surface. For the first twenty-four hours Eva still hoped
Carey might be found dive. He had falen unconscious in the shadow of somerock, shetold hersdlf;
hypothermiawould keep his metabolism low so he wouldn't exhaust his oxygen.

Asthe hours passed she kept despair at bay by driving herself even harder. The third day found her a
part of aline of twenty cousins, a hundred-meter intervas, sweeping Shivaridge for the fourth time.
Something was wrong with her faceplate: it was breaking dl the gray landscape into particles, no piece of
the moon connected to any other piece, and all of it was dead. The voices of the other searcherscaling
to each other sounded in her ear button. “Nothing here.” “Where's here?’ “I'm on the east end of the
ridge, below Black Rock.”

Evafet numb. She came to the edge of alavatube whoseroof had falenin. It wasfifty metersto the
shadowed bottom. Even in lunar gravity thefal would be fatd. She swayed on the edge, having trouble
breathing. Her mouth was dry, and her eyesitched.

Someone grabbed her arm and pulled her away. “No,” his voice came over her ear button, as close as
her own thoughts. It was Jack. He wrapped her in abear hug, drew her back. He made her return with
him to Fowler, to eat amedl, to take some pills and deep for fourteen hours. After that Evano longer
tormented hersalf with impossibilities. Jack stayed with her every minute of her time on the surface.
Despite her heartache, she gill hoped Carey's body would turn up so she could figure out what had
happened. But when afurther week of searches still brought nothing, she asked that they be called off.
The officid inquest ruled Carey missing, presumed dead by hazard of fortune.

She turned to her work. The project was her only hope now. It was more than a matter of demonstrating
the value of cousins' science. Over the next months, the first assemblies using scans of organic
compounds were completed. They produced edible soy protein and worked their way up toward apple
sauce.

At meetingsin the boardroom that looked out over the green fields of Fowler basin, the other matrons
watched her out of the corners of their eyes. Eva controlled her voice, operated her body asif by
remote. Everything is normal, shetold hersalf. Some mornings she would wake and listen for Carey
thumping around the gpartment, only to hear silence. She hid his pictures. Though she would not empty
his room, she closed its door and never went inside. She went to watch the hockey team play. Other
cousins sat beside her and made a show of treating her normally.

Hockey was such aviolent game—a boy's game. Had the cousins adopted it for that very reason, to go
againgt the perception that women were soft? Evawatched Roz throw hersdlf around theicelikea
demon. What would drive such ashy girl to compete so hard?

At night shelay awake and thought about Carey. Sheimagined him out there on the surface, running out
of ar. What wasit about boys and men that they awaystook such big risks?Y ou couldn't protect them.



If you tried to, they got sulky and depressed. She had never questioned the place the cousins had
prepared for boysin their world, how their aggression and desire for dominance had been thwarted and
channeled. Keep your son close; let your daughter go, the homily went. Had she been fair to Carey? If
she had him back with her this minute, could she keep hersdf from smothering him?

Jack went back to his own work: histeam planted a copse of junipers, pifion, sage, and wildflowerson
the east dopes of Fowler, hauling loads of their new soil that promised a better growth rate than the
chemicdly prepared soils. He came home each night with dirt under hisfingernails, scrubbed himself raw
in the shower and fell into bed exhausted. Jack and Evahad not made love after that night Carey
disappeared. At first Eva had no desire, and then, after her need returned and she might have fdtita
comfort to have Jack hold her in hisarms, he was so depressed by Carey'sloss that he would not touch
her. Eva saw that worrying about her had taken Jack away from Roz.

“I'm sorry,” she vowed to Jack's deeping form one night. “1 can do better.”

Since Carey's disappearance, Roz spent lesstime at home. Eva saw the pain in Jack's eyes as he
watched Roz. She wondered what it must be like for Roz, to have this single strong male presence
awaystherein her life. She owed Roz and Jack better than she had been giving, and the effort to engage
them would help her stop thinking about Carey.

She arranged for Roz to spend her second-semester practicum in the colony's material s co-operatives.
What to do about Jack's relationship to Roz was harder to figure out. Evawas aphysicist, and had never
paid much attention to the theories of Nora Sobieski and the other founders. It wasn't as though aman
taking an interest in his daughter's upbringing was necessarily unnaturd. But Evaredized tha, just like her
with Carey, out of hisfear of losing Roz, Jack ran the risk of smothering her. Keep your son close; let
your daughter go: whether Jack could seeit or not, it wastime for Roz to begin to find her own placein
the world.

Jack had taken to bringing home chard and romaine lettuce and carrots from the gardens. He brought a
potted juniper for the balcony where they ate their meals. There one night at dinner Eva suggested to
Jack that Roz move out.

Jack looked frightened. “ She's only fourteen, Eva.”
“If she doesn't begin to break free now she will have amuch harder time later. “

“I understand that. It'sjust—it's not the way she grew up. She and | haven't been here that long. And
with—with Carey gone...” hisvoicetrailed off.

Evawatched him. “ Jack, | know I've been distant. | know it's been hard for you. If you don't want to be
aonewith me, I'll understand. | just hope you won't live with Roz.”

“For pity's, Eval Don't you believein love?’
She was taken aback. “Of course | do.” She poked her fork at her salad.
“Wadll, I loveRoz. | love... | loveyou.”

Evafet out of her depth. What did he mean when he said the word love? She looked into Jack's
handsome face: blue eyes, curly blond hair, square jaw. How much, when he looked so hurt, he
reminded her of Carey. Jack watched her intently. He was trying to communicate something, but she had
no ideawhat it was.

“I know you love us,” Evasaid. “ That's not the question. But if Roz isever going to fit in here, she needs



to begin to network ... | might even say the samefor you.”
“Network.” He st ill asastone.

He acted so wounded; he was putting her on the spot. Was this about sex? “I'm not trying to push you
away, Jack. It's not me who's been turning away every night in bed.”

“I redizethat,” he said defengvey. 1 thought that you were till grieving for Carey.”

God, shewas no good at thisinterpersona stuff. Shelooked away. She tried the salad grown from the
gardens he and histeam had planted. “Let me handle my grief in my own way,” she said.

He said nothing. He seemed more sad than angry. They atein silence. After awhile he asked her,
“How'sthe sdlad?’

“The best I've ever tasted. And the pine nuts—are they from the new trees?’

“Yes” hesad.
“Thejuniper smdlswonderful.”
“It'syours” hesad. “I grew it for you.”
* * % %
Transformation

When Roz told Jack about Carey's plans to meet the First Imprints Club, Jack picked up Carey's
pressure suit. He laid the suit on the floor, adjusted it so that the locator lay flat against the concrete, and
ground his hedl into it until the chip snapped. “ Okay,” Jack said. “Y ou take his things and lose them some
place on the surface where they'll never be found.”

Roz knew that Jack's real reason for rushing her out wasto keep her from seeing him dispose of Carey's
body. She did not object. She stuffed Carey's clothes into the suit, sealed it up and, while her father
turned back to the body, headed for the airlock.

“Wait,” Jack said. “Takethis”
Fearfully, sheturned. Jack had taken something from Carey's hand. It was Carey'sring.
She shoved the ring ingde her own uit, then hurried through the airlock onto the lunar surface.

The shadows of lunar afternoon lay precisaly asthey had when she had entered the lab an hour before, a
girl seeking to apologize to her dad. Between then and now, something had broken.

Jack had looked so surprised, so guilty—so old. The skin beneath his eyes was dark and papery, asif he
hadn't dept in aweek. Had he looked thistired when she had argued with him in the plaza? It made her
wonder just what had been going on all thistime. How could Jack kill Carey? Had he been so near to
breaking al along? As she shuffled across the humped, dusty surface, Roz fought to keep from crying
again a the awfulness of Carey's death and the precariousness of their Situation.

For most of her life, it had been just her and her father. Roz's mother Helen had been a graduate student
in plant pathology when Jack met her a Purdue. Roz's first memory was of sitting in the bathtub as her
mom taught her to count on her toes. When Roz was six, her mother'sincreasing bouts of depression
broke up the marriage. Helen had custody of Roz for more than a year before Jack rescued her, and Roz
remembered that year vividly: afternoons hanging out with the kids in the neighboring apartment, suppers



of corn flakes, Helen coming back from her classes unhappy, Roz trying to wake Helen to get her to
work in the mornings, Helen shouting at Jack every time he cameto pick Roz up for visits. When Jack
had stolen Roz away, though he never said anything bad about Helen, Roz felt that she would never miss
her mother again.

Now Roz wished she knew where Helen was, what she was doing at just that moment. What had she
gone through when she was fourteen? Nothing as bad asthis.

As she moved away from Fowler acrossthe lunar surface, Roz tried to stay to the shadows. But there
was little chance of anyone spotting her. What she needed to do waslose Carey's suit somewhere that
nobody waslikely to find it for thirty or forty years.

It should not be so hard. These were the rumpled highlands, alandscape of hills, ridges, craters, and
gecta. Around the colony the ground was scuffed with amillion bootprints. Roz hid hers among them,
bouncing along below the eastern rim of Fowler.

She then struck off dong asidetrack of footprints that amed northeast. A couple of kilometers along,
she broke off from the path and made along leap to arock scarp uncovered with dust. She landed
clumsily but safe, and left no boot marks. She proceeded in this direction for some distance, aming
hersaf from rock to rock to leave as few footprints as possible. The short horizon made Roz fed asif she
was abug on aplate, nearing the edge of the world. She kept her bearings by periodically noting some
point ahead and behind so that she would not get lost. That was the biggest danger of surface hopping,
and the source of the rule againgt ever doing it done. It would be easy to explain Carey's disappearance
as an intoxicated boy getting lost and running out of air. A broken radio, afaulty locator.

A kilometer on, Roz found a pit behind a group of gecta boulders. Deep in the shadow on the north side
of the largest, she dug away the top layer of regolith and stuffed the suit into the pit. She shoved the dirt
back over the suit. By the time she was done, her hands were freezing. She stood back on a boulder and
ingpected the spot. She had kept most of the scuffs sheld created to the shadows, which would not
change much for sometimein the dow lunar day. Roz headed back aong the path she had come, rock
to rock, taking long stridesin the low gravity until she met the traveled path again. Up above her, athird
of theway acrossthe black sky from the sun, angry red Mars gleamed beside Jupiter like an orange eye.

Her air supply was in the red when she reached Fowler's north lock. She was able to pass through
without seeing anyone; the festival was still going strong.

Roz stowed her suit in an empty locker, set the combination, and walked back around the rim road
toward Eva's gpartment—the long way, making a three-quarter circuit of the crater. On the southeast
dope she stopped and watched the lights of the festival. When shefindly got home, she found an empty
glass sitting on the living room floor, and the door to Jack and Eva's room was closed. She went to her
own room, closed her door, undressed. There she found Carey'sring in her pocket, warm from the heat
of her own body.

* k% k %

Through dl of Eva's quizzing of Roz the next morning, Jack sat drinking juice, ignoring them both. Roz
was stunned by how calm he looked. What went on inside? She had never thought that there might be
things going on inside her father that were not gpparent on the surface.

Then the searches began. Over and over Roz had to retell her story of parting with Carey at the festival.
At just what time has she last seen Carey? What had Carey said? In what direction had Carey gone?
Jack threw himsdlf into the * search"—but whenever Roz looked at him, she saw that he was watching
her.



Asthe search stretched beyond thefirst days, Carey's friends came up and sympathized with Roz. For
thefirst time kidswho had held her at arms’ length confided in her. They shared their shock and grief.
Roz supposed that, from the outside, her own terror looked like shock. Colony security used volunteers
from the school in the searches, and Roz took part, though never in the northeast quadrant. Every time
one of the parties returned she was petrified that they would come back with Carey's pressure suit.

Near the end of the third day, Roz was Stting in the apartment, clutching Carey'sring in her hand, when
Jack brought Evaback with him. Evawas so sick Jack amost had to prop her up. Jack fed Eva, made
her take some pills and go to deep. He came out of their room and shut the door.

“What happened?’ Roz asked.

Jack pulled Roz away from the door. “1 caught Evaon the edge of aprecipice. | think she was about to
jump off.”

“Oh, Jesus! What are we going to do?’

“Shelll be okay after she gets some rest. We need to take care of her.”
“Take care of her! Wekilled her son!”

“Keegp your voice down. Nobody killed anyone. It was an accident.”

“I don't think | can stand this, Dad.”

“You'redoing fine, Roz. | need you to be my strong girl. Just act normal.”

Just act normal. Roz tried to focus on school. The hockey game against Shackleton was postponed, but
the practices continued. When it became obvious that Carey wasn't coming back, Maryjane moved up to
take Carey's placein Roz'sline. At night Roz squeezed her eyes shut, pressed her palms against them to
drive thoughts of Carey's body from her imagination. She would not talk to Jack about it, and in hisfew
hurried words with her he never spoke of that night.

Roz hated hearing the sound of Jack's voice when he taked to Evaor anyone else, so casudly
modulated, so sane. Just act normal. When he spoke with Roz his voice was edged with panic. Roz
vowed that she would never in her life have two voices.

Maybe Eva had two voices, too. After the searches were ended, Eva seemed distressingly normal. Roz
could tell Evawas upset only by the firmness with which she spoke, asif she were thinking everything
over two or three times, and by the absolute quality of her silences.

At first Roz was afraid to be around Eva, she seemed soin control. Y et Roz could tell that at somelevel
Evawas deeply wounded in away she could not see in Jack. The only word Roz could think of to
describe Evawas aword so absurdly old fashioned that she would have been embarrassed to say it
aloud: noble. Evawas the strongest person Roz had ever met. It made Roz want to comfort her—~but
Roz wastoo afraid.

The weeks passed, and they resumed asimulation of ordinary life. Evatook an interest in Roz that she
had not while Carey was il dive. For Roz's second semester practicum, Eva arranged for Roz to work
successive monthsin the colony's four materias cooperatives, Air, Water, Agriculture, and Fabrication.
Roz was glad to spend more time out of the apartment.

With Air, Roz worked outside in the southwest industrid area, helping move lunar regolith to the grinder.
Varioustrace dements, including the H3 used in fuson reactors, were drawn off and saved. After



grinding, the regolith was put in areduction chamber with powdered graphite and heated to produce
carbon monoxide, which was reintroduced to the regolith in a second chamber to produce CO,. The
carbon dioxide was separated by a solar-powered el ectrochemical cell. The carbon wasrecycled as
graphite, and the O, liquefied. The excess was sold to other lunar colonies or traded for nitrogen.

With Water, sheworked at the far end of the ice cavern, where the ice was crushed, vaporized, distilled
and refrozen. Some of the water was el ectrolyzed to provide oxygen and carbon, arare eement on the
moon.

With Agriculture she shoveled sheep and guinea pig shit, and moved chicken wastes to recycling for
fertilizer.

With Fabrication she did quality control for the anhydrous production of fiberglass cables coated with
iron. Any contamination of the fiberglass with water would compromise its strength and durability.
Structural materials were one of the colony's other major exports.

Everything shelearned during her practicum was so logical. Everything she fet when shewasin the
gpartment with Evaand her father was insane. While she worked, when she could forget the expression
on Jack's face when she'd found him standing above Carey's naked body, the colony felt like home. The
minute she thought about the place that was supposed to be her home, shefdt lost. Looking down from
the balcony of their apartment on interior of the crater, she saw the spire that supported the dome asa
gresat tree spreading over the cousins' lives. Behind her she heard Jack and Eva's voices, so human, so
mysterious.

Evaquizzed Roz every few days about the practicum. Because they spoke only about the practical issues
of running the Society, these conversations were ardlief to Roz. She thought they were ardlief for Evaas
well. Roz could ask any question, aslong asit was about engineering. Evawould lean next to Roz over
the tablet and click through diagrams of chemical syntheses, twisting the ends of her hair in her fingers.

One evening as they were going through one of these sessions, Jack exploded. Afraid that he might say
something that would make Eva suspicious, Roz went with him for awalk to talk over what was
bothering him. When shetold him she was thinking of moving out, he threatened to tell Evawhat had
happened to Carey. His paranoiawas so sharp in the air that she could smdll it. She begged him to be
qui€t.

Roz redlized that she was trapped. It would be safer for her and Jack both if she moved out of the
gpartment. Raisawas gill looking for aroommate, and it would only be the matter of afew daysfor her
to make the arrangements and move her things. But there was nothing she could do.

* * * %

Oneday late in Roz's practicum, Eva caled her to the Fabrication research |ab. Roz realized that it was
not an accident that the last stop on her practicum tour was Fabrication, and the last stop at Fabrication
was research, Eva's own area. Roz had a sudden dread that Eva knew something, that ever since the
festival she had been setting atrap, which was about to spring.

Like the biotech lab that her father worked in, in the interests of preventing contamination the nanotech
lab was separated from the colony. At the end of the northwest lava tube, Roz suited up and passed
through alock onto the surface. It was months since Carey's disgppearance, and full night now. Mars
and Jupiter were no longer visible; VVenus shone brightly on the horizon. She followed a string of lightsto
the lab, entered, and pulled off her suit.

Evamet her at the check-in. “Thank you for coming, Roz. Come with me. | want to show you the



Quantum Non-destructive Scanner Array.”

The QNSA lab wasthe largest in the facility. The scanner looked like nothing so much as ahuge blue
marble, the size of an dephant, divided at the equator. Eva had the techniciansift the upper hemisphere
to expose the target area. “What we do hereis pull afast one on the universe. We bypass the uncertainty
principle on the sub-atomic level by measuring test subjects at below the Planck-Whedler length.”

“I don't know that much physics,” Roz said.

Evaput her hand around Roz's shoulder. Despite the affectionate gesture, she was not smiling. “Welve
made huge stridesin the last Sx months.”

“What'sit for?’

“There are a hundred purposes—some of them quite revolutionary. On the most basic leve, if we can
scan to sufficient accuracy, and if the assembler team can succeed in producing a programmable
assembler that can use the scan—then we will have created the mogt flexible manufacturing systemin
history. Any object we scan could be duplicated in the assembler.”

“Isnt that expengive?’

“Smart girl. Yes, itisvery expensve—of technology, energy, and time. It doesn't make economic sense
to use asystem like thisto manufacture smple things, like, say, an eectric motor. That would be like
running an MRI to check whether there's gum in your pocket. But for more complicated things—organic
compounds, for instance—it holds fascinating possibilities. Let me show you something.”

Shetook Roz into aside room separated by alarge window from the lab. In the corner wasa
refrigerator. From it Evatook out two apples. She handed them to Roz. “What do you think of these?’

Roz looked them over. They were the same size, the same shape. Both felt cool in her pams. In fact,
they felt exactly dike. She looked at them more closdly. There was a spray of freckles near the stem of
the gpplein her right hand. She held the other next to it, turned it until they werein the same posdition. An
identical spray of freckles marked the second apple.

“They'rethe same.”

“Yes. Now comparethis.” Evapulled athird apple from the refrigerator. This onewas past its prime; its
skin was darker and softer, and it smelled sweet. Y et it had exactly the same pattern of freckles asthe
other two.

“All three of these apples were assembled from the same quantum scan. We scanned the origina apple
six months ago. These two apples were assembled from the QNS yesterday, the other aweek ago. If we
load the right raw materiasinto the assembler, we can create as many identical applesaswelike.”

“That'samazing!”

“Yes. Though it'stoo expensive away to make apples. Infact, there aren't many things that would justify
the expense of reproduction by QNSA.”

Evatook the gpples back. She put the old one and one of the new ones back into the refrigerator. Then
she polished the third on her deeve and took a bite of it. Chewing, she handed it to Roz. “ Try it.”

Roz took abite. It tasted crigp and tart. Another lab worker came in and got a squeeze bottle out of the
refrigerator. He nodded to Eva, smiled at Roz, and went out.



“I hoped &t first that | might get over theloss of Carey,” Evasaid. Shelooked through the window at the
big blue marble. “I told mysdlf that he was only one person, that we dl die eventudly, thet it was his
recklessness that had killed him and | never wanted him to be other than hewas.” She brushed the back
of her hand againgt her eye. “But ason is not supposed to die before his mother. Everything looks
different afterwards. It'sdl just acollection of atoms.”

Evaturned to Roz. “How doesthe apple taste?’
“Good.”

“I'm glad. Now, Roz, | want to tell you what I'm going to do. It's something that no one's ever done
before. Because of that it's not acrimeyet, but if it doesn't become so common asto be ordinary inthe
future, I'm sureit will becomeacrime.”

“What are you talking about?’

“ Some months ago, the project had reached a stage where we could scan aliving organism. We scanned
severa guinea pigs, even a sheep. One night, while the lab was empty, | brought Carey here and scanned
him.

“I've been waiting until we worked the bugs out of the assembler. Three days ago we recreated one of
the guinea pigs from afour-month-old scan. Do you know what that means?’

Roz held her bregth. “I think so.”
“If that guinea pig suffers no aftereffects, | am going to recongtitute Carey. | want you to help me.”

They sky opened up and atorrent of pure joy shot down to fill Roz up. She could not believeit. She
hugged Eva, buried her head againgt the tall woman's breast. It was amiracle. It was the way out.

* % % %
Fire

Nematodes made up most of the animd life on earth, by mass, Jack reminded himsdlf. They were
everywhere. The number of parasitic varieties was minuscule compared to the beneficia ones. Nothing to
worry about.

But his handsitched. And his skin burned.

It had not taken Jack long to cut up Carey's body, run it through the reduction chamber, mince the
remainsin the crusher and mix them into the project soil. He had hosed down the crusher and the floor of
thelab. Fire, earth, water. Within aweek there was nothing |eft of Carey but hisdementd chemicdsin
thedirt.

Stll, images of Carey were imprinted on theinsde of Jack's eyelids. I'm afreakshow, he thought a dozen
times each day, climbing down the dope to the crater floor, pruning seedlingsin the greenhouse, sitting on
the edge of the pool in Sobieski Park. Lying in bed with Eva. I'm alethad malein asociety constructed to
prevent malesfrom going lethd. | didn't even know it was hagppening. I'm afucking maniac and no one
cantell.

No one had noticed anything—at least he didn't think they had. He had atough afternoon the day they
transferred the test soil to the pilot project site on Fowler's east dope. Heinssted that he amend the soil
himsdlf, plant the juniperswith his own hands. He wore protective gloves. When Amravati said something
about it, he replied quickly, “Don't want to take a chance with these new bugs.”



“If there are any bugs we don't know about, then wereal in trouble,” she said.

The seedlings flourished. Growth rates were e evated as much asfifteen percent. Within three monthsthe
project had progressed enough to schedule atour by the Board of Matrons. Evaand the others strolled
over the dopes among the low, fragrant growth. As Evawalked over the ground that contained al that
was | eft of her only son, awave of heat swept over Jack. Hisface fdlt flushed; hisforehead burned.

The Board approved the project. The next week they voted Amravati acommendation, with specia
notice of Jack's contribution. “If you don't watch out, Jack, you're going to get stuck here,” Hal
Kekosson said.

“What?' he said.
Hal smiled at him. “I mean you're becoming aCousin, cousin.”

A cousin on the outside, astranger within. There were lots of difficult aspectsto the aftermath of Carey's
death, among them the problem of Eva. For example, despite the fact that, during the search, he had
saved Evaslife out on the edge of the precipice, it wasimpossible for him to touch her in bed. He had
discovered how much her eyeswerelike Carey's. Lying beside her at night, hands burning, pretending to
deep until he heard Evasfaint snore, and pretending to deep after that for fear of waking her, Jack felt
more aone than he had since he wasfive years old. One night he heard Eva stir beside him, rise up on
one elbow and watch him. He heard her whisper, “I'm sorry. | can do better.” What did she haveto fed
sorry about? How could she possibly be asking hisforgiveness?

The colony clinic prescribed asdve for hisskin that did nothing but make him smell like sulfur. I'm the
lunar Mephistopheles, he thought. He resorted to magic: If some part of Carey was coming back to
torment Jack, maybe bringing Carey home would mollify his ghost. Jack potted one of the junipers and
st it up on their balcony. He fed Evalettuce from the greenhouse to see what effect it would have on
her. It made her suggest that Roz should move ouit.

Roz. That was the worst thing, the absolute worst. Jack was stunned that Roz had so readily put hersalf
at risk to save him. Though it was, at someleve he had difficulty admitting, immensdy gratifying, and
removed any doubt he had ever had that she loved him, now he could not look a Roz the same way. He
was in debt to his daughter, and like a boulder that they were both chained to, that debt stood between
them at every moment.

When Roz started her practicum in Fabrication, she began to spend more time with Eva. Jack watched
them joke together asthey sat in the gpartment and went over the stepsin the manufacture of building
glass. Their heads were S0 close together, Roz's red hair and Eva's brown. The skirl of Roz's slly,
high-pitched giggle, for some reason, made him want to cry.

“Y ou laugh too much,” he said.
They looked up a him, dead silent, identical astonishment on their faces.
“Can't you keep quiet?’ he said.

“Sorry, Dad,” Roz muttered. “I didn't know | wasn't allowed to laugh.” She pushed the tablet away from
her. “| have something | need to tell you.”

Jack tried to keep the panic out of hisvoice. “What'sthat?’

“I think I'm going to move out. Theré's an gpartment that Raisaand | can moveinto opening upintheold
section of the south wall.”



“Raisa? | thought you didn't even like her.”
“I think 1 wasjust projecting; she'sreally agood person. She's never mean.”

Jack wanted to argue, but was intimidated by Eva's presence. Evahad put thisideain Roz's head.
“Comewith me,” he said to Roz. “WEell take awalk. Do you mind, Eva? We need to talk this over father
to daughter.”

“Go right ahead.”

Roz looked sullen, but she came with him. They descended from the apartment, down the pathway
toward the crater floor. The insde of the domewas a brilliant cloudless sky. On thefield below them a
harvester sprayed soybeans into a hopper truck. “Isthis because of Carey?’ Jack asked.

Roz crossed her arms over his chest and looked at her feet. “1 don't want to talk about Carey,” she said.
“Y ou know it was an accident, Roz, |—”

She bounced on her toes and legpt five feet into the air, coming down well ahead of him. A woman going
the other way looked at her and smiled. Jack hurried to catch up.

Roz ill wouldn't look at him. “1 will not talk about Carey, Dad. Thisisn't aout him. I'm fourteen, and a
cousinsgirl a fourteen who won't leave homeissick.” She bounced again.

Hedidn't know what to say. He knew she was lying, that it had to have something to do with Carey. But
he wasn't going to beg.

“You'regoing totdl Evathetruth,” he said when he caught up.

“Don't be stupid!” Roz said. “I've given up too much for this. | don't want to move again.”

Stupid. How stupid he had been to come here. “I brought you here to keep us from drifting apart.”
“Dad, did you think | was going to be with you forever?’

He rubbed his palms up and down hisforearms, but that only made the itching worse. “Will you cal
me?’

“I'll seeyou every day.”
Jack stopped following her. Roz continued down the path toward Sobieski Park, and did not look back.

“What do you think, Carey?’ he whispered aloud as he watched his daughter walk away. “Isthis one of
those earth things? One of those sexua ownership practices?’

Jack tried to imagine what it would be like to be donewith Evain one of the largest gpartmentsin the
colony. Perhapsit would not be so bad. He could plant adozen junipers on the balcony. He could
prepare dl their meds. Hell, he could bring in abed of Carey's soil and degpinit.

He began meseting Jamira Tamlasdaughter in the sauna a the gym. They would claim one of the private
acovesand fuck. The hegt of the saunamade him forget hisburning skin. There was nothing wrong with
it. There was nothing right about it. Roz was dways out. Eva stayed away even longer at the labs,
sometimes not coming back at night until he was adegp. The mysterious absences grew until one night it
had been afull twenty-four hours since Jack had last seen either Evaor Roz. It was fertile ground for
worry. Someone had found Carey's pressure suit. Roz had not hidden it well enough, and now shewasin



trouble. Or Eva had tricked her into an admission. She had broken down, given in to guilt.
His phone rang. He touched the contact on hiswristward.
“Dad? Can you meet me at Fabrication Research?’

Roz's voice was charged with excitement. He hadn't heard her sound so young in months. “What isit,
Roz?

“Youwont believeit. All our troubles are over! We're resurrecting Carey!”
“What?’

“The assembler. | can't tell you more now, someone might hear. Come at 0300. If anyone asks, tell them
that you're going somewhere e se.”

“IsEvathere?’

“Yes. I've got to go now. Seeyou at 0300.”

“Roz—"

Hefdlt sck. Resurrecting Carey? Roz must have told Evawhat had happened.

Still, what could he do but go? Jack paced the roomsfor hours. He lft after somatic midnight. The
perimeter road to the north airlock was quiet; there was adight breeze, ahum of insects around the
lights. He told the lock attendant that he was going to biotech.

When he sedled up his suit hefelt he could not breathe. He checked the readouts repeatedly, but despite
the evidence that nothing was wrong, hefdt stifled. Swest trickled down his neck into hiscollar.

Outside the sun hammered down and the glare of the baked surface hid the stars. He upped the
polarization on hisfaceplate, but till his eyes hurt. He followed the road from the airlock, between the
fields of solar collectors, to the ramp entrance to the Fabrication Research Lab. He passed through the
radiation maze, opened the outer door of the lab airlock. When he stripped off his suit his shirt was
soaked with sweat. He wiped hisarm across his brow, ran hisfingers through his sweaty hair. He waited.
He did not open the inner door.

And if, by some miracle, they did recreate Carey? Roz said that all their troubles would be over. They
could go back to who they were.

Fat chance. He had hoped that coming to the Society would offer Roz afreedom that he could not earn
for her on earth. No one on the moon knew him. And even if he did fail again, among the cousinsa
father's faults would not determine how others saw his daughter. Roz could be hersdlf, not some
reflection of him.

As he stood there, poised before theinner lock door, he had a sudden memory of Helen, on their
honeymoon. On the beach at St. Kitts. Helen had surprised him by wearing anew bikini, so smal that
when she pulled off her shorts and T-shirt shewas clearly self-conscious. But proud, in someway. He
remembered feding protective of her, and puzzled, and alittle sorry. It hit him for the first time that she
was fighting her body for his attention, and how sad that must be for her—on the one hand to know she
had this power over him that came smply from her sexudity, and on the other that she, Helen, was
someone completely gpart from that body that drew him like amagnet. For amoment he had seen
himsdlf from outside. He'd been ashamed of his own sexudity, and the way it threatened to deform their



relationship. Who was she, redlly? Who was he?

At the time he had taken her in hisarms, smiled, complimented her. He had felt sure that with time, they
would know each other completely. How pathetic. After the break up, he had at least thought that he
could know his daughter. That was why he wanted Roz—to love someone without sex coming in the
way. To love someone without caring about himself.

How stupid he had been. Whether they'd come or not, inevitably she would see have seen him
differently, or been destroyed by trying not to. Whether heldd killed Carey or not, Roz would haveto fight
to escape the mirror he held up to her.

With asick fedingin hisgut, herealized he had lost his daughter.

Hewas so hot. He was burning up. He shut his eyes and tried not to see or hear anything, but there was
aroaring in hisearslike aturbulent storm, and his eyes burned and flashed like lightning.

Hewould fed better if he went outside. Instead of opening the inner door, he put his pressure suit back
on and opened the outside door. It was bright and hot out on the surface—but in the shadows of the
rocksit would be cool. He stepped out of the shadow of the radiation baffle, up the ramp to the dusty
surface. Instead of following the path back to the colony, he struck off between the rows of solar
collectors toward a giant boulder that loomed on the horizon. As he walked, on his deeve keyboard he
punched in the override code for his suit's pressure fail safes.

By the time he had reached the chill shadow of the rock, al that remained between him and relief wasthe
manua helmet release. He reached up to his neck and felt for the latch. He was so hot. He was burning
up. But soon he would be cool again.

* * * %

Happy Ending
When the indicators showed the airlock was occupied, they waited for Jack to enter the lab. Instead,
after afew minutes the outer lock of the airlock opened and he left again. Roz was worried.

“I'm going to seewhat he'sup to,” shetold Eva

She pulled on her pressure suit and waited the maddening few minutesit took the lock to recycle. As
soon as pressure was equaized she did open the outer door and ran up the ramp. There was no sign of
her father on the path back to Fowler. But as she followed the footprints away from the ramp, she
gpotted afigure in the distance heading out toward the hills.

Roz hurried after, skipping asfast as she could without lurching off onto the collectors.

When she caught up, he was on hiskneesin the shadow of abig rock, jerking about spasmodically. The
strangeness of hismotion alarmed her. She had never seen anyone move like that. Before she could
reach him he dowed, stopped, and fdll, dowly, onto hisside. Camly, quietly. Lesslikeafdl, morelike
the drift of afeather. She rushed to his side, and saw that he had broken the seal on hishelmet.

“No!” she screamed, and the sound of her voice echoed in her ears. Jack's face was purple with broken
blood vessels, his eyes bloody. He was dead.

High-G, they called her, and it was agood thing, as she carried her father's body back to the fabrication
lab.

* * * %

It was Roz's ideato put Jack's corpse into the assembler, to add the materias of his body to the atoms



used to recreate Carey. There would be hell to pay with security, but Evaagreed to doit.

The assembly took seven days. When the others at the colony discovered what Evawas doing, there
was some debate, but they let the process continue. At the end of the week the fluid supporting the
nanomachineswas drained off, revealing Carey's perfect body. Carey shuddered and coughed, and they
helped him out of the assembler.

To him it was six months earlier, and his mother had just completed his scan. It took him along timeto
accept that he had not fallen into some dream only seconds after he had been placed in the marble, to
awaken inthisvat of warm fluid. He thought he was the origind, not the copy. For dl practica purposes
hewasright.

Later, asthey were finding a pressure suit they could adapt to Carey's size to take him home, he asked
Roz, “Where's Jack?’

* * % %
The Juniper Tree
All this happened along time ago.

Nora Sobieski founded the Society of Cousinsto free girlslike Roz of the fedling that they must depend
on their fathers or boyfriends for their sense of sdlf, and incidentally to free boys like Carey of the need to
prove themsalves superior to other boys by owning girlslike Roz. Girls till go through infatuations, till
fdl inlove, fill fed the influence men aswell as of women. But Roz and Evain theend are actudly inthe
same boat—a boat that does not contain Jack, or even Carey.

The young junipers stand ghostly gray in the night. The air smellsfragrant with pinon. In thethin, clear
garlight Roz can see wildflowers blooming beneeth the trees—columbine, pennyroya, groundsdl. She
stson the dope and pulls Carey's ring from her pocket. Thering isfashioned into the image of two vines
that twine around each other, each with no beginning and no end, each eternally separate from the other.

Roz holdsthering in the middle of her pam, wondering if she should get rid of it at last, knowing that she
can never give it back and keep her father's secret.



