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      Shifting from a lack of awareness of anything to a vague feeling of warmth and comfort is not really waking up. And I guess I was half-sensing someone calling my name, but that warmth was so, well, comforting, I just wanted to sink back down in it.

      And then my sinuses filled with the assault of ammonia and I was up, not just awake but sitting up, pushing the offending source away from my face as I struggled to scramble back from it. That was harder to do than it ought to be, my muscles still lax from the long hibernation, my joints not as young as they used to be. So I just flailed.

      "Miss Lorna, please be calm."

      The voice had an odd tone to it, a deep yet vaguely female voice, but too deliberately soothing. I had opened my eyes when the ammonia fumes had hit me, but it was still too bright to see, and I was blinking madly, trying to decide between the pain of eyes open and the confusing lack of information of eyes closed.

      I was still flailing. Someone was near me, someone was assaulting me with horrible smells, and yet I didn't know where they were.

      "Please be calm, Miss Lorna," the voice said with more urgency. "I do apologize for startling you. Often if I remain motionless for too long humans forget that I am there. I have startled many people, I am sorry."

      "Get rid of the smell!" I all but shrieked.

      "It is already gone. Just take a few deep breaths, Miss Lorna."

      "Don't call me that," I said, but I stopped flailing. I threw my legs over the side of the metal table I was sitting on – not cold, there must be a heater beneath it keeping it at just the right soothing temperature – and let my head fall forward then slowly opened my eyes. No longer staring straight into the lights, they finally had a chance to adjust. A field of white came into focus, then I saw the speckles of shiny gray embedded in the white and realized I was looking at the usual flooring of a medical bay.

      "Would you prefer Miss Wincott?"

      "Lorna is fine," I said. "Just Lorna. No miss." I raised my head to see narrow feet in shiny white boots. My gaze traveled up past the knees where the boots didn't end, then past the hips that still seemed to be covered in shiny white pleather. At that point I stopped trying to make sense of it, some androgynous form covered in pleather, but when I reached the shiny, white head, the features merely suggested by indentations in the planes of the face – no mouth or to eyes or ears or nostrils to speak of, just bumps and indentations to suggest where such things might be – my brain finally settled on android.

      "How are you feeling, Lorna?" the android asked me, leaving just the slightest gap before my name so I could still feel the "miss" there.

      "I'm all right," I said, running my hands over my face then through my inch-long hair. They had cut it short just before they had put me in hibernation. That felt like minutes ago. "Why am I awake?"

      "There has been an incident which triggered the protocol to rouse you," the android said.

      "Protocol," I repeated. I wish it would find smaller words. I didn't know how many decades I had been asleep, but the brain fog was lingering something fierce.

      "Are you having memory difficulties? Do you recall the agreement you signed with Generations Corp?"

      "I recall," I said with a sigh. The only way I could afford a ticket on this ride to a new world: I had volunteered to be the emergency responder for the flight. If a problem arose that the ship's computer systems could not resolve, it was programmed to wake a human. In this case: me.

      The training had been… interesting. It spanned a week, but somewhere in the second day, my trainer looked up from his materials to say to me, "you realize of course that everything I'm telling you the computer already knows how to resolve? Anything you'd be roused to deal with is frankly beyond our ability to predict."

      At the time I had taken that as meaning there was little likelihood I'd be awakened at all, and he had agreed it was a remote possibility.

      And yet here I was.

      "Would you like to see the data we've collected for you, Lorna?" Again with that little pause. Data. That sounded like a good place to start. I had compiled data to earn my paychecks back on Earth. Not terribly exciting work, but it had paid the bills.

      "Yes, the data," I said, but then, "You know what? In a bit. First I need tea. A proper cup of tea."

      "I shall fetch one for you," the android said.

      "No," I said, finally raising my head to look right at its expressionless face. "No, just point me in the direction. I'll make my own."

      "Are you ready to walk?"

      I pushed off the table, my stocking feet hitting the floor. I was a bit wobbly at first, but a few steps in I had it.

      The android had a smooth, gliding gait like a debutante from another age who had practiced for years walking with a book on her head. It was also fast, slipping past me to take the lead which was just as well since I didn't know where I was going. I kept a few fingertips brushing against the wall in case my balance abandoned me, but I found myself getting stronger the more I moved. The effects of some of the stimulants I had been given during the rousing procedure, I remembered that much from my training.

      I had been put under while still on Earth, the sleep coffin with my body in it being launched up into space and slotted into its spot on the generation ship while I was already sleeping the sleep of the next-to-dead. I had seen brochures but hadn't paid much attention to them. I had been the last passenger to sign on, the ship unable to leave for its colonial destination without a person willing to be woken in case of emergency and possibly not put under again. People with families didn't want to reach their new home with Mom or Dad suddenly a century older or even dead.

      I didn't have a family. I just wanted to get off the Earth, to leave that whole world behind. The details of the ship, even of the world we were heading to hadn't mattered as much as just leaving.

      I found the reality of the ship much larger than I had imagined from the pictures I had glanced at. Everything was shiny and white, not just the android, and would be impossible to keep clean if all the humans in its holds were awake and moving around, touching things with their oily hands and filling the air with their dander. Now that my eyes were adjusting the light felt less harsh, more a soft glow that didn't have to work too hard to fill such gleaming spaces. I heard a whirr behind me and glanced back to see a cleaning robot polishing the floor. The sound its motor made was like it was humming to itself while it worked, never quite finding a tune but merrily in search of one.

      "We have a variety of foodstuff available for your use, Lorna," the android said. "Here are the teas."

      It opened a pair of doors, and I ignored all of the bright, attractive packaging to lunge at the familiar blue and black logo of my favorite brand of English Breakfast. I put two bags in a mug and filled it from the spigot of boiling water then looked about the kitchen for a refrigerator.

      "You require something?"

      "Splash of milk?"

      "Ah." The android opened what looked like another cupboard, but the interior was cooled. I held out my mug, and it carefully poured just a splash of whole milk into my darkening tea.

      "Sugar, Lorna?"

      "No, I'm good," I said, looking around and finding a sort of breakfast nook in one corner. I slid into the seat and touched the center of the table, which as I had suspected was a computer display. "OK, data now."

      "There has been a death among the hibernating humans," the android explained as medical charts and video playback feeds frozen on the first frame filled the tabletop. "A young man of 22, sudden heart failure. Rare, but not unheard of. But our statistical analysis indicates the likelihood of natural causes and that of foul play are close enough to equal to trigger a waking protocol."

      "Our analysis?" I looked up at the android as I took a first cautious sip of tea.

      "The ship's computer and I run different processing systems. This allows us to collaborate without merely duplicating efforts."

      "I see," I said, glancing back down at the data. I was no medical doctor, without the red, green and yellow bands I wouldn't know what was abnormal, normal, or borderline, and even with the bands, I didn't know what any of it meant. "Do you think it's likely I'll see something you missed?"

      "The situation triggered the protocol," the android said.

      "Okay then," I said, taking another sip of tea. "What do you recommend I do first?"

      "You can examine the body or the hibernation pod," it suggested.

      "Let's look at the body first," I said, shutting down the tabletop display and sliding back out of the booth. I don't know if it was the stims finally kicking in or those first few sips of tea, but I was feeling more like I was refreshed from an afternoon nap rather than groggy from hibernation sleep.

      "How long was I under?" I asked as the android led me back down the long hallway that was the spine of the ship.

      "84 years, 5 months and 12 days," the android replied.

      "That long," I said. I suppose my first thought should have been that everyone I had known back on Earth would be dead now, but I had never known that many people.

      The android brought me to another medical bay, a clone to the one I had been revived in. It seemed a strange sort of empathy that the android had roused me in a different room. The idea that I could have woken from hibernation to find myself sharing a room with a corpse made me shiver, and I was glad I had dodged that fate.

      I had expected to find the murder victim under a sheet or something, but he was just laying on a table, dressed in the same sweatpants and Generations Corp logo T-shirt and hoodie that I was. He had gone without the optional socks, so my first impression of him was that he was one of those people whose second toe was longer than their big toe, which for a moment struck me as funny because the shape of the android's feet suggested the same dimensions. I had the overwhelming need to crack a joke about it or even just start giggling but swallowed it down and took a drink of tea instead.

      No need to let hysteria take over just because this was my first encounter with a dead human body.

      The android was at the bedside and waiting for me to draw nearer. It suddenly felt wrong to be casually drinking tea, and I looked around until I found a workstation near the doorway where I could set it down. I ran the palms of my hands over the sides of my sweatpants nervously but made myself step up to the body.

      Twenty-two. But he looked like just a kid. And a handsome one at that. There wasn't a mark on him, but then if the cause of death was heart failure, there wouldn't be.

      "Are you quite well, Lorna?"

      "Yes, just fine." I tried to figure out what I was supposed to be doing, what clues I could possibly be searching for. Neither my previous data compiling job nor my brief Generations Corp training had covered any of the skills of a medical examiner or homicide detective.

      "I have grief management programming should you require it."

      "No, I'm quite fine."

      "Did you know the victim?"

      "No," I said and gently put my hands on either side of his head to lift and turn it, looking for anything out of the ordinary. He was still supple. I suppose they had chems for that too. "I didn't know anyone on this ship. That's why I'm the one you woke up. I'm not colonizing as part of a family group, and the only way to fly solo was to volunteer for this extra responsibility."

      "I understand," the android said.

      I ran my hands over the young man's arms, again lifting and turning, and his legs, and had the android assist me in turning him on his side to look at his back. But I saw nothing.

      "Let's check the pod then," I said, retrieving my tea.

      "This way," the android said. I took a sip of cool tea, now quite on the strong side with the two tea bags still floating in it. "What will you do with his body?"

      "He will be returned to his pod when you have completed your investigation and returned to stasis until the ship reaches the colony world. Then the family shall receive it and decide what should be done based on their own beliefs and traditions."

      "I suppose, you already had a space for him, no reason not to let him keep using it," I said. The android gave an exaggerated nod, like that was a gesture it had seen but never attempted before.

      The end of the hallway was an elevator built to transfer hibernation pods between levels. There were no doors but when the android touched the panel on the wall the floor before my toes developed a fine line that extended to the walls on either side of the hallway. Then the line became a definite split, and then the floor on our side of the split began to descend. It was a slow, gentle descent, but when we had passed below the floor we had left behind I saw an immense cavern below us, faintly lit by the indicator panels of hibernation pods. Row after row, each row stacked more than a dozen high, and nothing to keep me from falling forward off the elevator platform to the floor lost in the gloomy light below.

      As if sensing my sudden vertigo the android caught my arm. Its grip was strong but not machine-like. Its pleather exterior was not just shiny; it had a soft give to it. Not like flesh, more like a piece of furniture, but warm. I opened my mouth to tell it again that I was fine, but in truth, the bit of touch, nonhuman as it was, was still comforting and I closed my mouth without saying a word.

      As the elevator descended lights began to swell up from twilight to a glow more like the levels they were at above us. By the time we settled even with the floor I could see clearly, but we were below the tops of the pod stacks, so only the row to either side of us was visible.

      The android showed me to the pod the young man had been in, fourth level up and six over from the edge of the embankment it was part of. It felt random. The android summoned over a lifting robot, and I climbed into its little cherry-picker box and buckled into the safety harness. I gave the android the thumbs up, and the robot hoisted me up to a position beside the now-empty pod.

      Again there was nothing I could see that looked like a clue, but I was frustratingly aware that I wouldn't know what I clue looked like even if it was right in front of my eyes. The robot adjusted my position at my every request, and I examined every centimeter of the space, every tube in and out of the pod and where they attached to the panel at the head of the unit, even the bottom. Nothing.

      At last, I had the robot bring me back down.

      "I need another cup of tea."

      "Certainly."

      The android and I went back to the kitchen, and I made a second cup of double-bagged tea then brought the medical data back up on the table screen.

      "Well, if there is something wrong here, I'm not seeing it," I admitted at last when I had tossed back the last of the tea. "It's rare, but it really does just look like his heart failed on him."

      "I concur," the android said.

      "So, what now?"

      "Protocol requires a period of at least 24 hours between waking you from hibernation and returning you to it," it said.

      "In case something turns up?" I asked, still scrolling through meaningless data.

      "For your safety. The stims should be flushed from your system by then."

      "Yes, of course," I said, remembering something like that being said at my training. That whole week had become a blur in my memory, but in my defense apparently, that had been nearly a century ago.

      "I can prepare you some food. Unless you prefer to also do that yourself?"

      "No, food I trust you with," I said. "I'm not picky."

      "I understand humans when they wake often prefer eggs. I shall make you a cheese omelet."

      "That sounds divine," I said, although that might have been redundant after the loud growl my stomach had made at the word "cheese."

      I made myself another cup of tea while the android fussed with the cooking robots. I glanced over the other tea offerings in the cupboard but stuck with double-bagging the English Breakfast. After 84 years asleep, 24 hours awake was no bad thing.

      I sat back down at the table and fiddled with the idea of bringing up newsfeeds from home but decided not to. I would be sleeping again soon for another century, no need to catch up on the fate of Earth now.

      The android put a plate in front of me, the steaming omelet neatly folded, cheddar oozing out of the seams, and beside that a selection of red and green grapes, sliced banana, and a few wedges of an orange.

      "You have fresh fruit?" I said, surprised both by the food and by the fact that the android was sliding into the seat opposite of me, to sit with me while I ate. That seemed oddly social behavior for an android.

      "It was frozen until just a moment ago," the android said. "We have contingencies for up to three humans to be awake throughout the entire voyage. Any leftover food will become part of the colony supply when you make landfall. If there is more you should require, please ask, and I shall provide all I can."

      "This is perfect, thanks," I said. It ought to feel weird, thanking an android, but even the lack of face on the android wasn't enough to make it feel remote any longer. Its warm tones and considerate manner felt more and more human the longer we were together.

      "May I ask a question?" the android asked.

      "Sure," I said, cutting into the omelet with the side of my fork.

      "Why did you decide to leave Earth? You are the only one on the ship traveling alone. Won't you be lonely on the new world?"

      "I never get lonely," I said, stuffing egg in my mouth before I could succumb to the urge to clarify that remark.

      "Your file did specify you requested a private allotment of land."

      "With animals," I said, mouth still full.

      "Yes, with animals," it agreed. It folded its pleather hands on the tabletop and politely waited for me to go on. I swallowed.

      "Back home on Earth, I didn't have much. I had enough, but it wasn't much." I popped a grape in my mouth, enjoyed the burst of sweet juice, the slight iciness that lingered in the flesh as I chewed. "I had a one-room apartment in a super tower. My job wasn't much, very dull bureaucratic work I could do from my workstation in my apartment. Mostly I took in animals. Strays, orphans, animals that got lost or left behind. I preferred dogs, but I took in cats and other creatures as well. Just not fish, I didn't have the equipment for that."

      "You like caring for animals." The android's face was as expressionless as ever, but I felt like the end of the sentence was floating between us "more than for people." I ignored it.

      "Yes. Some of the animals stayed with me permanently, but most I just helped through a tough time between owners who could no longer keep them and new owners who were eager to take them in. It was sad sometimes, parting ways with animals I had grown to love in such a short time, but mostly I loved it. And, like I said, some of the animals stayed with me forever. Were mine."

      "But you're here now," the android pointed out. "I checked our manifests. We have no adult animals on board, just hibernating newborns."

      "The ownership of my super tower changed hands. The new landlord changed the rules. My animals had to go. I couldn't afford to move; there was nowhere to go. Earth, so overcrowded, and I don't make much. I found new homes for most of them…" I stopped, staring down at my plate of half-eaten omelet, bare grape stems, a few remaining banana slices and bits of orange. My vision was getting blurry. I took a long, shaky breath. "I had to… put my best friend down. He was old, going blind and not as housebroken as he once was. I guess it was time."

      The android nodded and its hands laced together tightened ever so slightly.

      "He was mine, and I let him down. I tried to find a different place to live, tried to find a place for him to go, even for a few weeks so I could keep looking for an apartment for the two of us. People I had done so many favors for before, I guess they didn't feel like they owed me anything…" I stopped, biting down hard on my lip until the tears stopped. "Well, that's why I'm here, heading to the farthest star I could find, and why I'm looking to live alone."

      "With all the animals you can collect," the android said, nodding in what I would swear was authentic sympathy.

      "All the animals," I agreed. I sat up straighter, about to ask about its programming, so different from the androids I had met before my hibernation, when I gentle chime sounded, like calling the upper classes to dinner on a cruise vessel.

      "Oh dear," the android. "There's been another death."

      "Death?" I pushed the plate aside, touching the table screen.

      "The same as before," the android said, not needing to visually consult what I was looking at. "It looks like natural causes, but it's another young man. Twenty-one this time. Oh dear."

      "Is there a problem with one of the chemicals?" I asked, then felt a sudden wave of horror. Were all the hibernating colonists about to die on me one by one?

      "No, we ruled that out before," the android said. "I will run the screens again, of course, but we checked."

      "I believe you," I said. "Where is the victim now?"

      "Still in the pod," the android said. "Come, we can observe the extraction process."

      We ran back down the hallway to the elevator and down to the same bay full of hibernation pods.

      "How many bays like this are there?" I asked.

      "Sixty," the android said. "Both deaths in the same pod."

      "Yes, definitely a clue," I agreed. The extraction robots were in the process of removing the body from the pod. The bottom of the pod had handholds molded into it and was rigid; the robots easily lifted it and the body out and set it on a hovering cart waiting on the floor of the bay.

      The minute the robot arms were clear I was there running my eyes and hands over the body, but still no signs of foul play. This pod was one level up and rather than wait for the elevating robot I just climbed up with my own hands and feet, examining every bit of the pod, running my hands over the bottom and examining the tubing running into the panel at the head of the pod. Nothing.

      I dropped back down to the ground to stand beside the android. It was about half a head taller than me; I had to tip my head back a bit to look up at its face. "I'm not going back to sleep yet."

      "No, I didn't think so," it said.

      We followed the robots with the body up to the medical bay, and the medical robots performed a perfunctory autopsy, as apparently, they had done before.

      "Heart failure," the android confirmed as I marveled how nothing the robots had done had left a mark on the young man's body.

      "Within the realm of normal," I said, mostly to myself.

      "The odds of it being normal dwindle the more victims we have," the android said.

      I blew out a breath. "OK, I need a different tack. Can you send me personal info on both of these two? There must be something that connects them. I'm not going to be any good at finding out how these two died, but I might make some headway into why."

      "Certainly. Would you like that here?"

      "No, better send it to the table in the kitchen. This is going to require a lot more tea."

      "Certainly, Lorna."

      The first victim - and now that I was looking at his file I had to admit I had been avoiding learning his name - was Blake Vanson. He had studied agricultural systems at a university in the American Midwest, not unusual in someone his age looking to emigrate with his family. He had three brothers who had done the same and one younger brother who had been in the middle of a mining systems program when the family's name had come up in the lottery, and they had won their slots on the ship.

      No criminal record, no history of associations with suspicious people, nothing remarkable about him at all. From what I glanced through of his college years he had been quite popular, well-liked by students and faculty both.

      The second victim was named Sean McGuinty. Less remarkable than Vanson only by virtue of being not quite so popular, but he had compensated with slightly higher academic marks.

      But the two had attended the same university.

      "You have found something," the android said. I started. I had assumed it was analyzing the same information inside of its own head, but apparently, it had been watching my face the entire time.

      "Yes, can you bring up everyone with a connection to…" I leaned closer to the text. "Midwestern Agricultural and Mining Polytechnic University?"

      The screen filled with new data. There were a lot of names.

      "Can you group these by pod?" I asked.

      The names color-coded themselves, then flew apart into separate groups on the tabletop.

      "Lots of graduates on this ride," I said, leaning back and taking a sip of tea. Yet another cup had gone cold and bitter on me while I was ruminating.

      "Perhaps they were exposed to some sort of infectious agent we are not screening for," the android said.

      "Perhaps someone at the school had a grudge."

      "That is quite impossible."

      I bit the end of my tongue. I wasn't going to get into an argument about possibilities with an android; even if I were right, I'd lose the argument of logic. Instead, I asked, "why?"

      "Every space inside this ship is constantly monitored. All irregularities are examined by the main computer. If it had seen anything it couldn't account for, it would have flagged it for your review."

      I crossed my arms, staring fixedly but without quite seeing at the group of names that shared a university background and a pod with the victims.

      "Something could have deliberately been done to them before hibernation, something very slow acting."

      "Possibly," the android allowed.

      "But anyone back on Earth would be long dead now. So why do this?"

      "Everyone not back in Earth would be on this ship and hence would be hibernating. Except for you."

      "And I have no connection to the victims." I shot the android a glance, daring it to check my files and verify that claim, but it made no response. "So what now?"

      "The purpose of your investigation is not justice," the android said. "The purpose is to stop further harm to the passengers."

      "How do I do that if I don't know who's doing this?"

      "Why a who and not a what?" the android replied.

      "I don’t know. Gut feeling, maybe," I said. "It feels like someone with a grievance."

      "I will have the medical robots create new screening parameters. We have more information now than we did at launch. We get beams of information from Earth and reprogram ourselves with the latest data, that is what we are designed to do. I shall program the medical robots to search for everything, even things that didn't exist when we launched."

      "Good," I said, then a thought struck. "Is that what happened to you?"

      "Pardon?" the android asked, pretty much demonstrating what I was asking about.

      "I met a few Generations Corps androids during my training. They were barely more than walking, talking computers. You seem more human. You've had updates?"

      "Yes, thank you for noticing. I've had several."

      "Wow." I just stopped myself from asking if things had gotten better on Earth. The answer wouldn't change anything. I wasn't going back. Still, if people were creating androids with empathy, perhaps they had found more for themselves as well.

      Another chime. This time I knew what it meant.

      "They're occurring closer together," the android observed even as we started running for the elevator.

      "Same pod?"

      "Same pod."

      A third young man, Steven Fitzhugh. Same school, same program. I let the robots take him up to the medical bay to start the autopsy while I examined the pod. Every inch, top and bottom, even following the tubing to where it ran into the wall.

      I stopped with my hand wrapped around the saline tube, pressed flush with the wall. I touched the wall, a thin panel. I found the edges, nearly flush to similar panels all around it, but when I pressed in gently it popped back out against my hands, resting lightly in place until I moved it aside, dropping it inside the pod as I leaned to poke my head past where its tubes joined the largest twists of all the pods to the left of it.

      The inside of the paneled wall was a mass of tubes, neatly bundled in ever larger groups, all running to the right and then down to wherever the reservoirs of fluids were stored, reused, recycled.

      There was enough room for a person in there. Not much, but someone could crawl around, unseen by ship's eyes, scuttling about making trouble.

      "Can we get cameras in here?" I called down to the android.

      "I have drones," the android said. "But may I draw your attention to certain logical problems with your theory?"

      I hopped down from the pod to stand beside the android. "Such as?"

      "A person can access the tubing for any of these pods from within that wall," the android allowed. "But there is no explanation for how a person could have hidden in there since we launched 84 years ago."

      "Or why they waited until now to start acting," I agreed. "But it's what we have. Drones?"

      "At once, Lorna."

      "Have the computer review the video feeds again. Finer search, whatever."

      "I understand," the android said. "What will you be doing?"

      "I'm going to check these pods," I said. "One by one. Make sure they all contain people. Because I agree no one could have stowed away and hidden for 84 years, and yet someone is running loose on this ship."

      "That doesn't seem likely. We have readings on every sleeper in every pod except you and the victims."

      "Someone's readings are lying to you," I said, climbing into the elevating robot. "And if they can lie to your medical sensors they can lie to your optical sensors. So I'm going to check."

      "As you wish," the android said. Its new more human programming was allowing it to shade that with skepticism. I didn't mind. There was a reason the protocols had triggered waking a human, after all.

      Of course, it's one thing to say you're going to check every pod one by one, and quite another to actually do it. Even only searching one of the sixty bays didn't cut the numbers to a manageable number; this bay alone contained 10,000 people.

      I could have done the math to figure out how long that would take. I didn't do the math. It took as long as it took.

      But I popped open every panel as it passed it, and a few minutes into my search the swarm of drones the android had summoned swooped past me through the open panels into the tube-filled walls. I could hear the soft buzzing of the motors as they swept the interior of the wall, searching every space they could reach. The android offered me a monitor to watch but I left that up to the ship's computer and the android, preferring not to be distracted from my own task of looking sleeper after sleeper in the face, crossing them off the potential killer list, hoping they weren't about to be added to the victim list.

      It took more than a day. The android brought me more food, more stims, and more tea. My body could function without rest, but it didn't function normally. My muscles took to twitching and cramping, and bits of my brain kept running faster than other bits could keep up with it and trying to reconcile the two was mentally exhausting.

      But the murders had stopped. Whether it was the ever-growing number of open panels or the presence of the drones in the walls, the murderer was lying low.  Which suited me just fine.

      Then, on the third day, I found the empty pod. I almost thought I was dreaming for a moment, hallucinating from too little sleep and too many stims.

      "I think I have it," I called to the android who always waited for me near at hand. The android tipped its head back to direct its blank face at me.

      "Pod 14867," it said. "Vital signs normal. Are you sure?"

      I almost laughed, the sort of laugh that would start out as a sarcastic bark but end in hysterical giggles. Instead, I just said, "no. I want a second opinion. Can you bring it down?"

      "Certainly, Lorna."

      The elevating robot brought me down at about the same time, and the android and I stood on either side of the pod, both looking in the plastiglass cover.

      "I don't see anything," the android said.

      "Good, because I don't either," I said.

      "But the health indicators are showing no signs of tampering. There is no sign of a loop in playback, nothing suspicious."

      "Tell me who this is, send his files up to the table in the kitchen. If I know who he is, maybe
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