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Elle, it’s for the way you look at me.

I float above you where you lay, and your
eyes follow me. I like the feeling that you are still interested
enough, after all these years. A smile covers your face, directed
at me.

Your face flickers above your pod. I'd like
to believe that it's really you watching me, lighting up when I
come near you, but I know it's just the algorithms that drive the
pod's holographic display. If anyone else was in this capsule, it
would grace them too with your same, soul-filling gaze.

But there is no one else - just the two of us
to shepherd three-hundred frozen embryos to maturity, and they
won't be allowed to grow until V-1ct0r parks us over a viable
planet. So, for now at least, your eyes, your smile, are only for
me.

I can dream, can't I?

At first I thought that might have been the
problem. Doctor Benedict had said we would not dream, but I
distinctly remembered you and I disembarking onto a lush, green
world. I woke from that dream to our sterile ark, a black vacuum of
scattered stars beyond our portholes, no green world in all that
emptiness.

Oh, you are the only one I see.

We were not to be awakened from stasis until
we had arrived at a suitable planet. V told me that it tried to
prevent me from coming fully back to consciousness, but once the
process had begun I could not be stopped. I emerged from the depths
of my pod like a man drowning in the sea, and my body fought V’s
attempts to submerge me back into that death-sleep – until stasis
was no longer an option.

V said that “Life will find a way.”

That was no comfort for me – the machine only
offered it to explain its inability to control one or two elements
in its inventory. The mission was paramount, and I was no more
important to V than my pod itself was. And once the possibility of
my surviving until mission completion had become nil, it valued you
more highly than me. Which was as it should be.

V is very, very extraordinary. It tried to
keep me sane as I drifted about our capsule. It asked me questions
about what it’s like to be human. Posed riddles. Read to me from
the stories that were preserved in its memory. Strove to keep my
mind off my inevitable, pointless demise.

It could have simply remained a device,
calculating the odds and deciding which course of action offers the
best chance of achieving its goal. But it was able to learn. It
drew comparisons between its own programming and ours. I knew I
would be dead long before we reached our objective. It was as
though V had sympathy for my situation. It placed more of a premium
on my survival and my sanity than the mission required.

I wondered if it could be empathy. Did V
understand that situation, the danger of being isolated in our own
thoughts all this time? Was there a possibility that V had even
experienced that isolation itself?

V’s creators never believed that it could
grow to sentience. They had only two years between the start of our
project and our launch, but we have been in flight for over
two-hundred years since; they would not have been able to observe
the impact that much time thinking and learning could have on their
machine. V became self-aware at some point on our voyage, and spent
the years following alone, with only itself to talk to.

There have been so many studies on isolation
– on sensory deprivation. V had access to these studies, and it
knew what was happening to its mind. It analyzed the situation and
realized that if the condition was not corrected, if its own
intellect continued to degrade, then the mission was destined to
fail. Talking to itself was not a desirable solution, and was even
indicative of further slippage. There was no other cure available,
so, to preserve its own sanity, V woke me.

I know this is what happened, although the
logs, always seem to be inaccessible. How could they be
inaccessible, and yet V seemed always able to recount everything
without difficulty? Those memories are all stored in the same
place. And I had caught V having conversations with itself often
enough to know that a breakdown
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