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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
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