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The hard-edged tones of a classic Eno
generative rang through Steve’s head almost causing him to drop the
coffee he’d just purchased.

This new implant phone is going to drive
me batty.

The phone apparently took that thought as a
cue to open the call, because a talking head at half transparency
suddenly replaced the tube station’s ambient adverts in the upper
right quadrant of his vision.

“Many of those living today will never die,
and you can be one of them!” enthused the richly modulated tones of
the earnest looking man on the call. He had dark skin, what looked
like north-Asian ancestry, and a Luna farside accent.

Steve ducked into a free tube pod and
absent-mindedly replied while selecting his office from the list of
destinations that pulsed in the center of his view. “Sounds great.
What kind of a price tag are we talking about?”

He dropped into a seat and took a sip of
coffee as the caller answered, “10% of your gross income, for the
rest of your life.”

“That’s not bad–wait, for the rest of my
life?” Steve queried.

“Yes.”

“But that would be forever, since I’d be
immortal?”

“Oh, no,” the caller corrected with
satisfaction. “You only need to pay until you die.”

“Um, I think you’re confused about the
definition of immortality. It doesn’t usually involve dying.”

“Don’t worry,” the man seemed more confident.
“You won’t actually die. Your current physical form will pass away,
but your mind and spirit will be taken up to paradise, to dwell
there forever.”

Steve had been thinking in terms of a new
biotech advance, now his mind diverted toward thoughts of
cybertech. The pod doors slid smoothly closed before another
passenger could enter. Assured of some time alone, Steve pondered
the offer.

“So, let me get this straight, I pay 10% to
you guys until I die, whenever that is, and after I die I’m
resurrected in paradise, where I can live forever, free of
charge?”

The salesman smiled. “Yes, that about covers
it. You can join the program at any one of our weekly guidance
meetings.”

Here’s the catch, Steve thought.
“Meetings?”

“There’s a meeting you will need to attend
every week, for an hour, maybe more some weeks.” Steve had visions
of a clinic, some kind of brain scan to save a new backup copy for
the promised virtual paradise. “Sounds reasonable.”

“Absolutely.” The caller regained his flow.
“In these meetings you will receive guidance from our trained
representatives about how to work toward ensuring your eventual
access to eternal life.”

“Wait,” Steve interjected again. “Work
towards? Isn’t that what my money is supposed to buy?”

“Well,” the salesman continued smoothly. “The
money is a part of it, of course, but more important is how you
behave. There are certain actions that will make it impossible for
you to achieve immortality. We’ll help you modify your lifestyle to
avoid them
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