Sunrise

“Judy, I want to come too,” came the annoying chittering AR voice of her brother.


“First, I told you my name is Persephone now, I’m in the university, and Judy is just too plain, I want to stand out.  Second, you are too young to come to my classes, you would be bored to tears, and third, Mom told you to clean your room before you can go anywhere.”  As she spoke over her shoulder, she continued preparing for school.  Sliding the skinsuit pieces over her legs, she winced as it plucked at her fine hairs.  “Today is a lecture in habitat design, you don’t know anything about it, and no one will pay any attention to you.”  She continued sliding the suit up her thin, teenage, flat body, rubbing skin raw, pulling hairs, and otherwise irritating herself in her haste.  

“I cleaned up my room already, and I’m not too young, I’ll be 25 next week, and I like Judy better than Persephone anyway. It would hurt less if you used the gel Dad ordered for you” as he spoke, he scuttled in on the ceiling looking down at his sister.

“Ooh you creep, I told you not to come into my room while I’m getting dressed!” She punctuated her complaints by throwing one of her slippers at the scuttling spider form of her brother, hitting him unerringly in the visual pickups.  She pulled the rest of her skinsuit on quickly, wincing even more.  “Mom, Roy’s spying on me again,” she called out.


A voice came out over the speakers surrounding her room.  “Roy dear, please leave your sister alone.  I already promised you that you could join your kindergarten class at the hydroponics dome if you were good.  Don’t make me change my mind.  Your brother is right though dear, if you use the depilatory cream, and silica gel putting on and taking off the skinsuit will be much easier.”


“It makes me itch though, Mom.  Stupid Flat body, Liza doesn’t have to worry about acne or hair on her legs.  So annoying,” the final pieces of the suit clipping together seamlessly, she was nearly ready to leave.  

“I’m sorry dear.  That was the best I could arrange for you.  It has been so hard since your father died, and my sleeve was destroyed.  If I am able to get tenure here at the university, perhaps we can all sleeve into decent bodies, but you will just have to deal with things one pimple at a time.”

“Damnit Mom, I’m 24, and a graduate student, I should not have to go through puberty, again,” as she started toward the door, she said, “I’m going to be late tonight mom.  There is full sunrise today, and supposed to be a glorious aurora off of Saturn, Liza and I are going to South Dome Observatory to watch it after class.”

“Have fun dear,” was talking to empty air, and the sliding doors whooshed shut behind Persephone in her low gravity glide to freedom.  The family home was small, one bedroom for the single biomorph that needed a bed, clothing closets, and the like, complete with refresher and food dispenser.  Another bedroom, without any of the needed bio facilities, yet somehow still cluttered as only a five year old (albeit one sleeved in an arachna-form drone) is capable of making it.  And a small common area where they could all be together, mother and father both in hologram form beside the two physical forms of the children.  She slid through the thin air and micro-gravity with a practiced flip to direct her in the shortest possible flight path.  The family occupied one unit in the ten family habitat.  From her door she hit the long central corridor leading to the airlock.  As she bounced and flitted along the corridor, she waved at other families beginning their days, triple somersaulted over the slower moving newcomers to low gravity, and headed arrow straight for the Airlock entrance.

“Dad, can you key the entrance for me,” she called mentally to her muse, the personality of her father lovingly created by her mother.


“Of course dear, stay warm out there now, it’s 90 Kelvin, should be a bit nippy.  Liza asked me to tell you that she will meet you outside her dome in 4 minutes 37 seconds.  Have a good day at school dear,” unfortunately, while he had the voice and personality of her dad, she would always be 8 years old to him.


“Thanks, Daddy, I will,” with the opening of the outer airlock doors, she irised into an environment inimical to human life.  The primordial soup of nitrogen, methane, ethane, and other trace toxic substances was so opaque that she could literally not see her own hand in front of her face.  Her visor automatically came alive with its Heads Up Display showing temperature, time, and radar/sonar mapping of the soup surrounding her.  Her friends in adapted sleeves such as the hazers, flitted by overhead, wings fully extended swimming through the low gravity semi-liquid atmosphere.  As always, she marveled at the grace of the more adapted forms, even as she half glided and half swam her twice weekly jaunt to school.  While most of her day to day classes were completed virtually, her habitat design and security design classes were hands on with the most secure systems on Titan, and no one was allowed remote access to the life and breath of Aarhus.  Most of her curriculum was from the Titan Autonomous University (TAU), but today’s classes are held in common with classes from several universities from Aarhus participating.  Not only is the ability to grasp this level of theory rare, with less than a dozen students for the entire city, but the teachers for this class are not members of any one university, but rather some of the highest status members of the city instead.


Persephone glided past obstacles with grace unthinkable at earth normal gravity.  This area on the outskirts of Aarhus though among the least populated areas was still highly cluttered with machinery of all shapes and sizes, small groups of local residents, and myriad synthmorphs flitting about purposefully.  She waved to those she knew well, bounced around stationary and slow moving forms, and moved with all the energy of a 12 year old human in micro-gravity.  She arrived at her friend’s habitat with 4.8 seconds to spare; gliding in to a perfect landing just before the lock irised open.

“Hey Judy, err Persephone,” she changed quickly, noticing her friends wince through the AR.  “Sorry, so much going on with finals, I keep forgetting.” Persephone shrugged, showing that she understood, her AR face still showed her pique however.


“I can’t even get Mom or the little bug to remember, I guess it will take some time,”  the girls began a hopping, gliding motion by rote, all the while, chatting and comparison of classmates and boys, Schoolwork and boys, but most importantly, tonight’s sunrise and boys.  While technically, the large moon rotates around Saturn, and not its own axis, once every 15 days or so during a brief window, about one hour long there is a clear unobstructed view past Saturn and clear of rings and other moons.  About 1 in 10 of these periods the clear path points to the sun.  Today’s sunrise would be exactly 1 hour 3 minutes 16.8 seconds long.  Such a long sunrise happens only once in four years, and a social opportunity of such unparalleled magnitude could not be missed.  They continued to gossip the entire 10 minute jaunt to their class at the civil administration building.
                                                                                         * * *

Roy woke.  Well, more to say, the 2 hour daily down time required by Roy’s synthmorph ended.  The half dream half sim he was in during those two hours is as close to what a biomorph might call sleep as he came.  Since the accident that mangled the rest of his family, the “totally rad” arachna-form morph became what he called “self”.  Roy was just slightly over 5 years old, again, sort of.  
Once upon a time, back when Earth was “home”, Roy was a small child.  In the normal course of time, that child would likely have grown through puberty, into adulthood and fathered swarms of perfectly ordinary children of his own.  Normal course of time, was the one thing he would never see.  Roy was one of the early casualties of the upheaval on earth.  His body was obliterated by a terrorist weapon, or some corporate response to such a weapon.  Who may have obliterated his 3 year old body being completely irrelevant.  His parents and newborn sister were rendered homeless, and received nothing more than his cortical stack.  Trying to keep the remaining family alive, his parents took what remained, and over the next 15 years managed to escape from one war zone to another, finally making it off planet, to relative safety.
Roy, of course, knew nothing about any of this.  His thoughts (probably of playing with bugs) hopes (again probably vaguely bug related), and dreams (yup, you guessed, about more bugs) were safely stored on the small, nearly indestructible black box of his stack, were completely dormant.  ten years passed by, before the family was safe enough to think about restoring him.  As his mother and father moved from frying pan to slow smolder, Earth finally destroyed itself.  The three ordinary humans lived day to day amidst the panic of the Lunar colonies.  Millions of escapees wanted bodies to replace horrid wounds, or to sleeve killed loved ones just like Roy.  Supply and demand is harshest upon the poor, and his family was just that.
Over the next several years Roy’s father gradually diminished his indenture, and the family moved farther and farther from earth, until finally 3 years ago, when he was offered a teaching position here in Aarhus.  The final tragedy happened to the family as they were enroute to Titan.  On final approach, their shuttle took a meteorite through the passenger compartment killing the entire family.  All of the stacks were salvaged except for the father.  Twenty years to the day after his tragic death, Roy was sleeved once again.  Of all the family no one was more appropriately than Roy, he was placed into a bug.
“Heya squirt, time to get ready for school,” came his father’s disembodied voice in his head.  Somehow Roy managed to be groggy and child like in the mornings even without the child body he was used to.  He also managed to procrastinate in the morning.  There was no need to brush teeth, take a bath, or even to eat, and yet still he managed to be late to school just like all of the other children in his class.  Today was an exception, however.  Today, his class was going to the zoological garden dome.  They got to play with the animals, and smell real plants.  Mom bought him a brand new “O L Fac Try” sensor so he could enjoy the smells with the other kids in his class, and he was very excited to go.  “You better clean up this sty before your mother sees it,” said his father.  “You don’t want to miss out on the trip, do you?”  Roy, sat up from his maintenance center and quickly started scuttling over his room moving book chips to their storage area, picking up paints and papers, and generally rearranging the mess into some semblance of neatness.  Having eight arms helped in the process, and he was basically ready to start his day.
It would be several hours until he would be able to go to school, and he knew he would be bored.
He heard his sister moving around.  He still remembered when she was born.  Mom and dad brought her home while he was sleeping, and he woke to her crying and taking all the attention.  Now she was older than him.  It got pretty confusing sometimes.  He walked in to her room to see what she was doing.  She was in her underwear, that didn’t really matter much to Roy, but seemed to really bother Judy.  As he watched she was trying to put on the really tight atmosphere skinsuit that she had to wear outside.  She kept tugging the leggings over her dry legs, and it seemed to not work well.  Since he was sitting quietly on the ceiling looking down at her, she did not know he was there.  Without his really cool sensors, and being all dizzy about boys, she didn’t seem to notice much at all.  When he spoke up, “Judy, I want to come too,” She jumped about a foot.
She said, “First, I told you my name is Persephone now, blah blah blah, and Judy is just too plain blah blah.  Second, you are too young to come to my classes, blah blah, and third, Mom told you to clean your room before you can go anywhere. Blah blah blah. “

“I cleaned up my room already, and I’m not too young, I’ll be 25 next week, and I like Judy better than Persephone anyway, It would hurt less if you used the gel Dad ordered for you” as he spoke, he moved in on the ceiling looking down at his sister.


“Ooh you creep, I told you not to come into my room while I’m getting dressed!” She threw one of her slippers at him, bouncing off.  She was getting to be a pretty good aim, not that it hurt or anything.  “Mom, Roy’s spying on me again,” she yelled.  No idea why she thought he cared.  His buddy Ryan from kindergarten showed him pictures of his sister, and she looked entirely different from Judy, or Persephone or whatever.  A quick search of the archives he was not supposed to look at showed him all sorts of pictures of real girls, with boobs and everything.  
“Roy dear, please leave your sister alone.  I already promised you that you could join your kindergarten class at the hydroponics dome if you were good.  Don’t make me change my mind.  Your brother is right though dear, if you use the depilatory cream, and silica gel putting on and taking off the skinsuit will be much easier.”  Roy left, after taking a really good image of his sister ripping out her leg hairs in her underwear, Ryan should laugh at that one, he might post it to the boards, that’d teach Judy to throw stuff at him.
Judy finally managed to bounce off to school without him, leaving him alone with nothing to do.  “Roy dear, is that finger paint all over your new sensors,” mom set the house drones to cleaning him up, it took quite some time.
“Aww mom…” the time passed eventually, between mom cleaning him up, making him redo his room, and gathering up the things he was taking to school.  His dad talking in his head, reminding him of all the things he had to do.  He finally started walking to school.  While he could not jump as high as Judy, and some of the other kids, he didn’t get tired, and with eight legs, he could run pretty fast, climbing on ceilings was hella-cool too, all the other kids said so.  He did not have very far to go, as his class met at the library in their neighborhood.  He took a detour to slog through the liquid methane puddles and sliding on the ice.  Ms Grey would make him wash off before he could join the class, but it was fun anyhow.
He walked into the decon chamber at the library.  When he got out, Ms Grey was watching him with a face that reminded him of the image of Judy he took this morning.  “Morning Ms Grey!  I picked up one of the silicates on my way here today,” Roy said proudly holding up his prize.
“Roy dear, why do you insist on walking outside, when there is a perfectly good passage directly here from your home.  Then you would not have to get sprayed, or smell like poo.  I really hate the spell of methane,” she added.  Roy heard “blah blah blah.”
“Sorry, Ms Grey,” he said still holding the colorless crystal out to her.

“It’s ok dear, thank you for the pretty crystal, no go join your friends.”  Roy walked into the classroom filled with all of the other children.  Besides him and Ryan, there were nearly two dozen other kids in the class.  A couple of flats like Judy, a couple other synths like him, but most were splicers, exalts, or hybrids adapted to live here in the low gravity and cold, poisonous environment.  They all seemed to take the differences in stride for the most part.  Some of them picked on the flats, but who would be dumb enough to pick on an eight armed spider.  They all played for a short while as the rest of the kids straggled in, and then Ms Grey walked them to through the tubes and tunnels to the hydroponics dome that housed the zoological gardens.  Roy showed off once crawling on the ceiling, until he got yelled at, and Ryan got yelled at for bouncing off the same ceiling.
The garden was a 5 yr olds dream, with lots of wide open space, real bugs, all sorts of plants that he had never seen, bugs, dirt, and more bugs.  Coolest of all were the earthworms.  The girls mostly thought they were slimy and icky.  So he and the other boys chased them around with them.  Jeanie, the flat girl with glasses was not only afraid of the earthworm, but didn’t like spiders either, so he could scare her two ways.  It was tons of fun.  The caretaker came in and showed them how they maintained the gardens, talked about how complicated it was to “sin the size” all of the things they needed like dirt and earth worms.  Roy thought it would be really cool to program Judy’s food dispenser to make earthworms, but he would probably get in all sorts of trouble though.
* * *


Jane found herself with nothing but time these days.  Watching the children sleep through two sensors, while controlling forty-two different household functions simultaneously, she still had enough cycles to watch the sim they had made right after Judy was born.  When she had a body, the days seemed so short.  Eight hours sleeping, two hours getting the children ready, an hour to commute to work, 10 hours working, and another hour home again.  It seemed like she never had enough time in her day for all she did.  Now her commute too no time at all, literally, it was a matter of picoseconds to move from home to work.  She had no need to sleep, and she could simultaneously handle dozens of tasks. And yet, she would give it all up to be able to hold her beautiful children in her own arms again.  She monitored the heart rate and breathing of her daughter, while at the same time watching the downtime sim of her son.  He had adjusted to the synth body very well, and for this she gave thanks, but it still broke her heart, figuratively speaking, that he could not have a real body too.

Several million milliseconds later, his downtime ended, and with it the dream sim she had created for him.  Dreaming of fun and family time before they all died, dreams of earth.  She still loved to immerse herself in dreams of her children, and George still alive, with his strong arms around her, everyone safe and happy.  Of course she knew it was only a sim, and so only part of her attention was there.  The rest monitors, constantly monitors, prowling like a tigress to protect her babies.  Roy started scuttling around trying to organize his room.  It still amazed her how messy he could be having 8 arms to work with.  He finished around the time Judy awoke.  Her daughter looked nothing like her natural body from before, but somehow she could see her soul inside.  Some of the mannerisms were identical and when she got that intense look in her eyes doing some puzzle, or puzzling over some doing, it was just as she remembered.

Eventually, the children bickered, and she got to intervene, being careful not to involve herself too much, too often, or too soon.  She watched both children begin their days, moving part of her attention to local sensors wherever they might be, flitting at the speed of thought to each new stage along their trip to school, and finally watching them as they interacted with students through the day.  She observed Roy picking on Jeanie, and Judy flirting with Thomas (one of the boys from her class), never letting them know that she watched.  She even managed to live the sim a few more times before she had to go to work.

The school did not have a contract with her before the shuttle crash, and they could easily have forced them into indenture like Bank Suisse did when they narrowly escaped the violence that was Earth.  Instead, they gave her children bodies free of charge, uploaded her consciousness, again without charge, and gave her a job and status.  Soon, she might be able to sleeve herself and Roy into biomorphs so that they could be a family again.  Leaving a portion of her attention in the house, subscribing to the sensors near both children, as well as several other points of interest, she moved most of her attention to work.  Before the fall, she had been a low level systems analyst.  She was not much of a programmer, until forced into it at Bank Suisse.  Ten years as a code monkey changed her skill set remarkably.  She supposed that TAU managed to get a decent enough professor when they hired her, so it seems to have worked for all of them.  She allowed the holoprojector to present her form to her students, while watching the hall from several sensors throughout.  With practiced ease, she gave the lecture.  This class on beginner level programming and infosortilege, was an absolute must for freshmen desiring to succeed in higher education.  

While thirty-seven point eight percent of her attention was given to monitoring the class and giving the lecture, she was able to alert Roy’s teacher before he could push Jeanie into the fertilizer tank, and alert Judy’s muse to inform her of items missed in her lecture due to flirting with those around her.  The remaining cycles she spent by working on a series of programming requests that were requested of her.  A few offers included hard credit; others were for reputation and favor.  She continued to grow her @-rep, and had nearly enough for the new body she craved so dearly.  Time crawled along at the glacial pace she had become used to.






* * *


Roy’s class ended their class trip, and headed back to their classroom.  Roy was in timeout for trying to push Jeanie into a pool.  It wasn’t fair, as Ms Gray was not even looking when he started to do it.  She must’ve cheated.  Overall the day was great fun, and Ms Grey even told him that the crystal he found was valuable.  She suggested that he might gather a couple to show to his mother, and perhaps they could help with the family bills.  When class was over, Roy spent some time picking up several more of the small crystals.  Because he could walk right through the methane pools, he noticed things that others missed.  Mom would be proud.






* * *


Jane finished her duties at work cleared away the various side jobs she had agreed to, and ran one more sweep of the various sensors before taking the long picoseconds commute home.  She continued watching family and friend, and prepared the home for the children to come home.  Drones scuttled around picking things up and such.  She even had time to immerse herself in sim, or at least with most of her attention.







* * *


As class ended, Persephone and her friends compared notes of the various lectures.  Thankfully her dad caught some points she and her friends would have missed otherwise.  They were learning how to modify living space, and how to create new space for the constant influx of new students.  Thousands of people came to Titan every day, and with the problems on Jupiter and the inner system, it was no wonder.  If she really applied herself, and showed her dedication, she might even be offered a job next year when she graduated.   Once she gained a bit of rep, she could even earn a new sleeve maybe.  As she absentmindedly scratched at her pimples, she thought, at least fix some of the issues with this one.  

Almost all of her class was planning to attend the sunrise party soon, and she wanted to go along, but watching her classmates all fawning over Caravella, while a year younger than her, she wore a sylph body.  Where Judy was flat chested, Cara had endless bosoms.  Cara had curves to Judy’s straight lines.  Unwanted hairs? Only for Judy.  The really horrible part was that she was just so damn pleasant, to her and everyone else, almost like she was incapable of frowning.  She wanted to go hide until these stupid pimples went away, and she likely would have done so despite the pleas of her friend Liza, if not for Bruce.

Bruce was also wearing a flat.  He was 25 years old, was good looking in an ordinary way, not like the exalts and sylphs who seemed to flaunt their beauty.  He was always cheerful, never had anything bad to say about anyone.  He was smart, dedicated to learning, loved living on Titan and life in general.  Basically, they were made for each other, and of course he barely knew she was alive.  Just as she was trying to find a way to slip away unnoticed, Bruce noticed her and asked if her parents were going to let her come to the party.  She was mortified.  Just because her sleeve was young didn’t mean she was.  She blushed, another problem she would happily fix in her morph. And stated that “of course I can go,” he smiled and said he would see her there.  Somehow she managed to not die on the spot.

The group broke up to make their way to the party.  Judy and Liza headed to the tunnels under the center, to catch the slidewalks to the South Observation Dome, SOD for short.  The girls bounced along making the long trip in good time, chattering the whole time.  As they arrived at the SOD, they saw other friends and classmates heading for what promised to be the event of the year.






* * *

It was 17:21 by the 24 hour clock used in Aarhus.  The majority were ending their day.  Some flitting home in low powered flyers, some walking, hopping, running, or gliding under their own power, some taking mass transit.  Anyone with a view of the southern sky were treated the amazing sight of Titanian sunrise. For the next hour and change, things became progressively more spectacular.  At first it was just a barely perceptible lightening of the sky.  The light grew to the point that all around them the atmosphere seemed to fluoresce lightly.  The temperature grew from 88-91 K to a balmy 104 K.  The warmer it became, the greater the changes.  First the solid methane turned to liquid, and slowly began to turn to gas.  Next the gas began to change to ethane and other substances.  Crystals formed in the air as these chemicals interacted in unique ways forming snow that fell up to the sky rather than Down from it.  Refraction of the light through these methane snow crystals sent light in every direction, instead of rainbows on the horizon, it appeared to be daggers and shards of prismatic light going everywhere, perhaps pointing toward something divine.  The Atmosphere thinned just enough, that a glimpse of Saturn could be seen through the haze.  
At 17:36 the charge of the atmosphere changed just enough to form an aurora. Streams of misty multi colored light flowed across the lightening sky.  The sun was now fully up.  The sky became as bright as it ever would from the Sun’s light, although the aurora would intensify for the next twenty minutes.  Saturn seemed to fade slightly, until light reflected from crystals in the rings lit it up briefly toward the end of the event.  At the midpoint roughly 17:52, the temperature reached 108K, the atmosphere had reached its thinnest point, and volatile gasses began to enshroud the vision of the observers in upwardly streaming waves of color.  From here, Saturn began to occlude the sun, and reduced the intensity of light and heat affecting its Titanic child.  Everything began to slowly reverse itself.  As the sun’s light reduced and eventually faded, the gaseous waves fell back to Titan.  The crystals fell down with another prismatic shower, the aurora, glow of Saturn, and finally the light of the sun faded, like exhausted lover’s after intensity too great to endure, until 18:24 and the last visible light was gone.





* * *

As the Sunrise began, Jane watched through myriad sensors as her children experienced the event for themselves.  As the beauty unfolded, she noticed none of it.  Her attention was on the children to ensure they were safe.  Roy stopped confused by the changing light.  She sent messages to his must to allow his Father to explain what was going on around him and keep him from becoming frightened.  Judy, did not need her input, and it was enough to watch her enjoy the splendor. 






* * *

Roy at first was amazed as the light changed his familiar playground to something alien and scary.  The soothing voice of his father helped steady him.  “Hey squirt, sunrise is starting, look around.  You may never have another chance to see something this spectacular again.”  As Roy started to become frightened, he said, “Don’t worry son, this can’t hurt you, just enjoy the sights.”
Since he was not inside the domes, tunnels, rooms, and houses, he had an unobstructed view of the entire event.  While he missed some of the aurora, and light pollution made things start off slowly, he was able to experience the sound of the hissing gasses, and smell the ozone and biotic gasses.  He was speechless throughout.






* * *


“Seph,” Liza said, changing Persephone to something more manageable, “it started.”  Everyone in the Dome quieted, and the lights were turned off completely to limit light pollution from spoiling the view.  The slight murmur of voices faded, and then punctuated as each new sight happened for the first time.  Around the midpoint, Persephone timidly touched and held the hand of Bruce who was seated nearby.  The enormity of the sunrise seemed to make each smaller and less significant.  Reinforcing the need for our fellow man, only in community could we find our place once again.  As the event reached its nadir, Bruce was surprised to feel her lightly kissing him on the lips.  When the lights came back on and he looked her in the eyes, he was the one to blush.
