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Lor nsone ni ght.

An' babbits bawin', wind bitin the bone.
Wnd like this...

full of voices.

It's the ancestry howin' at vya;

yi bberin' stories.

Al voices... tied up into one.
One voice different..
One voi ce

whi sperin' out there; spyin' from'he dark
That fangy devil,

A d Ceorgie hisself.

Now you hear up cl ose

and I'Il yarn you about the first tinme we net
eye to eye.

And thus it was that | made the acquai ntance
of Dr. Henry Coose,

the man | hoped m ght cure nme of ny affliction.
Have you | ost sonet hi ng?

Question one:
What secret in Sixsmth's report
woul d be worth killing for?

Question two:

Is it reasonable to believe that they would

kill again to protect that secret?

And if so, question three:

What the fuck am | doi ng here?

Wil e ny extensive experience as an editor

has led me to a disdain for flashbacks

and flash forwards and all such tricksy gi nm cks,
| believe that if you, dear reader

can extend your patience for just a nonment,

you will find there is a nethod to this tale of nadness.
My dearest Sixsmth,

| shot nyself through the roof

of ny mouth this norning,

wi th Wvyan Ayrs' Luger.

A true suicide is a paced, disciplined certainty.
Peopl e pontificate "suicide is a coward's act".
Couldn't be further fromthe truth

Sui ci de takes trenendous courage.

Any problem sir, you just hit this button.
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Thank you.

On behalf of nmy Mnistry and the future of Unanimty,

| would like to thank you for this final interview

- Hello.

- Press pass.

Expecting troubl e?

| was Dernot Hoggi ns' publisher,

not his shrink or his astrol oger

and the ruddy, bloody truth is,

| had no idea what the man was gonna do that night.

Thi s beach was once a canni bal's banqueting hall,

where the strong gorged on the weak,

but the teeth, sir, they spat out,

like you or I would expel a cherry stone.

Do you know the price a quarter pound of these will earn?
Renenber this is not an interrogation or a trial.

Your version of the truth is all that matters.

Truth is singular.

Its "versions" are... mstruths.

Don't let themsay | killed nmyself for I|ove.

Had ny infatuations, but we both know in our hearts

who is the sole love of ny short, bright life.

[ CLOUD ATLAS]

[ The Pacific Islands, the year 1849]

There you are, M. Ew ng.

As binding a covenant there can ever be between nen...
out si de the province of Scripture.

Thank you, Reverend Horrox, I...

know ny father-in-law is profoundly excited about this deal.
Haskel | Moore is a great man.

Fut ure generations depend on nen |ike him

men capabl e of speaking the truth.

Quite.

When | first encountered Haskell More's witing,

its perspicuity struck ne as though delivered

t hrough di vi ne revel ati on.

The | earned doctor here and | have

al ready spent nmany a ni ght debating M. Moore's tractus.
I"monly willing to concede that he makes a conpelling case
as to why we are sitting here, enjoying this divine |anb,
whi | e Kupaka stands there, content to serve.

| ndeed. Unh, Kupaka.. .

you enjoy your |life, here with us, do you not?

Oh yes, Reverend, sir.
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Kupaka very happy here.

You see, you see? This is More's |adder of civilization.
The reason behind this natural order...

Pl ease, G les, do shut up.

|'"ve been listening to this for weeks, I...

woul d | ove to know what his own son-in-|aw

has to say about it.

Oh... well let's see... ah,

it is an inquiry concerning God's will and the nature of nen.
And what does he have to say about the nature of wonen?
I"mafraid that's a subject he prefers to pass by in silence.
He wouldn't be the first.

Uh, pray, M. Ew ng, continue.

Well, uh... you know, the question he does pose is...

if God created the world, how do we know

what things we can change

and what things nust remain sacred and inviol abl e?
Reverend Horrox is specific howto run plantation.
Georgi an way best way he say.

God, this heat is unbearable. How do they take it?
Reverend Horrox say,

slaves |ike camel, bred for desert.

He say... they not feel heat like civilized folk.

Now we shoul d get you out of the sun

Now what... what is that noise?

- Hup, there you are.

- What happened?

It is as | suspected. Gusano Coco Cervell o,

better known as the Pol ynesi an worm

Once saw a man's brain after the worm

had finished with him

Maggoty caul i fl ower. Qoph.

But have no fear, this particul ar devi

and | are well acquainted.

Here we go.

[ Whi spers]:
... I, I don't know what | would have done
had our paths not crossed.

Well, for starters, you would have died.
... | shall find a way to repay you
Oh, unnecessary, | assure you. | ama doctor, Adam

A tiger cannot change its stripes.
[ Canbri dge, the year 1936]
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Sixsmth, | do hope you will be able to

find it in your heart to forgive ne.

M . Frobi sher?

M . Robert Frobisher!

The managenent would |ike a word with you, please sir.
M . Frobisher, open this door, please!

We do know you're in there, M. Frobisher. Please, conply.
Aletter is being drafted to your father, sir.

M . Frobisher!

Hat ed | eaving you |i ke that.

Wasn't the goodbye | had in m nd.

By the tinme you read this, | will be on ny way to Edi nburgh;
on ny way to fanme and fortune.

| know you haven't heard of him but trust ne,
Vyvyan Ayrs is one of the nusical greats, Sixsmth.
The tragedy is that he hasn't produced any new work
in years due to illness.

My schene is to persuade himto hire ne

as his amanuensi s

and aid himin the creation of a nmasterpiece,

t hat goes shooting up through the nusical firmnent,
eventually obliging Pater to admt that yes,

the son he disinherited is none other than Robert Frobisher,
the greatest British conposer of his tine.

| know, Sixsmth, you groan and shake your head,

but you smle too,

which is why | |ove you

P. S.

Thanks for the wai stcoat.

| needed sonething of yours to keep nme conpany.

St. Ceorge and the Dragon.

Rem nds nme that conposing is a crusade.

Soneti mes you slay the dragon;

sonetines the dragon slays you.

Al right, then.

A Frobisher, is it?

| trust Mackerras taught you enough to be useful.
|"ve had this little nmelody for viola rattling

about ny head for nonths.

Let's see if you can get it down.

[ Hunms el ody]

Subtl e grace note before the third.

[ Humm ng conti nues]

Soft and sinple. Got it? Now, it gets interesting.
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[ Huns next phrase]

Good.

Pl ay that back

Wul d | ove to, sir.

Un .. what key are we in?

What key? G m nor, of course.

And the tinme signature?

For Christ's sake, did you hear it or not?
- Just... just need a little nore tine.

- You need?

My dear boy, who is working for whom here?
- | apol ogi ze, sir...

- Are you an amanuensi s or an apol ogi st?
Now pay attention

Three-four changes to four-four on the fourth bar
and back to three-four on bar five,

if you can count that high

Crotchet G pause for a quaver, repeat G quaver
then E-flat on the down beat.

[Hums | ast phrase]

And so on.

Al right. Let ne hear it.

[ Plays single note nel ody]

[ Conti nues playing with discordant harnony]
Stop! Pl ease! You're hurting ne!

You nmust have m sheard ne, | said
| had a nel ody not a nal ady!
Vyvyan?

Jocasta, deliver ne!

- What's going on in here?

- An exercise in futility.

Shoul d | be introduced?

There's really no point, the boy is as useful as the cl ap.
Fortunately, he'll be nmuch easier to get rid of.

Wul d you be a dear and get Henry to show t he boy out?
Yes, of course, darling.

[ Begi ns pl ayi ng accurat el y]

It's beautiful.

Yes. ..

That's it. That's ny nel ody!

[ San Francisco, the year 1973]

C non, Lui sa,

[ San Franci sco, the year 1973]

we' re nade to be together
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Luisa, wa-wait, c'non, c'non, I'mtelling you,
I"mtelling ya baby; you can't leave ne. It's a..

you know, it's a past life thing or a future life thing,
but ya know, it's you and ne...

Look. For the last hour, all | could think about was
throw ng you of f your bal cony.

| nmean, who the hell do you think you are?

You wite a bullshit colum for a fuckin' rag.

El evat or!

Thank you.

Nice to know the age of chivalry isn't dead.

You okay?

No bones broken, 1 think.

VWait, wait. No, no. You sit... you sit, you sit. Let ne see.

Great. Power outage.

Perfect end to a perfect day.

Still glad the age of chivalry isn't dead?

| still rather be right here than back up there.
Guess M. Ganga isn't everyone's cup of tea.
Guys like that are just an occupational hazard.
- You were interview ng hinf

- Yeah, for Spyglass Magazi ne.

Lui sa Rey.

Ruf us Si xsmith.

Rey. ..

You woul dn't happen to be rel ated

to the journalist, Lester Rey?

Yeah. He was ny father.

Real | y? He nust have been enornously proud of you,
- following in his footsteps.

- Hmm

That's her, ny niece, Megan.

She's | ovel y.

Born physicist, with a better mnd for nmathematics
than | ever had.

Did her PhD at Canbridge, a wonman at Cai us.

G ves you hope for the world.

It's hot.

And we're still here.

That's a very peculiar birthmark.

Yeah, ny little conet.

My nother swore it was cancer

She wanted ne to get it renoved, but

| don't know, | kinda like it.
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| knew sonmeone who had a birthmark that was

- simlar to that.

- Really?

Wio was it?

Sonmeone | cared about very mnuch.

A, uh... A hypothetical question for you, Mss Rey.
As a journalist,

what price would you pay to protect a source?

Any.
Prison?
If it cane to that... yes.

Wul d you be prepared to

conprom se your safety?

My father braved booby-trapped marshes and

the wath of generals for his journalistic integrity.
What ki nd of daughter would | be if | bailed

when things got a little tough?

Saved.

Taxi !

- You sure you don't need a cab?

- No, |I've got ny car.

Well, you know, if... there's ever sonething |I can do for you
pl ease give nme a call

Thank you, | wll.

[ Whi spers]:

[ London, the year 2012]

It was the night of the Lenon Prizes,

[ London, the year 2012]

[ London, the year 2012]

and amdst all that forced jollity,

| recall a nmonent of introspection.

Way? Way woul d anyone in their right mnd

choose to be a publisher?

This was the precise nonent that Dernot found ne.

- Oy, Tinothy.

- Ah, Dernot.

Bad news inexorably does.

A fuckin' waste.

Never forget Herman Melvill e;

wites a ripping yarn about a big white whale,
which is summarily di sm ssed

and yet today, it is lugged around in the backpacks
of every serious student of literature in the world.
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| don't give a fuck what happens when |I' m dead.

| want people to buy ne book now

Wel |, as your publisher, obviously nothing

woul d make me happi er

But sadly, for whatever reason,

"Knuckl e Sandwi ch" has yet to connect to its audi ence.
You want a reason? |'ll give ya a reason

- Right there!

- Oh, you nean, M. Finch.

Felix fuckin' Finch!

The... cunt that shat all over ne book in his

poncy fuckin' magazi ne!

It wasn't that bad.

No?!

"M . Hoggi ns should apol ogize to the trees felled

for the making of his

bl oat ed aut obi o- novel . Four hundred vai ngl ori ous pages
expire in an ending that is flat and i nane beyond belief."
Steady now, Dernot. What is a critic,

but one who reads quickly,

arrogantly, but never w sely.

Fuck it.

Der not !

Ladi es and gent| enen!

We have an additional award tonight, fellow book fairies.
An award for "nobst em nent critic".

M... Oh, beg pardon,

Sir! Felix Finch! O B and E

And what mght ny prize be, | wonder?

A signed copy of an unpul ped "Knuckl e Sandw ch"?

Can't be many of those left.

wel | ?

Just what does that |eadless pencil you call an inmagination
have in mnd to end this scene, hm?

| t"ink you' re gonna |ove this one.

Now, that's "an ending that is flat and i nane beyond beli ef.
My t hought s?

If I'"mhonest, | admt that the obvious enptions |ike shock
and horror flew as Finch had, here and gone.

Tequi l a, couple of fingers.

Wi | e deep down, | experienced a nascent sense

of a silver lining to this nost tragic turn.

Overni ght, Dernot "Dusty" Hoggi ns becane a cult hero

to the common man
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"Knuckl e Sandwi ch" shifted ninety thousand copies
in less than two nonths.

| was for the briefest of nonents, Cinderella
and all nenory of past m sfortune receded

in the rearview mrror

of ny dream cone true.

- What the fuck?!

- Tinmothy Cavendi sh, | presune.

Caught with your cacks down!

Uh, ny office hours are eleven to two.

And ny secretary

woul d be nore than happy to schedul e an appoi nt nent
if you so desire.

Friends |ike us don't need appointnents.

W like it all cozy like this.

- Visited Dernot in the joint.

- Qur brother's got a question for you.
Where's our fuckin' noney?

Boys. Boys, | ook here.

Der not signed what we call a copyright
transfer contract,

whi ch neans that legally...

Dernmot didn't sign no fuckin' contract for the event
of the fuckin' season

Uh, uh-huh. What ? Perhaps, uh, we could noot
a provisional sum

on the basis of... ongoing negotiation.
Ckeydokey.

What sum we gonna noot ?

Fifty Kd will do for starters.

Fifty sounds reasonabl e.

Tonorrow af t er noon.

Tonorrow af t ernoon?!

Cash. No bul | ocks.

- No checks.

- A d-fashi oned noney.

Gent | enen,

- the | aw says...

- The | aw?!

What'd the law do... for Felix fuckin' Finch?

[ Neo- Seoul , the year 2144]

Odinarily, | begin by asking prisoners to recall their

earliest menories...
to provide a context for the corpocratic historians
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of the future.

Fabri cants have no such nenories, Archivist.

One twenty-four hour cycle in Papa Song's is identical

to every other.

May | say you speak consuner surprisingly well.

Unanimty's a... (indistinguishable)

- [ Sonm ~451 begi ns speaki ng Japanese]

- (It is unfortunate that the officials of the Unanimty can
only speak one | anguage.)

As an officer of Unanimty, | amof course restricted
from usi ng sub-speak
O course.

Pl ease descri be a typical twenty-four hour Papa Song cycl e.
At hour four, each server is awoken by auto-stinulin.
Fromrevival, we proceed to the hygiener.

After dressing we file into the dinery.

At hour five, we man our stations to greet the
new day's consumers.

Wel cone to Papa Song's.

For the next nineteen hours we input orders,

tray food, vend drinks,

upstock condi nents, w pe tables, and bin garbage.
all done in strict adherence to First Catechism
What is the First Catechisn?

"Honor thy consuner.™

After the final cleaning,

we i nbi be one Soapsac, then return to our sleep box.
That is the blueprint of every single day.

Did you ever think about the future?

Papa Song servers have just one possible future.
You mean, Xultation?

Coul d you describe this annual Rite of Passage?
On first day, Seer Rhee would stanp a star

on each of our collars.

Twel ve stars neant an end to our contract.

How did you feel when you watched one

of your sisters ascend?

Exci tement .

| was happy for them

but envious as well.

D d your sister servers feel as you did?

Most of them

| would |ike to ask about the infanous Yoona~939.
| f Yoona~939 woke you, who woke her?
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Seer Rhee.

Wiy woul d a Seer wake a server?

Per haps you shoul d ask him Archivist.
What's wong with hinf

He drinks Soap.

It makes hi m happy,

then he sleep Iike us in our box.

Do you ever think about... what it nust be like...
up there with the consuners?

Third Catechism forbids such questions.
Yes... it does.

Cone. Let ne show you a secret.
(Platformfour, Lost and Found.)

Now, Sonm a,

we are inside a secret.

Aki no?

- W are not allowed...

- Sonm a, no one will ever know.

Cone.

(This is a violation of the ruddy Incarceration Act!)
(I will not be subjected to crimnal abuse.)

(This is a violation of the ruddy Incarceration Act!)
- I will not be subjected to crimnal abuse.

- (I will not be subjected to crimnal abuse.)

You coul d have been exci sed.

How did you justify such a risk to yourself?
She was ny friend.

Pl ease descri be the events of Septenber 18t h,
from your perspective.

| was stationed at pedestal one.

| will not be subjected to crimnal abuse.
Step away. Code yellow. The area is secured.
[Big Isle, 106 wnters since the Fall]

Nay, this life of rotted |uck

[Big Isle, 106 winters since the Fall]

aint no smles I'"'myarnin'.

An' rear's time | ever first the secret

of Sloosha's Hall ow,

Adam ny bro' by law, n' his son n
back from Honokaa Market .

It was Adanmis customto kowtow his ancestry
with offerin'"s n' honorin's.

Suddenw se, that fangy devil's eyes... | felt
Who t here?

me be trekkin'

em
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Qoh, a darky spot you're in, friend.

ad Ceorgie...

Ain't no blade can protect you fromthe true true.
Pa!

[ Whi sper s]:

Zachry. Zachry!

Zachry!!

Stay here. Safe here.

Zachry!!!

- Kona will be feastin' on Adamn' his boy by sunup.
- Zachry!!

Zach! Zach! Zachry!!

Zachry!!!

You say all the time, yay?

"The weak are neat, the strong do eat."

Jonas!!!

The true true is what that is.

Whol e val | ey whisperin' about the blood o' Adam
and his son on ny hands.

But Rose an' Catkin never believed no hunorin

an' stood by ne.

- Uncl e Zach, | ook!

- Yeah, | see 'em

Prescients conme barterin' tw ce a year

Their ships creep-crawin' on the waves,

Just floatin' on the Smart o' the A d Uns.
Barter'l|l be startin' soon.

Yeah.

You nust go find your ma.

What're you doin'?

Ma says you ain't been right since Sloosha's.

Say | gotta keep eye-wa's on ya.

You mindin' ne while | mnd the goats.

| see.

Stunp is, who's gonna mnd your ma at the barter?
She got no tongue for hagglin', not |ike you and ne.
Sure you're all right?

Swear by't. Be hone for suppin'.

Wiy words slink and slide off a tongue

when we need 'em nost?

I f ny tongue been nore bold,

could | o stop all that diresones about 'ta happen?
- Uncl e Zach!
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- This nmy big bro' | yarn ya about.

- Whats what, sis?

- Spesh guest hosti ng.

Thank you, for the kindsonme host on ny valley stay.
| ain't yay-soed this, Rose.

- Abbess say-so a gift of great honor.

- She can be hostin' then.

| bring you gift, Zachry.

Need no gift froma stranger

Now kin n' Rose n' hal f-strangers, yay, even the Abbess,
all conme knockin'

to gape in wondernent |ike Sonm herself

was sittin' in our kitchen.

Questions about Prescients n' their woesone ship
poured thick n' fast.

How your ship slide n' glide so silentsonme?

Fusi on engi nes.

No one queried what "fusion engine" was,

cos they didn't want to | ook stoopit, front o the gatherin.
Fusi on engi nes.

True wordly was, Meronym answered 'he questions,
but no answer ever quenched your curio.

Al o that answerin' done was teach everyone
to not trust her,

nay, not a flea.

She is slyin' us.

Schemn' an' wormn' herself in.

Wat ch her. Watch her cl ose.

She's got secrets.

- Zachry Baily.

- Sorrysome for wakin' you, Abbess.

| dream .. sunp'n' diresonme's gonna happen

Conme in. Cone in.

Ah, |let Sonm guide your heart.

[ Abbess chant s]

| prayin' for you.

Oh, it's Georgie's hungerin' for your soul.

Oh, | knowd it.

Spittin' an' cussin' your dreans.

| know d it.

Bri dge a broken, hide bel ow

Hands a bleedin', can't let go.

Eneny's sleepin', don't slit that throat.

An augurin'.

Page 14/50



[ Whi sper s]:
Trust Sonm .

Keep her warnin' with you, nail it to your nenory.
Thank you. Thank you, Abbess. Thank you.
Wait! Wait.

There's no reason to hide.

| know you are Sonm ~451.

My nanme i s Hae-Joo Chang.

What has happened to Seer Rhee?

Soap overdose.

It is unfortunate that it had to happen

with everything going so well.

Because now it is probable that the enforcers

and the DNA sniffers will find out about you.

And if they do,

if they realize your connection to Yoona~939,

you wi Il be excised.

But you have a choi ce.

You can renmain here and risk being discovered.

O you can cone with ne.

- Bear away, boy.

- Aye-aye, Captain.

Friday the 15th. W nade sail with the norning tide.
M . Boerhaave had ny cabi n changed.

| have been quarantined to a storeroomaway fromthe
ot her passengers and crew.

Henry argued in vain that the Pol ynesian worm

i s not contagious.

Hardly matters.

All 1 want to do now is return hone

and unburden nyself with this responsibility.

My dear Sixsmith, I'min desperate need of your help.
After ny last letter, I"msure you're rushing to
pack your bags,

but you needn't really.

Unl ess of course, you wish to witness the rebirth
of Robert Frobisher.

Is it not mracul ous how one's fortune can turn
so quickly, so conpletely?

One nonent, |eaping froma hotel w ndow, the next,
gai nfully enpl oyed by one of the world's

greatest living conposers.

My only problemis that | accidentally got hooked
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on a journal

witten in 1849 by a dying |lawer during the voyage
froma Pacific isle to San Franci sco.

To my great annoyance, the pages cease m d-sentence.
Hal f the book is mssing. It's conpletely killing ne.
Coul d you be a nensch and when you're next foraging
at to's Books, make an inquiry?

A half finished book is, after all, a half finished |ove affair.
(...the Marshall and ny chief engineers, and then

we will take sonme questions.)

(Anerica loves oil.)

(Arerica is addicted to oil.)

(Sonme fantasize about wind turbines or pig gas.)

(But I1"mhere today to tell you that the cure)

(for oil... is right here. The cure is nucl ear power.)
(the cure is Swannekke.)
- Hello.

- (Hello, Mss Rey.)

(I'mfrightfully sorry for calling at this hour.)

Dr. Sixsmth?

(I need hel p.)

| need fifty thousand pounds, not two thousand!

Fifty thousand!

(I can go through it again, M. Cavendi sh

but the total's right.)

(two thousand, three hundred and forty three pounds
and si xteen pence.)

How is this possible? The ruddy noney was pouring in!
(Debt nostly, M. Cavendi sh. Sol vency has its drawbacks.)
The situation | ooked dire,

but I knew that Tinothy Cavendish's capital in this town
coul d not be defined by an accountant's bal ance sheet.
McC uski e!

Look, how re those delightful kiddies of yours?

Mon cher, thi's "Cavendi sh the Ravenous",

your favorite Tinothy.

Mon cher?

You heard correctly, Charles D ckens own, original,
authentic witing desk for sixty thousand pounds.

| think that's very fair.

(But our records indicate that the desk is

al ready accounted for)

(by the Di ckens House nuseum)

Ckay. What about, uh... Sir Arthur Conan Doyl e's desk?

Page 16/ 50



In the darkness, | suddenly saw the |ight.

Bl ood has al ways trunped water

| f the Hoggi nses brutes wanted to turn this into

a famly affair,

they'd find the Cavendi sh clan nore than ready

for the task at hand.

Ah, Satan's gonads, not agai n! Look,

just bugger off and | eave us in peace. |I'monly gonna
ask you nicely once.

Good to see you, Denny.

|"mnot |ending you a ruddy farthing till you pay back
the last |ot.

Why. .. Why should | be forever giving you handouts?
Denny,

|"ve had a mnor run-in with the wong sort.

If I don't get ny hands on sixty thousand pounds,
|"mgoing to take an awful beating.

Well, get themto video it for us, would you? Now, fuck off!
- I"'mnot joking, Denhol ne.

- Wiy is this ny probl en?

Because we're brothers! Don't you have a consci ence?
Coupl e of ny special little pills and a

G and T should set ne right.

Denny. .. Hel p.

Pl ease?

Den, who are you tal king to?

Hel | o, Ceorgette.

Hel | o, Ti not hy.

Al right, all right, alright, alright, alright.

What you, uh... sixty grand?

It's gonna take sone time, but uh...

inthe interiml've got the perfect place for you to hide.
| have begun to fear | may never hold ny bel oved Til da
in my arnms again.

My parasite withes at night igniting spasns of pain,
whi l e visions and voi ces, obscene and nonstrous,

haunt rme.

[ Whi sper s]:

In the nanme of God

M. Ewi ng, no fear

No harm no shout.

Pl ease, ny nane Autua.

You know | ... you see Maori whip I.
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You know 1.

- Wha... Wa... Wat do you want?

- You hel p, M. Ew ng.

I f you no help, | in trouble dead.

Vell, you' re already very nmuch "in troubl e dead".
The Prophetess is a nercantile vessel,

not an underground railroad for escaping sl aves.

| able seaman. | earn passage.

Well, then | suggest you surrender to the
captain's nercies forthwth.

No! No! They no hear |

They say swi m away hone, nigger and throw | in drink.
You | awman, aye? Pl ease! Captain hear you, M. Ew ng!
... I can't help you.

|"'mafraid your fate is entirely your own.

| desire no part in it.

Then kill I.

Don't be absurd!

If you won't help, you kill | just the sane.

It's true. You know it.

| be no fish food, M. Ew ng.

Die here better. Do it.

Do it quick.

Found an ol d Transway marker, Captain.

It's got to be the right nountain.

The problemis the valley people are afraid of it.

And they think the devil lives up there.
| can't find anybody to guide ne through the Kona territory.
Meronym . .

Everyday you're out there, you increase your RAD | evels.
This dream of your is going to kill you. And for what?
The of f-world col onies may no | onger exist.

| gotta go, Captain.

Thank you for comng, |I'min 1404.

("1l be right up.)

Dr. Sixsmth?

Dr. Sixsmth

It's Luisa.

Go call the police. Right now Call the police!

My dear Sixsmith, you al one could understand

how I'm feeling right now

Today, Ayrs and | presented our first collaboration

to Tadeusz Kessel ring,

Ayrs' favorite conductor, who arrived fromBerlin.
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It's called "Eternal Recurrence"; w sh you could hear it.
It's the nost acconplished tone poem | know of,
witten since the war

and | tell you, Sixsmth,

that nore than few of its best ideas are m ne

At our tinme of life, Ayrs, a man has no right

to such daring ideas.

| suppose |I've won a rearguard action or two

in ny war agai nst decrepitude.

D nner of pheasant and Bordeaux, rich as buttercream
How | loved to Iisten nen of distinguished |lives
sing of past follies and glories.

The only broken note in the entire evening

was Ayrs w fe, Jocasta,

excusi ng herself early.

Sensed a buried bone. Later | asked Ayrs about it.
He said Kesselring had introduced Jocasta to him
| pried; had Kesselring been in |love with her?
The subject was a prickly one.

Jocasta is a Jew.

Qobviously a relationship was inpossible.

Why obvi ousl y?

Can you really be so ignorant of what is
happeni ng i n Ger many?

At this point inny life, all | know, Sixsmth,

is that this world spins fromthe same unseen forces
that twi st our hearts.

- How s it, Zachry?

- Sanew se.

- Mndin sone conpany?

- Nay.

But. ..

goats an' sillyw se herders ain't known

for our housin' tenper.

Feelin'" | own' you a real kow ow,

for '"vadin' your house with no say-so.

True sorrysone.

Wel|l then... Done's done.

So, you mndin' a stranger queryin' about your troddin' ?
Swap you. Query for query.

Fair buy.

Cogg you ain't conme to learn stitchin

or mlkin" or heardin'.

Wiy you here?

Page 19/ 50



| needin' a guide.

GQui de? To what ?

Mauna Sol

("Bridge a broken, hide bel ow")

What's wrong?

We cross and recross our old tracks like figure skaters.
And just as | was reading a new subm ssi on,

a powerful dj-vu ran through ny bones.

| had been here before.

Anot her |ifetinme ago.

Ur sul a.

The love of nmy life.

| could think of no other serious applicants.
What had happened to her?

And nore inportantly,

what had happened to the young nman

who' d ridden this sanme train conposing sonnets
to his soul bound | ove?

The augurin' cone true, Abbess.

Broke bridge, just |like you say.

Meronym were there, yibberin' about trekkin' up Mauna Sol .
Why does this Prescient wonman conme cussin' and
twstin' up ny life?

M nd the words of Sonm .

"Qur lives are not our own.

From wonb to tonmb, we are bound to others,

past and present.

And by each crine

and every ki ndness,

we birth our future."

Wl cone to Neo- Seoul

Cone on out, you cone.

This may be the biggest mstake of ny life, but here.
Thank you, M. Ew ng. Thank you.

Now, to tell the truth, I was worried you m ght
try and eat ne

if you didn't get sonething in that stomach

Oh, you safe, M. Ew ng.

| no like white neat.

Ank. .. right.

Before | decide what I'mgoing to do with you
tell me why you were being whi pped so savagel y?
My uncle was a sailor.

He took me on a French whaler when | was ten years ol d.
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| seen too much o' da world.

| no good sl ave.

Wiy did you | ook at nme?

Pain strong, right?

Friends' eye nore strong.

But, you are a runaway slave and | am a | awyer.
How do you i magi ne we coul d possibly be friends?
Al'l you need.

Ah, Jesus!

Javier Gonmez, what did | tell you about

j unpi ng onto ny bal cony?

Way do you | eave the door open if you

don't want nme to cone in?

Because, smarty pants,

the only thing worse than having you junp

onto ny bal cony,

is the idea of you junping onto ny bal cony

and being stuck out there.

kay!
VWhat are you readi ng?
Just... Ad letters.

Sixsmth, the plot has taken a sensual turn

Last week, Jocasta and | becane |overs.

But don't alarmyourself, it is only a carnal act
performed in service,

not unlike my role as amanuensi s.

And | confess, wonen's hearts, like their desire,
remain a nystery to ne.

Afterward, she cried and thanked ne for bringing life back
into their hone.

Making it clear that Vyvyan had been there

the entire night,

between us |ike the silence between notes,

that holds the key to all nusic.

P.S. Best news of all,

|'ve started ny own worKk.

Unh, 1... called about an old recording,

witten by a man nanmed Robert Frobi sher

Qops. Bust ed.

| know | shouldn't be playing it,

| was... checking it to nmake sure it wasn't scratched.
but... honestly,

| just can't stop listening to it.
This is the "Coud Atlas Sextet"?
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It's, uh... the "Synphony".

It's beautiful.

But | think I heard this before.

| can't inmagi ne how.

| doubt there's nore than a... handful of copies
inall of North Anmerica.

But | knowit.

| know | know it.

Before | realized it, ny feet had borne ne back

to the Tenple of Sacrifice,

where | offered up ny virginity.

Back to those four days of paradise,

when Ursula's Mater and Pater slipped off to Geece
for a | ong weekend.

O so we thought.

Ur sul a!

... Naked!

Sir! Madam | assure you this is conpletely innocent!
Two sprai ned ankl es, one cracked rib.

O ficial cause of accident listed on hospital form

"Pussy".

What were the chances that she still lived in this house?
And yet, there she was.

Ur sul a.

Wiy had | never returned her calls or letters?
Shane, spi nel essness, hall marks of the Cavendi sh cl an.
| realized | had a choice; | could slink off

and continue as pl anned,

or | could go boldly to the door

and di scover what hope, if any, lay wthin.
Abbess, come quick, it's the Bailey girl.

- Catkin?

- Aye, she dyin'.

- \Wat - what ?!

- Zach.

- Sonm .

- It's a scorpion fish.

Heal er said she'll be gone by sundown.

Ain't right, ain't fair, but nothing to be done.
Be very still.

Term nation charge, here!

Just enough to bl ow carotid.

How does it feel ?

Good.
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Catkin's dying!

- \Wat ?

- Trod on a scorpion fish!

You can save her. You got spesh smarts in that gearbag
what' ||l save her. That is the true true!

Presci ent Council swear by a special order.

Say | can't go play Lady Sonm for every fate twi sty wong
and click fingers make right.

| just a stoopit goat herder, but | cogg you're killin' Catkin
by not actin',

jus'... If I left you up on that bridge... you Kona neat.
|f a Prescient be layin', with poison neltin' her
heart and | ungs;

if it be your kin...

Wiy the Prescient life worth nore than a Vall eysnan?

| take you to Mauna Sol

| know t he way!

| f you save CatKkin,

| wll guide you through the Devil's door,

if that's where you wanna go.

While the past may call to us with the

enchantment of a siren,

better, | believed, to stay the course set by

dear brother, Denny.

Just sign right here.

Tormorrow, |ife could begin afresh, afresh, afresh

Thi s way.

Cone.

(Wel come to Habitat Basic Training.)

[ Conput er annoucenents conti nuej

(Designating texture.)

That's A d Seoul .

If the tides keep rising at their present rate,

Neo- Seoul will also be under water in a hundred years.
Your food is in here.

It's not what you are used to, but |I think you will like it.
This is your bed.

These are your cl ot hes.

M ne? But these are purebl ood cl ot hes.

No. They are yours.

Did you know he was Uni on?

No, but it wouldn't have mattered.

Why not ?

Because. . .
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it was the first time a purebl ood had showed ne ki ndness.
Mama?

| hung'y.

Do you like thenf

You | ook | ovely.

Her e.

Cone here.

Now t his uh, used to play vidies, but the chip is corrupted.
Stuck in aloop, sol dijied it. Found the rest of it.
The rest of it?

What the bloody hell are you doing in ny roonf

Keys go wal kies. Let's give these to Mss Judd

for safekeeping, shall we?

Leave ny things alone, you pilfering cow

'Cause you're new, | shall not nake you eat
soap powder... this tinme.
Be war ned.

| do not stand for offensive |anguage in Aurora House,
not from anyone.

And | never neke idle threats, M. Cavendi sh. Never.
"Il talk to you how | ruddy will |ike, you thief!
Make me eat soap powder? |I'd like to see you try.

Qoh, bl oody hel I'!

Tsk, tsk, tsk. A disappointing start.

Is this sone sort of kinky S & M hotel ?

| am Nurse Noakes, you do not wish to cross ne.

| amso sorry to keep you waiting. Uh, | knowit's a M...
Rey.

- Lui sa Rey, Spyglass Magazi ne.

- Right, right.

Luisa, this is Joe Napier. He's our security chief. Um.
| was uh, surprised to get your query.

| nean, don't get me wong, it's a, it's a,

it's a feisty magazi ne, but uh...

Anyt hing you need, sir, just let ne know.

Wl do.

- @uys, |'mgood. Thank you very mnuch.

- Thank you. - Cya. - Yeah.

Qur editor's trying to spice things up a little bit.
He says the public wants nore substance, so...

Uh, probably just a fad.

Ah, cone on, follow ne. Let's start you

wi th the Chicken Ranch.

That is where we keep the eggheads.
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Hel l o, M. Cavendi sh. Feeling super this norning?

No. | checked in last night, believing that Aurora House
was a hotel.

My brot her nmade the booking you see.

Hi s idea of a practical |oke.

But listen. You have a bigger problemcloser to hone.
There's sone denented bitch, calling herself Noakes,
ranpagi ng about the place, inpersonating

a chanber maid.

But the point is this; she struck nme and she stole ny keys.
Right? I'lIl need those keys back, straight away.

Aurora House is your home now, M. Cavendi sh

Your signature authorizes us to apply...

Si gnat ur e?

The custody docunment you signed | ast night.

Your residency papers.

Gh no, no, no! (He-he) That was the hotel register.
[Sigh], Never mnd. It's all academ c, oh?

This is gonna make a heck of a dinner party story.

Most of our guests get cold feet on their first nornings.
My keys, please.

- Residents are not...

- I'"'mnot a ruddy resident!

You'll find tenper tantruns won't help you

at Aurora House!

You' re breaking the... ruddy...

Anti-In... carceration Act, or sone ruddy thing,
and | will not be subjected to crimnal abuse!
| will not be subjected to crimnm nal abuse.

Qutside, fat snow flakes are falling on slate roofs.
Li ke Sol zhenitsyn | aboring in Vernont,

| shall beaver away in exile.

Unl i ke Sol zhenitsyn, | shan't be al one.

O f sonewhere?

You bet | am To the | and of the |iving.

Soyl ent Green is people! Soylent Green is nmade of peopl e!
Oy! CGet back here, you

Oy!

You keep away fromne or 1'Il be forced to nane you
in the police report as an acconplice!

| have better things to do than this.

Then go ahead and do them you bl oody soddi ng

soap- dodger

Ri ght !
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God, you take them off ne, you ruddy cruddy
rugger - bugger yob!

Put me down! WII you...

You can mai ntain power over people, as long as you
gi ve t hem sonet hi ng.

Rob a man of everything and that nman will no | onger be
in your power.

Al eksandr Sol zhenitsyn, 20th century phil osopher

conpl ete works, banned by Unanimty.

How do you know about hi nf?

Hae- Joo.

But. ..

- Seer Chang...

- Please, you nust call ne Hae-Joo.

Hae- Joo,

fabricants can be excised for this.

Wel |, survival often demands our courage.

Know edge is a mirror. And for the first time in ny life,
| was allowed to see who | was and who | m ght becone.

Go cl ean the head.

Good norni ng, Captain.

You can help it remain so, Quillcock. By buggering off.

[Sigh], I"'mafraid | can't do that, sir.

If I was, | would be unable to informyou of the stowaway
- that | have discovered in ny..

- St owaway?

|, | assure you that this Mriori had no choice.

Now he has sworn to ne that he is a first-class,

abl e- bodi ed seaman,

capabl e of earning passage if only given a chance.

A stowaway i s a stowaway, even if he shits silver nuggets.
Did he ever explain anything to you?

He told me their goal was the creation

of afree-willed fabricant.

Yoona had fail ed.

| was their |ast hope.

| have to say if all lady journalists |ook |ike you,
| mght start to take this, uh... wonmen's lib thing
nore seriously.

Well, I'msure they can use your support.

Ni ce.

kay, uh... you wait here and | will go and find

sonmeone smarter who can, uh..
wal k you through the details of some of your questions.
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[ Whi sper s]:

[ Doctor Rufus Sixsmth]

kay.

What woul d Dad do?

Who the bl oody hell is this?

Have you any idea what time it is?

- Denny, it's ne, Tim

- (Tinothy?)

Were are you?

(Huh! I think you ruddy well know where | am)
But, residents aren't allowed access to phones.
(Sonmeone snuggl ed one in?)

- What, you know the rul es?

- (I helped wite them Timy.)

(I have been a principal investor in Aurora House
for twelve years,)

it's incredibly lucrative.

You can't believe what people will pay

to | ockup their parents.

Look, Den, you've had your fun.

| think it's high time you put an end to this
little gane of yours.

Ha- ha! No, no, no, Timmy. My fun has just begun.
(What are you tal ki ng about ?)

| am your brother, why are you doing this to nme?
(I think the better question in this instance would be,)
(what have you done to deserve this?)

| don't know what you mnean.

Oh conme now, dear brother, don't insult ne.

You can't think that |I didn't know about you and Georgette!
Ceorgette?

Look, Den...

| didn't nmean to hurt you.

|"m afraid your penance has cone due, Tinbo.
It's tinme to account for your crines.

Den,

l"'m.. I'"mso, SO sorry.

(No no no, there's no need to apol ogi ze.)

(Your exile is nore than enough reparation.)

Al t hough, he-he, | do have ny fingers crossed for
a scenario invol ving you,

Nur se Noakes and a broom handl e.

Cheerio, Timy. Bye bye now.
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Sends his | ove.

| would |ike to ask about the night of your arrest.
| renmenber... listening to his heart beat.

Your heart beats nuch sl ower than ours.

There is a gentleness to the sound.

| findit... conforting.

- Wvyan, what tinme is it?

- |1 don't know. Wo cares?

|"ve heard a nel ody, boy. For violin.

Qui ck!

Uh... Fi... Find a pen!

| heard it in a dream |'s in a nightmarish caf,
bl aring, bright lights, but underground and no way out.
And the waitresses, they all had the sane face.
There was nusic playing, but unlike any mnusic
|"ve ever heard in ny life.

lt... It began... It began...

Wait. ..

It was so clear a mnute ago.

Hel p me, Robert. Help ne. It's slipping awnay!
|"ve lost it.

It'Il cone to you, sir.

The m nute you stop trying to find it, it'll find you.
You are naive, Robert.

| am anyt hi ng but.

There is a gulf between these chairs.

What you want is no different fromwhat | want.
The gulf is an illusion.

How do | describe that night, Sixsmth?

What had happened between Vyvyan and |
transcended | anguage.

It was nusic that poured fromhis eyes, that
breathed fromhis |ips.

Musi ¢ as beautiful as any | have ever heard.
VWhat... What are you doing in here?

They found us.

"1l be with you the whol e way, now focus on ne.
Stay with ne.

|"mright here. I won't let you go.

- M. Ew ng!

- It's a... It's all right.

... I"ve talked to the Captain. He'll hear your case.

What's your nane, boy?
Autua, sir.
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This Christian gentleman, who knows not hi ng about shi ps,
tells nme that you're a first-class sailor

Very well, let's see you lower the main-top sail.

M. Roderick, nmy bot'le's enpty.

M . Boerhaave, ready ny piece.

What? Sir, you... You gave ne your word, Captain.

P- Pl ease, you can't do this.

Nobody tells ne what | can and cannot do on ny own ship.
Specially when it concerns nigger stowaways.

Captain | ook! He's got fishhooks for toes.

M . Boerhaave, do not nake a ness of ny deck.

[ Screans]

Captain, please!

Look, if you could just hear ne out, please!

Look!

The darkie's salt as | am

M . Boer haave!

It appears we have an addition to our crew.

Make sure he earns his keep.

M. Hooks.

Found her. She was in the chem | abs, |ooking

for the bathroom

Ah. Well perfect, then uh... why don't you take over
fromhere, Sachs?

You know, introduce our little tribe, and uh..

and guide Ms. Rey through the uh... through the tower.
The funny thing is, |I'mnot even supposed to be here.
| was neant to be in Seoul, but the

air traffic controller strike

screwed everything up, so now |'m on

t he pawn-j unper tonight.

You ever think the universe was agai nst you?

- Al the tine.

- Uh- huh.

You m nd?

" m cool .

You seem nervous, |saac.

- Do | make you nervous?

- No.

Actual Iy, just the opposite.

Are you gonna tell nme why you covered for ne?
Freedom The fatuous jingle of our civilization.

But only those deprived of it have the barest inkling
of what it really is.
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There's nuch di sagreenent on what shoul d be

done with you.

The Corprocrats want you euthani zed as a devi ant.
The Manufacturer is demanding a period of study.
The Pyschogenonicists are scream ng for an

i mredi ate cerebral vivisection.

However, the problemyou create is a political one.
Wi ch neans you're mny probl em

| find it intriguing to imagi ne that beneath these
perfectly engi neered features, are thoughts that terrify
t he whole of Unanimty.

|"mnot afraid of such thoughts, because |

do not fear the truth

There's a natural order to this world, fabricant.
And the truth is this order nust be protected.
Informthe Archivist, prepare for excisenent.

- Yes sir.

- Sir...

Can you tell nme what happened to Hae-Joo Chang?
Killed, I was told.

All this feast and excitenents, really Adam it's..
far too nuch. You need to rest.

| had. .

a girlfriend once. She kept trying to get nme to
read Carl os Castenada.

- You ever read any of that shit?

- Oh, yeah.

But the relationship was dooned.

Every time she brought up any of that..

karma, past life stuff, | couldn't stop nyself
from | aughi ng.

And yet. ..

| can't explain it,

but I knew when | opened that door..

They destroyed nost of the copies of the report.
Most ?

There's no good choice here, is there?

If I help you, | could | ose ny job.

O wor se,
if I don"t, a lot of people..
Aw, it'll be worse than worse.

You have to do,
what ever you can't not do.
Somet hin' preyin' on you, Zachry?
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You really ain't fear about neetin' Od Ceorgie
on 'he sunmt?

More scaresone 'bout the weather than any Devil .
You cogg he's real ?

Who tripped the Fall, if not Add Georgie?

True true?

ad Uns.

That's jus' a rope o' snoke.

A d Uns got the Smart.

They mastered sick and seeds.

Make mracles. Fly across the sky.

True. Al true. But they got sonethin' else.
Hunger in their hearts. Hunger that's stronger than
all their Smart.

Hunger ? For what ?

Hunger for nore.

Belief, Iike fear or |ove,

is a force to be understood as we understand the
theory of relativity

and principles of uncertainty.

Phenonena that determ ne the course of our I|ives.
Yesterday, ny |ife was headed in one direction.
Today, it is headed in another.

Yesterday, | believed | would never have done
what | did today.

These forces that often remake tinme and space,

t hat can shape and alter who we inmagi ne ourself to be,
begin I ong before we are born and conti nue

after we perish.

Qur lives and our choi ces,

i ke quantumtrajectories are understood

nonent to noment,

at each point of intersection, each encounter,
suggests a new potential direction.

Proposi tion:

| have fallen in love with Luisa Rey.

s this possible? | just met her and yet...

| feel like sonmething inportant has happened to ne.
That's it.

The music fromny dream

This is fromny dream That night | came to your room
This is the nusic | heard in ny head.

Sormehow | gave it to you
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|*ve been working on this piece for weeks now

and | suspect you heard it and incorporated it

into your dream

| call it the "Cloud Atlas Sextet".

This is obviously the result of our coll aboration.

The Atlas, | believe,

is the only thing | have done in ny life that has val ue.
Yet | know | could not have witten it,

if I hadn't nmet you

There are whol e novenents in the Atlas that | wote,

I magi ni ng us

nmeeting again and again in different |ives

and di fferent ages.

Yes.

Sonmet hing as inportant as this cannot be descri bed

as "yours" or "mne".

It is "ours".

That this is exactly how | feel, VWyvyan.

|"msorry, |...

- | thought...

- You t hought? You thought what?

That | mght fancy a little buggering from

a fine young dandy |ike yoursel f?

"1l pack nmy bag and be gone by norning.

You'l'l do no such thing, you'll |eave only when | say
you can | eave.

You wi |l continue working on Wvyan Ayrs' "C oud Atlas".
When it is finished, then | will decide what do with you.

You can't keep ne here! |I'm| eaving!

Good luck with your composing. I'msure a sterile old
fuck like yourself

is still capable of sonething conpletely inmenorable.

| suggest you think about this, Robert.

Thi nk about reputation.

Reputation is everything in our society. Yours, ny
di sinherited reprobate,

has expired.

Did you not think that we would i nquire about soneone
[iving under our roof?

Mackerras hinself wote and | quote,

"He is a prostitute whose |iaisons with perverts
and sodom tes

were comon place in his brief and forgettable
career at Cai us.
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Lock up the silverware."” Unquote.

Be warned. Leave here w thout my consent

and all of musical society will know of the degenerate,
Robert Frobi sher.

After that,

even if you conpose one of the greatest synphonies

ever witten,

no one wll hear it,

because no one will want anything to do with you.

| won't |et you go again.

| told you he'd cone.

Two things becane cl ear.

Hangi ng nysel f from Edi nburgh's flagpole is preferable
to letting that parasite

pl under ny talents a day | onger

| nmust conplete ny sextet.

| can't do it here, so tonight I plan to nake ny escape.
(Pl ease standby for vehicle scan.)

(C earance granted.)

Any jailbreak's a risky proposition.

One little cockup and we are dangling at her

maj esty' s pl easure.

| know, | know.

We coul d use code nanes,

but the truth is |I'd probably be the first to forget m ne.
So, M. Cavendi sh..

Erni e Bl acksm th.

This is M. Meeks and ny girl, Veronica Costell o.

- To trust.

- To trust.

| know, | know.

What about the parrot, then?

| f ever there was a |likely songbird.

M. Meeks is a fine and honorabl e gentl eman.

He woul d never betray us.

Besi des, no one's ever heard himsay anything el se.

I know, | know.

Question is, old nman,

think you're up to snuff?

(Unanimty requires conpliance.)

(We have a security code Red, prepare to be boarded.)
What are you going to do?

Stay calm Stay calm
“I't will end in tears.

You war ned ne.
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| suppose |I'm as hopel ess as Adam Ew ng,
oblivious to all the unspeakable forns lying in wait,
blind to the fact his friend is poisoning him
Wi t, please.

The idea of losing this ring distresses ne beyond neasure.
Don't be a silly puffin, Adam

|"msure your wife will set your health above a gold | oop.
| have seen the onset for dropsy and it is not a pretty sight!
| know an excel | ent Spani sh gol dsm th, who works
wi th such al acrity,

t hat your Tilda may not have to know this was
ever renoved.

- Gve it to ne!

- Get your fucking hands off ny puddin'!

It's not your pudding, you Al zhei ner | out!

You' ve al ready eaten...

You better get in here.

M. Cavendi sh!

The room stank of bitter nmedicine.

Curiously heavy things, guns.

Wiy did | take it, exactly?

Can't say.

An intuition.

A sense of significance,

that fromthis point on

t here was no goi ng back

Sussin 'emclouds, we run out o' tine.

Hey. ..

- Don't need no smart rope.

- Yay. See you fall,

| catch you

- Hands in the air. Mve it!

- Now Step off of the vehicle!

- Get down! Down!

- Get down now

Fuckin' m grant nonkey-tal k.

Wiy do they hire these greasy subs?

Negative, sir. Definite illegal

Detain himfor now.

"' mreading a second life form

- Were?

- In the truck

- Check it out.

- Yes, sir.
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You troddin' on the Devil's ground now,

Val | eysman.

' msayin' just once, that offlander ain't gettin' to the top.
Time for you to let go that rope.

You trespass,

you pay the price.

Now drop that rope.

Drops... that rope. Drop that rope.

- (Forcecom One, entering the truck.)

- Roger that.
Entering vehicl e.

- It's her!

- It'1l be okay, huh?
Freeze!

I.ME |.ME

Who are you?

Conmander Hae-Joo Chang.

First Science Oficer of the Union Rebellion.

Wiy are you doing this?

Because | believe you have the power to change this world.
(Now drop that rope. Let go that rope. Oh, that rope.)
("Hands a bleedin', can't let go.")

Hands a bleedin'. Can't |et go. No.

Thank you, Zachry.

You savin' nme tw cely now.

You fall; 1'Il catch you.

Excessive force confirned.

Stop them Stop them now.

What are you doi ng, boy? | thought | nade nyself clear.
- Do what you want. |'m | eaving!

- Fine, Frobisher.

Go, but | take this.

- Gve that to ne!

- It's mne!

"' m war ni ng you!

Under the conditions of this relationshinp,
|"mcertainly within nmy legal rights.

Gve it tonel Gve it tonme or | swear to God | wll
kill you as you stand!

Pl ease. You're a coward.

- 1"l doit.

- You won't pull that trigger

Your kind never does.

[Pacific Journal. Adam Ew ng.]
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Yes. Yes, well...

how... how is our wormtoday, Adanf?

|'mafraid it has taken the best of ne.

Oh no, no. Nonsense. Nonsense.

You nustn't give up. You nust think of your beautiful wfe.
You nust think of Tilda.

They're trapped in the damnay W' ve got them
What are you doi ng?

Come on! Come on, get in here!

Nay, the dead never stay dead.

Open your ears and they never stop a yibberin'.
VWat is this place?

Afore the Fall,

add Uns built dwellings

beyond t he sky, anong the stars and

this place joined here with there.

[ Whi spers]:

"Tis she.

The A d Uns prayed to Sonm sanme as Val |l eysnen?
Nay, not 'zactly sane.

Cone on.

And stay cl ose. Fabricants get snatched here.

- Al clear.

- Thank you.

No sweat. We're partners. But you gotta tell ne
what' s happeni ng.

Ckay. Let ne take off these clothes, call the cops

and | promise I'll tell you everything that happened
i n the norning.
Okay. But, | hope you realize you just said exactly

what every character, in any decent nystery, says
right before they get killed.

Good night, Javier.

What' d you nean down there?

"Bout, the Add Uns and Val l eysnen prayin' to Sonm
not 'zactly the sane?

Some nen... seens they were different.

Different?

How?

You want the true true?

This is where you live?

This is where Union was born.

Sonm weren't no Cod.
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She di ed hundreds of years ago on a faraway pen' sul a.
Deadl anded now.

What ?

| cogg Valleysnmen's beliefs.

| know Abbess teached ya Sonm was a mracle,

birthed oo Darwin, God o' Smart. But, ain't the true true.
Her Iife was sad n' judased. She died tryin' to change
the A d Uns thinkin'.

Lies... nothin' but lies.

Nay. Nay, you're... You're lyin'.

(The nature of our immortal lives is in the)
(consequences of our words and...)

Sonm ?

Bef ore she died, she spoke of her acts n' deedins'.
Her words a heart-say blessin' ... "mndin" ne

was the true true.

How | ong are you listen to this? How | ong

you jus' stand there

"n" let a stranger keep fuggin your bliefs up n down
nin n out!

(Qur lives are not our own.)

(Fromwonb to tonb, we are bound to others.)

Zachry.

You a'right?

Fi ni sh your sussin.

Ssh!

If I want to kill you, you'd be dead.

"' mnot gonna hurt you. | just wanna talk.

Be cool. Al right.

And if | wanted to kill you, you' d be dead al ready.
How s that feel, huh? Good conversation start, isn't it?
You are Lester Rey's daughter; that's for goddamm sure.
- You knew ny father?

- Korean War.

| was in the 2 - 1.

That's nme on the end, next to your dad.

The nortar |anded so close, it could have dropped out
of ny ass.

| f your father hadn't done what he did, | wouldn't be here.
Guess that nmakes two of us.

Oh, yeah.

You ain't let go that rope cos you a lustin' for that
darkly, sweet neat.

| cogg it all, now
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This whore, with her cokeynut skin and her slyw se mask,
smlin" n" wormn' her way, so you trust n' bring her here,
scavin' n' sivvin' for what?

For what, fool?

They want the island. The Prescients want it all.
You judasin' your kin for a piece of ass.

She ain't your tribe; she ain't even your color.
This jezebel ignores you your yarns n' ways,
spinnin" n' spoutin' her whoahsone lies an' you lap it up,
like a dog in heat!

- It ain't true.

- Aln't it? Then do sunthin' to stop her

Take your spiker an' slit her throat!

Protect your tribe. Protect your sister, little Catkin.
Kill her now, 'fore it's too |ate!

They will kill you.

- You don't know these people Iike | do.

- Yeah?

Well if that's all you cane to tell ne,

you're a little bit |ate.

Sonebody just forced ne off the Swannekke Bri dge.
This is out of control.

Do you know who did it?

The contractor calls hinmself Bill Snoke.

- And uh..

- What ?

He got Sachs.

| saac?

A bonb on his pl ane.

The press is blam ng the PLO

He was a threat. Like Sixsmth. Like... you.
Bring 'emthrough.

Sonm ~451, | am nbst honored to neet you.

| am CGeneral An-kor Apis. Leader of Union.

Who' s paying 'en?

The sane guy that pays ne.

Ll oyd Hooks?

Hughes & Pi kes Consul ting.

Yeah, | heard of 'em

They're, uh... |obbiers for oil conpanies.

But... why would Big GI...

hire Ll oyd Hooks to run a... nuclear reactor?
You got that sane | ook your father used to get.
You see it, don't you?
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Hooks doesn't want the report discovered,

because he doesn't want the reactor fixed.

He wants it to fail.

This is about the future of energy in this country.
They want the expl osion, the chaos and carnage.

The nore deaths, the better.

Can't cogg a thing.

Wrds n' worryins |like a wasp's nest,

broke n' prodded by you.

You cone elbowin' inny life, yibberin' about the true true
an' never tellin' the whole truth

| need to cogg what you're doing.

| told you. | cone to send a plea o' help.
Hel p, why?
To steal our land? To kill n' slave us all?

What do' u want ?

Prescients' dyin', Zachry. Just |ike Catkin.
This world poison me n' all ny Kkin.

We get no help. Find no hone offland away.

| say-so truesone. W not svive.

We not svive.

Ayrs has the dogs after ne.

The bull et passed through, killing little nore than
hi s appetite,

yet he's out for blood. |I have to pay the piper.
- | should call the cops.

- It won't help.

How do | know you're not lying to nme?

Snoke will be conming for ne...

as soon as he figures out I"'mw th you.

We need that report.

| can't protect you for long without it.

- General Apis...

- You, ny dear...

are proof... our efforts were not in vain.
But... I"mjust a dinery server.

| was not genonmed to alter reality.

No revol uti onary ever was.

"' m sorry.

| cannot do what you're asking.

It would be a difficult choice for anyone.

But, before you call your decision final,

there is one last thing | would |ike you to see

in order to fully understand what we are fighting for
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Cross your fingers n' toes.

| f your prayer be answered,

any Prescients never return to the Valley again?

Those wishin' to conme with us... be wel cone.

The Valley's ny hone.

Are you all right?

| know... it is forbidden.

Sixsmith, | clinb the steps of the Scott Mnunent

every norning

and all becones clear.

Wsh | could nake you see this brightness.

Don't worry, all is well.

All is so perfectly, damably well.

| understand now,

t hat boundari es between noi se and sound are conventi ons.
Al'l boundaries are conventions, waiting to be transcended.
One may transcend any convention,

if only one can first conceive of doing so.

Monents like this..

| can feel your heart beating as clearly as | feel ny own
and | know that separation is an illusion.

My life extends far beyond the limtations of ne.
Stormis comng, M. Ewing. Gotta get you down bel ow.
|"mnot running a fuckin' charity! Qut with you! Qut ya go!
Ah, M. BEwmng! A-a-a-a-a-a-a... a word if | may.
Dangerous tinmes we're livin' in.

Quite a scandal. They... They say this

ruffian, Robert Frobisher is a conposer

You're a conposer too, aren't you, M. Ew ng?

- What do you want?

- The constabl e asked to search ny roons.

| know how hard... you're working,

so |l told himthere's no one on the third floor.

It costs quite a bit of noney to keep an entire floor enpty.
- That's all | have.

- Onh.

Mn .. What a beautiful... waistcoat.

If these letters aren't inportant,

- why do you keep readi ng thenf?

- | don't know.

Maybe I'm .. just trying to understand sonething.

What ?

Wiy we keep nmaking the sanme m stakes... over and over.
Maybe you shoul d ask... Megan.
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- \Wat ?

- Do you know a Megan?

That's his niece. How do you know t hat?

Looks li ke he mail ed sonmething to her.

Probably used the envel ope he was keeping the letters in.
Cone on, Luisa. First rule of nystery witing;

a good clue always | eads to another clue.

When "The Ghastly Ordeal of Tinothy Cavendi sh” is
turned into a film

I"'mthinking, for the role of the hero: One part
Sir Laurence Adivier,

with a dash of M chael Caine.

Who the hell is this?

(Dr. Conway, Aurora House. |I'mcovering for Dr. Upward.)
- Oh, is this about nother?

- Yes, it is, M. Hotchkiss,

Uh, I"'mafraid you nmust steel yourself.

| don't think she's going to last the night.
(Unfortunately, it isn't a convenient time for us.)
Do we really need to conme right now?

Uh, no, no. O course not. But she did ask for

you specifically

and she seens quite upset about her last wll.
We'll be right there.

The plan was a series of topling dom noes,

that'd commenced with Ernie announcing nmy death

to Nurse Noakes.

- | know. | know.

- Shh!

The entire anbush hinged upon the silence of M. Meeks.
- | know. | know.

- Shh!

M. Cavendi sh?

Everything all right?

- Don't | eave ne here.

- Shh.

M. Cavendi sh?

- | knewit! It was too good to be true!

- You cant ankerous wtch!

M. Hotchkiss, your nother is nmy dearest friend here.
Do pl ease hurry.

And so... adieu!

Which, translated literally fromthe French neans:
"To comrend before..
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God! "

(I have Joe Napier on line one, M. Hooks. He said
he can't wait.)

For god's sake, Joe, | amlate already. Wat's up?
(I got a call fromthat reporter... Rey?)

She was asking about Sixsmth.

(I see.)

You said she wasn't gonna be a probl em

Uh, well, uh sone problens are nore resilient

t han ot hers, Joe.

- Where's the ruddy key?

- Dd he not leave it in the ignition?

Hs wife was driving, she took "t...,

the ruddy female took the key in with her!

Oh, sweet Saint ruddy Jude! What do we do now?
Look! Under the sunfl ap.

- Ah!
- [Ghers]:
What is it?

It's not a key, wha' do you do with it?
- What else could it be?

- Well, how does it work?

- Shite!

- Ch, no!

Wel |, think of sonething! You' re the genius!

You' re the ruddy, ruddy geni us!

W' re done for.

Ch, boy. | can't even believe |"'mgoing to do this.
(I's this thing working? | mean, is it even on? Can you
hear ne?)

[ Whi spers]:

[ Whi sper s]:

What ever you do, don't | ook back.

CGet out of ny car!

[Staff yelling]

What's that button for?

[ Radi o bl ares]

Oh, no! It's M. Meeks. He does want to cone.
Ruddy, bl oody helI!

Al for one and one for all?

The gat e!

Page 42/ 50



Veroni ca? Wul d you unl ock the door for M. Meeks?
Hel o, M. Meeks! We're out for a nighttime drive.
| know, | know.

- Rammi ng speed!

- Ah! How thrilling!

Ch, no!

- Foot to the floor, Cavendi sh!

- Here we go!

[AIT]:

Here we go.

Cone al ong now, Adam Handsonely does it.
Ch, the worm fights back

It is always darkest before the dawn.

M. Ew ng?
M. Ewing is at a critical juncture of his treatnent.
The next few hours will determne if he lives or dies.

Then | stay here.

- No, no, no, no. You can't.

- | nmust. M. BEwing saved ny life.

It ny duty.

Listen to me, you ignhorant ape,

M. Ewi ng doesn't want you around him

You probably infected himto begin wth!

He begged ne and | quote: "Keep that dirty nigger
away from ne!"

So pl ease, kindly respect his w shes!

- Were'd he go?

- | don't know.

Ah, shit!

To freedom

Freedom

[ Patrons si ngi ng]

On!

(...England does it again! Scotland goes down...)
You are going to be sorry in ways you cannot
even i magi ne.

What do you nean, you bastard!

[ Sharp exhal e]:

Aagh!

Joe!

- No immgrants here. No imm grants here.
- Look.
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- I"'mnot an inspector. W need your help.
- [ Speaki ng Spani sh]

| don't understand.

We don't want the police to get involved,
but there is a man trying to kill us

and we really need your help.

Are there no true Scotsmen in the house?
Those there English gerants

are tranpling all over ny God-given rights!
These people are m ne.

They' ve used nme an' ny pals nost direly.
and we're in need of a wee bit of assistance.
Aye, pal.

W will not |let ya down.

Now, you just |ook here, you grebo

you can go shank your bl oody sporran..

[ Patrons]:

Okay, two people canme in here. Wiich way did they go?
Whi ch way did they go?!

Shut up!

Shut the fuck up

Stupi d fucki ng wet back

What ? What ? What was that, Adanf

How shal |l | conprehend, when... you drool and dribble so?
Oh, let nme hazard to guess, sonething in the key of...
"Ch, Henry. How could you do this to nme?

| thought we were friends." Ch, unfortunately you
were w ong.

Wong, like Horrox and your silly father-in-I|aw

There is only one rule that binds all people. One
governi ng principle.

It defines every relationship on God's green earth.

The weak... are nmeat and the strong do eat.
[ Whi sper s]:

| told Hooks you couldn't be trusted, Joe.
You'll be next, you son of a bitch.

Part of the business.
Enj oy your retirenent.

[ n Spanish]:

[In English]:
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Why, you ask?

It's absurdly sinple. There is gold in your trunk. | want
So I've killed you for it.

Get away fromM. BEwmng or | kill you

You!

M. Ew ng, M. BEw ng!

(Got to flush you with the...) Cone on, M. Ew ng.

What was that?

Kona war cry!

Zachry!

[ Whi spers]:

Zachry!

This is what the general wanted ne to see?

The end rushes towards ne. Unable to eat or sl eep,
like Em ng, the nortal coil has beconme a noose.
|'d rather becone nusic.

They believe they are going to Xultation.

But they are not, are they?

Wl cone, Al cel sium

Take a seat.

Just rel ax.

This is to renmove your collar.

("Eneny's sleepin', don't slit that throat.")

The genom cs industry demands a huge quantity of
bi omatter, for wonbtanks,

but nore inportantly, to sustain their engineered
| abor force.

Recycl ed fabricants are a cheap source of protein.
Soap.

They feed us... to ourselves.
That ship...

That ship nust be destroyed.
Yes.

The systens that built them .. nust be torn down.
Yes.

No matter if you are born in a tank or a wonb,

we are all pureblood.

Yes.

We nust all fight. And if necessary, die..

to teach people the truth.

This is what we have been waiting for.

It's done.

Oh, oh. Here, Catkin. Oh.

Page 45/ 50



Oh, oh. Ca'ki'.

- Shh!

- No.

You were then taken to a Union controlled satellite |ink.
| broadcast ny revelation to the twelve states and four
of f-worl d col oni es.

Ei ghteen mnutes later, the enforcers attacked.

To be... perceived

and so to know thyself is only possible through the eyes
of the other.

The nature of our imortal |ives

is in the consequences of our words... and deeds,

that go on'a pushing thensel ves throughout all tine.
Za... chry.

[ Whi sper s]:

(Zachary!!)

| f you cut chief, now you neat.
- Catkin..

- Uncl e Zach.

[ Whi spers]:

No. Thank you.

C non, M. Ewi ng. One nore.

[ Speaki ng Maori ]

Salt clean out your stonmach.

It goes. Cnon, M. Ewing. C non, c' non!

See where we are.

Horme.

Megan Si xsmth?

Make them pay.

You can count on it.

Thank you.

My uncle was a scientist,

but... he believed that | ove was real.

A kind of... natural phenonenon.

He believed that... love could outlive death.
Finished in a frenzy that rem nded ne of our |ast night
i n Canbri dge.

Wat ched ny final sunrise, enjoyed a |last cigarette.
Didn't think the view could be anynore perfect,
until | saw that beat-up tril by.

Honestly, Sixsmth. As ridiculous as that thing nakes
you | ook,
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| don't believe |I've ever seen anything nore beautiful.
Wat ched you for as long as | dared.

| don't believe it was a fluke... that | saw you first.
- Ckay.

- Thank you.

Captain say-so take ya with us.

- | want to go with Meronym

- Go, go where?

Prescients 'n the sane boat as us. Got no

honme nei t herw se.

Nay. Not yet.

You t hink someone gonna hear your prayer?

Cone down fromthe sky?

P' haps.

P' haps, one day.

"One day" ain't but a flea o' hope.

Yay an' fleas ain't so easy to rid.

| believe there is another world waiting for us, Sixsmth.
A better world.

And I'll be waiting for you there.

May | help you, sir?

Yes, uh, thank you. I'm I'm/looking for a friend who, who
canme to Edin...

| believe we do not stay dead | ong.

Find ne beneath the Corsican stars where we first kissed.
Yours eternally, R F

The report said Commander Chang was killed in

t he assault.

That is correct.

Wul d you say that you | oved hinf

Yes, | do.

Do you nean you are still in love with hinf

| nean that | w Il always be.

Qur lives are not our own.

From wonb to tonb, we are bound to others.

Past and present.

And by each crine and every ki ndness,

we birth our future.

In your revel ation, you spoke of the consequences of an
individual's life

ri ppling throughout eternity.

Does this nmean that you believe in an afterlife?

In a heaven or hell?

| believe, death is only a door.
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When it cl oses, another opens.

If | care to imagi ne a heaven

| woul d i magi ne a door open

and behind it

| would find himthere, waiting for ne.

Am 1. ..

Oh God, | mssed you so much

Thank you, sir.

If I may ask one | ast question.

You had to know this Union schene was dooned to fail.
Yes.

Then why did you agree to it?

This is what CGeneral Apis asked of ne.

VWat, to be executed?

If I had remained invisible, the truth would stay hi dden.
| couldn't allowthat.

And what if no one believes this truth?

Soneone al ready does.

Adam Good god.

| have just been recounting your astonishing adventure.
Pl ease, join us. Get hima chair.

Ah. No, no. Thank you, I...

| cannot stay.

What are you doing here? | thought the doctor said at
| east three weeks in bed?

He did, but this... couldn't wait.

| need to speak wth you, sir. Privately.

O course.

[ Whi sper s]:

Is that the contract from Reverend Horrox?

- It is indeed.

- Well, you know, | could have sent a boy.

Are you insane?!

| owe ny life to a self-freed sl ave.

And | cannot, in good conscience, participate in this kind
of busi ness any | onger.

Thi s woul d make such a good book.

"1l drink to that.

Qutside, fat snowfl akes are falling on slate roofs and
granite walls.

Li ke Sol zhenitsyn laboring in Vernont, | shall beaver
away in exile.
Unl i ke Sol zhenitsyn, | shan't be al one.
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Goddamm you, sir. If you were not ny

daught er' s husband. ..

Hel | o, father.

Ti |l da?

What's goi ng on?

|'ve cone to say goodbye.

Goodbye? Where are you goi ng?

We're noving back East, to work with the abolitionists.
What ?

That poi son has rotted your brain.

Well, if it has, | highly reconmend it.
|'ve not felt this good in years.
Tilda, | forbid you fromgoing anywhere with this nmadman.

|'ve been afraid of you ny whole life, father.

| "' mgoing with ny husband.

Adam

Listen to ne.

For the sake of ny grandson, if not your own.
There is a natural order to this world.

And those who try to upend it, do not fare well.

This novenent will never survive.
If you join them you and your entire famly will be shunned.
At best, you'll exist as pariah, to be spat on and beat en.

And the worst, |ynched or crucifi ed.

And for what?

For what ?

No matter what you do, it will never anmount to
anyt hi ng nore

than a single drop in a limtless ocean.

But what is an ocean... but a multitude of drops?
OCh, fire is dyin'.
Uh, just as well. My yarning is done.

No, gran'pa. Please! Tell us another story. C non, please.
Cnon in here, you little buggers! Cnon, it's gettin' cold.
Hup, n'pe. You heard yer gran'm . C non.

GCet on with ya. C non.

You like it out here, don'cha, gran'pi?

Supposin'. "Mnd' es nme of ny Valley.

Which is Earth?

That' un there. That bl ue shimrerer

Now, hel p ya gran'pi up.

| s ya gonna tell us 'bout the whoahsone ship and the

Big Sl eep

an' all the next next?
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No. Your gran'm tells the next next way better than ne.
Dya still love gran'm ?
Your gran'm ... is the best thing to ever happen to ne.

Cone o' er here, gran' pi.
Let me warmthemol' bone.

Page 50/ 50



