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ROME, ITALY
AUGUST, 2080 A.D.
IT WAS UNCLEAR whether the great feathered angel’s wings had sprung from the woman’s
flesh and burst through the back of her dress or were part of the gown itself, marking the
vestment itself as divine, sewn and adorned by the Hand of Providence.
Her sandaled left foot strained against the stone, delicate toes arched uncomfortably. The
rest of her lower half was concealed by her gown, which complemented her figure modestly,
cinched at the waist with a thick ribbon tied loosely over her right hip. Its straps left her bareshouldered and then grew wider as they crossed her bosom and reunited with the sashed waist.
She was draped over a squared bell-shaped pedestal, the wings enveloping her like a cloak.
Her head rested face-down on her bent right arm. It hid her face; she neither wanted to see the
world nor wanted the world to see her. Her other arm dangled from the front of the podium,
hanging limply a disfigured hand. There was a crack at the base of the index finger and the
slender pinky was severed at the middle knuckle. On the ground, out of reach, lay a leafy branch,
fallen from damaged grasp.
Her hair was short, the back of it tied up in a slightly off-center bun. Her head was encircled
by either a laurel of flames or tight wavy tresses of hair. It was hard to tell. In order to see her
face, an observer had to defy her wishes, invade her privacy, and get close enough to peer past
and between her shielding arms. An angular nose sat above lips that some would see as slightly
parted, others loosely closed. Her eyes would always be a mystery to her admirers. They were
certainly there. One could make out sockets, a hint of lids and the illusion of lashes. But as to
whether they were open or closed or somewhere in between, it was difficult to tell. Only
imagination could provide an answer. What did it mean if they were closed? If they were open?
If you could stare directly into them, would you see into her soul or would they simply seem as
they really were: lifeless pits carved into stone by an impassioned artisan? How one envisioned
her eyes would always be more telling of the beholder than the subject.

Mid-way down the flat face of the pedestal, below her hidden face and behind her dangled
and mangled hand, were eleven letters, two words, one name:
EMELYN STORY.
Caden Kennedy had first seen The Angel of Grief when he was a teenager. He had thought it
the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. Seventy years later, he turned to the person that had
supplanted that honor and asked, “What do you think?”
“It’s beautiful,” Amelia said. “What do you know about her? About Emelyn.”
“Only what you read here. The inscriptions tell me all I need to know. Of all else I have
remained willfully ignorant.”
He went around the back of the monument, giving no regard to the grave of Percy Shelley,
to the west side of the pedestal and read, “Born. Boston. U.S.A. October of 1820.”
The Protestant Cemetery, known as the Cimitero Acattolico to the Romans, sat on the
outskirts of the bohemian neighborhood Testaccio, itself located just outside the Porta San Paolo,
an ancient gate that once regulated passage through the city walls built in the time of Emperor
Aurelian, and behind the Pyramid of Cestius, a tomb erected in the time before Christ to house
the remains of a wealthy Roman magistrate.
The graveyard was nearly three hundred and fifty years old and the final resting place for
many non-Catholics who had died while in Rome.
It was there that R. Caden Kennedy and Amelia Starr-Kennedy found themselves staring at
the much-imitated grave marker of Emelyn Story.
Opposite the data of her birth were the details of her death.
“Died,” Caden read. “Roma. January 7, 1895.”
“Seventy five years old,” Amelia said quietly. “What else does it say?”
More was etched into the stone below.
“This monument, the last work of W.W. Story, executed in memory of his beloved wife.
Roma, 1895. He died at Vallombrosa. October 7th, 1895. Aged 78 years.”
“Nine months later.”
Caden nodded. “He was a sculptor, I guess. Perhaps one of note. I’ve never bothered to
check. But of great skill, at least. To complete this masterpiece in the amount of time that he did,
with his own death looming? I can’t imagine.”
“Is he down there with her?”
“I think so. One of their children is buried a few yards that way.” He pointed east towards
another row of markers. The Angel sat atop the cemetery, looking down on the graves of
hundreds of non-Catholics. Shaded by pomegranate and Mediterranean cypress, they stretched
far enough in either direction that Amelia could not see their end.
Not a bad place to end up, she thought.
“What an awful place to end up,” Caden said.
Amongst the dead were artists, poets, philosophers, soldiers, politicians, and scientists, many
of them men and women of some repute. But there was only one other grave Amelia had any
interest in seeing and it was not in the labyrinth that surrounded her.

“When I first saw this, it stuck with me. You can see why.” Caden said. “Every time I feel
grief, think about grief, even hear the word ‘grief’, I think of this stone seraph eternally weeping
over the bones of these two lovers. Ignoring the religious aspects of it, it’s just remarkable. It was
born of love, sadness and sorrow. And anger.”
“Anger at what?”
“At God. At nature. The universe. Time. At--”
“At death,” Amelia finished for him.
“The decaying force that took his love from him. And so soon, so young.”
“She was seventy-five.”
Caden’s eyes narrowed. “Any age is too young to die.” He had said it many times and, no
matter the years the deceased had accrued, he always meant it.
“This isn’t the work of an angry man,” she said. “Love and loss and sadness, I agree. But
that’s not the feeling that really hits me.”
“Then what does?”
“Gratitude.”
Her husband scoffed. “Gratitude? I don’t understand. He lost his… she was taken from him.
He is mourning, devastated, turning to the phony divine for some sense of comfort, conjuring an
angel to watch over her. He was dying himself. What would he have had to be grateful for?”
“‘How lucky I am to have something that makes saying goodbye so hard.’” she recited,
hearing her mother’s voice in her head.
“Who said that? One of the poets rotting around here?”
“A great philosopher.”
“Kant?”
“Winnie the Pooh.”
He smiled and all the frustration and melancholy and seriousness melted away. “Who am I
to argue with Winnie the Pooh?”
“Far greater men have tried.”
Amelia ascended the three steps to where he was standing and slid her arm around her
husband’s waist. “I wonder what our graves back home look like,” she asked.
“I wonder where they buried us.”
“My will said I was to be buried wherever you were.”
“I didn’t leave one. People are going to be looking for our money regardless, but I didn’t
want to give any person or organization extra incentive to go and find it.” He sighed. “The
probably buried me in Phoenix, with my parents.”
“So that’s where I am, too. Good to know.”
They were believed dead by everyone back in the USNA. A private plane crash was a very
believable way for wealthy people to die. They had left cloned body parts in the wreckage. A
distress call had been fabricated. No one was looking for them. If they were, they wouldn’t find
them. Nor would they find their billions, not if Caden had hidden it properly, scattered in banks
all around the globe.

They needed those billions. Doing the impossible would probably cost more than that, but it
was a start.
Nothing pointed to them succeeding at what they were trying to do. Their story seemed
doomed to end in disappointment and tragedy.
Caden leaned down and kissed her. It still made her sixty year-old body tingle. Their lips
parted. “You ready to go?” he asked.
She shook her head. “You know there’s one more thing I want to see.”
THE WESTERN YARD OF THE CEMETERY was a contrast to the cluttered aisles of the rest:
a wide-open meadow speckled with old cypresses holding only two dozen graves. In the
southern corner was a rectangular bed of grass and not-yet-flowering ajuga. It framed two tall,
bullet-shaped stones.
The one on the left had recently been gifted with several fresh long-stemmed roses, a
wreath, and an unopened bottle of Johnny Walker Titanium. The marker bore no name, only an
inscription:
This Grave
contains all that was mortal
of a
YOUNG ENGLISH POET
Who,
on his Death Bed,
in the Bitterness of his Heart
at the Malicious Power of his Enemies,
Desired
These Words to be engraven on his Tomb Stone:
Here lies One Whose Name-“Here lies One Whose Name was writ in Water,” Amelia read aloud, although they were
words she already knew. She had carried them with her her since she had first read them in
college. Reading this most sublime statement about impermanence off of the grave of its author
chiseled it deeper into her.
“His name’s not even on it,” Caden said.
“That’s how he wanted it.”
“His friend sure made sure to let everyone know.” He pointed to the other grave, standing
just as tall as the nameless poet’s.
To the Memory of
JOSEPH SEVERN
Dedicated friend and death-bed companion
of
JOHN KEATS
“I never got poetry.”
“‘This stone seraph eternally weeping over the bones of these two lovers…’” Amelia
parroted his words with a smirk.
“That wasn’t poetry. It didn’t even rhyme.”
She rolled her eyes. Searching her memories, she found a bit of verse:
“Should Disappointment, parent of Despair,

“Strive for her son to seize my careless heart;
“When, like a cloud, he sits upon the air,
“Preparing on his spell-bound prey to dart:
“Chase him away, sweet Hope, with visage bright,
“And fright him as the morning frightens the night.”
“See? At least that rhymed,” Caden teased.
“It’s about the power of hope,” she said.
“Yes, I got that. I understand words.”
She elbowed him in the side. “Fucking asshole.”
“Hey, watch your mouth. This is a sacred place.”
“You don’t believe in sacred anything.”
“Now can we leave?” he asked after a few more quiet moments. “I want to show you
something else.”
SANTA MARIA IN TRASTAVERE was on the same side of the Tiber as the cemetery and one
of the oldest churches in Rome. It had been a place of Christian worship for nearly two thousand
years, first as a secret place of worship during the times when the new religion was outlawed and
then as a church that would be destroyed and rebuilt several times throughout the centuries.
Because of that process, the façade itself was a patchwork of architecture. There was a portico
with high arches and four statues lining its top. Behind that, the main body of the church looked
yellow, almost like rust, with a Christian mosaic running along the top. And, behind that, a brick
clock tower. In all added up, in Amelia’s eyes, to a very ugly place to pray.
In the center of the piazza in front of the church was a large, hexagonal concrete island. It
was six steps to the top, where there was a fountain. It was six-sided as well, with large stone
seashells in four corners and a tall center piece with a disc-like cap that poured water into the
concrete pool below.
Amelia sat on the top step, the fountain at her back, waiting for Caden. The sound of
trickling water was soothing; although she was worried it would soon make her need to urinate.
One of the many things she had found charming and wonderful about the Eternal City. There
were fountains everywhere, bubbling with clean, crisp water, safe to drink, some of it still
delivered to the city via the only surviving Roman aqueduct. It was beautiful.
In fact, the whole city was beautiful, but Amelia was still getting used to how old Rome
looked and felt. As if time had stopped there five hundred years ago. There were modern aspects
to daily life: everyone had a mobile term in their pocket, the vehicles were as up-to-date as the
ones she had seen in New Centro, and the people were surely of their time in speech and dress.
But everything else had stood still. It was lovely, haunting and sad. The world had moved on, but
Rome could not. Nearly everyone in the city made their living directly or indirectly from people
coming to Rome to see the Rome they had read about in books. To adapt, in this case was to die.
Caden appeared next to her, a paper cup of coffee in his hand. He handed it to her and he sat
down. She took a sip and then handed it back to him. The warmth felt good going down.
“I can’t believe you brought me to look at a church. A cemetery was one thing. Still not very
you, but after going, I understand. But a why church?”
He took a deep breath and a long look around. He pointed at four nuns coming out of the
church. They were not dressed in the black and white habits Amelia knew. They wore green
from head-to-toe, but Amelia could still tell they were sister by the way they carried themselves.
They were Chinese, she thought. She had never seen a Chinese nun.

“In this city of all places they should know better, right?” Caden asked. “All they have to do
is go across the river to see the ruins of people who thought they, too, had a direct line to the
divine. All religions eventually become mythologies. What makes them think theirs is any
different?”
“Caden, why—“
“This is where my father died.”
She looked at him, unsure of what to say.
“Right over there. Under the arch on the far right.”
Amelia knew Caden’s father had died well before she was born, but he had never spoken
about him or his death in anything but generalities. It had been so long ago.
“There are nearly a thousand churches in this city. That means you could go to a new one
every Sunday and not have to repeat for twenty years. Dad had told the President he would only
stay on until the end of his first term, which gave us about two years. He thought it would be a
fun game to play, to go to a different place every week for mass. Like a lot about us, our
definitions of fun were not in sync.
“We had been here ten months, eleven maybe. I hated it. I wanted to be back in Phoenix.
Where my house was. Where my school was. Where my friends were. Where she… I just
wanted to go home. I had seen everything and eaten everything and done everything. It had
stopped being an exotic vacation locale and become a prison, where I barely spoke the language,
where I spent a great deal of time alone.
“Even when I still called myself a Catholic, I found mass to be excruciating. Most Catholics
do. So long. So dry. Every Sunday, after I had taken the wine and the wafer, I rushed to get out
into the fresh air as fast as I could. Loosen and cast off the tie he always made me wear. That
morning, here, I was the first one out. It was so hot. I stripped off my jacket, unbuttoned my
shirt. By the time the bulk of the congregation was out in the piazza, I was down to my T-shirt
and slacks, the rest of my Sunday best balled up and tossed on a bench.
“My father came out with his aide, Blaine, who wasn’t Catholic but liked going to the
masses anyways. Blaine. Huh. Haven’t thought of that asshole in decades. He wasn’t that much
older than me but he cared about the same things the old man cared about and was much closer
to the son my father really wanted than I was. Which you think would have bothered me, but it
didn’t. I was here against my will. I had no intention of making friends with my captor. Blaine
wanted his affection, he could have it. I sure as hell didn’t.
“So Blaine lit my father’s cigarette like the kiss-ass that he was and I wandered over to a
cheap booth selling cheap jewelry, right over there,” he pointed. “Looking for something for,
well, you know.”
Amelia did know. She had long ago let go of any jealousy she had towards the girl that
Caden had loved when he was sixteen. He mentioned her often, all this time later, without
warning sometimes, like a case of hiccups he couldn’t shake. But Caden could never bring
himself to call her by name, at least not in front of Amelia. He always used ‘she’ or ‘her’ or ‘you
know’, as if invoking her name would be committing emotional infidelity.
He would always love her, a small part of him, and Amelia was more than okay with that.
The woman in question had been dead for four years now, and both Caden and Amelia had been
by her side at the end.
“I didn’t see anything that she would like, because she hated everything, then the entire
square went silent. The only thing I could hear besides the running fountain was Blaine’s voice.

He was yelling: ‘Ambassador! Ambassador! Somebody help!’ In English first, then in bad but
comprehendible Italian.
“I turned around. Nobody seemed to be moving but me. I could hear my heart beat.
Everything around me slowed down like in ‘The Matrix’.”
Amelia didn’t know what that was, but she had learned to let his references go by without
questioning them. He didn’t like to be reminded how much older he was than her.
“I walked back towards the church. I walked, maybe even ran, but it felt like gliding. I don’t
remember my feet touching the ground. The entire congregation had formed a circle around
something. Their backs were to me and seemed to part as I came through, although I’m sure that
didn’t really happen.
“I heard Blaine cry: ‘Oh my God. Caden! Caden, where are you?’
“I tried to move faster but I felt like I was walking in sludge. I tried to call out, but the words
died in my throat.
“I knew what had happened. I just knew. When I got to the front of the crowd, I saw him.
Lying face up on the cobblestone. His eyes wide open and unblinking. His lips were red and
chapped as were Blaine’s, who had tried some desperate CPR. The young man was on his knees
beside my father’s corpse, tears streaming down his face. ‘Caden,’ he said to me, ‘Caden, I think
he’s… I think he’s…’
“‘Dead,’ I said. ‘He’s dead.’”
Amelia tried to get a read on her husband’s face. He was recounting the death of his own
father while staring at the spot where it had happened, but was showing nothing. Not one
swallowed word; not one quivering lip; not one tear. The Caden she knew was a kind man, a
sweet man, who she had once seen cry because he thought he ran over a chipmunk on their way
home from the Capitol after a late night session. But this man, in this moment, was cold and
distant.
“That’s awful,” she said, taking his hand.
“It was. It really was. A million things ran through my head. A million emotions, a million
fears. And I was ashamed because the one that popped up again and again and again. It had
nothing to do with my father, my family, my future. The only thing I could really think was:
‘Whew. Now I get to go home.’”
He smiled. If that was a joke, Amelia thought, it was in bad taste.
“Why did you bring me here?” she asked.
“I wanted you to see where this all started. This ridiculous quest of mine. This fool’s
endeavor. It didn’t start with my heart attack, with my first death. It started here. With his. He
was two weeks shy of forty-two. His father died at the same age from the same thing. So did I. It
wasn’t the cigarettes or the whiskey or the love of porterhouses. It was their genes, my genes,
that killed them. That killed me.
“And what’s left of him?” For the first time since they had been sitting there, Amelia heard a
little crack in his voice. The topic had shifted, she knew, from something long passed and nearly
forgotten about to something that was never far from his mind. “All that money he had? The
power? The ambition? It meant nothing. Gone. Meaningless.”
“People do remember him. Even now.”
“A dozen buildings in six countries with his name on them, and three streets. There are
statues, too. One at Harvard, one in Tempe. Although no one was ever generous enough to
portray him as an angel.

“I don’t want to be remembered, my love. I don’t want my name to be written in water or
carved in stone. I want to be alive.”
“And you will be. We will be. Forever.”
“So many things can go wrong. Is this stupid, what we’re doing? What if we fail?” Caden, a
man of extreme confidence, a man she had never seen waver in his goals and opinions, a man
who believed he deserved to be immortal, was asking her to reassure him.
“We won’t,” she said. “We can do this. You know we can.”
“What if we run out of money?”
“We’ll find a way to make more.”
“I’ve already died twice. Once in front of ninety-nine of my colleagues. The second time, in
front of the whole world, with you at my side. I don’t want to die again.”
“You’re not going to. Neither am I. Do you trust me?”
He didn’t answer, but she knew she had hurt him by even daring to ask.
“Do you trust me?”
He nodded.
“You tell me all the time that I’m smarter than you. Do you really believe that?”
“I know it.”
“Then pretend that’s true for five minutes and listen to me.”
She put her hand on his chest. She could feel his artificial heart beating at its programmed
perfect rate. Nearly everything inside his body was made by human means. His heart, his lungs,
his liver, kidneys, and spleen. Most of them had been grown from Caden’s own stem cells,
although the heart was an organic and Angioflex hybrid. Amelia was sure his next heart, as well
as hers, would be entirely composed of human tissue. His bones had been reinforced with a
strong polymer; his major veins and arteries had been swapped out, very carefully, with
unnaturally durable tubing. His blood was removed, cleaned, and augmented with microbiotic
units to bolster the immune system, every six months.
He was eighty-seven years old, but his insides were as fresh and strong as they were when
he was twenty. Stronger.
Amelia had once joked and called him a ‘cyborg’. It was the only time she saw him level
true anger at her and she never made the mistake again. Her husband was a man with a sense of
humor about many things but his mortality and humanity were not amongst them.
She, too, had a new heart and a high-throughput mechanical kidney, but she had a long way
to go until she caught up with him. He had begun his quest to turn his body into a forever-vessel
before they had met.
The chips in their brains had been her idea. They acted as a third hippocampus, a mechanical
repository for memories. Perfect recording devices that would never suffer from decay like their
organic counterparts. Amelia had assured Caden the implants would do nothing to alter their
personalities. “My brain is all I am,” he would say, clumsily paraphrasing Descartes.
“All this will do is give you perfect and instant recall. Don’t you want to remember
everything we’re going to see?”
The argument had convinced him but Amelia felt bad for not telling him the whole truth.
No, the implants would not alter their personalities, but they would also archive them for future
use. He wasn’t ready to know about that.
“Look at me,” she said. He did.
She would never grow tired of looking at his face, she knew. It was nine decades old but
looked half that. He hadn’t limited his augmentation and replacement surgeries to his insides.

Neither had she. But they had promised each other one thing: they would never change their
eyes. Repair them, enhance them, grow identical ones in a lab if they had to, but never change
them. As long as she could look into his face, through his blue orbs, and into the man behind
them, she didn’t care what the rest of him looked like.
His eyes were her love, and hers, his.
“I know what I’m doing. I have the next twenty years mapped out and during that time I’ll
be planning the next twenty. I will keep us three steps ahead of the reaper. There’s nothing that
motherfucker can throw at us that I won’t see coming. You can keep any machine running
forever if you maintain it properly. Keep it clean. Replace worn out parts.” She thought about the
cosmetic enhancement they had both used. “Slap a new coat of paint on it every once in a while.
The key is to anticipate what may go wrong and prevent it from actually going wrong and
fucking everything up. Our bodies are just machines made out of cells.”
“And you can keep any machine running forever,” he repeated.
Maybe not forever, Amelia thought. There would come a time when their bodies would no
longer be sustainable. But by then it wouldn’t matter. There were other ways to achieve
immortality, theories and methods hatched more than a century before, that she was sure she
could make a reality if given time. But she hadn’t mentioned them to her husband; his definition
of ‘life’ was a very narrow one. He wasn’t ready to think about an existence post-flesh.
Not yet.
Amelia wrapped her arms around him. Hugged him tight. Rested her chin on his shoulder.
And then she sang. Quietly, privately, for no one but him:
“Maybe I don’t really want to know,
how your garden grows…
I just want to fly.
Lately, did you ever feel the pain
Of the morning rain
As it soaks you to the bone?”
She could feel Caden smiling against her cheek.
“Maybe I just want to fly.
I want to live I don't want to die.
Maybe I just want to breathe.
Maybe I just don't believe.”
“I love you,” Caden said. He had said it thousands of times but this time Amelia felt its
power like a shot of adrenaline. It was the two of them against the world, against time, against
death itself, and they were going to win.
Instead of replying, she kept singing:
“Maybe you're the same as me.
We see things they'll never see.
You and I…”
She trailed off. Broke out of his embrace and looked into what she knew would be her
constant source of strength in the decades, centuries, ahead: his eyes.
“You and I, we’re going to live forever.”
She could tell he believed her.
And she was beginning to believe it herself.
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