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    Prologue




    Dear ones, I hesitated here to report what I have seen,




    the horrors and agony of the days in captivity,




    but time erases the traces of the actions practiced by men 




    whose souls have been brutally taken away.




    No virtue leaves marks on its own.




    It is then necessary to sing the memory of the brave 




    so that justice is done




    and so that such a crime may never be committed again.




    The cave was dark, very tall, and gelid; 




    the intense cold froze up to the head.




    The only source of heat was human; so, like rats, we slept together.




    A faint light, in a single corner,




    lit the room where sixteen people huddled together.




    We were starving, the food was poor, 




    distributing it was difficult, and




    altercations arose amid our twelve athletes.




    It was summer, the sun did not set, 




    but there was no day and night for us.




    The question always came, but the answer did not.




    We were there without a reason.




    Suddenly, a thud.




    A body that threw itself from an opening above 




    in the half-light revealed to us, of hideous appearance,




    an inhuman monster that our guts wanted to digest.




    Our twelve fighters fought to exhaustion,




    for the ogre did not feel any pain. Terrified, I saw 




    his bare hands which actually began to penetrate the fighters’ flesh




    and to mark the last act of the unspeakable being,




     for then the creature was seen tumbling, macerated by ours.




    There was no victory to be sung because, 




    from the same opening, others fell upon us.




    They were many and shapeless, mythological beings,




    out of some horrendous fantasy. Cida, Gebaio’s companion,




    was the first to have her life claimed.




    Without rest, the twelve fought, but there was no hope. 




    That’s when, on the front wall, a white door opened,




     and all the demons stopped, stunned.




    The light began to illuminate the frightening atmosphere,




    next to the door was the master of them all, terrifying,




    a true abomination of the underworld,




    with open arms and a bottle in each monstrous hand.




    Only the cries of the possessed could be heard: Santana! Santana!




    At the grip of his claws, the bottles were broken;




    he could not be beaten, some were spared, others were not.




    Pinard had his skull fractured; Jove Bagah,




    skull and bones were broken; Muliroa, torn to bits.




    The question always came, but the answer did not.




    We were there without a reason.




    The next day, by order of the sorcerer,




    they dressed us in heavy snow coats 




    as if they wanted to save everyone.




    We were told to leave quickly for a boat, which had been left there,




    as the Devil’s Warrior would be released.




    The icy wind howled behind our backs, 




    and it was eight kilometers to the coast.




    It was then that one of our own, Crujev,




    who had been left behind, presumed dead, 




    reappeared with a gun, out of the blue.




    He only asked us to protect his son,




    and he warned us to forget about him because he would give us cover.




    We did not see him anymore; the brave saved our lives;




    it was his fight with the monster that allowed our escape.




    The boat was our only hope,




    but there was a stretch to swim in the severe cold.




    Without thinking, we threw ourselves into the sea, 




    and warm clothes pushed us to the bottom; 




    we had to arrive within two or three minutes before losing our vital signs.




    I don’t know how we did it.




    And I do not know how, on the high seas, a ship from my country found us.




    When I review these letters, I begin to doubt; 




    I wish I was crazy and had made it all up, but I am not.




    It’s been ten years. It seems like yesterday to me.




    From the Diary of Dr. Iris Lune


  




  

    She moved under the burning sun, leaning against the stone. The climb was steep, and she tried to keep her center of gravity above her legs and skillfully shifted them, making use of the sticky shoes. From above, she overheard someone call her.




    "Arthur, I’m on my way!", she shouted.




    She carried the bungee rope around her waist, and, as she went up, she placed the chocks in the crevices of the rock, then hooked the string that would serve as protection in the event of a dizzying fall.




    "Iris, do not delay. The blizzard is coming!", she heard her husband scream again.




    She moved from one point to another until she approached the top of the rock. When she put her right hand on what would be the last rip of the monolith, it broke free. Instead of having support, she handheld the void and a piece of nothing. She fell from an unimaginable height, and no rope stopped her fall.




    She only realized it when she got up from the icy white ground, noticing, stunned, an endless expanse of ice. She looked everywhere and did not see Arthur.




    Instead, towards the sun’s reflection, in the icy whiteness, black vultures, that could not be distinguished against the blinding light, arrived. They were big and terrifying, and they didn’t speak. Suddenly, another one came, much closer, so close that she could recognize it. A monster who just said:




    "Nobody’s going to touch her. She has very long, golden hair, the most beautiful I’ve ever seen".




    She screamed, screamed and then... awoke from the horrible nightmare. Her mouth was dry and she was sweating.




    It was a little after noon, and Dr. Iris, a French doctor who lived in the small kingdom of Monde, had fallen asleep on the comfortable sofa in the mansion where she lived. Still sitting, she watched her long golden hair run down her lap and insinuate over her legs.




    Santana, the hideous monster of Antarctica, was impressed by my hair... At that moment, the housekeeper approached and told her that Baron Richo had just arrived.




    He came without warning me. Something has happened. He has never done that, she thought. The man entered and greeted her kindly.




    "Hello", Iris answered. "To what do I owe this noble visit of yours?"




    "We lost, we lost again".




    "Then what?"




    "If we don’t move, it will be too late".




    "What can be done against sorcerers? You gave me a ride, and he kidnapped us, overpowering the driver. One by one, they were all kidnapped by a single man, whom nobody has been able to discover... until today".




    "Witchcraft is fought with sorcery, and I am sorry to say that. May God forgive me. We’ll have to dare..."




    The doctor, still seated, held a book of hours in her hands.




    "I don’t want to hear about it. We don’t need magic. We’re not going anywhere this way".




    "I just came here to tell you", replied the baron impatiently.




    "I dreamed, I dreamed of them", she said, startled.




    "What?"




    "I’m sure they’re somewhere in Antarctica. The monsters. Let’s prove that they exist, that’s all. Do you know what we really need? It’s not just accusing... We’ve already done that. We need to investigate, to inquire".




    "You work for the giants, doctor. Do you think they’ll help?", the baron asked.




    "I don’t think so. And the queen?"




    "No way".




    "Sometimes I think that even the great ones in the kingdom are afraid. Afraid to face the Ice men", she lamented.




    The baron stood up and started to leave.




    "Wait!", said the doctor. "You didn’t even have coffee".




    "No, thanks".




    After the baron left, Dr. Iris began to remember the horrible scenes she faced during the ice chase. She found herself diving into almost frozen water until she was the first to arrive on the boat, which seemed unattainable. She saw the effort she had made to save the others and bring them up. She didn’t forget the gratitude she had seen in their eyes, and she couldn’t...




    God, my God, why did you let that happen?




    She was utterly exhausted. She lay down on the couch and slept again. She felt the sway of the sea, the icy wind, and the raging waves of the cyclones that did not leave her and carried her away...to the walls of ice.
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1
Syzygy




    ANTARCTICA, YEAR 198, DAY OF JUPITER, SOLAR 15.




    The sun did not leave her face, and she often turned away as it shone directly on her eyes. She wanted to leave her face and head free, feel the northern breeze, and, therefore, was reluctant to pull on the flexible helmet, which was on the back of the protective garment She then decided to put on the snow glasses, shaped for her orbits, which covered her crystalline blue eyes. The work was tiring, but it would pay off later, she knew that. The week was advanced – the fifth day was already gone – and Syzygy was aware that her break would only come on the eighth day, the Day of Uranus. Strange? Not for a woman from these people, who knew that the week had ten days beginning with the Sun. For her, a veteran, this came along with advantages; the eighth, ninth, and tenth days would be off days, which would have to be very well enjoyed, she thought. Being able to rest three days, instead of just two, was a privilege that young people and many others did not have. She now only had to wait for Uranus to arrive and hope that no incident would make her week unproductive, causing her days off to be canceled. Work two weeks straight? No way! That certainly wasn’t what she was envisioning after spending the whole day crouching on the ice.




    "I see you so focused, honey. Can I join in?" Syzygy heard her friend talk to her.




    "Caldene, you always want to comfort me", answered Syzygy, turning her face, but without letting go of the probing spindle that she herself had inserted into the ground which made her remain on her knees. "Look, this new settlement will become necessary, our people keep reproducing, and the Government knows that. As at other times, we will build another power plant for the new city".




    "Oh! Your dedication makes me shiver", Caldene told her without forcing her sarcasm too much. "I wish I was such an applied person, but maybe I’m not an example of a Turis citizen. Most of us do not bother by this cold that never ceases; they say that there is no better place than here", she sighed quickly. "Maybe they’re right".




    "Our species are already used to the cold. Do not go, my friend, to tell me that you dream of the tropics. I don’t want to believe that. Am I wrong?", Syzygy asked, without being distracted from what she had been doing.




    Caldene looked at her:




    "So, woman, for you there is no temperate region, a Patagonia, a Germany, a Tasmania, there are no wine regions, cod fishing and ..."




    "A Denmark, a Russia, baths in the Baltic", interrupted Syzygy. "Let me tell you, unhappy lady. You were not on the coast, in the Bay of Prydz? Did you leave the little elephants without nursing bottles?"




    "What is that all about? Are you mocking me? I just milk the sea elephant moms for you to have your morning feed, my love. I check the environmental conditions of their feeding place, if foreigners are deteriorating them, and I also take care of these giant seals when they are sick", Caldene exclaimed with a smile as she crouched down to be closer to her friend who observed the sound that the probe was emitting again, now much stronger. Thump, thump, thump... an intense, deep echo made the sound more intriguing. There was something there. No... it was not dangerous, perhaps the equipment had found the passage to the cave that Syzygy was so eagerly looking for.




    "That’s it, look... that’s it!" The particle tracker soon mapped the entrance in 3D. And if the cave were giant, as she supposed, it could serve as a city, with streets, gyms, shops, offices, hot baths (saunas), game rooms, restaurants, breeding grounds, dormitories, research centers, and all kinds of leisure. If it were even more extensive, it would even house the factories of heavy industry and mining.




    Syzygy let out a cry of satisfaction.




    "I’ll score points. Here there are landforms, rocks, and rare minerals in a quantity that is worth exploring. That’s all we need", she said, finally getting up.




    Now, on her feet, she showed herself. She was tall, six feet tall, thin, striking features, very white skin, rounded forehead, blue eyes, white hair mixed with few locks of a bluish gray. She was about 40 years old. Her friend, younger and shorter, also had white hair on the top a little ruffled and perfectly straight, but with soft blond strands, which is not a surprise in Turis, where children begin to change their hair in early adolescence. An evolutionary whim indeed.




    Black, brown, blond, blue-green, and even red hair gave way to the white color, common among adults, much more adapted to the polar regions, mimicking their appearance with the monotonous backgrounds of ice mountains, glaciers, and low-contrast landforms – whose shades ranged from white to gray and blue – concealing the sight of endless plains in the vastness of the largest desert in the world.




    The ground on which she stepped was firm, covered by a thin layer of snow interspersed with ice in the form of tiny chips that broke when stepped in, making a noise that resembled that of walking on thick sand. It was very late, near midnight, and Syzygy took off her glasses to admire the beauty of the sunlight through the fillets of clouds that adorned the horizon, they were of a dizzying dark blue that sprayed hues on the ice, in pastel colors, from gold to pink-purple. The temperature was mild for the place, minus eight degrees, and the friends opened their arms to feel the light breeze that crept in from the north, perhaps from somewhere in the beautiful Australian bay.




    "Have you ever been there?", Syzygy asked.




    "Where?"




    "In the place where the breeze comes from".




    "Not for so long, only fifteen days. My submarine docked at the site known as the Bay of the French. I would live there, if I could", Caldene replied.




    "You don’t say! I worked in Australia for five months on constructing the marine nursery project, with several rooms only for zooplankton. It looked beautiful, but I wouldn’t trade Antarctica for anything. No sky on Earth is as beautiful as ours, and nowhere has so many stars, no sea has such fascination..."




    "Hey, hey, wake up! Here is the abode of the blizzards and the furious gusts that come and go and let themselves stay, turning everything to a single tone, that obnoxious monotonous and universal white. By the way, did you check the weather forecast?"




    "Yes. There will be a very violent storm in a couple of days, not now", Syzygy replied, not worried at all.




    "The people who live in this place have to get used to the treacherous cracks, natural large cracks in the ice that open like gorges and lead the unfortunate, once swallowed, into a black abyss that seems to have no end", Caldene said, looking towards the small mountain ridges whose path was full of them.




    "That was never a problem for us, you know that. The positional system maps all cracks and their dimensions, width, length, and depth. In addition, honey, we are in the Solar season, in which you can find wonders such as stretches of bare rocks mixed with ice and discovered areas on the coast. We constantly see beaches of round, smooth, dark, or light stones, and, with a bit of luck, thick sand to massage our feet, although I prefer to rub them with ice sand, which leaves the foot clean when it ends", pondered Syzygy.




    "Now, my friend, you decided to become a teacher", she mocked, "but I’ll give you a reason. Walking with your feet in silica sand makes them dirty... which is something that nobody deserves. It’s cool to walk barefoot on top of black pebbles", she stretched her hands down as if she was balancing.




    "There’s only one problem", Syzygy laughed. "The shoes on our ice suit doesn’t come off; it’s part of the outfit. And the only piece we have underneath this costume is... a thin vest, then..."




    "You just have to get naked, don’t you? We are in a desert, there is no one here, no one will see you, what a pity!" Caldene raised her arms forward, turning them around to show the immensity and the emptiness. "At noon, when the sun is at its highest point, at the end of the Light season, or in the Val, or at the beginning of the Solar season, it is nice to step barefoot on the snow", she said while enjoying, with her eyes closed, the act of slowly filling the lungs with the purest and densest air on the planet.




    Noticing that Syzygy was only listening, Caldene continued:




    "You are right about one thing. Unlike our Antarctica, the atmosphere of other continents is full of diseases, pollution, dust, and invasive microorganisms. That’s why HPC, the Health Prevention and Control System, is always vaccinating us and protecting us against such damn threats from the north, oh, oh..."




    Syzygy nodded in agreement with her friend. Intending to relax after a very productive day, the two women walked a little, enjoying the calm and good weather. They lay on the icy ground to admire the dance of the clouds that heralded the strong wind at that altitude. Even without admiring the cold so much, Caldene understood the optimism of her companion very well, taking into account that global warming phenomenon would, each year, reveal and undress the white tone of the landscape that, in the not-so-distant past, was thought to be forever. That’s better for people like us who live in a seemingly hostile environment. One day, the humans of the continents will no longer tolerate the heat and will want to move here, she thought.




    Such bizarre people had a kinship with the men who inhabited Earth, and, therefore, they could also be called humans. To the outsiders who were interested they claimed to be their homeland, the Antarctic Turis, their gentilic, Ices or Turisians, names by which they became known to all the nations of Earth.




    The sun would not set. It would approach the horizon, almost leaning against it, and after midnight it would resume its slow ascent. Syzygy was tired, although thrilled, and then told her friend that it would be better if they got up, for, otherwise, they would end up sleeping right there in the exposed nature, as if they were in a bivouac, and maybe wake up with snow on their faces and, worst of all, there would be no time left for a tasty sauna bath at the base. She gave her hand to Caldene, who, feeling happy with her ground of grains of snow and ice, got up lazily, taking her time. Then she pulled from her own back the white flexible helmet, typical of the inhabitants of Turis Antarctica, at the same time as she headed to the beautiful snowmobile, parked 50 meters away, a wonder without wheels that not only skied but flew. Upon arrival, Caldene decided to remove the snowflakes that clung to the moto seat with her gloved hands and then sat in the position of the hitchhiker pulling, only now, the protective helmet to cover her face. Syzygy took the handlebars and turned on the fabulous machine, which made very little noise.




    Caldene noticed that her friend would use the snowmobile in all missions instead of using an ice car, which would be safer and more appropriate for the job.




    "You are crazy, you know that it is not allowed to interrupt work because of a blizzard, but you insist on riding it, ignoring that Antarctica is full of surprises", Caldene said loudly and then shouted: "That’s why I like you, girl!"




    The small support base was thirty kilometers from there, and they headed there. Syzygy piloted the snowmobile very well, which slid divinely, expelling to the sides and to the back the fine dust of snow covering the entire path, the high speed created a jet of icy particles that bothered no one since there was no soul to be found in such desert. Sometimes she regulated the snowmobile to float ten centimeters above the ground, interrupting the snowy jet. Under the Midnight Sun, the women had fun with the landscape that the lights of the Antarctic sunset provided and the obstacles that the snowmobile was quickly overcoming by traveling the thirty kilometers in just ten minutes. Emotion was not usually lacking in that totally strange world. Soon they spotted the faint image of a white dome emerging on the horizon after bypassing a small hill with needle peaks. Syzygy, then, in order to overcome a hill ahead, forced the handle for the ascension movement holding the handlebars tightly and causing the snowmobile to rise to about thirty meters of altitude, giving butterflies in the stomach at the sudden descent and stopping abruptly east of the dome, raising clouds of icy dust.




    As they entered the dome, the two women removed their flexible helmets behind their necks and laughed, recalling the sense of absence of gravity they had felt in the last maneuver made with the snowmobile.




    "Wow, Syzygy!", Caldene shouted. "I think you made my serotonin go up high; I felt my womb came up my belly", she added, laughing at her own bullshit.




    "You and me too", she smiled. "Serotonin is good for everything. If it weren’t for the adventures, our life would be pretty dull, wouldn’t it?"




    In the same clothes that they had worn all day, the two women went to the cafeteria for the supper that had begun at midnight. It was a sizeable well-lit hall, whose temperature was regulated to about fifteen degrees below zero and where there were about two hundred people. On large tables made of ice and finely carved, lined with thin insulating material in tones of green, red, blue, and orange, there were several platters with transparent lids known as sticky bubbles, on which hot dishes were served, from seaweed soup and seafood to varied sides of fish, seal meat and cheeses of all kinds. The tasty king crabs, giant crabs of the icy waters of the South, seasoned with leaves, algae, and spicy sauces, were in all the tables and delighted the lovers of their meat. Not even krill, a toxic animal to humans, escaped from being devoured because the Ices cuisine knew how to cook it, combining the excess fluoride of its meat, turning it into a tasty delicacy.




    Syzygy took a plate and two special thermos bottles, one wide-mouthed for soup and one narrow-mouthed for drinks, and took one of several sets of gold cutlery, whose knives had the diamond cut. To keep the food hot, platters were not uncapped; its pieces of cutlery, the plate, and the arm itself went through those sticky bubbles without breaking them. She went to the soup plates and just put the mouth of the bottle in the broths to automatically fill with the delicious contents. Finally, she approached the gallons of wine and inserted the narrow-mouthed bottle by a device to the desired amount. They were undoubtedly technologies of great use for frozen salons like that.




    Everything was delicious. The food was prepared without preservatives by a single cook who operated some machines, real computer gadgets that never made mistakes. If any food was out of spec, the machines would reject it; if something did not smell right, the chemical detector knew it, and then immediately removed the food at the beginning of the heating; poisons and toxins were quickly identified and separated so that the cook was more of an operator than a master chef. To be fair, he was not only an operator, since he was the one who was in charge of the maintenance of the innovative equipment.




    "The only preservative used here is cold. The Health Prevention and Control System does not allow any other", Syzygy told her friend.




    "That’s right...Only ice physics, no chemicals like those used by barbarian humans", agreed Caldene.




    "Only a barbarian attacks his own physiology. Our laws..."




    "You can stop this law business! You’re an advocate of our Government, aren’t you? Well fit and so straightlaced", scoffed Caldene, interrupting her friend.




    "Am I lying?"




    "No. That’s right. I can be unbearable sometimes", she laughed.




    Everyone talked very excitedly, helping themselves of the fermented drinks, wine and cocktails, as there were no hard liquors nor other distilled drinks. Syzygy received compliments from acquaintances and strangers for having discovered the ideal passage to the deep underground cave where the new city would be built. The perfect route to the unbelievable Turisian system that stabilizes the ice to prevent collapses and landslides. When they finished, the two women threw the dishes into one of the several slots on the table, which also had holes on the sides that served to place the gold cutlery and bottles, which descended into the cleaning system via tubes. They then went to the room they shared together, a suite with thermal heating regulated to the temperature of five degrees positive. Only then they removed the sealed overalls that they had used all day long, placing them in the ingenious hygiene cabinet, which cleaned and disinfected them, leaving them in mint condition.




    It was not an ordinary ice suit. The ice suit was an complex device; it was used by ship pilots, climbers, divers, miners, all industrial workers, those who were on war missions, and even those who worked in offices and universities; that is to say, it was the universal clothing of adults. No wonder it was called “the equipment”; it was said to be active, to counteract the clothes worn on Earth, which they called passive. When going on a mission, every worker had to wear it, and they did it with pleasure since it was not a heavy garment; on the contrary, it was comfortable and had heating and even cooling mechanisms, handy for those who worked in thermal power plants. It also consisted of optical and digital visualization, positional orientation systems, security, communication, information, radiological shielding, anti-impact devices, chemical analysis and detection, and support procedures to carry out routines and emergency assignments. If one opted for the use of a small pack on the back, an ingenious air provisioning system, it would not only bring the air from outside into the clothing. Still, it could extract it from the seawater through artificial gills and provide pressure equalization. Such an accessory was designed even to provide thrust for underwater movement at low speed. Because it was so sophisticated, the mandatory training for wearing the costume lasted about one month.




    "Hey mate", Caldene said, "this ice suit is more than comfortable. I worked all day, but I’m not even sweaty. There is a feeling that clothing is always new on the body".




    "What did you expect from an outfit that recycles body fluids?", amended Syzygy, assuming the position of a teacher. "The old models didn’t do that, but a lot of people complained. They said that the thermal leotard, which was underneath, sometimes bothered, you know how it is, during an Antarctic calm, under the sun, and with intense work, clothes got hot, and people perspired. It’s much better now. We are practically clean under these clothes, and, if you want, you don’t even need to take..."




    "Hey! Don’t continue! I like to wash up, all right, teacher?", interrupted Caldene, already entering the small bathroom where there was some kind of sauna, composed of a long elliptical tub of water that circulated very cold and an atmosphere of scorching steam. "I was thinking now about how the barbaric humans on our continent undress..."




    "Some wear more than twenty pieces of clothing", answered Syzygy with a joking air. "Think now of an emergency when we are summoned in the middle of sleep for an urgent mission. If we had to put on twenty pieces, to begin the work, the disaster would be set upon us by the time we were done".




    "Yes, it would be very stressful", Caldene gave a good laugh and began to remember the wild camps that the Ices set, without those medicinal steam baths, which made the skin look wonderful. "If we wanted to bathe, it would have to be with ice sand. Brrr!!!"




    Syzygy thinks her friend is funny but does not answer, and she just takes her hot bath with Caldene at the opposite end of the long bathtub. When the heat became suffocating, she let herself soak and thus remained without breathing for more than a minute. She heard her friend humming loudly.




    "I like tall women", she laughed. "One day, you will stop resisting me, beautiful, you will stop looking for men! Oh, no, I forgot, you want to score points by getting pregnant again, don’t you? Wow!"




    "I am very happy, girl", she replied, trying to stop her friend teasing, "I have already scored many points in life, and with this, I go out a lot, I have fun, I take care of myself, I choose more exciting jobs... Points? I don’t think there is a better treasure...", she put on a black leotard, had a long yawn, and literally and instantly passed out over the bed covered with crab seal fur.




    It had been a long day, after all.


  




  

    
2
The task




    When she woke up, around eight o’clock in the morning, Syzygy promptly stood up, despite having slept no more than five hours. With that same leotard that she had spent the night, she had a delicious breakfast, thinking that later she would make up for those hours of lost sleep. Penguin egg omelets with bacon, Weddell seal ham, Australian macadamia nut cake, toast, Antarctic dove meat snacks, fatty cheeses from the female sea elephant, puddings, delicious pates, yogurts, plums, seaweed stews, and several other dishes. Anyway, there were so many options available at the table that it was difficult to make a choice. Well... maybe it was not her case because, in a somewhat automatic sequence, she followed the dishes that were on the red table and then followed those on the blue table, in the corner of the room that ended next to the panels of the Order of the Day. As she got full, she watched with her keen blue eyes as people came to the boards and downloaded the assignments.




    She began to laugh, thinking about the days when she began working, more than twenty years ago, when she naively imagined the strategist bureaucrats distributing the heaviest assignments to their foes and leaving the super easy ones to the ones they liked. Staring at distance, she thought of the case of a young boy of that time, a little taller than she, who, upon learning that Syzygy had complained to friends that she had been in a bad luck, only catching hedgehogs had managed to approach her by saying that he was a strategus and that could put only piece-of-cake assignments in her spreadsheet, as long as she let him do those things to her. She remembered getting angry and not wanting to look at his face. Until they told her that whoever distributed the assignments were not a strategus but the computer. It was then she got an opportunity to punish the asshole by slapping him in the face, which was the only thing the boy got from her in the end. Time had gone by, and now it was all fun for Syzygy who was going over her memories while finishing her breakfast.




    She then decided to get up and head to that Panel, that unusual computer, telling it softly: “Take it easy, your cyborg!”. The Panel quickly recognized her and handed her the mission sheet: She would have to go to the coast to monitor a school of young Southern bottlenose whales, the beaked whales, to implant the tracker in them. The worst thing is that she had to leave in 40 minutes because the whales could move away from there.




    Syzygy turned up her nose. Now she couldn’t do what she liked most in the morning, the delicious steam bath in the base pool. She decided to call Caldene, but her friend was on her day off and said “she would not work for anything in that world neither would be collecting points to score”. Without being able to wait any longer, she went to her room. She got ready, hastily taking from the sanitized closet her beautiful and functional work clothes, which were white, ribbed with small details in gray and light blue, and her weapons in the charger as well. It would be her last task of the week, and then she would have her three days of rest. What would she do on her days off? She’d think about it later.




    She climbed on her snowmobile and left. She felt happy that she was moving away from the storm that had been hitting the east for days.




    The tracker was not a wildlife monitoring chip, it was much more than that. This neurosensory system not only interpreted the language of the whales but also endowed them with cameras and devices that allowed their people to monitor them in the temperate waters of the southern hemisphere, in the gelid polar coastline, and in the raging waters of the Antarctic Ocean; those of the circumpolar current and the Drake Passage in the case of being close to Tierra del Fuego.




    "Here I go put the tracker on the beak whales", murmured Syzygy while driving.




    On the way, she visualized that she would have to cross a dizzying surface of undulations of hardened snow known as sastrugi. Factual irregularities on the ice surface formed by the solid polar winds, which create ditches and grooves wherever they blow, and thus will remain until a new blizzard comes to cover them. In many stretches, the ice waves were low. In the field of the small sastrugi, when Syzygy spotted some formations with the height she wanted, she decided to land the moto on the surface and began to travel the small waves at high speed to feel the vibration resulting from the shaking movement, which gave her a pleasant feeling. Then she climbed, flying over the surface until she found another lowland, a field of large sastrugi, frozen dunes that ranged from forty centimeters to one meter. She liked to surf on this kind of land. She stopped. She imagined herself at one of those rallies she used to participate in. She evaluated the height of the sastrugi waves and adjusted the snowmobile to keep it close to the ground. She took a deep breath, laughed defiantly, and accelerated, putting the vehicle at high speed. The moto spun, went up and down. At the same time, she controlled the movement without neglecting even for an instant to firmly tighten the handlebars and balance, constantly rising and lowering herself, thus avoiding strong blows to the spine. When she realized that the sastrugi were going to end, she steered the moto towards the steeper dune, which launched her at the height of five meters and, in mid-flight, threw all her weight back to help landing safely in a classic, graceful way, but without any spectators, except a small group of goatee penguins that were looking for the flock to join.




    It was near the edge of the barrier that bordered the coast. Syzygy stopped the moto, pulled her helmet back, folding it around the back of her head, and walked on the extremely smooth surface of the top of the wide barrier, which, fed by dozens of glaciers, looked like a frozen lake wanting to plummet into the waters of the ocean. She reached the edge of the ice wall and looked down from a height of more than 40 meters. The sea, of a deep dark blue, stood out from the glacial whiteness. The slight noise of the waves at the bottom of the abyss was the only sound that broke the absolute silence. On the sides of the ice cliff, it was possible to see beautiful stripes of a soft blue drawing the various grooves as few artists would know how to do.




    Standing there on the edge of a cliff that could fall without warning was a great danger. However, Syzygy measured the consistency of the ice and realized that the probability of this happening was still very low. She then decided to sit right on the edge of the cliff to admire the scenery. The floor, of intricate blue ice, shone as if it were a mirrored white stone. Below, it was possible to see a short plain of ice and, a little further on, the sea ice and icebergs that the sun ahead, illuminated obliquely, creating beautiful contrasts of colors and shadows as only the White Continent knew how to do.




    The temperature was very much below zero when a warm northeast breeze, at five degrees positive, made Syzygy turn her face to that direction. Like the other inhabitants of Turis, she appreciated the light wind, so she stopped and filled her chest with the purest air. She closed her eyes and stayed like that for a while, and when she opened them, she saw in the distance, in the direction of the breeze, the whales she was looking for. There were many beaked ones, and they were close to a beautiful tabular iceberg.




    She put her hand behind her and pulled her helmet to observe them through the visor. With a mental command, the visor brought the image of the cetaceans closer as only powerful binoculars would. They were all young, just as the Panel had reported. But to get there, she needed to take the moto and take a little distance until she adjusted the vehicle for a silent flight in the direction of the playful group of six to eight tons weight.




    That’s what she did. When she approached it, she took care to slow down until she hovered in the air, at an altitude of 15 meters, well above the shoal. An ingenious mechanism made the noise of the vehicle resemble that of strong Antarctic winds, thus hiding the presence of whoever was below, being unnoticed by the whales. She knew she could not take long, as the maneuver consumed a lot of energy from the snowmobile. Turning around, Syzygy took from the pack behind her the equipment she would need to apply the tracker – a device about a meter long that launched the tiny sensor as if it were a projectile.




    With a good aim and aided by the helmet visor and by the intelligence of the ingenious launcher, the first shot was accurate and implanted the tracker in the head of one of the whales behind its nostril, the well-known breathing hole. The beaked whale dived, and, afraid that the others would notice, Syzygy was quickly positioned above the other whales and shot until the whole flock submerged. It was everything she didn’t want.




    She climbed a little higher to pass over the beautiful tabular iceberg and began to look for the runaways among the cracks, the large spans, and the many recesses. Almost 30 minutes later, she only found them in a kind of fjord shaped by the winds and glaciers that descended from the continent. She repeated the operation and was more successful, until she got satisfied while assuring that about 90% of the young austral beaked whales had been successfully implanted.




    She returned, still flying in her beautiful snowmobile and headed up the continental ice barrier, partly connected to the continent, at least for a while, for in the white world, nothing seemed to be definitive, since it could be taken for granted that this portion of ice would crack to begin, like a tabular iceberg, its navigation through the seas in a single voyage until it dissolved at some point in the Antarctic Ocean.




    She landed on the barrier. She got off the moto to stretch her body and move around a little. When she received the communication of a new mission, it was very different from the others because, unlike the everyday ones, this one had the signs of quality. She had to carry out a rescue in the eastern region because the Panel had identified someone in trouble on the continent, and Syzygy was the one closest to the site.




    She monitored the site by the positional system and realized that the torrential blizzard had stopped for a moment. Good thing, she thought. She found herself talking to herself. I’m getting more and more important, I’ll score more points. Then I will not want to take off only three days out of my ten-day week, I will want more. In addition to my days, I will take off the following three, the Sun, the Moon, and Mars, that’s it.




    But there was a problem. Syzygy knew that her moto had the nuclear battery of the plasma thruster at the end and that without that propulsion, she would have to use the magnetic field spare engine, which did not allow flights and was much slower and unsafe in the face of a blizzard. Shrugging, adventurous as she was, she pulled her helmet on again and headed to the vicinity of the site. Flying over, she discovered a beautiful sailboat stuck in the ice sheets at the moment when a strong Southeast wind, certainly a katabatic, a tremendous blizzard began again in the whole region. These icy katabatic winds, terribly cold, plummet from the Polar Plateau from an altitude of more than three thousand meters. The people on the sailboat must be terrified, she thought. Arriving at the side of the sailboat, she turned off the moto and climbed the ladder to the deck, which was covered with snow and ice. She searched for the door and managed to get in, only to find that there was no one there.




    She looked for the light and turned it on. The sailboat was spacious, with two decks, one in the stern and one in the bow, perhaps not the most suitable for Antarctica; it seemed to be more than fifteen meters, a real houseboat, one might say so. She found a brand-new coffee maker and decided to test it. The aroma was tempting. The shelves were full of provisions, everything was very well fixed; the space of the American kitchen, the bathroom, and the living room, facing the kitchen, were impeccably clean. In the bedroom, a comfortable wide bed and a hammock to swing on it. Cool, everything is neat, but I don’t see anyone. They certainly can’t be far away, she thought. Suddenly, she stopped when facing a hardcover book left on the bed. Curious, she wanted to know what it was. It was written in a language that she spoke very little, but didn’t know how to write it at all: English. With the help of her ring’s online translator, she read: The Republic, author: Plato. She flipped through the pages, still standing, and soon realized that it was not a technical book and left it aside. Republic? Plato? These people write things without knowing their usefulness, she thought.




    Suddenly the blizzard returned with all its fury. The Southeast wind whipped with icy gusts that did not cease, making the search virtually impossible. Seeing no better solution, Syzygy decided to wait for the storm to pass before starting work. Carefully, she entered into the bathroom and wiped with the towel all the dust of ice and snow outside her clothes not to wet the bed because the temperature inside the sailboat was much higher, around zero degrees. She had worked all day, and so she took the opportunity to lie down. What if the owners of the boat showed up? I really doubt it, with this storm..., she imagined, already feeling the effect of sleep that was getting stronger and stronger. She ended up sleeping for about five hours.




    When she woke up, she noticed that the wind continued, but much less violent. The temperature had dropped, due to the blizzard, to minus 30 degrees outside. She couldn’t waste any more time. She decided to go out and look for the survivors of the sailboat if there were any.




    She put on her helmet and, already outside the boat, when checking that her moto was covered with ice crystals, removed a block of thick snow that had fallen near the dashboard and turned on the powerful machine so that the vehicle itself would get rid of the debris of the blizzard. She cleaned the fine ice dust that had remained in the seat with her gloves, rode in the snowmobile and left towards the White Continent to the point where the Turisian sensors had lost the position of the people. Mentally adjusting the helmet’s visor, Syzygy looked for some sign of life, some object left behind, as traces and footprints had undoubtedly been covered by the blizzard that insisted on continuing. She tried to pick up brain emissions. She tried again... nothing.




    At the age of 40, Syzygy was not the type of woman to give up on anything. Some of her fellows, knowing that the rescue was not from someone from Turis and that the strong wind put everything to waste, would have ended the mission. But not her. If there was any chance of finding survivors, she would find them. This has always been her training from a very young age. She had attended the school of the obstinate masters. At least, this was what other professors of the Academy said. Obstinate, but not crazy, all those who studied with her knew it well.




    The technological equipment is not helping me now, she thought, I will have to use all my power. She stopped the snowmobile in the blizzard. She closed her eyes, opened and closed them again... It seemed to her an endless time, but she suddenly decided to start the moto and she slowly following her instinct. Right, left..., bypassing the irregular ice, crossing cracks that the blizzard hid. This mental process did not allow the moto to distance itself from the surface. It stood at a maximum of about ten centimeters, but most of the way, it slid on the surface like a state-of-the-art motorized ski. She noticed the presence of a very wide and deep crevice, deviated it, and continued until some kind of intuition warned her that it was time to stop. She jumped out of the vehicle, walked a bit haphazardly, spun and bumped into a mound. Yeah, it was there. She knelt, dug the soft snow, and found a body. Not a body! He was still alive. An air bag was trapped in a volume of snow near the face of the wounded person.




    Syzygy removed all the ice and snow that enveloped the person, finding him lying on his side, in an almost fetal position. She turned over the faint body, covered it with her body to protect his face from the still falling snow, and only then did she pull the hood around the victim. She lit his face with the light above her visor and frowned hard.




    The man in front of her was blond and had a very well-groomed beard, although it was full of white of ice particles. He could barely breathe. He wasn’t from Turis. He looked like he was 35. Syzygy thought he was beautiful. Where he had come from, she didn’t know. Was there anyone else with him? Did she have to look for some other snow mound? Her perception seemed to have faded. She couldn’t feel anything else. She sighed a little and made a decision. The man couldn’t stay there. He would quickly die of hypothermia. She lifted him and put herself under him so that she could carry him on her shoulders. She carried him under heavy snowfall to a nunatak – a rocky peak outcrop amid the immensity of ice –, whose steep wall she had seen minutes before. She surrounded the large rock to position herself to the leeward, thus blocking the force of the storm, and chose a corner that had a slight indentation that would serve as a temporary shelter. She checked for the vital signs of her unexpected patient and realized that he had just entered respiratory arrest; he would soon die. There was only one way to try to save him, she thought. She looked again at the man she had laid on the ground and calculated that he must’ve been 1.85 m, almost her height.




    Syzygy stripped off her only protective clothing, just what an Ice woman or any inhabitant of Turis, should never do on a mission. She was naked, wearing only her armored vest in that dreadful cold. She removed two guns that were attached to her ice suit. She stripped the man until he was only in his underwear and dressed him in her clothes. It took a while to adjust the shoe of the garment because his foot was bigger than hers. The footwear was amazing, and it could be stretched to mold itself to anyone’s foot, it was just necessary to know how to do it. Then, she began to put on the clothes of the dying man: long thermal pants and a long-sleeved T-shirt, a long jumpsuit with wool lining, and on top, a waterproof jacket and pants. A pair of double thermal socks, another one made of wool, and finally two pairs of gloves and a pair of waterproof snow boots that went almost to the knees. As she got dressed, she remembered the conversation she had had with Caldene about the number of pieces of clothing northern humans wore. Finally, on her thigh, she fixed the two weapons that she had taken from her ice suit. Then, she turned to the man, cleaned the ice from his beard that had become embedded there during the storm, turned on the heater of the protective garment, pulled the helmet over his face, then regulated the compact and narrow backpack, which was on the back of the garment and was now supplying high-content oxygen to the inside of the garment and controlling the heartbeat and other vital functions.




    The night was not so different from the day in the Antarctic summer because, depending on the latitude, the sun did not set. It was very close to the horizon, but it was entirely visible. The day would break, or rather, the sun, when rising in the celestial dome and bring more light and warmth to the environment if the weather was steady. The blizzard continued, and Syzygy realized that the suit’s sensors still preserved the man’s vital signs. She had adjusted the clothing computer on her strange guest to follow the resuscitation program. Bored, as the wind and snow did not cease, she remembered to pick up the snowmobile and brought it to them; there, she took some honey crackers and a strong and tasty seal milk aged cheese. She got up and decided to walk a little to get know the precarious stone shelter better. When she returned, she saw, for her amazement, that the man had disappeared.




    "How do I get this off?", Syzygy was startled by the voice behind her.




    The figure that addressed her was trying to balance himself on the deep snow that had been accumulated to the leeward of the nunatak, in front of the precarious shelter. With his hands on his head, he sought in vain to discover his face. It was then that Syzygy freed him by pulling his helmet back as if it were a hood.




    "Hello!", he said, breathlessly, "let me introduce myself. My name is Koll, Koll Bryan. I don’t know where I am ... what I am doing do here, who... Who are you?" A feeling of vertigo caused him to lose his balance, and Syzygy, realizing it, immediately helped him to lie down, making him regain consciousness.




    "I do not understand your language", she replied, "it sounds like English, doesn’t it? I think that, if you talk slowly, I can understand you. I’ve been to Australia".




    "Australia? ... I’m from there. My name is Koll Bryan", repeated the man with his memory still troubled, rising to sit in the only possible place, the ground.




    "Who are you?", he asked, looking haunted, as if he was coming out of a nightmare.




    Syzygy looked the man in his eyes and answered, speaking English very slowly, but without interruption:




    "My name is Syzygy. You are on an Antarctic Turis rescue mission, according to the treaty we have signed with the nations of Earth. I saved your life. I found you in a coma under a pile of snow. I had to dig with my hands to find you. I carried your body to the shelter of that nunatak if you can call it a shelter. I managed to get you out of the state of hypothermia, and now you seem to be okay. Answer me now: was there anyone else with you?"




    The Australian smiled at the way she spoke as if she were reading. Her accent was strange, unlike anything he had ever heard.




    "Nobody, I’m alone. You are wearing my clothes, and I am wearing this beauty here. This heats up the whole body; the shoes, too, I can feel my feet when I move my toes. I don’t know how to thank you, and it seems that I am in another world".




    "You need to eat, take this". Syzygy gave him a cookie of fat and honey that she took out of her jacket pocket.




    The man tasted the cookie and liked it.




    "Thank you, but I need to tell you something. This outfit of mine has no heater, and you can get sick".




    "For us, Ices, Turisians, inhabitants of Antarctic Turis, the blood capillaries of the dermis completely close when the cold is intense. In addition, our hypodermis, that layer below the skin, is denser, more efficient, and better distributed, which makes us withstand low temperatures".




    "No, it can’t be so", the man shook his head.




    "Calm down, do not worry about me", Syzygy spoke sharply. When she realized that he was silent, she decided to conclude. "Don’t also think that I can handle a very intense cold, but it’s part of my job".




    The man, a bit calmer now, decided to continue objecting.




    "Sorry, but it is terribly freezing here with this terrible storm; it is not right for you not to have your heated clothes".




    "But I did not change clothes with you for the sake of comfort. You had hypothermia and had a respiratory arrest. The only way to save your life was by dressing you in my protective clothing. Now you need to tell me your story for me to record on my mission".




    Koll could not contain his admiration before the blue-eyed white woman who looked like an angel. Talking about his misfortune was not easy, but he obeyed.




    "You are very different; your hair is white, but you are a lovely woman. I’m sorry... well... I’ll tell you. The boat you saw is where I live, and it’s my home. I am a madman who decided to sail out of Australia, make a single stop in Tasmania, in the Port of Hobart, and then proceed to Antarctica. When crossing the circumpolar current, I faced strong gusts, had to hoist and collect the sails many times. Upon arriving in the gelid Antarctic Sea, everything improved, but a sudden gust of wind pushed me to a place that I knew was not good when I was close to the shore. A heavy blizzard came next, and, fearing that it would throw me against a small iceberg nearby, I decided to drop the anchor where I did not want to. The storm only subsided the next day, but my sailboat was stuck, and the iceberg had come to my side. And the bastard, joining the ice floes, closed me down completely. I waited several days to see if some warm North wind would release the boat, but it was in vain".




    "Did you notify your insurance to rescue you?", Syzygy asked.




    "I contacted the Tasmanian Sailing Club, which I belong to, but I was told that the sea was overturned and there were no boats nearby. Plan B would hire a private relief ship, which could still take weeks if the storm continued. Since I had a lot of food, I preferred to wait for the weather to improve".




    "And then... you decided to get off the boat? In Antarctica, in bad weather, one does not leave the shelter. You should know that", the woman said.




    Koll was a little embarrassed by her reprimand.




    "Yeah... But the weather had improved. I climbed on the mast and found no way out for my sailboat. I then spotted many crab seals with binoculars and decided to capture at least one of them to make some delicious dishes that I learned in my country. Next, I went out with this outfit, the one you are wearing, and a gun, that is not with me now. I walked with difficulty because the snow was soft, and what seemed to be right there became too far away. When I was only 200 meters from them, the flock casually moved away, and I had to walk much more. That was my mistake. And then a strong gale caught me. I stood in the middle of a blizzard unprepared like this. I saw myself as a fool caught in a trap. I couldn’t see the seals anymore. I tried to return, fell into a crack, thankfully with open arms, but it was still difficult for me to get out, and I only managed to crawl under the storm. I followed the GPS to find the boat, but the deep snow and the relentless wind, the terrible blizzard, knocked me down several times. I lost the signal. I didn’t know where I was going anymore. The snow, the sky, and the ground became one thing. I couldn’t see beyond two meters. Everything was white. There was not even a shelter; I sat down, crouched, terrified of having to sleep in the blizzard..."




    "Calm down!", she said very cleverly when she realized that he was starting to tremble. "You’re safe now. You don’t have to talk just now".




    The soft, hissing voice sounded like a whisper to the man, and, numb as he was, felt it losing its intensity: You don’t have to talk just now...




    He lost consciousness for a little more than a minute. After a while, now more conscious, he continued his report and answered all the questions his savior asked him. Then he was a little quiet and said:




    "I need to pee. Teach me how to take off this astronaut spacesuit".




    "It is not necessary. You can urinate because although it is a female model, the clothes will collect everything, recycle, and generate energy from the urine itself".




    Koll refused to do that and told her that he would not do such a thing in the only garment she claimed to possess.




    "You seem like a barbarian! You’re under my protection. I will not do any incorrect procedure. If you do not want to relieve yourself, hold on until you can no longer", she replied angrily.




    The man pulled an angry face but did not dare to reply.




    "Let’s get out of here. This blizzard won’t end anytime soon. Let’s go on my snowmobile to your sailboat", Syzygy said, already giving orders and helping him climb on the back seat.




    "Will you endure the blizzard on top of a motorcycle with this outfit of mine? I can’t agree to that!", Koll reacted.




    Syzygy leaned back a little, looked him up and down, and said in a solemn tone:




    "I’m working on your rescue, and it was a mission that was given to me by the Electronic Panel. The journey on the snowmobile to your boat will not be easy at all in the midst of storms with a strong and sharp wind. The freezing storm cleans the soil’s surface carrying particles of snow that hurt the face, infiltrate through the smallest hole and build mountains of ice in a few hours. Be prepared for the blizzard. The wind that we will face will reach 90 or 100 kilometers per hour. It will sweep us up by the back and sides as soon as we get out of here. The thermal sensation will be very low. Still feeling weak and without my clothes, you could not withstand three minutes. You would fade quickly. The line between life and death is tenuous. As I told you, my body is more appropriate than yours to endure this horror. But I’m going to need the helmet visor to guide me".




    Syzygy then removed the fantastic optical equipment from the helmet with some difficulty and adapted it to her face. The beautiful lens was of a golden tone which could vary from transparent to red. Koll had to put on his snow goggles to protect his eyes. He was getting scared. When they were ready to leave the nunatak shelter, Syzygy noticed the man’s nervousness in the face of the fury of the elements. She turned to him and said:




    "If you want, hold on to me".




    The snowmobile was now going much slower. The battery of its plasma fuel, the main engine that would allow the flight, had discharged entirely, and Syzygy would have to make the entire journey only with the second engine, the magnetic field thruster, much less powerful. They went through stretches where you could see nothing but snow in the air. If it weren’t for the special glasses, maybe Syzygy would’ve had to stop. The snow, raised by the wind, made the snowfall stronger. The Southeastern storm whistled against the vehicle. When the sky and the ice merge into a complete whiteness – say those who have gone through the blizzard experience – it is impossible to recognize the path. Upon reaching the edge of the ice barrier, guided by the instruments of the visor, she looked for a descent, a way through the glacier, challenging to find, which took her far away. I would fly down straight to the sailboat if I had the plasma engine, she thought. When she found a descent, a steep ice ramp, she did not think twice. She rammed the moto and launched herself on the dangerous slope, balancing the moto with rare skill. From a height of almost 30 meters, she managed to get down there on a landing of only two meters. It was a feat, no doubt. She then went in the direction that she knew the sailboat was, but not sure that there would be a passage. There were times when the path was so narrow that the moto had to get too close to the waves that the windstorm made burst over them, completely soaking them. Koll, apart from the fear he felt, was not disturbed at all, Syzygy’s ice suit fully protected him; sometimes he closed his eyes in order not to see the danger, but Syzygy, even with the Australian’s waterproof jacket, felt very disturbed, for the icy water, the heavy snowfall and pieces of ice, which were thrown violently, accumulated on her neck and entered under the jacket. The clothes were soaked and froze the skin of the nape of the neck.




    At one point, she drove her moto across an ice bridge, the only passage for the boat, which was beginning to be seen now that the blizzard had subsided. Koll held her tightly, unable to hide his fear. With the talent of someone who had already done this many times, the strange woman passed through the narrow and slippery path, continuing the adventure until she reached about seventy meters from the sailboat. She stopped, got off the moto and shouted at her protégé in her poor English with a strong accent:




    "Let’s walk now!"




    The man got happy. He had been stunned throughout the journey, and his dread had not only been greater because of the pilot’s skill and the protective clothing he wore. They still walked under the storm, skipped some dangerous and slippery sea ice and finally reached that ladder on the sailboat. On the deck, they shook off the thick layers of ice that covered them. They did this in order not to soak the cabin of the boat.
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    Koll was an excellent cook, and good hot food was all that Syzygy desired at that moment. She had already removed the uncomfortable jacket and waterproof pants, which were well soaked, as well as the wool coat and lined trousers, and, finally, the socks, gloves, and boots. She only kept the Australian’s long pants and long-sleeved thermal set.




    She decided to observe how the stranger cooked. Koll took the opportunity to ask her how those in the nation of Turis had managed to create an outfit as ingenious as the one he was wearing.




    "You will not know how to use such equipment without training", she replied. She decided to tell him some properties of the universal ice suit she spoke of the visor, which in addition to correcting the degree worked as a zoom and magnifying glass, whose adjustment was made by a simple mental order or a movement of the eyes and also served as a screen of the wonderful computer that coordinated the rest of the clothing and information. She even talked about the properties of the backpack that, in addition to air and water, provided its occupant with medicines, vitamins, amino acids, sugars, and minerals necessary during the missions.




    "It looks like science fiction", the man commented while preparing food.




    "It’s much more than fiction, my protégé. You won’t even be able to build this in a hundred years" Syzygy, for the first time, played with the stranger and smiled mischievously like someone who had just bragged before a stranger.




    "Do you sell it?"




    "No, Australian guy. No one from the nations of Earth has ever been able to acquire such a garment. And if they did, it would not be very useful because the computer of the ice suit would tell the security system to disable the clothing".




    "You talk as if the ice suit has a life of its own... I think it’s better to take off this outfit and put on mine because I’m already getting scared. Seriously!", he laughed.




    The Australian seemed to the woman of Turis somewhat primitive, perhaps it was the bear the clothes, or the fact that he was living in a boat that moves with the wind. But she began to feel attracted to him. He was different, beautiful, and was a divine cook. The smell already reached her nostrils, making her even hunger. The food was still being made by the man she had saved when Syzygy decided to go to the bathroom. Koll tried to take off the universal ice suit in her absence but could not. When she returned, he asked her to help him take off his clothing to put on the Australian polar clothes that made him more comfortable. Wearing only underwear, he went to the bathroom to change and put on a dry thermal set and on top a woolen coat. He wondered if the strange woman, when she saw him almost naked, had felt some kind of attraction, for she hadn’t shown anything.




    The pasta dish with delicious Italian filling was ready, and the woman from Turis ate a lot, which impressed the cook. There were not those protocols that made certain women only pretend to be a little hungry. Koll took care of serving her very well, and they both began to explore more diverse subjects. At one point, he said he was a little stunned, and he didn’t remember what day it was.




    "It’s past midnight. We are at Uranus, Solar Day 18", she said without blinking.




    "Excuse me? What are you talking about?"




    "Oh, I forgot you don’t know the culture of the people of Antarctica. There are the days of the week and the days of the year".




    "Wait a minute", Koll said, searching for his GPS. "We are in January, day 8, Thursday, which for the French and the Spanish is the day of... Jupiter".




    "We also have the Day of Jupiter, but our week has ten days, not seven. The week for the ices begins with the day of the sun, just like for you, Australians. Then, we have the days of the moon, Mars, Mercury, Jupiter, Venus, Saturn, Uranus, Neptune, and finally the day of Sirius, the tenth".




    "Oh, so it’s a mixture between the Spanish and French week and ours, English. Then, you added other days, right?"




    "I guess so. The founders of the Antarctic Turis copied this astronomical part from the peoples of Earth".




    "And is the month of January solar?", Koll asked.




    "No. We only have four months and the extra days. The solar month is your summer. The day of the solstice, which for you was last year on December 22nd, is our first solar day, which comes after the five days of Val Festival".




    "Val?"




    "These are the days we use to get the annual calendar right after four seasons or ninety-day months".




    "Oh...", he shrugged. "It sounds easy".




    Koll Bryan felt more and more tired as if the effects of the period he had been in a coma were getting stronger, but he did not want to rest. He was euphoric. He preferred to solve all the doubts that flooded his mind. He decided to ask why she took such a big risk to save him and why she hadn’t asked for help.




    "If I had asked for help, the Ices would have come to me, but this is not correct. It was not part of my mission", Syzygy replied. "It would break the principle of conservation if I had summoned them without being in trouble myself. Nothing can be wasted in our world, neither people, nor equipment, nor energy".




    "But it would be for a good cause. Didn’t a strong storm occur?"




    "Blizzards and gale-force winds often occur in Antarctica. Imagine if a Turis’ man always asked for help when a strong gale occurred... Who would want to give him a mission? This guy would end up being classified as unfit. Now, in my case, the task is being well-received, and I am scoring points for my career".




    "Points?", Koll asked, unable to contain his curiosity. "So, did I do you a favor by almost dying?", he smiled, turning his head and giving Syzygy a challenging look.




    "I’m here with you. The Ices know where I am. They know I’m not in danger because I already signaled. Now, answering your question, I can say that if you died because of my negligence, I would lose, but I would not lose for any other reason. The system would eventually know. I’ll score points if I deserve them. Wasn’t it good that I saved you? Do you want go back to your grave under glacier?", she asked him sarcastically.




    "No ... I think I misexpressed myself. In fact ... What you did for me is priceless. I have never seen such a wonderful person in my whole life", Koll was now serious. "I’ve been sailing around the world for almost 15 years. I’ve met a lot of people. I have traveled alone or with some company. I even married a sailor, we were together for two years, but then we split up. We had no children, which I wanted at the time. Over time, I got my life back on track and decided that the flow and the winds would take me where I wanted to and where I didn’t want to. They’re in charge of me. I obey them. They’re like parents to me. The winds..."




    "It must be good... hanging around like that", Syzygy said, cutting his talk". I’d like to see where the wind would take me..."




    "I can tell you it is very good. But you are on a mission. You are not like me, a guy without commitments" Koll did not know if his answer had been adequate, but it was what had come to his mind.




    "My mission will end when you disengage your sailboat. You will be free again to follow the winds. And I’ll have a weekend to rest. Three days, and then three more, which I got by accomplishing my assignments. Then I can do this favor for you, help you sail. Actually, I don’t even know how to do that, but I learn fast. "




    Koll Bryan got scared. Did she mean it? Sailing with a woman from a completely different world, not knowing anything about her life, a woman who carries dangerous weapons, who has a cyborg ice suit and, worst of all, speaks terrible English, he laughed at himself, it seemed dangerous. It could turn into a horror story, but... what if the wind had brought her...




    Syzygy continued to take the dishes off the table and put them in the sink. Koll, still intrigued by the mysterious woman, decided to ask a question that sounded bold, for, as natural as the woman might have seemed to him, the truth is that he was facing an alien who could easily be offended by cultural differences and customs.




    "And won’t your boyfriend, or husband, worry about you?" He risked an intimate question, pretending indifference.




    "Husband?"




    "Yes. When a woman gets married, she has a husband".




    "Oh, there’s no marriage in my world", she laughed. "When people like each other, they meet, date but always live separately. It is strange to you, isn’t it? But not for me".




    Koll kept thinking and began to observe the white woman washing the dishes in the sink. Who is this person who looks like a war machine or an astronaut who lost her ship, or, who knows, a winter sports practitioner, and now... she looks like a simple housewife, doing the domestic chores and, well... God knows what else? 




    "You wash dishes very well! If they weren’t unbreakable, I would have lost a lot myself", he said to test the mysterious white woman, despite the fear of causing some sort of feminist offense or disgust.




    Syzygy turned sideways to face him, leaning one of her hands against the sink.




    "In my world, we work a lot, and physical work is performed by machines and robots or by ourselves in their absence. But you did not tell me how you became a great cook. The dishes were a little weird to me, but the food was simply delicious", said the woman, without changing her facial expression.




    "I worked in the kitchen of a ship for four years", Koll replied. "I think I am good at it. I learned quickly by looking at the chef’s work. I use cookware and all kinds of technology. Cooking is spiritual; one cannot be rushed. It is like painting a picture".




    "Have you experienced cooking in desert places without equipment?", she asked, out of curiosity.




    "Yeah, it is just roasted food. On the ice, I would have to smother it very well. Otherwise, the meat would be raw inside; however, in the jungle, it would only be the job of fishing or hunting, improvising a skewer, and making a bonfire".




    "I love wildlife!", Syzygy told the stranger. "Sometimes I bake a snack on the coast to remind myself of the camps I used to go to when I was younger. Some dishes are time-consuming".




    "To be quick, you should roast a slice of meat, as simple as that, as Plato said, referring to the soldiers on the campaign".




    "Who is this guy?", she asked.




    "I’m sorry. He is a philosopher who tried to organize a city, the best of all, in my opinion, that’s all. I’m a curious person. And then, when I’m alone on the sailboat, I dedicate myself to the readings as a hobby. Now I am finishing reading Plato’s Republic once more in order to know the wisdom of ancient people".




    "Is it? ... I do not read philosophy, I often read technical manuals and scientific curiosities, from the world of living beings and the environment up to space, stars, meteors, belts, and orbits", said the white woman.




    "I’m also a sociologist, so I like to read these things".




    "What? What does a socio..."




    "Sociologist". He helped her to complete the sentence because he realized that her English was not so good. "It is an area of knowledge that studies human societies, their nature and structures, the relationship of individuals with institutions, the role of culture, religion, and the arts, the politics; in short, the social field of study. I like it because it awakens my curiosity and my desire to know things".




    "I’m also a curious person but about science and practical things. All this stuff you have studied is very theoretical, hypothetical..."




    Koll smiled.




    "But it’s fascinating! For example, in your world, there are no beliefs, religions, taboos? Spirits wandering around... The dead, for instance, where do they go to?"




    "Where?..."




    "Yes, the spirit of the dead. What happens after death?"




    "Look, we don’t have religions if that’s what you’re asking".




    "So, you guys don’t believe anything?"




    "I didn’t say that. People of Antarctica can believe whatever they want to. It is not forbidden. Some people believe that the spirits of the dead wander around, and they are the ones who help us when we are in difficulty. Others say that supernatural powers come from the mightinesses, which lie between the stars, somewhere dark in other dimensions".




    "Mightinesses? What are these things?"




    "Mightinesses are beings of other dimensions, of some cosmic discontinuity. They say that there is only the Power above them and that their celestial symbol is a winding river that flows in a circle".




    "What is the Power? Who has the power?", the man asked.




    "The Power? Philosophical... oh my, oh my". She laughed, thinking about the difficulty she would have in explaining hypothetical things. "The Power would be a cosmic being from where the mightinesses come from, but that’s not all. They say all magic would come from it. All the magic would flow from it, from its narrow and deep waters".




    "So, do you have a God? The creator of everything?"




    "No. The Power did not create the world, it created magic, living beings, and mightinesses. The world has always existed... That’s what they say".




    "So, is there a story, a cosmogony to explain the universe for your people?"




    "These philosophies... I don’t think there’s any of that. Most of us feel like the scientists of the Academy, who say that the Power would be so only the fourth force".




    "How? What is that force?", Koll raised his eyebrows, surprised.




    "The first cosmic force is gravity; the second is electromagnetic; the third is nuclear; the fourth is magic. I like the thesis of scientists because it is science and not philosophy. But there are smaller groups with other beliefs".




    "Which ones?"




    Syzygy tried to run away from such difficult questions, but she gave in to Koll’s curiosity and insistence after realizing the great interest that the human showed.




    "Some believe in planetary prophecies, which predict that the world of Earth will join its twin planet, Tera, and so on. But I think that all these are theories and that only when we die will we know the truth".




    "I think that if there was anything, we’d ever know. The world may be just matter", Koll said.




    Syzygy was silent and did a perfect job on the kitchen counter. She turned to Koll and forced a slight smile, rolling her eyes up as if she is looking for something in her mind, and said:




    "Something, which is external to us, exists. In the Academy, we are taught how to use our power of perception beyond the five senses. The training connects us to the sensorial world that surrounds us. It teaches us to move in the right direction without our own intellect knowing. So, we no longer control our minds. We follow a path that the mystic knows to be the right one. It is a magical power that most Ices have, and that leads us to great discoveries".




    "I think you’re a believer", teased Koll with a mocking laugh.




    Syzygy frowned and stared at him seriously.




    "No electronic detector found you. Hadn’t it been this power, this mystical sensor, I would not have discovered you under the ice and the snow..."




    Koll was shocked. He didn’t know what to say. He felt the blood run from his face. His mind still seemed affected by the period he had been buried under the ice. Is this girl a fairy, a sorceress? He was reminded of the terrible moments he had spent under the blizzard. He tried to hide his fear and get up to go to the room, but he felt heavy. Everything around became dark... for him.




    The lone sailor moved on the bed. He felt he had slept for many hours, like a rock. Everything that had gone through seemed like a dream to him now. His head was light, and, as he moved on the bed, he bumped into something. He got up a little and opened his eyes. He decided to rub them. No! The white woman was sleeping next to him and she was wearing Koll’s anti-thermal shirt and pants. It hadn’t been a dream.




    So, he sat down and tried to calm down. He realized that someone had changed his clothes for warmer ones, and they were precisely his favorite clothes for sleeping. He pulled the covers and got up. The woman’s guns were in the corner of the room. She was there, lying, sleeping, harmless, at his mercy. He decided to get up. He went to the bathroom and then decided to make hot coffee with Belgian chocolate. He unpacked a frozen loaf and made six beautiful toasts with spiced Australian sheep cheese that melted, giving off a tempting aroma. He put three pieces of toast and the chocolate on a tray and took it to the woman. He touched her but got frightened when he realized that her silky and velvety face was icy, like a deceased person, but she was breathing steady and slowly. When he touched her lips, he felt a warmth, indicating the heat inside her body. He pulled her by the shoulders until he saw her blue eyes look back at him. He felt his heart jumped into his chest.




    "Did you wake me up? We, the Ices sleep a lot, I think it’s the influence of the cold", she said, without getting angry. When she saw him turn to bring her the tray, she stretched and exclaimed: "Oh, that looks delicious! I know what it is from the scent. You guessed it. The cold makes us eat a lot". She got down on the bed, put the tray on her lap, and started by drinking the chocolate coffee. "Yum! It couldn’t be better or tastier. Before I forget, the mission has notified the Australian Embassy that we have successfully rescued you. Then the Embassy will ask you to confirm and you... do it".




    "Why talk to them? I didn’t tell anyone because I didn’t want them to know about my run-off. It is no good. With the great thaw brought on by the greenhouse effect, many sailors and adventurers have been to this area, and the Government always says it is not responsible for our safety. So, to help each other, we entered these various clubs in Australia and New Zealand and became partners. But..."




    "Easy, easy!", Syzygy cut him off. "You and your club won’t pay Turis anything. You only need to confirm the rescue so that your country knows that we are working and following the treaty we have signed with the nations".




    "Okay, I’m sorry. Treaty?"




    "Yeah, we have treaties. So, every time we find shipwrecks, we notify the Embassy".




    Embarrassed that he had shown his stress out, Koll was silent, thinking about how to please the stranger. He, who imagined himself to be a calm guy, now began to worry about his performance. So, he tried to make sense of the conversation that they had started the night before.




    "As I said, I follow the wind where it takes me. So, when I travel, I disconnect from all that. There is no better therapy. I just wish it would stay that way", he added, hoping that his words hadn’t sounded silly to the stranger.




    The woman, still sitting on the bed, stared at him once more, her eyes disturbed him. He saw her breathe in and slowly breathe out. He was apprehensive about what would happen without saying anything and whether she had even heard anything he had just said.




    "Koll Bryan", said Syzygy in an imperative tone, rising from bed having the tray already empty. "I will finish your rescue now", she added solemnly.




    She again seemed to him a professional on duty, so he limited himself to following her with his eyes; he saw the stranger head to the kitchen counter and again wash everything, leaving it spotless. Then, she turned to the room and picked up her protective clothing, hanging from a pigtail holder on the wall. So, she took off her clothes. Koll saw her from her behind, she looked slender as a model, wearing only the vest that covered her up to her neck and a wide gold ring with the white central part on the middle finger of her left hand. He watched her, stunned, she picked up the ice suit and turned to him, still naked from the waist down, then said:




    "This ice suit is feminine, and it is the only one we wear over the vest", she said, quite serious, as she finished wearing the universal ice suit. Then she went to the room, as if nothing had happened, and took her two guns.




    Something primitive shone in Koll’s eyes, and his heart began to beat for her. The white woman seemed beautiful to him, and his mind got swept up in a maelstrom. It was a unique moment when all the fluids in his body seemed boil. He felt a great attraction, something that was impossible to contain. A goddess? Can a man feel attracted to a god? He was enjoying it. When he recovered from his lethargy, he realized that Syzygy was no longer there.




    He heard a noise outside. With a kind of portable ultrasonic icebreaker, Syzygy had just fended off a part of the iceberg that obstructed the passage of the sailboat. Koll noted that the boat was still trapped by large blocks of ice from the sea ice and thought it best to warn her, so he shouted:




    "Watch out when you break those blocks. They’re stuck to the sailboat!"




    "I can’t deal with them right now. These blue blocks have sharp edges. Their movement and weight have cracked the hull!", she answered loudly.




    "No!", he shouted, exasperated.




    "If you don’t believe it, go inside and look carefully right under where you keep the anchor. I did it yesterday after you slept. The water didn’t come in because of the ice. If it melts, bye, bye... goodbye, sailboat".




    Koll put his hand on his head. He thought of the madness that it would be to try to return to his country with the first hull, the external one, broken, and the inner one, steel, cracked. That’s when he heard Syzygy say that she could fix it. They would just have to go to a station that the Ices had nearby to pick up the necessary material and tools.




    "Let’s go on the snowmobile. You will not freeze because it is windless now", she said, already going towards the vehicle.




    When they arrived, before riding, she cleaned the seat of the ice that had been accumulated there, turned to him and giving him a sidelong look, she said:




    "You tried to pretend it was no big deal seeing me naked, but you disturbed yourself". Syzygy giggled.




    "You caught me off guard, I confess. I think I’m going to fall in love", he replied, smiling.




    "They say that we, Ices, are a bit puritan. In my world, men and women are naked only in the sauna, but women stay on one side and men on the other not to expose themselves too much; other than that, we are very well-behaved, and everyone respects each other. In our case, because I have only two pieces of clothing and am on a mission, I could not waste time and ..."




    "I love women who can’t waste time", Koll interrupted with a loud laugh that seemed to bother her.




    Without saying anything, Syzygy sat on the snowmobile and pulled the helmet from the garment. Koll had to settle down behind her, holding on to her waist. The path was now less terrifying. The snow had widened the passages. The vehicle followed the coastline for some difficult kilometers until it found a way to climb up the glacier, which allowed it to reach the ice barrier plateau. Already up, it passed through landscapes somewhat modified by the blizzard of the previous night. It was possible to notice the amount of fluffy snow accumulated. For half an hour, it followed a path that bypassed a hill until coming close to a nunatak. She turned off the machine and got off. Koll followed her.




    "The passage is here", she said, pointing out with her head.




    A white door, camouflaged at the base of the stone, slid to the side, obeying a movement that Syzygy made with her left hand using her ring.




    "Yeah... This is a narrow, dark, and gloomy grotto", Koll babbled, with a tight heart. The minus twelve-degree cold made the place look even worse. "It’s cold. Do you have heating inside the cave?"




    "The caves are better than out here, as the wind doesn’t enter them, and if there is a heat source, it can heat up like an igloo. But we do not heat it because the furniture is all made of ice and we would be without tables, chairs, and cabinets. Let’s get in here, and you’ll see it".




    "If someone were to spend the night there, then they would have to wear this heated garment even to sleep, wouldn’t they?",he asked, still scared.




    "Not like that either. The suites and the bathroom are heated, but we do not let this heat go to other environments", answered the white woman as if it were the most usual thing in the world.




    Realizing that he was still reluctant to enter the gloomy corridor, she decided to give him an order. She couldn’t leave her protégé outside.




    "You’ll have to come down with me to the ices’ house. You do not need to be afraid while you are with me".




    "Afraid? No, of course not... I’m going down".




    In front of the two of them, a long and spiral staircase led them far below; they could not see the end because of the irregularity of the stairs. A startling silence followed; only their steps were heard, nothing more. Koll felt his heart pounding, and he depended on the light of the stranger. He hadn’t even brought a flashlight with him. I’ve never seen this woman before. I don’t know who she is, he thought. This world of Turis is the most unfathomable thing imaginable. And here I am, like a madman, in the solitude of the desert, entering a dark and dangerous cave with an angel who might as well be a devil.




    As they descended the uneven steps, a noise was heard behind them. The door, which appeared to be an ice wall, had closed completely. It was then that the entire staircase and the hall that followed became widely lit. It was a relief for Koll.




    At the end of the long descent, something caught his attention. An older man, lonely, not good-looking, with disheveled white hair, was sitting before a large table and he didn’t move as Syzygy addressed him, babbling in a strange, sibylline language, which mixed sound and breath, a language he did not know whether it came from the world of angels or the depths of hell. It wasn’t a language of people, he thought, frightened.




    He then saw the long-haired older man pointing to one direction. Syzygy signaled for Koll to accompany her until she arrived in another room, which, although it was impeccably clean, it looked like a warehouse because of the number of materials that could be seen through the corners and the shelves.




    "This plasma cell is loaded", said Syzygy, picking up the equipment on the ice shelf. "I will exchange it for is the one I have on my moto", she also took a one-meter roll of sheet metal from a metal alloy and asked Koll to hold it, she also got a small machine, which was somewhat heavy, and the Australian guy grabbed it by the handle. "This is to fix your boat", she explained.




    Koll felt quite relieved when they left the cave. I’m alive, far from the core of rock and the ice. Calmer, he observed Syzygy replacing the vehicle’s plasma module and leaving the discharged one in the cave, then closing the door. He saw her keep the other materials under the seat of the snowmobile, which was much larger than it appeared, and, in a continuous act, she also lifted the supports that the snowmobile had on each side to the rear passenger.




    "Now, stranger, let’s travel with speed", she said. "Instead of holding on to me, put on the seat belt and run your arms through the supports, as the moto will fly and ... It’s going to be very fast".




    The vehicle took off so quickly that they were already flying over the small hill towards the coast by the time he noticed. The panorama from the top of the ice cliff displayed its enchanting and unforgettable beauty on that sunny day. The sailboat became visible in the clear morning, and, making a short descent curve, the incredible snowmobile stopped just 50 m from the boat.




    Syzygy pulled the flexible helmet, folding it behind the back of the neck, and looked at Koll, who was laughing nervously such had been the excitement and adrenaline of the ride that had lasted no longer than five minutes. In a short time, the white woman, with the machine they had brought, welded the alloy plate on the inner side of the hull and repaired the outer part.




    "Now I will release the boat for you to go your way", she said. "Once free from the ice, the heavy winds that fall from the high mountains of the south will drive away from the sea ices and icebergs and you will be able to navigate without any danger.




    Several loud crackles were heard when the ultrasonic gun broke some of the shoals, giving passage for the boat to follow the voyage. Koll raised the sails and set them up. Syzygy remained out of the boat. She was standing on the sea ice, prepared to say goodbye. That’s when Koll rubbed his face and, with his hand now over his beard, said aloud:




    "Don’t you have just a little time for a coffee and cake?"




    "I do have. I can. What’s up?", she replied with a solemn countenance as, in the face of such an invitation, she again climbed the staircase of the sailboat without haste.




    The man could not hide the frustration of losing her, but upon seeing her already on the sailboat, he tripped over his own words:




    "It’s... You said you’d like to sail... That thing of letting the wind take you away... and now... in that astronaut spacesuit you’re going to work another ten-day week... well... why didn’t you tell me earlier?"




    He shook his head not to speak nonsense, realizing that there was a lump on his throat for feeling so thrilled. He found himself in a monologue before the silence that followed his words.




    "I’m sorry... I’m wrong. I don’t know what’s happening to me...", he concluded.




    The Ice woman was slowly approaching the blond Briton and, when he noticed, she was already without her gloves, letting the beautiful ring visible. Her white hands, now warm, rested on his beard.




    The man shuddered. She approached him and kissed him. He felt the warmth of her enveloping lips and grabbed her tightly. She just had time to whisper an "I’m already off", and surrendered to him.


  




  

    
4
The trip




    When the stars fall, 




    My emptiness goes away.




    There is a place where they seem to go,




    And I go along. Where to?




    I don’t need to know.




    ANTARCTICA, YEAR 198, DAY OF NEPTUNE, SOLAR 19.




    The sailboat glided over a dark sea with a favorable wind. The beautiful snowmobile had been firmly tied behind the boat, on the stern deck. Without the dangers of raging waves, they could sail far away and, very calmly, watch the sea that stirred and transmuted into turquoise, showing an abundant life that the waters were not always able to hide. On the coast, where there were stones, the colors had red and green tones due to the presence of lichens and algae that brought. They did not depart from the coast, for its beauty exerted a drawing power for both of them. With their eyes to the starboard, they were delighted in contemplating the distant line of the long ice barrier that seemed to have no end. The constant breeze had the perfect temperature for Syzygy, who liked to feel it on her face and hair. Sometimes she would enter the boat to appreciate the man she had just met holding the beautiful helm of a vehicle that left her ecstatic about how primitive it was. Wearing a colorful synthetic-fur hat and golden glasses, Koll made the exotic figure of a captain on an ecotourism vessel.




    Everywhere they looked; life was teeming on the ice. Without any effort, large groups of Weddell seals and crab seals were seen lying on the edge of a beautiful tabular iceberg, a kilometer from the coast, without any disturbance. At the suggestion of the mysterious woman, the boat headed there and was anchored on the small ice island, next to a ramp used by the Adélie penguins. The place for fixing the boat was chosen by her, who knew the dangers of a wrong berth on the ice.




    "My friend Caldene is doing a job here", said Syzygy. "A colony of sea lions was taken by surprise by thermal currents that brought them here, at an unusual latitude for them. She is studying whether she will need to remove them or not".




    "That’s nice. It must be a rewarding job".




    "I like this tabular because it is lower than the others and has good ramps to climb on the side that overlooks the coast and it is firm. That’s why animals use it as if it were an island. We are going to see some exciting things".




    "Did you know that ships should not anchor off the coast of Antarctica in places where there are glaciers? I’ve heard that ice mountain slides can create raging waves and bring razor-sharp blades up the boat. You know that, don’t you?"




    "Yes, and you will not want to break the boat again, barbarian", the white woman had just given him a nickname.




    "Barbarian? Are you kidding?", he took a step back.




    "It is the name that us, people from Turis, give to foreigners".




    "Well... Come to think of it, I must be descended from Germans and Celts, barbarian peoples from Ancient Rome".




    She smiled and changed the subject for she had no interest in learning the history of the humans.




    "So, as you said, there is a danger of anchoring between an ice wall and an iceberg, which is why I am doing this docking on the opposite side, at a firm point in the tabular. Our boat, or rather, your house, is now protected, but the ramp on this side is steep".




    "Are you sure? I’ll have to check that out".




    "It isn’t a big deal", Syzygy approached Koll and began to touch through the tangle of threads in his beard with her fingers. "Did you know that this beard is very different from the men of Antarctica? You look like a viking".




    "Viking? But my beard is trimmed". He laughed.




    "Barbarian, Viking, whatever..." Suddenly, the woman approached his face and blew into his nostrils a breath with the aroma of the sea, which flooded his mind with intense sensations.




    "What is that, sweetie?", he whispered, now with more passion.




    "The Turisian kiss".




    Koll was excited and held her tightly. He grabbed the proud woman and gave her a long kiss. But suddenly, he was breathless.




    "Ouch!", he walked away with his eyes wide open. "What are you doing?"




    "I sucked all your air". Syzygy laughed.




    "But that’s not how humans kiss".




    "Not humans, barbarians, I told you. You have soiled the whole planet and are still polluting my Antarctica. Do you think I don’t know?"




    "What?" Koll didn’t expect that, but he nodded.




    "My darling, I am willing to be anything you want. Just let me teach you how I kiss".




    He kissed and she laughed, and it was like that until Syzygy caught her breath and managed to kiss him the way he wanted to. Before he asked anything else, the woman quickly turned and pulled Koll by the hand to climb the iceberg, making him curious.




    "On the side, facing the coast", said Syzygy "there are very gentle climbs and the icy beaches where seals like to stay".




    "Beaches? Do you want me to believe it?"




    "I’m calling beaches those shallow stretches that are just three meters high, different from the top of the iceberg, which is much higher".




    "Why don’t we go up the soft side?", he asked, laughing.




    "You couldn’t dock there, did you forget? It is the dangerous side that faces the coast, there is risk of avalanches. Now, if you want, you just have to swim there, will you go?"




    "Only if I go back to the boat to put on the Antarctic wetsuit", he laughed again. Syzygy pursed her lips.




    "Hold my hand tight. If we slip on this climb, we will fall into the water at minus two degrees. If you do what I’m telling you, we’ll get up there still dry".




    "Yes, you would not feel any cold in the sea in your sealed suit, but me, without the wetsuit, I would almost cry", Koll kidded, although he was afraid of the dangerous ramp, more suitable for penguins than for humans.
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