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The audio alarms aboard the fusion ship Iapyx sounded. It was an old fashioned warning system but still quite effective when humans were involved. The only problem was that the humans aboard were unconscious. They had been rendered that way by a phenomenon of wormhole travel that had not been encountered before. It was like driving into a wall at sixty miles an hour but with physiological consequences instead of physical.

Dr. Jackson, a physicist and astronomer, was the first to wake from the trauma. 

At first, Sheila Jackson thought she was in her apartment back, where?

Strange I remember my apartment but not where it is.

Except the room was too small to be her apartment and the bed was a single instead of a full and the lights were overhead instead of a lamp beside the bed and ...

Sheila sat up. Where was she? Her mind started racing. She felt almost panicky, she wanted to flee. But where?

Maybe her Emmie would tell her something, where was it? She looked around. There it was on the small table in the corner of the room.

She moved to the table and picked up the device which was like a personal assistant with an Em based AI. (Em standing for emulated brain. A human brain emulated in a computer). She unfolded the Emmie until its screen was large enough.

Sheila said, “Emmie where are we?”

The Emmie was slow to respond which was uncharacteristic.

“Unknown,” is all it said.

Sheila's feeling of panic changed to curiosity, her defining characteristic. 

How could my Emmie not know where we are?

“Emmie do a diagnostic level one please.”

While she waited for the results Sheila looked about the room. There was a food processing center next to the table in the corner. The bed was across the room from there and the reading lamp was attached to the wall instead of on the nightstand like in her apartment. There was what looked like a small row of lockers built into the wall at the foot of the bed. They framed a door.

To where?

There was also a door on the remaining wall. Sheila assumed one door led to a bathroom. Where the other one led she didn't know and at the moment didn't want to know.

The Emmie finished the diagnostics and began announcing the results. Sheila interrupted it when it got to memory capacity.

“Emmie, excuse me for interrupting, but what is the start time of the current memory block aggregation?”

By aggregation, Sheila meant the continuous recording of events by the Emmie.

“Memory begins sequencing from oh-three-hundred.”

“And the time now?”

“Oh-three twenty-two.”

Sheila was a bit stunned.

The same memory of time I have but a completely different type of substrate.

Sheila meant that whatever had happened had affected both their memories, hardware and wetware, the same. She and the Emmie both suffered from memory loss. Whatever was wrong, it wasn't just Sheila, it was more widespread and affected equipment as well as humans.

But thinking about the Emmie's memory loss brought Sheila back to the question. Where was she?

She would have to see what was beyond the doors. She chose the door near the foot of her bed because she thought it most likely to be the bathroom. It was and though small it looked to be sufficient.

Leaving the bathroom she looked at the remaining door in the room. Wherever she was, she would have to go through that door to find out.

She approached the door. She noticed it was different from the bathroom door, it was without an obvious door handle but there was a sensor pad next to it on the wall. The only thing she could think of was to hold the palm of her hand up to the sensor.

Before her hand touched the pad it worked. The door recessed into the wall. It was obviously not a touch sensor but operated optically.

She went through and found herself in a long hall that curved peculiarly upward as one looked into the distance. The door closed behind her. She looked one way and then the other and then turned to walk down the hall.

There were other doors like hers, all on one side of the hall. They each had their pads. She tried a couple but the doors didn't open. As she continued the doors grew further and further apart, obviously the rooms behind them were getting larger but still none opened for her.

Then she came to an open door.

Open but why? 

She saw a person's foot in the door but that was all. She hesitated. Forcing herself to look she saw the still form of the man belonging to the foot. Poking her head further into the room she saw other bodies either lying on the floor or collapsed in chairs, both men and women.

Their Emmies lay beside the bodies. Other equipment in the room seemed to be working as there were sounds and lights and images on the screens. As Sheila entered further into the room she was able to turn and see a great wallscreen. The view down a central girder to a large bulk was in stark relief to the dark background. Except it wasn't completely dark, there were lights in the blackness, pinpoints of lights as if viewed from the observatory back in the Centauri Two habitat.
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